
Selena’s POV 

I sighed as I viewed the empty lot forlornly. The occurrences of the past few days dancing in front of my 

eyes. The memories of fires and storms taunting me. I wish I could have stopped it but the fire was too 

far gone by the time I had reached. “I shouldn’t have left. University wasn’t that important. Now look 

what happened. My parents dead, my brother too and no remains left of the mansion that once was.” All 

I had was the little money left over from amount I took with me when I went to study and the sleeping 

bag and clothes I used there. Just a meagre few simoleans. Sighing I stared at the moon and settled in 

for the night in my sleeping bag, knowing tomorrow would be a long time coming.  

 

I slept restlessly plagued with thoughts of my parents and my brother, and the tears slid down my face. I 

drifted off but was soon awoken by the feeling of droplets on my face, I cursed my luck as I realised that 

it was raining but resigned myself to the fact that I would have to sleep in the rain for a while at least. 

My thoughts soon turned to Caroline, my brother’s girlfriend or as the lawyer told me his soon to be 

fiancée. Despite the fact that I really hated her at the moment I wondered how she was faring. She just 

lost her knight in shining armour, because that was exactly what my brother was for her. He spent all 

our money to ensure that her abusive father went to jail and then took loans when the tycoon turned 

out to be much more difficult to handle. Of course at the time I did not mind the expenses taken to rid 

Caroline of the evil monster that called himself her father, but now when I lost everything just to pay of 

those loans and when I realised that she had disappeared without a trace I was extremely bitter towards 

her. If she could have just stayed we could have worked through it together and then maybe things 

would not be so bad for me. I would have someone to help me through the torture and I could help her 

too. We were friends even before she started dating my brother. But she left me too just like my family. 

I had no one left not even Blu, my prized horse. The one I won many a competition on. The one I had to 

sell to help pay off the debt and also because I knew I could not afford the care for him anymore. Caring 



for a horse is expensive and I could not afford it any longer. My eyes clouded over as I remembered my 

goodbye to my precious Blu. 

 

Shaking myself out of my thoughts I stood up out of the sleeping bag and closed it shut. The sun was 

rising now and that meant that I had to be on my way too look for work. I would have to abandon my 

dream of being a full time writer if I wanted to earn money to improve my situation. My grumbling 

stomach reminded me that first I would have to get some stuff done to fill the land with some 

necessities, like a fridge and a toilet. So I trudged my way to the shops to see how much I could afford to 

buy. It turned out that all I could afford was a small wall, a fridge, a counter, an old toilet, a broken 

shower and a sink. I felt as if the shopkeepers deliberately increased the price when they saw me enter 

in my ragged state but I was too desperate to say anything. As the house was set up by the builders who 

too asked for a tip, I was left with hardly enough money to get anything else. “Well there goes my plan 

to get a bunch of papers to write on,” I thought. As the glaring heat started to burn my face I decided to 

go and find somewhere cool to sit and relax before I went in search of a job. The fact that the heat and 



the rain existed at the same time just proved how even the elements were against me. My clothes were 

soggy and my light skin sunburnt. I even scraped my knee as I ran but I couldn’t do anything about that. 

There were much more important things to deal with. I had to explore this town because even though 

my parents and brother had lived here for a year I had only been twice in my breaks from university. 

They had moved to get away from the rumours that started once the case between Caroline and her 

father begun. Yet another thing I could blame Car for. She was the reason I could not go back home to 

sunset valley. When we left my parents swore that none of us would go back there and now that they 

weren’t there any longer I couldn’t go back on that word. And also was the fact that if I went back there 

would surely be someone there to try and hurt me again like they did when Caroline’s father was first 

arrested. But I knew people there and I had places that I frequented. Here I had no one and no place 

that held good memories. Like the stables where I first rode Blu, or the park where I went with my 

family. Just the four of us having fun like we always did together. Nor did I have the movie theatre 

where I went with friends and where I went for my first date. There had also been the cute and quirky 

diner where I oddly had my first kiss. As I wandered St Claire lost in my thoughts, my eye caught sight of 

a neat internet café. It was the cutest thing and I even though I hate technology ever since I got an 

electric shock from the TV when I was younger I knew this atmosphere would help me deal with this 

phobia, and maybe, just maybe I would be able to write on the computers there since that was the only 

way I could write for now.  

As I strode in the cool air was the first thing to hit me and then was the smell of new books and almond 

coffee. My favourite smell in the world. I knew right then that this was going to be my new sanctuary. I 

chose the computer right next to the door to the little outdoor café, where the smell of coffee was the 

strongest and I looked at the computer. With shaking hands I turned the Monitor on and started to type. 

 

 The excitement of writing my first book was somehow outweighed by the fact that I should have been 

doing this properly at university and also by the fear that at any moment I would be surrounded by 

sparks but pushed on and typed away. After a while I started to feel droopy and I looked out to realise 

that it was getting dark. Saving my progress carefully and logging out of the account I had created on the 

computer for myself, I stood up. Before I left I went and grabbed a cheap bagel from the café. The girl at 



the counter smiled at me as I took my change. The way back home seemed to be much longer and I 

decided that I would carry my sleeping bag next time so I could sleep there if it got too dark. I would be 

spared the sun in the morning and the rain at night this way as well. Finally home, the empty land 

seemed foreboding so I rummaged in my bag and placed my university flag on the wall so it would seem 

just a little more like home to me. But it didn’t. I shook open the sleeping bag that was heavy with the 

weight of the water and then slipped out of my clothes into my underwear forgetting all dignity. I could 

only hope that no one saw me. Then I slipped into the sleeping bag and fell asleep shivering. 

 

 


