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[Carmen – Fem Shadow] 
(Carmen’s POV)
 
Sugar and spice and everything nice
That’s what little girls are made of
Sunshine and rainbows
and ribbons for hair bows
That's what little girls are made of
Tea parties, laces and baby doll faces
That’s what little girls are made of
They say that every little girl is made of sugar, spice and everything nice. They are promised with sunshine and rainbows and ribbons for hair bows as well as being able to experience the delight of tea parties, laces, and baby doll faces. Little girls are made of wonderful things and are carefully knitted in their mother’s womb. Perfect little girls are often viewed to be beautiful, quiet, timid and as delicate as porcelain dolls. 
That’s what they often say about girls in the story books, media, and such, but do we really have to be like those little girls that the world perceives us to be?
My father always tells me to be myself. That I should not let anything or anyone change who I am because the world has no right to dictate who we should be. I don’t have to be made with sugar, spice and everything nice to be a perfect little girl, nor do I need sunshine or rainbows and ribbons for hair bows, as well as tea parties, laces and baby doll faces. I should be happy just the way I am because we are all born with different ingredients. That should be the recipe for a perfect little girl.
But what happens when the little girl loses her sugar and all she has is spice? What happens when she’s no longer nice?  Then what are girls made of? What if little girls don’t like the sunshine and stopped searching for rainbows? What if the little girl loses her hair bows? Then what are little girls made of? 

What if there were no more tea parties, and our laces are scattered all over the places? What if we’ve lost our baby doll faces? Then what are little girls made of?
It feels good to be admired once in a while, but too much attention isn’t always good. In fact it makes me feel uneasy and somewhat disturbed but the more I quiver helplessly, the more those hungry eyes feed on my fear. 
Beauty can either be a blessing or a curse. A lot of people often describe me as an irresistible beautiful girl with a personality as sweet as candies. Only when they get to taste me that they realize the spice beneath the sweetness. 
I stood in a dark room illuminated with a lot of red lights with a broken and fake smile. Behind me was a king size bed with golden covers and a red duvet. I shivered as I stared before a recording camera then I took off the headband that’s keeping my hair in place and slowly begin to take off the skimpy lavender dress that I wore as a figure from the shadows silently smirked before me.
My name is Carmen the Hedgehog, I’m sixteen years old and this is my story. 
----
I was born and raised in the city of Westopolis.  My father was the one who gave me my name the moment I was born. I am often called ‘Carmie’ by my classmates and friends for short but my father loves calling me “Poppy” as a nickname. 
Why “Poppy”? It’s because the thick, wavy locks of hair mixing with my dark fur and my eyes that I inherited from my mother are both as red as poppies. People who see my eyes were often taken aback at first then soon, they would compliment about how fierce, mysterious and unique they look. 
Ironically, while I hold crimson eyes that appear aggressive, I have a passive, shy and gentle personality in contrast with my father who had ocean blue eyes that appear calm and gentle but holds a temper as red and as fiery as my crimson eyes. Two opposing traits but are able to blend together well. 
I never liked my eyes very much but my father loves it because it’s not like any other and most of all, it reminds him so much of my mother.
My mother. She left us when I was just a baby and never returned. I could see how much my father is doing his best to fill that void by being there for me but it only fuels my drive to search for that missing piece in me.
They say that when you’re lucky enough to have an affectionate and loving mother, you would never cease craving that kind of love because she’s the only one who could make you feel it. However, it’s a different story for me because I’ve never experienced having one as well as being able to feel that kind of love. That’s why, whenever I see other children with their mothers still with them, I can’t help but feel a little jealous. 
Even Mother’s Day can be a very challenging day for me because I feel that its only purpose is to remind me of that missing part in me. It only brings a sense of yearning, loneliness, anger, bitterness as well as despair. 
Every time I think about her, I can’t help but think what our family would have been like if she’s still with us. My father hasn’t kept anything in memory of her, not even a photograph. Whenever I ask him about her, he quickly finds ways to avoid it by changing the topic. He can be really secretive when it comes to her which only piques my curiosity even further in return but he told me that whenever I miss her, I just have to look in front of a mirror because she would always be a part of me and of him.
All my life I grew up hiding that heartache from everyone because I never want to be vulnerable in their eyes. I always keep a smile on my face and I always tell them I’m alright but deep down, I couldn’t help but feel lonely and incomplete. I love my father and I am grateful for everything he’s done for me, but nothing could replace a mother’s love. 
Despite our family being incomplete, my father said that I was the best thing that has ever happened in his life. It’s because of me that he found the reason to smile again even if the love of his life has left him with nothing but only a memory. 
My father. He’s my hero who fights the monsters in the closet, the king of my imaginary castle, the captain who battles the waves of the ocean, and the one who would stand by me when no one else will. He’s the first one I see every time I wake up and the last one I see before going to bed. 
Every little girl dreams of being a princess but I don’t have to dream to become one anymore because in my father’s eyes, no matter where I go, no matter what I’ve become and how old I’ve grown, I’ll always be his little princess in this castle that we call ‘home.’ 
His little princess who he holds dearly in his heart and his little princess who thinks her father is the most handsome, charming and strongest King the rules all over Mobius.  
I love my father very much and he’s all that’s left in my life. 
We only have each other now and because of him, I had a splendid childhood.
---
Somewhere in an apartment within Westopolis, a dark furred hedgehog with upturned quills sat on a bed with a book on his hand beside a much smaller dark furred hedgehog with crimson stripes on her quills as well as an abundant tuft of long, wavy locks on her head that blended perfectly with her dark fur. 
(Carmen’s POV)
“…the brave young prince rode his noble steed and rushed towards the castle, defeated the mighty dragon that guarded the doors, rescued the princess and they lived happily ever after. The End.”
My father closed the book and pulled the blankets over me.
Some dream of living in a beautiful castle while some dream of meeting a prince charming that would sweep them off of their feet, 
I’ve always wondered what kind of prince charming would sweep me off of my feet one day. Would he be as handsome and as brave like the prince in the stories? Would he own a huge magical castle? Would he also ride a noble steed? 
A lot of thoughts plagued me but one really stood out the most: When will I meet the prince of my dreams?
Still feeling a little bit hyped from my father’s story-telling, I pulled unto his arm.
“Daddy, one more story, please?” I begged with a sweet smile that could literally put the candy factories out of business.
“I’d love to, my dear, but it’s already way past your bedtime,” he sternly told me but I didn’t buy it. 
“Pretty please?” I continued to pester him and this time, I pleaded while putting my little hands together.
“We talked about this before. You have school tomorrow and daddy has to go to work early,” he responded and I still didn’t buy the sternness in his voice. 
“Pretty, pretty please? I swear I would always eat everything on my plate and I would never eat candies and junk foods…” he raised a brow at me as if in doubt with my statement. “…too much,” I added with an uneasy smile.
“That won’t work with me,” he calmly pointed out and I just responded by giving him my most convincing puppy dog eyes that he couldn’t resist.
He sighed in defeat and I knew my pleading went successful when I saw him taking another book from the bookshelf and sat beside my bed again. “All right, this is the last one. After this, you better get some sleep,” he said and I hugged him tightly while he pulled me closer and began to read to me again.
“You’re the best,” I said and he just sighed in contentment.
My father may appear really strict, cold and indifferent to some but I know he’s not the man that everyone thought he is. He’s just a really busy and hardworking man. 
---
A few minutes later
 (Darius’ POV)
My daughter went to bed after the last story as promised. With a quick goodnight kiss on her forehead, I turned off the lights and gently closed the door on my way out. It’s always fulfilling to complete a day seeing her peacefully sleeping on her bed like a little cherub. I guess a sight of her is enough to wipe out an exhausting and stressful day. I’m thankful that she’s still with me. I don’t know how I would be able to live with myself without her. 
As I prepared for bed, I couldn’t resist but stare at the empty space beside me that was once warm and full of life. Her crimson eyes staring lovingly at my blue ones like I was the only one for her, the softness of her blonde fur as well as her soft and delicate hand. I couldn’t help but yearn for it once more. 
People come and go from our lives. I guess it’s true that you won’t know what you’ve got until it’s gone. I found myself lucky to have met someone who was so hard to say goodbye to, until they are the one who decided to leave one day. 
(Flashback)
I came home after work with a brief case on one hand and an envelope on the other to surprise the love of my life the promotion I got for doing a terrific job in my workplace but all I met was a small note attached to the fridge that says: 
‘I’m going to a far away place. Don’t try to wait for me because I won’t come back anymore – Crimson’
I dropped my briefcase and the envelope that I held. That simple note tore my heart into so many pieces and the first thing I did was run towards our room just to see an empty cabinet and a couple of shelves opened here and there like someone just rummaged through our things and is in an absolute hurry to leave.
“Crimson!” I called out her name as I searched every room in our house only to realize that she took everything that belongs to her. Every little memory I have of her, she took it all. Everything we had vanished without a trace like it was all just an illusion and nothing more.
I felt the world crushing before me. I tried to shake my head and blink a couple of times to wake up anytime soon only to realize that I am already wide awake. I lost the strength on my legs and felt myself sinking on the floor until I heard a sound of an infant crying. That’s when I felt myself having the energy once again to stand back on my feet. 
She may have left but it seems that she didn’t take everything away at all.
I quickly ran towards the sound of the cries and caught sight of our daughter who’s only a few weeks old covered in a blanket tossing and turning in the couch and crying with so much energy as though trying to push off the blanket out of her body.
My first instinct was to immediately take off the blanket and convince myself that I wasn’t hallucinating.
I wasn’t.  
“Shh, there, there, daddy’s here,” I hushed, walking towards her and gently picking her up, still feeling a little bit nervous for carrying someone as delicate as her.
Our beautiful baby girl with dark fur just like mine mixed with a couple of red stripes of fur on her quills and a thick tuft of red fur at the top of her head that she got from her grandparents. There’s one particular trait that captivated me with her the most and those were her crimson eyes that she got from her mother.
“It’s alright, my dear. Daddy would always be here…I would never leave you.” I gently cradled her in my arms and miraculously, she calmed down. “There’s only you and me now, Carmen.”
I laid in my bed and stared blankly at the ceiling. No matter how many years have passed, that memory is still fresh in my mind like it just happened yesterday. I may not be able to forget what Crimson has done but I am still thankful that she gave birth to our daughter. My dearest little Poppy. 
--
The next day at Westopolis Elementary School
(Carmen’s POV)
Instead of taking the bus, my father is usually the one who drops me at school because it’s closer to his office. He’s wearing his usual business attire that makes him look like he’s ready to eat someone’s soul. He’s quite intimidating when he wears it especially when he’s being serious about something.
“Everything set, my dear?” father crouched before me and placed his hands on my shoulders. “You sure you haven’t forgotten anything?” he asked that made me giggle. Every time he drops me at school, it makes me feel like it’s always the first day of school. That’s how overprotective he is. 
“Everything is fine, daddy. Don’t worry, I will be alright as always.” I suddenly heard familiar voices calling out to me and when I looked at my side, I saw two of my very close friends walking towards me wearing bright and energetic smiles along with their respective guardians with them. 
One of them was a blue furred hedgehog with emerald eyes accompanied by a much older one with the same fur color but has a brown lock of hair in front of his face. The other one is a white furred bat with her hair tied in pigtails with pink ribbons accompanied by another much older female white furred bat with longer locks of hair held in a ponytail.
“Sonic, Rouge! Good morning,” I greeted, waving my hand at them. “Good morning to you, too, Mr. Jules and Ms. Sapphire,” I greeted politely at the much older ones. Mr. Jules is Sonic’s father while Ms. Sapphire is Rouge’s elder sister.
“Good morning, lovely,” said Mr. Jules in a friendly grin. 
“Awww, you’re such a sweet little girl, Carmie,” said Ms. Sapphire as she gently pats my head.
“Top of the morning, Grumpy,” Mr. Jules jokingly said to my father who just rolled his eyes.
“You seem to be in a good mood, Jules,” father simply responded in a huff.
“Of course, it’s a beautiful day!” Mr. Jules said with his bright smile that made my father grunt in response. 
Ms. Sapphire gave a teasing grin at my father, “You should smile more like your daughter, Da-Ri-Us,” she called out his name in syllables that made him raise a brow at her. “Besides, it would make you look even more dashing.” 
“Don’t be ridiculous. Besides, there’s no reason to and would you refrain from saying my name in syllables, please? It’s becoming annoying,” he said bitterly that only made her chuckle.
“Be nice to the lady,” said Mr. Jules as he strongly patted my father in his shoulder. “What’s wrong with Da-Ri-Us? It sounds fine. I wish my name had more syllables in it so Bernie could call me in an adorable way.”
“Great, now my day is absolutely ruined thanks to you two,” father simply uttered while they just laughed at him.
Mr. Jules and Ms. Sapphire loves teasing my father while he simply shrugs it aside whenever they do but I’m pretty sure he doesn’t mind. In fact, they are really good friends just as how Sonic, Rouge and I are.
[bookmark: _GoBack]While the three of them continued to bicker, the three of us just sighed in defeat. 
