Even in her mortal years, Annoyance had never been one to follow the rules.
Annoyance had been one to push to envelope.

Annoyance had been one to cross the line.

Annoyance had been one to break away.

And break away, she would.

Annoyance ran through the hallways of the Mystery Mansion. All she had was a small yellow and orange backpack slung over one shoulder, filled up with what little notes she could find on her destination.

Here.

Annoyance had spent the last three weeks at the least researching and doing everything in her power to learn all she possibly could about this reality. She’d learned about it from Artist Block—one of the main creators of this reality.
It was a joint reality—two Artists had combined their skills and talents to create it, something rarely seen, but beautiful where it could be found. Artist Block had personally known one of the two Artists. Boredom had personally known the other.

Now that had to be a powerful reality. For Artist Block and Boredom to, even if indirectly, work together to make such a world.

That had to be where she was.

The most painful thing Annoyance had brought on herself since becoming an Elemental was the memories. She had dug them up all on her own. Raised in the mortal realm as an orphan, no idea who she was or where she came from, Annoyance at last couldn’t stand it anymore.
She tried to find her family.

To her horror, she found them.

Alive and well.

Completely unaware that she was alive.

Completely unaware that she existed.

Annoyance had quickly found out why.
It was Karma’s fault.

Annoyance felt bitter tears welling up in her eyes, clouding her vision as she ran faster and faster trough the Mansion’s never-ending hallways. After so long of foolishly thinking that Karma was her friend, she found out that the first time they met, he had pulled this ridiculous stunt on her.

How. Dare. He.

Karma had actually taken her away from her family the day she had been born. Her mother had never held her in her arms. Annoyance had never laid eyes on her father. She had never even seen her own…
…sister.

Annoyance had a sister. Something she had always wished she could have, but never had. She did. She had a sister.

A twin.

Annoyance had an identical twin sister.

And she had never even laid eyes on her.

That… Annoyance thought bitterly. Is about to change…

She would break away from this horrible life she had been forced to live. She would chase the life she truly wanted.

She would run to Here. That was where her sister was. That was where Annoyance would find her, and at long last step into her life, and everything would be exactly the way it was supposed to be.

Every day of her life in the mortal realm, Annoyance had been asked if she knew her real family. When she responded no, she was asked if she would have liked to. Of course she would. What girl in their right mind wouldn’t? There wasn’t a single day that went by that Annoyance didn’t wish with all her heart that she could see her sister. There wasn’t a day that she didn’t wonder what it could have been like.
Annoyance recalled in pain the way she used to stay up at night, wondering what she had done to deserve being born without a family. She wondered if her parents hated her. If she wasn’t truly an orphan, like some assumed, and her parents simply didn’t want her. Annoyance had wondered for a while what she had done to them.

Never once in her life… no one had ever asked Annoyance if she wanted to be an Elemental.
Guess what. She didn’t.
But, there was no way out now.
She was stuck like this.

She became an Elemental before she even realized it.

And now she was trapped in this stupid Mansion.

But, not for long.

Annoyance found herself at the door to Karma’s study. She had seen him leave earlier to speak with Finale about something, so she didn’t hesitate to rush inside.

She ignored the comforting sensation of the familiarity she found in Karma’s study. Annoyance had often spent her days in here with her dear friend—a dear friend she now realized was a lying, traitorous backstabber.

Annoyance ran right over to Karma’s desk, and more out of rage and spite than anything, she placed her arms on the desk, and flung all the precious notebooks and trinkets and everything Karma was working on off into the floor. 
On the now-cleared desk, Annoyance threw her backpack down, shuffling angrily through her own notebooks for a lone slip of folded, beaten lined paper, crumpled up at the bottom of her pack.

She pulled it out, scanned quickly over her short, angry, tearful goodbye, then folded it roughly back up and slammed it down on the middle of the desk.

If she had anything to say about it, Annoyance would never set foot in this study—in this Mansion ever again.

So, grabbing her backpack and slinging it over her shoulder, glancing one last time around the study, Annoyance wiped the tears out of her eyes and hissed under her breath, “Goodbye, Karma… and if I never see you again, it’ll be too soon, you little backstabber.”

With a final snap of her fingers, resisting the urge she suddenly felt to set the study on fire, Annoyance vanished and slipped out of the Mansion.
