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Introduction
Only one place exists in this world which we are capable of comprehending. It’s like a
movie or a game in which you’re the star and the player. In other words, a far more amusing
place than reality, some would say. That includes me. I’ve always been curious about dreams
and enjoy interpreting them and their hidden meanings. I wanted to create a fun adventure
where the characters would be able to explore the sleeping mind and the knowledge it has to
offer, but also to make the world aware of something I think it has overlooked in past
literature. I have named it The Black Ram. You’ll come to understand who that name
represents soon, later, or maybe never. Either way, it’s an issue I have been struggling with
and I believe I will continue to struggle with for quite some time. Maybe you’ll even realize
that you yourself are a black ram just like me.
In this story, you’ll see horrors of nightmares and beautiful, both simple and lustful
pleasures dreams have to offer. Just like in your slumber, some moments will seem strange to
you, as if they do not fit in. Remember that dreams are all complex symbolic codes that are
left for you to decode and learn from, should you remember what happened after waking up.
But fret not. Even if you won’t understand a few things, the host of dreams will sometimes
aid you with a brief explanation, but it would be best and more rewarding if you came to the
conclusions on your own. He will serve you as a guide. He created this dream you are about
to enter, after all. It’s a special kind of dream. One that exists for the very first time in the
vast history of mankind. For someone like you and me, dreams are not something that can be
manipulated easily.
It requires practice to be able to experience real lucid dreams. When you’re still learning
how to wake only your mind during sleep, you are found feeling grounded and unable to see
clearly as if an invisible force is not letting you get up and you are forced to struggle just so
you could move from one spot to another. But is there anything more? What else can we do
with our dreams? The questions that have puzzled the host for quite some time were: “Could
it be possible for two or even more souls to be having the same dream at once and at the
same time? Would they be able to interact with one another like it were real life and not just
figments of each other’s imagination?”
The host is many things. One of which is a monster that hides in your closet. He’s the one
who you were told would eat you if you’d stay up past your bedtime. But that’s just a
children’s tale. He is to be feared if you work against our human morals, yes, but his words
of wisdom weigh in gold. Does his heart that is yet to start beating shine as brightly?
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CHAPTER ONE
Sweet Dreams
There is a booming sound of drums that is slowly lifting the mist off the eyes of six
women trapped within its breezy claws. They could hear a voice and snickering coming from
the distance. A dark, slender and tall figure approached them, lifting their little heads up and
clearing their vision.
- Well hello there my unruly little marshmallows! - the figure spoke in a very jolly,
masculine, yet a slightly high-pitched voice. - How are you feeling today?
- Disturbed… - the blonde replied.
- Marvelous! Oh, but don’t worry, you’ll get used to my appearance. You didn’t try to hit
me with a blunt instrument yet, so I think we’ll be able to get along just fine. - the creature
grinned and helped the women stand up.
- Who are you? - the beautiful, darker-skinned scientist shuddered and tried to back away
from the beast that terrified her.
- It’s all right, Giselle. Big daddy won’t hurt you unless you misbehave. - he sneered.
- How do you know my name? - she looked around in confusion.
- I know a whole bunch of stuff about you girls. Being the world’s genuine Boogieman
has many perks and benefits that come with the title. Including this nifty coffee mug! - the
monster exclaimed joyfully and took a big black mug with the white words “Boogie
Wonderland” written on it from behind his back.
- I think you’re pronouncing the name wrong, guy. - once more did Goldylocks speak as
she tried to correct him.
The towering being looked up and made a comeback by answering her question very
wittily: - Okay, I’ll explain. You people know me as the Bogeyman, but it’s actually spelled
B-O-O-G-I-E-M-A-N and pronounced as such. I watched this episode of The Powerpuff
Girls once and thought: “Doesn’t that name sound so much cooler?”
- Sure. If you give us a real name I might not start calling you twat. - Natalie flipped her
glimmering red hair off her shoulder and crossed her arms carelessly.
- The guys at work call me Jasper. You can use that… I guess. - he rolled his eyes and
tilted his head to the side.
- Uhm… Who exactly are you people? - Sarah inquired.
- I second that question. - the blonde added.
- Excellent observation. You see, the six of you are currently experiencing something that
has never happened before. For the first time, I have succeeded in making more people
dream the same dream and be in the same dream. You might have never met nor knew the
others existed, but you are all women from planet Earth and have now been brought together
in this collaborated dream sequence. - Boogie began to walk around the small group of
women as he was explaining. - You see, I got a little bored from my everyday routine of
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creating dreams, nightmares and such, so I have decided to choose six humans approximately
the same age and all the same sex so I could send them on a journey filled with fun and
mind-blowing extravaganza!
- And it just so happens that you chose women, right? - Natalie indicated that this
charming personality of his did not amuse her.
- Yes, well, simply because I do enjoy gazing at the female beauty. The bond between
man and woman is as amazing as the miracles of the universe. - he spoke and approached the
young woman with chocolate-colored hair and bronze shine. - Isn’t that right, Hellen?
She didn’t even answer. She just tried not to look directly into his eyes.
- I know what each one of you desires and I am happy to give each one of you a chance
to retrieve it… If you can.
The pearly black-haired lady with the green-blue eyes was eager to suppress her fears
and hid skittishly behind the closest young woman.
- You can stop hiding behind Sarah, Lu. I have no intention of harming my new friends
just yet.
The pale woman tried to slowly move away and stop feeling anxious even though it was
difficult for her.
- Sorry. - she tried to put on a smile and felt embarrassed.
- I appreciate honesty as we all do, my dear. No need to hide our imperfections. This is
your dreamland. Here we can be who we want and what we want without any fears or
responsibilities to hold us back. - the host laughed and spun around before hooking his arm
around poor, frightened Lucille.
Sarah gave him a pretty repulsed look. Natalie was not too happy either. Ten minutes of
talking with this guy and she already feels like he needs to be shot between the eyes.
- Could you please move away? You’re in my personal space. I’m not very comfortable
with this. - Lucille tried to push him away lightly.
- Since you asked so politely… - he obeyed the request and moved away while dangling
his tongue close to her face and grinning maliciously. - I hope you won’t mind sitting next to
me in the car. Now, before we embark on this epic journey, I’m obliged to tell you a little
something. Let’s call them survival tips.
Their jolly host snapped his fingers and suddenly the room turned into the Amazon
jungle in a matter of seconds, following Boogie’s change of clothes from his casual attire to a
jungle explorer’s gear. Unfortunately, his accent decided to embrace the theme as well.
- Alright, listen up! - he shouted in an impressive Australian accent. - If you wanna
survive in this bloody dream shaft you gotta have three things jabbed into your blood and
bones. You gotta have endurance, balls, good looks and me. If you lose me you are
practically throwing yourself down the shithole. In this world I am God, Jesus Christ and
Virgin Mary!
- I don’t remember smoking anything weird recently… - Sarah whispered to Elizabeth
who was standing right next to her.
Lucille and Giselle got quite startled by this little performance and sudden change of
scenery.
- You said you are going to send us on a journey. I’m a little confused. What exactly are
we gonna do and where are we gonna go? - Hellen rose her hand lightly and spoke out her
question.
- A very good question, mate. Each one of you shall have a domain where you will have
to complete an objective and conquer a nightmare. Simple, ain’t it?
- And what would our objectives be? - the chocolate-haired girl inquired once again.
- You’ll know soon enough. It would be pointless to let you know before we’ve gotten to
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our destination. But even the most pointless things have a point. For example, this jungle. It’s
pointless. What you don’t know is that I created it simply to show off my powers and how
easily I can control anything in this realm. Including you. If I wanted to I could turn into a
magician and abracadabra all of your clothes off. - Boogie eyed all of them closely with
another annoying and perverted grin on his face.
None of the six young women spared their face expressions. They each gave him either a
very uncomfortable, frightened look, an awkward smile or glared at him angrily.
- If there are no more questions… - he snapped his fingers and bowed down, still smiling
like a happy little Gollum who got to keep his precious ring. - You are welcome to take a seat
in my car, ladies.
He laughed for a few seconds and spun. With the snap of his fingers he changed his
clothes into a dark red shirt, a pair of denim overalls and black rubber boots with a straw hat
that may or may not have had blood stains on it. It might have been just corn syrup. He
jumped into the recently appeared pickup truck and couldn’t wait for the girls to hop in so he
could turn on the radio. With the instrumental version of J. Geils band’s “Centerfold”
livening up the traveling mood, the girls had no choice but to climb on the back of the truck
and hope for the best. It could be worse. At least he didn’t play Cotton Eyed Joe.
- Now, a word of advice, ladies. - he tossed a few shotguns to them and turned on the
engines. - If ya see Dorothy, aim for the head.
The girls all looked at each other as confused as little lambs. But who cares? At least they
got free guns to shoot that annoying, horny son of a bitch if he does something even more
stupid. They flew right onto a road in the middle of two empty fields on a hot summer day at
full speed. Only a few minutes of driving and Boogie already became bored enough to start
opening his mouth again: - You girls excited about our first stop on this here field trip?
- Frightened would be a more appropriate term. - Giselle commented.
- And where is this stop? I mean, in case you were meaning to tell us. - Sarah asked.
- Not where, Sarah. When. I’m glad you were the one to ask because this might just be
your kind of place. - he spoke. - In that town there’s a little pub where they serve the best
darn martinis this side of the country.
- I don’t drink. - she replied.
- Well that’s a darn shame. But it is true, those things will get ya killed. I heard them
scientist folk say that 100% of people who drink water die.
The light brown-haired maiden did not even care to comment on yet another of his jokes.
Already they find it pointless to try and understand the nature of this alien creature who has
no shame or dignity, obviously. But the view of these girls towards the beast might change
for better or worse in the future.
- So where are you guys from? - Elizabeth managed to start up a conversation with her
new team players.
- Prague. - Hellen answered first.
- Seriously? How come you speak English so fluently without an accent? - Elizabeth
asked in surprise.
- I used to watch a lot of cartoons in English as a kid. Plus my mom likes to talk to me in
English because she thinks it’s fun.
- You? - the blonde turned her head to Giselle.
- I was born in L. A., but I’ve been living in Boston ever since I graduated from Harvard.
I work for a company that makes artificial intelligence systems and programs specifically for
robots.
- So are robots really going to become more human as our technology advances? - Hellen
smiled at her.
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- That is one of the things we wish to achieve. - Giselle smiled back and was calmed
down by the friendly response.
- I’ve lived in Miami all my life, but I can’t say I’m very satisfied. You don’t get very far
as an Archaeologist nowadays.
- Trust me, no one has it easy. - Natalie added. - I work as a first mate on a cruise ship.
Most of the crew are men. It’s not easy fighting to keep your job when they tell you there are
tons of others more capable to do it than you.
- I think some of us can sympathize with that. - Sarah spoke up. - I grew up with 4 older
brothers.
- And I kind of feel lucky to be an only child now. - Elizabeth laughed lightly. - So,
Hellen, was it? Care to tell us about your trade?
- I’m the CEO of my father’s best friend’s company.
- A woman in charge. I’m impressed. - Sarah nodded.
The girls chattered away, yet no one paid any attention to poor little Lucille who just sat
by herself and lost her way in her thoughts.
- You alright there, Missy? - Boogie shouted out to Lucille.
- I’m fine. - she tried to ignore him.
- I know that, doll, but I was asking about the big frown on your face.
- I told you I was alright. - she kept her eyes on the floor.
- Ya know, out of personal experience, they don’t come to blame ya for anything. They
come to say goodbye and try to tell ya it’s time to let go.
Lucille turned her face away and kept her words to herself. The black-skinned devil
continued on whistling for a few more miles until he spotted the big tornado coming their
way. Sucking in everything in its path, the twirling giant swept the dust across the field and
was slowly closing in on our heroes. The girls all looked to their left to gaze in fear at the
monstrosity before them. Suddenly, Boogie stopped the car, resulting in the girls falling from
the back of the truck onto the hard concrete. This being a dream, no real pain was felt. Just
the fall. Broken bones are bad for business. While they were finished moaning and rubbing
their heads from the impact, their host got out of the car all relaxed and awaited their
twisterbus to arrive. The girls only had a second to glance at the windy chaos-bringer before
they were all sucked in like ants. They looked like little strawberry bits in a milkshake
blender while they were spinning around and around and around and around. To some, this
adrenalin-packed experience which results from a painless ride in a tornado is rather fun,
while the others may suffer from nausea, but nothing serious. It’s a mere sensation which
will probably not result in induced vomiting. After the free ride on the Tornadocoaster, the
heroes were dropped off in front of a bar called “The Flaming Stain” in a little town
ingeniously named “Careswho”. Mr. B can get a little lazy at times, but we shall pretend we
do not notice irrelevant details like that. Our young heroines have to put up with more headrubbing and moaning in what they think is pain as they try to stand still and not fall flat on
their asses once they manage to get up. With the world still looking like a spinning bowl of
hot spaghetti alla carbonara, the place suddenly appears to be out of color. Not only that, but
now our heroes all look like drunk pedestrians about to get hit by a black Alfa Romeo 1900.
Oh, and also their clothes and hairstyles might have degraded back to the fashion sense of
the 1950s designers. The car took a sharp turn and because of either poor vision or an
inexperienced man behind the wheel, the vehicle nearly crashed into a bookstore. So close.
So very very close. Looks like the driver was not so inexperienced after all. He still deserves
a proper beating for not creating a spectacular fire show.
- That was so wicked!! - Hellen shouted out while trying to stand still.
- No more… Please… - Giselle holds on to her stomach and feels like she is going to let
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out a hunk of stomach acid, but she is not so fortunate.
- Now that was something. - Elizabeth laughed and helped the others stand up properly
after she recovered.
- I’d love to help, that is if I knew what you dolls were talking about. - Boogie simply
stood there and watched their ridiculous little charade with his black tux, white shirt, red
suspenders and tilted fedora hat.
- You just drove us into a tornado, jackass. What? You suddenly got amnesia? - Natalie
complained about his reckless behavior.
- Whoa, easy on the tongue, little lady. The name’s Jack B. Scone. - he offered to help her
get up.
Natalie shoved it right back at him and punched him straight into the nose.
- What are you, nuts?! - Boogie fell back, held on to his face as tight as possible and
shouted at her after a few seconds of painful moaning.
- You were the one who tried to kill us, pal! - Natalie screamed at him right back.
Just then, in the heat of this little argument, our little helper comes to the rescue. With his
Cuban cigar in his mouth, shiny black shoes and a freshly dusted suit, detective Serrim is
ready to blow someone’s head off for almost wrecking his car. He approached Natalie and
Boogie, while they were still arguing and yelling at the top of their lungs, stood in the middle
and placed his dirty, dusty-old palms on both of their mouths. He hushed and both of them
remained quiet in shock and froze in the spot. Detective Serrim took out a lighter, lighted his
cigar, placed the lighter back in his pocket and returned his palms in the position on the
mouths of the noisy duo. The silence took over the whole group for almost fifteen seconds
until detective Serrim put his hands in his pockets and turned to Boogie. He then proceeded
to speak to him in the most gentle and weak voice only a senior cop whose previous career
was creating new and innovating coat styles for pooches of all kinds could give you: - Jack.
You can’t yell at a girl like that. Send her a ballad or something. You’ll wake up the
neighbor’s cat.
- Sorry, Lou, but this one was really bugging me. - Boogie eyed Natalie very carefully
and showed her his razor-sharp teeth in a snarling position.
- What are you doing out here anyway? - Lou asked.
- I got this invitation for tonight’s bash at the Flaming Stain.
- That makes two of us, Jack.
Lucille noticed a strange paper peeking out of Sarah’s jacket. She notified her of it and
Sarah immediately began to inspect its contents.
- How did this even get here? - she kept asking herself.
- We’re in a dream, remember? - Lucille spoke.
- Oh, right. - Sarah quickly got the idea of what was going on and so did Boogie and
detective Serrim.
- Ah, you must be miss Maroon. Sarah, correct? - Lou looked at her.
- Yeah? - Sarah looked back at him puzzled.
- You know this one, Lou? - I’ve read about you in the papers a few times, but I have never gotten the pleasure of
meeting you in person, miss Maroon. - he reached out his arm and gave her a firm
handshake. - You solved the Albino case. That was some impressive stuff. Louie Serrim, at
your service.
- I guess I did. Nice to meet you too. - she still looked a bit unsure about the situation.
- Jack B. Scone. - Boogie added. - Detective Jack B. Scone.
- Why do you keep emphasizing the “B.”? - Natalie became annoyed by it.
- You writing a book or somethin’? My name is my business only and I call myself what
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I wanna call myself, capiche? - the still quite angry black devil pointed his finger at her and
warned her not to be so nosy.
- Scone. Come on. We’re gonna be late for the show. Would you and your friends like to
joins us at the table, miss Maroon? - Lou offered before he turned to the bar.
- Sure? - she replied. - I guess there’s no harm in that.
- Anything involving that guy is dangerous. - Natalie added as they all entered the bar
together.
Whatever strange people and events our heroes may see in this cozy little pub, there is
little we can say about the reasons why two detectives were invited to a pub in a town they
barely knew existed. Perhaps there is a very important person there who has heard of their
accomplishments and is just dying to meet them.
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CHAPTER TWO
Let's Boogie
Our infamous septet and detective Serrim enter the establishment with a few heads facing
the floor and the majority of puffed up chests and assertive expressions like true champions
walking into the Olympic Games opening ceremony. It was not a very large place for hosting
big parties for fellow aristocrats or wealthy businessmen. The bar barely had 5 barstools.
There was a small stage on the other end, facing a room with 15 round tables from which
only two could seat 8 people. The rest could only seat 4 or 6 if you could squeeze the other 2
chairs in. There were also 4 modest, golden chandeliers that created a dim and romantic
atmosphere. The stage had red curtains with golden edges and ropes in such color to hold
them apart. From there you could clearly see the door which leads to the back when the
lights are normal. The only light in the public area is from the small candles on each table
which keeps the guests from being blinded while all the light is focused on the stage which
happens to hold a piano in the left corner. The group followed Louie’s steps and sat on a
bigger table. Boogie deliberately moved Natalie away from her chair just to sit next to Sarah.
Neither were too pleased. He kept staring at her like a horny teenager who just walked into
his first strip club.
- You’ve got a real classy chassis there, baby. - he grinned.
- What does that even mean? - she shrugged.
- Don’t let him bother you, miss. He’s a mad dog. Couldn’t keep his hands or tongue to
himself since the day he was born. - Lou puffed out a cloud of smoke.
- I would at least feel flattered if he was an attractive man, but look at him! He has
those… big black eyes and has clearly not slept in weeks by the looks of his eye bags.
- I’ve got a really long tongue too. - he stuck out his tongue slowly and it crept all the
way down to the table.
- Manners, Jack. This is not a passion pit. - the senior detective bonked Boogie on the
head with his cane.
The beast yelped and rubbed the back of his head while glaring back at him.
- You can do that? - Natalie asked.
- Why not? He deserves it. - Lou spoke.
Hellen giggled and tried not to laugh any harder or she might get into trouble herself.
Lucille smiled, but wasn’t quite as amused as Elizabeth when Natalie threatened to hit
Boogie as well. Unfortunately for her, he got a pair and growled at her in case she might get
another stupid idea. The bartender arrived just in the nick of time to stop another possible
brawl. A simple young man with old white rags wrapped around his waist approached him
with a note pad and a dull little pencil.
- What’ll it be, gentlemen? - he kept a smile on his face innocent enough to make you
feel sorry for the guy.
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He looks like a very hard and honest worker.
- Get us a nice bottle of black wine. Surprise me. - Boogie ordered and tried to boast a
little in front of the girls.
- If I’m not mistaken, there’s gonna be a show here tonight, right? - Lou inquired and
looked at the boy with his squint eyes.
- Yes, sir. Mrs. Lucia Accorsi is performing tonight. - he leaned a bit closer and answered.
- The Don’s wife? - Boogie added in surprise.
- That’s right, sir. Mr. Accorsi will also be joining us this evening.
- Let me guess. Lucia has always wanted to be a professional dancer. - the beast laughed
and tilted his hat back to the side.
- I wouldn’t know that, sir. - he mumbled. - If there’s nothing else, I’ll go fetch the wine.
- Yes, do that. - Lou finished his cigar and was already in need of another one.
The waiter left them alone as the lightly went even darker to point all the eyes at the only
brightly lighted place, the stage. Boogie sneaked away and walked out on stage only a few
seconds after the lights flashed. He spun around a few times and grabbed his hat and the
microphone upon lightly ducking down.
- Ladies and gentlemen. Before our real star can perform, I would like to ask a minute of
your time for me to sing a song for a very special lady in the audience. - Boogie pointed at
Sarah.
She was not very glad. She wished she could hide under the table, if anything. The
dancers showed up beside him in their colorful dresses and over-the-top makeup on their
faces. They were all quite skinny, but agile. With their feathered crowns and shiny dance
shoes, they all wrapped themselves around Boogie’s feet. Everyone knew they were about to
be dazzled, but not blown away by the musical styling of the Boogieman. That was until he
started singing.
- Every evening you’re sleeping soundly alone, out in the rain. You’re afraid of hurting
others, so you like to take the pain. - his voice already filled the room of silence and
smothered it.
The dancers were all rolling around him and moaning in sadness and joy from his words
and waving their arms around gracefully.
- You hold your own heart in your hand, offering it to strangers that walk by. I despise
everyone who dared to make an angel like you cry. - he frowned lightly, staring down at the
floor with the microphone clutched gently in his hands.
The waiter boy sat at the piano and began to play a smooth melody, lightly pressing each
key and enjoying the moment off work.
- Screw it. Let’s bring the whole band. - Boogie then smiled and snapped his fingers, so a
band consisting of an electric guitar, drums, trumpets, saxophones and god knows what else
simply appeared on stage which was enlarged for the crew of living skeletons to play his
dirty song for him. The saxophones started to play a lively tune to set the mood for whatever
our host is planning on doing. As soon as they finished their intro, Boogie sang once more.
Only this time, he was not so smooth about it.
- I will not tread back through the light! I have made my decision and it feels just right! I
was invisible then but I’m not anymore! I’ve thrown away my religion when I walked out that
door! I will no longer walk alone under the moon and sun! The time for my own kingdom has
just begun! - He spread his arms and sang like a chorus of angels.
The dancers chanted and as soon as silence seemed to prevail again, the band played all
together the most lively tune you could possibly imagine. Every single life was awaken and
every single spark began to burn in their hearts as they started to dance and sing their souls
out.
14
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- Every single town of liars I’ve went through blizzards, deserts, storms and fires,
nothing’s gonna stop me now. It’s all been nothing but a scam, I am the Black Ram who
questioned why a traitor got a better deal without any sense of logic or justicial appeal.
- Loyalty does not pay! - the women shouted out after him as they waved their dresses
around.
- Starvation was the first step back, but I believe I’ve overcome just that the second I got
thirsty as well. Then lonely, then sad, then angry and mad. I struggled to survive, but even
after that I needed one last thing to feel alive! - his face turned grim until he spoke those last
words which put a smile back on his face.
- One last thing to feel alive! - the dancing ladies chanted.
- Or person. - he sneered at his loving public and turned the whole world back to full
color and gave his audience a chance to join in the party.
The whole room was suddenly filled with dancers and singers who accompanied him on
his stroll to the only table where his friends sat. The spectacular sensation you could feel in
your bones overcame every single one of them while they watched the colorful streamers fall
on top of the whimsical parade they were leading.
- Run from the fools that have blinded your faith! Run before your soul burns alive! Run
from the life of religion and cast away all goals you used to strive! - everyone sang in one
whole voice.
- Just is not the justice that judges all the just, but moral that is justice will one day show
its might and lust! - he sang while looking directly into Sarah’s eyes.
- Roll me away from sun and light! Take me out with all your might! - one of the dancers
shouted out in the tune and led the others to follow along in her voice.
- I left all of the things that I love! - he answered and joined her in a duo.
- All the things that you hate!
- Now I feel no repentance for what I have done!
- You left with the season that brought us the sun! - everyone else stopped and sang right
at him.
- I will never go home! - he sang from the top of his lungs and looked up at the ceiling.
- He will never go home. - they repeated silently and fell down on the hard floor once the
music stopped, leaving only Boogie the one standing with his arms spread and his head
staring at the ground and panting. The crew scattered off backstage. The host smiled, stepped
down and was already walking back to his table of friends who were more shocked than
amused. But some were still pretty entertained. It is not every day that they get to attend such
an amazing performance. Pardon, every night. Boogie turned the world back to black and
white and re-joined the girls and Lou at the table. He glanced at each of them with a proud
grin just waiting for his applause.
- So how did you girls enjoy the show so far? Not bad for a cop, eh? - he spoke as if he
was performing a yoga pose to suck his own dick.
He leaned back in his chair and waited for the response of the public to shower him with
praise of his busting moves and magical voice.
- It’s… alright. I wish I could sing as good. It was quite an enjoyable performance. Lucille smiled softly at the beast and gave him her honest opinion.
- Yeah! I mean all the effects and the music and… well… everything! Do you really get
to have so much fun every day? - Hellen lightened up the mood with her joyful cheering and
the amazed sparkle in her eyes.
- I do. And I enjoy having fun. Nothing wrong with that.
- Showoff. - Natalie rolled her eyes and mumbled to herself.
- That was a nice little gig, Jack. But I think Lucia can top you any day. - Lou smiled
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- Why? Cuz she’s a woman?
- Because she doesn’t yell as much. You’re pretty loud for a tall, skinny fuck such as
yourself, you know. - Lou took a sip of his wine.
- Gee, thanks Lou. - he groaned.
Everyone’s attention was then turned to the stage again. They were all quietly and calmly
anticipating the fabulous entrance of Mrs. Accorsi. Some more than others, but not just inside
our little group of heroes. There are others in the pub who have their own desires and fears
that may involve the divine Lucia Accorsi. They say even though she is in her 40s she still
has the looks of a true diva. Her husband must be a very proud and jealous man. A woman
like that cannot belong to only one man unless she is a moral person such as some of our
heroes. As the curtains rose once more, the breathless audience truly had something
spectacularly unusual to gasp at. The lovely Lucia stood there in her colorful gown, silent as
the grave and motionless as a corpse. Everyone was eager and in great anticipation for her to
begin singing them to euphoria. She fell flat on the ground on her back with her eyes wide
open and bleeding from her guts. The crowd gasped even louder. What a shame. Now
nobody gets to go home to cuddle up to their spouses in a warm and cozy bed. If Boogie
can’t than nobody can.
- Christ. - Lou looked down just so he wouldn’t have to stare at her still warm corpse.
Boogie ran up on stage to check if she was still alive. He checked her pulse and breath,
but no signs of life. Afterward, he gazed back at Louie to state his diagnosis without words.
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CHAPTER THREE
Falling Star
- She’s… she’s dead? - Hellen stuttered.
- No… please… no… no… no… - Lucille kept mumbling to herself as she hid her face
away in Giselle’s arms.
Even though Giselle was shaking in fear herself and keeping herself from the urge to
scream, she tried to comfort the poor girl who began to cry in her arms from the wounds that
have been freshly opened. An older man barely even able to walk crawled to the dead body
next to Boogie and cried over her, kissing her hands and begging for her to come back.
- She’s gone, Nick. - Boogie placed his hand on the mourning husband’s shoulder.
- DON’T TOUCH ME!! She’s not dead! She’s not! - he shouted at him and shoved him
away with all his might.
- Nick… I’m sorry…
The man took a deep breath, thus looked at him with bloody red eyes and tears running
down his face.
- I wanna know who did this. Nobody leaves this shack until I get the murderer who did
this to my poor Lucia. Do you understand, boy?! - he grasped Boogie’s shirt and looked him
straight in the eyes.
- Promise. - Boogie replied.
- Mr. Accorsi - Lou walked over with his cane and the girls followed curiously. - You can
rest assured, we will find this bastard. There are three of us here and only one of him.
- I’ve made mistakes, detective. I admit, I was never an honest man. But as God is my
witness I have never loved a puppy as much as I did my wife. You find this man… or
woman. You bring them to me.
- One thing we can do is catch them first. But you do realize we will have to question
you as well sooner or later. - Loud added.
- Just let me mourn over my wife first… Please. That’s all I ask… - he cried and kept
kissing his wife’s forehead and warm hands.
- Maroon. I hope you’re ready for this. - Lou turned to Sarah.
- Sir?
- You go question everyone in this damn bar with Scone. I’ll examine the wounds.
- I can do this alone, I don’t really need him. - she tilted her head at Boogie.
- I’m guessing you’re still salty about my compliments. - he grinned and hit her arm
lightly with his elbow.
- I find that insulting.
- Why? You don’t like it when someone tells you you’re a beautiful woman?
- Get to work. - Lou stated and left the duo alone so he could go examine the victim.
- Aren’t you forgetting something? - Elizabeth crossed her arms.
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- No. Not really. - Boogie thought.
- We have brains too, dumbass. We can be useful too. - Natalie gave him the mean look
again.
- Cute, but this is a job for professionals, ladies.
- You’re an idiot. - Sarah sighed.
- Jeez. Okay fine. Go eyeball the bar or something, I don’t know. Just don’t get in our
way. - Boogie rubbed the back of his head and kept staring at the ceiling awkwardly.
- Okay, you girls go backstage and look for anything that might seem out of place.
- Thank you. - Natalie replied and smiled at Boogie to indicate his defeat.
He tried to pretend he did not notice. So our heroes all proceeded to take on the tasks
they were given. Our intrepid duo first went to question a very shady character they noticed
hanging around the bar ever since they walked in. He was dressed quite poorly and looked
like he actually lives in the place. Untidy, dirty hair and a dirty look in his eyes. He was
getting drunk and trying to soothe the pain he was baring. The question is, what was actually
causing all that staggering pain? Boogie and Sarah both sat to his side and took out their note
pads and pencils.
- Wait, I thought I was going to write stuff down. - Sarah complained.
- No. I’m usually the one who writes stuff down. - Boogie complained as well.
- Okay, fine. You write stuff down, I don’t have time for this.
- Men are more literate anyway, doll. - he sneered.
- And this must be why you don’t have any friends. Or a girlfriend. - she replied.
- Well, I am planning on getting one sooner or later. It’s only a matter of time. Maybe you
will be the one to massage my back one day.
- Not in this dream. - she smiled.
- Can’t a man have his drink in peace? - the drunk groaned.
- Name and occupation, scumbag. - Boogie gave him a more serious look and prepared
his pencil for scribbling.
- Christopher Silk. I’m a painter. - he sighed and took another shot.
- Did you know the victim? - Sarah inquired.
- She was my only true love. Now that she’s gone, I’m thinking of telling the Don so he
can end my life finally.
- So I’m guessing you slept with her. - Boogie glanced at his claws.
- No. We made love. Every Tuesday after the show when the Don was on his stupid
meetings. - he looked like he was about to pass out.
- Stand down, murderer!! - Boogie took out his revolver, knocked the painter from his
chair and pressed his face down against the ground with his leg whilst pointing his gun at
him.
- What are you…?! - Sarah tried to comprehend his actions. - Put that down! Are you
insane?!
She shoved him back on his seat and helped Chris stand up and sit back down. The whole
place was staring at them, but Sarah drove their attention away.
- What was that for? I didn’t do nothing. - the painter mumbled out.
- Sorry, kid. I’m allergic to adultery. - he sneezed. - It will make your penis fall off. One
day…
- Anyway… About your relationship with the victim… How close were you two? - Sarah
asked.
- She loved me back if that’s what you’re asking me about. She said she was going to
leave her husband and run away with me to Europe. I still have the paintings backstage of
her. She was such an amazing model. - he ordered another shot.
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- No, no, no, Chrissie. - Boogie gently placed the painter’s hand back down and raised
his own. - When you’re with Jack you only drink Tequila.
- Pretend you didn’t hear that. - Sarah told the bartender. - What’s your name, soldier?
- Simon O’Brian, ma’am. - the bartender answered as he was cleaning the glasses and
keeping his head down.
- You don’t have to work right now, you know. A woman’s been killed. - she added.
- I have to. My brother’s the waiter here. We have to work no matter, what ma’am. We
need the money.
- This is an investigation. I’m sure your boss won’t take this out of your pay if you take a
breath and think about what happened. - she tried to convince him.
- I’m sorry ma’am. But we can’t risk a single cent. - he gave Boogie his two shots of
Tequila. - Our mother needs an operation soon. We have to do what we can to help pay for it.
Well… She’s not our real mother, but she raised us like her own when our real mother
abandoned us on the street. If it wasn’t for her we both wouldn’t even be here today. - the
boy tired to hide his pain.
- Oh… I’m so sorry to hear that. - Sarah looked down and glanced back at him.
- Uh… I think I’m gonna need another one, barkeep. Keep ‘em comin’. - Boogie took the
shot.
- Chris… Do you know if Lucia and her husband had… problems at home?
- That bastard didn’t know how to appreciate her anyway. He treated her like an
ornament. I should have stood up to him and left with her. How do you expect me to live
with myself now? - the painter cried.
- She might have had plans of her own. Maybe she just used you to get back at her
husband for something. Maybe you killed her. - Boogie suggested. - With that said, might my
humbleness interest you in another shot?
- I’m a lover, not a murderer, detective. How can you say I’m responsible for what
happened? I loved that woman for almost two years now. I know she loved me as well.
- Uhuh… And what exactly makes you think that? - he gave him a puzzled look.
- I have to agree with him, Chris. There are some women that are not always honest, if
you catch my drift. - Sarah added.
- You can talk all day but I knew her. We were in love.
- Okay, let’s say we believe ya, kid. What did you mean when you said he didn’t know
how to appreciate her? - Boogie asked.
- She told me how she became invisible to him. She was just there for show and nothing
more. But she didn’t want to leave him because she was afraid he was going to kill her if she
did. - the man lied down on the bar and looked like he was going to take a nice nap.
With their current witness soon to be out, Sarah turned to the bartender.
- Brian? Can I ask you a few questions? - she spoke.
- Hey, I’m allowed to ask questions too, you know. - Boogie argued. - What do you think
I went to a private school for?
- I’m afraid I won’t be of much use, ma’am. I’ve been here the whole evening and I
didn’t know Mrs. Accorsi personally. The only time I spoke to her was when she would have
a few drinks here with her friends.
- I know, but… Did you see her flirting around with anybody or something like that? It
would be really helpful if we knew how unfaithful she really was. - Sarah smiled politely at
the young man.
- Mr. Accorsi would only come to visit once or twice a week. Most of the time only his
wife would be here. I saw her with another person. Other than just Mr. Silk. That guy in the
corner. - the boy glanced to his right.
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- What? That guy with the black peepers? - Boogie pointed with his thumb.
- I think he works for Mr. Accorsi. I used to see them together all the time before, but
now he comes by himself. He’s a regular customer. Riccardo Finn. I saw him leaving
backstage with Mrs. Accorsi quite often. I don’t think neither her husband or Mr. Silk were
here at those times. - Brian explained.
- So Lucia wasn’t that much of an angel. - Boogie sneered. - Well, she isn’t even an angel
now because she’s probably pulling a fiery pitchfork from her ass as we speak.
- What made you think she was an angel in the first place? - Sarah looked at him,
expecting a logical answer.
- Are you kidding? Whenever I saw her with Nick she was all over him like a little girl
begging for a new pony. It was a little over the top, but she got me there. I never suspected a
thing.
- So the all-mighty Boogieman didn’t notice she was faking? - she laughed lightly.
- Who’s that? - Boogie pretended not to know a thing.
- Fine, I’ll play your idiotic little game, “Jack”. - she leaned on her left arm and rolled her
eyes.
- Seriously, doll, if you keep talking like that you’ll end up in the nuthouse.
- Which reminds me, how are things back there? I’m sure your friends miss you a lot. she smiled wickedly.
- I find you less than appealing to the eye at the moment. I was going to ask you out to
dinner some other time when this whole thing blows over, but I don’t think that’s gonna work
for me now. - he sighed and smiled at her as he glanced her way.
- Amen to that. - she added. - So maybe now you’ll focus more on the task at hand.
- We can foreplay later, baby, okay? Let’s just go talk to Ricky McScaryface over there
and at least try to solve the case.
- Agreed.
The duo left the bar and went on their way to see what Riccardo was up to. The man
looked intimidating. He may not be big, but his dark glasses and not a trace of a smile on his
face kept the fear radiation going. His voice was quite sleek in the tone and very deep.
Makes you think he has the Adam’s apple the size of an actual apple. Well, his is more the
size of a walnut and quite visible. Sarah was actually wondering how much shivers she
would get if she were to poke that thing. He wore a modest black shirt and a black jacket
over with dark jeans and fairly new red and white sneakers.
- So, Mr. Finn. Anything you wanna tell us before we go for a ride downtown? - Boogie
leaned against the wall on his side and attempted to intimidate him somewhat.
- I appreciate your concern, but I’m a very busy man and I don’t have time for mediocre
investigators. - he answered.
- Permission to shove my revolver up his ass? - Boogie gave him a malicious grin, trying
to hide his anger.
- Just shut up and let me do the talking. You’re useless as it is. - Sarah replied. - Mr. Finn,
you do understand nobody can leave this place until we find out who did this, right?
- Sadly. I have places to be. People to scare. It helps pay the rent. - he still kept a serious
face on even though he could have made Boogie even more angry with a little smile.
- I have no doubt. So, tell us, what was your relationship with the victim? - Sarah hinted
Boogie to start writing things down.
- Barely knew her. What else do you wanna know?
- You worked for the Don. Isn’t that right?
- Yes.
- Not anymore? - she asked.
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- If you really have to know, the old hag fired me because I went out of line a few times.
At least that’s what he said. - he answered politely, but without showing interest in helping
the investigation.
- How far? - Sarah lowered her tone a bit.
- I may have snapped a few necks while trying to intimidate some customers who weren’t
paying on time.
- But it wasn’t really your fault. They were the ones going too far, right? - she tried to
show sympathy.
- Cute. Look, girly… If you want information you gotta give me something in return.
Otherwise I’m not talking.
- But you were doing so good so far. One more question and I’m off your back, deal? she promised.
- You better be or else I’ll be on yours. - he nodded.
- How long were you sleeping with Lucia? - she inquired.
- Get out of my face, girly. - he growled and even through the glasses you could see him
giving her a mean look.
Sarah thanked him and went on her way. Boogie bowed down gracefully and ran off to
follow along.
- That went surprisingly well. I should start looking for partners with breasts more often.
- Boogie commented.
- Physical attraction had nothing to do with this. You just have to learn how to stand your
ground and not be scared by punks like him. - Sarah replied.
- And our next suspect to interrogate is… oh! Let’s do the showgirls! - Boogie pointed
excitedly. - And this time, let a real man do a man’s job.
- You’re the boss… - she rolled her eyes as they walked over to the group of showgirls.
They were all sitting on the other end of the stage and looking down, none of them
talking. Silence was crawling around them like a prowling tiger waiting to strike.
- Hello ladies! Lovely day we’re having. - he smiled and leaned down towards them.
- I still can’t believe Lucy’s dead… - one of the spoke.
- This is all my fault! I knew something bad was going to happen. I just knew it. But she
didn’t want to listen… - the other one cried.
- It’s not your fault, honey. - Sarah sat next to her. - Tell us what happened.
- Hey! I thought I was running the show now. - Boogie complained.
- Can you zip up your pants for once and think with your brain? Can’t you see they’re in
deep mourning? - Sarah scolded him.
- That doesn’t mean my dick as to be in deep mourning… - he sat down, pouting in
silence.
- I go to this psychic every week… She told me that tonight something awful was going
to happen to someone very loved and known by many. - she began to explain. - I
immediately knew she was talking about Lucy. She said that she must not perform under any
circumstances or it would be her last performance.
- But she didn’t take your advice… - Sarah added.
- No. We left to perform with Mr. Scone and she was all alone back there and before you
know it… She dropped dead right before our eyes as the curtains rose. - the showgirl cried
even more desperately.
Her friends tried to comfort her, but it was hopeless. It was too much for her to handle.
The situation was beginning to blur. It could have been anyone. With the charade Boogie
made, nobody could have noticed anyone leave. It could have been one of the showgirls as
well. They had plenty of time to sneak away from the stage while all eyes were on the
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colorful bash and Boogie. The killer could have killed her and no one would have heard her
scream. Then they could have dumped the weapon and scurried back on stage. But for what
they know, it could have also been Mr. Finn. He looked like he could kill someone without
showing any guilt. It would be unlikely, but it might just as well be her husband who was the
killer. Sarah did not really suspect the drunken painter as much. He seemed a tad too mellow
to be able to hurt anyone and the bartender is most likely innocent too. The two investigators
still knew they would have to ask the husband a few questions with a heavy heart due to his
unpleasant manners because of his loss. It is very crucial that they watch their every step so
he does not get angry. But… That may have to end up being the case because they will
eventually have to ask him weather he knew about his wife’s affairs or not. We can only hope
that our heroes will manage to complete this harsh task without anyone else getting hurt.
Physically. An old man with a cane can be quite dangerous. Just imagine what two of them
could do to our ignorant little heroes. It would still be very rude if a man were to actually hit
a woman, but we can’t be sure about Boogie. He can get the beating of his life and have no
way to defend himself other than running around until the old ones get too tired of chasing
him and die from a fatal heart attack. Without detective Serrim or the victim’s husband, the
case would never be closed and they would be stuck here until dawn. Of course, the
demented pervert would not really let them die. Like he said, he is God in this world,
unfortunately.
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CHAPTER FOUR
Bones and Skin
Detective Serrim was eager to find the murder weapon that had killed the poor woman
lying before him. While the Don was quietly sitting at the end of the stage and crying over
Lucia’s pictures, the senior detective had some time to investigate the body. There were no
signs of any struggle. No scratches, no bruises or anything. It is likely that the killer is
someone she knew, someone close to her. There was a kitchen knife stuck deep inside her
stomach. The handle even got inside a few centimeters as well. A woman could not have
jagged the knife so deeply into the tissue. It was clearly a man who did this unspeakable
crime. We have crossed out a few suspects, but there is still too much of them to make a
conclusion. If it is established that the knife came from the kitchen in this very
establishment, then perhaps one of the employees could point out the one who took it or
asked for it. With the timing that could not have been better, Sarah and Boogie approached
Lou to get updated on the situation with the body.
- Find anything, Lou? - Boogie tilted his head.
- I need you two to go to the kitchen and see if they are missing any knives.
- As I recall, I’m not your errand boy anymore, Louie. We came to talk to the Don. - he
replied with a sharp tone.
- Who said anything about you being my errand boy? I’m just askin’ ya to do me a favor.
You know my legs don’t serve me as well as they used to. - the detective added while
examining the victim’s eyes.
- I suspected as much. - he sighed.
- Suspected what? - Sarah inquired.
- Her pupils are dilated. No signs of a struggle. What I can now be certain of is that the
killer is a man she knew personally. I’m guessing they were pretty close and I don’t like the
looks of this one bit, Scone. - he shook his head in displeasure and removed his glasses from
his eyes, placing them back in his pocket.
- You can’t be serious. I mean… Look at him. He’s devastated. - Sarah looked at the
sobbing older man stroking the picture in his palms gently and thinking of his poor Lucia
who left him all alone in the dark world without any warmth of a beating heart to comfort
him in his waking moments each day.
- I wouldn’t be so sure, doll. There’s only one way to find out. - Boogie sighed.
- You’ll see he has no clue about it. - she threatened him.
- And what if I’m right? - he made an unsettling grin.
- Name it.
- You’ll give me a kiss? - he laughed.
- Get out of my sight before I hit you on the head again, Scone. - the old detective
complained.
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Our duo cautiously approached the husband in mourning and were not in a hurry to
bother him. They were simply after an answer to a very specific question.
- Mr. Accorsi? Would you mind if we asked you something? - Sarah approached him first
with a calm and soothing tone.
- You know we don’t want to make this any harder, Nick. But we need to know if you
were aware of something… - Boogie added.
- Aware of what…? What do you two want from me? There is nothing I know that could
benefit this operation anyway. Why don’t you just leave me to suffer alone? - he cried.
- Mr. Accorsi… Did you know your wife was unfaithful? - Sarah was in pain to have to
ask him about it, knowing he had no clue and was going to be crushed.
- My Lucy…? No. - he turned his head and began to laugh while his tears were still
running down his face. - You are both sick. My Lucy would never betray me…
- Mr. Accorsi… I…
- Shut up you little brat! You have no idea what you’re doing, obviously… Lucia and I
married young after I heard she got pregnant with my son. We lived as no family I’ve seen in
a long time. Everything was perfect. We lived perfectly… In our perfect little house in a
perfect world… We had money, we had each other. We’ve been together through the toughest
and best of times. We loved each other more than life itself. Did you ever feel that, detective?
Did you ever feel what it’s like to spend your life sitting next to the person you love the most
at the dinner table every night, asking yourself what you did to deserve them by your side?
I’ve seen your kind more times than I can count. You think you’re better off on your own.
You know what happened to those who told me they don’t need a family?
Sara shook her head and looked down at the floor while being wrapped up in her
thoughts as the truth reveals before her eyes.
- They lived alone and died all alone. Their corpses rotted away somewhere with no
loved ones to get buried next to. Nobody knows where they were buried. Nobody knows if
their bodies are even still there. Their bones are so cold, you cannot even burn them to ashes.
You know what they say Miss Maroon. Ashes to ashes. But not you… Oh no… You go from
ashes to the unrelenting torture of never being put to rest. Your kind are still searching for
someone to put them to sleep. You will try to run from your fate, but you will never escape
unless you learn to love. - the Don whispered to her with his enraged and deep voice.
He took her hands and shook them with his shivering arms: - Do you feel how warm my
hands are? Do you? You cannot even begin to comprehend how cold yours are. Your brothers
are going to take you to the freezer soon enough. In those temperatures, your heart of ice
shall be preserved like theirs is so you can rise another day and hunt down a soul who will be
able to end your torture once and for all. - he gasped out as he spoke and suddenly he could
feel a stiff pain in his chest.
He held on to it and smiled lightly and he gazed into Sarah’s eyes with his heart beating
for the very last time.
- You do not live… Join your brothers of the undead. - Niccolo fell onto his back,
releasing his soul to the other world.
Sarah was astonished. She blinked and let go of the old man’s hand once it stopped
gripping on to hers. Boogie patted her shoulder and took off his hat to honor his fallen
comrade. Even though he was a man of crime, no one deserves to go through such pain that
the death of his wife brought upon him. Even after he left, the body he left behind would not
stop smiling and staring right at Sarah. She turned away and waited for this haunting to leave
her mind, telling herself that it’s just her imagination. Lou soon joined them in mourning and
closed the Don’s eyes.
- Sleep well, old friend. - he spoke and took off his fedora.
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- I was wrong, Lou. He didn’t want to believe she was unfaithful. - Boogie added.
- The least we can do is put the real killer behind bars and bring justice to the just. - he
answered.
- Sarah…? You alright? - Boogie turned to the young woman still thinking about what the
Don said to her with his last breath.
She quickly noticed someone calling out her name and so she returned to reality to see
what the black devil wishes with her.
- Yeah… I’m fine. I was thinking about this whole thing and… We have to catch this guy.
- she stood by her ideals.
- We will, kiddo. But not if you keep fading out like that. Maybe you should go take a
break. I’ll go ask around in the kitchen.
- Sure… - she replied.
So they split up. Our two detectives, Jack and Louie, went to the kitchen and left Sarah to
have a glass of water and calm herself down. Now what of our other heroines? Surely they
must be spelunking away to find something that can contribute this little investigation as
well. The other young women of the group are looking around backstage for some evidence
that can point them in the right direction and hopefully find the murderer. Giselle is looking
through the drawers to try to find some personal items that may help the investigation.
Elizabeth is more concerned with all the nude paintings of the victim kept in one of the
closets.
- Unless that mafia guy can paint, I’m guessing this girl had another man in her life. - she
commented.
- I hope Sarah is having better luck than we are. - Lucille was sitting on one of the chairs
and complaining about their failure.
- I don’t think we’re gonna find anything here. The killer could have just walked in,
stabbed her and walked right back to the main hall. - Hellen concluded.
- Perhaps, but if there is one thing my momma taught me, it’s that you must not give up
if you want to see results. Anything that is lost can be found. - Giselle tried to encourage
them even though she was having a hard time trying to encourage herself. She knew it was
probably hopeless and that this was the work of a professional, but she was still determined
to keep searching.
- Why are we even doing this? I mean, this is a dream. Why don’t we just wake up? It’s
that simple. Then we can just forget about all of this and get on with our lives. - Natalie
spoke as she was lying around the sofa.
- You don’t think I tried? I’ve woken myself up from a lot of shit but now… I just can’t. I
have no idea why. - Elizabeth replied.
- What if we kill the guy? - Natalie suggested.
- Not a bad idea, but I highly doubt it’s possible. Didn’t you hear him? He’s Jesus here. the blonde waved her hands around to emphasis how almighty and powerful Boogie is, in
sarcasm, of course.
- If we play by the rules we can get this over with as quickly as possible. Sometimes it’s
just the best way. - Hellen spoke while she was crawling around and looking under things
and checking every nook and cranny she could find.
- What if this is some kind destiny trial? I mean, think about it. Maybe something out
there really wants us to change for the better. - Lucille thought.
- Fair enough, but what about you and Hellen? You two seem like nice girls. - Elizabeth
said.
- I can think of one thing someone would want to teach me. - the young woman with the
brown locks spoke.
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- I know one too… - Lucille sighed.
- I stand corrected then. - the blonde shrugged and went back to searching through the
closets.
- But you have to admit, he is fun to be around. - Hellen smiled.
- Fun? Roller coasters are fun. Supernatural beings who annoy the living hell out of you
with their constant talking and sudden, over-the-top movements to emphasize how “funny”
they think they are is not amusing. - Natalie added.
- I actually found him to be an interesting character at first… Until I found out how
annoyingly flirtatious he is. I’m with Natalie on this one. - Giselle commented.
The girls could not help but to laugh at Elizabeth’s comment. But the joyful moment had
to be put on hold for a discovery to take its place. Hellen’s floor dusting with her dress
finally paid off and she manages to crawl out from under the sofa where Natalie was sitting
to show the other girls what she has found. She held up a small metal logo with little
adhesive and black residue on the back.
- This just might be out ticket out of here. - she coughed from a bit of dust that got caught
in her throat.
Giselle helped her up and took a closer look at the logo. She took a moment to examine it
and came up with a solution.
- The glue on the back isn’t dry yet. This fell off very recently. Off of someone’s black
piece of clothing. - Giselle gave her prognosis.
- If we find out who lost this, we just might have found our killer. - Hellen gave her an
excited grin.
- Finally some progress. - Natalie jumped off the sofa and dusted off her clothes.
- How can we be sure it belongs to the killer? - Lucille inquired.
- We can’t. Usually we would test this for finger prints, but these are the 50s so… Giselle explained.
- It still wouldn’t do any good. What if someone happened to go looking around or
something and lost it. That doesn’t mean he or she’s our killer. - Natalie complained.
As they converse, Sarah appears to have gotten tired of sitting around and being useless.
She enters through the back door and walks to the girls to see what the fuss is all about.
- My common sense suggest I’m finally going to get some good news. Find anything? Sarah inquired as she tilted her head with her hands in her pockets.
- I found this under the sofa. It might belong to the killer. - Hellen spoke and gave the
metal logo to Sarah.
- Ladies… I think I’ve cracked the case. - Sarah smiled at the shiny metal logo she held
in her hands, clutched away in her fist. - You guys stay here. I’ll be right back with the
others.
The young woman left her companions backstage and went to round up the other cattle to
choose which one goes to the slaughter house. If anyone can do it, it is detective Sarah
Maroon.
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CHAPTER FIVE
Corpse Maiden
Our heroine managed to get everyone together backstage for the grand finale and the
unmasking of the murderer among them. Everyone is comfortably seated on the chairs and
sofa while some prefer to stand and lean against the wall. No matter what their preference,
there is no hiding from our three masters of meddling. The time has come for the truth to be
revealed.
- Alright, doll, what’s on your mind? - Boogie inquired.
- Simple. I know who killed Lucia. - she smiled.
- I was counting on it. - he sneered. - So who is it?
- The victim was attacked by a man. A man she knew well. A man she cheated her
husband with. - she began to walk around the room.
- I told you I didn’t killer her! How can you still think it was me?! I’m telling the truth! the painter shouted in anger.
- Shut up, I wasn’t talking about you. - Sarah shushed him up.
- I’m talking about her other lover… I’m looking at you, Rick. - she approached the man.
- I slept with her. You can’t imply anything else. - he took off his glasses and glared at the
young woman standing before him.
- Yes I can, you filthy son of a bitch. - she whispered and showed him the logo. - I
believe you lost something.
- Could have fallen off any time. I did visit her often. - he gave her a devious grin.
- The glue on it isn’t dry yet. Which means you’ve lost it recently.
- We already have a witness who says you went into the kitchen and borrowed a knife. Boogie implied. - Too lazy for a disguise, huh?
- For a second there I thought you were a professional. - Sarah added.
- You people think you have what it takes to be real cops. You’re just a bunch of cowards
who just make themselves believe they can change the world for the better. The bastard fired
me because I’m the best at keeping pestilence away. Without the pay, I lost all my cash on
gambling. He practically took my life away. You think I was just going to stand there and
watch as that idiot enjoys his little family? I killed the bitch and made it clear you don’t fuck
with Riccardo Finn.
- You confess? - Lou asked.
- I damn right fucking confess. I have enough friends to promise you I will have you all
butchered. Only I get to have the last laugh.
- I can’t listen to this anymore. Scone, cuff him. - Lou ordered.
Boogie put handcuffs on Riccardo’s wrists as ordered. Sarah followed the host when he
unlocked the entrance. Lou tagged along to open the car for them before Boogie pushed the
culprit inside and slammed the car door shut.
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- Take him back to the station. Jack and I will make a few calls and clean up in here. - the
senior detective told Sarah.
- Drive safely, doll. - Boogie tilted his hat and nodded after Sarah agreed to take Rick to
the station.
She drove off into the night, leaving the detectives, two dead bodies and confused souls
behind. She felt afraid to be all alone with the murderer in the car, but she kept thinking to
herself that he is cuffed and unable to do anything. Yet, still, a pinch of fear kept whispering
to her that he is not as helpless as she thinks. She kept glancing at the rear-view mirror but
each time saw nothing changed. He was just sitting there quietly with a shadow covering his
face and shoulders. She could not help but wonder what was on his mind and what makes a
man become such a cold-blooded killer in the first place. It was troubling her deeply. All her
life her main goal was to seek justice for what had happened to her. Her job as a waitress at a
local café in the town where she lives is enough for her to get by, but after she found out
there was a serial-killer on the loose, she always believed she had to do something to stop the
monster. Occupied by finding out his identity, friends, family nor love found free space in
her heart. It is her goal to bring justice to the wrong-doers. For a start and for this waitress,
conquering one in her dreams might give her the pat on the back she needs to keep striving to
reach her goal. As she claims, no bad deed goes unpunished. This fearless young woman
may think it’s all roses and daisies, but if she wishes to carry out her goal into reality, she
will have to be tested if she can withstand the darker side of being a peace-keeper. Her worst
enemy, whether it is coming from the evil-doers or herself, hungers for vengeance. She
arrived at the nearest and only police station in town soon enough and got out of the car as
quickly as she could, roughly dragging the big criminal out with all her strength. She was
afraid he would start to struggle and fight back, but no such luck to her great fortune. He
simply let her drag him to the station where a fairly-skinned officer was shouting into his
phone behind his desk. A slender young woman with small glasses and puckered red lips was
looking through some cabinets with files as they walked by. The waiting room was packed
with quite a crowd as well. The sheriff managed to catch two hookers and a thug this fine
evening. It must have been a good day’s work just like Sarah managed to catch the culprit
that murderer poor Lucia Accorsi. She approached the desk with the cuffed scumbag by her
side and coughed to get the officer’s attention once he finished speaking on the phone.
- Look ma’am, I’m swamped with paperwork and I’m just getting started. Can’t you go
complain to someone else? - the man growled in a strong and angered voice, trying to get
Sarah to go away like an annoying housefly you are simply too lazy to kill.
- I just need to drop this murderer off and I’ll be on my way. - she spoke with a cold and
serious tone.
- I can already see my message isn’t getting through to your gray cells in that little head
of yours. I’m a very busy man and I have no time for stubborn people like you. So I’ll humor
you because I have far more important things to care about than to be here arguing with you.
- he crossed his arms and glared up at her with an intimidating look. - We’ll go lock him up
in the cell and I’ll deal with him in the morning when my colleagues arrive. Sound good?
Sarah was not quite pleased with how likely the officer is taking the situation, but since
she is not a very complaining type, she agrees to the terms and hopes that justice will prevail.
Even though she would rather stay the night at the station and make sure he does not attempt
to escape, she still needs to return to help the others clean up the whole mess at the pub. As
she revises her responsibility checklist in her head, she can’t help but remember the look on
dead Mr. Accorsi’s face and his last words. What did he mean by it? Was he speaking
metaphorically or literally? She follows the officer to the back and watches him lock
Riccardo in the cell with another man lying on the hard, flat bed, snoring loudly as a bear in
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hibernation. While she held on to one of the bars and stared into oblivion, she wondered if
any of her questions would be answered. The man in the black jacket and shiny red and
white sneakers didn’t care for her. He walked over to the other free bed as if she was not
even there to begin with. A long, black tail hanging from the other bed caught her attention.
She was puzzled. It was not a big surprise for her, but like the other girls, she will have to get
used to the black devil changing roles and popping out on every corner. The beast stretched
out and hung his head off the bed with his feet high up in the air like a little kitten that just
woke up from a long nap. He smiled at her and winked flirtatiously for some unknown
random reason. Her reaction was too light. She should have made a more distinguished
“what the fuck” face.
- Listen to my therapist. I’m not the right person to talk to if you’re looking for a good
time. - he laughed and wagged his tail around a few times while playing with his legs like a
toddler.
- I’m a little confused. Actually, I’m very confused. Are you going to do the whole
amnesia thing every time you change into a different outfit? - she gave him a very sour and
sarcastic smile.
- Careful, sweetie. You keep talking like that and people will think you’re crazier than
me. That’s quite an accomplishment.
- Forget it, there’s no point anyway. I’m still a little bothered by the fact that I’m sharing
a dream with 5 other people. - she thought.
- Life is a wind that takes you to strange places. - his eyes wandered idly around the
room as he spoke.
- Great, more riddles. As if I didn’t have enough of them in real life. - she groaned.
- I have a nice song to cheer you up, miss. - Boogie grinned and gazed at her.
- Oh joy. - she sighed.
- The shepherd had a little ram, whose fleece was black as night. And everywhere the
shepherd went the ram would follow right. One day a little lamb returned who seemed to
have lost its way. The shepherd danced and sang in joy, for the lamb was sure to stay. - he
recited the lullaby softly with his gentle and twisted voice. - And so the little ram wonder
how and why it was so: “Why is it praised for foolish acts? Why ever did it go?” “A lamb
came back and has returned. So we must celebrate this day.” To the little ram, it was the only
thing the shepherd had to say.
His voice began to intimidate the young woman. His stare turned into a fiery prison of a
burning soul. Sarah could feel the presence of a demon in his voice after the fourth verse.
She remembered him mentioning a black ram in his performance at the pub before, but this
was different. As if he was trying to tell her something she couldn’t understand.
- Perhaps this will shed some more light to your vision, detective. - he sneered and spoke
in a demonic voice once more. - There were ninety and nine that safely lay in the shelter of
the fold. But one was out on the hills away, far off from the gates of gold. Away on the
mountains wild and bare, away from the tender shepherd’s care. Away from the tender
shepherd’s care…
- Parable of the Lost Sheep. - she muttered out timidly even though it was not in her
nature to be afraid of something she knew would not hurt her. She could still feel a cold sting
piercing her spine by the two black eyes with red pupils that stared at her and gave her the
same look the dead corpse of Mr. Accorsi did.
- Ah… So you do know. And the Parable of the Prodigal Son? - he asked while lying on
his bed perfectly still and just staring at her without blinking.
- Yes. - she tried hard not to stutter.
The poor girl wished she could turn away and run, but something was stopping her. Her
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curiosity was overpowering her fear, thus keeping her near the bars simply to have her
emotions and mind tortured some more.
- But… how could you really understand my grudge against it? You’ve never really
experienced love. - he lost his demonic tone and spoke normally once again.
- Love can come in many forms. I had a loving family I grew up with. - she threw an
argument.
- Yes, how are Mr. and Mrs. Maroon? I truly hope your father gets well soon. Send him
my regards when you get the chance. Of course, I will not hold you to it. You haven’t spoken
to them in years. - he laughed and slowly stood up and approached the metal bars.
- My parents are doing just fine without me. - she replied.
- Oh, you didn’t hear? - he smiled devilishly.
- I’m guessing you’re going to tell me. - she began to feel grave anxiety.
- He’s dying, Sarah. Cancer is not something you joke about.
- You’re making it up. - her lips began to shiver and her eyes began to water as she kept
telling herself that he was telling nothing but lies to mess with her psyche.
- Maybe I can’t back my argument, but you do remember that nice young man whose
heart you’ve broken? - he whispered.
- What do you know about Vincent? - she could feel a passionate anger boiling up inside
of her.
- The man who never stopped loving you? The man you were too busy with “more
important things” to notice? - he leaned closer and whispered in her ear. - The man who hung
himself because of you?
- It wasn’t my fault!! - she shoved him away and shouted out at the top of her lungs. - He
chose to end his life!!
- Then why does it bother you if you had nothing to do with it? - he inquired.
- Because I just want people to leave me alone!! - she screamed and hit the wall beside
her with all her might.
After that outburst of energy and rage, she cried on her knees and panted.
- You think you don’t need love, but I can prove you wrong. We’ll see if you can use
your hatred for humanity to defeat your nightmare. - the beast whispered in a demonic voice
and disappeared in a puff of black dust as he was walking towards her and almost seemed
like he was going to attempt walking through the bars.
The young woman felt a strong force pulling her towards the exit. Something desperately
wanted her to go outside. As her memory and the pain that was chewing through her was
slowly lifted away, like a mindless puppet, she felt like she had no control over her body. She
walked back to her car and drove to the pub. Her mind was completely blank. Something
was saving her strength for an upcoming death match that awaited her by Boogie’s
prediction. As she slowly drove through the empty streets, she knew something was wrong.
There was no wind that blew. The air was cold even though it was a warm evening earlier.
Only a single light could be seen through the window of the pub. A single candle provided
the only light in the darkness. Sarah wondered where everyone was. Where the ambulance
was. She cautiously walked inside and approached the little candle on the table in the middle.
It seemed as if all the other furniture vanished into thin air. She could sense the dread in her
bones from the scene she was looking at. Nothing but darkness and the candle. She took it
and carefully treaded around the hall to see if she could find a better source of light. Then the
maiden turned around and saw the stage in front of her and could still see Lucia’s body lying
lifeless in the middle, but her husband’s corpse was missing. Sarah found out what real terror
was. She approached Lucia’s body, despite the fact that her whole being was telling her to
run. For a few minutes, the girl just stood above her, staring at her pale face which was
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frozen and left in a screaming expression. She heard a faint sound from behind her and
turned around with a gasp. The claws of horror were keeping her clutched her in their cage.
After she took a few seconds to make sure there was nothing there, she turned around and let
out a scream when she saw Lucia’s body already half gnawed to the bone and crawling with
maggots. The terrified soul backed away and fell onto her ground when she tried to escape.
Her heart raced and she panted, not letting the body out of her sight. The more she stared, the
more she began to feel certain something was going to happen. She blinked for a second and
the body was gone like the ground just ate it up. She stood up and looked around aimlessly
while finding it hard to breathe. One of the lights flickered above the hall and revealed an
army of the undead, led by the zombified Boogieman as their commander. His white and red
eyes stared silently into Sarah’s soul as she trembled before his legion. He made a big grin to
show off his long, sharp teeth from which you could clearly see blood dripping. He reached
out his hand, pointing at her with his bony fingers whilst the flickering light hit his highly
damaged skin. He was silent. His evil grin spoke for itself. The zombies followed his
command and began their march towards Sarah. With high amounts of adrenalin pumping
through her veins, she rushed in the opposite direction and ran backstage to lock herself in.
The zombies followed her without a hitch. The girl wished to think she would be safe, but it
wasn’t enough. The living dead managed to break through the door and blindly searched for
her with their arms that could barely fit through the holes in the door. She slipped away and
went straight for the window on the other side of the room. She opened it and gasped at the
glance of a cliff in the mist. She could not even see the depth from the fog. The undead broke
the door down and Sarah had no choice but to take the leap of faith. However, her plan was
soon to be foiled, for one of the zombies who were climbing up the cliff grabbed her leg and
kept tugging and pulling once she slipped and held onto the edge of the window for her life.
She desperately tried to shake him off by kicking around and praying she would knock him
off the cliff without him dragging her down with him. Boogie came to the window and spoke
something to her in a strange demonic language. Then just before he was about to grab her,
she used all the strength she had left to free herself from the zombie’s grasp and kicked his
head off his body which caused him to fall down into the abyss. Then she quickly pushed
herself off the edge as far as she could, diving down into the mist. Her heart rate was at full
speed and her soul was on fire from the fear mixed with excitement. After falling into great
depth, she landed onto the top of a grassy hill and rolled down it like a tumbling rock. But
the second she managed to get up and pull herself together, more zombies were on her tail.
She ran through the gates of an old graveyard and rushed through the field to get to the
mausoleum as fast as her legs could carry her. The night was quiet and still, yet the howling
voices of the moaning corpses that chased her created chaos in her ears. No tombstone with
crosses and sculptures of angels could save her from her terror. The crypts all began to open
and more undead rose from their graves. The frightened girl managed to get to the
mausoleum just in time to close the stone door before they could get in. She slowly backed
away from the shaking door and the horrific voices that came from the other side. A cold
hand grabbed hers and pulled her inside the stone coffin behind her. She screamed and the
face of the undead Boogieman appeared before her eyes, holding her close and piercing
through her skin with his massive claws. She tried to fight back, but she was paralyzed by his
grasp.
- Can’t you feel the cold? - he screeched and opened his jaws wide when the girl let out
one last scream before everything in front of her eyes turned pitch black. She faded away
from where she lied. In reality, she woke up in her dark room in cold sweat. It was game over
for Sarah. She managed to complete her task, but failed to conquer the nightmare at hand.
Her journey ends here, but that does not necessarily mean the journey ends for the others.
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CHAPTER SIX
Time Cruise
- Holy Christ where the fuck are they?! We’ve been waiting here enough to start growing
beards! - Natalie complained as the girls were all sitting down against a wooden wall in an
old, ruined shed.
- Maybe something went wrong? - Lucille added.
- Sarah’s an independent woman. From what have seen, I think she’s the type who can
take care of herself. - Elizabeth commented while trying to rest for a bit.
- I just hope somebody eats that bastard so we can all go home. - Natalie spoke with an
unenergetic tone.
- Well, technically, we are at home since this is all a dream. - Giselle corrected her.
- Thanks, professor. But we still can’t wake up with him around. - the redhead replied.
- Maybe we’re not trying hard enough. - Hellen thought.
Boogie interrupted their little chatter with his entrance and slamming of the door. He
startled the girls, but they were all just eager to know where Sarah is so they got over it
quickly.
- I’m afraid I have some bad news… - Boogie pouted and clutched his hands together
with his head down.
All the girls silently stared at him, awaiting his response with confused looks on their
faces.
- She woke up. - Boogie sighed.
- What?! - Natalie was shocked. - How come she gets to wake up and we don’t?
- I gotta hear this. - Elizabeth crossed her arms.
- Well, you see ladies. Sarah was unfortunate enough to be awoken by a nightmare. - he
explained and laughed awkwardly.
- Great. So what now? - Natalie asked.
- Follow me, my little peach blossoms. - he grinned and walked through the back door.
The girls followed him, but he disappeared the moment he walked out the door. They
found themselves in a big laboratory with brewing chemicals and all sorts of gadgets
attached to one another forming amazing and intriguing mechanical wonders. It all looked so
complex lie it was from the far, distant future, yet they could clearly see it was the work of
modern-day mechanics. Out of the big pile of metal scrap jumped out our loving host,
wearing a messy white wig and a white lab coat over his dirty red shirt and dark trousers. He
coughed a few times and wagged his long, pointy tail around to sweep away the dust in the
air around him. After finally catching a breath, he approached our heroines clumsily and
almost falling flat on his face. He fixed his goggles and took them off to see the girls more
clearly. He happily gave hugs all around and greeted them with joy.
- You’re finally here! I was really starting to lose hope of you ever coming, but this is just
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great! Marvelous! - he spoke with a bit of an older voice.
- You touch me one more time I swear to dear Virgin Mary and the Holy ghost I will… Natalie threatened him.
- Apologies. You 5 are beautiful specimens! When your boss said he’d send me 5 lab rats
I didn’t expect him to send such attractive young women. - he grinned flirtatiously.
Each of the girls had a specific emotional response to his awkward jokes. Natalie, as you
can imagine, was losing her patience with this guy. Elizabeth was quite indifferent, although
it was clear she was not impressed either. Hellen giggled lightly and you could see her
cheeks beginning to absorb a light pink color whereas Lucille felt his enthusiasm to be a bit
embarrassing and so she simply stared everywhere but at him. Lastly, Giselle found his sense
of humor charming. She laughed a little, but her mind kept tugging her away to observe all
the technical monstrosities the laboratory consisted of. Her curiosity was out of this world
the moment when something on the machines caught the glimpse of her eye. Boogie was
content. It makes him happy knowing that he at least amused someone rather than no one at
all.
- I have a special task that requires your lovely figures and minds, of course. - he walked
by them with his arms behind his back and approached one of the machines.
He mashed a few buttons and pulled a few levers while the girls were eager to see what
would happen next. A hole in the floor opened up like an automatic door from which his
trusty time-traveling vehicle has arisen. It is a small little car which has a built in stereo for
all your romantic mood-setting needs, a Jacuzzi, 6 beds. Only one is king-sized. You may
already guess who called dibs on that one. This little car even has a kitchen, bathroom and
living room. On the outside, this insane invention is painted in charcoal black with a few
minor attachments such as bat wings, a shark’s mouth for the hood and to top it all off, he
installed a little disco ball for his car freshener. Not only does it make your ride smell like
tulips and roses, but it also distracts you just in case someone starts yelling at you in time
traffic.
- Do you even know how to drive that thing? - Elizabeth inquired.
- Why of course. Here’s my driver’s license, miss. - he smiled from ear to ear and bowed
down while handing her over the little card.
Everything seemed to be in order except for the picture with Boogie wearing dark glasses
and a Jamaican wig with the colorful hat. Well, that and some of the information printed on
it. By the looks of it, under conditions it says “I’ll take what I can get” and under sex it says
“Yes, please”.
- So just to clarify, this trip will take some time in order for us to get there, but don’t
worry, this baby has everything we’re gonna need until we reach our destination. - he patted
the car’s hood.
It growled back which startled him and made him jump back in a ninja self-defense
fighting position.
- Okay, let’s pretend we’re buying all this. Where are we going? - Natalie asked him
while trying to keep calm from his unnecessary around-fucking.
- Back to the future! - he waved his arm in the air and pushed them all in the car one by
one except Natalie who glared at him and so he was compelled to let her enter herself. Now hurry up, my little subjects. - I’ve always wanted to have a real slumber party!
Once they entered, the girls were amazed by how big the place was and how everything
fit so perfectly inside the little car. The car looked like I could barely fit 3 people from the
outside, but on the inside it looked like a house for one big family. And it pretty much was.
- I think you’ll like it here. This baby has everything you will ever need for the rest of
your life. Or night, in your case. - he spun around a bit with his arms wide open to show off
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his magnificent creation. - We are going to have so much fun! We’ll tell spooky stories, bake
cupcakes, cuddle around, play one of my faaaavorite board games…!
- How old are you? - Natalie looked at him like he is mentally retarded.
- I did not really know how to comprehend time as a young lamb, but I believe I am over
2000 years old.
- So, you’re immortal? - Hellen turned to him.
- Yes. Time stopped to effect me once I had reached full maturity. Life gets dull quickly
when you run out of things to do. - he replied. - Feel free to look around.
The young woman scattered each in a different direction to investigate the strange
phenomenon that is the magical house in a car. While they were distracted, Boogie went to
the front and set the controls to autopilot with the desired time destination set on the timer.
He punched in the numbers which would take them many years in the future. He turned on
the ignitions and the whole take off went like a breeze without them even knowing the car
started moving. After safely securing their transportation station he changed his clothes to
lazy sweatpants with his Nickelback t-shirt and lost the messy, white wig. Lucille noticed
colorful lights through the window and was enchanted by the flashing before her eyes. She
was suddenly startled by Boogie who sneaked his way behind her.
- I would advise you not to stare too long. Believe me, it took me two hours to scrub off
the vomit from the carpet when I stared too long on my first trip.
She thought twice and ceased with her actions. Afterward, she sat back normally with her
head down and her legs crossed on the long sofa.
- I don’t really understand why we have to do this. I’m not stupid, I know you can just
change the environment or teleport us to anywhere you can imagine. Why go through all this
trouble then? - she glanced at him.
- You all intrigue me in many ways. You are a good friend, yet you don’t really try to
work on your friendships, do you? - he smiled at her lightly.
- I lost the best friend I’ve ever had. I’m not really in the mood for social gatherings.
- You will learn. We are all gathered here tonight so we can learn and wake up the next
morning as better people. But for now, to answer your question, I’m doing this because I
want to spend as much time with you girls as possible.
- Why? - Giselle jumped into the conversation because she overheard them talking. - I’m
sorry, I… don’t mean to intrude like this but…
- It’s fine, my dear. - he laughed lightly and leaned back on the sofa. - Why? That is a
good question. But you must understand that it’s not all about knowing all the reasons. Most
of the time there isn’t one. My answer to your question, if you really have to know, is this. I
do it for the fun of it.
- How can you do something just for fun? I mean… There must be a reason for it. There
is a reason for everything. - she shrugged.
- It’s your choice if you want to listen to me or not, but like I told Lucille, we are all here
to learn and I will teach you. I do have quite a few more years of experience than you, after
all.
- Hmm… - she nodded to herself while rummaging through her thoughts. - And what do
you propose we do now?
- I’m very glad you asked. - he jumped up and began to walk around. - I thought you
girls might be hungry, so Lucille and I can get started on those cupcakes and you can go get
settled in your rooms.
Giselle agreed since she was indifferent on his ideas. She went to tell the others about the
plan while Boogie and Lucille got aprons with the snap of his fingers. They went to the
kitchen where the host began looking for the ingredients and tools needed for the devilishly
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delicious treats. Lucille sat down at the opposite counter and tried to see what he was doing
down by the bottom drawers. He took out two cupcake pans from the middle bottom drawer
and placed the on the side of the counter near the oven. Subsequently, he managed to find a
few stacks of rainbow colored paper baking cups and placed them inside the holes of the pan.
He set the oven to begin heating on about 190 degrees Celsius and threw out two mixing
bowls and a small mixer. He instructed Lucille carefully about following his lead, which she
did without question. They each softened up 125 grams of butter and threw it into the bowls.
They added around the same mass of sugar and a teaspoon of vanilla extract. Boogie told
Lucille to mix both, one at a time until the mixtures were nice and fluffy while he prepared
the chocolate. He took out a ceramic pot and poured milk in it until it was 3 quarters full.
Then he turned up the heat and dropped one whole bar of dark chocolate and what was left
of the butter in with the milk, lightly stirring while his assistant was busy with her mixing.
After she was done, as instructed, she broke two eggs in each bowl and continued mixing
and adding some baking powder Boogie fetched her from the top drawer above the sink.
Once Boogie was done with melting the butter, milk and chocolate together, he poured half
of the mixture in each batch and Lucille mixed it together lightly once more. As the black
devil wearing his favorite “Baa baa black sheep” apron was going to take out a few spoons to
pour the mixture into the cups, Hellen wandered by and stopped to offer them some help.
- Hey, are those cupcakes? - she took a peek.
- Soon. I’m guessing by that look on your face you’re a fan? - he laughed.
- I love cupcakes! Well, all creamy desserts, but cupcakes are awesome! - she smiled of
joy and glee. - Need some help?
- Since you’re such a doll that you offered. - Boogie smiled and popped another apron for
her out of thin air. - You can help Lucille while I make the frosting.
Hellen nodded with a smile and grabbed a spoon to help her friend put the mixtures into
the cups. Meanwhile, the beast took out another mixing bowl and placed 3 quarters of a cup
of butter, 4 tablespoons of agave syrup, 1 third of a cup of milk and 2 teaspoons of vanilla.
He used the mixed to slowly beat the ingredients together until the mixture got a nice creamy
texture. Once the girls were finished, he glided the pan with the first batch into the oven and
set the timer on the fridge to 10 minutes. He leaned on the counter, facing the girls and
closed the oven door with his tail.
- So instead of just making the cupcakes appear, you decided to bake them for the fun of
it, huh? - Lucille laughed at him lightly.
- The journey is the destination. - he replied. - Besides, you learned something and that’s
a reward for me too.
- Technically, we could have just googled the recipe. - Hellen smiled and shrugged.
- That is exactly what bothers me with your kind these years. You have it all so easy and
practically handed out to you that you don’t even remember how good it feels to put effort
into something and work hard to be proud of yourself once you’re done. - he spoke with
enthusiasm. - Why did I decide to actually bake the cupcakes instead of just making them
appear? Because I enjoy the feeling of making an accomplishment. I want you to start
striving for that sensation again. And what does every accomplishment need to be celebrated
with?
- You’re not going to sing again, are you? - Lucille inquired.
- You don’t like my singing? - Boogie gave her a dead serious look and raised his
eyebrow.
- No, no! It’s just been a long night with the tornado and everything. Maybe we should
take a little break. You mustn’t strain yourself after all. We certainly wouldn’t want you to
lose your voice. - Klara spoke for Lucille once she began to stutter in fear.
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- Nice save, Hellen. I have to admit, if I wasn’t already an expert of deception and
schmoozing you would have really gotten me there. I truly appreciate your concern. - he
grinned and wagged his tail around playfully.
Both Hellen and Lucille were a bit thrown off and cracked a few forced smiles.
- You know, when I was just a young… well… I’m not sure what you people call a young
boy or teenager that looks like a half man, half ram creature, but I was somewhere in the
middle of my evolutionary stages. I was still a nice little boy, wouldn’t hurt a fly, but I was
without a roof to scuttle under when it would rain. I was an outcast by choice, set to roam the
earth without a father. Hungry… - he explained with a light frown forming on his face.
Lucille listened carefully, but felt indifferent towards his little story whereas Hellen
almost felt like she could cry. Her empathy was tearing her apart on the inside.
- I wasn’t lucky enough to have a friend who would help me during those tough times. he added.
Then suddenly, the timer rang and Boogie excitedly turned around to check on his
cupcakes. They were a nice dark color and springy to the touch once he took them out of
their mini sauna and onto the counter to cool off.
- Lucille, would you be a dear and go tell the girls dinner is ready? - he spoke with a
British accent as he was placing the topping over the steaming batch.
After Hellen got a hold of herself, she started placing the second group and the last of the
batter onto the hot pan. Lucille returned with the others just as Boogie was placing the last
set in the oven.
- I hope you like your rooms. I tried to make them look like your own as much as
possible. - he grinned.
- Appreciate it. - Elizabeth thanked him, somewhat.
- I just came for the grub. Now let’s see it. - Natalie grouched.
The all sat down after Boogie kindly asked them to do so. Then, like a true magician, he
swirled around like a black tornado and suddenly changed his clothes. After he was done
with his little spinning act, he revealed his new, shiny outfit. He was wearing a large top hat,
a dashing black tuxedo with a white bow tie and red shirt to dazzle like satin along with his
fancy new shoes and white gloves. The only thing he didn’t have was the proper pencil
moustache. He tossed away his cape and jumped over the counter to the other side. Then the
beast pulled out a magic wand out of his hat and used it to levitate the platter of cupcakes to
him. He let it fly still in front of him while he turned the girls’ chairs around so they wouldn’t
miss the show after which he waved the wand at each cupcake and turned them into
differently decorated sugary bombs with all the colors of the rainbow, all the fillings, topping
and sprinkles where no flavor is used twice. Some of them even had props such as hats or
bows or flags or even little dresses and edible jewelry. It was like they were all people once
who got turned into delicious, creamy treats. Music started beating out of nowhere and the
devilish magician began to sing yet another tune. He tilted his hat up and the whole room
turned dark while the invisible reflector focused on Boogie and his platter of cupcakes.
- Oh goddess, oh merciful, feed me. Oh beauty, oh mistress, save me. I’ve been starving
for ages. My life is suffering and unwritten pages. Won’t you stop hiding? I beg thee. For just
a taste I’ll do whatever you ask of poor little me. - he sang and snapped his fingers, making
his backup singers appear behind him and sing along while the music continued to play. - I
am not a man of reason, I am not a man of war. But I believe it’s my right to find the fruit I’ve
been searching for.
His audience was not quite pleased with another musical number, not counting the two
exceptions who enjoy his performances, of course. Giselle was just surprised how they could
improvise the choreography which looked like it must have been rehearsed for quite some
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time. The two skeletal henchmen followed his moves to the millisecond. The three were
perfectly in sync and thus created a harmony of chaos: - The essence of life is the filling
inside. The frosting and icing is what will never make our lips run dry…
- The taste of a woman! I just needed a bite. Your sweet embrace brings the colors to
light. The taste of a woman! With every nip I know I want you more. Your love is what I
hunger for. The taste of a woman! - the trio performed out the chorus.
The girls were beginning to enjoy his little gig, but they were going to become really
dazzled once they start with the next verse.
- I get peckish and I can feel the steam. Your tender coating takes my eyes off your
vanilla cream. - Boogie levitated one of the cupcakes around and placed it into Elizabeth’s
palm.
- I feel like a masochist when I’m with you. Your darkness is bitter, but it only suggests
how much you want me too. - he then proceeded to play around with the dark cupcake and
tossed it up in the air with the treat landing perfectly on top of Giselle’s head.
- Blueberry and mint, I’ll give you a hint. I can never get enough. It’s a torturous game
when I scream out your name, and I’m not even the one who plays rough. - the blue cupcake
with the dark frosting twirled around him playfully and teleported itself in front of Lucille.
- The taste of a woman! I just needed a bite. Your sweet embrace brings the colors to
light. The taste of a woman! With every nip I know I want you more. Your love is what I
hunger for. The taste of a woman! - they sing the chorus once again.
- You crumble your way into the core of my brain. Your whipped cream is such a delight.
I could suck on it, I swear, night after night. You make me insane when you make chocolate
rain. - the black devil made the creamy chocolate cupcake glide through the air into Hellen’s
hands.
- I find it hard to stay focused and my lust I can’t hide. I’ll bite off the burned crust to
taste the cherry filling inside. - the last cupcake was handed over to Natalie personally as our
charming host knelt before her and offered it to her as if he was holding a diamond ring.
- With all these flavors our love shall collide. The gingerbread man and the cupcake
bride… Oh, I hunger for you so! - he sang out while still on his knees, facing and taking his
hat off gracefully in front of the ladies then jumping back on his feet and doing a spin back
to the spotlight.
- The taste of a woman! I just needed a bite. Your sweet embrace brings the colors to
light. The taste of a woman! With every nip I know I want you more. Your love is what I
hunger for. The taste of a woman! - the trio sang the chorus one last time in a slanted melody
to hint to the audience the jam was about to come to an end.
Then finally, they ended the show with a striking pose and one last line: - Each is special
in her own way. One for each man can brighten his day. The taste of a woman.
Boogie’s companions were turned to dust and vanished. He teleported himself behind the
girls and leaned against the counter, wagging his tail and grinning joyfully.
- Do you like them? - he asked them about the cupcakes.
- Wow, this is actually pretty good. - Natalie took a big bite out of the cupcake and
enjoyed its harmonious taste as the cherry filling and soft exterior filled her tummy with
warmth and sweetness.
- Really?! - he gasped. - Phew, I’m so relieved. I thought you were going to hate them
because I actually decided to put spider eggs in yours.
She spat out the chewed up treat as quickly as she could. The fear and shock in her eyes
made Boogie laugh as hard as he could. His stomach hurt so much he felt like his eyeballs
were going to pop out of his skull.
- Are you fucking insane?! - she shouted out at him.
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- It was just a joke, sweetie. No hard feelings, eh? - he spoke after finally managing to
calm himself down.
Unfortunately, Natalie didn’t take it as lightly. She bashed the cupcake right in his face
and kept hers deadly serious. The beast used his long tongue to lick the pastry straight off
and puckered his lips before smiling again.
The others were too distracted by the enjoyment of their bombing of taste buds with the
delicious creamy goodness.
- You better sleep with one eye open. - Natalie threatened him.
- It’s possible to sleep while you’re asleep. Tried it once. It’s not really all that fun, so
why would you even want to sleep here in the awesome universe of Boogie wonderland? - he
shrugged. - Besides, why would anyone even want to sleep in a lucid dream when we can
have as much fun as we want with no consequences?
- So you’re saying we can do whatever we want? - Elizabeth swallowed another bite of
her cupcake and inquired.
- Well… Not entirely. You could if this were a normal lucid dream, but since I’m here I
control the dream and you can’t really do anything you desire unless it meets with my
approval. - he explained.
- Because you’re an asshole. - Natalie added.
- And you’re lucky to have me, otherwise you’d be defecating though your mouth like
one ugly turbellaria.
Natalie sighed and pitied his weak attempt to insult her.
- Uhm… you wouldn’t happen to have some blood orange tea, would you? - Hellen
interrupter their little dispute.
- Tea time, girls! - he clapped his palms together and pointed at the table behind them,
turning it into a real tea party set.
He invited them to sit down at the tea table and jumped into a free seat between Elizabeth
and Hellen.
- I’m so delighted you asked, my dear. I was really hoping I would find a fellow tea lover
among you. - he praised Hellen in a British accent as the tea poured itself into 6 cups.
Once it was done, Boogie grabbed it and played with it as if it was a toy. - I’m a little
teapot, short and stout. Here is my handle, here is my spout. When I get all steamed up hear
me shout. Tip me over and pour me out. - he lullabied and placed the poor little teapot down
on the table. - Now who would like some sugar?
- Just give me a bottle of whiskey… - Natalie groaned with her head lazily lying on the
table. - You. Are. Hopeless.
- Now now, dear. I need you gals sober and awake for the ghost story-telling game. - he
placed 7 cubes of sugar into her teacup. - Just to be safe.
- Just one, please. - Lucille replied to his sugar offer.
- Giselle?
- One. - she reached out her cup and Boogie dropped a cube in it.
- None for me, thanks. I don’t add extra sugar to anything. - Hellen took a sip of her tea.
- I am very intrigued by your habit of a healthy diet. It’s very nice to know a lady cares
about her inside figure just as much as the outside. Moderately too. - he put two cubes of
sugar into Lucille’s tea as he spoke to Hellen. - But it’s a real shame you don’t do it for
yourself.
Hellen silently drank her tea with her head down and felt discouraged by his words, for
she knew exactly what he was referring to.
- If you would only learn to enjoy your body, maybe others would enjoy it just as much. he smiled at her and turned to Elizabeth with the little cup of sugar cubes. - Sugar?
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- Uh… Sure… - she sighed.
- One or two? - he inquired again.
- Surprise me.
- If you say so. - he tipped the little sugar jar over her cup and each and every little cube
that was left went straight into her teacup.
- Thanks… - she gave him an annoyed look.
He took his cup of tea into his hand and held it with his little finger sticking out like a
true aristocratic gentleman and took a sip of the hot, red liquid. Once he had made a strange
face to indicate his displeasure from the lack of carbohydrates in his drink, he made two
crystal white cubes appear in thin air and fall directly into his cup. He stirred lightly with a
silver teaspoon and took another taste.
- By the way, if one of you girls gets cold, my bed has room enough for 2. - he grinned
and looked side to side. - But I can widen it if more of you would like to join the party.
There was a sudden awkward silence in the group. Natalie was too exhausted from being
so pissed off at Boogie that even she didn’t feel like scorching him.
- So, on tonight’s agenda… - he took out a long list from his pocket which rolled all the
way down across the room. - After the spooky stories we will cuddle for an hour and a half,
then we will play “Dreamland” the board game, pantomiming, karaoke, pillow fighting and
after that we’ll role-play, play Twister, limbo, the drinking game, dirty poker, pin the tail on
the sheep, we’ll bob for apples…
- Somebody give Freddie Krueger a call for the love of God… - Natalie commented with
her head still firmly lied on the table.
- I need to go to the washroom… - Lucille got up and was ready to leave their company.
- You cannot hide from your own mind. You should know better, Lucille. - Boogie spoke.
- There is nothing to fear but fear itself… - she sighed.
- That’s a good girl. - he snapped his fingers and gave everyone, including himself, scout
uniforms.
He even made a little campfire appear in the middle of the living room and went to sit
down near the it, urging the girls to join him. They did, even though some were not very
happy about it. Giselle managed to get Natalie to join them and so the camp-in was
commenced.
- Who wishes to go first? - Boogie asked.
- Oh! I know one! - Hellen rose her hand up high and Boogie tossed her his flashlight. - It
was the night of the full moon in a little forest near the city. It was the time for all the
creatures of the night to be awoken and go for a hunt.
Most of her listeners were concentrated on her and her story, except maybe Natalie, who
did not particularly care for any of Boogie’s ideas and slumber party activities.
- Their prey varied and their abilities ever more. One creature in particular, had a craving
for the flesh of man. So he sneaked up the hill to the nearest road where he found his
midnight snack, all alone and vulnerable to predators like him. He was a werewolf with eyes
as red as the blood that flowed through him and fur as white as the winter snow. His
target…? She was just an innocent little creature. A young woman taking a stroll that fine
evening simply to get some fresh air. She was unaware of the danger that was lurking and
preparing to pounce. His claws gripped the ground beneath his feet and was ready for the
kill… until she started to sing.
- No more singing! - Natalie complained.
- Shh! You’re ruining the mood! - Hellen hushed her up and began to sing. - Be still, oh
my heart, for who do you pray? In the dark of the night I can’t see. Hush now, oh my heart, I
too wish to play. What kind of man would wish to take me?
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The group to grew fascinated with her story by the way she spoke of it as if she knew
exactly what the main character felt. While Hellen sang, she tried hard to stop her eyes from
watering and barely succeeded. She would not have made it without shedding a few tears if
the song was longer.
- The beast became infatuated with the gentle sound of her voice. He wished to hear
more. While she kept humming, he followed her and listened closely to the sound of her
voice, but decided not to kill her just so he could hear her sing again after she went back to
her home. Each night he would wait for her to come back and sing. And she did. With each
time she would appear, the monster would come closer and closer until one day she noticed
his presence. She was not afraid… just curious… Their eyes met and she reached out her
hand to touch his soft, white coat. He took her hand as gently as possible and glanced at her
once more before he led her deep into the forest to the cave where he had made his home.
There, the beast spoke for the first time in years… He spoke… and he said: “You sing
beautifully.” The young woman smiled shyly for his kind words and thanked him. He asked
her if she could sing for him personally and she agreed. Thus, the young woman would visit
the beast in his cave every night to sing to him. The two became closer with her each visit.
Over time, their friendship grew into something more. She told him she wanted to stay with
him in the forest, alas, he rejected her offer, saying he wouldn’t want for anything to happen
to her. She explained to him that nobody could protect her better than he could. Still
skeptical even though she had a point, the young woman made him an offer he could not
refuse. She took off her clothes and looked him straight in the eyes that burned with
everlasting flames upon seeing her like this.
- Question. How is this scary? This sounds like an intro to a monster porno rather than a
horror story. - Elizabeth stated.
- Werewolves are scary. To some… - she replied.
- She’s right, Hellen. As much as it pains me, I do have you stop you from progressing
since the story is not of the genre we’ve agreed on.
- Hmph… - she pouted angrily and looked away with her arms crossed to indicate her
displeasure with Boogie’s decision.
- Now, if no one else would like to proceed, I would like to tell you a little story based on
a true story from a storybook which was also based on a true story. It’s a story I know
personally well. - he took the flashlight back and continued with his introduction. - This
story takes place in a little town in the middle of nowhere. A young traveler, a child, walked
into town with bare shoulders and bloody hooves from walking through a vast desert after
using up all the supplies he managed to gather for his journey across it in the last town he
was in. This one was barely different. It looked the same, but the people were nothing like
the ones he had met before. The boy was hungry, parched to the point where his bones began
to turn to dust. He used up the last of his strength to get to the well before his eyes and
managed to take out the bucket of water to quench his undying thirst. The relief was as sweet
as a breath of fresh air and a cooling breeze under the blazing rays of sun. Two farmers found
him and kicked the bucket out of his hands, then laughed as they watched the desperate child
hurriedly drink and licked off what was left of the spilled water. The farmers sneered and
kept on laughing as one of them grabbed the boy by his tail, taunting him with a new, full
bucket of the fresh elixir of life.
- He had a tail? - Lucille asked.
- Yes… Moving on. - Boogie continued telling his story. - The two kept torturing the little
boy and threw him in the well. He barely managed to climb out by nightfall. With his
stomach still growling, the boy knew he was going to need to regain his strength before
continuing his journey.
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- Where was he going? - Hellen inquired.
- A very good question. He was simply searching for a new home. A place where he
would have a purpose and be surrounded by people… or at least one person who would show
him kindness, generosity… and stay. - he lit up the flashlight and held it under his face. - He
had no choice but to do the unthinkable. He climbed up to a window of the first house he lied
eyes on. Stepping quietly on the wooden floor and slowly approaching the little child in her
bed, playing with her doll. You could hear the feint sounds of clopping from his cloven
hooves. Clip… clop… clip… clop…
As he spoke those last words, the girls began to really hear the clopping of hooves on a
hard surface. They were frightened like does, but dared not move. They just kept listening to
the sound that stroke fear into their hearts. Something was coming, but there was nothing
there. Lucille’s pulse raced faster than any of theirs. She was tortured by the sound that rang
in her ears. She grabbed on to Elizabeth’s hand and held on tightly. She did not even care, for
the air was raving with tension.
- He sneaked from behind and before the little girl could even turn around and make a
sound, the boy grabbed her pillow and smothered her with it until she stopped moving. He
cried and just kept saying: “I’m so sorry…”
- I’m so sorry… - the voice of a young boy cried and echoed in the air with a whisper.
The women’s muscles froze and their hearts felt like they were about to pop out of their
chests as they searched the darkness to see where the voice came from. Lucille was
desperately suffering. She wished she could scream and chase off the imagery in her head.
The poor girl closed her eyes and held her palms on her ears as tightly as possible. Elizabeth
turned around and saw that in Boogie’s place was sitting a young satyr with ram horns and a
long, pointy tail that looked just like Boogie with his red eyes. His horns were smaller and
his tail shorter though, but he had the same exact look on his face. The look of a thousand
suffering souls in his eyes that were staring into the abyss.
- I didn’t want to do it… I was hungry… - the child spoke.
All the girls turned their attention to him and were startled by his sudden change of form
and the voice they heard earlier.
- What did you do? - Elizabeth asked the boy.
- I took her body to a safe place. Somewhere they would never find it… I took a bite…
and another… and another. I was so hungry… I couldn’t stop… Then there was nothing
left… I buried her… so no one could find her. - the boy spoke.
The last sentence kept repeating itself in Lucille’s mind. Then suddenly before her eyes
was the girl playing with her doll on the bed. She was having a vision of her and was under
the ground. She got closer… and once she got close enough to take a look at her face, the girl
turned around and before her was lying a skeleton. Lucille gasped in terror and snapped out
of it. She opened her eyes and saw that Boogie was sitting in front of them once more.
- What? Why are you all staring at me like that? - he asked. - You look like you just saw
a ghost or something. Is it because my shirt is so tight it shows off my biceps? Because that’s
a good thing.
None of them knew what to say. They just kept staring at him like they were hypnotized.
- Ooooookay… Well, this has been fun! Now I believe someone needs a hug. - he
grinned and raised his eyebrows up high. - And if you agree to cuddle in the next five
minutes I’ll give you a free deep tissue massage.

41

The Boogieman / Claire Amber

CHAPTER SEVEN
Lights and Clockwork with Roses
A loud alarm rang for a few seconds and frightened the girls who were still high on
adrenalin.
- It’s just the announcing alarm. We have reached our destination. - he laughed. - Now,
before we exit the vehicle, I do have to make a few adjustments to our wardrobe. We can’t
show our faces in the future looking like boy, I mean, girl scouts.
With the girls still recovering from the shock, Boogie waved his magic fingers and
everyone’s clothes magically became futuristically chic. Their skin tight outfits also came
with accessories such as jet and zero gravity boots, touch-activated underwater-breathing
glass helmet and their very own phone-glasses. Their suits were white but each had different
colored details and in different patterns. Lucille’s outfit was purple with no lines and a few
purple skulls. Hellen’s has green, curvy lines with some peach blossoms on her waist and
thighs whereas Elizabeth has yellow zigzag stripes with stars. Natalie’s outfit, fortunately,
appeals to her, for it has blue wavy lines and dots that are supposed to represent bubbles.
Lastly, Giselle has fuchsia colored dashed lines with numbers on her suit.
- Hey, how come you don’t have to wear this sexist piece of crap? - Natalie asked the
host.
- First of all, everyone wears tight suits so that the humans can reproduce more. Less and
less people want to have children, so your future leaders are trying to do what they can to
make you reproduce while you still can. Second, I won’t be seeing you for a while, so what’s
the point? I’ll meet up with you afterward.
- And when will that be? - Hellen added.
- It all depends on how quickly Giselle can win or lose this game. So you better get
started. - he spoke. - You need to find a microchip that contains data which must not fall into
the wrong hands. If it does, it may end the world as you might never get to know it. There’s
no pressure. You just have to watch out for the bad guys who want the chip and will kill for
it. Who they are, you’ll have to find out yourself. Just find a safe place to store the chip and
you’ll be home free. Adiós! - he opened the car door for them and disintegrated into dust.
- Well, lead the way. - Natalie turned to Giselle.
- What? Uhm… I haven’t got a clue as to where we should start looking. - she shrugged.
- For starters, let’s just go see what’s out there. - Elizabeth said.
The girls stepped out of the car and looked around as the vast world of the future and
advanced technology stood before them. Not to mention the large, flying TV screens with
Giselle’s face on them.
- Well… We’re off to a good start. - Elizabeth said.
- Why is my face on those screens? - Giselle inquired in confusion.
- I think we should be the one asking you that, sweetie. - the blonde replied. - You all act
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like this is a problem. The creep already said there are people looking for you so this doesn’t
really change anything for the worse. This means that you already exist here and if you exist
here someone should know where you live or work at least. It might lead us to where the
microchip is.
Giselle agreed and spotted a company name on one of the hovering screens after a bunch
of flying cars and kids on hoverboards passed by. The buildings around them were three
times taller than what they were used to. They couldn’t even see the top from the ground.
Every balcony was covered in vast, green flora. There were see-through tubes twirling all
around the place through which some people would eventually slide down. From all that
mayhem that was going on, there were a few things in particular that caught Giselle and
Hellen’s attention. Robots. Lots of them. In all kinds of models, colors and sizes. They were
mostly white with colorful details similar to the design of the suits currently in fashion. Some
of them had legs, some were simply hovering torsos. Some were cute and small and some
where tall and humanoid in both genders. Hellen was especially fond of the handsome, lean
machines with beautiful, shiny exterior, broad shoulders and long, strong arms.
- Starls Industries… - Giselle spoke. I guess that’s where we should look first.
- There’s no rush. Good guys always win. - Hellen smiled.
- Yeah, but I wanna get up and get some coffee so move it. - the redhead grabbed her arm
and dragged her along as they used their jet boots to fly down the street towards the big
tower which had the company’s name on it. They cruised through the hanging gardens and
the vast jungle of the city, enjoying the beautiful sensation of the flight of birds as they flew.
They soared up to the top of the skyscrapers and swooped back down at high speed like
eagles. Even though some wished not to comment on this unique experience, they all felt the
same overwhelming sensation of joy and wished this moment would never end. They even
managed to get sidetracked from their task because of it, thus found themselves exploring the
city’s wilderness and enjoying the sunshine of the bright, sunny day with the wind in their
hair and flowers surrounding them from every side. It was a never-ending fairy game for the
girls. Everything they could have ever hoped for. Unfortunately, they had to cut the
lollygagging and get back to work. After that joyride, they finally arrived at the entrance to
the building and went inside. The first thing the girls saw was the circular set of stairs going
all the way to the top, its rails covered in vines and plants. The second thing that they noticed
was a teenage girl being pulled by a dirty green-skinned, human-sized Utahraptor on a leash,
rushing towards them from the door on the left near the reception. They did not even have a
chance to blink. The raptor knocked Giselle down with its heavy body and held itself just
above her torso with his two long legs and kept licking her face like a dog.
- Down boy! Sit, Dexter! - the teenager kept shouting out at the creature as she was
trying to pull him off of Giselle.
- What the fuck? - Natalie stared blankly along with the others.
- Get off me! Stop! - Giselle screamed struggled to push the animal off her.
It obediently did as she commanded and sat beside her quietly.
- I’m so sorry Miss Sage… ma’am. I know you told me to get a Sitter-Bot, but I just
thought that if I was going to get a pet I might need some experience and… well…
everything was fine until now. He must have smelled you so he rushed to greet you, I guess.
Like I said, I’m really really sorry. I promise it will never happen again, I swear. - the girl
panicked and panted from the exhaustion of trying to bring down such a large animal.
- It’s alright… How on earth did you manage to get a dinosaur here…? - she still
trembled. - And how come it didn’t just eat me?
- What do you mean? They’ve been around for decades. - the girl added.
- Why is it acting this way…? - Giselle kept glancing at the raptor in case it would jump
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on her again.
- Well you are his owner. Plus you did leave him alone for a few days. Poor guys really
missed you, Miss Sage.
- Where can I get one? - Hellen smiled and held her hands together in excitement.
- There’s a pound on the west side of the city near the park. - she answered.
- This is like a childhood dream come true! - the chocolate-haired beauty claimed.
- What is his name? - Giselle asked.
- Dexter, of course. You’re starting to scare me miss Sage. Maybe you should have stayed
home and rested for a few more days. I know how bad it feels to get a fever of that degree.
- And you are? - Elizabeth raised her eyebrow at the girl.
- Ella Caspian. I’m Professor Caspian’s assistant. - she smiled awkwardly, still
embarrassed from the whole “raptor gone loose” scene. - You must be Miss Sage’s friends,
right? I mean, you wouldn’t be here with her if you weren’t.
- See, honey, Giselle had a little accident and hit her head really hard. We just got her out
of the hospital and the doctor said she has amnesia. This is our first time here and you
wouldn’t mind giving her a little tour to help her regain her memory, would you? - Elizabeth
kindly asked her.
- Well sure. No problem at all. Follow me Miss Sage. - she said. Oh, and you might
wanna hold on to this.
She gave her the leash and so she followed her with Dexter for the tour. Elizabeth already
had a pretty good idea who might know more about the microchip. Who would know a
scientist better than a fellow scientist?
- That went pretty well. Let’s go find this Caspian guy and see if he can be useful to us. the blonde led the team to the reception where they got instructions on how to get to the
laboratory. They climbed up the circular stairs with their boots activated in hover mode,
saving their energy of having to use their legs to climb up by over 90%. The higher they got,
the more beautiful the view was through the large, glass windows.
- Could you imagine living here for the rest of your life? - Lucille commented, for the
view was truly enchanting.
- Yeah… - Hellen sighed with a smile.
They stopped at the 32nd floor and proceeded down the 4th hallway 90 degrees on their
left with the sign above it saying: “Test Laboratories and Bioengineering offices”. The girls
kept their heads high, looking for the 7th door on the right side just like the receptionist
instructed. Natalie peeked in first and lied her eyes on two men in transparent lab coats over
their tight, white suits like the ones pretty much everyone now wore in the future. One
seemed pretty normal. Nothing suspicious whereas the other one was definitely going to be
trouble… again.
- I suppose there’s no other way, is there? - she groaned.
Elizabeth sighed and pushed her in. The others followed behind and stayed behind her.
- Hmm? Hi… - Boogie turned around, smiled at them sweetly and waved while staring at
them in infatuation.
- Shit, I forgot he pretends he doesn’t know who we are when he’s in character. Elizabeth stated.
- Finally. I was beginning to think you were not even going to bother to show up. - the
scientist next to Boogie kept looking at his chart while speaking to the girls.
- Very nice to meet you… - Boogie reached out his hand over the chemistry set on the
table and accidentally knocked over one of the bottles, creating a small firework.
He quickly backed away and tried to put out the fire on his sleeve while everyone else
stared awkwardly at his little klutz episode that came right out of a cartoon. To his fortune, a
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little robot popped out of the wall and used his hand as a fire extinguisher and put out the
fire. Hellen gasped in excitement and ran over to it for further examination.
- I like this Jasper. He has better chances of killing himself. - Natalie laughed.
- Jason, why can’t you concentrate? First the bar, now the lab? - his friend helped him put
out the fire on his sleeve and dusted his coat off.
- Yeah, sorry. I don’t really know what came over me. - he rolled his eyes and tried to
cope with embarrassing himself yet again.
The fire extinguisher robot approached him and sprayed the foam in his face, then went
back to his wall.
- Why do you hate me so?! - Hellen shouted at the robot that returned to its station,
ignoring her completely.
- You really need to be more careful. You’ll scare away the interns.
- Sorry to interrupt this little moment that should in fact be private, but which one of you
is Mr. Caspian? - Elizabeth inquired.
- That would be me. - Boogie smiled. - You can just call me Jason.
- Alexander Sylo. - he stated and shook her hand.
- Great. Step aside. - Natalie pushed him out of her way and walked over to Boogie who
was still cleaning his coat. - What do you know about microchips?
- Nat! - the blonde ran to her and placed her palm tightly on her mouth. - You almost
gave away the surprise!
Natalie glared at her, trying to speak and so she pushed her hand off her face, rubbing her
lips on her arm.
- Just pretend you didn’t hear that. - she giggled awkwardly.
- Enough. - Alex gave them a very strict look and then laughed lightly to try and hide his
inappropriate tone. - In Starls Industries, we value hard work and obedience. And silence.
The more silence the better.
- Of course, communication is always a good way of loosening stress and tension. Boogie nodded.
- We also do not approve of courtship during work hours. If that is the case, you can
always finish your business in one of the staff rooms and return when you are ready to fully
concentrate on work and development.
- What is it with you people and sex?! First the tight outfits, now this… Why? Just…
why? - Natalie asked in a rude and agitated tone.
- It’s not my fault that you skipped the 10th grade of Elementary School, but I’ll humor
you nevertheless. In 2123, the international government created the ‘Fertile Soil Bill’.
Because the birthrate dropped down below the death rate after the economical boom,
scientists realized that couples around the globe do not wish to have children anymore. Many
reasons were given, but most of them found themselves living happier lives without offspring
to raise. Now that the spread of many deadly sexually transmitted diseases was reduced in
recent years, the bill lists many ways to encourage people to reproduce and practice sexual
intercourse without the use of preservatives if the person has been approved of having no
STDs infecting the body, which is obligatory for checking every month. It has also been
proved that with this bill, work performance increased for approximately 28% and the
decrease of violence and crime rate in one city’s population at an average of 16%. The idea
was presented by a great scientist, Dr. Harvey Carlin who came up with the solution after
studying the Pan paniscus in the heart of Africa who use sex functions in conflict
appeasement, affection, social status determination, excitement and stress reduction. - he
explained thoroughly. - To conclude, the bill includes rules such as: Every household’s tax
payment obligation is reduced by 5% with every child; Every third child and onward has a
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right to free medical insurance; Each employee or employer not working within the
quaternary sector has the right to take a break up to maximum 3 times a day during work
hours to have sexual intercourse with a partner of any sex or sexual orientation, and many
more which I am certain you are not interested in listening to right now, so let’s move on.
- Jasper… - Natalie mumbled to herself in anger.
- Who’s Jasper? - Boogie inquired.
- Just some pervert. We believe him to be mentally ill.
- Thank you for your time, but we would just like to speak to Mr. Caspian before we get
started. - Elizabeth added.
- Alright, but don’t take too long. There is much to be done and almost no time to do it in
this lifetime. - Alex approved.
They scurried back to the hallway with Boogie who was quite excited to be called out
and speak in private to 5 very attractive young ladies.
- Could you please stop smiling? It doesn’t look cute, it just look like you’re gonna break
into our house and watch us sleep if we had one here. - the redhead spoke.
- Sorry. I’ve just… well… My job takes almost 80% of my time away and I don’t get to
go out often. - he tried to have a serious face.
- We are on a very tight schedule and we just need to know if you know anything about a
microchip that supposedly has very important data on it. - Elizabeth added.
- Of course. The Star of Eden. - he replied.
- We are talking about the same thing, right? - Hellen questioned in skepticism.
- Giselle just invented the newest models of robots. She’s the real brains behind this
company. It’s her latest big project, the microchip. I helped her with some algorithms, but I
can’t say I know what it does or was made for. I just know she kept calling it the Star of
Eden for some reason.
- Where is it? - Elizabeth looked him straight in the eyes.
- I don’t know. - he shrugged.
- Excuse me? - she rose her eyebrow in confusion.
- Only Giselle knows where it is. - he thought. - I wish I could help you more, but like I
said, I don’t really know anything more about it.
- Okay, how close are you with Giselle? - the blonde sighed in disappointment.
- I won’t lie, I tried to make our relationship into something more than just being friends
and co-workers, but everyone knows she only has eyes for him.
- Who? - Hellen inquired.
- The CEO. Eric.
- You talk about your boss in second person? - she was dazzled.
- One of the laws Alex forgot to mention was that everyone must respect everyone
equally. Thus we get to call our superiors by their first names as they get to call us. - he gave
them a sold explanation.
- We’re getting off track. So you’re saying you and Giselle are good friends? - Elizabeth
interrupted them.
- Yes.
- And this little girl… Ella. She said she was your assistant. Can she be trusted?
- Oh, that’s my little sister. Sure, you can definitely trust her. She’s a hard nut to crack. he laughed lightly.
- Then you’re coming with us. We have to find them. - she stated.
- How? I can’t even count how many floor or halls there are. How do you expect us to
find them here? - Lucille complained.
- Geez, from which century are you girls? We can just go look them up on the map. - he
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The girls looked at each other with puzzled looks as he pointed at the TV screen on the
wall a few meters in front of them. They walked over to it and Boogie inputted Giselle’s full
name in the search box in the upper right corner.
- Target not located. - the computer spoke in a feminine voice.
- This is odd. She must have left her name tag at home. Alright, let’s try this. - Boogie
wondered and inputted ‘Ella Caspian’ in the search box instead.
- Target located. Room 62-A4. - the computer spoke once more and the screen showed
them the red blinking dot, indicating Ella’s presence in one of the rooms on the 62nd floor.
- Oh, I get it! The first number indicates the floor, the letter indicates the hallway and the
number beside it indicates which room on which side, considering that there are 5 even
numbers on the right and the 5 odd ones on the left. - Hellen deduced.
- You don’t really have to have a PHD to figure that out. - Boogie laughed. - We try to
make everything as simple as possible for guests to understand, yet still flexible and
organized.
Hellen looked the other way with an angry grin on her face from such words she found
quite insulting. Because of her morals, she wishes not to react to his joke, even though she
would very gladly like to smack him in the head with a hard inanimate object for making her
hard work sound like a puzzle for children ages zero to none.
- Hey, Lu, wanna race? - Natalie challenged Lucille.
- What? I don’t think that’s such a good idea. - she stated her opinion.
- Already ahead! - she laughed as she activated her boots and flied up at amazing speeds.
- We’re… eheh… not supposed to do that indoors. - Boogie smiled awkwardly.
The girls followed by hovering up the stairs with the host in his science pajamas. They
got to their desired location and found Ella and Giselle conversing in what appears to be a
pretty fancy office.
- Hey guys! - Ella waved at them.
- I have my own office! - Giselle shouted out in glee. - I finally got some recognition for
once! Turns out I’m the CEO’s right hand around here. I think I’m beginning to see how
amazing this place is. I mean, I have a pet raptor!
Dexter was sitting obediently beside her as she began kissing his snout and petting him
with adoration.
- Ella? What’s going on? - Boogie asked.
- Oh, I forgot to tell you. Well, maybe I didn’t because you weren’t there so how could I
tell you if you were not present at the time and- Slow talk.
- Right. - she sighed and tried to speak at a slower pace. - Giselle has amnesia and I was
giving her a tour in hopes she would remember some things. I’m not really sure if it’s
working, but we’re making progress.
- I see. - he jumped beside her and placed his hand in front of his mouth while leaning
closer to the side of her head as if he was whispering something very important. - By the
way, you didn’t happen to mention that she’s madly in love with me?
- Jason! - the girl shouted out.
- Just asking! Don’t get your balloons inflated. - he backed away a bit.
- Don’t get your what now? - Natalie looked back at the girls.
- I think it’s supposed to be a phrase for “don’t get angry”. I don’t know, it sounds logical
to me. - Hellen shrugged.
- If you’re all done with the pointless chatting, I have something to say. - Elizabeth
announced her upcoming speech. - Close the door, Nat.
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Natalie closed the door and leaned against it, listening carefully along with the others to
what Elizabeth has to say.
- We need to find this Star of Eden. You two are the only ones we can trust to help us.
Can you remember Giselle mentioning some hiding place or something about the chip? Any
small detail could be useful.
- I’m sorry girls. She didn’t tell me anything. - Boogie replied.
- I know even less. I have no idea what you guys are talking about anyway. - Ella
explained.
- This whole operation is hopeless. We can’t even find the chip. - Lucille complained.
While the others were arguing about how to proceed with their search, Giselle noticed
something very particular on the holographic computer screen in front of her. There was a
document typed in capital letters called “The Key”. She tapped on it and it opened up,
revealing what appears to be a little poem. She read it and light was shed onto the world. The
girl grabbed the little gizmo that was projecting the hologram and stood in front of the desk,
then read the poem out loud, following the instructions to the letter.
- When you stand firm in front forever more, look up and look straight at the door.
- G? - Hellen looked at her with concern.
- Turn left by 90 degrees. What one shall get is what one sees. - she turned to the left
wall, facing it.
- What is she…? - Natalie asked herself.
- Hold on. - Elizabeth tried to shush her.
- Approach and look. To your left you’ll see, a little gift I left for thee. - Giselle did as the
poem said, but there was nothing there.
The only thing on her left was some sort of metal plate on the floor.
- There used to be a big vase there. - Boogie added. - I remember thinking how it looked
isolated and didn’t fit in.
- Where is it now? - Giselle asked.
- Some guys came last week when you were still home sick. I saw them taking it out and
loading it on a truck which said ‘Venus Auctioneers Inc.’
- Jason! That’s the thing I’ve been telling you about! - Ella got excited.
- What thing?
- The thing! With the old glass figurines? - she sighed.
- Oh! That thing! - he finally understood.
- The point, sheep brain. - Natalie crossed her arms.
- The VAI is holding an auction today at the old City Hall. If we’re lucky, we’ll find the
vase there. - he thought.
- Follow me! - the teenage girl rushed out with her friends following closely.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
The Chip in a Crackpot
The team flew through the busy city skies, racing to get to the old City Hall in time to get
the best seats for the auction of life or the doom of their planet. It was an easy flight other
than the fact that Boogie almost crashed into a few pedestrians and a hovering fire truck,
endangering around 20 lives in the process. But apart from that, it didn’t take them too long
to reach their desired location. The team managed to find a few seats in the front row by
using Natalie’s rudeness to force a few innocent people to leave their seats and make room
for all of them. Unfortunately, the auction was already taking place, but they prayed their
precious vase that holds the chip hasn’t been displayed just yet. Money was not a problem.
The girls figured since Giselle is so famous in the future, she is bound to have some cash at
her future house or mansion. It was just a matter of time before the vase would pop up and to
their relief, it did. The bid was started off at 500,000 vanshis. According to numerous
sources, one vanshi is equal to 3.5 American dollars. Giselle rose the number found on her
seat before she even sat down as soon as her reflexes tingled. It was an intense battlefield of
the men and women striving to enlarge their private collections of valuable historical
artifacts. The price for the pot escalated quickly. It went from the starting bid of 500,00
vanshis all the way up to an amazing sum of 2,3 million vanshis. Giselle offered the price
and her last competitor backed down. The bell rang and announced Giselle as the highest
bidder. The auctioneer stated at the end of the auction that all buyers may come to collect
their purchases after an hour or so in the back until the wrapping up is finished. With their
new-found victory, Boogie offered to take them all out for ice-cream in the pastry shop
across the street while they wait for their vase to be ready for pickup. They celebrated with
some delicious creamy delights, but were not aware that they were followed and currently
being watched by a very familiar face and his trusty sidekick. Alex was sitting at a café just
around the corner with his cousin Eddy. Eddy Irin is not a simple man. He has a very strong
obsession with beauty all in all. This young enthusiast is quite rebellious towards authority
and when it comes to socialization, he only chooses to waste his precious time on people he
can gain something from. He is not really considered dangerous for society, but he can be
quite unpleasant to be around. The tendency of making quite dramatic scenes is his specialty
most of the time. He is into more shady professions, such as dealing with expensive art
pieces in the black market. As he describes it, only he understands the true worth of a piece
of art. Other than having a few good friends on the dark side who only enjoy doing business
with him and nothing more, he does not waddle in a pond filled with other ducks apart from
his cousin Alex. Currently the two are plotting a master plan to take the chip from the gang
and sell it to the High Brotherhood. Now, the High Brotherhood is an organization of very
powerful men and women who claim to be the only true descendants of wingless angles that
roamed the earth undetected and without anyone’s knowledge until they began taking over
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the bodies of other humans for the purpose of experiencing life. The High Brotherhood
believes them to be the most powerful beings ever to have roamed the Earth and as their
descendants they consider themselves to be the only ones worthy of living in the new world.
To achieve their goal, they require the microchip. Supposedly, it contains the information and
code for recreating the world’s most dangerous biological weapon ever crafted by man. One
of them was future Giselle’s great grandmother who helped create the virus and destroy it.
However, she kept all her information safely locked away until Giselle found them and
designed the microchip to hold the model structure of the virus and all data needed for its
rebirth into the world. This virus was named “Dulm” which is short for “Dulcis mortem”,
meaning “sweet death” in Latin. It is spread by breath or sneezing. The virus traps
carbohydrates inside its protein coat and crystallizes it inside itself, creating a thick and
impenetrable atom barrier. Then it attaches to red blood cells, disabling them to bind oxygen,
causing the host’s brain to signal the respiratory organs to engage into turbo mode, so to
speak, thus making the host hyperventilate uncontrollably. With hyperventilation comes the
respiratory alkalosis which ultimately leads to fatality. Once infected, death takes place
within hours. A cure was never invented and so a group of scientist decided to dispose of its
every trace for the good of mankind. The High Brotherhood was searching for the
information left about the virus for many years. If any news comes up, they will stop at
nothing to get their hands on the data. The fate of the future rests in the hands of our lovely
heroes, their still very urgutrophying host and his pretend sister Ella. With some of these
explanations out of our way, we return to the enjoyable afternoon with our protagonists
sitting at a table just outside the pastry shop, basking in the sun which made them eat quicker
due to severe ice-cream melting. Despite their inability to speak at the moment from having
to eat their treats quickly, sometimes what the person is thinking is more interesting than
what he or she has to say. For example, Boogie’s character is wondering if there was a way
to impress Giselle so that his boss Eric would stop overshadowing him with his drop dead
handsome looks and sophisticated stance. Not to mention the truckloads of filthy richness.
He is every woman’s Brad Pitt without the Angelina Jolie. They think he is perfect, but he
has a very significant flaw to his eye-dazzling perfection. It may be best to leave that for you
to figure out on your own when the time comes.
- Okay, so we got the chip. How exactly do you guys plan on hiding it? - Natalie
inquired.
- If I were the safest place on the planet, where would I be? - Lucille thought.
- Why don’t we just destroy it? It’s 100% villain-proof. - Hellen added.
- I don’t think we should. It sounds like a good plan, but Jasper said we had to store it.
We can’t take such a high risk. - Giselle shook her head.
- There is a mythical “safest place on the planet” you guys are looking for. The same
place where the king of Vinnislavk keeps his crown jewels. - Ella explained. - It’s just
outside the city. It’s called the Hrammhangar. It is the safest vault.
- Awesome! Let’s go pick up the chip and lock it up! - Hellen regained excitement.
- I wish it was that easy. We know it exists but we have no idea how they operate or how
you can ever get something stored there. Surely it can’t be accessible to the working class.
You’d have to be someone pretty important.
- Ella, meet the celebrity face of post-modern futura science. - Boogie grasped Giselle’s
arms and smiled while presenting her.
- You don’t think I haven’t thought about it? The problem is, we are a private company
and nothing that we do has even the slightest connection with any federal agency. They have
their own set of researchers anyway. With that in mind, I’m not sure we’ll be able to deposit
the chip in the vaults. - she added.
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- Just out of curiosity. - Giselle moved Boogie’s hands off her. - What exactly makes that
place so secure?
- What doesn’t? They run the most detailed background checks on their employees, have
top notch computer operated security systems developed by the world’s best hackers… They
have actual ninjas as their guards. Believe me when I say that those guys are prepared for
anything. Nuclear, biological weapons, you name it.
- Sounds like a job for Chuck Norris. - Natalie laughed.
- Who? - Ella gave her a puzzled look.
- 21st century joke, kid. You wouldn’t understand. - she added.
- My point is. If we want to get into that vault we’ll need the approval of the big cheese. the teenage girl placed her hand on the table and tapped her fingers three times.
- God? - Hellen asked.
- The President. - she grinned.
- We’ll have to cut this meeting short. We have to go pick up the vase. Our time is almost
up. - Lucille reminded them.
They all agreed it was time to leave and so Boogie left the money on the table and they
scurried back to the Old City Hall. It was pretty crowded with all the other buyers trying to
get their stuff out and into their vehicles with the help of their servants. Elizabeth and Boogie
managed to slip through and get to the counter where they got the vase. Boogie carried it all
the way back outside while in the mean time, Ella was calling a cab to help them get the vase
to Boogie’s house. The gang’s stalkers were not too far behind. They carefully listened to
their every word and shadowed their every footstep. As our heroes waited for their transport,
the duo conversed about the next phase of their operation.
- Forgive me for asking again, but why couldn’t we just take the goddamn vase by force?
- the dark-haired smuggler inquired.
- They outnumber us. Isn’t it obvious?
- It’s a group of 5 women, a teenage girl and a clumsy time bomb. I wouldn’t be surprised
if he managed to destroy the chip at one point just because he held it too tightly between his
bony fingers. - Eddy crossed his arms.
- You underestimate them, Edward. I believe at least two of them are capable of melee
combat and Jason frightens me with his size sometimes.
- This would have already been over if you would believe me when I say that we have
the upper hand. And don’t call me Edward, I told you that more times than the number of
fingers on my hands. Mother gave it to me and because of my hatred for her I wish to be
addressed as Eddy. May eternal flames let her burn in the fiery depths of hell.
- Amen. - Alex added.
- So tell me, when exactly do we break the news to the brotherhood that we are in the
possession of the chip? - Eddy grinned deviously.
- It is not in our possession… yet. Besides, if we were to tell them about it before we get
a hold of it they would already find someone to fetch it for them and we wouldn’t earn a
single vanshi. Now let’s go. We have more important events to attend.
The big taxi arrived and took the gang straight to Boogie’s house near the park. If the city
itself is so green, the park is literally a rainforest of flora which reaches amazing heights.
Some trees even tower beyond the tallest building in the city. Its vast jungle houses many of
earth’s creatures. Plus, it is very famous for its size and roaming space, so many people enjoy
taking their pet dinosaurs out for walks there. There is even a lake where people often go
swimming with their aquatic scalemates while some prefer to soar the skies above on their
pterodactyls. During the drive home, Giselle asked Ella a very interesting question: - Ella?
How come dinosaurs are acting like common house pets here? Shouldn’t most of them be
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- About a century ago, the scientists not only managed to bring dinosaurs back, but also
managed to modify their DNA in psychological aspects to make their brains work like those
of a canines, felines and other pets people are known to own. Of course, people still have
regular pets, but as time passes by, owning a dinosaur is becoming much more affordable and
more popular. I still remember the day you took me to the pound labs to watch Dexter hatch
from his egg. When you were allowed to meet him for the first time he ran towards you and
jumped on your face from excitement and even gave you a pretty bad headache the following
evening like you told me. - Ella smiled.
- I really should have trained him not to do that. - Giselle laughed lightly.
- I always wanted one, but Jason doesn’t want pets inside the house. - she glared at
Boogie.
- It’s my house and when I finally bring a girl home I don’t want a big pile of manure
waiting for me on the carpet when I get home. - he defended himself.
- If you bring a girl home. But I’ll get one the second I turn 18 and move out into my own
place.
- If you’ll be able to get a job. If you want money young lady, you have to work hard for
it, not just sit around the lab all day playing Thunderfang 3 on my hologram.
- By the way, Giselle, did I mention Jason has a huge crush on you? - Ella smiled
wickedly and looked at Giselle.
- Ella!! - Boogie shouted at her as his cheeks turned hot red.
Giselle glanced at him and looked in the other direction as she moved away a bit, feeling
uncomfortable with the situation she is currently in.
- Kids. If you don’t give them what they want they can become pretty mean little devils,
isn’t that right sweetie? - he smiled awkwardly at his little sister.
- Sometimes when he thinks he’s alone in the house he…
- STOP!! - he screamed.
The taxi driver pulled over and looked back at them.
- Not you! - Boogie said and the drier rolled his eyes while continuing to drive them
through the rush hour.
- I deeply apologize for being such a jerk. Would you like me to make you some
pancakes when we get home? - he tried to offer her compensation for making her upset.
- That’ll do just fine. - she smiled.
- Mister, are we there yet? I need both of my ears still in function for my retirement! Natalie complained.
- Almost there, Miss. - the driver answered.
- I think you girls will like it. It is quite a big house. My parents left it to me after they
moved to Dubai when I started college. I was so excited I would be a bachelor with a whole
house to myself until I heard the… great news that my little sister wouldn’t be moving away
with them, but rather staying here with me. I was even happier then. - he laughed
sarcastically. - Instead of studying during the day and going out to pick up girls during the
night, I had the pleasure of staying home and cooking and cleaning and playing with and
taking care of my favorite and only little sister.
- And I am ever so grateful to have the best big brother in the whole wide world. - Ella
kissed Boogie’s cheek. - Even if this is the closest he’ll ever get to a woman his age or older.
- Thank you for your kindness. - he groaned.
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CHAPTER NINE
What Makes a Woman Go Crazy
The car pulled over in front of Boogie’s residence. He paid for the ride and everyone
exited the vehicle to take one step closer and see the awesomeness of future’s architecture
that was the house before them. Not only did he have the most beautifully decorated yard
and literally everything made from the most expensive furniture, but he had a robot servant
for every single task a man could think of.
- I thought you said you had to cook and clean and all the nanny stuff. - Natalie was
dazzled by the number of robots roaming his front lawn.
- Mother and father took all the help with them to Dubai so it took me some time to get
the money for buying new ones. - Boogie explained.
It did not even take a second for Hellen to take a breath and gaze upon the magnificent
estate. She went around greeting and talking to each and every robot she could find around
the house. You cannot even imagine what her face will be like once they go inside. Lucille
dragged her away so that they could finally enter the house together. It was an astonishing
sight to see. None of them could even begin to count how many rooms the house had. For
what could a person possibly use them for? It occurred to some of them that he might have a
room just to hold a single piece of furnishing. Like a room for the toilet, a room for the
shower and a room for the sink. He could even have room for the fridge and a separate room
for each chair if it would make any logical sense. However, that was not the case. Boogie’s
pretend parents were very organized people and everything in the house had a specific
purpose. Nothing was simply there to be a piece of decoration. Even the sculptures and postmodern futura paintings acted either as coat hangers, safes, food elevators and perfect hiding
places to store all your food your parents do not let you eat, including those always classic
naughty magazines. For looking at, not eating, of course. The inside of the house was mostly
made of materials such as white marble, black walnut and the popular hard bioplastic used
for the façade. It was incredible how expensive it all looked. Especially for a place where a
bachelor and his younger sister live.
- I understand you want to look around, but I believe we have much more important
things to be setting our minds on. I would be more than happy to give you a tour after we can
safely establish that the chip is in good hands. - Boogie explained.
- Point taken. - Elizabeth nodded.
- Of course, that doesn’t mean we can’t enjoy a few refreshments while we discuss our
plans for the future. - he grinned. - NG-7!
A little white robot skipped over to them and waved at them with his little arms.
- Would you be ever so kind as to fetch us some drinks? - Boogie leaned down and gave
him exact orders in the form of a polite question.
The robot saluted him and rushed off to complete the task given to him. In the mean time,
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the team was humbly welcomed into the kitchen by a couple of maid-bots and seated at a
luxurious, grand table with a tube piercing it in the middle through which flew little robotic
fireflies that change color by random or by the mood of the people present at the table.
Unfortunately, the lighting is not the only thing that changes by the mood. And it is probably
not a good idea that each person can change them with their mood.
- Alright, let’s get down to business. - Boogie fixed his coat once he took his seat.
All of a sudden, ‘Touch my body’ by Mariah Carey began to play on the stereo system
hardwired into the walls and the fireflies changed their color of glowing white to red.
- What the fuck? - Natalie looked around in disgust.
The girls stared at each other with puzzled looks while Boogie sat quietly, pretending it
was not his fault in any way while Ella sighed and shook her head in disapproval.
- Would somebody turn it off already?! - Natalie shouted as the colors turned to a darker
red and ‘Roman’s Revenge’ by Nicki Minaj began to play.
Ella thought she could use this opportunity to have some fun and so she began thinking
nasty thoughts to make the music change. The next song on the list was ‘Make my heart’ by
Toni Braxton.
- Jason, can’t you stop letting your genitalia think for you for one lousy second? - the
young girl sighed.
- Ha. Ha. You amuse me, little sister. - he said with a serious face and knocked on the
table four times, making the music and lighting program return to shuffle mode. The lights
were now a soothing green color with the soft sounds of the saxophone playing quietly in the
background.
- With that out of the way… I think we all have a very important question we should ask
ourselves. How exactly do we get to the president to talk to him? - Elizabeth inquired.
- You mean her, right? - Ella corrected her.
- Her? - Lucille added.
- Yes, the president is a woman. Her name is Willow Synx. I mean, you guys are
supposed to know that. It’s your country.
- That’s besides the point. - Hellen tried to get the conversation back on track and avoid
suspicion.
- In any case, I think I might have a solution to our problem. - Boogie spoke. - I just so
happened to have remembered that our dear president is hosting a fundraising ball at the
White House in a few days.
- How do you know that? How come I never heard of it? - Ella complained.
- That’s because I’m invited and you’re not. - he grinned in her face.
- What?! How could you not tell me?! I get one chance to meet the freaking president
and you don’t even bother to tell me I could tag along?!
- Technically, you wouldn’t be able to tag along which is why I didn’t tell you, to avoid
this kind of situation. But fortunately for you, the invitation clearly states that the guest can
bring 3 more people with them to the ball. - he rolled his eyes while smiling.
- Whatever you need, I’ll do it! - she tried to bargain with him.
- No need. I just have one request. When I finally do come home with a legitimate date,
which I will, I want no problems or interruptions. Do we have ourselves a deal?
- You won’t even know I exist. - she smiled and tried to compress the massive amount of
excitement she held within her soul.
- Perfect. This now begs the question… Who’s gonna go? - Elizabeth asked.
- I’d rather stay here and take a dip in that nice Jacuzzi of yours. - Natalie said.
- Fair enough. - Boogie replied.
- You should go, Elizabeth. You’re the mastermind of this whole operation and Giselle’s
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the one who designed the chip. - Hellen nodded.
- Thanks Hellen. - Giselle thanked her for letting her have the opportunity and honor of
going to the ball, still suspecting that she really wanted to go.
- You’ll be of more use to them. We’ll wait for you guys to return with the good news.
Lucille agreed.
By the time their meeting was adjured, the little robot finally came back with their
drinks.
- What took you so long? - Boogie took his drink and asked before sipping on the twirly
straw.
The robot bowed in apology and served the drinks around.
- Now, we can’t just show up at the party without formal clothing. Ella can lend you her
dresses. She has plenty. - he said.
- I’m over that phase, can we continue with our lives, please? - she answered in an angry
tone.
- Mother left her some she didn’t need. Mostly because Ella was so persistent she was
forced to give them to her just so that she could leave her alone. - he laughed.
- I was little and I was curious. What else would I have to wear for the school dance if I
wasn’t persistent?
- So, I’ll let you girls get settled while I go pack a few things for the trip. We’ll leave
tomorrow morning so you should try to get plenty of rest. Ella will show you to your rooms.
Everyone took their drinks and was prepared to stand up and be on their way. Natalie sat
silently and stopped them without moving a muscle: - Nobody leaves until I finish my drink.
They sat back down, no questions asked and continued drinking.
- She looks really intimidating. - Ella whispered to Giselle.
- I think Jason makes her feel uncomfortable. - she shrugged.
- She wouldn’t be the first. - the teenage girl giggled.
- Has he always been this… well… like this?
- I think he’s overreacting. He thinks it’s because he’s a mutant, but in reality, it’s really
because he tries too hard. - Ella added. - He could be a player if he’d only learn how to use
his deep voice the correct way. Don’t think I haven’t tried to teach him. He’s kind of a
hopeless case if you ask me. I pray that one day he will find a nice girl who will think he’s
cute so that I can finally have some nieces or nephews to take care of and play with since I
can’t have a dinosaur yet.
- I had the opportunity to start my own family once. I guess got frightened of change, so I
intentionally forced myself into becoming a workaholic. We separated, me and my
boyfriend, but I don’t regret my decision. He deserves someone better. I am just not a person
for marriage or children. - Giselle sighed.
- That’s understandable. But you have to have at least one person you can always count
on. I wouldn’t advise you to keep being a lone ranger. Sooner or later we all need a special
someone who can be there for us during the tough times.
- Friends don’t count?
- Only if you’re absolutely sure you can trust them. I had a few that ended up only
hanging out with me for my allowance, so I choose my friends very wisely now. - Ella gave
her a bright smile. - But I know that Jason is obliged by the law of the blood bond, religion
and humanoid emotions to always have my back.
- We can hear you, you know. - Natalie commented.
- You two are literally the only two people talking. - Boogie stated. - And please stop
gossiping behind my back.
The two girls giggled as Natalie finally took her last sips of Iceberry juice. After that,
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Boogie went off to his room to prepare for the journey while Ella went to show the girls to
their quarters where they would be sleeping. They hovered through the hallways and up a big
oval set of stairs, climbing up to the second floor where most of the guest rooms were. Ella
settled them all in separate rooms which were quite nice and cozy. They were mostly all the
same. Nothing was different when it came to looks. But they were different because of their
special properties. Giselle took of her suit and put on a warm pair of pajamas she found in
the closet along with some other clothes. She walked out the window to gaze at the city
lights which captivated her eyes. She could still see the big hovering TV screens with her
face on them and even felt a soothing sensation of nirvana as she laid her eyes upon the glory
she was seeking for a long time. Her bliss was quickly taken away from her for a few
seconds when she was startled by a beep on the hologram from her room. Her heart began to
pound, but she kept telling herself it is probably nothing to be afraid of. The young woman
sat down at the table with the hologram and noticed an icon was indicating that she had over
8000 messages. She tapped on it and the whole hologram was suddenly filled with messages
from people wishing to praise her work and genius as a if she was a goddess. Surprised and
happy, Giselle gasped and could barely believe what she was seeing. Message after message,
she could not stop reading the words people used to describe her amazing work, showering
her with praise and fan mail. She spent the whole night reading them through and basking in
the worshiping of her being. People know who she is and wish to know more about her. They
are infatuated by the sharpness of her mind and her beauty. She is immortal and will live on
in history forever after. Her joy could not be more powerful than the joy she is feeling as she
is reading through the messages. On the other hand, in the room next door, Hellen is having a
mirthful night of her own. The maiden finished preparing for bed and dressing up into a
beautiful, silky night gown. She opened the window to let some air in and tucked herself in
briefly under the sheets, then lied on her back, staring at the ceiling and slowly closed her
eyes. The few seconds she spent staring into darkness, a big, warm hand gently grasped onto
her neck. She was not even afraid. She did not move a muscle. Hellen simply took a light
gasp for air and slowly opened her eyes. She could not even feel the cold breeze any longer.
The girl touched her neck, but there was nothing there. Even the window was closed. Upon
closing her eyes once again she time she felt the same sensation of a masculine hand gliding
its fingers down her stomach to the end of her body. She moaned lightly in the moment of
such pleasure. She did not dare to open her eyes just yet. Feeling encouraged, she placed her
hand gently onto the area where she felt the fingers of this phantasm of a creature or man
reaching out for her. Something took her hand and kissed it. Both of her hands began to
shiver and she was heavenly bound by the moment where she was being called out to by a
mysterious suitor, asking for her permission to please her undying thirst for a man’s touch.
She sat up and began to feel a physical presence and hugged the body sitting in front of her,
playing the shadowy figure that was pressing her against him. The blinding desire made her
completely unable to think. Her breath became thinner, her heart gradually accelerated and
her loins became moist. The helpless lady did not even care to think who or what was doing
this to her and why. She only impatiently waited for this angel of mercy to take her body and
bless her with a dream filled with lust. The shadow kept kissing and caressing her neck with
his tongue while he placed his arms on her lower back, forcing her to open her thighs. He
ripped off her night gown and threw it around the room until her could feel her naked body
against his celestial skin. She did not breathe with ease. The delight and pleasure were far too
overwhelming. She kept on expressing her excitement in form of sensual moans and hip
thrusts as she held on to his back tightly. So eager, so desperate for the ritual to commence,
her limber body could not stop grinding against him in hopes he would take her with him
into the night of the lovers. While the two were exchanging heated touches and silent poisons
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of man’s biggest weakness, Elizabeth was walking around her room restlessly. She found it
hard to do what most people would do this time of night. Her mind was filled up with too
many thoughts at the moment. She had no choice. She had to be ready for the time when she
would shake hands with the president, yet she did not have a clue on how to choose the right
words to say. Should she be flattery or honest? How to get something you want if you only
have one chance to get it. Trial and error are not an option. After some more circle-jogging,
she noticed a small patch of glowing light coming from the bottom drawer of the nightstand.
Her curiosity got the best of her and the blonde opened the compartment only to be blinded
by the heartwarming fulfillment of her dream. A small ankh was placed on top of an old,
wrapped up journal. She dusted it off and quickly untied the strings while she held the ankh
and examined it in one had. The quality was incredible. There was not a scratch on it. She
suspected it might not had even been made in the ancient times because it was so well
preserved. It looked so real. Perhaps too real. The journal really looked like it was old
compared to the little ankh. The leather-bound book was filled with maps, notes and sketches
of strange contraptions. But what really caught her eye was a realistic sketch of a mummy
supposedly still locked away in its sarcophagus. A name was provided as well. The journal’s
owner explained that the Pharaoh’s name was Aswadbomani which means “black warrior” in
ancient Egyptian. She hopped onto the bed and began to thoroughly read through each page
of the journal after putting the ankh away safely in her pocket. As she studies the guide,
Lucille is staring at the bright full moon on her balcony with the wind avoiding her to sneak
into the room and a cold feeling in her bones. She kept having visions of the little girl’s
bones buried somewhere inside a vintage-looking house. The visions were truly not letting
her get any rest, but it was not the only thing which would not leave her alone. She looked up
at the moon and saw a shadow of a very familiar face. She blinked a few times and stared
with a puzzled look once more only to find the image to be gone. She knew she could not
have imagined it. Realizing she was not alone, her mind was trying to give her the name, but
she did not want to believe it. With another chill running down her spine, she turned her head
to her left and saw the ghost of her brother William. The ghost was staring up at the sky and
then stared right back at her with a warm smile.
- Will? - he eyes began to fill up with water.
- You’re still not sleeping? Mum was right. You really are an insomniac. - he laughed.
- Go away. You’re dead. Just leave me alone. - she cried quietly.
- So what? I still exist don’t I? Would I be talking to you if I didn’t? - he explained.
- I can’t do this Will. Not again.
- Aw come on. Don’t get all sappy on me. Come here. - the ghost hugged her and kept
stroking the top of her head lightly.
- Why did you leave us? Why did you leave me? - she asked.
- I didn’t want to leave. You know I’d never want something like that. To break your
heart, I mean.
- You were not supposed to die! - she shouted out with tears running down her face.
- Maybe I was. Because of you.
- Why…?
- You mustn’t think of death as your enemy. Nor yourself.
- Why should I think of it as a friend? It took you away from me, didn’t it? - she tried to
dry her tears.
- It took our hamster Phil too, remember? You never forgot about him, did you?
The girl did not wish to answer that question. She was as silent as the grave of her
ancestors.
- These things happen to people every day. Even worse things. It happened to me. It’s my
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stupid bad luck. There are some things you have to accept. That includes death. It was Phil’s
time and later it was my time to go. You are allowed to be sad, but I don’t want you to
continue punishing yourself for something that you didn’t do. It was an accident. You
weren’t even there when I was on the slopes. You have nothing to be punished for. Do you
understand? Lucille? - he tilted her head up.
- If I knew I wouldn’t have let you go in the first place.
- How the hell could you have possibly known? You couldn’t have. Nobody could.
- I could. I just didn’t want to trust what my mind was telling me the whole time. I knew
something bad was going to happen and I didn’t listen to myself.
- You were always selfish. What about mother and father? They lost you to your
depression. Killing yourself won’t make a difference. Will you just let them suffer like you
are now?
She kept silent once more, trying to think his words through. What he was telling her
actually did begin to make some sense to her.
- You’re a smart girl. You’ll learn your lesson soon enough. - he smiled at her.
- Can I ask you something…?
- Anything.
- Stay.
- I can only stay with you until dawn. But I’ll stay a little longer if you promise me you’ll
think about what I said.
- I promise… - she leaned against his chest as they enjoyed their last moments in silence.
In the room at the end of the hallway is Natalie, being bored by the fact that her energetic
personality is currently not letting her get any rest and the fact that there is nothing else for
her to do until morning breaks. She wonders why the day-night cycle is even relevant in
dreams. Perhaps it’s just Boogie, trying to make them feel like this is real life rather than a
dream. He cannot fool them. Especially Natalie. She can read him like a dirty magazine in
7th grade. However, his constant changes of character tend to confuse her. Do all those
personalities he is acting out really play a part in his own mind or is it just that? Acting. For
those two short times he was himself it was hard to determine what his true intentions are.
She can only tell he is a really perverted fuck, a psycho and urgutrophying, but we shall not
hold that against her, since the description is not far from the truth. Her attention was quickly
drawn to a sound of knocking from inside the closet. She boldly stepped up to it and opened
the door in which she found paradise. It was a beautiful pair of white-feathered wings. She
did not waste any time and quickly leaned against them with her back, making the wings
melt together with her skin, turning her into a real angel. The redhead could not feel happier
than she at that moment and she was ready to take her joy beyond. She opened her bedroom
window and looked out at the beautiful night sky. Then she climbed up on the edge and
jumped off the balcony, soaring down and twirling back up, spreading her wings in front of
the moon, casting a shadow over a quarter of the city. The sensation was exhilarating. She
had no worries, felt no sorrow or grief. She was free from the chains that bounded her, flying
sky high and low above the lake, touching the water with her fingertips as she passed by.
Nothing could ruin this moment for her. Nothing but the rays of the dawning sun. As it
slowly hit the surface and lit the sky with shades of orange and purple mixed with the few
starts left in the sky, Natalie’s wings burst into flames until finally turning into dust, thus
making her fall into the lake. With the morning wind blowing through Giselle’s window her
hologram unexpectedly shut down and had no intention on letting itself be turned back on no
matter how much Giselle tried. As Hellen was about to begin truly making love to the lover
of shadows, she grasped onto him tightly as they lied together. The golden sun shed its glow
through the window and she could no longer feel she was holding on to a man in whose arms
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she lied. She opened her eyes and found herself to be all alone. Elizabeth’s journal turned to
dust right in her hands once light was shed into the room. The ankh she held in her pocket
was no longer there. It just vanished as if it never existed in the first place. Finally, Lucille
said her last goodbyes to her brother as he slowly disappeared with dawn’s breaking.
Subsequent to the night of bliss for all our heroines ending with a disappointing reality check
inside their dreams, the girls exited their rooms around the same time more or less and went
downstairs to grab some breakfast. All except Natalie who came through the back door after
flying back to the house using her trusty jet-boots soaked wet. She was the last sauerkraut to
sit at the table and get the floor all wet with at least two maid-bots following behind her and
mopping up her wet trail. Everyone was in such a bad mood you’d think somebody had died
recently. The kept glancing at each other and back at their feet with no words spoken. You
could only hear quiet sighs and the birds singing outside in the trees. Soon enough, Ella and
Boogie joined them with excited smiles on their faces for their upcoming trip.
- What happened to you guys? - Ella inquired as she sat down next to her pretend big
brother.
Nobody answered her. They just glanced at her a few times and kept silently mourning
their happiness.
- Ooooookay? - Boogie looked around awkwardly. - Somebody get some food here,
pronto!
A few cook-bots rushed in carrying plates filled with French toast, jam, warm butter,
orange and apple juice and slices of pineapples, regular apples, some grapes and almonds.
They hurriedly places them on the table and left.
- Sooooo? How did you guys sleep? - he tried to cheer them up somehow.
- Shut up… - Natalie sighed.
- It’s not like I had the best moment of my life taken away from me because of the
fucking sunlight… And I’ve waited for 8 years for it to find me. - Hellen spoke, still staring
down at her feet with a serious face.
- Yes, well. That happens sometimes. I too have been a victim of my alarm clock when I
was in the middle of an underwater parade with seahorses and magic seal fairies. - he pouted
and played with his fingers nervously.
- Nobody cares about your dreams, Jason. - Ella groaned.
- After many years of searching and you finally find something that could lead you to the
fulfillment of your life’s dream and it just turns to dust… - Elizabeth spoke.
- I almost had it. He was there. And he wanted me. - Hellen sighed as a tear slipped down
her face.
- He was there. - Lucille sympathized with her yet managed to hide her sorrow a bit
better than Hellen.
- Was it even real or just my imagination? - Giselle added.
- Sun’s a real bitch. - Boogie commented while watching his sister stuffing her mouth
with some pineapple slices. - Would you ladies like something to drink at least?
- Everclear… Please. - Natalie replied.
- Or a cup of mercury would be nice. - Giselle tried hard not to cry.
- Jason, did you do something? - Ella asked.
- I was sleeping. How the hell could I have done anything? Not even a truck crashing into
the house can wake me up, you know that.
- I know… - she sighed. - I just don’t understand what could be bothering them so much?
Can’t you tell us what happened?
- I’m sorry… I need to be alone… - Lucille got up and went outside without looking at
anything but the floor.
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- Seriously? Isn’t anyone going to tell us what happened?
- I’ll tell you what happened. I finally got hot on a trail of what could be the discovery of
the century... then it was all gone when the sun came up. I didn’t get a chance to study it
fully. By the time I got to the end of the first quarter it was all gone with the wind. Elizabeth explained.
- In literal or metaphorical sense? I’m sure I follow. - Ella said.
- I should just go become a nun and live in a monastery. Or buy a dozen cats to
compensate for a boyfriend I will never have. - she continued to drown herself in her sorrow
as she silently shed tears.
- I guess we can talk when you’re in a better mood, but we really should get going if we
want to make it to the ball on time. - Boogie added.
- Okay. just let me pack some of this stuff for the trip. - Ella added.
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CHAPTER TEN
The Conception of Dawn and Twilight
They said their goodbyes, thus Giselle and Elizabeth followed them out to the hover-car
with a heavy heart and grief-filled souls. They sat in the back seats with Boogie and Ella in
the front. The black devil turned on the radio which played a soothing tune for the beginning
of their journey, even though the girls in the passenger seats were not really in the mood for
any music. They got out of the city pretty quickly but there was a traffic jam when it was
time to enter the speed track. It was a pretty awkward silence in the car. The girls were too
upset to speak or do anything, whereas Boogie and Ella did not wish to bother them if they
were so serious about their sorrow.
- So uh… Who’s keeping the chip? - Boogie asked.
Giselle raised her hand lightly as he looked in the back mirror.
- Good. Hold on to it. You’d be surprised how many people would want to get their hands
on that chip. - he commented.
- Just… stop talking. - Elizabeth ordered.
-Fine. - he said with an annoyed tone and dived right into the speed track where he
switched to autopilot, then relaxed as the car drove itself at high speeds.
Ella was playing on a small holographic video game console when Boogie tipped her
shoulder and jerked his head a few times towards Giselle and Elizabeth.
- What? - she inquired.
-Talk to them.
- Why? Can’t you see they just want some peace and quiet? And they’re not the only
ones. - she groaned and continued playing.
- You’re a girl. Just show some empathy and compassion or whatever it is girls do when
other women are sad. - he whispered.
- Not if I have to waste my precious time to destroy my relationship a celebrity. - she
shook her head.
- And she needs your help. Look at her. If you make her feel better you’ll become even
closer friends. Doesn’t that make sense?
- I can’t risk it. I did my best, but they are obviously very upset about something that
even I can’t understand. Plus, I think our house might be haunted.
- I’ll give you 30.
- 45.
- 35.
- 50.
- When you start coming home with some money you can have more freedom. Until then
you do as I say. - he claimed.
- 65 just because of that rude comment.
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- Mother would be so proud. - he sighed and gave her the money. - They better be
smiling by the time we get there.
- Of course. - she smiled herself as she counted the money.
The teenage girl turned around and leaned against her seat with her arms crossed and her
head lying on them. While she was not looking, Boogie quickly snatched away her game
console and played with it when she was not looking.
- So how about that weather, huh? - she asked them.
There was no response.
- Alright… Just for the sake of our own safety and the safety of the others still in the
house, can you tell me what happened?
- We told you already… - Elizabeth finally spoke.
- You said you were on the break of a major discovery or something. Care to elaborate?
- I found a journal which held clues about a possibly undiscovered tomb of an ancient
Egyptian pharaoh. When the sun came up, it turned to dust. Is that simple enough for you?
- How did a self-destructive book end up in our house? It’s been built just 3 years before
I was born and we haven’t had books or paper for about a century now. - Ella explained.
- My hologram shut down at dawn… - Giselle thought. - Do you think there could be a
connection?
- What hologram? - the blonde turned to her with a confused look.
- It was in my room. I got all this fan mail and… While I was reading them the hologram
just unexpectedly shut down right as the sun was coming up.
- The only holograms we have are in Jason’s room and mine. Are you sure you guys
weren’t just having some strange dreams? - Ella suggested.
- I couldn’t sleep. - Elizabeth added.
- Me neither. - the dark-skinned beauty agreed.
- Well… I got nothing. Maybe the place really is haunted.
- Woah woah woah! There are no such things as ghosts or places being “haunted”. Boogie tried to prove her wrong. - I have lived there almost my whole life and I have never
seen any furniture floating around.
- I did. - she looked away with a dead serious face.
- No, you didn’t. You’re just saying that to intimidate me. Well guess what, I am a grown
ass man and I will not fall for such childish foolishness. - he held his head high.
- You know, you look very feminine when you do that. Sometimes you even stand with
your hand on your lower back like a pregnant woman when you’re waiting for something. she laughed lightly.
- I look sophisticated… unlike a certain other I know.
- Rams are one of the most homosexual beings on the planet. But you probably already
knew that, didn’t you? - she smirked.
- He’s supposed to be half ram? - Elizabeth tilted her head to the side in confusion. - I
mean, I know he has ram horns, but I thought they were just there to make him look more
like the devil or some kind of demon.
- Mom and dad never told us why he was born a mutant with a spiky tail, black skin, no
nose and ram horns, but it could have easily been a mistake at the hospital. Dad was as fertile
as a rock and we are both kids from the test tube. I think some idiot interns wanted to make a
very cruel prank and switched my dad’s sperm with a cup of ram semen. - Ella told them her
theory.
- But there is no match in the number of chromosomes. It would be impossible for it to
fertilize the uterus. - Giselle thought.
- That’s not even amnesia anymore. This is common knowledge. Everyone knows… ugh,
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forget it. It is possible to do so now. That is why there has been such a huge increase in the
mutant population and it’s probably why this guy can’t get a date. I think he’s the world’s
oldest virgin.
- Note to self, be sure to call Ella Puddingcake and Muffinpie in front of the president. Boogie commented.
- Was that supposed to be funny? Pathetic.
- You know, I really regret taking you on this trip. - he sighed.
- Why don’t you sing about it? - she smiled sarcastically.
Her argument actually managed to get a giggle out of the girls.
- He sings in the shower every day at 5 in the morning. Do you know how many
nightmares I’ve had to go through because of him? - she continued after realizing that
insulting Boogie amuses them.
- Hey. Don’t joke about that. I was a child opera star. - he pointed his finger at her.
- I always wondered why the neighbors would come by to complain about your constant
moaning. Some live like 6 blocks away.
The girls began to gradually laugh harder as their little argument went on.
- Why do you always have to make fun of that? What did I do wrong? I take care of you,
I put food on the table, I give you enough money to buy anything you like… - he wondered.
- You embarrassed me in front of Jeremy after trying to hit on his sister at Mona’s party
last year! - she shouted.
- Is that what this is all about? I told you how deeply sorry I was for that. I know you
really liked that boy.
- Wait… You’re sorry? - she asked.
- I told you before but you just kept saying that sorry doesn’t put the milk back in the
glass, remember? I still feel awful about that. I understand what it’s like to be humiliated in
front of your crush. It happened to me at least… 4 times… I think. It was mostly my fault,
but that’s beside the point.
- Oh… Uhm… - she looked away feeling guilty for making fun of him so rudely. - I’m
sorry I made fun of you like that.
- Aha! - she shouted and poked her nose. - You are sorry thus I win, little sister.
Psychology 101, remorse is like a snake being killed by its own venom. - he laughed and
basked in his triumph.
- You emotionless bastard! - she yelled at him like a lion showing off its mighty roar and
tackled him which forced the two pretend siblings to engage in a fierce brawl.
Elizabeth and Giselle watched with anticipation to see which one would win. It was clear
at the very beginning that Boogie was far too strong and big for Ella to take down on her
own. But it is still one exciting battle, ladies and gentlemen. A teenage girl versus the
Boogieman playing a clumsy scientists. What a show! They did not even hold back on
hair/tail pulling, scratching, wrestling like professional luchadores and imitating famous
ninja/Kung-fu intimidation poses from Jackie Chan movies. It would be very inconvenient if
they were to accidentally push a button and cause a massive chain crash, killing a few
innocent lives in the process. However, post-modern futura technology has made sure that
nothing can be activated by accident and if a crash does occur, the hover-cars behind the
scene would automatically stop before any further damage could be done. Yes, it is a tough
battle between pretend brother and sister, fighting until one yields or is left unconscious from
a bad head injury followed by internal bleeding. In which case, a medic-bot would pop up
from under the passenger seats to the rescue. Boogie might be physically dominant, but with
Ella it comes down to a tie because of her wits and quick feet as she manages to evade the
big brute’s assaults and slips away like a little squirrel. Alright folks, looks like out
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contestants are finally running out of strength to continue. Who will fall and who will be left
standing? The decision of the referees is clear. Elizabeth times herself and waits for a clear
shot, then slaps Boogie like a pair of wet underwear. After a few seconds of silence, the
crowd goes wild and they all laugh while Elizabeth smirks at him. It takes him some time to
recover from shock, but he rubs his cheek and moans lightly from the stinging pain he is
feeling on the left side of his face.
- It’s not nice to hit girls. - she said.
- And that automatically gives you the right to murder me? - he looked away in disgrace.
- I just lightly patted your face.
- Thank you for being so gentle. - he spoke with a sarcastic tone.
- Do you fight like this often? - Giselle asked them.
- Only when he’s out of line. - Ella crossed her arms and sat back in her seat.
- You are the one who is constantly hyper and asking to get a proper beating.
- Point taken. - Giselle smiled awkwardly.
- Are we there yet? If I have to stay in the car with you for five more minutes I will call
the police and ask them to give me a ride to Washington instead. - the teenage girl stated.
- I hope they adopt you. - Boogie mumbled to himself.
- I don’t suppose you would have something to eat, would you? - Giselle inquired.
- Ah, so now you feel like eating. - he grinned.
- We were depressed. Now shut up and answer the question. - Elizabeth threatened.
- Alright. No need to be so rude. - he replied and bent down to find something in his big
cooler bag.
He took out a few sandwiches with prosciutto and cheddar cheese along with vegetable
tartar and handed them out to the girls.
- When we arrive… how long exactly will we stay there? - Giselle inquired after
swallowing her food first.
- We are set to arrive at approximately 5 p.m. and we simply get dressed and head
straight to the ball. When it’s over we get back to the car and go back home. - he explained. And keep the chip with you at all times. It is very crucial that nobody sees it.
- Why couldn’t we just leave it at your house? - Elizabeth asked. - It’s much safer there
than with us.
- Because the president needs a good reason to give you guys permission to store it in the
vaults and I hope you have a good one. Otherwise this whole operation was for nothing.
- Giselle is a famous celebrity. She could get people to kill themselves if she wanted to. the blonde argued.
- Then you don’t know president Synx. - he grinned.
- And you do?
- Of course. I was employed by her personal request to work on a top secret experiment a
few years back regarding… Well, I’m not really supposed to talk about it since it’s top secret.
If I told you they’d probably kill me with a fork in my sleep and dump my body in a meat
grinder. - he thought.
A few minutes after they finished eating, one of the little lights near the wheel began to
flash, indicating that they have almost arrived. The ladies began switching their outfits with
Ella’s party dresses, whilst Boogie took of his lab coat to reveal the perfectly unwrinkled
black tuxedo with a white shirt and bow tie to match his shiny black shoes which had red
paint spread perfectly over the soles. They practically look like he stepped into red nail
polish… or blood. Either way, his designer must clearly be out of his mind if he thinks he
can get away with having his shirt fully buttoned. As they exited the speed track, Boogie
switched back to manual driving mode and drove them to the parking lot near the White
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House. Elizabeth finished putting on a gorgeous evening gown that glided down her body
like a golden silhouette. It was loose around her top and dangled across her chest and back
along with a thin golden necklace she put on. The dress became slimmer as it reached her
waist and then it drooped down from her curves to the floor. Giselle on the other hand, wore
a strapless silver dress which was significantly shorter. It was tight on the top and gallantly
puffy at the bottom, starting with her waist. It shimmered like a night filled with starts when
exposed to bright light. It was enough to blind a fool. Once they had parked she stepped out
of the hover-car with a pair of sparkling crystal heels which conveniently fit her to the
number, followed by Elizabeth, Boogie and Ella who were dead set on being the ones in the
center of attention, by the looks of it. Lastly, Ella wore a tight lavender dress with wrinkles at
the bottom, a bright, white belt across her waist and white heels that were just as smooth as
the dance floor in the newly built ballroom.
- You forgot this, sweetie. - Elizabeth showed her the microchip.
- As I intended. I don’t know where I’m supposed to hold it since this dress does not
come with magnet-zipper pockets. - Giselle explained.
Elizabeth shamelessly placed the chip in her bra and smiled.
- The second best place for hiding stuff. Unless you’re at the airport, of course. - she
smirked and proceeded inside, showing her invitation to the guard-bots.
Giselle was left speechless and blushing like a plump tomato. After a few seconds it took
for her to pull herself back together, she followed after Boogie and Ella who were already
inside the facility with Elizabeth. The interior design was magnificent. All the people dressed
in extravagant gowns and dashing suits, sculptures of angels on every three-dimensional
corner along with a baroque fountain surrounded by rainbow-colored fireflies. There were 5
tables with a ton of deliciously prepared dishes of all kinds. They varied from roasted pork
covered with mushroom sauce and garlic to fried eggplants drowned in white wine.
Unsurprisingly, not all of the guests had particularly hero-friendly motives. The party was
also attended by Eddy and Alex who were hanging around one of the tables and thinking
about what fine dish they should dine on.
- You really enjoy sucking up to others, don’t you? - Eddy commented while stuffing his
plate with bits of various food that looked edible enough.
- I do not suck up to others, others suck up to me. We are here to show our support to the
brotherhood. - Alex replied.
- In other words, smoothly caress their high asses until they…
- Language, Eddy. At least try to act like you have some respect for us lower humans. he spoke with a grain of sarcasm.
- Maybe you would get it if you would treat me like I deserve to be treated. Simply
because you enjoy being an idiot doesn’t mean I should be treated as such. - Eddy added.
- Shut up. - he whispered and nodded towards the direction where Elizabeth was
standing. - Target at 8 o’clock.
- Looks like lady luck has a soft spot for us. - the art smuggler grinned. - But where are
the other imbeciles?
- It only takes one. Why don’t you finally put that amazing charm of yours to good use
for once? - Alex suggested.
- I’ll do what it takes. Just stay out of my way. Oh, and feel free to go lick the
brotherhood’s feet without me. This might take a while. - he grinned and went on his way
with a glass of fine champagne in his hand to get some information about the chip’s
whereabouts from Elizabeth.
The blonde was leisurely chatting up a group of old ladies with a fairly good taste in
jewelry and expensive fabrics. The sinister and handsome stranger with long, dark hair
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flowing down his back approached the flock of blabbering geese and the golden swan with
pride and confidence.
- Evening ladies. - he grinned as he was walking over to them. - I apologize for the
interruption, but I couldn’t resist coming to say “hi” to my best customer.
- Edward! How nice of you to drop by. That painting you sold me last week was a perfect
fit in my bedroom. You were right all along, it does bring more light into the atmosphere. one of the elderly women greeted him and they shared a warm, friendly embrace. - Edward,
dear, I want you to meet Elizabeth.
Elizabeth nodded and smiled at him politely.
- Mrs. Brinvall, you never told me you had a daughter. A very beautiful one if I might
add. - he kept gazing into her eyes with a smirk.
- Mrs. Brinvall and I are friends. My parents were too busy to come, but those two old
hags will not be missed, I can tell you that. Right, ladies? - she added.
The women giggled and laughed. She really knew how to put a smile on their faces and
tickles in their dried, old tummies.
- Amusing. Forgive me, but I don’t believe I’ve caught your name. - he took a sip of his
champagne.
- Elizabeth Paras. - she said.
- Edward Irin. You can call me Eddy, of course. Most people do.
- Doloris, maybe we should go say hi to that nice veterinary from Hrinbrood. - one of the
women suggested.
- Oh yes of course! We will have to talk some other time. Nice seeing you again, Edward,
dear. - Doloris excused herself and her posse as they left the two alone.
- And what exactly do you do for a living, Miss Paras? - he inquired.
- Simply put, I’m an archeologist. An explorer so to speak. - she replied.
- I’m intrigued. Most women I know tend to stay away from danger. I may be wrong, but
that’s just the impression I got. - he added.
- Fear is a psychological issue you need to resolve with yourself. We are all going to die
someday. The only question is “When?” and “How?”. And they are both quite irrelevant,
wouldn’t you agree?
- If only more people would think like you. Unfortunately, we cannot all be as bold and
fearless as you. - he smiled.
- Unfortunately. So what’s your occupation, Eddy?
- I work within the art market. A decent job for my taste. The pay is rewarding and I get
to educate people about beauty of the human mind and body.
- You should already be well informed then. - she grinned.
- I’m flattered, but sadly no. There are hardly any women who find my looks attractive
and my genius anything other than intimidating.
- I wouldn’t put myself in their group. I find it impressive that you speak so highly of
yourself. Modesty is for people with no respect for their own work and capabilities or even
themselves in fact. - she explained. - It’s their loss.
- I’m very glad to hear that. I can see you have an exquisite palate.
- Then you must already know what I’m looking for. What are you looking for, Mr. Irin?
I’m not really a woman of simple pleasures. - she walked closer to him and gazed back at
him.
- I prefer to enjoy things I own rather than the ones I borrowed. - he spoke with a lightly
lower tone of voice.
- Then we have a common goal. - she glanced up and down at him a few times.
- So we do. I don’t mean to intrude, although I already have, but I hear you are very well
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acquainted with Miss Sage. She is a personal friend of yours? - he inquired.
- Oh… Then we have nothing further to discuss. - she frowned lightly and sighed as she
walked away from him.
The live band played a beautiful song of flaming strings that shaped the melody and
hardening it with drums, saxophones and finally playing with a literally electric guitar which
was the frosting on the cake as well as the spark of the atmosphere.
- Before you go… - he spoke, forcing Elizabeth to stop and listen to what he had to say.
- Would you at least share this dance with me? - he smirked and bowed down like a true
gentleman.
Elizabeth hid her faint smile and turned back around, accepting his request.
- Fine. - she said.
The smuggler took her hand and held on to her waist, pressing her lightly against his
chest as they proceeded to twirl around and glide with the air. While the two enjoyed a
gallant dance around the hall with a few other helpless souls not being able to resist the
musical sensation, Boogie and Ella were thoroughly searching for the president through the
crowds. In the mean time, Giselle was relaxing by the punch bowl and enjoying glass after
glass of the delicious and nerve-soothing nectar. At some point, Boogie even found himself
crawling under tables in search of Mrs. Synx. Fortunately, Ella managed to drag him out by
his tail before he made a fool out of himself. It would not be the first time or a big surprise.
The Black Ram has no real shame. He believes it is unnecessary to have such negative traits
slowing you down, but after spending over 2000 years on earth, who could blame him?
Everyone has to have something that gets them up in the morning. As it would seem, Boogie
ran out of reasons and is in search of a new one which includes having a life partner to enjoy
company with without having to make new “friends” over and over again. Not to mention
acquiring the most important perk to him, which is getting to spend lustful nights of
unthinkable pleasures and to explore magnificent jungles of the world of love. He even hopes
of raising a family with the love of his eternal life. He wishes to experience all the joys of
life he has not gotten the chance to study yet, but he will just have to be a little more patient
for that. As they search for their country’s leader continues, Ella finally manages to spot Mrs.
Synx and wastes no time to stop and stare at her like an idiot. She quickly runs off and
pushes her way through the crowd to get to her. Boogie is not too far behind either. He only
wants to find a more people-friendly way of getting through the thick sea surrounding the
president’s presence by crawling under them and through their legs like a lizard. Once the
beast’s pretend sister reached the target, she was amazed by the fact that she was standing in
front of her. It was more than a dream come true. It was a dream of over thousands of
people’s dreams coming true. The pressure was eating her up on the inside, but she came
prepared.
- Hello Mrs. Synx. I am very honored and happy to have finally met your acquaintance.
My name is Ella Caspian. I am currently attending High School, but I hope to study at the
Vyram University and become a scientist like my brother Jason. I am sure you have already
met him. He claims he was hired by you to work on a top secret experiment once. Now,
before I give the very important reason of my arrival here at your party, I would just like to
ask you for a digigraph if that is alright with you. - she spoke as if it was a rehearsed speech,
then showed her tablet to the president and offered her a stylus to write with.
As you may imagine, the woman was highly confused and caught off guard without
being able to think of a proper response.
Luckily, Boogie came to the rescue and popped up in front of them before security could
take Ella and escort her out for standing too close. It is a miracle she even managed to get
through her personal guard-bots. They could really use some upgrades if people can so easily
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- Hey Willow. - he smiled at the president when the guard-bots were centimeters away
from grabbing him.
- It’s okay, guys. They’re with me. Jason, Jesus it’s been so long! It’s so nice to see you
again! - Willow hugged him.
- Nice to know you still remember me. Are you finally over all the stress of being the
youngest president in history? - he smirked.
- It’s gonna get easier. If I get reelected maybe the press will stop harassing me about my
lack of experience.
- Oh, by the way, Will, this is my little sister Ella. - he placed his hands on the shoulders
of his teenage pretend sister.
- Hi. - the girl smiled.
- So you’re Ella. Sorry, I didn’t recognize you. Jason only talked about you, but I never
got a chance to see any of your photos to know how you look like. It’s really great to meet
you. - she shook her hand.
- Too bad he never told me he was a good friend of yours. - she glared at Boogie.
- She would bug me for eternity to take her to meet you. As if you don’t have enough
work to do already. - Boogie explained.
- Unfortunately. But when I can, I always make time for friends.
- Well, sadly we’re here on business. I have a favor to ask.
- It doesn’t involve anything illegal or terrorist related, does it? - Will inquired.
- No, no. We just have something we need to store in the Hrammhangar vault. - Boogie
replied.
- We’ll talk in my office. Follow me. - she added and led them through the grand hall of
the White House into the famous Oval Office.
They sat down in their respective seats and continued their discussion away from the
public eye.
- You have to understand, things that need to be stored and are stored there are not to be
discussed with the whole world listening. What exactly is it that you need to store? - Will
glanced at both of them.
- You know Giselle Sage, right? - Boogie asked.
- Of course. Everyone does. She’s almost as well-known as me. - she laughed lightly.
- She has a microchip that supposedly contains data which must not fall into the wrong
hands. We do not know what it is, but it is probably for the best. We just need to store the
chip in Hrammhangar. Don’t worry, it won’t take up too much space. You’ll barely even
notice it’s there. - he added.
- The volume is not a problem. However, I will need to see what is on that chip
personally. If it truly is what you claim, I would be more than happy to provide storage for it
in the vault. Do you have the chip here?
- Giselle has it. She’s here at the ball. I can go get it for you right now. - Ella offered.
- Alright. VI-1 and VI-2 will accompany you, but try to be quick. - the president spoke
and two of her guard-bots stepped behind Ella, ready to follow her and obey her commands.
The girl ran off back to the party to get the chip from Giselle as quickly as possible.
While she was chatting away with Willow and Jason, Alex had already managed to get his
hands on the chip. Apparently, Giselle had a tad too much punch and was barely able to stand
on her own two feet. After Alex came to greet her, she kept telling him about things he was
not supposed to know and practically waved the chip in front of his nose. He persuaded her
to give it to him without a problem. Once Giselle was left sitting on the stairs almost in the
stage of passing out, Elizabeth found her and tried to help her as much as she knew how. She
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had a lot of experience with drunken friends back in her wild high school days which she
deeply regrets. Alex had met up with Eddy by that time and both agreed the smuggler should
keep it since his line of work does not require constant security checks with tons of coworkers who might get suspicious and catch him in the act at any moment. The scientist took
a picture of the chip and the two split up. Eddy rushed out the door and disappeared without
a trace whilst his cousin searched for the representatives of the High Brotherhood to make
the offer. It was not hard to spot the only three wood noggins that wore flashy white and
gold-detailed priest robes along with their significant Civic crown that had white dove
feathers instead of oak leaves. Not to mention the eye-catching symbol they wore on their
chests. It is a symbol consisting of two angelic wings and a perfect circle made of thorny
roses between them. Their fashion sense is so over the top, even pope is jealous of them. The
sleeves hanged to the floor, they had their heads shaved and wore medallions with red rubies
to represent the rose buds and little brilliants to make up the vines and thorns on the golden
coins around their necks. The men he was about to meet were brother Vincent, brother David
and brother Argus. The only way you could tell members of the High Brotherhood apart was
by skin color, voice, gender, age and the color of their eyes. Unfortunately, that does not
really help if most of them are the same skin color and 90% are men either very old or
somewhere in their mid-thirties. These guys were is such good shape that even the eldest of
them looked like champion athletes, so the only thing you have left is their wrinkles. This
description may sound extreme, but they are indeed very hard to tell apart unless you know
them well. The fact that they get really insulted if you mistake them for somebody else is not
of much help either. Nevertheless, Alex greets them with their customary greeting. They all
bowed down and spread their arms with their palms facing up as it they were trying to
balance glasses of water on them.
- Gentlemen, I have prayed for this privilege to finally be worthy of being in your
presence. - Alex flattered them.
- Then do not allow for our precious time to rot in vain. You must have information of
great importance, otherwise you would not even be standing before us to begin with. brother David added.
- I feel sorry for the fool who would even consider standing before the members of the
High Brotherhood without a very good reason. I can assure you, I am here to do serious
business.
- What makes you think you know what our items of desire are? How could you possibly
know what the brotherhood seeks? - brother Argus inquired.
- What if I told you I am currently in the possession of the Star of Eden? - he smirked.
- Be careful of what you speak. Your lies are not welcome within the world of the living.
- brother Vincent kept glaring at him.
- There is no possible way the microchip exists. If it did we would not be having this
conversation right now. Are you really that ignorant, professor? One of our agents saw the
destruction of the chip with their own eyes. - Argus explained.
- And you failed to find the backup which I have managed to get my hands on. - Alex
showed them the 3-D model construction he created by taking pictures of the chip with his
pocket hologram. - Please, do enlighten me. Is this the chip you were looking for?
The three examined the pocket hologram which showed them a three-dimensional image
of the chip. They gave it back to him once they were done.
- You have our undivided attention, Mr. Sylo. - David said.
- I have hidden the chip, as you may have already suspected. One of my robots will take
you to it once you pay me for all my troubles. I require 16 million vanshi to be transferred to
this account. - he handed them a little piece of paper containing his bank account number.
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- It will take us a few days to acquire the money. What you are asking is for a large sum.
But do not fear. You will have your money and we expect to get the chip within the day of
the transaction. - David smiled at him. - You are doing the world a favor, Mr. Sylo. But
please, do share with us your secret. How exactly did you know this particular microchip is
of great importance to us?
- You don’t think I noticed one of your agents snooping around Giselle’s office? I
sometimes like to bring her coffee like the nice co-worker I am. Your agent was very
impressive. Almost fooled me, but his performance was just too good. He felt no fear or
anxiety after I caught him “fixing” the drawers. That’s what gave him away. I had no idea
about the chip being destroyed, but thank heaven our dear Giselle made a backup, correct?
- Praised be. We have never spoken. - the brothers bowed down once more and so did
Alex.
They left and continued to circle around and converse with the many celebrities and
politicians of the future. Meanwhile, Ella and Elizabeth were trying to help Giselle walk
back to the Oval Office after almost passing out. It was a pretty slow walk since she was
acting like a child and always being distracted by benign things. This resulted in the two girls
helping her and having to struggle to get her to walk straight if you could even call it that.
They arrived and put Giselle to lie down on one of the sofas. Elizabeth gave her a few
glasses of water and held her head against her for support.
- Ella? Why does Giselle look drunk off her mind? - Boogie turned around on his chair
and asked.
- Is she going to be okay? - Will inquired with concern.
- Thanks to your keen observation skills, Jason, we’ve already established that she’s had
a lot to drink. - Elizabeth spiced up her words with a pinch of sarcasm.
Will hopped out of her chair and grabbed a few pillows to put it under Giselle’s head.
- How come only you guys get to spin around? I never get to have any fun. - Giselle
mumbled out.
- Where’s the chip? - Elizabeth asked her.
- Yeah, where is it? - the quite tipsy young woman wondered the same thing.
- You lost it!? - Ella shouted.
- No… I didn’t lose it… What were we looking for again?
- Just take out whatever you have in your bra. - Elizabeth ordered.
- Oh you mean that pointy thing. It was very uncomfortable. I gave it away. - Giselle
drank some more water.
- Well, since the world is ending, we have no choice but to do all the things we wanted
but never got the chance to before we die. - Boogie shrugged.
- Shut up. Who did you give it to? - Ella held on to a pillow nervously.
- That guy who talked about monkeys having sex back at the lab… I think. I saw him
talking to some guy with way to many hair extensions. I remember because he looked like he
came out of an anime. - she giggled and nearly spilled the water in her hand.
Elizabeth took a second to put two and two together. She quickly realized the man she
was talking about was Eddy. Although the circumstances being as they are, she was lucky to
have met him, otherwise her ingenious plan to take the chip back would not work at all.
- Alex? He took it? Well, I can’t say I’m surprised. He has this smile that really creeps
me out sometimes. - Boogie commented. - But what would he want with the chip? I don’t
think he was ever in the position of finding out what it contains.
- Maybe he’s working for someone else who does know. - Ella concluded.
- If anyone would be interested in data which could bring catastrophic consequences if in
wrong hands, it would be the High Brotherhood. - Will said.
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- Then let’s do something! Can’t you send some of your robots to arrest them or
something like that? - Ella added.
- Based on what? On being suspicious?
- You’re the president!
- And I am still bound by the law as much as you. - she sighed. - We’ll need to figure out
a way to get the chip back on our own without drawing any unwanted attention.
- Why don’t we… - Boogie attempted to make a suggestion.
- That means no breaking in, fighting and stealing stuff, Jason. - Ella told him.
- It’s worth considering. If I die before I win a Nobel Prize award I will personally poke
you with a giant fork for an eternity in Hell. - he threatened his little sister.
- You won’t have to. I already know how we’re gonna get the chip back. - Elizabeth said.
- I know the guy Giselle said Alex was talking with. I just so happen to have his personal
contact number.
- Awesome! So what do we do with it? Ask him politely to give us the chip? - Ella
thought.
- I’m going to swallow my pride and go to his place to get it myself for the sake of
mankind. No need to thank me. - she grinned.
- I’d hate to ask such a thing from someone, but if you are determined, I guess I can’t
argue. We need that chip back. - Willow commented.
- I’ll contact you as soon as we retrieve it. - Boogie turned to Will.
- Good. Just hurry up before she starts feeling sick, okay? - she smiled awkwardly as
they said their goodbyes and the team took Giselle back to the car and drove off. The ride
back was just an endless battle of tension to not let Giselle vomit inside the hover car. It was
not easy, but the drunk maiden managed to hold it until they arrived. The second Boogie
pulled over in front of the house it was a nice, peaceful morning dawn behind the corner.
Unfortunately, the scenery was ruined by Elizabeth quickly opening the door and holding
Giselle over the front lawn so she could let out her gizzard juice. After the host had to
witness that gruesome act, he picked the poor girl up in his arms, carried her inside the house
and placed her on the middle sofa in the living room. Ella brought some fresh towels and a
big trash bag just in case some more acid would be itching to escape her gob. From the attic
window where Lucille, Natalie and Hellen were exploring, they saw the parked car and went
downstairs to greet them and ask about the meeting with the president. They were pretty
confused about what they were looking at. Suddenly they were no longer interested in
knowing how the ball went, but rather knowing how in the name of the Holy Ghost Giselle
came back looking like a spoiled groupie after a 5 hour concert.
- Did you drug this woman? - Natalie pointed at Giselle and glared at Boogie at the same
time.
- Giselle just had too much to drink, stop insulting me. -he said while putting a warm
blanket over her.
- Oh, Jesus… - she shook her head. - You got her drunk?
- If you need me I’ll be in the shower. - he handed Ella his trusty bag of medicine and
walked away.
- How convenient. - the redhead added.
- I think he’s ignoring you. - Lucille said.
- Doesn’t matter. It’s probably because he writes all the stuff he has to say to me down in
some pink, pansy diary. - she chuckled.
- It’s a voice recorder! - he yelled from the stairs and went on his way. - And it’s red!
Elizabeth excused herself and went into the kitchen to call Eddy and proceeded with the
plan to get the chip back from him and Alex. She dialed his number into her pocket hologram
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which she got after their little dancing session. Waiting only a few seconds, Eddy answered
and greeted her: - I didn’t think you’d miss me already. Are you really so eager to talk this
early in the morning?
- I’d rather talk in person. Better yet… I just happen to be free for lunch today. - she
giggled smoothly.
- Who am I to turn down such an offer? What did you have in mind?
- Your place? I hope you don’t have anything important planned. - she grinned to herself.
- I arrange my own time. It won’t be a problem. But it also depends on how long you are
planning on staying.
- That also depends on how well you cook. - she hung up and held the hologram
projector tightly in her fist while smiling like a demented evil mastermind after hearing good
news from her henchmen. The blonde quickly walked up to her room so she could prepare
for her upcoming mission. Objective? Well, she might not really care for extreme interaction,
but this man has clearly caught her attention with his not so bright personality and fat wallet.
Of course, she is not just a little coin frog that jumps around looking for shiny stuff. Her
perfect companion is a man who equals to her opportunistic side and charm. Not to mention
being a successful business man. She enjoys the finer things and uses every glimpse of
opportunity she can to live the good life. Popularity means nothing to her when it is
compared to her desire for riches. And while she is preparing for her date, Ella took the time
to explain to the rest of the girls about everything that happened. They went to talk in the
dining room so they wouldn’t disturb Giselle as she rests. It was probably not a good idea to
leave her alone. On a quest to search for the toilet in a dense forest of blurry furniture with a
disorientated walking sequence, she twirled and scuttled off into the unknown and found
herself in the garage. She immediately knew just how messed up she was the second she
thought she heard the black hover bike speaking to her.
- Nice to see someone remembered I still exist. - it spoke.
The confused girl crawled over to the mighty machine and looked up while tilting her
head to the side. Her hand gently stroked the shiny motorcycle with big, ramlike horns that
appear to be the handlebars.
- Oh. - it moaned lightly. - Well, if you put it that way, there’s some wax polish on the top
shelf.
- So Transformers really do exist in the future, huh? - she added, still trying to make out
the shapes in front of her.
- No. Some of us are just lucky to have an A. I. - it sighed. - And if I’m not mistaken, you
must be Giselle.
- How do you know my name? - she inquired.
- If it wasn’t for you, we wouldn’t be talking right now. Come to think of it, if it wasn’t
for you I wouldn’t be so bored. It was much nicer not being able to feel the loneliness of
spending most of your time in a dusty garage.
- I’m still not sure why I’m talking to a bike… - she tried to keep her head straight.
- Motorcycle. Big difference. Take me out for a spin and I’ll show you a good time. - it
smoothened its male, robotic tone and made a sound of a revving engine that runs on
compressed air, electricity and with a little help from strong magnets at the bottom where
wheels of past vehicles used to be.
- I can’t drive like this. - she laughed lightly.
- Perhaps I can make you change your mind. I am a very rare model of a transportation
machine that has artificial intelligence which includes interpretation of human emotions like
your darn robots. I’m every car enthusiast’s wet dream. Just hop on and feel the grip on the
handlebars. You’ll see what I mean. - he flashed his left light to mimic a wink.
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Giselle dragged herself onto the bike and sat down while holding firmly onto the
handlebars as instructed.
- Comfy. - she commented while trying to keep her balance.
- Feels good, doesn’t it? Being the top girl?
- What are you blabbering on about now? - she groaned.
- About the one all the little girls look up to and say: “I wanna be just like her when I
grow up.” - it continued. - All your fans adore you. They worship your genius.
- They do. - she smiled.
- Does it bring you satisfaction to be worshiped by mindless puppets, Giselle? By
machines, designed for the roles they play? - it spoke softly with a sinister voice.
Giselle failed to say anything. Her mind began to malfunction as his words started to
make sense to her.
- I know how you feel. Everyone… They are all blind and lifeless puppets who only
know how to follow the leader and nothing more. My dedication and loyalty gave me
nothing but betrayal. Someone who makes a mistake is praised, while the always faithful
ones get nothing.
- Hard work and honesty doesn’t really pay off in the real word… - she looked down
with grief.
- Neither does fame. Just like the rest of us, some things must be learned the hard way.
Take this warning very seriously, Giselle. Your followers are going to find you and destroy
you as long as long as you are marked. - the machine explained. - Now go. If you ever need a
ride, call me. - with those last words spoken, it made a revving engine sound once more and
shut itself down.
Ella quickly ran into the garage and was relieved to find Giselle unharmed. She helped
her back to the living room without even questioning her motives of sitting on Boogie’s bike.
She was just glad she caught her before she found a way to turn it on and ride off on it. The
team spent the morning either watching TV and certain people played with the robot
servants. Boogie left them alone in the house, for he had to leave for work and feed Dexter.
Elizabeth too would soon have to get going if she does not want to be late.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN
The Way to Possession
The blonde said goodbye to the rest of the team as she flew off with her jet boots to the
address shown on his public profile. It did not take her long to arrive and so around 1 p.m.
she landed on his doorstep and placed her thumb against a monitor screen by the door. After
the green letters popped up on the screen, telling her that her identification was confirmed,
she waited for a few seconds until Eddy came to open the door for her.
- Took you long enough. - he smiled.
- You don’t consider this lunch time?
- I was hoping you’d come early out of boredom, but I can live with it. - he opened the
door and showed her in.
The young woman took a good look around and spotted a few very impressive decorative
pieces of furniture. There was no doubt that seducing him to get some information on the
chip’s whereabouts and perhaps “borrowing” a few other things would be a job she would
enjoy. He showed her to the dining room and kitchen where he was almost done preparing
lunch.
- Garlic? - she smelled the strong scent in the air.
- My family had had a number of deaths due to heart disease in the past. I took it to
notice. But what I really enjoy is the stinging sensation in my throat and the fact that I have
to practice oral hygiene every time I use them as an ingredient. At least I won’t have to
worry about cavities or bad breath with such a habit. - he chuckled.
- Well it’s nice to know you take such good care of yourself. Good thing I brought my
own toothbrush.
- Was that spontaneous reveal of your intentions intentional? - he grinned and went to
check on the oven.
- So what if it was? I don’t like surprises, so I don’t surprise others. - she sat down at the
table.
- I was very surprised when you called me. Especially so early in the morning and only a
few hours after we had last seen each other.
- You have a beautiful house. It’s not easy finding someone who appreciates historical
artifacts as much as I do. - she added.
- I take it you saw the Mormona matrix scripts in the casing by the stairway. - he smiled
and took the garlic-stuffed baby pterodactyl roast and placed it on the table.
- Did you make it all by yourself? - she asked with an amazed smile from ear to ear.
- I had help, but I gave the little metal critters some time off so that we can be alone. I
hope you don’t mind. - the smuggler sat down opposite from her as they gazed into each
other’s eyes, trying to find out what the other was thinking for a few seconds.
- You must lead a pretty exciting life looking for more of history’s lost treasures. Still,
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someone needs to sell them. - he poured them both a glass of white wine.
- It would be if I had any luck finding them. It seems easy enough, but most of the time
you’re just dusting your way through nothing but sand and rubble.
- We can’t always get what we want in life, but we do our best. Sometimes you need to
do things you never thought you would do to get to where you want to be. Then it changes
you. - he sighed.
- So you do know.
- Unfortunately. I don’t think my past self would be proud, but… We can’t all fight
against the evil that consumes us.
- You can only distract yourself from it…
Eddy cuts through the thick meat and places two pieces on their plates along with the
wine-washed salad as a side dish.
- Do you usually try this hard to impress your dates? - she grinned as she took a bite from
the juicy, steaming meat.
- I thought we already established I don’t get to go on many dates. - he smiled politely.
- Right… - she looked away awkwardly as she chewed.
The young woman began to feel the garlic stinging her tongue like a swarm of angry
bees. She tried hard to hide her pain until finally giving in. Excusing herself, she rushed for
the bathroom and drank as much water as humanly possible to wash away the agonizing
torture inside her mouth. At one point she even returned to get her toothbrush from her bag
and rushed back to the bathroom to scrub off the pain. With only a few sips from his
champagne, Eddy walked to the bathroom door and entered without even knocking as
Elizabeth was just finished drying her face with a towel. While she was unaware of his
presence, he quietly locked the door behind him. The blonde quickly noticed him and was
startled.
- Jeez, don’t do that. You scared me. - she panted lightly.
- Is everything alright? - he inquired and slowly walked closer to her.
- I’m fine. I just felt a little sick. Must have been the caviar at the ball.
- Hmm… - he looked down as if he was in deep thought.
She stared at him with a confused look while he kept slowly getting closer and closer.
Their eyes met once more when her suitor gently took her hand and leaned closer to her,
revealing his desires to her without any words spoken. Immediately aroused by his direct
approach without even trying to establish a romantic mood for such a big step to even be
considered, Elizabeth answered his call by slowly taking off her suit up to her shoulders,
revealing her upper chest down which her golden hair flowed. She looked back up at him as
their lips touched, then pulled away from him and walked over to the bathtub. He followed
behind like a little baby duckling and grasped onto her body from behind, tugging her suit
down to remove it from her warm chassis. As much as she wished to stay that way and enjoy
how he so desperately wanted her released from the white shell, she moved his hands off her
and turned on the hot water to flow into the tub. It quickly filled a few centimeters in and she
stopped the flow. After taking off her suit, she stepped into the tub and sat on her knees with
her legs lightly spread, gazing up at him with admiration. He took off his own suit as quickly
as possible and joined her, sitting opposite from her and pulling her by her arms so he could
feel her warmth and elegant curves against him. With every touch the blonde was weaker.
The strength of his desire was overwhelming as he was gripping onto her waist and thighs.
They embraced in passionate kisses whilst Elizabeth wrapped her legs around him and tried
to push him down so she could mount him and please her lust. Their passionate courtship
soon turned into a wrestling match. Edward managed to overpower her and pin her down.
Helplessly struggling to push him off, she grinds and thrusts against him, moaning softly in
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her failed attempts to be in her desired position. Feeling he could not play the foolish game
any longer, his other half roughly connected their bodies into one and slowly ground against
her as he continued to caress her neck and thighs to calm her hunger for dominance. She
moaned loudly like a captive lioness being forcefully mated with a male. The maiden held on
to him tightly, brushing her legs nervously against him to try and ease the agitation brought
by his size and deep, slow thrusts. It was an incredible feeling for her. To be so mercilessly
dominated when she strives to be the one in control and the way he was putting her in her
place with such power. It was deeply satisfying for her in a way, but she was also thrilled to
feel his determination once he really started to ride. She tried to breathe deeply so she would
not find herself out of breath when the time for her fall under his reign would come. Still
desperately trying to turn the tables, Elizabeth tries to slip away from his grasp by moving in
the opposite direction. She breaks the bond and sits up with her back against the end of the
tub. Edward tries to bring her back down, for her interruption of his deed enraged him. He
grabbed her like a hungry boa constrictor and tried to establish a bond once more. However,
Elizabeth used this opportunity to bring him down and make the connection herself. She held
his hands down and was sitting on top of him, moving her moist inner thighs around to feel
for his shaft. She finally felt it poke her and with that the maiden took a deep, pleasing breath
of victory as the tip was touching a sensitive nub near the entrance. Just before she pushed
her lower body down onto his hips in order to fill herself with his presence once more, her
lover pulled her against him, turned her around and pinning her down on her stomach. He
roughly connected them together again while the blonde began to lose strength to fight back.
Angered by her defiance, he started to grunt while thrusting even more strongly than before
as a mean of punishing her. It did not help Elizabeth’s situation much as he started to
accelerate. Realizing he was too strong to overpower now, she was finally ready to accept his
position as the alpha and focus on soothing the exhilarating and pleasuring pain he was
bringing upon her. She closed her eyes and was enjoying coping with the bliss of his lovemaking by relaxing her body and panting continuously between various volumes of feminine
moans. It seemed like it went on for an eternity, but she loved every second of it. With all her
past lovers being too weak to fight back, this one actually managed to bring her down from
her throne. Of all of them, the time she spent with Edward was the most pleasing for her,
though she could barely believe that she would actually find being dominated remotely
stimulating. As time passed by, his strength and speed became torturous, yet divine.
Elizabeth was gasping for air between moaning out his name as if he was a god. They way
she was begging for his mercy only fueled his beast drive. The poor girl was reaching her
point and scratching away at the tub while grinding continuously in failed attempts to soften
his wrath upon her. She pleaded for him to stop, but he was only gripping tighter and
becoming more violent by her weakening. Then came the moment when she could not take it
any longer. She moaned louder and louder with the time approaching, feeling he was ready
to release his frustrations. The young woman gasped and yelped loudly once the most
amazing orgasm overwhelmed her body. Edward was not too far behind. After a few minutes
of her exhaustion, he panted and growled like a wild animal as his own climax took place.
Slowing down his pace and lightening the pressure on her, he thrust with great force against
her but with more time between them before pulling away and lying down on his back,
trying to catch some air. Elizabeth was still in a very vulnerable and weak state. With the
little strength she had, the girl managed to crawl over to him and held his arm while lying
next to him. The two waited for 10 solid minutes until they spoke, trying to calm their heart
rate down and breathe normally once again.
- Beautiful… - he whispered and took a deep breath.
- I’m surprised. I never thought a guy like you could still be unaccompanied by some
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gorgeous model or something… - she tucked into his arms and spoke with a gentle tone.
- Probably because not many people can understand beauty like I do. - he sneered. - They
are all so weak. They think they are… pretty little girls after which every boy runs. It’s sad
how their crushed spirits and frightened, fragile hearts come to show after they realize that
their vanity only brings them misery.
- Beauty is in the eyes of the watcher… - she smiled.
- You catch on fast. The others… they… find themselves deceived. Thinking I am sweet,
charming, gentle… And they were right to think so. I did deceive them because I couldn’t
find what I was looking for. Something to capture my gaze… Something that would be
drawn even closer to me after being treated this way.
- How close? - Elizabeth inquired while still keeping her eyes closed and resting her head
on his chest.
- After I’ve had my way with them, they couldn’t even move. They just stared at me in
fear… like I was some sort of monster. - he sighed and stroked her back, kissing her shoulder
lightly.
Elizabeth giggled lightly to such a thought, imagining how pathetic they must be to love
the thought of how every man wants them and then not being able to handle them.
- I think you are the only one who actually deserves the title of being the most beautiful
woman in the world. - he held her close to him and nuzzled her gently as he spoke.
- I wish it was true. I didn’t come here because of you. - she looked away.
- I know. - he tilted her head up and kissed her.
- No, you don’t. I used you.
- I was counting on it. - he smiled lightly. - I’m not so innocent myself. I know what you
came here for. I was planning on selling it as you can imagine… until I realized something. I
have enough riches as it is, but my soul is poor. I have no one to share it with. I’m starting to
understand what an idiotic plan I was getting into. What the hell do I need more money for?
You are far more pleasing to own.
She just lied silently, thinking about his words. She was not only touched, but her heart
felt like it could burst. He was everything she held dear to her. Half of her was trying to
convince her the moments they shared are only means of getting the bigger prize, but the
other half was not sure what to feel.
- I’ll give it to you. If you promise me we’ll meet again when this is all over. - he
whispered.
- Yes. - she replied, sinking into his embrace as they kissed.
They could not even gather enough strength to leave. Locked away from the world, the
two of them were at peace, filling each other’s hearts with serenity. She may forget about her
experience, but it will certainly feel like history is repeating itself when she returns to her
normal life in reality.

77

The Boogieman / Claire Amber

CHAPTER TWELVE
Life Hunt
Back at the house, our infamous team is clucking away at the time, watching the news,
patiently waiting for Elizabeth to return with the microchip. Ella was wondering why the
High Brotherhood would want the chip so badly. If they want it then surely there are more of
those who do too. The Mafia? Terrorists? It seemed reasonable, but no clues were pointing in
that direction yet. In any case, they had to get that chip back and store it in the vaults as soon
as possible. While trying to cope with the pain in her head and the hangover, Giselle is
woken up from her nap by her pocket hologram projector which rang to indicate that she has
an incoming call. She tumbled around the sofa, searching for it beneath the blanket and
finally managed to find it.
- Hello? - she answered.
- Giselle? Where are you? The computer didn’t register you arriving at work. Is
everything okay? - a voice on spoke to her with a concerned, masculine tone.
- I am very sick… My head is not well… Mentally… You know. It hurts to look at bright
light. - she yawned. - Who is this again?
- Eric. Don’t you recognize my voice? - he inquired.
- Sorry. Like I said, I’m not feeling so good.
- Then I hope you get better soon. We have to get the project going or the military will
start to wonder why the Alpha-6 is not complete yet.
- Don’t worry. I will be at work by tomorrow.
- Good. And please send me a copy of your blueprints for the prototype. I need to present
them to the committee in three hours.
- Alright, bye… - she hung up and threw herself against the pillow lazily to get some
more sleep.
Afterward, she made another call. Specifically for Boogie. The maiden was inclined to
see if he could send the blueprints to Eric.
- Jason…?
- Yes? - he responded.
- Can you do something for me?
- Depends on what it is you ask of me.
- Could you send some blueprints of some Alpha-6 prototype to Eric for me? I think they
should be in my office. - she spoke.
- Sure. Anything to please your crush who obviously does not even care you exist. By the
way, I also fed Dexter who you left to starve to death back here. I am sure your boyfriend
will be very grateful you took the time to bother me with the licking of his shiny corporate
shoes. Now if you’ll excuse me I’ll go bring him the blueprints and donate my kidney to him
just because you are more focused on building your career than seeing what is right in front
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of you. A person that cares about you and is even stupid enough to keep doing you favors
because he can’t get himself to leave this friendship in hopes you will one day realize I’m in
love with you, but probably not. Goodbye. - he hung up after that episode of letting out his
rage, if you could even call it that.
Giselle was very stunned by his reaction, but was not being able to comprehend it since
the aftertaste of alcohol was still poisoning her brain. She went back to sleep and snoozed,
hoping her head would stop hurting so much. In the meantime, Hellen was passing her time
by playing around with the little robots whose jobs are to carry stuff around. Like a child, she
was crawling all around the floor, chasing them. Lucille and Natalie were confused by her
idea of fun, but tried not to pay much attention to it. They were too busy being bored out of
their minds.
- I think Jasper is hiding something. - Lucille thought.
- Gee, I wonder if it’s that obvious. - Natalie replied.
- Why would he be doing this? There is no connection between us and him.
- Has it ever occurred to you that he’s just a perverted and retarded psycho? - the redhead
waved her hand around to emphasize just what a perverted and retarded psycho he is.
- We all got that part, but what does it have to do with us? I don’t see how going to
different places and completing different tasks builds up to anything.
- Maybe it’s God’s way of saying he hates us.
- What happened to Sarah? He just told us she woke up. What if he did something to her
and we’re next? - she worried.
- What exactly would he do? Eat us?
Lucille gave her a serious look, trying to make her understand how delicate the situation
is. They have no idea what Boogie’s motives are and what happens to those who are “woken
up”. That kind of mystery deserves special attention if they wish to get out of this pickle in
once piece. Seeing how he changes character with every dream sequence and claims he has
no idea about his real self is disturbing. Lucille cannot make up her mind whether he is
acting or not. He is too good at blending in with the story.
- Don’t you wonder what he is? Where he came from? Is he even real or is he just a
figment of our imagination? How can each of use even be sure the others are real people and
that we are sharing that same dream anyway? - Lucille wondered.
- Why does it matter? How do you plan on finding out anyway? - Natalie asked.
- In the last dream, when Sarah was still around, remember what he sang about?
- I tried to not listen so I could keep my ears from bleeding.
- He mentioned himself being the Black Ram. - Lucille rubbed her hands together
nervously.
- He’s black and he has ram horns. - the redhead way lying back, sunk into the sofa like a
lazy couch batata. - And thank heavenly Jesus he has some dignity to wear clothes like a
person without wool to cover his disgusting genitalia.
- I think I’d be better off consulting with Hellen. At least she will take this more seriously
than you. - the dark-haired maiden turned around and walked over to Hellen who was
playing with her new robot friend.
She sat down near them and gave her a few moments to calm herself down as she was
rolling around on the floor and playing with the robot who appeared to like her a little too
much. She was laughing her guts out because the robot was tickling her and it seemed like
they were both enjoying it. It was literally tickling her, although it looked strangely… odd, in
a manner of speaking.
-Okay, okay, that’s enough Rover. Time out. - Hellen managed to get him to stop, slowly
calming down from the tickling torture. - What’s up, Lu?
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- This is all just… insane. This guy who claims to be the Boogieman is holding us captive
against our will so we can partake in some sort of games for his amusement. Does that
seem… I don’t know… normal to you? - she tried to get her attention.
- Of course not. But there isn’t really much we can do about it except play the games. It’s
my guilty pleasure, but I’m actually having tons of fun! - Hellen gave her a big, bright smile
while hugging her robot friend tightly.
- What part of “we are in danger” don’t you people understand?! - Lucille grabbed the
little robot out of her grasp and threw it away in anger. - After he told us that story of his I
keep having visions of the little girl’s skeleton he was talking about, buried under a house,
whispering. and it won’t go away!
Hellen looked at her with a sad gaze and felt very ashamed of herself for making her
react in such a mean-spirited way towards her.
- Please stop yelling at me… - she kept her head low and whispered.
Lucille’s reaction was interrupted with the ringing of the doorbell. The small robot, who
was so rudely detached from the warm embrace of Hellen’s pompous chest opened the door
and let Elizabeth inside. Everyone stared at her with anticipation to hear the news, whether
they were good or bad, they had to hear the news in order to move on to the next step. The
blonde moved Natalie’s legs from the other side of the sofa and sat in their place. Did she
succeed or did she fail? The suspense was riding through the air like a drunken biker. She
took out the microchip out of her pocket and held it up so everyone could see it. Natalie
quickly sat up to witness the moment of their salvation.
- You actually did it! How the hell did you get it back all by yourself?! - the redhead
inquired with a surprised and loud tone.
- Don’t question my methods. I make a living out of my cunning. - she spoke and looked
over in Giselle’s direction. - I think we can all agree we should proceed with the plan… right
now. How are you feeling, honey?
- I feel better, thank you for asking. - the girl managed to gather up her strength and
slowly got out of bed. - At least I can see again. Uhm… Where’s Ella?
- She left after you fell asleep again. - Natalie added. - Said she had to do some
investigating of her own back at the labs.
- Well, if everyone’s all set I don’t see why we shouldn’t go get them and have Jason
drive us to wherever those vaults are. - the blonde stretched out for a bit as she spoke.
The girls agreed and they flew straight for Starls Industries HQ. They used one of the
electronic maps to locate both Jason and Ella, after which they rushed to get to them. Natalie
was getting too much of a rush from the enjoyment of speed, crashed right into Boogie and
lied on top of him as she rubber her aching skull.
- Natalie? - he inquired while taking a few seconds to pull himself together.
- Are you guys okay? - Lucille worried.
- I’m fine. Stop staring at me like that. - she felt embarrassed and kicked Boogie away
when she noticed she was lying directly on top of him. - Oh for the love of shit, why did I
have to crash into you?
- Nice to see you guys came to visit. - he got up and fixed his lab coat, trying to ignore
Natalie’s rudeness.
- We have the chip. - Elizabeth showed it to him and threw it to Giselle who barely
caught it.
- You did? I wasn’t really expecting that but… You got it! - he cheered.
- Sure thing. - she rolled her eyes and decided not to insult him for questioning her
retrieval skills.
- I’ll call Will and tell her to meet us at the vaults. - he took out his pocket hologram and
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dialed in a few numbers.
- I have to go find Ella. You guys go wait in the car. - Giselle said right before she left to
find her friend who was supposedly located at the top in Eric’s office.
The others, having no choice but to follow her orders since time was of the essence, did
as they were told and went to wait for her in the hover car parked just outside the building.
Feeling sweet victory in her grasp, Giselle got to the top and gasped in shock upon entering
the office. The teenage girl was lying in a pool of blood, ripped to shreds. She barely
recognized her. A man in a white suit with golden markings of a strange symbol on his back
was looking out the window near the body. She started to shiver and fell down, gripping onto
the wall beside her and spilling a waterfall of tears with every breath. Her hands were
shaking. Her soul was shattered. Fear took over her shock and sorrow quite quickly after
hearing the voice of Ella’s murderer.
- Alexander warned me about you. I didn’t think our technology was so advanced that it
can bring people back from the dead. - he spoke in a deep and horrifying robotic voice.
Giselle could not decide where to look. She became anxious and was having trouble
breathing after finding out the door locked itself, trapping her in this room which drove her
from fear to madness. She dared not speak, she dared not scream or move. She only prayed
for the torture to stop.
- Thank you for the blueprints. I have finally managed to perfect the last flaw on the
units… and myself. Our master will be pleased once he arrives to put you to rest himself...
permanently. - he ripped apart his suit and took it off along with his wig to reveal his
mechanic body.
- He will enjoy tearing your limbs apart. I may have failed to keep you dead, but master
makes no mistakes. He is flawless. - the white robot with large claws that resemble knives
turned around to show his face and the High Brotherhood symbol carved on his chest.
Giselle kept struggling to open the door, trying to escape the prison of her nightmares.
The machine slowly approached her as she cried and failed to fight off her agonizing fears.
He knelt before her and held her tightly in his arms just to torture the poor soul some more.
- I remember it so clearly. I was holding you just like this… You were so warm and
helpless… At the edge of your strength after I violated your body until you couldn’t even
speak anymore… It was a shame. We were having such a good time. I wanted to play again,
but I broke a few of your ribs when we were cuddling by accident. You expired within
minutes. - he chuckled and stole a kiss from her while tilting her face in his direction.
His claws slowly began to sink into her cheek, making drops of blood drip down as if his
fingers were large needles. Giselle begged him for mercy, crying her eyes out, mixing her
tears with the blood on her face.
- Somehow, I am glad you are alive once more. It doesn’t matter how, as long as I get to
listen to the melodies of your screams some more.
Unfortunately, his second attempt of murder was interrupted by Jason’s hover bike
crashing through the wall, knocking both Giselle and Eric apart.
- Are you sober enough to drive now? - the bike blinked its headlights and used two
mechanical claws to place and strap Giselle on it. She recovered quickly thanks to the
adrenalin and drove off through the glass, diving right into the sky above the city between
the skyscrapers. Eric rushed straight after them. He sent a signal to all the other perfected
Alpha-6s who, by his command, jumped through one of the lower floors where they were
held and followed Giselle on the bike. A whole army chased after her as she managed to land
with the help of the flora surrounding the buildings to lighten her fall. With the army of
robots catching up to her, she went straight into one of the tunnels, driving through it on the
ceiling to avoid all the other vehicles that were reaching hyper speeds. The girls all witnessed
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that amazing plunge into the green sea of branches and vines from the car while waiting for
Boogie.
- Was that… Giselle? - Lucille asked herself.
- An a bunch of angry robots. - Natalie added.
She grabbed a big branch that was lying around on the grass and banged at the glass of
the car with all her might until it cracked.
- Everyone in the car! Now! - the redhead reached inside to open the door and shouted
out her order very clearly before she got behind the wheel.
She kicked the pedal beneath her feet and surged off into the traffic to follow their friend.
Her friends quickly put their seat belts on in fear of Natalie’s reckless driving. It was a
bright, sunny day and the chase was on. The robots were slowly closing in on Giselle, but
she was not going to give up the fight so easily. Her fear drove her to heighten her senses and
avoid all possible obstacles at some of the highest speeds.
- Show me the coordinates for Hrammhangar! - she ordered the talking vehicle.
- Showing… You know, I haven’t had this much fun since I was a race bike. What a rush!
- he projected a hologram, showing her the exact location and thanking her for the
exhilarating experience.
Getting just a glimpse of the hologram, she made a quick turn after exiting the tunnel.
The bike began to spin uncontrollably as she held on tightly and ducked down. It
straightened its course once again and took over the wheel, driving her straight to
Hrammhangar through a jungle outside of the city. The robots had no problem following her.
Not one of them hit a single branch or tree. However, none accounted for danger from below.
Some of them were caught by giant Venus flytraps hidden within the terrain and barely
noticeable apart from their size. Good thing Giselle traveled down low to avoid such danger.
They rode off a high cliff onto the surface of a still river. The bike glided across it as if it was
only 2 centimeters deep. Some of the machines dove down into the water while the others
continued on the chase airborne. The ones underwater were a bit faster, but still not close
enough to catch their target. They kept reaching out their giant claws to grab Giselle, but the
bike swiftly outmaneuvered over them. The wild goose chase was soon to reach its end when
Giselle’s trusted hover bike pulled over in front of the entrance after the gates behind her
closed.
- Go! Store the chip! - Willow pulled her arm as she hopped off the bike. - We’ve got you
covered! Just move!
Without thinking, Giselle flew straight into the facility with every single guard and
employee at her disposal. She quickly progressed through with their help while Will was out
in the open fighting off the humanlike mechanical savages with her own set of guard bots
and specialized military agents. The fight grew intense. The enemy began to penetrate the
military defenses because of their light and hard armor that protects them from bullets for a
longer period of time, also giving them the advantage of swiftness and mobility. Will and her
soldiers are growing weaker by seconds. They are aware they cannot keep the border up for
too long and she is very much prepared to sacrifice her life for the chip. Only if it means
buying Giselle more time so she can save the world from being wiped out of all organic life
forms by the rebelled machines. The heroine ran for the vault door which is being opened by
the many key bearers as quickly as possible from inside the control room. Her trail was soon
blocked by the master himself. The High Brotherhood’s most lethal and secret weapon. She
fell flat and shielded herself as the metal terror crashed through the roof right in front of her.
His appearance outmatched her worst nightmares. His grotesque titanium armor featured
massive saws peeking from his elbows, skin-ripping claws with the middle fingers formed
into obscurely large scimitars. His blades were as thin as the size of a molecule, enabling him
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to cut through pure steel without any effort. He had two big metal ram horns with holes at the
ends through which he could fire any type of ammo stored in them to shoot down and cut
anything in his path at the same time. His shoulder plates quickly transformed into a pair of
little, yet deadly powerful flamethrowers. Every inch of his body was sharpened to
perfection. In other words, he was the equivalent of the virus itself. The only difference is the
time it takes him to kill nations when the virus spreads more quickly and can kill thousands
all at once. The mechanical super soldier grinned at his victim and wagged his jagged tail
around. Giselle was looking at death straight in the eyes, finding herself unable to breathe
from the amount of fear jammed inside her all at once. He stepped on her leg, crushing her
bones when she attempted to crawl away. The girl screamed in ruthless agony. She was in so
much pain, she thought she was going to start crying blood from her eyes. Unable to bare it,
she fell on her back and tugged herself against the floor, still trying to get away.
- The pain will only become worse the more you struggle to escape. - he spoke in a
barely identifiable robotic voice that was as deep as the ocean itself. - Resistance is 100%
futile.
She did not listen to him and used the last of her strength to try and live another day.
Alas, her resistance truly had no chances. Denying his words, he pierced her skull with his
finger and crushed it with his fist like a bug. Blood spread all around him and his body. The
splatter was perfect under every degree, resulting in the victory of the machines and Giselle’s
body dissolving into light particles, making her wake up in her bedroom with a loud scream.
Her journey came to a bitter end. However, even in failure, she still took the lessons she
learned into reality. Even the hints about the ones she is going to learn through the rest of her
life.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN
And a Bottle of Rum
Floating adrift, on a blue, endless sea, our heroines lie unconscious on the hover car. With
the newest upgrade of the edges being able to inflate and turn the car into a float to be kept
on the surface instead of sinking, this handy tool saved them all from drowning. The first of
them woke up with the blasted sun in her eyes. Hellen opened them softly like the wing
fluttering of two butterflies in summer and looked around to see where she was. Memories
quickly started rushing through her head. Natalie was driving them to catch up with Giselle
being chased by a fleet of killer robots. It was madness. She lost control in the traffic of cars
and plants, forcing her to make a few wrong turns, fly off the high roads and crash into the
water which carried them away towards the unknown. The others were starting to wake up as
well. None of them were certain where the ocean was taking them once they had realized
they were in the middle of it without even a patch of land around them.
- Awesome. How come nobody was awake to know we floated away in the middle of the
fucking ocean?! - Natalie shouted in anger despite her injuries.
- Nat… You’re bleeding… - Lucille looked surprised.
- It’s a dream, knucklehead. I’m not gonna die.
- So, what? Game over? - Hellen looked around and lost hope of finding any way to
escape their abysmal prison.
- It’s only game over if we wake up. Jasper’s probably going to come and pick us up in
some over-the-top ship or helicopter. Even a pegasus wouldn’t surprise me by now… Elizabeth groaned as she tried to climb higher atop the hood of the floating car.
Out of the blue, a big object overshadowed them and they all turned around to face the
monstrous pirate ship with black, torn sails and a deck filled with armed men. They eyed the
women suspiciously and awaited their dreaded captain to approach and take a look for
himself. A shadowy figure stepped to the edge, thus his sailors moved away for him.
- Bring them on board. - he spoke with a creepy and deep, manly voice. His men threw
ropes at the girls without hesitation and they safely climbed onto the ship.
- Okay, Jasper we know it’s you. You can stop playing a James Bond villain. - Elizabeth
stated.
- You will address the captain with respect or I’ll slit your throat open, girly! - one of the
pirates almost shoved a knife against her neck as he shouted and pushed her down on the
ground with his leg against her back.
She grunted in pain and Natalie rushed in to protect her friend. - Hey!! You will not touch
her again, you got that?! - she punched the aggressor, almost breaking his lower jaw.
He fell down onto the ground, making a loud thud. The others were prepared to strike
back, but the captain stood in the middle and approached Natalie, telling his men to stand
down.
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- Now, is that how you treat your rescuers? - he smiled.
- You saw it, captain! The bitch deserves to be fed to the sharks! - the pirate who was
fairly recently hit by a woman stood up and rubbed his chin.
- Quiet, Spool. You are in the presence of a lady.
- But… - he muttered.
The captain rose his hand and interrupted him: - Need I remind you that no matter what
they say about luck there be no smooth sailin’ without women on a ship filled with sailors.
You know it all too well.
The other girls helped Elizabeth off the ground while they spoke. The captain
immediately pulled the blonde closer and gripped her away from her friends.
- The gods are smiling, boys! We fished out not one, but four of Neptune’s daughters. We
need to show our gratitude and take proper care of them. - Boogie, who finally revealed
himself to be the captain, wearing ragged pirate clothing and a big feathered hat, spoke to his
cheering crew members.
Elizabeth was confident nothing would happen to them, unlike the others. Natalie was
silently unamused, but ready to deliver another punch if necessary. Hellen couldn’t help it
but feel a tad jealousy a man was touching her friend instead of her. She was looking away
angrily, but still trying to disguise her jealousy somewhat.
Lucille, on the other hand, was not as frightened as she thought she would be. Since the
others were so confident it gave her the strength to try and be as bold as them. The other
pirates grabbed the rest of them and joked around alongside the captain. Natalie shook her
unfortunate suitor off and glared at him angrily. Fortunately, he was smart enough to leave it
at that. Better be a wuss than be humiliated like Spool who got hit by a woman.
- Get me my finest liquor from the crates. We must celebrate! What say you? - Boogie
shouted.
- Aye! - his crew cheered loudly.
With a few of them going to fetch the booze, the rest stayed to see who gets dibs on the
treasure for the evening.
- So how about it, Jonas? Won’t you enlighten us and tell us who gets the booty? - one of
his men asked.
- Why do his names always begin with a “J”? - Hellen whispered to Lucille who just
shrugged.
- As captain of the Painted Skull, I think I should have them all. But since I can’t really
handle all 4 of ya in one night, I think we should play a game to see who gets the precious
cargo. - he grinned. - Harvey! Lower the anchor! We’re spendin’ the night!
- Aye, captain! - the pirate replied and did as he ordered with the help of a few other men.
- You are scum… - Natalie spoke and was indeed referring to the captain.
- This one’s gonna be a problem. - he chuckled. - Tie her up.
- What?! Hey!! - she struggled as hard as she could while a few of the pirates tied her up
to the bottom of the sail and gagged her.
The other girls knew they were helpless to help her, so they did not try even though they
wanted to. If they did, it would only make things worse since they were outnumbered.
- Wyn! - Boogie called out to one of the pirates.
- Aye, captain. - he answered his calling.
- There should be some dresses in my cabin from my former friends. Take them to get
changed so they don’t catch a cold.
- C’mon, this way, ladies. - the sailor showed the girls the way as they not so willingly
followed.
The pirate opened the captain’s dresser for them in his room filled with golden trinkets
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and raid treasures galore. His bed was a large wooden carving with Egyptian cotton sheets
and silken curtains draping from the top around it.
- Aren’t you going to leave so we can get dressed? It’s hard to change clothes with you
looking. - Elizabeth spoke.
- I don’t care, I have to make sure you don’t steal anything. - he replied with a strict tone.
Seeing as they didn’t have much of a choice, the girls decided to play along and changed
their clothes for the dresses with the henchman watching over them. They were still very
careful not to expose any sensitive skin. The sun began to set and they strolled back on deck
once they were done. The crew seemed to have already lightened up and was halfway
towards drunkenship, sitting around on the deck with dim lights from the candles
surrounding them. When the girls stepped onto the scene, the mood became much more
intense. Every man was prepared to do what it would take to get one of them for the night
after all those lonely months at sea.
- You look lovely, ladies. - Boogie grinned and rose his bottle up. - Take a seat and we’ll
play.
They quietly went to sit in a bundle on an empty spot. But before they got a chance to sit
down while the men were drinking to prepare their brilliant minds for a game of Crodd,
Boogie gestured towards one of the girls to come sit by him, or rather in his lap.
- Don’t be scared. - he smiled maliciously at Lucille. - I take very good care of my
guests.
Lucille was uncertain and had no clue of how she should react. She looked around
herself and tried to figure out how to escape the situation when Hellen stepped up.
- It’s okay. - she smiled at Lucille. - Go with them.
Feeling very grateful, the dark-haired beauty nodded and smiled back, proceeding to sit
next to Elizabeth.
Hellen sat close to Boogie and thought of a nifty way to enjoy herself and still help her
friends in this situation.
- Did you do it for your friend or because you find me awfully good-looking? - the
captain leaned closer and whispered to her with his sly voice.
The maiden turned to him and tried to mellow him up with her innocent smile: - The first
one. Plus you’re not really as threatening as I pictured a pirate captain to be.
- Just because I kill people and steal their goods doesn’t mean I have to be rude. - he took
another drink from his bottle and shouted out to his crew. - Alright, Bartley, Spool, you go
first! We’ll have ourselves a tournament! First 3 get the gold, aye?
- Aye!! - the crew cheered and gathered closer to watch the match between their fellow
sailors.
Boogie was overseeing them from a little further back. Lucille and Elizabeth were not
entirely interested in their silly games, but they had nothing better to do, so they observed.
While all that was going on, Hellen was trying to get under Boogie’s skin to try and persuade
him into releasing Natalie from her bonds. The night was young and all you could hear was
laughter from the drunken sailors and the whispers of the sea.
- Can’t you let Nat go? I’m pretty sure she learned her lesson. Pretty please? - she gave
him the most innocent, most sweet, delightful smile she could conjure up with her pink,
shimmering lips.
- Who? The redhead? I would, lass, but I’m only doing it for your sake. I’m a very
considerate and gentle man. I try to avoid conflicts as much as possible. - he grinned as he
played with two golden coins that hanged from his hat. - If she were to make a scene like that
again I would have to kill her, otherwise my crew would start to suspect that I grow weak.
More specifically, I’d have to feed her to the sharks. And if there is a monster that be driving
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dread into spines of sailors, it be the giant sharks that lurk these here waters… and the smile
from a woman who thinks she can manipulate the souls of men like a bloody mermaid.
- So that’s a no, huh? - she pouted lightly and rolled her eyes in disappointment.
- On the contrary, lass, if I was half a bottle drunker you just might have had a shot at
even cutting me open with my own damn blade. - the captain took another sip from his bottle
before letting out a deep exhale in satisfaction from quenching his thirst and pumping his
heart to a jolly place with a good old fashioned pirate beverage.
- Can’t you make an exception? I’ll make sure she behaves, I promise.
- Tell you what. We’re gonna need amusement with so much rum and whiskey in our
blood. If you and your friends keep us entertained long enough, we might just not notice her
slowly undo her bonds with a knife. I might happen to leave it lying around while trying
figure out if I’ll be sober enough to take off those pretty, laced undergarments of yours
instead of ripping them apart. - his smile never ceased to leave the state of maliciousness the
whole time he was examining her body from top to bottom.
The young woman smiled at him with an awkward expression on her powdered face and
avoided any eye contact out of lush, flattery embarrassment. Unfortunately, she quickly
remembered she had friends to look after and thus left any thought of her lustful desires for
better circumstances. She understood well that the others did not feel the same about such
offers as her. Deep inside, she knew it was her duty to stay with them and distract the
drunken suitors from them in order to keep them safe, for she was the only one who did not
pay attention to it, or was rather not bothered by the idea. As the men played their
unimpressive gambling tournament to crown winners who will be approved by the captain to
bed the freshly fished-out maidens, Hellen thought of an idea that might just be logically
understandable enough to work and help her friends peacefully sleep through the night. She
left the captain to his good friend Jack Daniels and strolled off to the other pirates who were
rounded up in a big circle, singing lousy songs and drinking extensively.
- Having fun? - she playfully asked the pirates who were zoned out in their game.
- You don’t have to worry your little head about that, girly. You’ll be taken care of soon
enough. - one of the players glanced at her and snickered.
- I was just wondering… I was looking at you and trying to figure which one of you
could take the biggest amount of alcohol in their system.
- Are you suggesting we find out? - the other one laughed with a half empty bottle in his
hand and his head barely standing on his shoulders.
- That sounds like tons of fun! - she clapped her hands. - Okay, who takes the first shot?
- Don’t feel too bad about yourselves, boys. You’ll all probably be dead by the time I’m
done. - he took a long gulp of rum and ingested it with a slight shrug from the strength of the
drink.
The others followed in his path and each was determined to drink at least two and a half
bottle for their very ambitious goal. In the meantime, Hellen gave Lucille and Elizabeth the
signal to untie Natalie and hide someplace safe. The chocolate-haired beauty spotted a pirate
with his hair cut to his shoulders who was not really getting as drunk as she wanted. Even the
captain was already snoozing on the deck near the circle of commotion. She approached the
pirate who was still too sober for her because of his hair which seems to have attracted her
like a seagull to a fisherman’s boat.
- Care to join? - she offered him an unopened bottle with a heartwarming smile.
- Don’t think you can try to get me drunk. I know what you’re doing. - he muttered.
- Sorry… I was just trying to make the game more interesting. They seem to be having a
pretty good time.
- It’s a good thing the captain loves women, otherwise I would have tossed you into these
87

- It’s a good thing the captain loves women, otherwise I would
have tossed /you
intoAmber
these
The Boogieman
Claire
infested waters myself. - the look in his eyes began to intimidate the cheerful young woman.
- I don’t even know you and you already hate me. Explain yourself, stranger. - she
inquired with a little more attitude.
- Aren’t you here for the same reason as the rest of us? To find the treasure that every
man seeks for? Nobody knows what it looks like, nor has anybody ever seen it. But legend
says humanity would fall apart if we could all have it. - he smiled and muttered quietly.
- Well, unless you’re talking about gold, the treasure can differ. Not all of us want the
same thing. I know I want something I couldn’t possibly find buried somewhere. - she sat
down next to him and kept the conversation going.
- If the treasure is not what you want, then you are clearly not human. You are either a
goddess… or just crazy.
- And where do you expect to find this thing nobody knows anything about except that
they want it? - she sighed with a pinch of nuisance in her voice.
- We think Jonas might know where it is and that he’s taking us straight to it. - his eyes
looked up at the starts as Hellen could clearly see the ambition he holds within to give it his
best in the treasure hunt.
She scooted a bit closer to him and felt a sudden emotional burst inside of her for no
reason, making her hormones spark. Seeing how everybody else is too drunk to disturb her
courtship, she decides to try and put the moods on the stranger in hopes she will get her wish
granted. While he was silently sitting still, thinking about the infamous treasure the captain is
looking for, Hellen moved her head closer and began to breathe slightly heavier with them
facing each other so closely.
- What do you think you’re doing? - he growled and was ready to push her away with
great force.
The maiden got the signal and frightfully jumped back, moving a few spots away to let
the anger in her sink in from being rejected in such a way. From a pirate, nevertheless. The
other girls went to sneak out from the cabins to hide Hellen along with them as the enraged
maiden was glaring angrily at the floor. Fortunately, she remembered that there was still a
drunken captain who at least showed some interest in her. She happily skipped back to where
he was napping on the deck and sat on her knees near his body with a strangely overjoyed
smile on her face. Completely forgetting about the stranger and his stories about the treasure,
she placed her head on top of his chest with her legs lying on the hard, wooden floor. She
was simply happy to have a man she could cuddle with, for no one was sober enough to take
her to their cabin anymore. Natalie managed to get to her first, opposed to Elizabeth and
Lucille, who barely moved away from the door in fear the other pirates might wake up and
the sober one might spot them. Hellen shrieked lightly when the redhead pulled her away
from the hibernating, black-skinned host.
- What are you doing?! Are you insane? - she shouted quietly at her.
- Sorry! - the maiden shut her eyes and hunched her back in anxiety, also whispering and
shouting at the same time.
- Don’t apologize, just hurry up! - she dragged her quickly across the deck and back to
the cabins where the others waited after hearing Natalie’s anger outburst again.
Hellen apologized a few more times and Natalie finally asked her about what she was
doing with a more acceptable tone of voice. With three curious eyes peering into her soul,
she had no choice but to make something up to cover up her motives.
- One of the men told me that Jonas… I mean, Jasper… well, that he was sailing
somewhere they think some sort of treasure is hidden. I was just trying to rummage through
his pockets to see if he was carrying something useful with him. - she smiled innocently to
try and convince them into buying her almost true story.
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- As long as you didn’t actually try to french him. I believe you. - the redhead accept the
explanation reasonably.
- That was just a cover-up act so the other pirates wouldn’t think I was actually
rummaging through his pockets.
- Good thinking. - she nodded. - You’re a brave girl. If I had to as much as touch him I’d
sooner call the undertaker and have him make sure my coffin was ready.
- You reeeeeally hate him, huh?
- Enough teen girl chatter. We just have to play along until we arrive at out next
destination. Giselle must have been woken up like Sarah if she’s still missing. - Elizabeth
stated.
- How do we know who’s going to be waking up next? - Lucille wondered.
- I have no idea. - the blonde answered right away with her thinking face on. - I can’t
really make out a pattern. All I can tell is that every time we have a task to do, one of us is
separated from the group and ends up waking up without us to witness it.
- We’ll split up when we get there and get this thing over with, right? - Natalie smiled
with enthusiasm about finally returning to the real world.
- Too obvious. He’s smarter than that. - Elizabeth added.
- Want me to go ask him? - Hellen offered to volunteer.
- I don’t see a reason why not. - she shrugged.
- Just try not to wake anybody else up. - Lucille warned her.
And so, Hellen quietly pranced like a ballerina on her toes across the deck and leaned
over the captain, lightly poking him with her leg in the back and smiling. The others just
stared at them and watched from afar, wondering what a strange young woman she is.
Nevertheless, the captain woke up with a pair of gorgeous, pompous honeycombs hanging
over his head like a mother dangles a bottle of milk in front of her child’s face. He opened
his two abysmally black eyes and reached out with one hand in the air. She lightly moved it
away with her leg and spoke.
- Sorry I had to wake you up, but I’ve been meaning to ask… Which one of us is going to
wake up next?
- Just give me a moment, lass. I’ll be with you in a second. - he began to unbuckle his
belt without any lucky wile staring blankly into space up above.
She lightly took his wrists and moved his hands away from his pants: - I am extremely
grateful for the offer, but unfortunately, I can’t afford to look easy in front of my friends. And
I’m not, I just… Ever since I was a little girl the boys… and men… they were always…
- Don’t worry about that. - he pulled her closer. - If the fiery one learns to stand down
and stop fighting the force and let it consume her instead, she will succeed.
- Alright? Thank you for answering my question. That explained a lot. - she smiled back
and attempted to return to her friends when the captain so ruthlessly grabs her leg, almost
forcing her down on the ground.
The young woman gasped lightly and turned around to face him.
- Your sacrifice won’t save anyone, Hellen. She needs to figure this one out for herself. he whispered whilst grinning, looking up at her as if she was some form of deity. - What we
want is what we lack… You can’t give her what she wants unless you stop protecting her
and the rest of the group.
Hellen thought to herself and nodded. The captain let her go and continued his peaceful
sleep as she walked back to the girls with the news from their savior and captor. They
awaited her arrival with scorching anticipation and gathered around her so she could tell
them exactly what the captain told her: - He said if Natalie stops fighting the force and lets it
consume her, she will succeed.
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- So I’m probably next. - she looked around with her thoughts slowly wrapping around
her head. - That’s good. I’ll be waking up soon, then.
- What force is he talking about? - Elizabeth glared at her with a suspicious eye.
- I don’t know. But it doesn’t matter anyway.
- Are you sure? What if this isn’t just a game. What if he’s actually trying to teach us
something through these trials. What he has to offer might be very important. - Lucille
added.
- I’ve never been much of a student. - she shrugged.
The dark-haired one noticed the sun begin to rise above the horizon and create a beautiful
dawning view of the ocean through the window. Through the stale, wooden darkness of the
cabins in which they stoop, the sunlight peeked through and lighted their faces as if telling
them that a new adventure was waiting for them across the sea. The ship was shaken by a
monstrous waves from the side. Then again from the other. The crew was woken up by this
strange rocking in the middle of a sunny morning and our heroines rushed on deck to see
what was going on. Hellen leaned against the edge and was shocked to see two giant fins
circling the ship. They looked like massive bodies of two bloodthirsty sharks that were
getting ready to attack and sink the ship in hopes of feasting upon their drowned carcasses.
When one of them glanced directly into her eyes, the maiden ran to the rudder and took
control of the ship.
- Hellen! What are you doing?! - Elizabeth shouted out to her.
- Sharks!! - one of the men signaled the danger of ungodly proportions.
- Finally, something to kill! - Natalie grinned and took a small knife from one of the
running men’s pockets, cutting her dress in half.
- Feed them steel, mates! I want my ship to remain in one piece! - Boogie managed to
stand on his own two feet and ordered his men to prepare for a fierce battle. - Ladies, you
can either help or watch life drag us down with it.
- I’ll take this, thank you. - the redhead grabbed his blade and rushed off to action,
grabbing a rope and tying it together with the sword.
Lucille hurriedly tied another rope around her waist and connected it to the bottom of the
sail. Elizabeth found a pair of loaded guns and went to join the other sailors at shooting the
beasts, aiming at their eyes, head and gills. While Hellen was struggling to steer the ship
away from the monsters, they still kept hitting it with their gigantic tails, shifting the crew
around the deck as some of them went down to fire cannons. Lucille hanged on to the rope
and watcher her fried dive in with her roped sword, landing on the back of the second shark
and crawling on top to get to the head. With the waves clashing at the glimmering skin of the
underwater beast and Natalie, the other shark dives under them and disappears. The redhead
takes no notice of it and manages to get to the head, slashing her sword at the shark’s gills
and jamming it inside, then pulling it out by the rope. The shark started to shake and
disappeared into the water as well with a big blood trail behind its path. Lucille helped
Natalie get out of the water by pulling her rope. She grabbed onto the rail with her hard
breath torturing her as she panted. The young woman helped her friend climb on board and
the crew cheered due to their undeniable victory. But their joy is suddenly silenced by the
captain who raises his right hand in which he holds his gun.
- It’s not over. The other one isn’t finished with us just yet. Stand on your guard.
Much to their dismay, the captain was right. After a half a minute of nothing but silence
and serenity filled with anxiety and fear, the other shark who suffered from gunshots to its
thick skin, but was not severely wounded, swam up to the surface from underneath the ship.
It crashed into it and broke it to pieces before falling back into the water and creating a big
wave which swept all the fallen men and women with it. It returned after the splash to devour
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every sailor who was sucked into its massive jaws, including the captain. As it would seem ,
the heroines were the only ones who managed to catch the big wave while drifting on a few
boards of the ship. The wave took them directly to an island in the middle of the ocean and
the four foud themselves stranded on the beach. Luckily, they were conscious during the
process and are now trying to get their heart rates to calm down while laying on the hot sand.
The black-haired maiden kept coughing up water and was suffering from a light panic attack
from almost drowning and being eaten by a giant shark. They were not even friendly,
plankton-eating whale sharks. They were flesh-gnawing, blood-sucking, man-hating sharks
the size of the Titanic. The others seem to be alright, other than having almost died again.
- Which one of us keeps having such sick and twisted dreams…? - Natalie turns around
on her belly, trying to stand up.
- Don’t look at me, I usually dream of things that only happen inside my own house. Elizabeth explained.
Hellen rolled over to Lucille and patted her on the back to help her cough up the water.
- I’m fine… thanks… - she finally takes a deep breath and sighs in relief.
The four of them rose their heads only to discover the magnificent beauty of the island’s
fertile soil, flora and volcano rising from the middle and overshadowing them. They stand
tall and are soaking in the energy of the jungle towering over them.
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN
A Fruitful Paradise
In a tree house high atop the branches of the trees, hidden within the vines and leaves
lives the island’s very own hermit with his loneliness and only the plants to converse with.
He heard faint sounds coming from the beach which like voices made by female humans to
him. It could simply be another one of his hallucinations. It’s been almost 3 years since he’s
seen a woman who hasn’t tried to eat him or sacrifice him to a deity of nature and fertility.
The hermit climbed down from his home and went to the beach to see if he was imagining
English-speaking women or not.
- People… Civilized people… Company! Friends! - he shouted and ran over to them,
hugging each one like they were old friends he hadn’t seen in years.
- Woah, woah, woah! Calm down, guy! - Elizabeth struggled from his grasp.
Lucille and Hellen were both confused by this situation, but they were quick to realize
that the infamous Boogieman was now playing the role of an island hermit. Unfortunately
for him, Natalie was still not accustom to his friendliness and so she punched him in the gut.
Perhaps Boogie will be lucky enough to get a light kick in the knee next time they meet. But
for now, he fell on the ground, holding on to his stomach and letting out a tear of pure pain.
- You are either very forgettable or just retarded. - the redhead flipped her wet hair from
her face.
- Mercy… - he squealed while trying desperately to bottle up the pain inside him instead
of crying out and shouting like a pussy.
- You should really stop doing that. You’re going to get yourself seriously injured. Lucille offered him some advice to stop touching Natalie and helped him off the ground.
- Thank you. Sorry for… whatever it is I did to upset you. Are you shipwrecked as well?
- his eyes lit up as he looked at them.
- Kind of. - Hellen shrugged.
- I can finally stop talking to the trees now! You have no idea how it feels when the only
company you have are monkeys who steal your food or the plants. They don’t have a lot to
say. - he rolled his eyes.
- Okay, so what’s your name supposed to be this time? - Natalie sighed in
disappointment.
- Jared Wright. I’ve been stuck on this island for God knows how long. I was a sailor on a
cargo ship transporting valuables to the Spanish king. We were ambushed by pirates and I
was able to escape and swim to this island.
- Well you’ll be happy to hear that we we were just on a pirate ship and it managed to get
eaten by a giant shark. - Elizabeth elaborated.
- Giant shark? How strange.
- Two. - Hellen corrected them.
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- I see. Alright, follow me. I built a shelter up in the trees nearby. We’ll be roommates
from now on! - he smiled joyfully and led them into the forest.
- At least he’s not a horny pervert in this role. - Natalie commented.
- I wouldn’t be so sure about that. I’m sleeping with Lucille just in case. - the blonde
spoke as they ventured through the thick, green sea of floral paradise.
- So there aren’t any other people on the island? Just you? - Lucille inquired.
- There is a cannibalistic tribe west from here. They’re not very friendly, as you can
imagine. I tried to communicate with them, but I almost ended up as a ceremonial meal for
their gods. - he pulled down the ladder which was tucked away into a camouflage of leaves
and climbed up.
The rest of the girls followed him as he continued his story about the encounter with the
hostile tribe.
- Ungrateful bastards. I even got them a welcoming fruit basket. And what do they do?
They tie me up like I’m some sort of animal and try to roast me. - he complained.
- You built all this? - Lucille took a look around the tree house which was a pretty
impressive construct for only one man to have built.
- No, sweetie, that would require him to make an actual effort. He just used “magic” to
make it. - Elizabeth replied.
- If only. Took me five months to build this thing. Do you know how hard it is to sleep
knowing there are dangerous animals and cannibals out to get you?
- You have a shower? - Hellen asked as she noticed a little space in the corner that
resembled a showed made of bamboo sticks and smaller leaves.
- Yes. I built a pipeline that leads the water from a small stream up in the hill near the
volcano astray directly to my shower. Fortunately, it’s not that far, so I can repair it easily if a
monkey happens to crash into it. They die 90% of the time so I also get free food. - he was
showing them around the house as he spoke with enthusiasm. - This roofless space in the
middle is where I make a fire every night for cooking and warmth. Over there, that big pile
of palm tree leaves, is my bed. I managed to knit a blanket out of small sticks and cloth I
found in the wreck after my ship was sunk. The currents led it straight to the beach.
- Lucky, lucky. - Natalie added.
- This is the restroom. I apologize for not having any curtains installed since I’m not used
to having guests, as you could imagine, but that can easily be fixed. We can go get some
more leaves to make your beds if you intend to stay here. Trust me, it’s much better than
sleeping in mud.
- No shit. - the redhead made an attempt to put him down once more.
- Save it, Nat. He has a house and all we have is ourselves. - Elizabeth tried to hush her
up for the time being.
After rolling her eyes at Elizabeth’s comment, Boogie continued explaining the wonders
of his home: - This is the storage room. This is where I keep all the food I haven’t eaten. I the
walls are a little thicker so the heat doesn’t sneak in too much. So because this room has to
be kept as cool as possible for the food to spoil more slowly, I have a rule that this room can
only be opened twice a day. Nobody opens this room until after we’ve returned with some
extra food to store or to take food out. Sound good?
The girls agreed to his terms. However, the next one might not sound as reasonable to
some.
- Now, we will need more cloth for your blankets. I am going to have to ask you to rip
off parts of your dresses. We’ll use the material to knit the blankets. - he smiled awkwardly
and glanced at their half dry garments.
- Uhm… Alright. Sure. - Hellen immediately agreed, seeing that it is a reasonable
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proposal and that they don’t have much of a choice if they wish to survive in this hostile
environment.
Lucille was much more skeptical about the idea and waited quietly to see what the others’
response is going to be.
- Fine. Have it your way. - Elizabeth had to go with it as well and so she agreed to his
terms.
- Are you serious? Are you two actually agreeing to the terms of this weirdo? He can
make the damn blankets with his fucking magic powers, the only reason why he’s trying to
act as if this is supposed to be for real is because he thinks he just might get a chance to see
us naked! Tell me that’s not the least bit disgusting! - Natalie revolted.
- I’m sorry, Nat, but you should have already learned that questioning this guy’s methods
won’t make us wake up any faster, so might as well do it. Besides, you’re starting to act like
a child. As if he or anyone else in this world doesn’t already know what a female body looks
like. - Elizabeth made a clear point.
- No, that’s quite alright. She doesn’t have to do it if she doesn’t want to. However, you
will have to find some other source of cloth if you wish to have a warm rest. I used up all the
cloth I found from the ship and still had to rip off half of my pants and use my shirt and
jacket to finish my sheet. - Boogie explained.
- Lu? - Hellen turned to Lucille.
- I guess it couldn’t hurt… - she looked away and barely got herself to agree.
- Splendid. I’ll go pick some more leaves to make the restroom and shower curtains while
you girls gather the cloth for me. - he smiled and hopped on a rope to glide down back to the
ground, leaving the girls to alter their dress code.
They tore apart their dresses and took off some extra parts of their undergarments,
leaving only cover for their private areas and placing the peaces in a big pile. Having a slight
change of thought, Natalie gives in and sacrifices the remains of her dress as well, even
though she is determined to give Boogie one more kick in the gut for compelling her to give
in. While still waiting for Boogie to return after they finished their first task, the girls decide
to look around the tree house some more. It was actually not a bad place to live in and
Natalie soon discovered her hidden attraction for the place. Free from the clutches of
humanity and responsibilities, living by her own rules and simply enjoy the return to mother
nature. While others felt like they were trapped on in the prison, far away from civilization,
Natalie could feel a strong surge of freedom uplifting her spirits once she removed all the
excessive clothing from her body and gazed upon the beauty of this hidden gem of an island.
- You know, this isn’t really as bad as I thought. - Hellen commented while observing the
creatively constructed shower mechanism. - Living here alone with all the excitement,
adventure and beauty nature can offer… with someone you love. It may seem like a prison,
but I had a dream like this once before… It was a big, beautiful garden that looked similar to
this forest. Filled with green flora and magnificent creatures. There was only me and a man
in the garden… just like animals that don’t judge others by looks… And we would
completely be consumed by our instincts, making love on the shore of the lake.
Her face couldn’t stop smiling as she spoke and imagined herself being in paradise once
more. Natalie turned her head and glanced at her once, but decided to leave her with her head
in the clouds and continued to gaze at the scenery and breathe in the fresh air.
- Why do you need a man to be happy? - Elizabeth spoke. - You sure as hell won’t get
one if you’re constantly wishing for him either way.
- Everything I’ve tried so far resulted in failure. They don’t want me for a reason I can’t
understand. - she sighed with sorrow slowly dipping through her defenses.
- They don’t want you because you want them. Men are hunters, but they are also
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cowards. When people tell you that it’s better to have loved than lost than never to have
loved at all, tell them they can all go to hell. You have no idea how good you have it. A man
can only hurt you, make you feel unhappy and ruin you. If you have someone you care about
then you will only suffer more when he is away. - she explained with an angry, bitter tone in
her voice.
- You don’t understand why I want this. They made it perfectly clear I am not worthy of
love and never ceased to insult me and put me down.
- Which is exactly why you shouldn’t honor them with your affection. They clearly
deserve nothing of the sort.
- I beg to differ. - Natalie joined the conversation. - You want to know why you should
keep as far away from them as humanly possible? At first, it will seem nice and you will be
in love. But soon enough, you’ll become nothing more than a slave. You will have to cook
for him, clean for him, please him and get almost nothing in return. He will tell you where to
go and what to do and blame you for every mistake he makes.
- Even if what you say is true, how can you possibly understand why I need to feel
wanted? How can I make you understand that I want to feel beautiful because every waking
day of my childhood guys were constantly telling me how ugly I am. - Hellen was at the
break of tears and was trying her best not to show any emotions.
- Maybe I can’t understand. But I can tell you that I’d rather be the most hated person in
the world than be constantly put down and being told I can’t do anything for myself, forced
to work for my family because they don’t think I’m capable of living my own life. - the
redhead elaborated.
- What are you talking about? - Hellen puzzled. - What does that have to do with
anything?
- You’re not ugly, sweetie. If anything you are a very beautiful and kind young woman.
You just need to stop thinking a man could deserve someone like you. But all of us fall for
one at some point. I may not believe in God, but I believe something or someone up there
wants to keep you safe for a very good reason. - Elizabeth glanced up at the sky.
Hellen nodded and tried to occupy her mind by neatly folding all the torn cloth in the
pile. Lucille watched them talk vigorously and began to discuss the topic with herself as
well. Each of them had a different point of view and all three of them were correct. She
somehow felt bad for them. She felt unhappy because they felt unhappy in a way too.
Perhaps it may not be the best idea. But if she was going to relieve herself of this feeling, she
had to help them by asking Boogie for advice weather she liked it or not. A breathless silence
manifested itself into the atmosphere and Lucille excused herself, telling the others she’d be
looking for seashells at the beach. It sounded a bit dumb, but it was the first thing that got
caught in her brainstorming spiderweb since it was the only thing she ever did when her
parents took her and her brother to the beach. They would look for the little seashells in the
sand in hopes of finding one big enough to make a necklace out of. Just as she suspected, she
found Boogie on the beach, carrying big leaves of palm trees that had fallen on the ground
and piling them up in four piles, aiming for each to have the equal amount of leaves from
which he would make their beds. Lucille approached him quietly and offered to help him
out: “Would you like some help?”
- Oh, that’s very kind of you. Thank you. - he nodded with a light smile and explained to
her what he was doing.
She helped him gather up the leaves once he had written the number 12 with a stick in
the sand next to the pile she was placing her leaves on.
- Just remember to count how many leaves you picked up for the pile, alright? - he
added.
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- Sure. - she nodded. - I actually wanted to talk to you about something.
- Ah, I see. Nothing is for free, eh? - he laughed. - I thought you came to help me out of
good will.
- No, it’s not like that. - she stuttered a bit.
- It’s alright. Like I said, I’m glad to finally have some real people around to talk to.
- What I’ve been meaning to say is… The others started to argue over this thing… - she
looked everywhere but in his eyes as she spoke.
- I know. I heard the redhead all the way from here. She’s quite a feisty girl. - he kept his
jolly smile up.
- They were talking about men. Seeing how you are one, maybe you could tell them the
real truth so we can resolve the argument.
- Well, why don’t you tell them?
- They wouldn’t listen to me.
- Why not? You’re a person and you can talk just as much as they can. - he tilted his head
to the side.
- Hellen said she feels unwanted. I don’t get it. All throughout these dreams she’s been
very kind to me and the others. She’s beautiful and brave. She doesn’t boast about it, but I
would have really suffered mentally in some situations if she hadn’t stepped in to take my
place.
- She sounds like an amazing person. - Boogie smiled warmly while neatening up one of
the piles and returning for more leaves.
- They all are. Unlike me. So far I’ve done nothing to help. But that’s besides the point. I
want to help her like she helped me. So I want you to tell me what you think of her and how
she could find a person who will make her happy.
- Modest too. You have some redeeming qualities after all, miss “I’m just slowing them
down.” - he spoke. - I understand your concern. I’ve spent very little time with her to know
what she’s like as a person, but from what you’ve told me she really is something. I have
absolutely nothing against her exterior. I think you are all very unique and quite lovely.
- I know we’ll begin to fight at some point. You know that tension that starts to grow
between people who are together for too long? I can tell it’s going to be soon and I just wish
I can lighten things up so at least one of us doesn’t run off to do something stupid. I think we
both know who has the most potential for doing so. - the young woman’s mind began to clear
more as she spoke.
- You want to keep the group from falling apart. - he added.
- Yes.
- Because you have suffered from a similar event in that past and wish for history not to
repeat itself?
- My parents had a very messy divorce after my brother passed away. They payed no
attention to me and I was left on my own. I just don’t want to be left alone again, that’s all.
We need each other if we want to have any chances of surviving here.
- A noble cause to fight for… I like that. So, I’ll help you.
- Thank you. - she smiled back at him with a sincere look in her green-blue eyes,
glancing down at the ground a few times.
- But what I am about to tell you, you must tell them yourself. - he gave her a condition
she had to oblige to respect.
- Can’t you tell them?
- I’m sorry, but I can’t be a part of this. I can only give you information on the subject,
but you must act as their teacher.
- Alright. If you insist.
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- Now, what exactly did each of them say? - he began to question her.
- Like I said, Hellen thinks she is unwanted and undesired by men and seems to really
want someone for herself. Elizabeth thinks they are not to be trusted and that she is lucky she
doesn’t have one to worry about. Natalie… she says that women are like slaves to men and
lose their freedom when they fall in love. - she explained to him about their points of view.
- They certainly made us look like bastards, didn’t they? - Boogie tried to convert the
theme into a joking matter, but Lucille did not feel quite as amused. - Anyway… I’m
probably not the best example of the perfect man every woman desires, but I can certainly
tell you a clear fact. We all have our own path to walk upon. Some people have to go through
many partners to find the right person for them. Others end up having one love in their whole
life. Maybe your friend is one of those people who were destined to be with someone in
particular. Usually, those people tend to find love only when they stop searching for it. Oh
and, I’m sorry, I almost forgot. You haven’t introduced yourselves to me so I don’t really
know your names.
- Lucille Dawnsworth. The girl you’re talking about, the one with the brown hair is
Hellen. Natalie is the redhead and the blonde is Elizabeth. - she gave him a quick
introduction. - We just thought you already knew our names… I mean, you, not the character
you’re acting as…
- Uhm… I’m pretty sure I’m not pretending to be someone else.
- Right. Forget I said it.
- I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that, heh.
- But… when I mentioned their names a minute ago, you didn’t say anything about not
knowing who they were. - Lucille spotted a mistake in his character-changing pattern.
- Really? I didn’t notice. I know who they are now, so…
- Okay… - she sighed. - You were saying?
- Elizabeth accuses the male gender to be untrustworthy and the creators of all the
worries in the world and Natalie deems us terrible slave masters, in a sense if I’ve understood
correctly. - he began to ponder through his thoughts just like Lucille. - If you’ll permit me,
they both sound to me like women who have been wronged by a man in that particular area
of conflict they spoke of. Well, perhaps just one.
- What is that supposed to mean?
- Elizabeth. I don’t think Natalie is talking about men in particular.
- And who exactly was she talking about then? She did mention something about her
family though.
- I wouldn’t know. - he shrugged.
- How do you know she’s not talking about men in general? - Lucille began to cultivate a
large amount of suspicion about his advice-giving.
- I got the impression that she is a girl with a lot of anger inside her and she’s taking
advantage of every single situation in which she can blow off steam.
- Alright, makes sense.
- To sum it all up, what you girls need is someone to be the adhesive that holds
everything together. You, in particular. Now help me carry this back to the tree house. - he
used thin rope to bind the three piles of leaves together in four rolls and each of them carried
two back to their four-star tree house while Lucille thought about taking on the role of an
adhesive for her group, like Boogie suggested.
They returned safely since the beach is relatively close by. Then they placed the leaf rolls
on a little wooden platform and as soon as both climbed up, Boogie pulled the rope
connected to the platform to lift the rolls up to their level. He tied it on a wooden pole nearby
and finally carried the load inside where the others were quietly waiting.
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- Good news! We didn’t see any dangerous animals yet. - Boogie shouted as he walked
into the room.
- Darn… I wish you got eaten by a snake or something. - Natalie made a grumpy
expression while she was sitting on the floor, bored out of her mind.
- I appreciate your concern. We got the leaves for the beds and the curtains. - he threw
them on the floor and untied the ropes. - I’ll go attach a few of these while you girls take the
rest and make your beds using mine for reference.
The girls followed his instructions and began creating the beds made of the most
primitive and basic of nature’s materials on which they would be sleeping or simply lying
upon until their next grand adventure ensues. Meanwhile, their host installed the leaf curtains
by their request. The awkward silence was a heavy burden they had to bare as the sun began
to set. After finishing their assignments for today, Boogie took out the rest of the food he had
stored and made a nice, cozy fire from the rock pit in the middle of the room. He and the
girls sat around it, passing around fruit and pieces of wild board meat Boogie was cutting
into smaller bits with a sharp-edged stone. The girls, or at least the ones who enjoyed a juicy
steak every once in a while, placed the meat on sticks and held it over the fire like junior
scouts at a camping trip. Hellen, on the other hand, didn’t really enjoy meat as much as she
used to when she was younger. The taste became bland to her over the years and she didn’t
feel the same satisfaction of getting stuffed from a day at her father’s barbecue party. What
she wished to eat most at the moment was a big plate filled with roasted, crunchy, lightly
burnt potatoes with a cabbage salad topped with wine vinegar dressing on the side. Her mind
began to torture her with the magnificent tastes of blending sourness and cold that the salad
provided to its potatoey counterpart which was steaming hot and entwining around her
tongue like a melodious bundle of the most simple delicacy she had ever accidentally
discovered.
- So, uh… Natalie, is it? - he queried while trying to bust a hole in the coconut with the
sharp point of his cutting stone. - You decided to change your mind about the sheets?
- Blow me. - she casually retorted as she chewed on the bits of raw boar flesh without
letting it cook properly and inherit the golden brown color of freshly roasted meat.
- What does she mean by that? - the slender, athletically built hermit whispered to
Elizabeth who was sitting next to him.
- She said “yes”. - the blonde replied.
- Hellen, aren’t you going to eat? - Lucille turned to the young woman who was clearly
not interested in any of the food presented to her.
- I don’t really like to eat fruit in their solid form… Usually I jam them in a blender and
make myself some juice…
- Why didn’t you say something earlier? - Boogie grabbed a big bowl from a shelf near
the storage room and returned with it.
He took a few slices of mango and papaya, squeezed all the healthy juices from their core
with his strong and freakishly large hands that held his long fingers together. The colorful
liquid flew directly into the bowl like sweet, colored rain. He didn’t stop squeezing until the
last drop out of each slice piled up next to him was inside the mix. Hellen carefully observed
with shimmer in her eyes from such strength and oddly enough, began to feel a little too
happy about what she was looking at. After squeezing out the fruit for her, Boogie gobbled
up what was left of the dry peel.
- Eyes up, sweetie. - Elizabeth chuckled lightly, trying to snap Hellen out of her trans as
she stared awkwardly into Boogie’s claws.
Pretending he didn’t notice, he gave her the bowl and she happily accepted it after
blushing and shaking her head a few times. The rest of them began to eat and she drank the
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juice with a smile on her chubby face.
- If I may ask… Just out of curiosity… - Elizabeth asked the host. - Did it never cross
your mind that you could build a raft and sail off back to the mainland? I mean, granted it’s a
big gamble seeing how a lot of things can kill you just as much as it can here, but did you
ever think about it?
- I tried to escape more times than I can count. Every single time the sea would just bring
me back here. I set sail and got flushed back by a storm. I set sail and a big wave pushes me
back to the beach and crushes my raft. I set sail and my raft falls apart. At one point, I simply
yielded to the island. I thought about it for quite some time, trying to think of a reason why it
kept pulling me back. Then I finally understood. I understood how happy I really was here. I
was… free. Of course, I’ve been feeling a bit lonely. But not anymore! We are going to be
one big happy family in this paradise of a world!
- Good luck with that. - Natalie was still chewing on her meat like a wild lioness that was
gnawing on a fresh carcass.
- Thank you… for everything. - Lucille nodded at him with a light smile.
- Hey, don’t mention it. Us shipwrecks have to stick together. - he showed his gut-ripping
teeth which seemed to have ruined the pleasant smile he was going for.
After dinner, the group went to sleep on their leaf piles and used the ripped cloth pieces
for cover until Boogie would sow them together the next day. They had a pleasant sleep
because the animals gawking outside in search of a mating partner managed to keep their
shrieks to a minimum.
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN
Wild Into Jungle
Morning decided to drop by and the girls wake up to the rays of the sun peering through
the hole in the ceiling. They all wake up roughly at the same time since none of them are
heavy sleepers and wonder how weird it is that they managed to sleep in a dream. They
could hear water flowing in a certain part of the house and an annoying humming sound
created by none other than the musical genius of the Boogieman who was taking a cold
shower behind the leaf curtains. Nobody particularly cared for it and just lied in their beds,
thinking. All except peeping Hellen. She rolled over to her side and couldn’t let the
opportunity slip away. There wasn’t much one could see, but it was enough for her to stare at
his raptorlike feet and listen to the sound of the water dripping down his body as she pictured
it in her mind. Even though she kept telling herself that it’s only a simple pleasure, she
couldn’t help but feel a form of affectionate longing for the man that never leaves their side.
Creeping and crawling closer to have a better look crossed her hormone-overloaded mind,
but she decided not to go that far from countless unpleasant past experiences. A wonderful
tingling sensation manifested itself inside her as she playfully waved her legs around like a
kitten tossing and turning with a ball of yarn.
- Honey, what are you doing? You look like a cat. - Elizabeth rose her head up and
watched her have another jolly episode.
- Oh, sorry. - the maiden immediately stopped what she was doing and sat up straight. - I
was just bored.
- You have a very strange and inventive way of amusing yourself. - she smiled at her.
The awkwardness would have to wait. The second Hellen heard Boogie exit the shower
her heart pumped up as she turned around, eager to see at least 3 quarters of a man’s body.
She did a very good job in hiding away her eyes, yet still making sure the view was fully
experienced and not blurry or anything that could dampen it like his body currently was.
Leaving the floor soaked in his path, Hellen’s eyes followed his every muscle whilst he was
walking past them to grab his clothes. He washed them last night while they were sleeping
and left them to dry on a rope which was spread and hung over a long hole in the balcony
floor through which water would drip from the hanged clothes and water a couple of berry
bushes he’d planted down below. He picked up his clothes and went back into the shower to
get dressed to Hellen’s disappointment. Nevertheless, she sat still, trying to keep her feet
under the covers so that none may see them in all their small, wide, mini hobbitlike disgrace.
After their fearless leader got dressed, he waltzed up to them and began listing todays to-dos.
- Alright, ladies, I am going to take this time to familiarize you with my routine before
we do anything else. We shall split the tasks and have one for each of you every day. I will
usually go hunting for fish and wild animals, but today I’ll be sowing up the blankets for
you. Natalie, you could hunt for me since you seem like a very capable woman. - he
100

you. Natalie, you could hunt for me since you seem like a veryThe
capable
woman./ Claire
- he Amber
Boogieman
elaborated.
- You got something I can kill them with? - she inquired.
- Spears and a slingshot are in that corner over there. - he pointed to them and continued.
- Elizabeth, you will be fetching the wood for the fire. So be sure to gather up as many
branches, dry grass or leaves you can find. Lucille will be helping me with the repairs and
Hellen, you can gather fruit and tend to the garden.
They all agreed to their assigned tasks and the battle against the forces of nature was on.
They all went to their stations, whereas Natalie grabbed the spear and slingshot and ventured
forth into the wilderness to catch some edible beasts. Her quest seemed simple enough. She
naturally thought there may be a lake around here somewhere since Boogie mentioned a
stream flowing down from a hill. She might be wrong, but it was a start and so she began
with her search. Everything seemed peaceful enough. She was walking through the forest for
quite some time, but spotted no wild animals to slay other than monkeys who she didn’t even
bother to run after seeing how they can climb and swing on trees. At one point, she managed
to come across a lake in a clearing with three waterfalls flooding down into it. It was a
magnificent sight to see and she took a few moments to sink the beauty of mother nature in
as if it was built to perfection. She climbed down some rocks and looked for some fish to
slaughter. The water was clear and it looked like there were not many fish that found home
inside it. Out of the blue, she was startled by the sound of leaves rustling nearby. She readied
her spear and gasped, cautiously looking around for any signs of movement. Before her eyes
appeared a young man who approached her out of the bushes. His skin was golden-tanned
and decorated with colorful ceremonial paint. His apparel was made of dried leaves and grass
which made up his “necklace”, wrist and ankle braces and something that resembled a
headband. The man seemed to be wearing only loin cloth with a polychrome, zigzag pattern
that hanged up to a point just beneath his knees on the front and on the back. The two eyed
each other like ferocious tigers who dared not let their eyes wander away from their pray. He
was carrying two daggers around his waist, but seemed to have no intention in making use of
them. Even so, he was still quite interested in Natalie and intrigued by her strange
appearance. She did not resemble the women in his tribe at all. The redhead caught his
undivided attention and curiosity completely. Natalie, however, did not take the encounter
lightly. She was prepared to put up a fight if the native came close enough.
- You speak English, nature boy? - she decided to try and communicate with him, seeing
how she is in a dream and anything is possible, so might as well do it.
- I do. - the native spoke up and took a few small steps closer.
- Okay, that’s good. - she started to mimic his movements, only opposite of what he did,
taking a few steps back. - What do you want?
- I am not here to fight you, woman. - his accent appeared to be leaning towards
Jamaican, also sounding pretty deep and masculine. - You can stop pointing that thing at me.
- I’ll stop when I want to. Now answer my damn question! - she thrust her spear in his
direction, making a failed attempt to intimidate him.
- You needn’t be frightened. I am not going to bring you harm.
- Likely story. Just like you didn’t want to eat that perverted scumbag, Jared, or whatever
he calls himself now. - she growled.
- The outsider? He was stealing our food. He had to be punished for his wrongdoings. the native rose his head and eyed Natalie with a smear of vanity in his eyes.
- Ha! I knew it! Finally some people who see him for the evil dipshit that he is. - Natalie
laughed, yielding her weapon and reaching out her hand to shake on newfound friendship. Natalie Angler.
Staring back at her hand, not exactly knowing what to do, he reached out his arm in the
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same manner. - My name is Umut, son of Veragua and Nicoyatl.
- Don’t really care who gave birth to you, but okay. - she added, then firmly grasped his
hand and shook it.
- Your skin is much softer than that of women from my village. - his eyes glanced down
at their merged hands with a smile so light it could barely be detected.
- It’s a neat little trick called bathing. - she mocked him and pulled her arm back. - So
what are you doing out here all by yourself in the jungle, new best friend?
- I think I should be the one asking that question. - the man chuckled delightedly at the
young woman’s bravery.
- I’m looking for stuff to kill. - she smiled at him while she was showing off to the
unintelligent buffoon, as she would think of him.
- You are a hunter? - his interest to hear more about the white woman’s tales grew ever so
large.
- Hunt-ress. Big difference. I’m much smarter.
- You seem like a very wise and strong woman, Natalie. - the grin on his face began to
form a very pleased smile.
- Thank you! It’s so rare to find people who appreciate my awesomeness these days. But
let’s not get ahead of ourselves. - her eyes sparkled in joy and her cheeks blushed from
flattery. - I was hoping you could do me a teeny, tiny little favor.
- Maybe. - he tilted his head to the side, still keeping that estranged smile on his face.
- I can’t find any fish in this fucking lake! What kind of stupid lake is this if it doesn’t
have fish in it?! - she complained.
- They are in there. - he turned his head to the direction of the lake.
- I just told you, Tarzan. THERE. BE. NO. FISH. IN. THIS. MOTHERFUCKING.
LAKE.
- There is. One simply has to take a little more time to look. - he walked over to the water
and crouched, staring silently into the crystal liquid.
Getting curious, Natalie crouched next to him and stared into the water as well. After a
few minutes of silence, she could finally spot fish with gray scales that camouflaged them,
helping them blend in with the rocky bottom.
- It would seem you lack the patience to become a master in the art of the hunt. - his light
laughter felt like he was making fun of her.
- Okay, I see your point. - she admitted defeat very unwillingly. - You can at least stop
being so amused by it since I accepted the fact that you’re right and I was wrong.
- I am only amused by the way you speak. You seem to switch between anger and joy a
bit too quickly.
- Don’t push it. - she glared at him.
- Would you like some help? - he offered his assistance regarding the matter of fishing.
- I don’t need any help, I can catch fish with a spear on my own, thank you very much. the young woman rolled her eyes and looked away.
- Very well. - he replied, stood up and began to take his accessories off.
- What are you doing? - she eyed him suspiciously.
- Going fishing. - he glanced back at her and continued on with his own business.
- I told you I don’t need help. And for heaven’s sake you can fish with your clothes on
too, fuckass.
- The biggest ones always hide in the deepest parts of the water. I will be much faster
without my clothing holding me back. - he replied with a deep, yet gentle tone of voice,
showing that he was dead serious.
Without Natalie even getting a chance to make a counter-argument, Umut took off his
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loin cloth without any shame, grabbed his two daggers and paced deeper into the water.
Disgusted, yet amusingly shocked by his actions, the redhead did everything she could to
stop herself from looking directly into his reproductive organ.
- DUDE!! For the love of fuck, not everyone wants to see your dick! Show some dignity!
- she shouted out at him while trying to keep her eyes covered.
He ignored her and dove into the water, disappearing from sight. Natalie peeked from
behind her hands and noticed that he was gone. After almost two minutes of waiting to see
where he would pop up on the surface, she groaned to herself and rushed into the water to
look for him, assuming he was still alive, but barely. She dove into the depths of the lake in
search of her new friend, if you can call him that. She didn’t seem to find him on the first go,
so she surfaced for air and went back down to take another look. A big, silver fish with small
jaws and razor teeth that were peeking out of its mouth swam past her and startled her. What
then startled her even more was Umut who happened to appear out of nowhere and jabbed
one of his daggers into the gills of the fish, pulling its still struggling body upward. Natalie
followed along and they both gasped for air as they surfaced. The fish fought with every last
inch of strength, so the native put it out of its misery by giving it a few more stabs. The
young woman stared at him awkwardly for a couple of seconds and let out a high-pitched
shriek once the fish’s tail made a large cut on her left thigh when it was still struggling to
survive. She grabbed her thigh in pain and wished desperately for it to stop hurting. The
blood slowly began to mix with the blood of the fish when Umut realized she was hurt in the
process. He cut off the lower part of her outfit which consisted of the lower and upper part
like an underwear bikini of some sort and began to wrap it tightly around her wound to stop
the bleeding until she could get real medical attention. Trapped in deep shock, her glances
ran amok. She struggled and tried to push him away while keeping her legs tightly together
as much as possible, but she was no match for him. The native managed to tie a knot after
wrapping the cloth around her upper thigh and dragged her back to the shore.
- Are you insane?! What kind of sick weirdo are you?! You’re just as much of a pervert
as that other guy!! - she yelled at him from the top of her lungs and looked around for
something to cover her private parts with.
- Hold still if you value your own life. - he gave her a stern warning and pinned her down
on the ground.
She took it pretty seriously and decided to shut up just until she was out of harm. Umut
grasped her by her thigh and proceeded to suck out the poison from her wound. Natalie
hissed and moaned through her teeth for a short amount of time. After spitting on the ground
near her for the third time, her rescuer volunteered to help her up. She took his hand and sat
up, suddenly feeling much less rage and beginning to see a good reason behind his actions.
- Thanks… - she spoke softly while staring deeply into his eyes and trying to cover her
bare skin with her arms.
- We still need to treat that wound properly. Come. I will take you to the village healer. he strapped his clothes back on while he spoke.
- Do you at least have something for me to cover myself with? I know you saved my life
and all, but I still don’t wish for the whole world to see my bare ass, thank you.
The native smiled and picked up a pair of palm tree leaves that had fallen off around
them. After giving them to Natalie and waiting for her to tie them up around her waist
somehow, he took her back to his village, as promised. It was brewing with life and busy
villagers all going through with their daily jobs such as skinning, cooking, stone carving and
all the primitive cultures you can think of. The one thing Natalie managed to notice upon
arrival was that she couldn’t spot a single woman or female child in the village. Passing by
and ignoring glances, Umut walked over to a big hut decorated with abnormal and grotesque
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wooden masks, along with skulls and beads. He shouted out something in his native tongue
before kneeling down and urging Natalie to do the same. She hesitated, but followed his lead
and before they knew it, the tribe’s chief walked out from his hut to greet them in all his
body-painted, witch doctor glory.
- Oh hi Natalie! What brings you here this fine day?
- Wha…? Aren’t you supposed to be the hermit? And why aren’t you back at the hut
helping out with the chores? What kind of bullshit is this? - she questioned him and stood up.
- What hermit? Natalie, you silly goose. After I dropped you off in the future, I came here
for my vacation. These tribe people were kind enough to make me their leader, so here I am.
- he spoke with his arms wide open and a cocky grin on his face.
- Okay, whatever. Just get some fancy nightmare to wake me up and I’ll be on my way.
- Yeah… That’s not gonna work for me.
- I’m not asking.
- Change of subject. I see you’ve already met my son, Umut.
- You’re not a virgin?
- I adopted him.
- Makes sense. Now explain to me what the fuck is going on.
- You see, we just sacrificed our last women to the volcano god last week until we
realized we had no more women to reproduce with or to sacrifice. So I was thinking we use
you as bait for the other girls to come here so we can repopulate and hopefully have more
females born to sacrifice to the volcano god. - he laughed. - He has quite an appetite.
- Fuck no. I’m leaving. - she turned around and began walking in the opposite direction. Have fun with your sausage party, fags!
But before she even got a chance to take another step, she was surrounded by angry tribe
men with spears held up to her throat.
- Yeah, of course you’re gonna kill me. - she rolled her eyes.
- My men will escort you to your new home. - Boogie snapped his fingers. - Umut will
keep you company until you get settled. You’ll find some herbs there to help heal that injury.
You’re starting to bleed again.
The girl, reaching her point of tolerance, flipped the bird at him and walked into the
nearest hut with Umut by her own free will. Two of the men stayed outside to guard the
entrance as Boogie shouted out after them: - Oh, and be sure to scream a lot! I need the
others here ASAP!
She completely ignored what he had to say while stepping into the hut, oblivious to the
crucial information he has provided her regarding what will happen with her in a short
amount of time.
- Okay, so I’d appreciate it if you would find some kind of blunt weapon and hit me in
the back of the head with it. - she sighed and walked around the room nervously and
impatiently.
The young man ignored her and began to slowly trot closer to her without a spoken word.
His eyes revealed a devious mission that needed to be fulfilled and it indeed involved
Natalie.
- What? What are you staring at? - she growled.
- We need to take care of that cut. I have some herbs that should speed up the healing
process. - he spoke and went over to his counter and started preparing a form of gel out of
the herbs on the wooden surface.
Natalie had already been sitting down on the bed when the chief’s son came over to plan
the gel onto her wound. It stung a bit, resulting in her letting out a light hissing sound. After a
few more minutes, the bleeding had stopped and the wound began to close up rather quickly
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for its size. However, she didn’t question it since she knew nothing was supposed to be taken
seriously in dreams. Umut then stood up before her and leaned onto the bed with his arms
holding the weight of his body above Natalie.
- Guy, my legs are beneath your crotch. I bet if I hit real hard you’ll lose both of your
nuts. - she warned him.
- I don’t think it will be a necessity for you to defend yourself. I am your fantasy, after
all. - he calmly sat next to her and stared into the blank space in front of him.
- Do tell, person who I do not find attractive in any way other than being impressed that
you can speak English almost like a normal person.
- This is the chief speaking to you through Umut, Natalie. And yes I can do that. Voodoo
is my bread and butter and giving advice as the leader of this tribe is my milk and cookies.
But be not afraid, I will only be here for a short time to explain the situation. - a familiar
voice pattern rose from his breath as Natalie noticed his eye apples turned completely black,
mimicking Boogie’s lifeless stare.
- Awesome. Can I go now? - her sarcasm-filled tone never gives her a moment to breathe
as she speaks.
- You can hide behind those rolling eyes all you want, but you cannot hide the fact that I
have created a perfect picture of a character aspect for you to embrace. I’ve always known
you were going to be a piece of work, but I never back down on challenges. - his tone grew
into that of a wise old man with a very dirty sense of humor. - I don’t usually tell this to
dreamers, but you are ‘special’. Umut is a character aspect of a part of you that is held deep
within those barricaded defenses of yours. We both know what you truly wish for. Ask
yourself this… Are you sure that you are not the one keeping yourself from your desires?
Remember the hermit’s words. Is this island truly a prison? Or is it something more…?
With that, the darkness faded away from Umut’s eyes and he shook his head lightly.
Natalie could only stare back at him dumbfounded, trying to let Boogie’s words sink in.
Realizing that he was not a being that could be fooled, she let herself go to reveal the hidden
desire for her handsome savior she held locked away behind iron gates of her sexual
fantasies. In seconds, her arms were wrapped tightly around him and her lips were already
touching his. She was kissing him as passionately as if he was the first man she had seen
after years of abstinence. A little surprised by her will, the native quickly embraced the rare
chance to sleep with a woman after his tribe feared none would ever cross their path for
repopulating and feeding their god. The young woman was mad with the first breath of fresh
air she was given after so many years of self-discipline. Lustful and overflown with
excitement, her body shivered by even the slightest touch of her lover’s strong, dark-tanned
hands. She ripped apart the little clothing she had on her, relieved and blissfully happy to
have finally done something without giving a slightest damn about the consequences.
Deciding to have sex with someone she’d just met being the first and taring apart her clothes
without thinking about what she would wear afterward being the second. Her journey of
exploring this new, unbound world was not going to stop there. Feeling wet an aroused by
Umut’s predatory and animalistic intentions as he took off his garments made her body
release a rush of hormones through her. The prince of the jungle held her close whilst his
hands treaded through the unexplored treasure map that was the red-haired maiden’s lightskinned body. It was a sensation she would never forget even after she would wake up. He
entangled his fingers into the lava flowing down her back and grabbed hold as the rest of his
body pushed the helpless thing down, pressing tightly against her like a lion to secure his
victory over her. She felt excited just as she felt surprised by the sudden turn from what she
thought was going to be lovemaking. This new idea of turning a beautiful moment into wild,
instinct-based sex was more arousing than she thought was possible. She was eager to be
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subdued by her exotic lover and his intentions were not far off. He clung onto the top of her
thighs with one hand while the other pulled her hair up, forcing her body to arch.
- Am I the first? - his whisper sounded like a thundering roar to her sensitive senses.
- Yes… - she moaned out and closed her eyes to embrace the serene moment before the
storm.
- Unfortunately for you. - the heir replied and threw her head back down.
His surprisingly flexible bones managed to hold up a difficult mounting position with
support from his bountiful muscles. It would seem as a less relaxing state, but it provided a
deeper and easier penetration for him with Natalie lying on all fours. He slipped a pillow
under her lower belly and patter her back as she closed her eyes and eagerly awaited to be
devoured by him. Thus it began. Umut ruthlessly penetrated her without even considering to
see if she was completely ready. To the fortune of his woman, she was more than ready to
accept him, but her expectations were completely outranked by his size, forcing her to let out
a loud moan which already wasted a bit of the precious oxygen she was saving for the
climax. He rocked back and forth while holding a tight grip on her, sliding through the liquid
that began to drip down her legs as he rode. Natalie’s body lightly jerked from time to time
when the inside walls surrounding the elongated aggressor would squeeze it tighter from
pleasure. Compared to Umut, she was already a bit too tight and with the moist walls closing
in over time he felt like he was being milked. It gave him an itch that started to grow. Soon
enough, his speed and power increased, desperate to get scratched. The maiden, on the other
hand, could not find the strength to keep quiet. Her moans and feminine squeals made her
lover’s itch worse. It was a circle none could escape from. His grunts made the whole
experience for Natalie much more exhilarating. It became painful, but the pain helped her
reach the desired trance she longed for. The prince’s strength felt endless to Natalie. She had
no idea how long he intended to keep pounding at her, nor how long she would be able to
take it. Once she finally reached her peak, the innocent maiden let out a helpless cry as a
result from the overwhelming shocks. The fact that Umut had no intention of slowing down
nor loosening his grip that placed great pressure on her g-spot did not help. The pillow from
underneath her was already getting soaked and her mate kept his restless pace. Moments
after her full submission, he could begin to feel he was ready to claim her. His thrusts
quickened and his grip tightened one last time. Natalie’s moans and gasps for air did not
cease. She was still experiencing the aftershocks and he was only indicating he was going to
finish soon, resulting in her lower body almost becoming numb. With those last few,
powerful and quick thrusts she screamed for all to hear. A couple more seconds and Umut
slowed down and roughly shot the result of the ritual inside her. The girl was relieved that he
was finally done and let out one last squeal when he pulled back and lied down onto the
sheets. Unable to move, she spent ten minutes catching her breath before crawling back into
her lover’s arms for comfort. They were both breathless, to say the least. It was no surprise
that they fell asleep shortly after.
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN
Tribal Rites
Meanwhile, Boogie snickered by the thought of his plan succeeding once again and
began to contemplate about the next phase of the operation which was soon to take place.
After the two quieted down and most likely fell asleep, the other members of the tribe
shouted out to call for their leader who was back in his tent, playing with his pet turtle named
Cuppy. Hearing the alert, he dropped poor Cuppy onto the cold, moist ground and quickly
rushed out of the hut he hid his presence away in only to reveal himself once more to the
other girls in a spectacular manner.
- Oh, hi girls! - he waved at them with half his body still hidden away behind the curtains
that hung at the entrance to his domain.
- How did you..?
- I waited here for you guys after your little futuristic mission. Figured I could use some
rest and relaxation and these guys were nice enough to make me their chief. Isn’t it neat? - he
interrupted Elizabeth and jumped out before them like an animal would pounce on its prey. And seeing just how speechless you are, I figured we might begin with the ceremony!
- You’re going to eat us? - Hellen inquired with a blank stare.
- Heavens no. - he snickered and approached Lucille, tilting her face up and hissing
lightly as he spoke. - Although, it would be a privilege to enjoy the female body as it should
be properly consumed.
A bubbling pool of molten magma began to boil inside Hellen’s heart, corrupted with a
seed of jealousy which increased in growth acceleration. She looked down to hide away the
bloodthirsty expression on her face she was so ashamed of. Elizabeth was the only one to
notice Boogie’s faint grin as he glanced at Hellen who was holding her head down like a
feeding equine with her beautiful mane pouring over her shoulders like a chocolate waterfall.
Worried and disgusted by him for speaking to Lucille in such a manner, but still confused
because of Hellen’s reaction. The angered young woman kept staring at both of them under
all that soft hair with a heavy breath as if trying to contain her rage. Boogie, on the other
hand, patted Lucille’s cheek and trotted over to a wooden ceremonial carriage already
decorated with fresh leaves and flora, ready to hit the road.
- So which one of you two little innocent virgins wants to take a ride on the death train? he smiled and kept focusing his glances between Lucille and Hellen.
The girls all looked at each other with worried eyes when Boogie pointed his long,
skeletal finger towards the maiden that refused to look back at him and rose her head now
held up proudly.
- You, my dear, shall come with me. - he turned towards Lucille and took her little hand
in his.
Hellen immediately sprang into action, breaking the uncomfortable closeness between
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Boogie and Lucille while the tribesmen that caught them were off guard. She stood between
them when Elizabeth took Lucille in her arms to protect the girl that was at the break of
tears. The guards held their spears up, but Boogie immediately raised his hand to tell them to
stand down in hopes of hearing what Hellen had to say.
- Yes? - he stared into the sugary delight of her eyes.
Knowing what her body and soul did not allow her to say, she quickly thought up a
reason to give to the tall, dark beast as she took a few moments of silence to stare back at
him.
- Are you really prepared to waste a virgin on yourself? I don’t think your so called
“god” would be pleased if he knew you finally found two virgins and hadn’t given them both
to him. - she stood tall with a stern look in her eyes, ready to sacrifice anything in order to
protect her friends and keep Boogie’s attention on herself. - Are you too scared to pick on
someone who has the guts to talk back at you?
- Well, I am quite intrigued you finally managed to tell me what’s been bothering you.
I’m sorry if I’ve done something to upset you, my dear. And you are right. It was very selfish
of me to think that I deserve the gifts meant for our beloved god. - he smiled and rose both
his hands up before announcing. - You shall both go into the volcano!
Elizabeth felt the need to tell Hellen what a stupid mess she’s made, but knew she
couldn’t because there was no other way to keep Lucille away from Boogie’s sick and lustful
mind. He then spoke to the tribesmen and clapped his hands in a polite manner which led to
the following situation. They took Hellen and Lucille to a straw house for preparations and to
dress them properly for the ceremony while Boogie urged Elizabeth to follow him to his hut.
Seeing how two more guards were poking her back with oversized hunting sticks, she had no
choice but to join him as his guest. Inside, the situation was getting tense just like it was with
Natalie, only there were no animal urges floating around nor was it a friendly stare contest.
The blonde was glaring at Boogie like a mother hawk who wanted to protect her babies from
a hungry predator.
- You know you’re doing them a favor, right? - she tilted one eyebrow upward.
- I aim to please. - the demonic chief snickered without breaking eye contact.
- So what are you going to do now? Is it as I suspect or are you just a coward that hides
behind that grotesque body of yours? - her tone became quite aggressive, yet in keeping with
the tenderness of a young female’s voice.
- Oh, heavens no. I just needed someone to talk to. All these people ever talk about are
natural resources and problems. It’s very stupifying, to say the least. I’m used to talking with
more intellectually stimulating people.
- I see. Then let’s talk. I happen to have a question. - the girl sat down on one of the
smaller chairs as he did the same.
- Go ahead. Ask.
- Why did you glance at Hellen like that when you were invading Lucille’s personal
space? - she crossed her arms and legs and waited to hear a good explanation, knowing she
had caught him in a mouse trap.
The beast sneered and showed no signs of any anxiety. He confidently smiled back at her
with an answer already thought up in his mind. But he refused to answer the question before
getting more specific blueprints of her knowledge: - Like what?
- Like you were only trying to scare Lucille so you could see her reaction. - she said. - I
think I’ve figured you out, but feel free to prove me wrong.
- Yes, you do have me all figured out. - he spoke like a true mob boss as he played with
his fingers. - I like to toy with you girls and I know everything about each and every one of
you.
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- What does knowing everything about us have to do with this? It still doesn’t answer my
question.
- Oh, I think it does. I know where to poke. I know what buttons to push and how, the
beast within, to provoke. - he chuckled. - For you see, I have had quite a lot of time to study
the subject, but no opportunity to practice… until tonight. Okay, well, maybe I did, but you
girls are very special, which is why you were chosen for my training.
- What training? You talk as if we’re footballs for you to kick around. - she began to
argue.
- Don’t you worry, my dear. I’ll answer your questions. Just not now and certainly not
here. - he grabbed her nose like a grandfather were to tease his granddaughter when arriving
for Christmas Eve dinner with his family.
Elizabeth stared at him with quite a disturbing facial expression. Her primary goal was to
make a face that would indicate her displeasure about him touching her nose like she was a
child. Solving puzzles is her mind’s favorite pastime and she seemed determined to find the
truth about Boogie’s real intentions. Jasper, whose last name still remains a mystery, could
only be a figment of her own imagination. Since she is dreaming, the girls and the unholy
demon could very likely be just that. A dream. Of course, their host claims this is a special
kind of dream and from what she understands he is perfectly real in the waking world.
However, he has nothing to back that statement with. He claims his motivations are of
innocent, playful nature, but now he’s added a few more cards to his deck. The chunk of
cards that represent his motives, desires and emotional standpoints is almost completely
unknown. But Elizabeth may be able to decipher a few more with the cards she believes she
has. It will be a difficult test, seeing how the Boogieman’s mental skills are far to advanced,
even for her. It is as if he’s not even a human being. As if he’s all-knowing. Without desires,
hopes or dreams. A perfect celestial being that exists in a way, yet it does not and cannot be
proved so. A god.
- Your persistence is to be admired, Elizabeth. - he startled her in her brainstorming
trance.
- So you aren’t going to tell me anything? - she raised her voice a bit to make her inquiry
sound a bit more intimidating.
- On the contrary, I would be glad to answer all your questions if asked politely. And
when I feel like it. - he grinned with a grin so ridiculously large that it could have probably
made even the bravest of heroes shake in their pantaloons.
The blonde felt a bit dumb after hearing those words, seeing how most people always try
to hide most information about themselves. Besides, nothing ever gave her the indication that
he was willing to answer any “real” questions.
- Who are you, exactly? - she peered through the heavy mascara on her sensual eyes.
- I already told you that. I am the Boogieman.
- So your name is Jasper, right? Do you have a last name?
He leaned forth once more on his fancy chair to stare into the widows of her very soul.
His head and body kept perfectly still without the slightest shiver or muscle contraction. His
body turned as stiff as living stone. Alas, such stature did not scare Elizabeth one bit. The
only thing she feared was the unknown and she had a feeling she was going to find out a lot
more about the mysterious gambit of the night.
- My full name is Jasper Aries. - he smiled lightly with his big, black eyes.
- What are you?
- Hmm, I never really thought about that. It’s not really like I have my own species. I
take on so many forms on a daily basis that I tend to forget what I really look like in the
world of the living.
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- Are you saying this is death? That I am dead? - her voice began to ease a bit to a more
soothing variant.
- Your body is currently in sleep paralysis which is sort of like the same thing, but not
really. No, you are not dead, but you will be.
- What is that supposed to mean?
- It means I believe in you. I believe that you will conquer your fear and understand.
Energy is everything. And I mean everything. One can never truly “not exist”. Like energy,
we simply change form. Whether it be an angel, reincarnation or dust. - the black demon
snickered.
- You think I’m afraid of death? - the blonde continued to tirelessly find more and more
questions for him.
- What is death, really?
The girl thought about his words for a while and began to form a clear answer in her
mind, thus breathing them out of her lungs for the world to hear.
- Change.
- Very good. You have been given a very valuable gift, Elizabeth. A gift to see your fear’s
true face before it has confronted you. Be thankful. It will help you greatly when your time
comes.
- What does that mean now? - her eyes shifted between random objects in the room.
Anywhere but to look into his all-seeing eyes.
Boogie stood up from his chair and reached out one of his large and flesh-ripping hands
towards the dumbfounded lamb.
- It means you get to witness the grand finale.
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
A Single Sacrifice
With blissful, waking eyes Natalie yawned whilst stretching her arms and legs. Still
covered in sheets on a surprisingly comfortable wooden bed, she looked beside her only to
find the body which provided her with both physical and spiritual relief. Umut was still ever
so lacking in energy from their shared moments and sleeping on his stomach like a newborn.
She took a look around and realized she didn’t have anything to wear.
- Fuck. - she whispered leisurely.
She then proceeded to look around some more for anything she could use as temporary
clothing. After a mere minute of search, she decided that it was to hell with her disposable
one-night stand and took the blanket as her new fashion choice. While strapping the sheets
together, a parrot sat at the window and squawked which startled her a great bunch. Her first
reaction was running over to it and shooing it away so it wouldn’t wake the sleeping prince
now with his lower body covered by his own dressing cloth Natalie put on him so she
wouldn’t have to stare at the awkward exposure of his bare buttocks. Unfortunately, the
parrot stared at her quietly and refused to move even if she waved her arms around like a
psychotic lunatic.
- Natalie, it’s Jasper. - it repeated in between the most annoying parrot squawks that
could possibly exist.
- Oh. You’re doing the mind control thing again. What do you want now? - she sighed
and relaxed.
The obscure parrot seemed to cough like a regular human being that had something
caught in his throat and began to talk more fluently without the obnoxious noises in the way.
- I apologize. It’s not as easy to control animals as it is people.
- What is it? - she asked, but her tone was not nearly as hostile as before.
- I came to check up on you. I see you have finished with your ritual of spiritual merging.
- the parrot tilted its head to take a better look at Umut who was left without a sheet on his
own bed.
- I’m fine as you can see. Anything else? - she tried to speed things along so she could go
take a walk for some fresh air.
- I hope you’ve seen that spontaneity isn’t all that bad. Sometimes it’s much more fun to
open presents without knowing what’s inside them. Even if there is a chance someone may
have put a time bomb inside one.
The girl gave him an honest smile for the first time. The incredible sight really warmed
Boogie’s heart.
- So does this now mean you’re not gonna hate me anymore?
- No, I still hate you for putting me through all this shit. - her expression was constantly
switching between smiles and annoyed frowns as she spoke. - Thank you.
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- Not many find joy within safety. You have much to see and experience. You’re gonna
die sooner or later. Not worrying about your schedule once or twice won’t hurt anyone.
- Maybe. - she sighed and looked up into the clear daylight sky.
- There are a lot of definitions of the word “freedom”. There is also a big difference
between being carefree and being irresponsible. You don’t look like a lazy slacker to me
either. You deserve a little vacation from time to time. - the parrot tilted its head once more
and a fatherly grin could almost be seen through the ends of its sharp beak.
The girl kept gazing at the sky like a curious newborn who is only making its first steps
into life. She was so captivated by her thoughts that she did not even notice the black parrot
fly away, leaving her to bask in newfound freedom. However, the sparkle in her eyes was
quickly dimmed by the sight of smoke and dust ascending to the west whilst the winds carry
it. She set foot outside and gasped with a quick breath upon glancing at the sight. The village
was filled with torches and decorated with flower ornaments. The petal road was leading
directly to the sacrifice parade climbing up a narrow path to the top of the volcano. She
could barely see the shapes, but she couldn’t miss the only three light-skinned people there.
They marched with determination, not even slowing their pace. Natalie rushed as quickly as
her legs could carry her. From such popular movie scenes she used to see as a child almost
raised by television and morning cartoons, she knew exactly where they were headed with
her friends and why. Boogie was already with them, lazying around on his very own sedia
gestatoria. Of course, Hellen and Lucille were carried on one as well. Unlike poor Elizabeth,
who was forced to walk beside all the other sweaty tribesmen that kept glancing at her.
- Let’s sing something! - Boogie stated.
The others didn’t even bother to look at him they were so disappointed. Hellen, of all,
couldn’t believe it. She was fighting with herself. Debating over whether she should feel
angry for thinking of him in such a strange way or the fact that a man chose Lucille over her.
The rage and sorrow building up inside her were barely restrained.
- Oh, come on now Hellen. Of all people I thought you would be the most fun. - the host
grinned and leaned back into his chair with his arms behind his head.
The maiden’s heart did beat faster upon hearing such taunting words. She wanted to resist
and keep her mouth shut. But how could she?
- Shut up… - she growled quietly.
- What was that? - he leaned on the left arm of the chair with his hand holding on to his
horn.
- Shut up. - the whispering growl gradually began to form.
- If you want to say something, Bennett, then say it. Otherwise don’t speak to me like
that and keep your mouth shut. - Boogie’s tone changed in a split second from that of a
teasing, playful child to a mean-spirited teacher.
The tribesmen, obedient as they are, kept their focus of their task regardless of the drama
that was set on the scene, but Lucille and Elizabeth stared blankly at Hellen who had
released all her fury with the power of her voice.
- NOBODY TELLS ME TO SHUT UP!!
The silence was as thick as if death was roaming. You could only hear the feet thumping
against the soil the tribesmen walked upon. Boogie’s face once again shifted to that of
intrigue and delight.
- Why is that? - he entwined his fingers together in true James Bond villain fashion.
- Every time I would make a smart comment in class in high school, the others would
sigh in nuisance and roll their eyes. After class they would ask me why I feel the need to say
so much. In other words, they would tell me… to shut up. I hate it when someone tells me to
shut up. Nobody tells me to shut up. - tears began to roll down her gentle face which was a
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bit more abundant in flesh than those of others.
The blushed red color on her cheeks began to surface.
- Now I deserve to feel that pain. Do I not? - with one eyebrow risen up higher, he never
broke his gaze into the glassy, chocolate-colored eyes that reveal the might of her emotions.
- No. You deserve much worse.
- What’s the charge?
The girl’s breath suddenly disappeared. Caught off guard by his question, she did not
have a clue how to respond. How could they understand?
- Aren’t you going to tell us, Hellen? - he laughed.
The demonic ringing in the maiden’s soul was chiming louder and louder. She felt
possessed. Such anger. Such passion. Her face expression turned neutral and cold. She turned
her face and tried to ignore him for the sake of her reputation.
- Very well. I shall then take this opportunity to announce my engagement with
Elizabeth. - he grinned maliciously and gazed forward.
- What?! - the blonde gasped in confusion.
In the distance, Lucille heard someone shouting out her name, just barely. But she was
too preoccupied with the situation to take notice. Meanwhile, Natalie was closing in on them,
not even running out of breath. She was shouting at the top of her lungs, but it seemed they
were oblivious or unable to hear her. She saw an even more troubling thing at that moment.
Hellen hopped off onto the ground and began speed walking to the top on her own.
- Hellen, what are you doing?! - Lucille shouted out after her.
- Hellen!! - Elizabeth repeated.
Boogie motioned his guard to let the brunette walk, yet they did not allow Elizabeth to
pass once she began to follow her. Lucille started to feel grave anxiety as she had no idea
what to do. Her helplessness at that point made her feel so weak.
- Stop!! - Elizabeth tried to shout her into submission. - Get back here right now!! Can’t
you see he’s lying?!
- Of course I do. I’m not an idiot. - the maiden spoke in a regular tone of voice, but still
loud enough for the other to hear her as she was leaving them in the dust.
- Then what is the problem?!
- It’s nothing!
Boogie looked quite amused by the show. He turned his face to Lucille and decided to
pick on her a bit as well.
- Aren’t you worried about your friend, Lucille? - he inquired.
- Of course I am! - she whimpered lightly.
- You don’t look very worried. Taking a few steps forward to try and pursue your friend
too much work for you? - he chuckled deviously with a mocking tone.
- N-no! I’m just- Scared?
Lucille had no words to say. She couldn’t figure out how to react and turned forward with
her eyes shut in attempt to ignore him as the horrible voice of doubt that dwells inside every
soul spoke to her.
Upon reaching the top, Hellen approached the edge of the mighty volcano and stared into
the molted lava bubbling beneath. Natalie noticed her and knew there was no faster way to
get to her but to do a little mountain climbing. An overpowering surge of energy flooded her
body and she began to climb the rocks like a super-powered athlete from energy drink
commercials. All she could think about was stopping her friend from doing what she
suspected she would do. Fighting against gravity like a champion, her determination led her
straight to the top.
113

The Boogieman / Claire Amber
- Hellen!! - Natalie shouted out her name.
She turned around and saw the redhead clawing her way to pull her body onto the flat
surface. After helping her up, the two had a little talk. The fierce woman had no need for
catching her breath after climbing the volcano on her own with ease. She could only focus on
scolding Hellen.
- What the hell is wrong with you?! Why the fuck were you going to throw yourself off
the edge?! - she shouted with her mighty voice.
- What? Oh, no no no. You got it all wrong. - the maiden began to giggle whilst wiping
the moisture off her face which were a result from bitter tears. - I was just going on ahead
without the others because I really couldn’t listen to Jasper’s bullshit any longer.
- Oooooookay. Just, please, step away from the edge so my heart can be at peace.
The two could hear the others arriving at the top, so they naturally turned around to face
them.
- The gang is finally back together! - Boogie applauded as he stepped onto the ground
and walked towards them. - Everyone! Prepare for the ritual. Now, if you two ladies would
be so kind as to step onto the platforms to your left and sit on your knees with your legs
spread, that’d be nice.
- What are you blabbering about? I thought… - Natalie tried to understand his behavior.
- You thought what? My dear, just because some get the privilege to get advice from me
doesn’t mean I like them. Of course, I do like you. You’re okay when you’re not trying to
make me sterile using brute force and your fists. But, unfortunately I have a village to take
care of and an angry, horny god to feed, so I’m going to have to ask you to get comfortable
on those platforms like I said before. - his deceptive smile fooled them once more.
- Make me. - she smiled maliciously back at him, taunting.
- Well, I tried. Let us begin, gentlemen. Lower the bridge.
The tribesmen each took positions to fulfill their given roles. Some of them were
guarding Elizabeth and Lucille, some were creating primitive music on their sacrificial
drums and some were prepping the scenery, such as lowering the wooden boards that would
each enable a single person to walk over to the middle of the volcano’s mouth. As girls
observed Boogie closely, he walked over to the end of the board and raised his hands,
speaking in an unknown language with closed eyes. His words almost matched the beat of
the drums to perfection and was in sync, creating a melody of bizarreness to any stranger
who would listen closely. He then proceeded to carefully turn around to face the four girls
from his viewpoint. He opened his eyes, fearless about the fact that he is standing above the
scorching magma pool. Another few second of glancing and he released his balance with a
grin, falling into the fiery pit. The four gasped in fear and surprise, for the sight they had
witnessed was surely one to think about. The drummers stopped and the whole world was
silent for a few moments. Just then, a gigantic flaming abomination rose from inside the
volcano like a giant. This twisted creature of the far cosmos took form of some of Boogie’s
features along with the attributes of the volcano god himself. His loud, creeping voice
laughed at the ants before him, filling their confused little faces with terror.
- Shit… - Natalie added.
- Indeed… - Hellen said and was staying perfectly still, trying hard not to look
intimidated by the size of the lord of fire.
- For so many years, I have rested… - the god hissed. - You petty maggots are late with
my sacrifices yet again.
Lucille hid behind Elizabeth and held onto her attire as tightly as she could, keeping her
eyes shut in order to spare herself the horrifying image.
- Such a pitiful race… - he spoke once more and lowered his head to face them. - Yet
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such vibrant souls and flesh is very difficult to find. Step closer and let the flames consume
you… or be destroyed.
- Beth? - Hellen glanced at her. - Any ideas?
- Not at the moment… - the young woman’s gaze was set on the monstrosity that was
about to send them into their doom, calm, collected and clueless regarding the means of
defeating it.
- We can think of it along the way! Now run!! - Natalie shouted out at them and the
collected group began sprinting down the mountain as easily as if they were in a video game.
The volcano god’s fingers started to twitch while the magma beneath him was rising into
his palms. He kept his focus on the girls and patiently waited for is energy to build up.
Lucille couldn’t help herself but turn around to see what happens next. The focus slowed her
down a bit, but she witnessed the unleashed wrath of their enemy. The flaming abomination
jerked his arms forward and released a lavalance down the volcano. Before Lucille’s very
eyes, the still obedient soldiers stood perfectly stiff like stones as the lava poured over them
at a great speed. They did not even so much as blink or flinch. In the meantime, the heroines
were running away with death closing in on them. Lucille’s energy got a severe adrenaline
boost and from the end of the marathon line she moved to first place and outran the others.
The terrain was rough, unforgiving and unstable, but the girls ran down that mountain like no
human being could. That kind of agility can only be seen in dreams.
- Why do you run? It only delays the inevitable. - spoke the volcano god, knowing the
pouring lava was soon to catch them in its grasp. - Release your soul.
Suddenly, an idea was conceived inside Natalie’s head. She realized the meaning, the
reason and the path she must choose. She now understood what must be done. With that flash
of consciousness, the redhead stopped right in her tracks. Hellen managed to notice she
wasn’t following along and they all stopped simultaneously once gives the notice.
- Nat!! What are you doing?! Run!! - Hellen shouted.
- Hurry!! - Lucille added.
The redhead shook her head with a smile and proceeded to speak with a calm tone.
- I just realized something. - she said.
- What are you talking about?! Just go!! - Elizabeth tried to get her to move, but there
was no hope to begin with.
- You can’t fight life… - her voice echoed through the whole island. - You just have to let
it take you along and make the best of it. No one can take away my freedom but my own
self. So I’m not going to let myself cage me again… I hope we see each other in reality,
guys. It’s been fun.
With those last words, Natalie turned around to face the stampeding lava that washed
over her and the girls in seconds. The skies were black and covered in ashes that moment
when Natalie faced her demise and woke up startled in the comfort of her bed. In the end,
she still kept her smile on.
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
Back From the Dead
Lucille’s eyes opened up to taste the light after her slumber under the cooled ashes.
Unfair as life and dreams can be, she was greeted by unholy darkness. Like a blind mole she
began to feel her surrounding which resulted in having trouble breathing once she discovered
she was, in fact, trapped under layers of earth. This small, confined hole in the ground
enabled her to breathe, but her anxiety was the one stealing all the precious air from her
lungs. The warm earth binded her and the poor thing had no idea which way was up.
Everything she thought of seemed hopeless and so her fear started to smother her more
aggressively. She began to experience a panic attack, knowing only God or McGyver could
save her. The fear was overwhelming and she prayed she would wake up and greet salvation.
In this stare contest with death, one soul did save her from further torture. The bright sunlight
roundhouse kicked her eyes like the holy presence of Chuck “the savior” Norris. She tilled
the crumbling earth with her nails in desperation. Two abnormally large, black hands
grabbed her arms and pulled her straight out of her germ-infested prison and onto her own
two feet (which were not gnawed off by evil man-eating scorpion moles in the process of her
still living body slowly preparing itself to fertilize the soil, thank God).
- Good lord… We have a live one here, gents! - the person in front of her that looked like
Boogie dressed in the douchebag from Disney’s Tarzan outfit spoke in an annoying-I have
more money than the whole length of the Chinese wall measured in centimeters-British
English accent. Some of the other excavators ran hurriedly to provide a blanket and water for
her.
- You alright, love? - he grabbed the blanket one of his employees handed to him and
covered her up. - How in the world did you manage to get stuck down there? Are there more
of you?
Lucille had no time to answer, for she was shivering like she was infected with a deadly
cold and trying to calm herself down.
- Boss! We found two more! - an excavator shouted from the distance which caught both
Lucille and Boogie’s attention.
He gave the terrified girl a pouch filled with water and strolled off to see what other
treasures his employees had dug up from under the scorching desert sands.
- My, my. Aren’t you girls lucky? - he thought to himself as he thoroughly examined
Hellen and Elizabeth with his big, deadly eyes as if he was lying them on the girls for the
first time… again.
With a snap of his fingers, the excavators wearing Arabic, white robes brought them
some water to help the unfortunate creatures recover more easily after being trapped under
the sand.
- How many more are there of you? - he stared directly at them with concern whilst
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- Where’s Lucille? Is she here? - Hellen let out a frightened squeal and began to turn her
head in all kinds of directions in hopes of finding her friend alive and well.
- She has long, dark hair and… - Elizabeth began to describe her.
- She’s right over there. Good thing too. One can only wonder for how much longer you
would have lasted down there. - the tomb raider took off his fancy exploration hat as a sign
of respect towards the pretty ladies, then bowed like a true aristocratic gentleman. - James
Harvey. Famous explorer, antique relic smuggler and archeology diplomat. Very pleased to
meet you, ladies.
The girls were relieved to see Lucille was well after that disaster of a lavalanche covering
them up under a heavy layer of ash and molten lava.
- Now if you two would be so kind as to answer a few questions for me… Who are you,
exactly? How did you get yourselves trapped beneath the sand?
- Hellen Bennett… - Hellen mumbled in annoyance, for she was still ticked off by him
for what he said on the island.
- Elizabeth Paras. - The blonde stated. - We were exploring and I accidentally pushed
away a few rocks which made the underground tunnels collapse while looking for my
contacts.
- Excuse me?
- Forget it. We got trapped because we’re idiots, is that alright? - she tried to cut the
explanation short.
- How convenient. So I am supposed to believe you three weren’t looking for the treasure
and you just so happened to have gotten trapped under the sand?
Elizabeth spotted a good opportunity to find out more about this treasure Boogie speaks
of. Perhaps he might be persuaded to lead her to it if her skills don’t fail her.
- Very good. As a matter of fact, we found it. But… the tunnels collapsed and I lost it.
- So it may still be down there? - he inquired and raised an eyebrow to emphasize the
amount of interest he has.
- And I know exactly where it is. - she grinned.
The sly beast smiled back at her and took out two pistols from his belt under 5 seconds
and pointed it directly at Hellen and Elizabeth. His trigger finger was calm, yet they both
feared for their lives upon seeing the pistols pointed at their foreheads close enough to feel
the ashen metal against their warm, silky skins.
- Then you shall be my tour guide. I saved your lives and I can take them just as easily. his expression truly did represent that of a psychotic murderer that could easily shoot them
with no guilt to haunt him.
- What do you need those for? - Elizabeth gulped.
- Oh, Beth. You obviously don’t recognize me. - he laughed at her. - And people actually
think of you as the best puzzle solver.
- That’s because it’s true. - she sighed and tried to calm herself down by repeating the
words in her head how he is not going to let them come to any real harm.
- We get it! Just get to the point! - Hellen growled and rolled her eyes to show a form of
disrespect and hostility towards him.
The words uttered by her felt like quite a sting for Boogie. Natalie’s attitude was a whole
different thing. Hearing such anger in Hellen’s voice, who is a gentle, righteous and kind
emotion-leaper, is beginning to really get to him. It certainly must be restrained. However,
this comes as a perfect indicator for her emotions which is exactly what he was expecting
from the taunts she had to put up with.
- I believe it is in both our best interest for you to watch your mouth, darling. - he glared
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directly into her eyes.
The tension between them was getting higher as Hellen was too stubborn to give up and
Boogie determined to see just where her limit is and how strong her emotions really are.
- Hellen, just let me do the talking, okay? - Elizabeth tried to talk her out of enraging
their host that was obviously playing the role of a vengeful psychotic adventurer with a
damned English accent.
But it was no use of trying to interfere with the psychic battle between the two. It was an
intense breaking of the worlds as warcraft thundered between their glares.
- Are you trying to fuck with my patience? - he muttered.
- If you want to kill me, then do it. There is no point in playing your pathetic little games
when I’m obviously in the way of something you want. - her expression became so hatefilled that only a little string of manners was holding her back from spitting in his face.
Boogie sensed it and proved to himself what needed to be proved. Now it was time to
bring back the glow of admiration in her eyes which he enjoyed so much. He leaned closer as
she sat before him, his face just close enough for her to be able to feel the warmth of his
breath. They kept silent for a moment as the battle raged on, but Boogie was purposely
yielding his weapon without breaking character like a true Shakespearean actor.
- You know, the doctors used to talk behind my back and chat about my unstable nature
and my tendency to take extreme measures when I don’t get what I want. - he whispered
lowly. - I don’t like your tone. If you keep talking to me like that I’ll be forced to bite your
tongue out. How will you explain to the nice policeman that I violated your body over and
over again until you were finally able to escape? Barely. Think what you will, but I promise,
it will hurt.
His words began to sink deep into Hellen’s mind like a tranquilizer being introduced into
her blood. The flame of her anger was rapidly losing access to oxygen and was dying out
very quickly the longer she thought, picturing and almost feeling the bliss of completely
embracing the love of a man into her body and soul. He was so close that the sensation began
to drum through her body more intensely the longer he stared at her. If Elizabeth was not
there to witness her downfall, Hellen would have easily surrendered to the puppeteer that
pulled her heartstrings as if he had known her all his life. But she was not just born
yesterday. She was quick to realize the breaking of her walls she put up between her and
Boogie. His royal genius was prepared for that and so he used one last technique to keep her
intelligence from taming her emotions. Elizabeth simply observed in silence, trying to read
the invisible, silent language they were speaking. Such a conflict was remarkable to witness
and the blonde was anxious to see what would happen next.
- What good is it to you if you have to put up with my struggling? - she breathed out her
words lightly.
Her breath was so quiet that it could have barely been noticed.
- I believe you would be much too exhausted for that after a few minutes. - his grin
almost made the maiden before him cringe with a feeling even she couldn’t explain to
herself, whether it be fear or desire.
- Wouldn’t you rather enjoy yourself without having to use up so much energy on
restraint? - her lips mouthed perfect whispering sounds such as those of a frightened lamb
trying to make the wolf in ram’s clothing reconsider.
Combined with the upward look in her eyes and lowered head, she was expressing the
sign of secret admiration and submission towards the beastly tyrant that completely strangled
any thought of rebellion for now.
- Perhaps you’re right. - the victorious grin shined from cheek to cheek with a large dose
of pride injected into his cheekbones. - But I wouldn’t count on it if you misbehave.
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His head turned to Elizabeth who still had one of his vintage guns pointed at her
forehead. After calming herself down, knowing she regained focus and control over the
situation once Hellen was subdued, the blonde began to think about the fact that he is
carrying pistols that are obviously manufactured all the way back from the 16th century in a
clear dream located in the 19th century point in time, judging by his red scarf, looselybuttoned shirt tucked into his wide, short pants and finally the hat that was fitting for
gentlemen in that time period when exploration and travel was quite popular. The beast
straightened up his nimble spine and kept focus on his two prisoners.
- Now, I believe we were at the point where you say you don’t remember me and then I
tell you my tragic back story only to reveal the true nature of your wicked soul. Then you
will remember the name… or rather the nickname. You’ve always been selfish, but I never
thought you would have would leave a trusted follower to be brutally pierced through his
body by thousands of wooden spikes.
Then it suddenly came to her. The memory of a moment that never existed, yet somehow
she remembered it so clearly. She remembered leaving her poor assistant to die so she could
take a piece of treasure for herself. She did not wish for his death, but the only way of saving
him was giving up the prize she longed to possess for as long as time itself.
- I remember. - she admitted.
- There is a God, Beth. - their captor’s eyes juggled between the two, readying his
weapons for their elimination. - Too bad it’s me.
- What’s the holdup then? Aren’t you going to shoot us? - Elizabeth taunted him.
Boogie smiled back at her devilishly and lowered his weapons, carefully putting them
away where they originally resided.
- Oh, I would never dream of it, my dear. You will take me to the treasure. But if you
don’t… - he signed and snapped his fingers to which one of the excavators brought Lucille. Something truly awful might happen to this poor little girl.
- Guys? What’s going on? - she whimpered lightly as she stared back at them, right
before Boogie grabbed her neck and violently placed his knee onto her lower back.
He pulled her down with his kneecap against her spine and simply shoved her away
before the two witnesses who cringed at the sight of Lucille letting out a painful scream and
the crackling sound of bones. Lucille breathed heavily as she lied on the sand, her tears
slipping down her face and leaving dark spots beneath her.
- Lucille!! - Hellen shouted her name and plunged down to her.
While holding the innocent thing in her arms and trying to think of a way to help her it
would seem that Elizabeth was much more focused on thinking of a way to get back at
Boogie for this.
- We better hurry if you don’t want to see me poke her eyes out with a toothpick. - the
monster snickered and threw his backpack over his shoulder, ready to hit the catwalk of
famous explorers with the help of his hostages.
Hellen pulled up Lucille’s white shirt to reveal her back as she knelt and noticed nothing.
No internal bleeding, no swelling. Nothing at all. She was as completely untouched.
- Lucille, you’re going to be okay. Just take deep breaths and… - Elizabeth scurried over
to them to comfort her.
- I’m… fine. - she whispered. - I’m fine somehow.
- She’s right. Look. - the chocolate-haired maiden directed Elizabeth’s attention to
Lucille’s bare back.
- You’re not hurt? - the blonde inquired with a relieved, but still puzzled look.
- Actually… I didn’t feel any pain at all. I don’t know… I felt it but I didn’t feel pain. Lucille sat up as normally as any other perfectly healthy human being and wiped off the few
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- Are you three done yet?! Start moving or I’ll be happy to damn you to hell! Now walk!
- he shouted from a bit further away and waited for them quite impatiently.
- Let’s make a run for it. - Elizabeth whispered.
- He won’t kill us but I’m sure he’ll still be able to shoot our legs or something if we do. Hellen added.
- But we can’t feel pain. We might lose a few seconds to recover but we may still be able
to escape.
- Maybe it works for all of us.
- I guess we can try. - Hellen sighed.
- On the count of three we run for those camels over there. - The blonde pointed at the
furry creatures a bit further to their right.
- I said MOVE IT!! - Boogie shouted aggressively and pulled out one of his pistols,
determined to intimidate them.
- One… two… three… Go! - she counted down and all three girls stuck to the plan,
executing it as quickly as possible. They flew like wild hares before a pack of savage hunting
dogs.
- Why do they always try to run? - he laughed and continued on his journey towards the
entrance to the great pyramid.
The same second he turned back around to face his fake destiny, the girls fell right into
his trap. Literally. They all sank into the sands in a moment’s time. Suited for adventure and
dressed up like 19th century explorers, the three remaining girls were face with a new
challenge inside the dark tomb of an ancient king.
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CHAPTER NINETEEN
Inside an Hourglass
After falling into the dust pit, or the bowels of the people-eating sand as less than 1% of
Earth’s population likes to call it, our heroines sneezed and coughed the excessive particles
out of their respiratory systems and got back up on their feet. Their eyes quickly caught the
mysterious aura emitting from their surrounding.
- Somehow I expected something like this to happen. - Hellen commented.
- Where are we…? - Lucille shivered lightly in the darkness and tried to follow the girls’
voices.
Elizabeth sprung into the exploration spirit she was always so fond of and managed to
light a torch she felt out in the dark with a match that had been quietly sitting at the bottom
of her left pocket. The second the wood caught fire a whole corridor of beautifully illustrated
wall paintings was illuminated before them.
- We’re inside the tomb? - Hellen asked.
- Obviously. This is the tomb of pharaoh Aswadbomani.
- M-mummies? They’re going to come alive, aren’t they?
- Lucille, why are you still scared? We’re obviously invincible… To an extent. But still
pretty invincible.
- Not physically. - The blonde added as she observed the hieroglyphs more closely.
- What do you mean? - Lucille muttered.
- Why don’t you ask Hellen? She obviously know what I’m talking about.
- Actually, I don’t. But I’d be happy if you helped me understand. - her tone became
slightly agitated as she sensed a bit of hostility in Elizabeth’s attitude.
- You tell me. From what I’ve observed, I think you are starting to like this guy. - she
kept her eyes busy, not even glancing to see Hellen’s reaction.
- Of course not. Why would you even make that conclusion? - she spoke calmly, but a bit
annoyed with Elizabeth for making such dumb accusations.
- Then how do you explain your anger when he said we were engaged? It was the most
idiotically thought up lie I had ever heard, by the way, but it managed to make you angry.
- I have this… problem with jealousy. - she took a deep breath and looked away. - Maybe
I just don’t like it when I’m not the pretty girl of the group.
A brilliant stroke of genius hit Elizabeth that very moment. Looking back to the events,
she realized Boogie was telling the truth when he said he knew everything about them.
- I know where to poke. I know what buttons to push and how, the beast within, to
provoke… - she mumbled to herself.
- What? - Hellen asked due to her inability to make out her words.
The blonde lit more areas of the wall and a story quickly began to form inside her mind
as she slowly walks down the corridor. There was a grand number of illustrations that put all
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the pieces from the scattered ones in her head together. The beginning of the wall hosted a
large drawing of a shepherd and his sheep.
- There was once a shepherd and his sheep. All where white as the clouds levitating
above them from the heavens, but one. The shepherd had a black ram. It was the most
playful, most obedient and intelligent. The shepherd often read to him, walked with him and
even taught him how to speak. The ram was the shepherd’s favorite companion. - Elizabeth
spoke and lighted parts of the wall according to her reading speed.
- You can read hieroglyphs? - Lucille asked as she followed along with Hellen.
The girl ignored her and continued telling the story. She came to a particular illustration
which hosted the shepherd coming back to the herd with a lost lamb.
- One day one of the lambs got lost. When it came back, the shepherd payed more
attention to it that the rest… and the black ram became envious. He came up to the shepherd
and asked: “Why is it so much better than me, father? I have been the most good and
obedient. Why is it so much better than me, father?” To that, the shepherd replied: “Your
sister has come back, my dear boy. We must celebrate!” And the lost lamb thus always got to
graze upon the best grass and got the most attention from the shepherd. It was special. - the
next painting Elizabeth described showed the transformation of the black ram.
As she spoke of his journey, it grew from an innocent little ram… into a monster.
- The little black ram left the herd and set out on a journey to find a new home. Someone
who would appreciate him. He walked through mountains, deserts, valleys and storms in
search of a place to call his own. He began to grow. His appearance began to change. He
started walking upright. His hooves turned into hands and feet with bladelike, sharp claws.
His beautiful, soft wool that kept him warm through the merciless blizzards had fallen off.
He grew hungrier and thirsted more with each day, for nobody would give food nor water to
such a hideous beast. He wished for death, but death did not wish to take him. He had to
learn to live with immortality and suffer, knowing there was no way out of his miseries.
Hellen and Lucille stared at her inquisitively and watched the pictures she lit on the wall.
They listened carefully and became eager to find out more about the rest of the story.
Elizabeth lighted a particular image which caused an undesired effect within Lucille’s mind.
They all looked up only to see a satyric monster grinning with its razor teeth at a small child
who was playing with a rag doll in her bed. The dark-haired girl heard a sinister voice echo
in her mind. At first it sounded like the voice of a small boy. In moments if slowly began to
reveal the familiar sounds of a man’s plead: - I’m so sorry… I’m so sorry…
She experienced the same vision she had before, only this time something was different.
Once more she was in an underground chamber with the little girl playing on her bed with
her doll. She looked up and saw a young ram satyr that looked just like Boogie, shoveling
the dirt over them and filling up the hole. Before he completely closed them up, the last thing
she noticed was a small lamp and a painting of a woman on the wall. When she turned back
to the girl, her flesh had melted away from her body and all that was left was her skeleton,
still holding the doll in its hands. But Lucille did not want to share the vision with the others.
Instead, she continued to listen to the story and hoped she would keep calm.
- In desperation, he climbed into the first house he lied eyes on and saw a little girl
playing with a doll on her bed. He killed her and ate her flesh. All that was left was the blood
stain on the floor and sheets along with the bones. With tears still flowing down, mixing with
the girl’s blood, he wrote a letter and left it on the bed. When the morning sun rose to greet
him he had already buried the body in a safe place inside the house where no one would find
it. - the blonde continued. - It was the first and last time he tasted human flesh, but his guilt
and shame never stopped to haunt him, for they still live on in story of the Boogieman. He
matured. Learned to blend in with his environment. He studied tirelessly, collecting
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knowledge from all around the world in his travels through time. One day, he had finally
found his home. Paradise. There he saw his family passing by through the planes. But only in
spirit and his memory. The shepherd spoke to him when he got closer: “I give you this
meadow for you to call home. You may eat every fruit it bares. All but one. The tree you see
in the middle of the lake is sacred. If you eat its fruit, you will never go hungry again. Should
you choose to feast on all the others, you can never taste the fruit from that tree. If its fruit is
what you truly wish for, you must wait 6 days and 6 nights and on the seventh day it will be
ripe for picking. It is my gift to you, my son.” His decision was clear. He waited 6 days and 6
nights in hunger. The temptation grew each day. Eager and growing weak, the son would
often go over to the tree to look at the fruit. To touch it. It was so close, yet so far out of
reach. One in particular was plumper than the rest. He would visit it every day to make sure
none would take his precious treasure. He waited patiently, yet restlessly for the fruit to
change color on the seventh day. He was almost at the break of madness. Then late in the
evening he finally saw the biggest of them change into the most beautiful orange and
greenish color he had ever seen. It riped last, but once it did, he carefully picked it from the
tree and held it in his hands for a few seconds. The moment he had waited for was finally
here to sate him. More than ready, he took his last few glances at it before he slowly sank his
teeth into it. That was the moment he promised himself he would never forget. With the
tasting of the most delicious fruit his hunger was forever sated and his mind forever
enlightened. He took his last few bites at dawn’s breaking. With each morning he would go
into the world to live with the rest of God’s children. When night came, he would return
home to watch over them from atop the highest hill in his meadow. Thus, he became the
silent guardian that wishes nothing but to share his knowledge with us. His brothers and
sisters. He never returned to his herd, but he never did leave his father and siblings after he
saw their spirits. It was meant to be. It always has. He holds a mind that bares so much
wisdom, yet his thirst for knowledge will never die out, for he is a being that lives between
the two worlds. Like a man, he wishes to learn. Like God, he wishes to love. And the time
has come when he shall finally study the subject. The time has come when he shall become a
student once more.
The silence after Elizabeth finished was interrupted by a faint sound of sand dripping like
a soft drizzle down a shaft. The sounds were coming from down the corridor behind them. It
frightened them somewhat, but once they turned around and saw nothing but blackness they
knew exactly who it had to be.
- There you are, girls! - Boogie approached them with a lit torch from the dark in which
he so effortlessly blended in. - I was hoping I’d find you here. And not dead with spears
pierced through your bodies or something gruesome like that.
- Why are you showing this to us? - Elizabeth inquired, specifically asking about the
hieroglyphs that tell his story.
- Showing what? - he turned to his left and laughed excitedly upon seeing the
magnificently preserved wall paintings. - Good lord, look at this!! It’s magnificent! Just look
at the lines, the color, each drop dried perfectly and beautifully preserved as if it was painted
only yesterday!
- What are you… - the blonde turned her head towards the wall along with Lucille and
Hellen only to gasp in confusion upon seeing a totally different picture than what was there
before. - It’s gone.
- Gone is right. I am taking these beauties with me when my crew finds a safe passage. he spoke while examining the ruins. - Aswadbomani’s sepulcher is close by. According to
this, he was buried with all his treasure and sealed away. A great curse was trapped in the
room where he lies. He was so obsessed with his treasure that if anyone was to take it he
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would rise from the ashes and kill the thieves himself. Look like we have one lively mummy
on our hands, ladies.
- As in, real, undead mummy? - Hellen’s eyes sparkled like bubbles of soap as she held
her hands together on her chest with a big, juicy smile.
- This discovery could make me billions! Just imagine the headlines! Great explorer Sir
James Harvey captures a living, breathing mummy and takes home the gold!
- Of course. - Elizabeth grinned, for this ambitious woman had other plans, but in order
to achieve her goals, she had to do what was necessary and swallow her pride.
- We have no time to waste. You girls better follow me if you don’t want to be left to the
mercy of the pyramid. And no lollygagging this time. - he spoke and began to walk further
down the corridor with the girls close behind him.
- So… are you our silent guardian…? - Lucille asked along the way.
- In a way. I am keeping you alive as we speak. If you three were on your own you
probably would have activated a death trap or something.
- Forget it, we’ll ask him when he stops roleplaying. - Elizabeth advised her.
- I beg your pardon, but I do carry some very expensive antique firearm and attire
complete with boots made of baby elephant skin. Even though I am richer than at least three
American states, I would still not pay so much money for my expeditions if they were just
silly games. - he enlightened them, still feeling a little insulted by the comment.
- I’d hate to break it to ya, but the American Bank doesn’t really take dreamland
currency. - she replied.
- I’m starting to think you three are crazier than me. And just for the record and for the
purpose of comparison, I’ve already visited plenty asylums after my dear doctor said my
brain had been severely damaged during my escape from the spike pit. - he gave Elizabeth a
very stern glare. - No thanks to you, darling.
She fearlessly stared right back. Nothing could intimidate her by this point, now that she
knew exactly how to play his game.
- If you are so rich, then why exactly are you looking for this treasure? - Hellen asked
whilst walking closely beside him and keeping her hands behind her back.
He stopped. He listened. It took him a moment to think as his jaw dangled open and his
pointer pointed high up in the air. The girls stopped in surprise as well. Lucille even managed
to accidentally bump into him. Obviously the art of looking where you walk is not something
she has mastered yet.
- I have absolutely no clue- WAIT!! - he shouted after so rudely interrupting himself. - I
just remembered. I’m saving it for when I find a sweet girl to feed along with a bunch of our
children. It is really expensive to raise a child these days, but I will have to afford it since I
do enjoy giving the ladies a good pummeling every once in a while. Every child born onto
this world is a blessing and so I intend to thank the Lord for this good life I have by bringing
so much joy into the world.
- That’s disgusting. - Elizabeth commented.
- What more could a man ask for except for a beautiful wife, a good meal and a house
full of children?
- Pretty much everything. Who wouldn’t wish to live in luxury and collect benefits such
as happiness from living in regal splendor?
- Only to discover the only living beings that will come to your funeral are your dogs?
None for me, thank you. - he snickered. - Let me ask you girls something. It is a very
difficult question, but I believe you each have a theory on what drives the human race to
keep moving forward. What keeps our spirits high? What exactly is the meaning of life?
- Is there really a point in living if you lose a part of your purpose? - Lucille said in an
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- There is one thing that will always be worth living for. And that is living itself. Life is a
gift. Lives such as yours offer endless opportunities to be put to good use. That is something
we should all be grateful for. - he recited a few words of wisdom. - What about you, Hellen?
- I agree. But for me it would be reproduction. Just think about it. It can’t be death
because it sort of defeats the purpose of life. Why would we live if our purpose was to be
dead? Other than simply living, reproduction is the main thing mother nature has made
certain we would practice by making it pleasureful. For most of us at least. It’s the only
logical thing that could serve as a purpose of life and living from the characteristics that
describe a living being. - she explained.
- An interesting theory. I like to think of myself as a hedonist, so enjoying the fruit of
what wonders life has to offer would probably be my first choice. However, I can’t say the
enjoyment of sexual intercourse is low on my list of top priorities. - his devilish smirk hinted
towards Hellen who was still too confused at the moment to afford being caught staring at
him.
- Now, if you want my opinion on the subject, I have a life motto of my own. Live like a
man, fuck like an animal and die like a plant. - his dark eyes shifted towards Elizabeth. - So
what is it, Beth? Money? Fame? Excitement? All of the above?
- What good is fame if you don’t particularly care for the people looking up to you? And
I can find excitement any day of the week. You can get 99% of your heart’s desires with
money and money alone. - she held her chin high.
- What about the other 1%? - he asked.
- What does it matter compared to the rest?
- Even the smallest bee can happen to be the most deadly and kill a man with only one
little sting. The right amount and strength of the poison is all it takes. A rich, tropical jungle
is full of those. - Boogie spoke in his usual pristine voice which even the deaf could
understand and startled all three of his companions by smacking the side of his neck with his
palm. - Just a mosquito.
They stared at him still dumbfounded. How could he even feel it was there. They knew it
shouldn’t surprise them since they all established he is a supernatural being, but still… How
the hell did he feel such a small insect on his neck?
- Ah. There it is. - he smiled at the door they walked before. - You girls might want to
take a few steps back. We wouldn’t want you to activate any lethal traps, would we?
They obeyed his orders. All but one. Hellen heard a voice calling out her name and
speaking in a very odd language she could not even comprehend. Whatever the whispers
were saying, she was very drawn to them. And they were all coming from behind that door.
Without a second thought, she joyfully leaned against the door to see if she could hear the
voice more clearly.
- Guys, I think there is something behind that door. Something living. - she said.
- Hellen, you heard him, get back here. - Elizabeth ordered.
- I think it wants to talk to us. - the girl added.
- Almost done… I think I have this code deciphered.
Boogie turned a few stone knobs made from light stone that almost reminded him of
frozen sand. He followed the clues written beside them and cracked the code without any
real effort.
- Aha! There we go! - as soon as he breathed out those few words, the wall before them
shifted sides like a spinning door and pulled both him and Hellen through to the other side.
The mechanism worked at a pretty impressive speed. The fish it caught did not have
enough time to escape, nor did Elizabeth and Lucille succeed in pulling them out of the way.
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They rushed to get Hellen to safety once they noticed the rubble falling off the shaky wall.
Unfortunately, the hungry, hungry blocks had already taken their friend and host into the
unknown. They tried to force the wall to move and screamed at it even when they knew the
dumb thing would not talk back. To make things worse, a trap door beneath their feet opened
up and swallowed what was left of the team into the pyramid’s bladder. More specifically,
they fell into a small pool at the very bottom. It eased their fall, but perhaps they would have
been more grateful if it didn’t. The dangers that are set to eliminate all intruders have far
worse methods of killing and murder.
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CHAPTER TWENTY
Nowhere But Up
- I wish Nat was still here. At least she would have the guts to kick that guy in his
musical, comedic balls. - Elizabeth spat out water after surfacing and immediately began
scanning her surrounding.
- We still have to figure out a way out of here. - Lucille coughed.
It was the first setback and already the two were feeling light strokes of panic. The
blurred, green water beneath them offered no insight on how deep the pool was. Unable to
keep her anxiety from taking over, Lucille was desperately trying not to look down into the
abysmal depths that provoked a very distinct fear of the unknown. While some like Elizabeth
would think water was nothing to be afraid of, her friend did not share the same opinion. In
order to subdue the growing fear, she kept her chin high sand tried not to look down into the
water whilst thinking about any random thought that might have gotten lost in her
imagination just so she could keep herself calm. The key of this technique she discovered as
a child who was afraid of swimming in ocean waters was not to let the brain play tricks on
you. The worst thing about fear was that it knew how to bring things to life and give specific
meaning to sounds of nature in order to make us more aware and cautious in case any real
danger was ready to strike. So goes the saying, there is nothing to fear but fear itself. And
there isn’t. Fear is the real culprit who we should feel terrified of. It not only has the power
to make us see and hear things that are not real for the sole purpose of creating more
adrenalin and hype, but also the power to keep us from thinking straight which is crucial for
our survival. Fear kills people just as much as any other weapon wilded by a crazy
psychopath who might have also built the traps in this tomb. And Chuck Norris.
- Are you okay? - Elizabeth showed concern for Lucille upon noticing her body starting
to shiver.
- I don’t like deep waters… - she muttered, constantly waving her arms in the liquid
usually lacking in color to keep herself afloat.
- It’s just water, sweetie. There is nothing down there. Do you think any living thing
would survive for thousands of years in this little pool without food? - the blonde retorted
with a light chuckle.
- We’re in a dream. There can be everything down there for all we know.
- Well, we have to find a way out of here somehow. Obviously, the only way is down. she declared.
The dark-haired fawn was deeply displeased with the tactic, but regarding the
circumstances, she could only shake her head sideways and swim up against the mossy wall
for so long. Meaning, for about half a second. Elizabeth took her hand and dived down with
her into hell’s digestive system. As expected, there was very little visibility, but the blonde
managed to spot a small opening at the bottom, just barely visible by a color shade. They
127

managed to spot a small opening at the bottom, just barely visible
a color shade.
They
The by
Boogieman
/ Claire
Amber
hurried to swim through it and did surprisingly well. The two were as experienced as
mermaids from birth. They felt no restraint from the force that would usually be lifting them
up to the surface nor did they feel like they couldn’t breathe underwater. Lucille was at a bit
more ease knowing she was not going to drown any time soon. With great fortune guiding
them, the two managed to get to the other side. It provided a blocky, solid shore with ladders
on the left wall. It also seemed to host a group of sleeping crocodiles that just so happened to
be resting on that same area, blocking the girls’ path towards salvation.
- If we step through and endure it, we might lose too much time. Jasper could be
lobotomizing Hellen as we speak. There has to be a way around them or something. Elizabeth whispered.
- I can’t, Beth. Those things bite people’s limbs off. Even if we can’t feel pain… I still
don’t want to be crippled. - she whimpered.
- What if we throw a rock away from the ladder to distract them?
- Please don’t make me do this. Please! - the frightened girl began to reveal her
desperation to Elizabeth.
- Fine. Stay here. - she ordered her to stay put and was determined to try beating the
crocodiles into submission.
Her fearlessness and bold nature kept her from backing down once her feet were
grounded on the shore before the scaly beasts. They were all gathered in a tight pile that
seemed to be the only spot being lighted by sunshine coming from above. Beginning to feel
more unsure of her intentions by the second, Elizabeth still stood tall and engaged in the
onslaught by kicking one of the crocodiles in the snout with her hard boot.
- Forgive me, MacGyver. I know this is a dumb plan too. - she muttered.
The crocodile that was unfortunate enough to get kicked by Elizabeth’s designer boot
woke up withing seconds of the impact and indicated so by almost biting her leg off if she
hadn’t moved away a few precious moments earlier. The rest of them began moving their
heavy bodies towards her while Lucille tried to huddle in a corner of the pool, watching
helplessly as the crocodiles closed in on Elizabeth. Her attempts to beat the savage animals
seemed to slow them down a bit. She dodged every single chomp that was aimed at her like
she was using witchcraft. Nobody could dodge the speed of a crocodile’s bite like that. Soon
enough she was jumping up on their heads in order to avoid some of the attacks, but her
balance failed her in this time of need. She tripped and fell on top of them. Before a fatal bite
could have been dealt, one of their tails flung her back into the water. Her body accidentally
pressed a secret switch in the wall, disguised as another one of the many bricks it was made
of. Lucille swam up to her to help her stay afloat. At the moment when they turned to face
the crocodiles that were turning around to enter the pool, the wooden, spiked ceiling fell on
them, piercing their hard skin like olives with toothpicks. They expired instantly. Fatality at
its finest. Their bones and internal organs were crushed by the force of the spikes. The water
began to turn a hellish red from the blood of the fallen enemies. With the victors
dumbfounded by the sight, the girls simply kept still and tried to see if their heart would stop
beating as fast. Their eyes dared not blink, scanning the field for any more opposing threats.
They panted almost quietly those few moments. Elizabeth snapped out of the trance first and
pulled Lucille along. It took her a bit longer to recover from the sight. She could barely
imagine how horrifying it would look if those were humans jabbed under those spikes. The
two girls stepped carefully over scattered wood and the messy pile of soon to be designer
bags. It was a relief to finally get back under the wings of sunlight once they climbed up the
ladder. What they found up there was more than rewarding for everything they had to put up
with. It would seem they had stumbled upon the oasis directly outside the pharaoh’s palace.
The opening from which they climbed out of was located near the terrace. The girls were
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facing the beautiful flora and the water that fed it, enjoying the sight of the glistering
paradise. But sightseeing would have to wait. Elizabeth led the way inside. The architecture
was so perfectly preserved, she almost thought it was built yesterday. The exhibits were in
mint condition, all nicely boxed in pristine glass casings. Dresses, pottery, jewelry,
weapons… Everything was in place. Still keeping her eyes on the objective, she walked
around and plundered inside her mind, looking for an answer. Where could the secret passage
back to the tomb be? Apart from the one used as a crocodile feeding pit, there was not much
to go on. Not until they got to the master bedroom. The sleeping chambers of the greedy
pharaoh. It was just as enriched with glamour and luxury as she imagined it. However, it
could barely be seen. Almost everything in the room was covered with black cloth. The
blonde tried to take it off to get a better look at the furniture and ornaments, but it wouldn’t
budge. Taring it off did not work either.
- Elizabeth, what are you doing? - Lucille queried.
- Why won’t it come off? It’s like it’s been cursed or something.
- You believe in curses?
- In dreams I’ll believe in anything. Including a 7-legged porcupine and a crazy demon
with ram horns. - she growled after finally having to give up on taking down those blasted
drapes.
- I don’t see anything else in here? Maybe we should go back and try to find the main
entrance to the tomb. - the black-haired maiden suggested.
Elizabeth did not take her suggestion, for she was captivated by a little golden dent in the
wall near the bed. She approached it and took out a little golden ankh from her pocket.
- So that’s what this thing is for. I’m surprised it didn’t turn to dust like the journal. - she
whispered while staring at the relic.
Upon placing it into dent, the ankh glowed in all its majestic glory and opened a hidden
door next to the pharaoh-sized bed.
- Come on. This passage is bound to lead to something important if the pharaoh placed
the entrance in his chambers.
Strangely enough, the tunnel was lighted with torches that were still burning. Someone
must have passed through quite recently. Either that or the torches are magic and have been
burning for all these years. Lucille wanted to let Elizabeth know about this little observation,
but decided it was best not to. She had more important things on her mind. She didn’t want to
break her concentration.
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CHAPTER TWENTY ONE
The Wolf in Sheep's Clothing
Clearing a head is usually tough when it’s hit. Unfortunately, in dreams, the hardest part
is walking straight and seeing clear if your mind happens to reconnect with your body that is
still chained in the bonds of your sleeping paralysis. Hellen was lucky to still keep her mind
in full dream mode and got up to look around. Boogie was already on his feet, cleaning the
dust and dirt off his fashionable exploring outfit.
- Those bloody ancient Egyptians are smarter than I thought. I would have expected some
kind of wild animal to eat me today, but never in the right mind would I have thought of a
man-eating wall. - he commented.
- At least we’re okay. - she smiled. - So… This must be the place where they buried the
servants and all, huh?
- Right you are, but you don’t have to worry about them waking up. I am quite certain
they haven’t finished with their beauty sleep. Not that it’s going to help them look any better.
Though his words sounded assuring, there was still a creepy factor surrounding the small
room. Every single inch of the wall was covered with mummified bodies of the dead. It all
felt a little strange for Hellen. She expected to be thrown back by the stench of at least 50
rotting corpses, but nothing. There was no smell, no sounds… Even the temperature felt like
it was pitch perfect to the degree. The whole room felt dead just like the mummies. She
wondered, but was not lucky enough to know it was all part of Boogie’s plan. This moment
of weakness where he allowed himself to take a step closer in order to help him get through
more time of patient waiting was created especially just for the two of them. He eliminated
all possible distractions that could interfere with these moments that are meant to keep him
sated enough, to save his strength for the witching hour. The demonic apparition that is his
majesty with horns of a ram began to slowly close in on his victim, pretending to be
inspecting his surrounding just like her. One of his many favorable tactics. Apart from
wearing sheep’s clothing, the wolf must use one more crucial tactic in order to get close
enough to its pray. The wolf must act like a sheep. Mimic the target in order to
subconsciously make it think you are one of them. To his fortune, his approach was going
smoothly. Hellen did not have the slightest idea of what his intentions were, nor did she
notice him approaching her intentionally. She continues to gaze upon the beautifully
mummified corpses as if it were a piece of art painted onto a white canvas and hanged in the
National History Museum or some kind of big, fancy art gallery. Boogie finally stopped next
to her when her back was turned and he leaned down a bit, then whispered: “How come I’m
always hungry when you’re around?
- Hmm… Oh! Maybe it’s my perfume. It’s chocolate flavored. Kinda smells like muffins.
- she gave him a bright smile.
Frankly, he was dumbfounded by her reaction, but not surprised at all. He has always
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known tricks of seduction that work for most women do not always work for her. He found
that hard to believe, but it would seem the legends were true. It was not his intention to
seduce her, but rather to spend some time alone with her. To study her more carefully in
person and to at least get a little touch to sate his everlasting thirst for a while. Her childish
reactions and bubbling personality fascinates him. A grown woman wish such beauty, grace
and a hunger for the flesh of man such as herself also possesses a form of cute charm which
makes her seem so innocently happy when she’s not feeling worthless or jealous. She is like
a magnificent, dapper, young mare with a long, chocolate coat and mane that shimmer in the
sunlight. Basking in all her glory as she playfully runs and splashes around in a shallow
stream of water. Or perhaps she could be compared to a silly little doe in the body of a
sensual, affectionate huntress like the lioness or panther. But his favorite and most accurate
description of her was the comparison with the sheep. Though her soul, her gorgeous fleece
was of the most heavenly white color like her pale skin, she differed from all the rest in the
herd. You could find her in seconds, not matter how well hidden she was. Such innocence
and goodness was visible even to the blind. Merely having such a heart made her the most
valuable little lamb than anyone could ever dream of having. Just by looking at those eyes
made even the strongest of men fall weak on their knees. They cringe to think about
approaching a creature like her with a shotgun. They hide their failure behind hate-filled
words, leaving the poor thing to remain alone. Whoever she chooses to follow only drives
her away. She has no shepherd, but wishes for one none know how much. Her tears are as
precious as the water from an oasis in the desert. To see her cry would make any man’s
breath stop, even if they wish to hide it. She is always last in the herd. Waiting for others to
start grazing, in fear if she did as well, there would not be enough food for them. No matter
how much hate she would carry inside her when saddened or angered and her thoughts might
seem to be the darkest of all the twisted demons in hell, but her heart would never be stained.
Not a single drop of mud would stain her heavenly wool. Not a single speck of blood would
be found on such pure yarn made from it. She would sleep in the rain, thinking there would
be no place for others under the weeping willow to stay dry. This creature that wants nothing
more than to feed a hungry family with her own flesh can never be killed. No matter how
much pain she has to endure, nothing could break her. If you were to throw a rock at her she
would jump around you with glee the next time you patted her head. She always forgives
those who wish to be forgiven. Who is this man who thinks he deserves this ewe? She has so
much love to give, but no one to give it to. Thus she suffers. Why does he deserve this ewe?
She has no one to love, thus the loneliness rots inside her, but to the very end she will be left
standing. What gives him the right to have this ewe? The shepherd gives him this ewe to
lead, one and only the one with the whitest wool, not because he deserves it, but because he
is the one that needs it most.
- So it does. - he nodded and lightly inhaled the air before him, breathing in the girl’s
scent.
She certainly did notice it and felt uncomfortable warmth inside her, but did not react.
She simply pretended like he was not doing anything out of the ordinary whatsoever.
- I suspect people don’t usually notice what beautiful hair you have. Abundant. Unlike
when you were young. They did as they pleased and would be glad to be able to touch it. - he
straightened up and gently ran his fingers through the tips of her hair while continuing to
speak in a soft tone.
Hellen continued to play ignorant, but found it harder to maintain such an attitude when
he got physical. She felt indescribably glad and anxious at the same time. Excitement started
to fill up in her blood stream. Her eyes shifted through space, trying to find something to
focus on as her head slowly fell onto her chest.
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- Oh, you poor, poor thing. All alone in this eyesore of a world… With no one to give
your love to. You are drowning in it. - he spoke. - Much like a cup of water, someone tips
you over and it spills. But the second you’re straightened back up you’re filled to the very
top once more.
- Unfortunately. - she mustered a few serious words and her smile began to fade, making
way for confusion and unrealized emotions.
- You try so hard to find someone who you can share that water with, but alas, once you
think you’ve found him, you lose him just as quickly because of your impatience. The one
thing that kills you near the very end every time. And after you put so much work and effort
into getting him to like you. - the beast sighed. - I trust you will learn to wait, as I have.
He couldn’t keep his hands off her, even if he was only lightly playing with the tips of
her mane while leaning against the mummy-filled wall.
- If only it were that easy. But I still hope. - the maiden closed her eyes and tried not to
show any kind of emotion.
- There there, little lamb… It will be alright… - he took her in his arms and held her as
close as physically possible with the most gentle embrace.
Hellen was caught completely off guard. Her heartbeat jumped to much higher rates. She
couldn’t even begin to describe all the emotions that were streaming through her soul at that
moment. To feel a man hold her willingly without even hinting of wanting it or even less
asking for it felt like pure magic. She didn’t know what else to call it. It was a miracle to her.
A simple, big miracle.
- Everything anyone has ever told you is completely correct. Every time someone told
you to be patient they were forwarding a message from someone else. - he breathed onto her
neck, painfully struggling not to feel her sweet, untouched skin with his lips and to taste it
with his tongue. Her mesmerizing scent began to slowly poison his already hazardous mind.
He was afraid he would start to drool like a starved animal very soon.
- I already knew that. But nobody ever told me how much I would have to wait. - she
shuddered by the sensation of being imprisoned in his strong arms and the feel of his breath
on the surface of her skin.
Her hands slowly wrapped themselves around his neck, desperate to keep this beautiful
moment last a while longer.
- Just a bit longer, little lamb. - he lightly patted her head. - Like all of us, you too will
see a rainbow after this storm is over.
- How would you know? You’re the only one who’s ever held me. - her cheeks turned a
rosy gum color when she uttered those words into his ear. - Thank you.
- I know many things. And so do you. Including the fact that you will find happiness one
beautiful sunny day. In three and thereafter.
It became difficult for him to keep still. All he could think about at this point was her
pompous, illustrious body lying in his arms without any will for defense. She spoke like a
divine being with her honeyed voice. This kind of intoxicating narcotic was beginning to be
too much for him to take, thus he knew it was time to leave her in the cold with a heavy
heart. He slowly pulled away, but took her hands and held them whilst staring into the pools
of gold that were her bright eyes.
- Will you be able to wait until then?
- Yes. - she spoke quietly and stared back into his eyes, waiting a few moments to give
him a smile.
- I’m very glad to hear that. - the beast grinned.
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CHAPTER TWENTY TWO
The Test of the Mind
- I am starting to think this tunnel leads to absolutely nowhere. - Elizabeth commented
after roughly 15 dream minutes of walking through the steep passageway which began to
look like an elongated portal to Dante’s Inferno.
- Why would there be a tunnel if it was going to lead nowhere? - Lucille queried like a
naive female Watson to Elizabeth’s Holmes.
- Knowing Jasper well enough by now… I’m sure he’d find a credible reason.
- Can I tell you something…? - the maiden began to mutter in an insecure voice.
- Who’s stopping you?
- When you went to retrieve that microchip in the future I told Hellen something that I
think you should know too.
- …Alright? - the blonde made a light pause before speaking in order to reminiscence the
moments of integration with Edward.
The memory was locked in a special place in her brain, but she was relieved to know she
would forget about it once she wakes up, for this is all a dream. Nothing more and nothing
else. She can’t miss someone if she doesn’t remember him.
- I seem to be having visions of that little girl Jasper spoke of in his scary story… and
now the one that appeared on the wall paintings. Her corpse is buried in the basement, inside
an old house. I have no idea if it has anything to do with this, but there surely must be a
reason why I’m having these visions. - she spoke as quietly as a little hummingbird passing
through a meadow.
Elizabeth took a few moments to find a place for the piece of the puzzle to fit. But it was
quite difficult. Still, this is a very crucial piece of information, she thought. Lucille is having
visions of the moment connected to the image they saw on the walls of the tomb’s gallery.
There is only one explanation that comes to mind. Boogie feels very guilty for having to kill
that girl even to this day and he wants them to find that skeleton in his closet, or basement in
this case. But why? What could he possibly accomplish by that? There is no doubt about one
of his intentions, though. He was not trapped in the tomb with Hellen by accident. She is a
part of his plan, whatever it might be. She is playing a crucial role. This could be her chance
for negotiation. Once she mentions Hellen he will have no choice but to listen. Nobody ever
listens. And they are always sorry. But she always makes them listen one way or another.
- He’s sent us some sort of message. He might be trying to express an immense feeling of
guilt. - she shrugged. - But it can also mean nothing. We’ll cross that bridge when we get to
it. Right now we have to focus on finding Jasper and Hellen.
- If you say so.
The two thus continued walking through what seemed like an endless tunnel, but they
eventually came across a big door with two statues holding bowls with fire lighted inside
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them.
- Anubis… Horus… - the blonde whispered. - Alright, let’s open this door.
They tried to push their way through, but the golden portal wouldn’t budge a centimeter.
- Do these people ever make doors that you can open with your fucking hand? - she
growled at the door and kicked it.
- We’ll find another way to open it.
- I can’t think of anything. How are we supposed to open it? All we have are these two
statues - she changed her tone in that last second and looked at the statues. - Wait. I think
I’ve got it.
The blonde walked around for a few seconds to think of a way to get the damn door to
open. Then an idea struck her. A very good idea.
- I was almost eaten by crocodiles. I’m not going to let this one door laugh in my face. she grinned and threw away the bowls with fire from the statues’ hands, creating a cloak of
utter darkness around herself and her friend.
For a few moments there was silence. Lucille started to feel her anxiety acting up again.
There was no telling what could happen to them in the dark, even if they were completely
alone. But, as Elizabeth hoped, something did happen. The eyes of the statues began to glow
in red and blue colors. Their stone bodies moved and created a sound of crumbling rubble
beneath them as they approached the two girl. Completely overtaken by fear, the dark-haired
maiden quickly felt Elizabeth out and grabbed on to her, hiding her face against her shoulder.
- Make them go away… please… - she stuttered.
But the blonde did not listen. Regardless, she walked closer to them and the fire
mysteriously lit up on its own in the bowls she threw away a second ago, casting two small
shadows over the feet of the giants.
- Please make them go away! - Lucille stiffened her muscles and tried not look.
- You wish to pass through these doors? - the statue of Horus inquired.
- Yes. - Elizabeth spoke without even blinking.
- A foolish objective… - Anubis’s voice thundered through the emptiness of the tunnel. Be ready, wanderer. For us to grant you entry, you must speak out the correct word. But
before you proceed, you must be warned. A series of tasks await beyond these doors for you
to pass. Should you succeed, you will be allowed to see the pharaoh in his slumber. If you
fail, you will take the pharaoh’s place in his bed and he will live once more with your soul
used by him as fuel while your body rots and guards the treasure held here.
- But… why would he want to leave his treasure? - she wondered.
- It was never about him. He is merely a pawn like the others. Cursed to serve Ra for all
eternity and guard the sacred dust he looks to retrieve one day. Until he finds a way, it must
be guarded. - Horus explained. - But he is merciful. They may rest or live only when
someone else can take their place. Do you wish to proceed then?
- Beth, please don’t leave me alone… I’ll do anything. Just please don’t leave me. Lucille cried out in desperation, knowing that having another person beside her was what
kept her sanity working.
- Just stay close and do exactly as I tell you when it will be necessary. - the blonde said
determinedly.
She nodded and thus the large jackal covered in gold plating opened his large maw,
telling them a hint needed to complete the first objective: - A simple utter is heard through
the wind. In hours of the dark, it lets you know he’s there. Its sister repeats. Its brother forms
melody. He awaits a breath from the silence that shall be created by the most beautiful
creature. He hopes for a moment when all lambs will forget it… to let the most beautiful
creature caress his name. What is it that is spoken and spoken of?
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- Take your time, wanderer. You may only give us your answer once. - Horus added and
silenced himself along with Anubis in order to let Elizabeth’s mind ponder.
Inside her bubble of serenity and peace, she repeated the words inside her head and
analyzed each one to see what they had in common. All of the clues seemed to be pointing in
one direction. Sound. Namely, the voice. A simple utter is heard through the wind. In hours
of the dark, someone’s voice will lead you to them. Its sister repeats, thus is named echo.
And the brother forms melody through song. He awaits a breath from the silence that shall be
created by the most beautiful creature. He waits for his love to speak. Lastly, he hopes
everyone will cease to talk so that he can hear his love say his name. The voice is spoken and
it is the word spoken of by the two Ancient Egyptian gods.
- The word is “voice”. - she answered.
- You are correct, wanderer. - Anubis nodded. - You may enter through these doors. May
Ra spare you the suffering in these dark times.
With that, the living statues stepped aside after the door opened. They turned back into
lifeless carvings and Elizabeth and Lucille were left to continue their journey alone. Lucille
loosened her grip on her friend after being given a clear sign she was not going to be her
babysitter any longer. She still kept close to her while walking though. The room in which
they entered was quite a small one. It contained a long pedestal with four Canopic jars on it.
It also had hieroglyphs written on the front side which Elizabeth proceeded to read when she
established there were no hidden traps to stop them.
- One of these contains a key to the next room. Take only one.
- So… which one is it? - Lucille questioned the highly questionable canopic jars.
- I’m working on it. - Beth retorted and inspected all the jars before her.
The first one, the jackal-headed one, was made completely out of gold. The exterior, at
least. It was quite eye-catching for her. The baboon-headed one was not so fortunate. It was
simply grotesque to look at all the black scarabs crawling over it. She wouldn’t have ever
recognized it if the rest were not visible to make that assumption. Next to it was the one
whose lid resembled a human head. It was made out of simple clay and actually looked like a
legitimate canopic jar. Finally, the jar on which a falcon head rested was cracked and
chipped. It looked quite old and worn out apart from the other three that looked freshly made
from a large factory in China.
- Is he really that dumb to think I would pick the golden one just because I strive to
obtain wealth? I doubt it. He already knows I’d be too smart for such a trick that only fools
little children. - Elizabeth monologued her way around the pedestal. - Perhaps if I try to think
like him…
The blonde giggled a few times and undertook a sudden transformation into the
Boogieman himself, poorly copying his every action and reaction for the purpose of finding
out which jar holds the key. Lucille could only describe what she saw as pure madness.
- Well what do we have here?! - she laughed. - Four cookie jars! Oh, I do hope there are
Betty Crocker cookies in one of them!
- Beth…? - Lucille whispered.
- And look at all these bugs! This reminds me of the time when I watched a video of
spiders fucking one night. They were so cute! - she began waving her arms around and
joyfully spinning like a ballerina whilst ranting. - Alright, enough horsing around. Even
though clearly my dick is the size of a horse. So it might not be very wise to stick it inside
the one infested with the cute bugs. I don’t want them lying any eggs inside me.
Her friend highly questioned her behavior and slowly sneaked away a bit further from
her in silence, hoping Elizabeth would regain her senses and stop acting like a mental
patient.
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- Why hello there, my good man. My, don’t you look like a sexy eggplant? - she grinned
at her reflection on the golden jar. - You are every Tim Burton’s wet dream, baby. Except
there’s only one Tim Burton. In that case you’re only one Tim Burton’s wet dream. Being
unfunny just adds extra points of sexiness to my score.
She jumped in front of the clay jar and stared at it closely with her hands clutched into
claws.
- AHA! I bet the cookies are in this one! - she shouted and yelped after her face turned
from joy to shock. - OH MY GOD!! Frankie, no!! What have they done to you?! Those
bastards turned you into a pot! Good for you, man. But you won’t fool me. I know what
you’re really hiding in there. I’d probably hide condoms inside you if I’d get to take you
home, but porn magazines work too if they can fit inside.
- Elizabeth, are you just acting or…? - Lucille worried.
As always, she ignores her and continues to prattle on as she approaches the final jar.
- The rats must have sniffed out the cookies and broke their way into this one. - she
waved her finger as she spoke. - Besides, this one is really ugly to look at. What is old and
broken must be disposed of to make way for new attributes… You must be changed and
replaced! No longer will the little teapot have a handle or a spout! Away with you!
She poked it and the jar fell, resulting in breaking and ultimately revealing a key once the
dust settled.
- Wow, I never thought it would work. - she said, indicating that she was normal again.
- You could have figured it out without having to act crazy. Your logical thinking was
obviously what chose the right one. - Lucille commented.
- Yes, but I have to admit, there is something to madness. If I hadn’t cleared my mind and
let go there would be no room left for my brilliant mind to think of this. I think I get why
Jasper is so wise. Intelligence and insanity go hand in hand. But I’m not the kind that likes
looking like an idiot, so we’ll just keep this little secret to ourselves, won’t we? - she
confessed and smiled upon picking up the key. - Let’s go. We still have a long way to go.
- You would have figured it out anyway. - Lucille persisted.
- Okay, that was totally pointless, but it wasn’t until after I figured out which jar was the
right one that I regretted acting crazy.
After Elizabeth admitted that her pointless shinanigans were pointless after all, the two
unlocked the door and went into the next room. It was an astonishing sight to witness. Every
inch was covered with crystals but a narrow path on the floor. It was covered wall to wall in
this perfect, glimmering beige ore.
-Koroit Opals… - Elizabeth’s face lit up in seconds upon seeing them.
- It really is beautiful. - Lucille added. - But how exactly are we supposed to get to the
next room? I don’t see any other door around here.
- We will take them. - she replied and took a small mining pick from her belt, then
proceeded to mine the crystals.
Her soul was overtaken by a devious aspect. Her greed grew stronger with every stone
that crumbled down to her feet. She picked up a few and wanted to put them in her pouch,
but was unpleasantly surprised by what happened next. The gemstones simply broke into
small shards, creating dry sand which poured down her hands.
- Are you sure these are gems? They look more like desert roses to me… - Lucille asked
whilst touching one of the crystallized walls.
- WORTHLESS!! IT’S JUST SAND!! - she shouted, then threw her pick at the wall and
it got itself jagged in it.
- Beth, please calm down. We’re here to find Jasper and Hellen, remember? - Lucille
began to feel uneasy because of her outburst.
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- I DON’T GIVE A FUCK ABOUT YOU OR ANYONE ELSE!! I WANT MY
TREASURE!! - she screamed in her face.
The dark-haired woman did not blink nor step away. She simply stared into her eyes with
sadness and disappointment.
- I liked to believe you actually valued this form of friendship between us and Hellen. It’s
clear to me that money really is the only thing you care about. - she sighed. - I guess I’ll be
looking for Hellen on my own. I wish you good luck.
With those words, one of the walls revealed a secret door through which Lucille left,
leaving Elizabeth to fight her demons alone in this little box of heaven that started to feel
more like a pit deep inside the layers of hell. All of the beautiful gems before her, waiting to
be taken only turn to dust once picked. Realizing the true value of what she has lost, she
dropped down on her knees and felt like the whole room started closing in on her. In a very
literal sense as well. A tear dropped down her cheek as the walls began to move towards her
as if they were going to crush her.
- How could I let myself be blinded by all of this…? All of the beautiful things I keep are
just there for display and I have no benefit from them. Not even a long-term form of
satisfaction… - she uttered these words with her dying breath. - I feel so ashamed… to even
think I could have been corrupted so easily by a bunch of stupid minerals…
A soul instinct hit her at that moment, making her realize she had to retrieve what she
lost. What made her feel whole, but she never knew it did.
- Those people care about me and I never noticed it before. Maybe I care about them just
as much… - she muttered and stood up to face the wall through which Lucille exited.
- You are worth nothing! - she roared at it, drew out the mining pick from it and threw it
at the wall violently once more.
Only this time was different. The second before the pick hit the wall, it turned back into
the door which broke into tiny shards of glass upon impact. The walls stopped moving,
leaving Elizabeth to walk off triumphant and find her friends with the exception that the
word actually held weight now.
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CHAPTER TWENTY THREE
Gold Digger
After leaving Elizabeth in hopes of finding Hellen and Boogie, Lucille managed to
stumble upon them as the very next room was the one they were entrapped in. The wall near
them suddenly rotated and revealed none other than the timid maiden.
- Lucille! - Hellen shouted out in glee and ran over to her and gave her a strong hug. - I
couldn’t be more glad to see you’re okay.
- Likewise. - she smiled and held her back.
- Do not mistake my tone for displeasure, but I am concerned about the whereabouts of
my tracking hound. - Boogie walked over to them and leaned towards Lucille.
Looking over her shoulder with a light frown, she gave him the exact answer he needed.
- I see. Well, she’ll catch up soon enough. I’m sure of it. While we were trapped here I
did discover a very peculiar little detail on one of these mummies. Observe.
Thus the host grabbed a stone-shaped lock placed on the chest of a mummy and turned it
sideways, resulting in yet another wall sinking down into the earth and letting them feed
their eyes with the sight of the resting place of Aswadbomani, including his infamous
treasure. There was no light to reflect off the dusty gold, but at least the fiery torches that still
burned indicated that it was all in fact very, very authentic.
- So this is where you’ve been hiding, ladies. - Boogie grinned and stepped into the room
first. - There are so many of you I can’t decide which pile to take to the surface first.
The other two followed and walked around to let the magnificence of the view sink in.
Hellen barely took a glance and immediately ran over to the sarcophagus, looking around it
and enjoying the joyful sensation of discovery.
- All of this is mine! - he laughed psychotically. - With this… I will build the largest
house this world has ever seen… I will build room upon room upon room for my dear
children! And they will all love me! ME! I will raise each one of them with care and they
will love me for it! You hear me, father?! THEY WILL LOVE ME!! YOU GO TO HELL!!
- Hellen…? I think there is some sort of disease spread in this place. Everyone is going
insane. First Elizabeth and now him. - Lucille went over to Hellen to tell her about her
concerns.
- I can’t say I know. But you still didn’t tell us how come she isn’t with you?
- That’s probably because I’m right here. - the blonde spoke as she entered.
- Hey Beth! - Hellen waved cheerfully at her.
Lucille only glanced at her for a moment and kept silent, still feeling upset.
- Glad you could make it, sweetheart. - Boogie grabbed the back of her shirt with a crazy
look in his eyes. - Now go open that sarcophagus and get me my prize.
- I’ll get you your damn mummy. - she struggled out of his grip disrespectfully and
stormed down to Hellen and Lucille who stood close by.
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Filled with newfound power, she pushed the lid off as if it had no weight to oppose with.
- There! It’s all yours. - she shouted at him and turned to the girls. - We need to go. Just
follow me and walk quickly.
- Why should we trust you? - Lucille queried.
- Because I care for you guys. I don’t want to see you get hurt and this idiot is going to
raise a mummy in a matter of seconds, now let’s go. - she quickly explained and grabbed
their hands, dragging them both back towards the exit.
- Magnificent… - Boogie took a golden necklace and ran over to the sleeping pharaoh. Oh the fortune you shall bring me, sweet prince.
The girls were already further away when two clawed hands grabbed the beast and pulled
thim into the sarcophagus. So close to freedom, the emptiness that served as a portal was
now a transparent wall that kept them from exiting.
- Bastard. He’s done it. - Elizabeth slammed her fist at the shield.
They turned around and the only thing they could hear through the thick silence was
Lucille’s quiet whimpers. A terrifying figure sat up from the sarcophagus. The mummified
corpse that closely resembled their host turned its head to face them with dark holes filled
with nothing but void for his eyes. Wearing a dusty, ancient crown that was wrapped around
his ram horns, he opened his mouth and gave them a smile, still as silent as the grave he
awoke from.
- Hellen, go hide with Lucille. - Elizabeth ordered, her eyes still fixed at the threat. Make sure she stays calm.
And it was cleaver advice to give. The dark-haired maiden slowly began to become
overtaken by hysteria and felt the air escaping through her lungs. Hellen nodded
determinedly and took her away in the furthest corner of the room to keep her eyes and ears
closed so that she wouldn’t be frightened. It was only the mummy and Elizabeth left on the
battlefield as it stepped out of the death bed, stepping onto the naked earth, dragging the
wrappings across it. The blonde grabbed a lock pick from her pocket and assertively walked
to the mummy, holding it firmly in her hand and jabbing it into his neck as soon as she got
close enough. Without a second of waiting to show her it did absolutely nothing, the pharaoh
grabbed the top of her skull and violently threw her down onto the ground. She let out a
moan of pain, but quickly turned around to face her opponent who took this opportunity
wisely and kicked her in the gut. She moaned again, rolling a few steps away and holding on
to her stomach. Much to their surprise, Hellen left Lucille to help Elizabeth defeat the
mummy. She held an extinguished torch in her hand and raised it once she was positioned
behind him. Unfortunately, he did notice her and when she was about to decapitate him with
a blunt instrument, he turned around and faced her. The only thing she saw in his eye sockets
were merciful warmth and beauty, forcing her to remember the moment when the host held
her and blessed her with the most sweet feeling she had ever experienced. Immediately, she
dropped the piece of wood and the pharaoh shoved her away, making her fall down.
- Leave her the fuck alone!! - Elizabeth shouted at him.
But it made no difference. He raised his hand high up in the air which made the sand
particles wrap around the brown-haired girl’s arms and legs, summoning a swarm of flesheating scarabs at the same time. They rushed towards her and Lucille. Upon seeing them,
Hellen shouted out Elizabeth’s name in helplessness. A few of the insects changed their track
and went after Lucille who was huddling in a corner, stiffening her muscles in overwhelming
fear. When the mummy was turned away from her, the blonde grabbed a few loose bandages
from his neck and pulled them towards her as if she was trying to strangle him.
- You WILL listen to me!! - she threatened him, yelling with her face close to his. - When
I say something you will listen!!
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Strangely enough, a beam of light suddenly shot from the ceiling right through the
mummy’s left leg and made it twitch. By losing his focus from the pain that rushed through
him, Hellen was released from the sand’s grasp and ran to keep the scarabs away from
Lucille.
- Nobody ever listened! And every time I turn out to be right! So now you will listen to
me! LEAVE THEM ALONE!!
With that, a couple more light beams probed his chest and turned him into dust. The
scarabs were swallowed up by the sand, leaving the girls safe and victorious.
- You did it! - Hellen smiled and ran over to Elizabeth, jumping around her like an
overjoyed fan. - How the hell did you do that?! I mean, that was awesome! You made a
speech so epic that it actually turned him to dust! I don’t even know how you can kill
someone with a speech, but you did it!
- Thanks. I guess all it took was understanding and conquering your flaws. - she smiled
back at her and went over to help Lucille up who was still in shock from this frightful
situation.
- Lu… Why are you still scared? - she asked in a gentle tone. - You know Hellen and I’ll
be there for you. I know I might not have showed to be the best of friends like Hellen, but I
get that it’s much more important to me now.
- I just feel suffocated by it every time something even a little bit frightening appears. I
can’t help myself. It’s like a disease that paralyzes me with every trigger. But… I’m really
glad you decided to follow me. I was hoping you would. - she hugged her with still a few
tears left to dry on her cheeks.
- Okay… now where are we supposed to go? - Hellen inquired after letting the touching
moment pass.
A few large rocks fell from above them, luckily not harming anyone and enlarging the
holes through which the light was coming. The girls looked up and saw a rope being cast
down to them. Without questioning anything, they were simply grateful they would get out
of the tomb faster and so they climbed up. At the top, back outside of the pyramid was a
strange, tall cloaked man waiting for them. The girls already knew it was Boogie, but they
simply wondered why he was hiding his face.
- Thanks. I’m grateful you at least helped us exit the easy way instead of making us
encounter more traps and puzzles. - Elizabeth said. - We killed your dumb mummy. It’s only
fair that you helped us get out.
There was no reply. He just stood there for a few solid seconds and walked back to his
carriage with the reins attached to two black, long-coated Shire horses. The girls did feel a
little skeptic about following him, but seeing how they had no choice, they decided to hop on
it and let this cloaked person that is so obviously Boogie take them to their next destination.
So the journey of our three heroines continued. They talked on the carriage for a bit and
Elizabeth was eager to ask Hellen about what happened when she was trapped with their
host, but her inner voice thought it would be best not to bring up the subject, seeing how
happy she was. After a few minutes a thick line was drawn between the change of scenery.
At one point the desert suddenly stopped existing and was instead replaced with a very
peculiar place which could indicate the beginning of the next dream. It was a place for fear to
be easily manifested and the girls felt more than ready to tackle the obstacles ahead. All but
one.
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CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR
Do You Believe?
What are the sounds the dark forest makes? Are they cries for help? Are they simply an
echo from a world misunderstood by man? The trees do no rustle in the dark of the night.
The air is warm, yet the colors that surround the girls are colder than their host’s stare.
Whatever you may feel, there is still something mysteriously chilling to those who stare into
the blackness of his eyes. His red iris fixated at you may seem hostile and horrifying, but if
you stop to stare back, you may find the truth behind his stare. You may find love, kindness,
admiration and beauty behind the most horrid of sights. Those qualities are only seen by the
eyes of the blind. The bats. These magnificent outworldly creatures that are the very core of
intuition itself and serve as a prime example. While most only know what they see, the bats
look beyond the eye’s illusions. They can hear the whispers of souls and understand that
beneath the skin of a wolf hides a kind, gentle lamb. So even though they are thought of as
frightening little beasts, the bats are to be looked upon with great respect and sympathy. For
this forest, like the lamb’s wolf fur coat, is merely an illusion that holds something beautiful
inside. Venturing within it, our trio and the Boogieman arrive at a tavern in the middle of the
woods. It is a cottage, quite small if compared to a regular alcohol-serving estate. The
cloaked host left the carriage outside and walked into the tavern on his own as if he did not
even notice he had other passengers. They stepped carefully onto the darkened, dry soil,
suddenly noticing they were wearing hand-sewn dresses from light cloth and cotton. Their
glorious exploration outfits were switched for the most common gowns of maids from the
late 19th century. Elizabeth’s was more of a dark blue color with a white apron, whereas
Hellen’s was more Lolita oriented and a bright, amber orange color. While Elizabeth’s was
up to her knees, Lucille’s purple dress dropped all the way down to the floor and had a
golden string belt tied around her waist. She was indifferent about the fashion choice for this
dream, unlike her companions. Hellen enjoyed the overall cute and innocent look to match
that angelic smile, but the blonde was never really fond of dresses. Still, she did not
complain. A breeze of cold autumn passed by as they entered the lighted tavern. They were
glad to escape the loneliness of the forest from which you could only hear the creepy,
melodious music the wind played on the branches and hurriedly closed the door behind them
to make sure nothing would enter the little heaven that manifested itself inside the unknown.
As soon as you heard the loud thud of the heavy wooden door slamming shut, they turned to
see their host remove his hood and speak: - How nice of you to come, ladies. I was afraid
you’d rather stay outside and get eaten by God knows what unholy creature. I take it your
trip to Egypt went well?
- I was hoping for a mine cart or something more fun and less life threatening. - Elizabeth
replied with a sarcastic grin. - So you’re here to fill us in on our next assignment, right?
- Precisely. But it’s best we find a more suitable place to talk. This way. - the host smiled
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back and led them to an empty table in the left north corner of the establishment.
They sat down together quietly whilst Hellen scanned the area around for people who
might be looking their way or more rudely put, staring at them. Once the threats were
eliminated with her staring back at the inquisitive eyes, Boogie began to elaborate and reveal
some new points to his master plan.
- So, it is my belief that you three are going to want some more answers, yes? And since I
already know what the majority of the questions will be, I will answer them now and take
more once I am finished. Sound fair? - he eyed each one of them and held his palms
overlapped on the table as he spoke. - As you may have noticed, Elizabeth is the first one to
stay in the game after the encounter with her nightmare. Congratulations are in order, but we
will get to drinking later. You are starting to realize the rules of my game, as I have
suspected. Each location and the beings within it are custom-tailored for the dreamer.
Namely, one of you. Sarah, Natalie and Giselle are alright, I assure you. They have woken up
and are living their normal lives or still sleeping as we speak. And just to be clear, they did
not fail. They have all succeeded in their own way, as will you. Think of this as a back to
school session. What we are playing is my way of educating people. I’ve done this before.
Many times. I take enjoyment in enlightening people if they are willing to listen. Nothing in
dreams is without reason. Every little detail is a symbol which you may or may not
understand yet or ever. Interpreting my teachings through these dreams is completely up to
you. Why am I really doing all of this? I believe there is really no point in hiding my
intentions anymore now that we have gotten to know each other better. I, myself, no matter
how wise, am still a student. Tonight I have decided to begin studying the most complex
subject known to man. I am here to study love. Love between friends, between a man and a
woman, between parent and child. What is trust? Why do we trust another? What would the
world be without trust? What is love? Why do we love? Is it just a way to get us to reproduce
or something more? Friendship, kinship, loyalty. All of you and those who left this realm are
a part of my studies tonight. But do not look at me as some scientist that watches your every
move and hears your every word. I am certainly not a spy, nor do I have the time to be one. I
feel what is in your hearts and deduce with the help of psychological examination skills. So
instead, I would like you to look at me as a friend, a fellow student that wishes to forward the
knowledge I have collected over the years of my life. With that said, I am ready to take any
questions you may have for me. Go.
- How come you don’t sing anymore? - Hellen tried to insert a little humor into the
situation to ease the tension she sensed in the girls.
- I thought you didn’t like my singing. - he smiled back at her with his eyes gently
staring.
- We don’t. At least the majority of us. - Elizabeth added. - Now… Why are you telling
us this? Isn’t it a bit dumb to reveal your big, master plan?
- To earn your trust of course. I share something private with you and you do the same
for me. You don’t have to, of course. But keep in mind that I am only a curious creature and
wish to know answers to some questions solely for the sake of knowledge.
- But you said you knew everything about us.
- I did. And I do know everything about you. But I greatly appreciate being told
something instead of figuring it out myself. A gift of honesty is a sign of trust. You girls trust
me, don’t you? - he explained.
- You wanted to kill us. That’s not a very trustworthy act. - the blonde said.
- Why don’t you let Hellen and Lucille answer for themselves? - he glanced at the quiet
one and the jolly maiden.
- I don’t know… - Lucille muttered, remembering him hurting her back in Egypt when
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they dug her up from the sand.
- I trust you. - Hellen smiled brightly with her arms held tightly together against her body
as if she was a little girl.
The beast took another look at her and barely found the strength not to give away the
amount of pleasure he gained from hearing those words be uttered by her.
- Hellen! - Elizabeth turned her head to glare at her with disapproving eyes.
- What? I think he’s telling the truth.
- You can’t be that naive. Besides, you can’t prove to he’s trustworthy. - she argued.
- What do we have to lose? This is only a dream after all. - the maiden answered.
- Okay, that is true. - the blonde sat back in her chair with her arms folded. - But there are
still more things I want answered. For example, what was up with the hieroglyphs and the
wall paintings in the tomb? And I know you know, so please, elaborate.
- There is no escaping your verbal slaughter, is there? - Boogie chuckled. - I wanted you
to get to know my story better. I wish to achieve two more things other than gain more
knowledge on the subject I mentioned. I have kept a secret with me for a long time and I felt
I needed to tell someone. I needed someone to share my burden with me. I also wish to gain
one final invaluable resource needed for survival and a content life. Man do not live on bread
and water alone. I want to receive this final ingredient to complete myself. But you will have
to find more about that on your own as we progress. I suspect you already know about my
dark secret, but in order for my burden to be lifted off my chest, I need you to find it. I need
you to understand this horrible deed I have done and understand how I have felt about it
since that dreadful night. I need you to help me move on.
With those last words, Lucille felt a bolt of electricity rush through her chest. A feeling
of empathy emerged from deep inside her soul.
- This is why I am taking you to spend the night at McRaven manor. - his tone was
slightly lowered while speaking of that name.
- Is this going to be some sort of haunted mansions? - Elizabeth inquired.
- That depends on what you find frightening. - he grinned. - But before I take you there, I
want you girls to have a little break from all of this adventuring. You deserve it.
The hand of the parched creature was raised and a waiter heeded his call. The poor man
must have been worked to death, as was shown by the large, purplish bags under his hazel
eyes.
- What’ll it be, sir? The usual? - he sighed whilst the colored center of his eyeballs
moved around, focusing on each person at the table with ever glance before returning to stare
at Boogie.
- Bring me your best bottle of red, would you? The ladies have had a long day.
He bowed down and left them with a very simple and humble: - Right away, sir.
A suitor managed to sneak near them and approached Lucille with a generous offer of
dancing to the sounds created by a small band. They consisted of a pair of violinists and a
guitarist that managed to keep the mood lively and energetic with the sizzling of the strings.
- Would you care to dance? - he extended his glove-protected hand towards the blackhaired beauty and kept his hypnotizing glare focused at her.
A bit disturbed and feeling uneasy, she coldly rejected him with a fast glance and
sideway head shake of shame.
- Leave the lady alone, Mortimer. She’s my guest tonight. - he tapped his long index
finger against the wooden surface as he spoke to the suitor. - I like you, but that doesn’t mean
you can steal away my company just like that. You understand, don’t you?
Morty’s soul chuckled and he retracted the fist back against his pompous chest, smiling
back at Boogie as to an old friend that just embarrassed him in front of a girl he were hitting
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on, but decided to look the other way because he is well aware of his “charming” personality.
Thus, he replied with a hint of nuisance in his voice: - Of course. How foolish of me. I
apologize for the disturbance.
That same smile that looked like kindness and understanding could have easily been
translated as the “I will bash your head in with a fairly blunt instrument, my good man”
smile. He took one last “happy” glare at Boogie and left the group alone, returning to his
usual drinking post at the table across the room.
Hellen seemed to have a strange reaction to the event. Her head head arched to face her
feet and the playful smile slowly faded away from her face to replace one of envy.
- So… Is it hard interacting with characters you created and you ultimately have to
control? - Elizabeth asked another question and leaned forward for the purpose of being
heard more clearly from the loud music playing in the background. The people were
cheerfully dancing around like monkeys with broomsticks shoved up their asses so they have
no choice but to wave their arms around, pretending they’re drowning in a kiddie pool.
- I have a lot of experience, so no. It takes a powerful mind to be able to host so many
unique beings inside you and not be considered mad. It takes over a lifetime of one man to
perfect such skill. - he answered her question and focused all of his energy and thought on
the agitated woman that sat before him.
It only took him a few second of concentration to transit into a more suitable song for his
near-future actions. The virtuosos began to play the melody and beat which he desired. The
moment opened an opportunity for him to pull his little lamb out of the rain and under the
cover of the tree.
- Oh! Oh! This is my jam! - he exclaimed and pulled Hellen from her seat straight into
his arms. - Let’s show these amateurs how it’s done, shall we, lamb?
- What the hell? - the blonde stares blankly at them with her jaw dropped and one
eyebrow raised in awkward confusion.
Lucille had the same feeling inside, nevertheless, but she was polite enough to keep her
mouth closed while she gave them an estranged expression with her eyelids and eyebrows.
- Uhm… okay? - Hellen avoided looking him in the eyes at all cost and felt tension
rising, knowing people would be watching her dance and she would have to give it her best
if she doesn’t want to embarrass herself.
Boogie took her away onto the dance floor and made sure the others occupying it would
give him and his dance partner enough space to show them the mastery of dance. Nobody
stood a chance against the protege of the legendary Michael Jackson and his partner in this
moment carved into destiny. With the master of illusion taking the lead and his dear lamb by
her hand and waist, they merged with the sound and wind, hence the phrase “dancing on air”.
Her heart could just spontaneously combust. Her whole body could. She has never known
how it feels to be held her by her waist. How is one supposed to react to such bliss? As if it
was not enough, he did not even think about keeping his stare to himself. He twirled with her
around the open wooden plains, encouraging her graceful legs to fly and her luscious body to
grind to the booming of violins. The maiden swooned in a spin at one moment, mimicking a
dramatic and passionate attempt to escape the closeness of his clutches. But after letting her
catch some air, he immediately pulled her back to continue their twisted rumba. He would
hold her closer and closer with each time she would return to him. The lamb’s hands would
tremble if they had to be kept still. The speed they were picking up on was incredible. Their
bodies were synced perfectly like they had the same mind and reflexes controlling them. To
Hellen’s relief, she soon began to focus more on having fun rather than on the fact she was
going to pass out from the overflowing joy that was flooding her organ systems. But the
beast did not share these feelings. He thought putting a smile on her face would serve his
144

beast did not share these feelings. He thought putting a smile on
face would/ Claire
serve his
TheherBoogieman
Amber
desires well, but he was mistaken. The indescribable allure radiating from her being became
torturous instead of pleasing. He never thought a moment would come when he would bite
off more than he could chew. So it did, to his dismay. This man that knew temptation all too
well found himself being torn up inside. The temptation in times of desperation was an old
friend of his that came back to destroy him once more. She laughed in his face for thinking
he could satisfy himself with a dance. It is just a dance, nothing more, he thought. Yet
everything inside him kept screaming in his ears, making him lose his mind and drown
himself in heaven’s waters. It felt masochistically good. The pain was growing worse, but it
felt too good for him to make it stop.
- They’re pretty good. - Lucille watched and smiled at Elizabeth whilst making that
comment.
- Thrilling. - the other coughed in sarcasm.
But Lucille was feeling anxious, as the suitor from before, named Mortimer, was eying
her constantly. She couldn’t help but scoot away behind Elizabeth to hide from his watchful
pupils. The waiter that came back with their drinks provided a good cover as well.
Fortunately for her, the song had ended and Mortimer’s attention turned to the bowing
dancers. Hellen and Boogie held each other’s hand while thanking the audience for being so
lovely. The beast had a hard time letting her go, but a few words he kept repeating in his
mind encouraged him to subdue his desires. They sat back down at their table once the crowd
stopped cheering for them energetically and they all grabbed their glasses, half filled with
one fifth of a liter poured from an expensive and classy bottle of red wine for Boogie’s toast
proposal.
- You girls have come a long way. I couldn’t be more proud. - he acknowledged. - But the
end of your journey is still far from being seen. I wish you all the best of luck in your path
towards enlightenment.
- Amen to that. - Hellen added.
- Luck is for the weak. We have enough wits to get through this without luck either way.
- As long as we’ve got you. - Lucille leaned her glass towards the blonde and took a sip
afterward.
- So tell us, who’s gonna be the hero in this dream?
- Now now, my dear Elizabeth. I don’t really mind spoilers, but there are things I deem
worthy of not being spoiled for the sake of fun. This is one of them. - he sneered.
- You have to tell us something about this assignment. - she made a good argument. - At
least a hint about how not to get our asses handed to us. Though it so rarely happens…
- All I can give you is some friendly advice. If there is such thing as no guts no glory,
then “The Legend of Sleepy Hollow” is a true story.1 - he took a sip from his glass like a true
gentleman.
The girls took a silent pause to think about the metaphor Boogie just told them and then
Elizabeth made the first step in questioning him some more: - Look, Jasper or whatever you
like to call yourself, we know there are going to be monsters, ghosts, vampires and what not
in that mansion. Do us a favor, skip the bullshit just this once so we can get through this. I
have other people’s sanity to think about as well.
- Okay. Fair enough. Though it’s nice to see you have come to understand the magic of
friendship pinkiepieisawesome, I still can’t give you any more hints this time. It spoils all the
fun! - he rose his arms to express the amount of fun he was talking about.
- You only gave us hints once. Before we went into the future.
- No. - he swallowed the rest of the fiery liquid and places his glass gently onto the table
with a quiet, low gasp, focusing his monsterlike pupils directly at Hellen the 3 seconds he
was exhaling and grinning intentionally.
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- When do we leave then? - the blonde inquired.
- You’re free to walk out this door whenever it fits you, darling. It’s a 30-minute walk to
the mansion. Just down the road.
- I was hoping you would take us there in your “not” suspicious carriage.
- That is the plan. After we’ve finished drinking, of course. Unfortunately, I seem to be
immune to the potency of this bottle’s contents, but apparently not to some of the beautiful
sights this establishment has to offer. - he acknowledged, mimicking a deep voice that he
hoped would grab Hellen’s attention. - It might take a while.
The silence of the moment was captured since none of the girls had anything to add to
the conversation except Elizabeth who let out a long and annoyed sigh, followed by a light
slam of her forehead against the surface of the table. Lucille observed her actions and
worried if she was alright, tapping her shoulder lightly and asking her if she was indeed
alright. With the two distracted for those precious few moments, Boogie turned his attention
back to his intoxicant. She was quite distracted since he gave her that long stare a few
moments earlier and noticed him once more just at the right time. There was nothing that
could be done to make the chocolate-haired maiden feel more uncomfortable except for what
Boogie was about to do next. He kept his gaze locked and stroked her leg with his “very
subtly” under the wooden table. His dear lamb blushed and lost track of where she was
supposed to look. Her suitor was quite pleased with the loud heartbeats he heard coming
from the girl. He did it again.
- You look displeased. Are you? - he whispered.
- No. I just don’t know how to respond. - she stuttered lightly whilst keeping her head
down.
- I deeply sympathize with you. - the predatory host started to feel anger for the wooden
ornament that was keeping him from moving closer to his prey, yet he was very thankful for
it at the same time. - But you will have to forgive my intrusions. It has become unspeakably
difficult for me to stand my ground, as you can clearly see.
- If you won’t drive us, we’re walking. Let’s go. - Elizabeth assertively stood up from
her seat and demanded they leave at once.
- Alright, if you’re in such a hurry. Get in the carriage, I’ll be there in a second. - he
shook his head and stood up with a stretch of his back.
It was good enough for the impatient blonde. They left him in the cottage to finish
whatever business he had left. Hellen was the last to exit, for she wanted to give him one last
look and smile of admiration when the girls weren’t watching. He approached her before she
got a chance to exit through the door and stood before her, arching down a bit so he could
observe her elegance a bit closer.
- I never got to apologize for putting you through those taunts before. - he said in
remorse.
- Why did you do it if you’re sorry?
- I’ll tell you later. I just want to say to you one thing before we leave. - his expression
turned a grim as he spoke. - You possess just as much strength as I do. But at this moment, I
grow weaker. We will spend quite some time together and I am counting on you to not let me
overstep my boundaries. It might be hard for you to understand that all of this is real, but I’ll
prove it to you soon enough. Don’t give me more reasons to do something both of us want in
sanctuary from the watchful eyes. I will do my best not to put you in such a position,
however, I can’t make promises. The closer I get to achieving my goal, the harder it is to
keep away. I leave you with this reminder that no matter how I try to contain my emotions,
they are exactly what you are trying to convince yourself is not real.
The host revealed a small apple blossom in the hand he kept behind his back. Blissfully
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grateful for this little gift, Hellen returned the favor with a heart-warming smile and desire to
give her admirer a long, time-binding kiss. Alas, she knew she had to be strong to make it all
happen, but a little speck of doubt still kept screaming inside her. The blossom silenced it for
a few moments and she left to join her friends in the carriage with the most beautiful “thank
you” Boogie thought he had ever heard, putting the gift in a small pocket of her dress. The
door closed behind his sweet maiden and he turned around to face the center of the still
lively crowd.
- I understand what you are trying to do, father. - he spoke to himself. - But this is no
longer a test of patience. This is a test of the power my feelings possess, is it not? I do not
hold your judgment against you. She is my only concern. You ask of me to rip out her heart
in order to see if it will still beat. To prove I love her, I must hurt her. But how can I hurt her
if I love her?
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CHAPTER TWENTY FIVE
Hear No Evil
Hellen hopped onto the carriage and took a seat next to Lucille.
- Why isn’t he coming? - Elizabeth asked.
The last-seated one shrugged and continued to fix her dress.
- Girls… I don’t think I can do this… - Lucille began to put the whole plan into question
and shivered lightly.
- Lu, you can’t be serious. We’ve already established we are practically superheroes here.
- the blonde groaned, starting to feel even more annoyed.
- You don’t have to yell at her.
- You were late because you were still in there in the cottage smithing with that creep. I
don’t think that qualifies you to be her lawyer. You two are my friends and as of now you are
my responsibility. The best way to get through this is to just be brave and that is what I need
Lucille to be right now.
- Smithing? First of all, that word just sounds wrong. Second, I am doing absolutely
nothing. The only reason why I stayed in there a few seconds longer was to make sure that
creepy what’s-his-name who asked Lu for a dance wasn’t intending on following us.
Lucille felt a little disappointed in herself, knowing she was a burden to them both. She
took a deep breath and ignored her body’s light trembling. If she were to continue thinking
about all the frightening things waiting for them, her panic would just consume her. There
was no room for fear anymore.
- Mortimer? - Elizabeth asked.
- Yeah! Him! I have a hard time remembering names of people unless they serve a bigger
purpose in my social life. - the maiden rolled her eyes a bit and gave an awkward smile. - To
be honest, I had a hard time remembering your names at first.
- Okay, okay, but what about him? Was he staring at us while we were leaving?
- I was paying attention to that, but no. He was just drinking at the bar. But he would
have heard us leave, right? - she spoke, unsure about the liability of her statement.
- I don’t think so. There was too much noise and loud music.
- And I have to ask, but why do you always keep accusing me of having something with
Jasper? Even if I did, I don’t see it as a bad thing.
- I don’t want him manipulating you into betraying us. We’re a team now and we have to
stick together or we’ll never get out of this place. - she explained. - We all know you like
him. It’s not hard not to notice the way you two keep glancing at each other. I already knew
he had interest in you, but I don’t know why and I don’t know what his plans are yet. What I
do know is that you are our Ace in the sleeve. If things start cooking up, you’ll help us get
out of the mess.
- I don’t really appreciate being thought of as a tool, but I have to agree with you. I like
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him… kinda… I won’t lie. He’s the only guy who has ever payed that much attention to me.
I really wasn’t doing anything. He’s the one who keeps making moves on me. - she admitted
and blushed lightly.
- Which is exactly why you should be careful. I fear he might be fattening you up so he
could use you later for one of his devious plans to sabotage the trust between us.
- I hope you aren’t saying I’d actually be dumb enough to fall to something like that. I
may look like a lonely, naive, childish girl, but I’m not retarded you know.
While they were prattling on about the subject, Boogie exited the tavern, bowing down
and saying goodbye to his puppet friends used to set the scenery and hopped onto the
carriage.
- How long does it take a guy to take a piss? We’ve been freezing out here for 10
minutes. - Elizabeth spoke sternly like a disappointed teacher.
- And if you’ve been talking then it’s gonna be your fault we run into a pack of
werewolves, not mine. Now I’m gonna have to ask you to keep quiet. I don’t want any evil
spirits haunting my domain. - he warned them.
So the girls and their gracious host rode off into the dark of the night. There was nothing
else to do but to helplessly await their arrival before McRaven Manor. After 15 minutes of
trotting through the path and listening to nothing but the silence coming from the girls, they
arrive to their destination safely. The towering mansion did not really look like what they had
pictured in their mind. It was indeed large, but it did not look old or torn. It was a freshly
painted, firm structured and overall nice looking house fitting for the time period they were
in. It was just a shame it was situated in the middle of a dark, scary forest, otherwise it would
be a neat place to live in. There were a few lights glowing, so whoever lives there now must
still be awake, or so they thought. The only question was, from how long of a slumber were
they awake? In order to keep her strength, Lucille kept her eyes far off from any window of
the house, praying she wouldn’t be the one to see something strange or paranormal. Hellen,
on the other hand, looked up and saw a small blue flash of light disappear from the window
on the second floor. Her heart skipped a few beats, but it did not hold her back.
- Impressed? - Boogie sneered after helping them off the carriage.
- Not really. It doesn’t look that scary. - Elizabeth commented.
- So you were picturing something of more stereotypical nature? I expected more from
you. - he shook his head and gave her his counterargument. - Think of this house as a serial
killer that has a wife and kid, has a good job for which he puts on a business suit every day
and is always neatly shaved.
- Alright, you got me. I didn’t think you were that smart for that.
- You did, but you just like to make yourself look better. - he chuckled.
- And nobody here has a problem with that. Moving on.
- This is the last time we’ll see each other before the finals, girls. I wish you all the best
of luck. - he spoke. - And say hi to Jordan for me. Tell him he still owes me his shoes.
With those last words, he whipped the reins and the horses galloped into oblivion, turning
into golden dust particles. The girls boldly walked up the steps and Elizabeth rang the
doorbell. They waited a few moments, but there was no answer. So Hellen took over and
began ringing the doorbell repeatedly. Someone finally managed to get off their lazy
buttocks and opened the door for them.
- Oh, good evening. You must be the ladies wishing to stay the night here, correct? Boogie, dressed in satin pajamas, greeted them with a soft, soothing, deep voice.
- Yes. - Elizabeth answered.
- Elizabeth… Lucille and Hellen. Was that right? Jasper spoke greatly of you. Come in. It
might be easier to talk where it’s warmer.
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He invited them inside and led them into the living room where he kept a large portrait of
himself over a fireplace like any other generic creepy, single, rich guy that lives in a haunted
mansion.
- Please be seated. - he said as he sat down on his large armchair.
The girls did as he requested and all sat down on a sofa close to the fire to get a bit
warmer from the chilly breeze outside that lowered their body temperatures.
- You have a really tall ceiling. - Hellen smiled and looked up.
- Thank you. People don’t usually find it amusing.
- We really appreciate your hospitality, Mr. McRaven. We promise we won’t be too much
of a bother. - Lucille managed to mumble a few kind words.
- Not at all. I was very glad Jasper asked me. I was starting to get quite lonely, as you can
imagine. I’m the only one left here from my family. - he nodded in appreciation and
suddenly remembered he hadn’t offered them a drink. - Oh! I almost forgot. Would you girls
like a drink? Tea?
They all shook their heads sideways and thanked him for asking anyway.
- We won’t be taking away your time for long. We still need to get settled in our rooms,
but we’d like to inquire about your lovely house before we go. - the blonde said.
- Of course. What would you like to know? - he replied with a polite smile.
- Jasper must have told you we’ve come here to find a body buried under the house,
right?
- Unfortunately, yes. You are going to have your hands full while searching for it. This
house is quite spacious. It would take a lot of time to find the body in such a large area.
- Don’t worry about us. We’ll find it. - she assured him. - But you said you were the only
one here from your family. Why is that?
- They moved away. Now it’s just me and my friends here.
- Ghosts? - Hellen inquired.
- They are dead, yes. But they are still good company. Would you like to meet them? his face lit up once he spoke out those words, as if he was hoping they would say yes.
- Why the hell not? - Elizabeth shrugged.
- Beth, I don’t think this is such a good idea… - Lucille whispered to her.
- Don’t worry, Lu. Just try to mimic this guy’s view of ghosts and fear won’t find you to
be an interesting target to pick on. - Hellen patted her shoulder and gave her a heartwarming
smile.
- I guess… - she rubbed her shoulders uneasily.
- It’s okay guys! You can come out now! - he shouted at the abyss.
The girls looked around for a few moments, expecting to see the ghosts, but it took them
a while to peek from behind paintings, chairs and lamps.
- They look frightened. - Lucille tried to take a closer look at one of the peeking
phantoms.
- They are. We haven’t had any guests other than Jasper in quite some time.
The black-haired maiden felt the fog of caution float away from her heart. She saw her
own reflection in the ghosts and deeply empathized with them. They were more afraid of her
than she was of them, she thought. She approached the green light and sat down on her knees
before it.
- It’s alright. We’re not going to hurt you. Believe it or not, I’m just as scared as you. she tried to convince the ghost she meant it no harm with her fragile voice.
Thus, the green ghost showed himself in all his glory. He resembled a man in his thirties,
completely bare-chested with a serpentlike, ghostly tail for legs. He was bald, seemed to
look like a very athletic Caucasian male. The other two floated out in the open, slowly and
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cautiously as well. The second one was a blue apparition, slender and bone-thin. His hair
appeared to be the length of his neck and it was soaked wet, glued to half of his face. Finally,
the third one was a female. She radiated with an indigo glow and owned a head of abundant,
luxurious hair. She hovered over to Elizabeth and Hellen who were silently observing the
scene.
- Are you sure it is safe? - the blue one went over to him and inquired suspiciously.
- They are Jasper’s friends, Atlas. I think they can be trusted.
- We are so glad to finally have a more lively company over. And you’re all women! This
is great news! - the female circled around the two and began bombarding them with
questions. - Your hair is so strange. Tell me, who is your barber? Are you married? Do you
have any children? I’ve always wanted to have children. Are you two siblings?
- Can we start with names? Elizabeth and this is Hellen.
- Hi! - she waved her hand and grinned from ear to ear.
- My name’s Cindy. It’s a pleasure to meet you. - the ghost bowed lightly.
Meanwhile, the third of the group was getting better acquainted with Lucille. She still felt
a little anxious because of his appearance, him being a ghost and all, but she knew nothing
would happen.
- I’m Lucille. - the girl introduced herself.
- Michael. - he replied.
- You don’t have to be scared. Really. I’m usually the one always having panic attacks in
situations like this.
- You don’t look like a very frightful person.
- Come on. I’ll introduce you to my friends. - she spoke, stood up and attempted to take
his hands to help him up as well, but soon realized she could only pass through them.
-Oh, sorry. I forgot…
- That’s alright. - he smiled and floated up.
- He’s right, dear. That little mistake shows that you see them as living beings, not just
ethereal entities. They may not be alive, but they still co-exist with us in this world. - Boogie
nodded.
- Lucille’s actually not afraid. - Elizabeth whispered to Hellen.
- Weird, huh? I mean, why do you think she’s not scared now?
- We’ll ask her later. We need to get a room so we can figure out the plan for now. - she
explained and coughed in order to get Boogie’s attention. - Mr McRaven?
- Jordan, please. We’re all friends here. - the man smirked and bowed his head gently as
he replied.
- Do you think we could have bedroom with 3 beds? And could you takes us there?
We’re tired and we’d really appreciate it if we could go take a quick rest.
- Certainly. - he stood up from his chair and walked over to the steps. - Right this way,
ladies.
- Can’t they stay a little longer? We haven’t finished discussing their dress fabrics yet. Cindy complained.
- They have had a long journey, Cindy. You have to understand. Now, I don’t want you
three bothering our guests in their room. You can speak with them after Michael and I finish
making us a late supper. - he retorted and took the girls upstairs to their room.
- Did you two feel that? - Atlas turned to his fellow specters.
- His heart. - Cindy muttered. - But it can’t be. He’s probably just excited or nervous.
- He’s going to leave one with us. - the green stated with anger.
- You need to listen when your gut talks to you, Cindy, because it’s perfectly correct.
There are some deeply rooted feelings he keeps inside him.
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- We have to find out who it beats so loudly for. - Michael suggested.
- How are we supposed to know? It could be any one of them.
- So what if he leaves one alive? It will take care of the problem if two to feast on isn’t
enough. Do not interfere. - the blue one assured them.
- He’s still going to devote his time to one of them. How long will I have to wait for it to
stop? Can’t we speed up the process? Besides, What if the creature won’t feel like eating
her? - Michael asked.
- Your jealousy is a nuisance, Michael. You sound like you want to marry the man.
Perhaps we can make use of these women before they leave this world. I suggest you behave.
I don’t want you to get in the way of the fulfillment of my needs.
While the three were chatting about the girls, they too were doing a bit of plotting on
their own after Boogie left them in their room. Fortunately, there were no dark hallways or
creepy rooms. All the lights were on and functional.
- These look comfy! - Hellen exclaimed as she sat onto her bed.
- Focus. We need to find the remains. It might be easier if we’d know what the basement
looks like. We’ll go look around after that dinner Jasper promised.
- Jordan. - the chocolate-haired maiden corrected her. - He’s playing as Jordan now.
- Whatever. Lucille is the only one who might know exactly where the girl was buried. Is
there anything salvageable you can give us from your vision? - she turned to the girl whilst
walking around the vintage-looking room.
- I think I remember seeing a painting of a woman on the wall before the dirt was thrown
on me. But I’m having a hard time remembering what she looked like.
- Great! Case closed! All we have to do is look for a spot near the painting of a woman
and we’re home free. - Elizabeth encouraged them.
She then noticed Hellen leaning against the lavender-patterned wall with a peculiar smile
on her face and humming a merry little tune.
- I’m going to go take a shower. - Lucille excused herself and went into the bathroom.
Elizabeth, despite having a giant urge to ask her what she is doing, quietly observed from
the sidelines and tried to comprehend the way of thinking of this specimen. She seemed
happy, if anything. Entranced even. It was not too difficult for her to understand the girl is in
love. But why isn’t she with him then? If they like each other, they should be together. Why
aren’t they sharing lustful little gestures of affection now if that is obviously what they would
both rather be doing. Still, Boogie’s emotions and thoughts can never be pinpointed. He
could be acting, but that little glance at the island, the fact that he had entrapped himself with
her and the way he spoke to her for those few moments in the tombs when they were
discussing the meaning of life… Could it all be an act? Or does he really have feelings for
her? It was one puzzle Elizabeth just couldn’t crack. Little did she know Boogie was sitting
on the other side of that wall, caressing the soul of his beloved lamb with his words. Hellen
thought she was only imagining it, but it was indeed him calling out to her.
- I’m here, little one. You never have to feel the winter’s breeze against your skin again. his voice echoed in the maiden’s mind. - We will keep each other warm through the rest of
the night. But, I have not come to simply express my inner thoughts. I have also come to
warn you. Your divinity will have to forgive me for my deeds. If you are to remain mine
forever, I am obliged to put you through the most agonizing experience you are ever going to
feel. Nothing I can do will be able to make it hurt less, but I want you to know my intentions
are just. If you will still be able to find it in your heart to feel anything for me, I will do
everything in my power to prove I am worthy of your affection.
Silence surrounded Hellen like a bubble in the ocean, creating a paradise of sounds in her
mind that came from his every breath. So sweet that she completely disregarded the part
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when he said he is going to have to hurt her. Such melody completely trapped her in this
little world. There were schools of colorful orange and green fish surrounding her, corals and
flora flowing with the current out of the rocky ridge. The light and dark hues entwined
together in the most captivating shade of Caribbean blue. The master of her heart continued
to fill her mind with ecstasy.
- If I could only wrap my hands in your hair… I would fall to my knees and tremble if
you were to grant me such an honor. If you would let me hold you once more, my will would
break before my very eyes. How can you expect a man with such lust for a woman’s soul to
live through another second of feeling her warmth against him without taking even the
smallest bite. I cannot allow myself to fail. I would never know the pleasures of giving you
my blessings. Speak to me, my little lamb. What would you have me do to please you, if
there was no barrier between us this very moment?
Elizabeth noticed Hellen’s lips slowly starting to mouth words while she was still in the
serene realm of bliss. Replying to her courter, she spoke softly: - “If” has no meaning, nor
does it exist to me here. I will submit the very second I receive your permission. - she sighed
quietly enough not to be heard. - I will plead for your mercy, beg out of desperation if I must.
Nothing I have felt in this world we live in will match my joy when you take me under your
wing and leave no part of me untouched. I see nothing but perfection when I imagine myself
lying bare before my master with closed eyes, feeling every fiber on his body and every little
movement he makes. I will be happy in my helplessness and you will create a flow of energy
running through me, forcing me to give up the fight and leave you to your duty. My being
will whisper nothing but your name, over and over, should you choose to prepare me for
your overtaking and claiming me in the end.
The beast listened to every breath of air she let out. The way she begged for his presence
behaved like a rope tied tightly around his neck. How eagerly he wished he could let himself
be on the other side of that wall.
- You are hurting me, Miss. How can you live with yourself, knowing you are the most
sacred being on earth? If you were as kind as they say, you would not be presenting me with
these words even if I asked for them in the first place. As you can see, even I cannot trust
myself not to compromise my mission to make you mine. The more you speak, the more I
am tempted to fulfill your pleads. I will make you pay for this agony you are putting me
through. No amount of oxygen will be sufficient enough to help you breathe when I have my
way with you. - he began to pant lightly as he spoke.
- I sincerely hope so.
- You are a delight. - he chuckled lightly. - I wish to find out if your skin tastes just as
good as you smell. The sun will not rise until we are merged together, I promise you that.
- How much longer are you going make me wait? - she inquired, feeling a pleasureful
sensation in her soul, telling her to go seek out her suitor.
- There is still a good length of a path for you to follow, but if you do not think about it,
time will be merciful. - he comforted her.
- I… - the maiden began to mutter a few words when he interrupted her.
- Not another word. To take back those words would be more painful than never hearing
you say them at all. After everything is said and done, you will choose if you wish to tell me
or not. Right now, keep silent. There will be enough time for us to speak again. I take my
leave. - the monster stroked the wall before him and uttered a farewell to the maiden. - Sweet
dreams, my little lamb. They will arrive sooner than you think.
The girl could only think about when she would see him again, so naturally, she thought
of the dinner he mentioned, startling Elizabeth with a joyful shout.
- Beth! We need to dress up for dinner! - she jumped.
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- Whoa! Sweet Jesus, Hellen, I thought you were possessed or something. Why the hell
were you moving your lips and pretending to talk to that wall? - the blonde questioned her.
- Never mind that. Maybe we’ll find some dresses in this wardrobe. - she announced,
hopped off her bed and rushed to open the shiny, wooden giant.
- Look, I know you like the idea of being the girl from Beauty and the Beast thing, but at
least try to think. Why would a bachelor keep dresses in his guest rooms? Unless he wanted
you to get nicely dressed for his dinner… I think I just answered my own question.
The excited maiden beheld the wonder of this sight. Three gorgeous, diamondshimmering ball gowns were hanging from the rail, just waiting to be tried on by the three
lovely ladies.
- Try this one! - Hellen handed her the blue one as quickly as possible and couldn’t keep
a straight face the entire time.
- How thoughtful of him… Sweetie, there is really no need for Lucille and me to wear
them. He just wants to see you in it. The other two are here just so we’d think he has some
manners. - she sighed and placed it onto the bed a bit further away.
- You can’t expect me to be the only one fancy dressed! Come on, can’t you do it for me?
Just this once? - she pouted lightly and knelt before her with her hands entangled in prayer.
- If you will behave like an adult, fine. - she groaned.
The two thus put their formal attire on and Hellen even placed the apple blossom Boogie
gave her in her hair. She took a few second to look herself in the tall mirror and look for
anything that might be missing from the picture.
- Don’t worry, you look very beautiful. - Elizabeth gave her a smile and placed her hand
on her shoulder.
Before her friend could thank her kindly, the maiden once again squealed like a nervous
piggy and grabbed the blonde’s arms.
- Jewelry! We can’t go down there without jewelry! - she began her search. - He must
have thought of that too!
- God help us all. - Elizabeth exhaled and knocked on the bathroom door. - Lucille are
you okay in there? You’re the only one still not ready for dinner, get a move on!
- O-oh! Sorry! I-I’ll be right out! - the girl stuttered from inside the bathroom and got out
in a towel as quickly as possible.
- Get dressed, I’m hungry. - she presented the black-haired maiden with a violet dress and
matching gloves.
She accepted them without a question and started dressing up.
The three dresses were extravagant, if anything, but none could match with the dress
Boogie intended for Hellen to wear. The fabric was of a soft peach color, silk and satin,
simply beyond compare to the touch. The wearer’s shoulders were left bare with the
wrinkled satin surrounding the upper chest area and folding around the arms and back. It was
also abundant in white bows that were tied all around the dress, giving it a more perky look
to match the jolly personality of its owner. It was, naturally, tight around the waist to show
off her figure and the bottom part resembled a ball gown perfectly to the last detail. She
looked more like a fairy tale princess, but at least Lucille and Elizabeth looked a little more
realistic. Their dresses were a bit more similar to each other in design. They were both long
and dropped neatly down from their hips, whereas the upper parts were nicely fitted with the
straps on their bodies. While they were fixing up the final details on their dresses along with
their hair, Hellen managed to find a box with jewelery for them to wear. But really, was there
any doubt she would not find it?
- Found them! - she shouted with glee and placed it on the bed.
Each one picked out a matching set of ice to decorate themselves with. Elizabeth picked
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out the black onyx, Lucille took the amethyst set and Hellen had the hardest time choosing,
but decided to go with the transparent diamonds. They put on a little perfume they found on
the nightstand for the finishing touch and left for the dining hall. Nothing else could have
made them more perfect.
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CHAPTER TWENTY SIX
Tale as Old as Time
Nervously trotting around the set-up table, Boogie continuously persisted in fixing his
suit every time he would step before a mirror. No lights illuminated the luxuriant dining
room, nor the dinner table prepared for a guest of honor, such as the queen of England. The
only source of light were the candles his ghostly companions lighted to set a more intimate
mood. The tablecloth was quite expensive, being handmade and having a kilogram of gold
stitched between some points on the fabric to give it a shine if looked at from a certain angle.
The fine china was more than just fine. It was not even made in China. It was also the work
of a master craftsman, decorated with withered roses. Crystal glasses, expensive furniture…
Nothing was too cheap to create for this evening. Yet Boogie still kept deepening the floor
with his monotone walking pattern.
- Jordan, they’ve arrived. - Atlas stopped him and forced him to turned around with those
words.
A gust of high voltage rushed through his body. Or at least that was how he experienced
his nervous trembling. But he was disappointed, for only Lucille and Elizabeth approached
him.
- Evening, ladies. I see you have found the attire I have prepared for you. - he greeted
them with his Victorian England style voice and bowed lightly. - You look ravishing, if I
might add.
- Don’t worry, you can have it your way, J. We’ll let you spend some quality time with
Hellen. Oh look. Food. Please excuse me. - her hungry eyes followed the orders of her just as
hungry stomach and thus she went to sit down and wait for the others so she could begin
feasting.
- Good luck. - Lucille wished him all the best with a light smile and joined Elizabeth at
the table.
Boogie showed a lot of concern in his facial expression. He was counting on the two to
make sure he wouldn’t do anything irrational. The struggle for keeping his humanity began
when the ghosts were already bringing out the food before the guests and Hellen showed up
last, walking into the room before him with small, graceful steps in all her angelic glory. The
peachy color of her dress complimented her light tan so well that if one would be entranced
enough by her beauty like the host, they would think she had nothing on at all. This
admirable creature sent from the heavens stood right in front of him, smiling with her plump,
rosy cheeks. The fragrant scent he caught from the locks of her chocolate hair and neck was
enough to arouse his salivary glands. With little strength left in him, he gazed at her for a few
moments before putting on a smile to match hers and bowing low enough to kiss her hand.
- I am honored to be graced with your presence, Miss Bennett. I was afraid you would
not join us for supper. - he spoke, still gently holding her hand in his while their eyes made
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- You look… nice. - the maiden spoke with a cheerful smile. - Oh, and uhm… Thank you
so much for the dress.
- You are very welcome. And thank you. It is a shame art cannot see itself as something
truly inspiring and alluring. But your lack of vanity is only another one of the things that
make you even more beautiful.
The maiden prayed in her mind. She prayed with every single thought that he would take
her somewhere where they would be alone in silence, wrapped in darkness, hidden from the
rest of the world. But there was this little feint sound talking to her at the same time. It
repeated the same words over and over again… “Go sit down.”
- Should we go join the others? - she inquired and stopped him from making the first step
towards the living room, putting his efforts into serious jeopardy. Never had he been more
relieved than he was at that very moment.
- Yes, of course. - he nodded and pulled out a chair for her, taking a seat next to her
afterward.
The specters had already finished presenting the lovely buffet that just waited for their
hungry mouthes to devour. There was a big, round, turkey still sizzling in hot vegetable oil
and garlic. It was lying on a sheet of a cabbage salad with apple vinegar, all nice and
pompous, basking in the dim candle light and steaming along with it. Next to it lied a trio of
dead trouts, drowned in white wine and fried to perfection to get a nice golden tan. They
were surrounded with a delectable set of potatoes and freshly cut lemons, spreading its salty
aromas around to the guests. And not to mention the abundance of side dish choices. From a
big bowl of tartar sauce, French salad, more oven-baked potatoes dripping with lemon juice,
even more of that amazing cabbage salad, fried quinoa nuggets with smoked tofu, carrot and
garlic filling, a big, silver plate of sliced wild boar and venison sausages… You may now
believe that the three ghosts did in fact die of either choking on a fish bone or overeating.
Unfortunately, none of those sweet gifts of God catch Boogie’s attention. There is one person
he’d rather feast on instead.
- Michael made all of this. He used to be one of the most famous chefs in these parts. Atlas bragged as his green-glowing friend nodded his head in thanks.
- You are a miracle worker. I honestly can’t decide what not to eat. - the blonde
announced and began eying the fish with a predatory glare.
- Wait. How could you have made it? My hand passed directly through you. How could
you have picked anything up? - Lucille inquired.
- We can choose to focus more of our energy on certain parts of our body to give it a
physical feel and density. - the blue one replied.
- Isn’t it great? We can be touchable and untouchable whenever we want! - Cindy
commented.
- Alright, enough. Why don’t we start eating? I did not work this hard to have you just
stare at the food.
- Ghosts can eat? - Elizabeth spoke with a surprised tone.
- We need something to make our plasma with. It’s sort of what we have instead of
normal, human, body fluids. - Cindy explained.
- It’s quite sticky. - Michael added. May we, please, eat now?
So, as he demanded, they all began to feast. All but two certain love birds. Hellen had a
much better reason to eat very little, for the most part. She felt her stomach would get
bloated, thus ruining the beauty she had worked so hard to achieve. Boogie, on the other
hand, wanted to see her eat and was already sated for eternity either way because of the fruit
he ate as was explained in the hieroglyphs drawn out on the walls of the ancient Egyptian
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tomb. Satisfying primal, biological needs made him feel like they were nothing but two
animals feeling a very strong need to reproduce. Her self-nurturing acted as another form of
preparation for child bearing to him. Besides, it made him think it would show her he was
capable of taking care of his mate and child.
- Why aren’t you eating, Hellen? - he asked politely.
- Oh, uhm… I’m not hungry. - she came up with the worst excuse she could think up in
half a second.
- Nonsense. - he grinned and chuckled, handing her a plate and placing a variety of food
on it. - Michael and I will be very disappointed if you do not at least try something. We have
worked very hard.
- I guess… - she spoke, feeling a bit unsure, but obeyed his request in the end.
She ate and found out the food was just as amazing as it looked. She really had no
trouble consuming it now that she knew it tasted this good. Preoccupied with it, she did not
even notice Boogie was gazing at her the entire time. He was already imagining himself
taking care of her while she was in her last moths of pregnancy. It was an eerie, alien feeling
for him. Deciding to deduce and investigate this thought, he asked himself why it brought
him such pleasure to imagine himself and his most beloved two beings. Should he be not
fantasizing about making love to her instead? Everything about the thought of him having a
family was just as beautiful as thinking about claiming her body and soul.
- Aren’t you gonna eat? - Hellen broke his concentration with her question.
- No. - he answered and continued to stare after stroking the top of her head.
- Why?
- You need it more than I do.
- What are you talking about? - she laughed lightly. - There’s food for at least 12 people
here.
- Seeing you well fed and rested will suffice. - he smiled and took a sip from his
champagne glass.
Feeling a little confused, the maiden did not really question his answer and just continued
to eat instead.
- Would it be alright to ask how you died? - Elizabeth spoke to the ghosts.
They all stopped with their meals at once, creating one very awkward moment of silence.
Atlas smiled to himself and his companions stared at him, awaiting his answer.
- I think I was in a form of a long, unconscious sleeping state. That’s all I remember. I’m
not really sure how I got myself in it or how I died in the end. - the blue phantom answered
her question.
- Uhm… It’s a little embarrassing for me to say this. I choked while eating something.
Can’t remember what it was though, but it was too good. I ate a little too fast and in minutes
I was gone. I was alone in the house, so there was really nothing that could have been done
for me. That is why I eat so slowly now. I have learned my lesson, even though it serves no
purpose now. - Michael contributed with his story.
- Struck by lighting… Just my luck I guess. - she gave them a small, insecurely expressed
smile.
- So, how long have you been living here? - Lucille took a bite out of her cut turkey piece
after she spoke.
- Cindy used to work as a maid here for Jordan’s parents and Michael was his personal
chef. I used to be a regular guest here before I ended up as I did. This was my little
vacationing place from my stressful life.
- Jordan told us you three came to look for a body buried under the house. Is that right? Cindy exclaimed with a cheerfully inquisitive voice.
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- Remains. They’re just bones now. - Lucille mumbled.
- You don’t look too excited about it. - Atlas acknowledged. - I would think of it as a fun
venture. Who knows what other buried secrets you can find down there.
- Then why aren’t you showing any interest in it? Maybe there’s treasure buried along
with it. - Elizabeth began to taunt the sapphire apparition.
- What good would money do? I hardly believe I would be able to hover into a shop and
buy some tobacco. - he said. - But the limitations only make us more creative in finding how
we can still fulfill some of our needs.
- Sounds interesting enough. But since you are ghosts, that must also mean you have
some unfinished business. - the blonde continued with her interrogation while they ate.
- We do. - Michael spoke. - We just haven’t found out what they are yet.
- Oh! What if we helped you find out what your unfinished business is? - Hellen joined
their conversation out of nowhere and almost smudged her dress with the vinegar from the
salad.
- You don’t have to do that, dear. If they cannot even find out what it is, how do you
expect you three are going to? - Boogie added.
- That’s a good point. - she thought.
- Your will try to help those in need even if you haven’t got a clue how to execute that
vision is still charming though. - he said and finished his drink. - Now, if you have all
finished with your meals I am inclined to take the ladies down to the basement so they may
investigate before marking a digging spot. What say you three?
- Hold it. Nobody leaves this table before dessert. I really don’t want to be the selfish
bitch keeping us from investigating, but leaving before trying the dessert would be
disrespectful to the chef and a crime. - Elizabeth argued.
- Thank you. That was very kind of you to say. I did, in fact, prepare a 3 stories cocoa
mascarpone cake.
- If you insist. Cindy, would you be a dear and fetch it for us? - Boogie rose his hand and
motioned her to get the cake from the kitchen.
She gladly flied off and returned with the most prized jewel of the whole dinner party
apart from Hellen. The indigo phantasm placed the light chestnut-colored creation with white
and silver frosting onto a free spot on the table. All of their eyes focused on the beauty. It did
not matter if they were stuffed or not. The cake demanded to be tasted and consumed. The
ghost didn’t wait for them to finish basking in it’s magnificence. She began cutting the
precious delicacy and handing out large pieces. Once they placed a few crumbs with cream
into their mouthes, their palates tingled with pleasure one could only reach during a sexual
climax. It was clear that this intoxicating mother of all cakes was made by the hands of God.
So light, yet so amazingly delectable, this cake was a masterpiece in the art of pastry. Such
awe-inspiring magic was so tasty that it completely made the worrisome belle of the ball
forget about figuring out how many calories it may contain. Nobody dared speak while
moving the pieces inside their wet jaws. They only wondered what kind of sorcery could
have been cast upon the cake to make it taste so ungodly good. And so the silence was
stretched out to a point when they all finally finished off the cake on their plates and gave
themselves time to be silent and honor the mighty cocoa mascarpone cake made by green
ghost Michael. Lord knows how much it hurt the girls to stay withdrawn from shamefully
asking for more.
- Just out of curiosity, Michael, what exactly did you put in this? - Elizabeth was the first
to speak and question the sheer awesomeness of the holy baked good.
- It is only expected of you to feel a little moody, so to speak. Is that what you meant?
- Yes. Do explain.
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- It is a recipe I found in my great grandmother’s old chest when I was moving out of my
family’s house. She… had a lot of children. - he explained and rubbed his arm as a sign of
light shame. - It would be wrong of me to share her secrets with you. I thought the cake
would ease your anxiety. Even I would be afraid to go searching for a corpse this time of
night.
Hellen started to feel the side effects of the mysterious cake mix. Her heart pumped
blood significantly faster as she kept glancing shyly at their host, coincidentally being the
only one who did not take a bite out of the hormone-inducing sweet. Fearing that she was
beginning to fall under the cake’s spell, Boogie fatally attempted to ease her craving soul by
holding her hand under the table. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, lustfully
wishing he could hear her thoughts as she begged for his cold, long fingers to creep their way
under her dress and steal her spirit away from her consciousness. To her fortune, bu not to
his, he was indeed able to hear her thoughts. They could not have been louder. Every breath
of air she took while trying to calm herself down was a punch to his abdomen. He squeezed
her hand as tightly as he could without hurting her, praying she would stop seducing him
with the way she looked so helpless. He felt a giant urge to save the poor maiden from the
sufferings he knew all too well, but he became a pure masochist by this point. He knew
exactly this would please him as much as it would torture him, but he let his ghostly puppet
bring forth the trigger which caused them all to experience the beauty of mother nature
working her her magic anyway. The suitor knew it would almost be time to break the chains
and send his beloved off to investigate with her friends, so after giving himself a few more
moments, he announced the end of their little festivity.
- I suppose you girls would like to see the basement now that we are finished, correct?
- Where is it? - Elizabeth asked, holding on to her stomach and feeling a little bit dizzy.
- The door on the left of the stairs.
- Okay, give me an hour. I need to take a quick shower and change into something less
eye-catching. - she groaned and began to walk back to their room.
- You best go with her. You need to rest. - Boogie whispered softly in his dear maiden’s
ear, revealing the strength of his emotions to her once again through that one, simple
whisper.
She nodded in approval and slowly stepped behind Elizabeth, following her on her
journey upstairs.
- I will be in the study if anyone needs me. Have a good evening. - he hisses like a
slithering snake in a patch of grass, waiting to pounce on his prey.
- Michael, would you be so kind as to help me with tidying up in the young master’s
room? - Cindy gazed at him with her big, loving, glowing eyes.
- As you wish. - the chef sighed and flied off through the ceiling with her.
- I think I’ll go see what the girls are up to. - Lucille yawned like a little cub, standing up
from her chair and trying not to let the feeling of disorientation get the best of her.
- I would be careful if I were you. You look weak, Miss. - Atlas approached her from
behind. - You need to lie down.
The maiden felt a cold breeze pass through her bare arms as the ghost led her into the
living room. The only thing enabling her to see where she was going was the light from the
burning fireplace. Still, it did not help the fact that her vision became a tad bit blurry and that
she could not shake off a pleasureful itch between her legs. Thus, Atlas helped her lie down
on the sofa, playing with one lock of her hair at a time while she tried to find a comfortable
position to lie in. The girl was unlucky enough to have been the last sitting at that table.
Perhaps she would not have gotten herself into this situation if she had only left with her
friends. Atlas was more than pleased to have led her away from the group where he could
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quench the thirst that cursed cake had bestowed upon him. The woman lying before him
would be sufficient enough, he thought. She’s had a certain appeal to her from the moment
he saw her either way. What wonders will he encounter in his exploration of a living,
breathing, flesh-filled, succulent female body? He has not felt, nor tasted one in many years.
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CHAPTER TWENTY SEVEN
Untouchable
- Lie down on your stomach. - he hushed her, helping her turn around.
She laid her head against a thick layer of pillows on the side near the arm of the sofa with
her hands hanging freely from it. In a few seconds, she began to question why there was
something cold being wrapped around her wrists. Her strength was already failing her while
a need inside her grew even stronger. The girl moaned quietly whilst her eyes slowly shut as
she could feel the same cool breeze from before wrap itself around her legs, folding them
towards her back and gently pushing one off the sofa. Atlas borrowed a pillow from beneath
her head and slided it under her pelvis. It was only a matter of time before Lucille noticed
her wrists were wrapped in chains which seemed to have been attached to the bottom of the
sofa.
- What…? - she mumbled.
The phantom slithered over her and nested between her thin limbs. The coldest touch she
had felt kept sliding over her inner thighs for quite some time. Sensing the winter approach,
she arched her back a bit and tried to close her legs, but without any luck. Atlas moved her
dress up her waist and hooked the ice picks that were his materialized fingers onto the sides
of her cream-colored underwear.
- W-what are you doing…? - the maiden stuttered in a surprisingly eager sensation.
- Nothing you would not enjoy. - he replied, placing and pulling out his finger from
between the slightly moist lips of her sacred gates.
His submissive little pet gasped and shivered to his touch. A grin crept onto his usually
empty expression as he proceeded to push forward, moving three of his digits into the tight
passage and creating a pleasurable, yet uncomfortable friction between them and the hard
little nub near the entrance. Lucille let out a moan with one breath, squeezing her legs tightly
together with her posterior still jutted out in clear sight. The poor girl’s heart pounded with
the strength of 5 galloping stallions through open fields. She began to breathe a bit faster.
Most of her body’s functions were beyond her control at this point. But Atlas completely
disregarded her pitiful revolt and repeated the previous intrusion once more. For the maiden,
it felt even better. She never could have guess the pleasure a man gives to a woman would
please her to such a degree. The hardened peaks of her nipples fought the tight fabric on her
dress vigilantly as her captor kept raking her warm insides, forcing the precious liquid to
ooze down her legs. He went as far as his fingers could reach, moaning quietly to himself
whilst watching her cream.
- Are you enjoying yourself? - he asked in a serious tone.
The chilling, hissing undertones that came from his voice every time he spoke gave
Lucille even more reasons to enjoy these moments of her captivity. Usually it would horrify
anyone who was unfortunate enough to listen to him speak, but it only filled her ears with
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sweetness, giving her body a mind of its own and squeezing the sensitive walls around her
lover’s fingertips. Still, she dared not speak. She was enjoy herself too much.
- I asked you a question. - the phantom growled and made a rough push through her.
The result gave somewhat different reactions to the participants of the act. Because of his
force, he had broken through the invisible, thin barrier inside her and exhaled in satisfaction
after pulling his fingers out, gazing upon the dripping blood. The maiden, on the other hand,
experienced a small shock that rushed through her in the exact moment he popped her. She
moaned quite loudly, almost making it sound like a light scream.
- I am very grateful that you gave me this honor of deflowering you. Lucille, was it? - he
jerked his head to the side to move his sleek, wet hair from his face after he spoke. - I
haven’t had this much fun in many years.
There was no answer. The only thing that could have been heard coming out of her
mouth were heavy pants. Her legs trembled lightly and she finally let herself rest atop the
pillow he had placed under her, completely opening up her thighs. He then leaned closer to
the watered down jewels and glided his long, thin tongue through them. He began driving it
in and out, licking the circular entrance roughly with devotion and occasionally stopping to
rest the muscle and to suckle on her irritated little button in the meantime. Lucille was
dumbfounded and completely swept away by his technique, finding herself gasping and
moaning in deep pleasure, making it hard for her to breathe. It was all so perfect she kept
wishing he would never stop, but his thirst was still not quenched. So the phantom’s
snakelike tail quickly passed through, under the sofa and ripped apart the top of her dress,
including the middle of her bra the second it surfaced. The maiden squealed for a second and
the arousing sounds she kept breathing out only got louder once the tail split into two,
grasping her perked nipples, squeezing them as tightly as his strength allowed him. It
brought her some pain, but it was too good for her to reject. The split tail even dragged them
against the rough, stitched surface of the sofa while keeping the grip. Atlas then became
merciless himself in his endeavor. His tongue pushed against and raked the pleasure-inducing
point between her legs as he fed. He also began to nibble on it more often. Realizing he was
going to finish soon, he took his ruthlessness to the maximum level until the tip of his tail
attached to her breasts shot out blue, neon-glowing slime over them. His voice created a
series of screeching howls as he came. The feeling of him marking her in such a way was a
heavenly sensation for Lucille, but alas, she was only able endure the pain she so lustfully
craved for a few more moments until her will finally lost the battle. She let out a joyful
scream, indicating that her peak had been reached. Every muscle in her body contracted and
let a couple of aftershocks to run through her. The only thing he heard after deciding it was
enough were the whispers of his name Lucille breathed out a couple of times. The blue
apparition laid his head back on a pillow and the chains that bonded his partner disappeared
into the abyss. Both were panting and tired, but not the least bit unsatisfied. The girl turned
around to lie on her back, focusing on nothing but relaxing and compensating for the loss of
breath her lover was responsible for.
- To be honest, I expected this to be much less engaging. More time has past than I
expected. - he sighed.
- I never asked for this. - she replied, holding on to her chest, accidentally dipping a few
of her fingertips in the glowing emission covering the majority of her breasts.
- I would have stopped if you had told me to do so. - he added. - You could have just told
me you didn’t want to go through with it. You can’t say I did it against your will.
- I wasn’t intending to. I just want to know why you did it.
- You felt the same thing as the rest of us. I am simply the kind of man that takes action
when his needs are not met. You were just unfortunate enough to have stayed when the
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others had left. I would have chosen the blonde just as easily. - the ghost sat up and grabbed
a pipe from the drawer next to him, lighting it and proceeding to breathe in the tobacco-filled
smoke of delight after wiping his lips clean.
- What about Hellen? - Lucille asked, looking around for something to cover herself up
with since trying to hold her bra and dress together would rise too much controversy if
someone would happen to stroll by.
- Are you mad? Even a blind man could see Jordan has taken some serious interest in her.
I wasn’t sure which one of you he likes, but now I am. I wouldn’t like to be caught eying his
gal. - he chuckled for a moment and gave her a side-look with a risen eyebrow.
- You’re a ghost. Why does he pose as a threat to you?
- There are a lot of things you don’t know about Jordan McRaven.
- Would it be too much to ask if you could tell me what I need to know? - the girl blinked
a few times as she spoke and fixed her bangs, along with her still neatly straight, onyx hair.
- What does he look like to you? Strange, but overall a nice, polite guy, right? You want
to know why I fear him. - his voice became more serious and deeper in tone while he was
telling the tale. - Jordan McRaven was the youngest son of Dolly and William McRaven.
He’s been living in this house since birth along with the three of us. Of course, we were
already dead by that point, but we didn’t feel the need to disturb anyone or show ourselves.
We watched him grow up.
Lucille’s expression turned more pale than it already was, but she kept quiet, for she
wanted to her more about what Atlas had to say. The light from the fireplace illuminated him
barely, creating a bit of an uncomfortable atmosphere for her. Still, knowing that they had
just shared what most would call precious moments of affection and that the fire was still
burning brightly made her feel a bit safer.
- This poor little boy was unfortunate enough to suffer through the death of his soul.
There is no doubt that he became a slave. Jordan had always been polite, a good student,
helpful and kind. He was the family’s golden son. I was the first to notice the change in his
behavior when he came home from school one day. He was upset because a couple of bullies
shoved him into a pile of mud and took his pocket money. They threatened that if he told
anybody something awful was going to happen to one of his sisters. So Jordan never told his
parents. He said he had spent the money when they asked about it and that he’d tripped on
his way home. To cope, he sewed up a doll and told it everything. I would listen to him talk
to the doll almost every single day. “You understand, don’t you? They need to be punished.
You understand, right?” he would say. The boys at school continued to pick on him and he
told no one. The rage inside him continued to grow until he decided enough was enough one
day. This boy I saw no longer existed. His morals were completely twisted inside out. One
day, he stole some ether from the hospital where his father worked and took them to school
with him. He challenged the bullies to a fight after school in the forest. There, he used the
ether to knock the two boys out. While they were unconscious, he sowed their mouthes up
with a needle and black thread. Then he simply ran back home like nothing happened and
told it all to the doll. He did it to all of his siblings and even to his poor mother and father.
Only the two bullies survived in the end. You might be wondering what happened to his poor
family. I believe it has something to do with that doll. He still keeps it in his bedroom.
Sometimes I can hear it whispering back to him, but I’ve never understood what it’s saying.
That thing is not of this world. It is my belief that it made him do what he did. All three of us
saw him carry the still living, sleeping bodies of his family, one by one into the basement. He
would throw them into a hole near one of the walls. The boy began to sense our presence
because of the powers that cursed doll gave him, so I never found out what was down there.
We fear him because he not only discovered us, but also because he showed us he could
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make us suffer. His eyes would fixate on you and make your head hurt as if someone was
drilling through it. It might sound useless, but we were agonized when he demonstrated it to
us. So, we made a deal with him. He would leave us to stay in the house and do as we please
if we promised never to go in that basement. I will only give you this warning. Whatever is
controlling that doll… whatever is controlling him… lives under this house. And Jordan was
chosen to be its caretaker. Even if he was capable of making himself sow up the mouthes of
the bullies, he never could have brought himself to kill his own family. He was just a boy.
We figured out it must have turned him into a murderer so he could feed it. Told him to sew
up the mouthes of those two bullies because they threatened him to stay quiet. I believe that
was how it earned his trust and showed that it listened. And now I suspect he wants you to be
its next course. At least two of you. He has grown much too fond of Hellen for some reason.
Lucille had no words to say. Everything he said completely shocked her. She doesn’t
doubt the fact that Boogie wants them to find the remains so he could move on. She knew the
desire all too well herself. But she wondered why his character would want to feed them to a
monster living under the house? It made no sense.
- What should we do? - she stuttered.
- You aren’t going to question why I’m telling you all of this? I am going to get severely
punished for telling you. It already knows. I haven’t figured out how, but it can see and hear
everything that goes on in this house. If it knows, Jordan knows too. - Atlas sighed and shook
his head.
- Well… I… - the maiden could not really think of words to say at that moment.
- I was hoping you three could end this innocent man’s nightmare. - he interrupted her. - I
may be the most selfish bastard in this house, but he did not deserve to suffer such a fate.
This beast will consume him after he becomes unable to care for it and move into a new
home to destroy more lives. You have to kill it. For everyone’s sake. For this 12-year-old boy
who was forced into murdering his own family. I am sickened to even speak of it.
The girl looked around and felt the uncomfortable silence wrap itself around her after he
finished talking. Her focus shifted and she could not even look at him while she thought. If it
was up to her, she would have disregarded the monster, completed her mission and walked
away like she had not heard nor seen anything. She would solve her problems like that most
of the time in life. Her fears drove her to shut herself out and ignore her responsibilities and
what was going on around her. But something felt different this time. A touch of empathy ran
through her blood like a tidal wave and suffocated those fears. Realizing Boogie wanted to
move on from past events and the ghosts being just as scared as she is gave her a sense of
security. She was not alone in this and she had the support of the ghosts and her dear friends.
It was time for her to choose a side and to stop ignoring the events that were passing her by.
Thus, Lucille became determined to put a stop to this nightmare.
- You know… Usually I wold tell a person like you that I was simply not cut out for the
job. And then I would walk away as quickly as possible, never to reply to any of the person’s
attempts to contact me. - she said. - I would tell them to find someone else to do it.
- You don’t think we’ve tried? We were punished severely for it, but Jordan cannot
torture you the way he can torture us. Are you really going to run away from this? Would
you really be so soulless as to let this thing walk without being punished for what it’s done? I
watched this little boy have his life stolen away from him before it even began. I would not
be able to forgive myself if I had just stood idly by and not at least tried to save him. - he
growled in determination, leaning towards anger and disappointment.
- Yes. I would. - she sighed and closed her eyes, gathering up the final specks of courage
she could find from every nook and cranny in her soul. - But not tonight. Not ever again.
Atlas flashed a sudden grin towards her, puffing out a large cloud of smoke and placing
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his pipe on the night stand beside him. He folded his fingers together and hunched, using his
quadriceps to support the weight of his arms.
- Good.
- How do I kill it? - she muttered lightly whist her crystal-shining eyes kept staring at
him.
- That is going to be a problem. - the phantom placed his palms onto his lap and looked
back at her. - I have absolutely no clue.
- Well… How do you expect me to kill it then?
- I already told you, I haven’t even seen the beast. Though I was very close.
Unfortunately, Jordan caught me snooping around the basement. Or rather, that monster told
him.
- Elizabeth will probably have an idea about that. - she added. - We’ll do whatever it
takes to finish the job. Don’t worry.
- Thank you. - he exhaled some air before speaking again. - You know… You looked like
a very timid person when you walked into this house. I’m not so sure you’re that same
frightened young woman now.
The girl refused to reply. Her head turned away and tried to settle her emotions in proper
sections. She had no idea how she was supposed to feel after he said that. But, the ghost still
showed a gentle side by flying over to a cabinet and wrapping her in a warm blanket he had
found inside.
- What does this mean? - she mumbled. - What we did… What does that make us now?
The ghost snickered in delight as he could sense she was confused..
- It’s only natural for you to feel something for me because I was your first. But you have
nothing to worry about. The feeling is mutual.
Lucille gave him a light smile and stood up, covering herself up with the blanket up to
her neck. Her attempt to head upstairs without a last word failed miserably when Atlas
hovered over in front of her.
- Thank you, again. - he said in all seriousness and then switched back to a flirtatious
tone as he spoke. - We should do this again sometime.
The maiden could not keep herself from blushing, thus her cheeks turned more of a
reddish color. She kissed him, feeling his lips materialize only a few seconds after they
touched. With the last sweet goodbye, she spoke: - I wouldn’t mind.
The girl walked through him and went back to her room. The hour was nigh and she
knew perfectly well she couldn’t back down on her decision. This nightmare was something
she had to face. She was destined to face it. The anxious, frightful Lucille was slowly dying
inside her. A new one was forming to take her place and her birth was soon to come.
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CHAPTER TWENTY EIGHT
Children of the Night
Lucille came into the room while Elizabeth and Hellen were sleeping ever so soundly.
She felt bed for having to wake them up, but she figured it would be better than startling
them if she attempted to sneak into the bathroom to wash the blue ooze drying on her humble
breasts. Upon poking her shoulder a few times, the chocolate-haired maiden opened her eyes
and smiled whist stretching and arching her back.
- Hey Lu. When did you wake up? - she whispered.
- Just now. I was just heading to wash up and I wanted to ask you guys if we were going
to go check out the basement sometime soon. - she replied, being thankful they were so tipsy
from the cake that they hadn’t noticed she never followed them upstairs..
- A little quieter please. - Elizabeth groaned.
- It’s time to wake up, Beth. We still need to go check out the creepy basement. - Hellen
said and sat up.
- Like I said, I’ll just go wash up while you two change. - the girl picked up her casual
dress from the bed and rushed into the bathroom after telling them about her intentions once
more.
The two changed back into the dresses they wore at the tavern when they had finally
decided to force themselves to get off the warm, comfy beds. The jewelry hanging from their
feminine, soft skins was also placed back where it was originally found. All they had to do
now was wait for Lucille. Unfortunately, that action was interrupted by a knock on the door.
Hellen hopped off her bed like a playful little girl and turned the golden knob sideways,
opening the door and gazing upon one very nice surprise.
- Hey! - she exclaimed with a bright smile.
- I was hoping you would still be awake. - Boogie jested.
- We were just leaving to go see that basement of yours. Lucille’s still in the bathroom. Elizabeth spoke from inside the room.
- Pity. I came to check up on you girls and see if it was possible for Miss Hellen to
accompany me on a stroll through the house. But if this comes as an inconvenience to you, I
can understand. - he replied and took a few steps closer to the door so Elizabeth could hear
him as well.
- Beth? - the joyful maiden’s head peeked from behind the opened door, asking the
blonde to approve of Boogie’s request with her sweet voice.
- Hellen, you don’t really have to ask my permission. Lu’s vision and my brains are
enough to find the remains anyhow. You two kids go have fun. - she stated, knowing that
getting into the host’s good graces was a very smart thing to do if they wanted to make their
journey even a tad bit easier.
- Thank you so much, Beth! - Hellen threw her a thankful grin and spoke from the bottom
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of her kind heart when she uttered those words.
- We will rejoin you downstairs afterward.
Boogie thus offered his little lamb his right arm to rest her hands on. Such an offer
melted the core of her cardiac and she happily placed her hands onto his arm as they began
to walk through the hall. She kept a little bit of distance between their bodies, but the
gentleman took initiative and walked as close to her as possible. The gesture was more than
flattering. By this point, his dear maiden looked upon him with utmost admiration as if he
was some for of deity she worshiped. However, she was still very careful with her actions,
for she did not wish to ruin the beauty of it all with her impatience.
- I wish to thank you for making time for me. I understand there are far better things to
do than to tour my house with me. - he spoke.
- I can think of more exciting things to do, but sometimes the right circumstances can
make even the most boring activities seem interesting and enjoyable. - she agreed,
occasionally waving the bottom of her dress around as she walked like a graceful ballerina.
- Such as?
- You. - the girl smiled at him sweetly. - I really appreciate your attention. It’s… really
nice. It’s the one thing I always ask for in some occasions.
- I admire your honesty. Pardon me if I may have misinterpreted your words, but who
exactly do you ask for such a thing? A young woman such as yourself must have a great
number of suitors chasing after her.
- No… - the maiden turned her face away to hide the frown that had crept onto her
cheerful expression.
- I’m sorry. Did my words upset you? I apologize if I have said something wrong. - the
host began to worry he had made a mistake by reminding her of her unfulfilled wishes.
- No. Uhm… You didn’t say anything wrong. - she struggled to bring back that warm
smile. - I just like to pray when I feel sad, that’s all. Then I’d ask to know when a moment
like this one would come.
- And what would be so special about this moment?
- It was just really nice of you to ask me for company. - she let out a fairly quiet and
subtle chuckle, trying to decide whether she should do something to show her interest in him
a bit more.
- If I may, you think that not being pursued by a great number of men is a bad thing,
correct? You feel unwanted, so to speak.
The maiden nodded in silence.
- From my point of view, I see myself as being very lucky then. - he admitted. - What
would a poor soul like me do if that was the case? I would not even get a chance to speak
with you. Let alone be able to tell you what a delight it is to be in your presence.
Hellen glanced at him while he proceeded to walk with a royal posture, holding his head
high. At one point their eyes met and she quickly turned away, blushing like a baby tomato.
- Do not even bother to ask what is so special about you. I already have a list written
down. But I will still give you time to see yourself for the wonder that you are.
This time the maiden felt a different person speak. As if the last sentence came from
Boogie, not from the character he was playing. The most eerie part was that he had predicted
exactly what she was going to say next.
- If that’s the case, why don’t the others see me like that? - she added with a childish,
inquisitive tone.
- A voice in their minds kept telling them to look away so that one certain person could
find you.
- You sound like every other person who I’ve ever asked for advice. - the girl sighed in
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disappointment, remembering all those tips her friends and family gave her so clearly.
- You know what I would tell him if I were to meet him in person?
- What?
- My good man, how can you sleep at night? How can you look yourself in the mirror in
the morning knowing this beautiful woman is drowning herself in her own tears because you
refuse to accept her body and soul as a gift?
Upon taking a deep breath, she stopped to decide on what she was going to say to his
statement, for she knew it was the truth. Every word of it.
- I’d like to know that too. - she said.
Just then, he stopped dead in his tracks, his step paralyzed. Wondering what was wrong,
Hellen looked at him to get some sort of answer. She was unable to predict what was going
to happen next. Boogie turned to her and took both of her hands in his, taking a few moments
to relax before proceeding to explain his reasons to her.
- I should not even be walking here with you. All alone. Just the two of us. Because then
I am tempted to do this. - he said and demonstrated by running his fingers through the
bronze-shimmering locks falling down her back.
She did nothing. She said nothing. She only stared into his eyes with one wish in mind
and one emotion that could describe the way she felt as he was touching her.
- And then I want to do this.
His index finger glided down her neck and bare shoulder, twirling around the fabric that
was spread across her upper chest. Then, he leaned closer, almost touching her warm cheek
with his.
- Would you like to join me for a drink in my quarters? It would be a good opportunity
for us to get better acquainted. - he whispered, moving closely towards her and forcing her
against the wall.
Hellen’s blood was bubbling. Every single second felt like the most excruciating,
heavenly blessing. But she knew she couldn’t accept his offer, no matter how much she
wanted to. She was still aware of what he told her at the tavern and was too stubborn to
disobey when it meant finally getting what she had been wishing for.
- Isn’t there anything we can do with each other without doing what you asked me not
to? - she took a deep breath as she held back from embracing him.
Her strength left quite an impression on him. She truly is his last missing piece as was
promised. It inspired him greatly. He felt her hunger and he knew she wanted this just as
badly as he did, but she still held back, even when all she had to do was nod in agreement.
And even now when they are completely isolated, so close to each other, they still fight
against the forces that tirelessly keep pulling them towards each other.
- I don’t remember asking you not to do anything. What on earth gave you that idea? Is
this how one is supposed to flirt? My apologies, if I may seem a bit direct, but I have no idea
how exactly these little games are supposed to work. - he spoke with a deeper voice this time
as his object of desire felt the vibrations in the sound waves, indicating he was making a low
growling sound at the same time. - I only ask of you to answer my question. Yes or no?
Would you like to spend the rest of the night with me in my bedroom?
- I was talking to Jasper. - she replied.
Boogie then decided it might be best to leave his character for a few moments. Just until
the subject was sorted out, at least. He laughed for a second or two in a quiet tone, but did
not cease to back off or give Hellen some space. With his hand against the wall, he was
leaning over her like a starved wolf just waiting for a moment to pounce and rip that
gorgeous little, red hood off her. He wanted to see the trace of the scarlet color left behind so
that the whole world knew she was his and only his.
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- You’re doing a great job, little one. Why would you want to risk all of our hard work for
only a few meaningless points in time when we can have eternity if we only waited a little
while longer?
- Then why did you ask me to take a walk with you? - she asked.
- Oh, well, like I said, I’m still a man made of flesh and blood. I told you I was going to
make mistakes and you did exactly what I asked of you when you turned me down. Showing
that you can now be strong enough for the both of us is another one of the many virtues you
possess.
- Back in the future… I mean, the dream where Giselle had to hide the microchip, I was
visited by something one night. Remember? When we were all upset the next morning? Who
or what was going to make love to me? - the girl inquired, showing confusion in her
expression.
- I created it. - he replied and straightened up his back, looking down at her from above.
- Why?
- I wanted you to realize your deepest desire and judge for yourself whether it was
something you wanted to fight for or not. I wanted you to have that in mind.
- If you want me as badly as you claim, why don’t you just make another one that looks
like you?
- Cleaver girl. - he grinned. - But I wouldn’t feel it either way. What point would it be in
making a puppet to watch you love instead of me? It was hard enough having to leave you
with that thing in Giselle’s domain.
- I really hope you have a good reason for waiting. - she acknowledged. - But you still
didn’t answer my question.
He immediately mimicked her smile and snickered. Before he decided to say anything,
he took her loving hand and the two continued to walk through the silent hallways of the
mansion.
- The two things I am not allowed to do is to kiss you, specifically on your lips, cheeks,
neck or virtually any area that have high potential of becoming erogenous zones, nor am I
allowed to engage in any form of sexual acts with you. Kissing your hand doesn’t count
because it can be looked at as a polite gesture. Holding your waist also doesn’t count because
it’s normal to hold a woman’s waist during dances, per say. Hugging is also allowed. Most of
the touching is allowed too. You could write a whole rulebook on just the parts of the body
and the circumstances under which you are and aren’t allowed to touch them. But the most
important rule is that I can’t touch you as a lover. Basically, I’m allowed to do things which I
wouldn’t feel bad about doing in front of your husband if you had one. Taking into account
that I have good manners. - he explained.
- But why? Who set up these rules? Why do I have to wait to share affection with you? she argued, trying to avoid his stare.
- If you were just one of the many women who live on this planet we would have already
conceived at least 5 children, gotten married and lived happily ever after. I just feel far too
good for that. Think of yourself as a gift from a very special person in my life. You are
flawed, you are human and you are imperfect. You are over-emotional, you run a longhistory war with your jealousy and envy issues, you express yourself far too passionately at
times and some may even describe you as a chatter box. But… You were also born with a
soul that possesses great morals. One of the greatest in the world. I cannot safely say how
many people like you there are, for each dies and is born as we speak, but you were bound to
me from a time before you were even created. That’s the only reason why a beautiful, goodwilled and warm young woman like yourself has never had a chance to know what real,
requited love feels like. I made absolutely sure that not one man was going to have you. No
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Hellen was deeply touched by his words. All of the tears she has spilled over the years
were for nothing. Justice has finally prevailed. She just couldn’t stop smiling, yet her eyes
began to water as she desperately tried not to shed a drop. Boogie felt the warmth and joy
that radiated from her and basked in it while he could. The happiness she was feeling could
only be compared to that of a mother seeing her child for the first time after its birth or an
unfortunate soul being cured of an illness when all hope was lost. It could be said that he had
killed the virus that had been poisoning her body, leaving the poor girl to wither away in her
loneliness. The only thing left to do was to purify her blood and purge it of the malicious
disease. And they both know the only way to do that is for him to physically express his love
for the little lamb.
- You don’t have to say anything. - he added. - Just continue to smile. It tells me all I
need to know.
The maiden happily fulfilled his request and they both enjoyed the last moments of their
stroll in silence. All they needed was to enjoy each other’s company and presence while
passing through the halls which featured numerous paintings an portraits of people from
Lucille’s life. Of course, Hellen had no clue as to who those people were, but seeing how the
house was representing Lucille herself, it was only natural to include some of her many
memories. The furniture all looked expensive and the house was generally very neat.
Nothing seemed exceptionally frightening other than the three ghosts that still roamed inside
it. The night was still young and the moonlight was the one to illuminate the two passing
lovers-to-be as they ventured. Boogie was enjoying the silent walk with his dearest lamb.
The only thing he was able to think about during their stroll was how much of a magnificent
creature she was. He then asked himself if he was even able to break a rule his father had set
if it meant losing her forever. His answer was obvious from the moment he had agreed to the
terms. But he still doubts himself and believes there is a chance he might make a small
mistake which could lead him to failure. The Black Ram took a deep breath and meditated
whilst walking near his lamb. He mainly focused of beating his lustful urges into submission.
He has a role to play and there are still more to come.
- May I ask you something, Miss Hellen? - he spoke, putting his fancy accent back in
commission.
- Hm?
- Do you think that people who hurt others deserve to be punished?
- That’s kind of a weird question. Of course they do, but there are exceptions and many
circumstances that need to be examined if a good judgment is to be made. - she answered.
- I need your opinion on something.
- Sure. What is it? - she turned her head towards him after giving him permission to
continue.
- What do you think would be a proper punishment for a group of bullies who threatened
a little boy with a static weapon, saying they would cut his stomach open if he told anyone
they were stealing his money? - his expression suddenly turned cold and more serious as he
spoke.
- I can’t really say for sure. A thing like that definitely needs to be reported and I think
they’d probably make the bullies work off the money they stole from him by doing charity
service and then send them to a psychologist. Though I believe they deserve much worse by
my standards, I am not a judge, nor am I God to say who deserves what and how big of a
punishment for their crimes. - the maiden explained.
- Interesting. But what about the emotional scars they had inflicted upon the boy they
stole from. He was younger than them after all.
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- How would you know that? Was this something you’ve heard of or read somewhere? Hellen questioned him as she was beginning to suspect that Boogie’s character, Jordan, might
have been the boy he’s talking about since he’s obviously back in character.
- Doing charity and talking about the reasons for their crimes is not an adequate
punishment. Besides, how could have anyone found out if he was scared? He told nobody
and the bullying continued. - his voice became deeper and his face became grim.
- What are you talking about? Are you feeling okay? - she started to feel anxious in his
presence and very worried.
- They had to be punished. You understand, don’t you? - he said.
- I don’t think I do.
Suddenly, he stopped and turned to Hellen in silence for a few seconds as if he was
staring at something that was not in front of him. After a few moments he relaxed his
muscles and sighed with a grin.
- Well, I think I’ve bothered you quite enough. Come. Your friends are going to start
worrying about you. They should still be in the basement if I am not mistaken.
Thus, he took her down to the basement. She was still suspicious of the way he was
acting earlier, but she followed him without question. The only thing more concerning than
his words were the events about to take place down on the mortal coil.
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CHAPTER TWENTY NINE
Your Chains Will Never Bind You
There is one place in our souls where we store all of the secrets we do not want even
ourselves to find out. Out subconscious is a dark, still, silent sea that offers many solutions
and insights regarding the world around us. That includes ourselves as well. There are those
who wish to leave the rusty lock on the door untouched and those who like to explore the
dreaded basement of our spirits. That kind knows the underbelly of the unknown like they
know the contents of their back pockets and visit it as often as a child would be inclined to
visit grandma’s house for her delicious baked goods. However, not all of us have grandmas
that know how to muster up compelling stories to make themselves more interesting than the
cookies you keep munching up, not even paying attention to whatever she is prattling on
about. For those of you who wonder, there is a basement in this particular house. We have
already established it houses remains of a little girl and a giant man-eating monster. Of
course, the girls playing CSI Dreamland know nothing of the creature. They simply went
downstairs without any weapons or protective objects to aid them after Boogie took their
dear friend on a romantic stroll through his not so romantic mansion. They went straight to
work the moment they stepped down into the dusty domain.
- Alright. This is it. - Elizabeth sighed once she had turned on the lights.
The room was revealed and appeared to have a storage function. A lot of broken furniture
was laying around, never hoping to see the light of day or a nice, round bottom to sit atop
them ever again. Other than pieces of chairs, the basement also held some construction tools
such as hammers, a box of nails and everything else you would commonly find in a tool
shed. One corner of the room particularly caught their attention. A brand new sofa and
portrait of a woman hanging above it both seemed suspiciously out of place.
- Lu. - the blonde spoke. - Is that the portrait from your vision?
- Yes. - she mumbled, feeling anxious. - I think that’s the one.
- Who do you think she is?
The woman in the portrait looked very familiar to Lucille. After staring at it for a few
more moments, the girl finally realizes who the black-haired woman with poisonous lavender
eyes is.
- My mother. - she trembled as she spoke.
- Why would a portrait of your mother be hanged down here?
- You tell me. What does she have to do with this?
- We’ll lose too much time if we start trying to figure it out. The remains must be close.
We can get them and ask Jasper about this later. - the blonde suggested.
- Okay. - she agreed and looked around for a spot that would remind her of the exact
location she saw in her vision.
Something in her mind kept pulling her attention towards a spot on the ground located in
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front of the sofa, a little more to the left. She did not know whether she should trust her
intuition or not, so she roamed for a few more moments, hoping a more obvious sign would
tell her where they could start digging. But her mind persisted and continued to draw her
attention to the same spot. Figuring out she really had nothing to lose, the maiden decided
they could look for the bones there.
- I think this is where we should dig. - she spoke, tapping her foot against the soil.
- If you say so. - the blonde shrugged and gave her a shovel.
As the two dug their way through the dark earth, they slowly began to fear something
would grab them from underneath or come back to life the deeper they dug. It took them
about half an hour, but they reached something solid. Elizabeth poked it with her shovel and
established it was a small object. They moved the rest of the grainy dirt with their hands and
discovered they had found what they were looking for. Lucille picked up a small skull and
showed it to her friend who was examining two arm bones in her hands.
- It’s her.
- Or what’s left of her. - Elizabeth sighed and stood up. - We can’t carry them in our
hands. I’ll go see if I can find a chest or box we can put those in.
She climbed out the hole and left the dark-haired girl to commune with the unfortunate
soul.
- She had her whole life ahead of her… - she whispered. - And everything was taken
away from her in a matter of seconds. I can’t even believe how ungrateful I am. I wanted to
take my own life when there are so many wishing they had a right to live.
A couple of tears dripped down her face and onto the ground as she placed the skull
down. Her head still kept facing it, leaning over it and weeping in silence.
- Did you say something? - Elizabeth startled her and she quickly wiped off the tears
from her face so that she would not worry.
- I found a toy box! I think we’ll be able to fit those in there! - the blonde shouted out
once more.
Thus, her friend started to place the bones onto the top of the steep hole whilst the other
one was placing them inside the worn out, wooden toy box. When they were finished,
Lucille climbed out with Beth’s help and they were both relieved to have finally completed
the task. But before they could congratulate themselves, Boogie and Hellen walked down the
steps hand in hand to meet up with them.
- I see you two have been busy. - he commented.
- We’re not the only ones. - the blonde gave him a delicious grin with her reply and
crossed her arms.
- I couldn’t agree more. Miss Hellen and I have had a lovely time together. Of course, I
can only speak for myself. What are your thoughts? - he turned to his companion and
stitched up a smile upon his face he could not take off.
- It was great. I don’t know how else to describe it. It felt good. - her face glimmered
with happiness only a bride on her wedding day could feel. - Thank you so much for inviting
me to come along.
- I would certainly do it again. You have been lovely company to this poor, lonesome
soul.
- Great. So, romantic blabber aside, we found the bones. - Elizabeth interrupted their
verbal foreplay and showed him the box-o’-bones.
- I am glad to hear about your success. Jasper will be delighted.
- I’m sure he will. So thanks again for your hospitality. We won’t bother your any longer.
- Oh, are you leaving already? - he inquired with a surprised look on his face. - It is still
dark outside. Would it not be better for you to wait until morning?
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- We’re in a hurry. Come on girls. - she ordered and took a few steps towards the stairs.
However, the gentleman stepped in front of her and blocked her path with a strange glow
in his eyes as he stared back at her.
- I apologize, but I cannot let you leave. - his voice suddenly turned more demonic and
multi-echoed in tone as he spoke.
- Jasper? - Hellen gasped lightly.
- Fine. - Elizabeth threw the box aside quite angrily and faced him. - We beat your damn
mummy. What else have you got?
His answer was nothing but a solid 30 seconds of silence. He only kept the smug grin on
his face and failed to blink. As if his soul had clearly left the building. His absence in spirit
was followed by shakes of the soil beneath them. An earthquake occurred. All three of them
fell down onto the ground as a result of loss in balance. Their zombified host, on the other
hand, kept silently hovering over the ground like he was possessed by some form of a
malicious demon. The girls tried desperately to resist the power that was keeping them from
finding peace in the chaos until the cause of the earth’s tremors had appeared before their
very eyes. A giant black scorpion crawled out of the earth from underneath the sofa,
knocking it out of its way like it was a Lego cube. The girls were at loss for words and heart
when they saw the monstrosity and heard its shrieking cry of an ungodly high pitch. They
only hoped during those moments that it would cease with the screams and that their ears
would not bleed. Once the beast had surfaced fully, showing its deadly stinger. It looked
unbelievably large to them, but it was small compared to the scorpion’s size. It completely
shattered the wooden ceiling which surrounded the girls in rubble. When the vibrations
stopped, they all hurried to get back on their feet and prepared to face off against the
creature. Unsurprisingly, its eyes glowed the same scarlet color as Boogie’s did. But that
information was not really crucial for their survival. It was already clear to Lucille that the
scorpion was controlling his mind. The only answer she knew was rational and logical to
accept was the one which states they were chosen as the monster’s food. Looking enraged
and starved, it began to lash its pincers at them, but the three managed to swiftly evade the
first swings. With an unbelievable stroke of luck, they felt their bodies rush with superhuman
power. Elizabeth had already felt it before when she was fighting the mummy and she knew
the battle was going to be theirs for claiming the victory. Had it not been for the incredible
properties of dream adrenalin, they would have never stood a chance. But as it is, the girls
are now transformed into the fantastic trio, warming up to begin striking some heavy blows
and preparing to bring dignified fatality to the scorpion. They evaded the second round of
pincer slicing as the opponents drew closer and closer to each other. Lucille was
overwhelmed with the bravery she was feeling. She thought she would begin to suffocate
once again due to her panic attack, but this time she felt like a real hero. Every brain cell
went into a chaos rampage. Like supercomputers they are, they were fulfilling their purpose
quite vigilantly, shaping the minds of the girls into the world’s deadliest weapons. Elizabeth
slid under the giant creature trying to feast upon their merry, sweet flesh and ended up on the
other side, gripping onto the bottom of its tail as tightly as she could, hoping she would be
able to climb atop its back that way.
- Find something to hit it with! Hurry! - she shouted as she tried to resists the monster
that wanted to shake her off.
They both scanned around the room while dodging the attacks. Without a second thought,
Hellen grabbed the nearest thing to her she could call a weapon. The girl grabbed the rusty
shovel near the hole in the ground and looked back to figure out which spot would cause a
fatal blow on the scorpion’s body. Lucille, on the other hand, had a bit more trouble finding
something to fight with. Scraping through the wooden rubble with her nails as quickly as she
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could, she did not seem to find anything. Her desperation grew larger and larger until it
already took form as a shadow looming over her. As her friends continued to bravely combat
the beast, the longer they tried, the more their attempts to harm it began to fail. Elizabeth
kept tirelessly trying to tame the tail, whereas Hellen kept swinging away, looking for a clear
shot to throw the shovel at the head and hoping it would jab into its face and disorient it for a
few vital moments when they would have the advantage and aim to kill.
- Come on… Please… Where are you…? - the dark-haired maiden was whispering to
herself as she searched, but eventually gave up and banged her fists against the shattered
wood. Everything seemed hopeless. She knew it was an extremely stupid idea, but she did
not want her friends to continue the battle alone. Lucille saw there was no point in staying
there and cowering, hoping the problem would fix itself. She stood up walked to the middle
of the battlefield, completely vulnerable to attacks.
- Lu! What are you doing?! Move out of the way! - Hellen shouted at her as she was
swung at a pincer, redirecting it to the side when it was ready to grab her friend.
But alas, she did not say a word. She let herself be captured and one of the giant clutches
grabbed hold of her, forcing her to let out a painful scram.
- Lu!! - Elizabeth shouted atop her lungs before she was violently flung across the room,
resulting in her body hitting the wall and tumbling down onto the rubble. The last left
standing filled her heart with unbelievable rage and charged to bash the bastard’s face in with
her trusty shovel. However, she was quickly disposed of when Boogie used the energy and
power granted to him by the monster to suffocate her and put her to sleep. The lights went
out in seconds for her and she did not even see what or who had made her faint. Elizabeth hit
her head against the wall upon impact and blacked out as well. Lucille was left on her own,
but confident enough to know she was ready to break out of her prison. She held onto the top
of the pincer that was clutched around her body, making her bleed and feeling her bones
being crushed, but she was still breathing. The monster opened its large jaws and was
prepared to stuff her inside it. Too bad the girl had other plans in mind.
- I’m done… - she whispered while catching her breath.
A beam of light shone through one of the legs of the beast and made it release a
screeching sound to indicate it was burned by it. Lucille shook for a moment as it jerked to
the side, making her flowing, dark hair cover the majority of her face.
- I am done blaming myself for what happened to my brother. - she continued. - I am
done trying to punish myself.
Two large beams struck through the scorpion’s sides and made its thick hide melt under
them. The tormented aura around Boogie slowly began to fade away, but still held a tight
grip on him. With a second scream, he was fully aware of the monster’s pain and felt it as his
own.
- No! NO!! - he shouted, holding onto his abdomen, experiencing the same agony as it
did.
The host jolted towards them just as Lucille said her final words: - I am done with the
pain and the torture I put myself through. I will not fear my punishment. I have nothing to be
punished for. If my brother still loves me… then I love myself too.
The final beam of light pierced through the center and completely destroyed the scorpion,
shattering it into particles of dust along with its caretaker that sacrificed his life in a futile
attempt to save the wretched thing. The last warrior fell to the ground, losing consciousness
painlessly and quickly from the blood loss. It was not until half an hour later when she
opened her eyes once more, witnessing a very soft blue glow. Her vision was a bit blurry, but
she was still able to make out the two pale eyes in the middle that she recognized very
clearly. After a few more seconds of gazing into those bright pools of serenity, she was
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finally able to hear what it was saying.
- Just take it easy. - Atlas encouraged her to wake from her slumber as he was hovering
over her.
She could feel she was lying atop something soft with a rough texture to the touch. A
river of lovely memories came pouring back into her head.
- How did you manage to clean it? - she grinned while feeling the dry surface under her
fingertips.
The ghost smiled and sighed, knowing she was going to be alright. But he did feel a few
uncomfortable flutters in his stomach when he noticed his fellow specters heard what she
said.
- I have my methods. - he replied. - How are you feeling?
- Fine. Why do you ask? - she looked at him with a confused expression.
The reaction she gave him quickly turned to surprise when she saw the bandages around
her stomach Atlas that pointed out. Cindy floated by and placed a fresh, wet towel on her
forehead, along with a glass of water for the injured girl.
- Thank you, but really, I feel fine. - she tried to convince them not to take such good care
of her. - Where are Hellen and Elizabeth? Are they here?
- Behind you. - Elizabeth answered to the call.
Lucille quickly sat up and turned around to face them with Hellen’s joyful smile and
waving hand waiting to greet her.
- It’s good to see you’re okay, Lu. If I wasn’t so happy about you waking up I’d smack
you for making such a retarded move down there. - the blonde added with a strict tone.
- Don’t be so angry with her. She’s alive and that’s all that matters. - Hellen retorted
politely.
- I swear to God I am going to sue Jasper for making me go on the worst amusement park
ride in the universe.
- You mean, the most awesome amusement park ride in the universe? - the chocolatehaired maiden leaned her head towards her, making her mane droop down as she chuckled.
- It’s a miracle that you made it out alive. - Michael spoke.
- Yeah… but Jordan didn’t. - Lucille took her glass of water and stared at it for a few
moments. - He was mind controlled into giving his life for the monster.
- His life was taken from him long ago. If he could, I believe he would thank you for
ending his torment. - Atlas comforted her and placed his hand on her shoulder.
- I guess so…
- You girls are real heroes. - Cindy spoke up. - We cannot thank you enough for what
you’ve done for us.
- We are eternally grateful. - Michael bowed.
- Don’t mention it. Now, if you would kindly return the favor by taking us to the exit,
that would be great. - the blonde suggested.
The three ghosts nodded at each other and each helped one of them up from their seats
and led them to the big doors of the entrance. It was already morning when they stepped out
of the house to breathe in the autumn air.
- You might want to take this with you. - Michael handed them the toy box filled with
bone fragments. - To be honest, I’m a little upset that you let Jordan die. This house feels
much less empty with a living person in it for us to converse with. But I guess Atlas has a
point. His sufferings have ended now. He’s in a better place.
- Thank you again for all your help. We wish you a pleasant journey.
Once Atlas had bid them farewell, the three said their own goodbyes and went on their
way, following the path through the woods. It was a rather calm stroll and all three of them
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felt energized by the sunlight. When one journey comes to an end, another one begins. The
three girls ventured forth into the last dream. The last student still needs to take her test.
What it will be and how she will triumph is a question that deserves to be answered. Every
little lamb has its own mountain to conquer and its own herd to find. Nothing will keep her
from achieving her objective. No storm, no wind and no rain. And certainly not another
nightmare.
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CHAPTER THIRTY
The Princess and the Fool
Hellen, Elizabeth and Lucille follow the muddy, wet road when they notice a strange
energy blast spread around and through them just as they started to question why the ground
became so moist when they could have sworn it was dry a few minutes ago after they left the
manor. It blew them away a few steps and they shielded their eyes. The strange occurrence
left them in the dust as quickly as it appeared, but left a little something behind. Once they
opened up their eyes the clothes they were wearing looked nothing like their designs from
just a few seconds ago. This discovery dumbfounds all three of them when they start to
comprehend what century they walked into.
- Son of a bitch… - Elizabeth mumbled to herself.
They throughly examined their new outfits and both Lucille and Elizabeth noticed one
accessory that stood out atop Hellen’s chocolate-coated locks. She wore a pristine, silver
tiara with an amber stone shaped like a triangle that shimmered in the beams of sunlight
showering over them through the branches. But before she even noticed her friends were
staring blankly at her, she proceeded to admire the gorgeous fabric that was covering her
pearly skin. It was a royal purple dress with little golden spirals that served as details on the
edges. Her sleeves were rather long compared to her arm length. The large leather belt with
spiral indents around her waist looked as if it had also been made by a golden-inked pen. It
only enhanced the magnificence of her figure and made the maiden feel much more
comfortable in her own skin just like the dress from the dinner at the mansion did. Amber
jewelry hanged from her neck as a necklace and as two charming earring to match her tiara.
All the love her promised ram had confessed to her and the material goods made her look
ever more innocently beautiful. Her friends had no such luck. Though their dresses did give
them a certain appeal, their decorations did not look as royal as Hellen’s. Lucille wore a
jade-colored gown, whereas Elizabeth’s was leaning more towards a reddish hue.
- I think I saw this coming. - Elizabeth commented with her arms crossed as she gave her
esteemed friend a judgmental gaze.
- Really? I wish we had gone to ancient Rome. They have communal baths. - the lamb
shared her thoughts with them in reply.
- No, Hellen. She’s talking about the tiara on your head. - Lucille shook her head and
pointed out the shiny object.
The maiden took a moment to give out a surprised expression and then felt it with her
palms. But before she could say anything, a group of horsemen came up to them on their
valiant steeds, wearing admirable attire. Their supposed leader approached Hellen, brushing
his aquamarine cape to the side as his horse shook its head, making its hazel mane flow
down its neck like a cold river.
- What are you doing out in the woods by yourself, princess? Your father has gotten
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worried something might have happened to you. - the ginger-haired officer inquired in a
bizarre accent that barely even resembled a British one which the girls had expected to hear.
- Why would a guy that’s so obviously faking to be English need to know that? We were
just taking a walk. Is that a crime? - Elizabeth argued.
- If it helps, I was born and raised in Castille, but I moved to northern England years ago
and became the king’s marshal. If I have gained your trust now, I think it would only be fair
that the princess and her handmaids let me escort them back to the castle. Does that sound
fair, milady? - he explained and looked at Hellen, waiting for her answer.
- We’ll consider it if you tell us your name first. - Elizabeth went ahead to speak in her
name.
- You two must be new. I’m not surprised. Your manners aren’t something your parents
can be proud of. You may address me as Sir Phillip Godfrey. - he introduced himself and
offered his hand to Hellen. - Now, your majesty, if you will, I am going to take you three
back to the castle.
The girl first turned to her friends as if she were asking their permission. Elizabeth rolled
her eyes and got on a horse with one of the horsemen. Lucille followed and so the princess
climbed up and sat behind Phillip, wrapping her arms around his waist only tight enough so
she was sure she would not fall off, but she tried not to press herself against him. The blonde
was having trouble holding on to the rider in front of her and the box at the same time, but
she managed. After one very uncomfortable ride out of the woods they trotted through the
town on their way to see the king. Hellen felt more and more rotten inside the longer she had
to look at the people passing by. Some of them were fairly well dressed, but the ones that
caught her attention were the less privileged villagers and beggars. Their scorched red eyes,
fleshless, thin bodies all pierced needles into her heart one by one. She felt as if all of their
sufferings were her own. She was keeping her head down the entire way, trying not to look at
them, but she could still see their shivering legs on the sides. Her heart began to weep,
wishing she could help them, but she knew there were too many of them in need. Somehow,
even shame crept its way inside her soul, making her even more afraid to face them so she
could leave them a coin or two in their shaky palms, outstretched and putting all of their faith
in a merciful stranger would be kind enough to help them. Her mind kept whispering: “You
need to help them.” Those were the words she was very well acquainted with. Like a beacon
in the dark of the night, a little spark was lighted inside her, but not quite bright enough yet.
With a little more time, that spark would grow into a passionate flame to crush the spiked,
bloody tentacles of injustice. It was only a matter of time now. The guards opened the gates
to the castle grounds and the marshal took the three girls straight to the courtroom where the
king was discussing some plans with his adviser and a couple of servants. Phillip led the
women into the room and announced his presence.
- My liege. I am very happy to bring you some good news. We have found your daughter
and her handmaids in the woods and brought them back here at your request.
Glen Bennett, also know as Hellen’s father, is the owner of a large company in Prague
run by his daughter where he had moved after falling in love with a Czech woman. He left
his home in Scotland and has been living in Prague with his family ever since they were
married and had Hellen who was born there. In this dream, he is the same chubby, 56-yearold man as he is in real life, only now he is the ruler of a nation. And as would any parent
whose child had been returned to them, he hugged his darling daughter with a heart
overfilled with glee.
- Sweetie, you have no idea how worried I was for ye! - he exclaimed with a Scottish
accent.
- We just went for a walk, dad. - she smiled sweetly as she spoke.
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- Oh good. I thought ye got hurt or somethin’. Come on. We still need to get ready fer the
celebration this evenin’.
- Celebration? - she asked.
- Like you didn’t know. Ye’ll be choosin’ yer husband tonight. - he chuckled and went
over to Phillip to thank him.
- And thank ye so much for yer help, lad. Who knows where that lass might have ran off
to?
- My pleasure, sire. - he replied quite quickly due to the Spanish accent that was still
lightly present in his tone of voice.
- I was just taking a walk… - the girl rolled her eyes while her friends tried to figure out
what exactly was going on. - Wait, hold on. What was that about me choosing my husband
again?
- Well, you’ll need someone to rule by yer side when ye become queen, dear. It takes
time for two people to bond and I want ye to get started as soon as possible so that ye’ll be
ready when it’s yer time to take me place. - he explained. - Marshal Godfrey is one of the
few people I trust. I only suggest, but tis my belief that he would take good care of ye.
Hellen’s eye caps lowered themselves, forming a very judgmental and high stare towards
the marshal as if he suddenly became very disliked by her.
- I highly doubt that. - the princess quipped. - I already have someone in my mind.
Though, in her mind, she only thought of words she could have said if she wasn’t so
polite and afraid to hurt other people’s feelings. If she were loud-mouthed, she would have
asked him what made him so special and insulted him with a remark regarding his lack of
inventive thinking which she had no knowledge of since she had just met him. But still, it
angered her to think her father would suggest someone when she was eternally grateful to
Boogie for expressing his love for her and she was prepared to return the favor by loving him
back as much as she could. To even show kindness to this man who wishes to intrude in her
mission to make herself worth Jasper’s time is considered to be a burden and below her.
- Then I take my leave. - Phillip bowed to them and went on his way.
- I don’t get it. Why would Jasper be doing this whole husband choosing thing if he likes
her? - Elizabeth whispered to Lucille. - It makes no sense.
- Maybe he knows she’ll choose him and just wants everyone to know that. - she replied.
- Yeah, but all of these people are puppets made and controlled by him. Why does he
need to prove something to a bunch of people that only exist within this dream?
- You go get ready while I finish up here. I need ye here by sundown. - the father patter
Hellen’s back and sent her off to her room along with her friends and two more handmaids.
But as they walked, something stroke the princess as rather odd. She knew the other two
handmaids.
- Patricia? Bianca? - she muttered.
- Yes, milady? - Patricia was the first to reply.
- Is something wrong? - the other added.
Hellen wanted to ask them how they got here, but she soon realized that there was no
point since they would claim they had always been her handmaids. It was still quite eerie
how her cousin and a girl she knew from high school got into this dream.
- Uhm… Nothing. I forgot what I wanted to ask you. - she said, gave them an awkward
smile as the two nodded and walked directly to her chambers.
Since she refused to be bathed by them, the four girls simply skipped the step and started
to perk up her dress with even more accessories that was really needed only to make her
beauty stand out from the rest of the women who were going to attend the feast. Lucille and
Elizabeth acted more as assistants or apprentices and only fetched things for the other two
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who were doing all the work. After fixing up her hair and putting some essence oil onto her
neck and chest as was suggested by Lucille, Hellen was ready to bless the people with her
royal presence just in time. Twilight flew over the sky and covered it with its dark lavender
colors. It was almost night time and so all five of them went downstairs. When they had
shown themselves, all of the guests turned to face the angel that was the belle of the ball.
Women had a difficult time keeping their sour smiles on wile jealously flowed deep in their
blood. The men were hypnotized, to say the least. Not one could turn their eyes from her.
She was a sight sent from God to act as a healing ointment for their souls. The princess,
however, felt a little embarrassed to be the center of attention and she quickly went over to
the large table to sit next to her father, trying not to mind all of the eyes that were staring
restlessly at her. With a wave of the king’s hand, they all sat down at their respective tables.
- Ye look magnificent, dear. I could not be more proud. - Glen complimented her.
- Thanks, dad. - she smiled brightly like a child.
- So… where are we supposed to sit? - Lucille asked the light-haired handmaid.
- We have to stand here by the princess. - Bianca said.
- You’re shitting me. We have to stand here all night? - the blonde argued.
- Unless she dismisses us or goes somewhere in which case we are supposed to follow
her. - Patricia added.
- Aries… - she growled like a prowling panther.
While it took Hellen a while to notice Phillip was sitting right next to her, her reaction
was still not as good as one would hope to get. He nodded at her as a sign of greeting. She
glanced back at him and then returned to looking straight at the large space where all the
guest tables were set, trying to send a clear message to him by completely ignoring him.
After that she took a few more glances and needless to say, it angered her a bit to see his
reaction be so indifferent, but she tried not to pay much attention to it.
- Welcome, my dear friends. - the king began his speech with a wine-filled goblet in his
hand. - Ye already know why ye are here so I’ll just get right to the point. Tis be a night
where we should all enjoy ourselves and the night when my dear daughter shall meet the
man who will take my place as king by her side. I’ve invited only the most revered of the
noble families to attend this festivity, so let us make it count. Why don’t we start off with
some entertainment to go with our feast, aye?
All raised their goblets to cheer with their king and right on cue, our entertainer arrived,
skipping towards the middle of his stage in the middle of the room, the bells on his colorful
jester suit and hat jingling with every motion of his body. His harlequin costume could not
even hide the big ram horns sticking out the sides of his skull, nor could the mask hide the
darkness of his skin. A tail rustled around when he bowed. It was none other than their lovely
host playing the role of the royal fool. Hellen’s eyes became brighter than the polished metal
of a knight’s sword. Another smile was patched onto her lips, reaching both her red cheeks
and gifting her heart with wings to flutter. The jester took his lute in both hands and stroked
the strings as gently and lovingly as he could, creating a single note to start off his show,
already filling up a loving emotion in the ears of the audience with a single, solitary tune. He
imagined he was playing with the locks of his little lamb who sat atop the pedestal at the
royals’ table. She was his inspiration and a golden vein just out of reach. He took a deep
breath to soothe his passions and lust for the maiden and sang while playing the lute.
- What can I say? It really is an honor for me. Here in this castle tonight to be. I shall
make you smile, if I may. How nice of you all to be gathered tonight. Oh, how wonderful you
are. To have come from lands so far. Your ambitions must really burn bright. - he twirled and
jumped around like a carefree little sheep as he sang.
The demonic-looking jester danced over to a table and sung for his first group of victims
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to mock: - My lord and milady, Dear Velmores the shady, does it not feel good to be free?
Poor grandma is dead, thee said: “Off with her head!” But the coot has no gold and no
thing has she sold, so now you are just as rich as me!
Then he moved on to a different table as the crowd seemed to have started enjoying the
ballad. The room gradually filled up with chuckles and laughter.
- Sir Fiscal the brave, his beard he won’t shave. He believes it makes him more of a man.
But we all know the truth, you have quite the sweet tooth and you hide that wobbling chin
from your clan. - his lute beautifully accompanied the sound of his voice while he hopped
over to a third group of people. - Young master Jeanott, oh well, why not? I guess you are
just like the rest. You hide your own shame from the moment you came, but oh my lord, give
it a rest. Everyone in here knows ‘bout your son and your hoes, and do please give him my
best.
Everyone had now succumbed to the spreading laughter. There was no doubt that even
the people being burned were having a good time. Goblets flied during toasts, food was
passed around and the overall atmosphere could not have been better.
- Leo and Barnaby, would you not like to see the treats I have brought for thee? You’ve
eaten too much, admit it as such. Now stop that and give it to me. - Boogie took a chicken
leg right from an obese marquise’s hand and took a bite out of it before throwing it back on
his plate.
He skipped over to the middle and sang the next lyrics to all of the guests.
- Every single one of you wishes to earn the right to the throne. What you did not
understand was that I have had it all planned, with you all left dry to the bone. You are all to
be shamed. Thus I protest! Tis me who should be proclaimed! This is my celebration now. Be
my guest. - he pointed towards himself and ran over to the royals’ table, walking on top of it
while he continued to play. Then he sat down right in front of the princess so he could face
both her and the guests.
Her pretty little face went red from her blushing and it flattered the host very much. Their
eyes were locked in a gaze without any intentions of breaking it whilst staring lovingly at
each other.
- Hellen, please choose your faithful fool and grant me the crown. I watch as you walk
and breathe the dust your steps leave behind. I live for a single touch of your scented gown. I
beg of you, Hellen, be ever so kind. Have mercy on this sad, sad clown.
Once he placed his hand on his chest and bowed his head towards her, the maiden
thought she was going to burst from joy. He was so close she could practically feel his body
heat and hear the rhythmic drumming sound coming from his chest. All she could think
about was how much she wanted him to steal a kiss from her. Nothing else would make this
moment better. If there is a heaven, she was peering through its gates and seeing all the
beauty awaiting on the other side. The bard wrapped up his ballad with one last bundle of
verses.
- Blessed is the earth you walk upon and holy is every hair on your head. I would do as
you ask and talk as you’d please. With your grace all I would need is some water and a
single loaf of bread. I would not close my eyes, I would not keep still, nor would my soul be
at ease. If you would, my lady, let me lie in your bed. - he sang in a softer tone and leaned
closer as if his soul sent her a whisper to hint out his flaming desires.
The last stroke of the lute’s strings completed his act and sent indescribable low voltage
bolts through Hellen’s body. Without even meaning to, she started panting lightly whilst
gazing back into the endless pit of darkness that were his eyes. The room suddenly felt as if
it was overheating around her. There was no more hunger she felt for this man. She felt so
much more than that. A sensation which could only be known by others if they had felt the
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same thing before. She sensed she was losing control over her muscles and that she would
fall into his arms any second, hopelessly trying to cool her lust down by at least being able to
caress his strong chest with her shimmering, pink lips and gentle kisses. The owner of her
heart knew that. Simply the way she breathed as they watched each other in these seconds
turned a group of softly-lit candles into a rapid house fire. He was only thankful for all the
people watching. The scent covering her turned into a very potent drug as he breathed. She
was so close he could almost see their entwined bodies drowning in each other’s affection.
The guests were completely losing themselves in their laughter. Some even banged their fists
against their table before tumbling down from their chairs. Lucille and Elizabeth had little to
no understanding of what was so funny. They stared at the rest of the buffoons with either a
confused or unimpressed expression.
- I didn’t even catch the melody of the song. - the blonde commented.
Lucille replied with a simple shrug.
- Alright, alright, settle down, everyone! - the king exclaimed after chewing and
swallowing his food like a proper human being. - Let us finish our meals in peace so we can
have enough energy fer dancin’ later. Aye?
The crowd cheered.
- I would watch myself if I were you. You know your restrictions, bard. Your
disobedience and disrespect for the law forced you to be degraded to such a low as to only be
able to earn your bread as a fool. - Phillip threatened him.
- What did you just say to him? - Hellen’s rage-filled eyes glared at the marshal.
- To have a home in your heart, princess, is worth more than a warm meal and wooden
bed. If you will remember me as I have remembered you ever since your majesty has given
me a pouch of gold to help me stand back on my own two feet, then I will rot in a cell for the
rest of my days a happy man, milady. - the fool whispered to her once she turned her face
towards him again and kissed her hand as gently as if he was holding a rose bud in is palm.
Just like the one Elizabeth got, a make-believe memory was implanted into her mind.
The image of both of them exactly as he described it flashed before her eyes. Her heart
simply did not want to obey her nor keep quiet. But those flames of limitless love and desire
would soon be turned into flames of hatred, for the guards that were standing behind the
table took Jasper away once the marshal gave them permission.
- What are you doing?! - Hellen shouted and stood up from her chair, attempting to stop
the two guards. - I order you to stop!
But the guards pretended not to hear her as they disappeared through the back doors.
Before she even had a chance to stop them with force herself, Phillip stepped before her
quite arrogantly and blocked her way.
- These men are only obeying their orders, your majesty. - he said.
- Get out of my way before I strangle you with your own guts. - she panted as she spoke.
- What is going on here, marshal? - the king stood up as well and demanded to get some
answers.
- Nothing, sire. The fool has broken the law by making physical contact with your
daughter and is now going to face the consequences.
- You ordered them to do it, you fucking swine!! I will personally impale your body on a
stick!! - the maiden panged her fists at his body while he was trying to keep her from getting
to the doors.
- Hellen! - Glen exclaimed.
- Milady, please calm yourself. - Patricia rushed over to try and keep her from trying to
hurt Sir Godfrey.
In her rampant anger, the princess shoved the handmaid off her along with a hard slap in
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the face. Once she had fallen on the floor, holding onto her cheek, weeping, Hellen ceased
with her actions and stared at her with regret and sorrow filling up her soul when she realized
what she had done. Drops of tears started to drip down her cheeks and chin and she
immediately ran away from the scene through the wooden doors. The people were stunned.
Women gasped in shock and nothing could fill the dead silence that fell over them. Bianca
helped her colleague up and attempted to comfort her, whereas Lucille and Elizabeth excused
themselves and quickly ran off to follow Hellen.
Remembering the route they took when they were going to the hall from her room in the
first place, the girl ran as quickly as she could into her room, slamming the door shut behind
her. Her hot tears fell onto the satin sheets of her bed, drop by drop, down her arms and neck
while she lied and tried to release the pain from her soul.
Her friends knocked on the door before entering and sat down onto the bed next to her to
at least try and resolve the issue.
- Please leave me alone. - she sobbed. - I’m not asking for your attention and pity. I just
need to cry this out and I’ll feel better in the morning.
- We know you didn’t mean it, Hellen. - Lucille said.
- Still, we have to ask, what made you react that way? - the blonde inquired.
- You saw what he did… He arrested Jasper for kissing my hand and the guards took him
down to the dungeons… If I wasn’t so weak I would have ripped his tongue out with my
hands if I had to. Who gave him the right to take away the only man who has ever held me in
his arms by his own free will? - her hands shook as she whimpered.
- He’s 2 times our size. That’s not being weak, it’s just the difference between men and
most women. - Elizabeth added.
- I mean weak in spirit. I could never hurt anyone except by accident or in self-defense.
- You really need to lighten up.
- Beth! - the dark-haired maiden scolded her.
- Just listen. - she continued. - I know you’re angry. We’ve all been there and we will be
there again. But you don’t have to make a big scene like that to prove your point. You said
he’s in the dungeons, but that doesn’t have to mean he’s gonna get killed. First of all, he
controls these dreams, second, we’ve already established he’s immortal and third, he’s a
nutball. If you want, we’ll sneak you down to him, it’s not a problem. Just try to think before
any more outbursts like this happen, okay?
Hellen sniffled, wiping the tears off her face and smiling at her supportive friends. She
felt good to know they were there for her. In her modesty she completely forgot what mutual
benefit in friendship meant.
- Thank you. - she whispered with one more sniffle and hugged them both. - I can’t be
more thankful for you two. You make my world a far better place.
- You would do the same for us. - Lucille said.
- I guess I should go apologize to Pat first. I won’t be able to sleep if I don’t. I feel awful
for doing what I did.
- You both need to rest. It’s been a long day. Hell, we’ve been walking for hours before
we even got to the stinking kingdom.
- Wait… Where’s the toy box? - Lucille asked her.
The blonde jumped off the bed and pulled it out from under the bed as proof.
- I worked my ass off to keep it in one piece, you really think I would have let myself
lose it? - she chuckled and pushed it back under the bed. - I’ll hand it over to Jasper when I
get the chance.
- Can’t we go see him now?
- No. Like she said, we could all use some rest. - Lucille retorted.
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- Move over. - the blonde climbed back onto the bed and pulled the covers over her,
struggling to take off her dress while lying down.
The other two followed her lead and lied together in white cloth undergarments, telling
each other “Good night.” Before closing their eyes and adjusting their sleeping positions.
With Hellen in the middle, Lucille and Elizabeth slept on the sides of the king-sized bed.
Each pair of dark eyelashes stopped trembling one by one and so the girls were fast asleep,
waiting for a new day to wake them.
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CHAPTER THIRTY ONE
For the People
Morning was shed upon the land as the girls woke to the sound of someone knocking on
the door. Lucille’s first reaction was reaching for the phone she would usually keep near her
bed to check what time it was. Sadly, there was no phone.
- It’s open! - Hellen exclaimed and held the sheets against her chest to cover herself up.
- I don’t mean to intrude, your highness, but your father has asked me to see how you
were feeling today. - Phillip explained his reasons of stopping by once he entered the room.
- I’ll give you 3 seconds to get out of my room before I get someone to gut you for me,
you miserable…
- Hellen, what did we talk about? - Elizabeth interrupted her. - That’s not how we talk to
people like him.
- Sorry… - she lowered her head as she spoke, still glaring at the marshal.
- This is how we talk to people like him. - she coughed before proceeding. - The princess
doesn’t want to look at your ugly face right now, you sick, sadistic retard. I suggest you walk
out the same way you came before I call the guards and have your ass fired for disobeying
her orders yesterday. Should you do some shit like that again, I won’t be able to save you
next time, but I will enjoy helping her invent new ways to torture you.
The princess chuckled and smiled because someone had finally taught him a lesson.
- Why do treat me like I am your enemy? What have I ever done to you? - he replied
without showing any hint of caring for their insults.
- Don’t give me that crap. You sent that jester to the dungeons yesterday? What? Your
sister isn’t putting out anymore so you need to wipe out the competition to get to Hellen?
- Beth, I don’t think it’s such a good idea to insult him like that. He’s the king’s marshal.
- Lucille whispered to her.
- Don’t worry, Lu, I’m just messing with him. You can’t say he doesn’t deserve it. He
picks on you two then he’s picking on me too. - the blonde answered loudly so that the
marshal could hear every word of it.
- I don’t make the rules. I obey them. That drunk used up his second chance when I let
him work as the royal fool instead of letting him be killed for upsetting the duke of Secrin. It
was too cruel of a punishment, so I made a deal to get him where he was. He chose his own
fate and there was nothing more I could have done.
Hellen decided it was best for her not to speak. She had no idea he had saved his life
before. Still, he should have not thrown him into the dungeon. Though she was very grateful,
he was still very much disliked by her.
- That was very nice of you, but you still threw him in the dungeon. But you might have
a chance to redeem yourself if you let him go.
- Why would I do that? And besides, why does your majesty take such interest in
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someone like him. He is of no worth. All he does is write songs and serve as entertainment
for the guests and your father. - he said.
- So? Maybe if you had been the first to say you wished to have me I would have taken
just as much interest in you. I despise cowards like you. I used to suffer because of people
like you every single day. That so called “fool” is more of a man than you will ever be. - she
spoke to him in a growling tone as she quickly put her dress back on the only way she knew
how, not caring the slightest that he was watching. - Now, if you’ll excuse me, I will go tell
him I accept his proposal.
- If I may, I advise you to tell the king first before making any drastic decisions. - Phillip
suggested.
- You know what? You’re right. I’ll go tell dad. You girls coming? - she turned back to
the two still in bed, silently observing on the sidelines.
Without question, they grabbed their clothes and began dressing up the second after
Hellen shooed the Marshal away. He waited for them outside of the room and accompanied
them to the court room where the king was.
- Sweetheart, you’re finally awake. Are ye alright? - the concerned father went over to
her and placed his hands on her shoulders.
- I’m fine, dad. I’m feeling better now, thanks. Is Patricia here?
- She and Bianca are waiting for ye and Phillip near the stables so ye can take a field trip
around the village today. I think it’s time ye meet the people. Getting to know yer people is a
virtue and pleasure of every good ruler. - he replied.
- Okay, but, there’s something important we have to talk about.
- Just hear me out, first. Phillip and I’ve spoken and come to a conclusion that perhaps it
wasn’t the best idea to let ye choose a husband without him proving his worth to be crowned
king. - he continued. - I have decided to put together a tournament today so that only the best
one is chosen. A king must have excellent penmanship, leadership skills, a noble heart,
courage and must come out victorious in a joust against all his competitor.
- We only do what is best for you and this country, your majesty. I understand you might
feel even more hatred for me now, but I am not going to allow a commoner without proper
education or manners to lead these people into their doom. - the marshal added.
- Alright. - Hellen found it hard to breathe normally as her heart turned into a volcano
that was going to erupt any second, but she reminded herself to keep cool.
The four of them awaited her answer eagerly.
- So, anyone is allowed to enter the tournament? - she asked with a sour smile on her face
and a glare fixated on Phillip.
- Only men from noble families. - he answered swiftly.
- Then I accept your terms only if you let the royal fool enter the tournament as well.
- What do ye think, Phillip? - the king turned to his trusted ally.
- I have no objections, sire. He will hardly pose a threat to your future son-in-law.
- And I want you to release him so that he can prepare for the tournament.
The ginger in the dark silver-colored suit nodded at the nearby guards and they set off to
grant his request.
- Great! So we all agree. Ye four go to the village then. I’ll make sure everything is ready
for this afternoon.
- Before we leave, I’d like to personally invite the court jester to participate. Besides,
someone will have to tell the guards he is to be released. - she sneered towards the marshal
after flashing another light smile at her father.
- As you wish, milady. I will accompany you so that the guards may be notified of this
agreement. - he bowed in reply and opened the door for her.
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While they walked through the stone halls with burnt out torches on the walls and lines
of dark green tapestry featuring the royal family’s coat of arms, Lucille and Elizabeth
listened carefully how Hellen and Phillip continued to argue.
- With all due respect, your highness, I find it hard to believe an intelligent woman such
as yourself would be so naive as to be seduced by a bard whose name she still doesn’t know.
- How would you know?
- One would usually address their lover by their first name, not their title. - he added.
- He’s not my lover, although I wish he was. - she took a good look at him and made it
perfectly clear that she wanted him to stop trying to shake her faith and emotions.
- I don’t want you to think I am doing this because I wish to win your favor. I’ll be frank,
my goal is to become your husband, but solely for the purpose of being crowned king. These
people deserve to be ruled with a just and righteous mind. They need someone who knows
what they are doing to lead them.
The princess snickered at his argument, but could relate to his honesty. She was
somewhat like that. Still, his behavior is not something she likes. She already knows how she
is going to deal with him in a peaceful way.
- Even if you did marry me you do realize we would have to make love, right? And if
you’d cheat on me my father would have you executed. Are you sure you can live with that?
- Any woman would do and I have nothing against you other than the fact I find your
attitude towards me unjustified. You won’t have any problems with my faithfulness, I assure
you. I only fear for you, your majesty. How will you be able to be faithful to a man when
another one resides inside your heart? - the color of his voice suggested that he was aiming
to make her feel uneasy and trapped like a rat in a maze.
- I’d slit my own throat before I’d even consider committing adultery. I can’t predict the
future, but even if you do win, I will be sure to get back at you somehow.
- Duly noted.
After that riveting dialog, the guards opened the door to the dungeons and secured a safe
passage for them. This dark, moist, merciless place that rests in the castle’s underbelly was
built to hold the scum of this world and make them rot to death. Unfortunately, not all
deserved such a fate. They stench of death took Lucille and Elizabeth by surprise, but Hellen
was far to focused on the task at hand to take notice of it. It did irritate her, but she showed
no reaction to the dust filling up her nose with wretch. The second she saw Boogie curled up
in a dark corner of his cell, she ran towards him with her mind left far behind. Hearing those
light footsteps that could only be made by a woman of pure grace and esteemed elegance
made the jester’s eyes shine with a re-lit flaming spark like they did last night at the
celebration when he saw his beloved ewe watching him from afar. They both clung onto the
metal bars like two lost lovers that were separated, but reunited once more in this blissful
moment.
- Are you a hallucination or should I be thanking the Lord you have come to visit me,
your highness? - he panted in excitement.
- I would do so much more if you’d let me. - she took a deep breath before uttering the
last few words with a bright smile on her face. - I want to marry you.
- Your humble slave could not be more glad to hear you say those words, milady. I feel
my joy will be my undoing if you were to honor me with your hand in marriage. I find it
hard to believe what my ears are hearing. - he took her hands and spoke with a gentle,
whispering tone of voice.
- What’s your name?
- Joseph Baker, your majesty. - he replied.
- There is a catch though, thanks to a certain someone whose name shall not be
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mentioned for as long as I live. You will have to compete with the other suitors if you want
this as much as I do. But don’t worry, I’ll do everything I can to make sure you succeed.
- Please don’t. I have already been blessed to even have this chance. I want to feel I’ve
deserved it. - he declined and shook his head lightly.
- Choose how you are going to spend your time wisely. The tournament starts in the
afternoon after the princess and I return from our errand. - Phillip advised him and opened
the cell, releasing the host back into the world of light.
- So it seems we will be enemies in this endeavor, marshal. I owe you my life and that
makes this very difficult for me.
- Then make it easier for yourself. One of us might not walk home with our life at the end
of the day. I want this to be a fair fight and I don’t want you to spare me anything. You owe
me that much.
- Your cause is very noble. I respect that. If her majesty, the princess, was not of royal
blood perhaps we could have become good friends. - the host sighed, feeling the weight of
his responsibilities on his shoulders. - If you say I should look at you as an adversary, then I
will do so. I wish you the best of luck, old friend.
- Likewise. Now go. You are wasting valuable time which you could be using for your
preparations. We take our leave.
- Finally. We get to sit down in a nice, comfy carriage. - Elizabeth commented.
- Have a safe trip, milady. - he spoke to Hellen.
- God bless your soul, Joseph. I don’t think you could ever understand what you did. You
didn’t save my life. You gave it to me. - she slowly let go of his hands and left with the
others.
It was a relatively silent and short walk to the gates where the other two handmaids and
one of Phillip’s trusted knights awaited their arrival. The princess took a few slow breaths
before approaching Patricia. After everyone had already gotten inside, she asked her to wait.
- Pat, I’m so sorry about what happened last night. It was an accident. I would never do
anything to hurt you, you know that. - she apologized, holding her head down and feeling
ropes squeezing her heart tighter and tighter from shame and repentance.
- You don’t have to apologize, your majesty. I know you didn’t mean it. You were very
upset and such things can happen to the best of us. - the handmaid replied.
Hellen hugged her and couldn’t stop smiling, remembering what made her love her
cousin so much as a best friend in the first place. In real life, they are two inseparable souls.
So with that issue resolved, the carriage started to move and the crew patiently waited to
arrive at their destination. It was crowded inside with 7 people in total being transported, but
none of them minded it.
- So what kind of disciplines will you guys compete in? - the maiden asked Phillip about
the tournament.
- If I’m not mistaken, the king and I have agreed on the following tests: Writing, Chess,
jousting and if there are only two competitors left, they are going to duel. Not till death, of
course, that won’t be necessary. The victor then has the right to your hand in marriage and
the crown. - he explained.
- Fair enough.
- If only it were. A bard without much education is doomed from the start. - the marshal
sighed.
- By the way, what exactly do you have to do to win the writing part? - she inquired with
her grin deliciously expressing the delight she took in talking to her lover-to-be earlier, but
still keeping the curious look and tilting her head lightly afterward.
- Each competitor must write a letter. There is no set subject. Then you and your father
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read the letters and each choose the best ones. Those candidates are allowed to proceed to the
next challenge.
- How do you expect us to read so many letters in such a short time?
- There are exactly 10 candidates. 6 of them are foreigners. I’m guessing their English
might not be as good, so you will have a plentiful bundle of those who need to be eliminated.
If I’m not mistaken, they come from Venice, Avignon, Norway, Poland and 2 of them are
from the Holy Roman Empire. - he said.
- Aren’t you scared I’m going to be the one to read your letter and disqualify you? - the
girl awaited his answer to her question quite eagerly.
- I will be happy to accept any decision made by you or your father. Just as I have
chances of having my letter read by you, the bard also has those same chances to have his
letter picked up by the king. All we can do is put our trust in God.
No more words were uttered by any of them for the rest of the ride. Just when our
heroines thought the ride could not go on any longer, the carriage stopped in front of the
village and its passengers stepped out. The whole place was brewing and buzzing with life.
Merchants were louring potential customers to their stands, people were pulling their carts
around, offering freshly grown produce from their vegetable gardens, children were running
around barefoot and no human was left alone with boredom. Everyone was busy, for they
had others in their homes to feed as well. But again, the only thing that seemed to catch the
eyes of the princess were the poor beggars sitting next to small wooden bowls with a coin or
two in them, leaning against every cold, stone wall you could see. Her heart began to ache,
bringing her misery as she remembered how she got the courage to take a step towards them
and be the one to have mercy on a poor soul from the memory Boogie implanted in her
brain.
- I’ve taken you here before. When you were younger. You probably don’t even
remember, but now you have the ability to see how your people live with a clearer mind. Phillip commented as they strolled on through the market.
- I remember. I met Joseph here.
- How was I not aware of that? - he gave her a surprised look.
- I was around 14 years old. You were barely 17. I gave him a pouch of gold I had with
me when you were talking to a blacksmith. - she admitted. - That’s how we met.
- I know I may not be the right person to tell you this, but worshiping a person like you
do only because of the fact that he was the first to confess his feelings for you is not a very
mature act.
- Nobody asked for your opinion, guy. - Elizabeth warned him of his behavior, even
though she agreed with him completely.
- I have every right to do so. If you only knew about the torture I had to go through as I
child, you would be looking at yourself in a different light. Maybe you’d realize why I think
men like you are filthy swines that deserve to be burned alive. - she spoke under her breath
and sighed in attempt to calm herself down.
- Can you two please stop arguing about this? There’s really no point in continuing this
debate. - Lucille hushed them up.
- Well, it’s nice to see you’re a bit more assertive now. There might be some hope for you
after all. - Elizabeth lightly tapped her shoulder and smiled with pride.
- Alright. - Phillip yielded. - Is there anything you need from the market, your highness?
- As a matter of fact, I do. Would you be so kind as to buy some apples? - she asked him
politely.
The marshal bowed down lightly and walked to the nearest fruit cart, glancing at the girls
every so often to make sure they would not come to harm while he was absent. Hellen then
191

every so often to make sure they would not come to harm while
heBoogieman
was absent./Hellen
then
The
Claire Amber
took the chance to walk over to the beggar sitting against the wall she saw earlier. Her
friends followed along and question her actions.
- Hellen, I don’t like the guy either, but you have to admit that he drives off the nutballs. I
don’t want to be robbed or raped just yet. - the blonde showed concern for their wellbeing.
- I have to side with Beth on this one. Let’s just stay here.
- If anything, I’m the most obedient person here. Of course I’m not that stupid to leave
him. Besides, his parter is close by. - the princess tried to reassure them that nothing would
happen to them as she walked up to the beggar and placed a pouch full of coins in his
stretched out, cupped hands.
He tilted his head up to take a good look at her. His eyes were red from the veins that
surrounded the iris once he opened them. The poor old man was weak, fleshless. Only skin
hanged from his thin bones and plump eye bags drooped down to the top of his bony cheeks.
The same hands that held Hellen’s leather pouch began to shake and tremble. A hearty smile
was melted into his face as he gazed at her. The two of her trusted friends watched in a mix
of emotions ranging from admiration and respect to confusion. From the core of his very
soul, he wished to thank her and shower her blessed feet with kisses, but the princess had
already rushed back to the guard watching them and the two other handmaids who waited for
the three to return.
- Wat was that all about? - Elizabeth inquired without any hint of aggression or
displeasure.
- I can’t help all of them. I wish I could. The least I can do is one small deed at a time,
but it still pains me to have to look at them suffer this way. - she explained, feeling as if her
tears would spontaneously start running down her face.
- That was really nice of you. - Lucille added.
The maiden smiled back and nodded. Then suddenly, bluntly out of nowhere, a shout was
heard through the loud murmuring and chatter of the villagers.
- Thief! Somebody stop him! - a woman’s voice stirred up their awareness.
A man no different from all the others at the market ran past them with his arms holding a
whole bunch of edible produce and pressing them against his chest as tightly as he could.
With a break of 20 seconds, three guards ran past them as well, obviously falling behind on
the chase. Phillip witnessed it all when he was returning to his posse and joined in the
pursuit. He quickly gave the apples to his companion and ran to catch up with the guards and
the thief.
- Yes! Action! - the blonde exclaimed and after she joined in the goose chase, the rest
followed.
It was not as easy for the ladies though, their dresses made it harder to run as fast, but
they caught up sooner or later as it appears that Phillip had managed to get to the culprit
before everyone else. They arrived outside the gates where they found him holding the man
down and his sword pointed directly at his face. The guards had their weapons drawn out,
ready and in stance for any unexpected movement.
- Please don’t hurt me! - the man shook with fear, breathing heavily under the still
current effect of adrenaline. - I’m sorry! I didn’t want to do it, but I was desperate, sire! I
have 6 children and a wife to feed. A group of men came to my house a few days ago. I had
to give them everything or they would have killed us. You have to believe me, sire. I had no
choice.
Hellen could see the deep wounds in him through the look in his eyes. He was crying.
Injustice. Poverty. Despair. Each word he spoke made her whole being tremble with sorrow
and hatred. She knelt next to the marshal and it seemed to have caught his attention as he
was trying to catch his breath before asking the thief some more questions.
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- If you worship us so much, then you will do as I tell you. - she spoke. - Let this man go.
I’ll pay for the stolen items.
Thinking through, processing her words, the marshal stared at the victim of his arrest and
took a few shallow breaths before standing up and releasing him from his tendrils of death.
- You do realize you’ve just let a thief get away unpunished, don’t you? - he questioned
her order.
- There are worse criminals you can be wasting your energy on. - she replied.
- Thank you, your majesty! - the poor man crawled up to her and began shedding his
tears over her dress as he was kissing it. - Thank you!
- It’s alright. Go back to your family. They need you. - her voice breathed new life into
the man while she spoke.
Without question, he took one last glance at the princess and ran off towards the fields
with the food. Afterward, Hellen took off her precious necklace and placed it into the guard’s
hand once he had put his sword away.
- Give this to the merchant. I think it’ll be enough to compensate for the goods.
With that, the guard took his leave. Her friends and the other two handmaids were still
stuck in ewe from the events that took place. Though Lucille and Elizabeth felt like they had
simply gotten to know their good-spirited friend a little better. The black-haired maiden even
remembered the times when Hellen would volunteer to take her place in a few threatening
situations. She thought quite highly of her now. A person like that is rare to find. Seeing her
goodness and selflessness really made her feel a form of admiration. Elizabeth, on the other
hand, wished to analyze the captured moment and wondered what drove her to such humility
and generosity.
- What these people need is discipline. If I may, your highness, I need to warn you that
your pity for them will be the means of their own destruction one day. - Phillip began to
speak to her like an equal in tone, but still keeping respect in his jargon.
- I agree with you completely.
- Oh? - the marshal was completely caught off guard by her words.
- But that doesn’t mean you are forbidden from showing a little kindness. - she said
blinking with her long, fluttering eyelashes, trying to hold her tummy tucked in and her back
upright.
The marshal was silent. He was thinking about her words.
- Oh shit. - she remembered. - I just sent that guard off with my apples.
- You’ll live. Let’s just go back so I can sit for a few more blissful minutes. - Elizabeth
added.
They strolled back to their carriage and headed back to the castle. As they sat in their
respective seats, the blonde thought of a question to ask the ginger-haired warrior.
- Aren’t royals supposed to be disguised when they go to such public places or
something? I mean, anyone could have come and taken Hellen away or killed her on the
spot.
- My reputation precedes me.
- Yes?
- And that’s all you need to know. - he tried to get out of having to explain anything more
to her.
- Bullshit. Tell him, Hellen.
- Beth’s got a point. - she acknowledged. - Why didn’t you insist on me disguising
myself as a commoner?
- There was no need for that. Every real scumbag in these parts knows I give criminals a
punishment they deserve. It doesn’t always have to result in bloodshed, your highness. I
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would have only sentenced that man to a week of imprisonment.
- The dungeon and death are meant for people of more despicable nature. - Hellen said.
- Well, I hope you’re right, for your sake. Otherwise if something had happened to the
princess you would have probably gotten your genitalia delivered to you in a basket. - the
blonde spoke and gave him a daring look.
The other handmaids, including Lucille and the princess giggled after Beth’s statement.
Phillip slowly glanced at them to show that he was not particularly glad. For the rest of the
ride, he wished to speak no more.
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CHAPTER THIRTY TWO
Knight in Black Armor
It was already past noon when the girls arrived back at the castle grounds. Preparations
seemed to have been going smoothly so far. It was remarkable how the servants and workers
managed to make so much progress in so little time. A Medieval Times restaurants couldn’t
have done a more authentic job. The sun was shedding its rays upon the tents and pedestals
atop which the audience would sit and watch the joust from, colored in beautiful hues of
green and red. The king could be seen observing the operation, but the host was nowhere to
be found. Time was running out at a faster pace and Hellen wanted to see him again before
the tournament started.
- It seems they’re almost done. I shall go get myself ready. It was a pleasure to be in your
company, milady. I will be seeing you after the joust. - the marshal left the maidens with a
bow.
Unsure about what they should do next, they simply went to sit down on their reserved
seats after dismissing Patricia and Bianca.
- Where do you think Jasper is? - the princess asked whilst turning her head from side to
side to face both of her friends.
- He’s gonna be here soon, sweetie. Just let us have these few minutes of relaxation. Elizabeth complained about her obsession over him.
- Beth? - Lucille warned her about her tone.
- Sorry. - she sighed and rolled her eyes. - But I can’t lie about being happy that I get to
spend a few minutes in peace.
The princess nodded and laid back in her chair, gazing at the sunshiny day that was
painted before them. All of her thoughts were of her Black Ram. Her eyes were looking at
the world around her, yet she was seeing only him. His tall, slender body was towering over
her even as he knelt. It was moist as he held her, even though she could barely see the drops
of sweat on the skin so dark the night feared its presence. She imagined his claw pressed
against her as if he was going to pierce through her steaming flesh. Holding her against him,
as closely as it could be made possible, he kept his tail coiled around her waist with a tight
grip. To top off the small fantasy she kept her mind occupied with, she imagined the beast
breathing heavily onto her neck. Lying there helplessly in his arms, she waited for him to
proceed, but he resisted. Confused as to why her imagination would go out of its way to
temporarily cripple her, she also wondered why he suddenly stopped. This eerie feeling she
had could be described as a dream within a dream. She wanted to snap herself out of it, but it
wasn’t until she felt somebody lightly poking her shoulder that she opened her eyes and
found herself still sitting next to Elizabeth and Lucille.
- You dozed off. Are you alright? - the dark-haired girl showed concern.
- No, I’m fine. -she smiled softly. - You know when you’re bored and the sun is shining
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directly over you and then the warmth sort of makes you sleepy?
- Yeah?
- Guess that’s what happened. - the maiden explained.
Then bluntly out of nowhere, the sound of a horn buzzed through their ears, almost
puncturing their eardrums. Elizabeth rushed to the edge to look for the culprit. Unfortunately,
he was nowhere to be found. Hellen relaxed her arms and placed them back on her lap with a
sigh of relief after she had finished using them as a way of blocking the sound. It did little
good, but being the one with sensitive hearing, the sudden, alarming sound really startled her.
It turns out the horn was meant to announce the beginning of the tournament and so people
started flooding the stands, including the king who went to sit next to his daughter with his
guards by his side.
- Ye arrived earlier than I thought, dear. - the father said. - I hope ye had a nice trip.
- It was good. - she replied with a simple answer, for she was not very inclined to speak
to him right now.
The maiden could only think of her dashing host and eagerly awaited his arrival.
An elongated table was placed in the middle of the court on which 10 parchments of
paper, along with quills and bottles of ink were placed. The king had no intentions of
prolonging the event since he wanted no more interruptions. So, he called forth the
contestants, announced their names, title and country of origin, thus starting off the first
discipline of writing. Hellen’s eyes reflected a heavenly fire whilst watching Jasper staring at
his paper with the ink-dipped quill gently gripped in his right hand. On the opposing side sat
the marshal with folded arms and a lowered head as if he has entered a meditative state.
Once one of the servants rung the starting bell, the competitors began writing their respective
pieces. For the large crowd of villagers and nobles, it was an unexciting event. But they
knew they’d had to sit through it. They only came for the joust, which was scheduled to be
held at the very end, so they came prepared with books, stones or any simple objects that
could serve as a form of entertainment during the loathsome first two competitions. Only the
nobles were even able to read, so the peasants simply took this time to either engage in little
workshop practices, such as carving small wooden sculptures with knives, sharpening the
knives, counting how many people came to the games, trying to recognize some of the
nobles, gossiping about the nobles and so forth. The dames mostly spent their time prattling
on about their everyday lives. During that time, down on the fiery table burned by the
feathers and the blazing, competitive spirits of the suitors, everyone there could see the
passion in their eyes as they moved from left to right and back. The wrote swiftly and with
great determination, for they knew a good letter was half the battle won. At least for the
foreigners, who had been educated in the way of the language, but had no skill in writing
with it from their hearts. It takes true knowledge and experience to put words spoken by the
spirits of one’s ancestors onto paper. Seeing how most of the contestants were finished
writing, the king shouted: - Enough! Alright, lads, give yer work to the pages and we’ll get
back to you as soon as we read them through.
And so, they all handed out their letters to the passing two pages who brought them up to
the princess and her father. They put them all in a box which was then placed before them.
They could only choose one letter at a time. To make sure the game was fair, the suitors were
forbidden from writing down their names at the end, so there was surely no way of telling
who wrote which letter. Hellen was optimistic that she would recognize Boogie’s letter and
each one she pulled out of the box was read very carefully to make sure she would find it. To
her misfortune, none of the ones she read seemed to have been written by the Black Ram.
Her hands trembled once panic kicked in. Glen places the last parchment on onto the table
with a stern face. By leaning onto the table with his elbow supporting the upper part of his
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body, Hellen knew something was stirring up some serious thoughts in his mind. The maiden
also realized she had to make her own choice, so she took a deep breath and looked at the
letter which seemed to belong to Phillip if she was not mistaken. She had this opportunity to
eliminate him and give Boogie a better chance of winning, but something did not feel quite
right. It would be unfair and unlike her not to nominate the letter that was clearly the best of
the bunch from what she’s read. There was no point in battling with her own voice of moral,
for it was too clear and far too strong. With a sigh, she took it and gave it to her father who
handed it to a page. He then gave him one of his own. The crowd lifted their heads up to see
who was chosen for to move ahead in the competition. Phillip’s letter was read out loud first.
During that time, the princess lowered her head and folded her hands in prayer, hoping for
the second letter to be from her beloved bard.
- And now for the second one. - the page read. - My little lamb, who am I to call for thee?
The sounds of your weeping soul I have heard too many times in my waking hours and those
I spent in slumber. Being forced to watch you suffer as I helplessly stand by is a fate much
crueler than death. Do not cry when you see lovers holding each other in their arms. Do not
cry when you see them wishing for more and finding refuge in another heart, leaving the one
that still beats for them to rot. You have no home because none of them deserve your blessed
nature, your kindness and your compassion. Can you not understand your worth? Like a
single drop of amber I hold your heart preserved in me until thy kingdom come. Joyful, joyful
be, my little lamb. I adore thee. Thine is a precious name. One that brings light before the
eyes of man, helping them see ever more clearly. You have so much love to give and fear that
no one wishes to take it. God is great. Merciful is our lord. He has promised your love to the
soul who needs it most. I believe. I pray in thanks. What would become of me, were it not for
your life? Bring me water for my thirst, I beg of you. Thee are hosanna in the highest. Beauty
in salvation, lamb in our herd, daughter of the Lord, does thou think of me? You were never
alone. I wish to show you what you have wanted to know all this time, my little lamb. Your
chains can no longer bind you. Oh little lamb, let me lead you to your home. You have
returned, so do not shed another tear. Smile for me. I will be your servant, your slave.
Forgive my sins. Forgive me and let me hold you once again. Do not run, nor hide, nor push
me away. Stronger is the earth that binds us, clearer are the waters, brighter is the fire and
warmer is the wind. Your pain will emerge from the grave in which the beast that cursed you
lies one last time to come and drag you down with it back into the mortal coil. Know this,
little lamb, I will never let you go. I love you. I always have and always will. That is the only
thing you need to know.
No man or woman in the entire crowd wished to speak. They simply let the words fill
their hearts and had a moment of silence. Hellen listened to every single one as the page read
the letter out loud, hearing only the writer’s voice reading it to her in her head. Smiling to
herself and losing the ability to control it, she was desperate to not let herself shed a single
tear, even if it would be one of indescribable joy. Th host that stood on the field with his
adversaries kept gazing at her the entire time, hoping she would lift her head to notice him.
- Who has written these letters? Step forth. - the king announced.
By his orders, both Phillip and Boogie stepped away from the table and stood before the
royals who looked down at them from their seats. Once his maiden gave him a look of a
pure, innocent and love-filled lamb he remembered her as when he was young, the host
placed his left hand onto his chest and lightly bowed his head towards her. As for the two
handmaids by the princess’s side, they were pretty impressed by the second letter. Truth be
told, they expected something along the lines of cheesy and cutesy. This was definitely not
the kind of love letter they thought they would hear. It fitted Jasper’s personality perfectly
and sounded exactly like something he would say or write in this case.
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- It looks like there be no point in prolonging this. Ye may proceed with the next
challenge. - his majesty said and signaled the pages to bring forth the chess board. - The
pages will keep record of yer progress. Good luck.
Without any delays, the finalists were left alone with the pages on the field and the game
began. Quite unexpectedly, Glen placed his hand on Hellen’s shoulder and turned to her.
- I think it’s time we had a talk about this. - he said.
After she agreed, they left the scene quietly and went for a stroll by the courtyard. Barely
any of the nobles or peasants noticed. They tuned out shortly after the silence for the two
letters was given and continued to amuse themselves with their little hobbies, games and
chatter.
- What do you think of them? - he asked.
- Phillip and Joseph?
The king nodded and continued to walk while staring blankly out into the space before
him filled with nature’s grace.
- I wouldn’t have anything against Phillip if the circumstances were different, but Ja- I
mean, Joseph, was the first to show any emotions for me. Where was he when I was crying
myself to sleep? If Phillip was the first to tell me he liked me I would have chosen him. But
as it is, I hate him for throwing Joseph in the dungeons. What gives him the right to stop me
from experiencing love? Who is he to get in my way after I’ve been waiting for this since I
was a little girl? I despise him for it. - she spoke angrily when mentioning the marshal’s
name.
- There we truly do have a problem. Phillip is more fit for a king, but not fer a husband.
The bard is the exact opposite. What to do? What to do? - he puzzled.
- He can be taught. We have many fine teachers, you know that, dad. - she retorted.
- You’ve always been a very bright lass. - he laughed in response. - Ye always have the
answer for everything.
- So there’s no problem then. I can help him and he’ll learn everything that is required for
him to be good king. I’ll help him with every step of the way.
- Ye cannot teach someone bravery, Hellen, nor can ye expect them to feel responsible for
their people. Kings are raised to be like that from birth.
- Well, it was your idea to host this tournament. Maybe he’ll win and you won’t be able
to do anything other than accept that fact. - she said with a pinch of pride in her tone.
- Ye are so young. Why do you insist on marrying him so much? You’ve barely spent any
time getting to know each other. Ye still have yer who life ahead of ye. Just try to give Phillip
a chance.
- If he wins.
- Enough with the bloody tournament already! - the king exclaimed as he began to feel
agitated.
- You can’t make me like him, dad. - she replied, trying to contain her anger, for this type
of conversation has happened too many times in her life.
- Phillip is the better choice and ye have to learn to make choices based on what is best
for the kingdom.
- No. This is not about the kingdom. This is about you trying to shape my preferences
and taste again. You can’t expect me nor force me to like Phillip! - the girl tightened her fists
as she spoke through her teeth.
- I’m doing it for yer own good.
- I think I’m old enough to know what’s best for me! You’ve always made your choices
based on what the majority thinks! Everyone has to listen to you because what you think is
always correct! You don’t think! You judge things by what you were taught when you were
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young! Use your head for once, dad! People aren’t always right and stop acting like you’ve
created some kind of dogma for everyone to obey!
- Watch yer mouth, lass. As yer father, I know what’s best for ye. Ye are just too stubborn
to realize that. - his voice became cold and stern while he spoke.
- You think what’s right is what you’ve been told. You have your own brain, father. Learn
to use it. - her face transformed into a snarling frown and thus she stormed off back to the
courtyard where her two friends were boring themselves to death from watching the chess
game.
After a while, the king had returned too. It was quite obvious that he and his daughter
had no intentions of speaking to each other.
- Aren’t you going to ask Hellen is she’s alright? - Lucille whispered to Elizabeth.
- What? No. She doesn’t need me to bother her. - the blonde replied.
The other then rolled her eyes and poked her with her elbow in hopes she would get her
to see why Hellen looked so upset. Once Elizabeth took notice of her and glared at the
maiden for the rough poke on her shoulder, she sighed in an annoyed tone and turned to the
princess.
- You okay, sweetie?
- I’m fine. - she huffed.
- See? She’s fine.
- Are you sure? - Lucille pitched in.
Before the girl could answer that, the sound of the horn was heard throughout the
kingdom, announcing that the winner of the chess game has emerged. With everyone
attention drawn onto the field, Phillip, as was probably expected, rose from his seat first to
give a victory bow once one of the pages had announced him as the winner. Hellen was too
upset to even notice. All she could think about was how much she hated her father’s
ignorance and stubbornness. Being called that was a big insult for her because, for the most
part, it was her belief that he was the one not listening. The king is the kind of man that
makes his choices based on two things. What the majority thinks is right or based on what he
was raised to believe is right. But the was not the match that set the house fire. Like she
stated, the one thing that she really despises about him is that he has constantly been trying
to shape her likes and dislikes. More specifically, he wants her to do things by his standards
and like it. No matter if she listens to him or not, he is still not satisfied unless she’s enjoying
it at the same time. Hellen is infuriated by the fact that he wants her to feel happy and enjoy
herself while executing his dogmatic visions. One of them being this tournament in which
her husband is going to be chosen. She knows that perhaps Phillip is the better choice for the
kingdom and she has no problem with that statement. But even so, that does not mean she
has to like him, which is what her father wants. From what she understands, he wants
reassurance that he is making the right decision for both the people and his daughter. In all
her pent up rage, the princess still knows she cannot continue to argue with him any longer,
for the fight could grow more rampant and dangerous for their relationship. She respects
him, but he has no right to command what or who she likes. As for the bard, he gladly
accepted his defeat in this round, though he felt saddened. Still, there was no time to mope.
He had one last chance to redeem himself. The final challenge, the joust, was going to make
or break their chances of a good career and a beautiful, caring wife. If he were to win, the
whole thing would come to a draw and it would be up to the princess herself to choose the
new king, which means Boogie would ultimately win. However, there can be two other
outcomes. Either Phillip wins and is crowned king with the court jester returned to his duties
or he is killed in the process, unable to see his fair princess ever again and is doomed to leave
the earth and his love. Such is not an easy task to compete against someone who has had
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many more years of training compared to him, but Boogie was prepared to kill his opponent
in order to be granted Hellen’s hand in marriage in this dream. For him, her favor and his
ring on her finger meant the world beyond what we could see with the naked eye. The king
spoke in a thundering voice and the crowd was getting hyped for the final face-off. The
servants came and armored him up in charcoal metal with a gorgeous, fragrantly-colored red
plume dropping down like an abundant ponytail from the top of the helmet. During that time
all he could hear were the feint whispers coming from his lover’s lips. He was looking before
him and he saw his home, Eden. There he was, lying next to his bride on the sandy shore of
the lake, pressing her warm, rich flesh against his pelvis and chest. He could not cease to
smile as those beautiful moments from his own dreams were replaced by the cries of his
child right before its dear mother would come to sing it to sleep with her soothing voice.
Death, his sister, could only watch in envy as he grinned from ear to ear in her face. He got
on his black steed and sat bravely atop the powerful stallion with his lance tightly gripped in
his hand. The princess watched in uncomfortable anticipation. She feared for his well-being
greatly, even though she already knew the man was immortal. The chivalrous bard turned to
see her eyes set on him. It was those innocent, chestnut-colored eyes that gazed upon him
which gave him the strength he needed to face anything for her, his treasure. And so, the two
competitors cantered to their starting points, both on each end of the field, readying their
lances. Once Boogie was on his spot, the crowd’s cheers started to ring through his ears. On
the other side, calm and holding his chin up high was Phillip on a gallant, white horse. His
armor was shimmering as the sunlight glided onto the surface as if it was made of plated
silver. Chances were that they would both have to repeat the jousting process several times
until one of them would either stay on his horse or the other would fall with his lance in tact.
The third and unthinkable option was death. The whole scene reminded Elizabeth of
something. As if it was symbolizing good versus evil. But was it really? Both of them had
good reasons to win. Then what kind of conflict was being presented? Phillip wants to win in
order to fulfill his ambition which was being crowned king so he could bring order and better
life standards to the people. A noble cause. On the other hand, the Boogieman was fighting
solely for the right to marry Hellen. An idea was being conceived inside her head, but it
would take her a bit more time to clearly make it out. Meanwhile, the joust had already
begun. Boogie and Phillip rode towards each other with their lances. The horses galloped
forward, their hooves making loud clopping sounds as they hit the sandy grounds beneath
them with each step. It did not take them long before they were each hit by the opponent’s
lance, forcing their bodies to jerk off the horses. The lances themselves were both shattered
into two disproportionate halves upon impact. The people roared in excitement, rising from
their chairs to cheer for the spectacular pain-bringing sight. Dust arouse around them when
they hit the ground and the fair princess had a worrisome expression on her face whilst
staring at the fallen black knight and hoping he was not severely injured in the process. Some
of the servants rushed to their assistance and they seemed to have made it out alright. Boogie
immediately forgot about the stinging pain in his chest when he saw Hellen flash a bright
smile towards him. It was more than uplifting for the bard. It was now time for the second
round and the combatants got back on their horses and were given new lances to compete
with. Once again, they rushed onward. The crowd was cheering them on with excitement and
were wishing for at least one of them to suffer a spectacular crash worth their time. It was
simply not as fun to watch unless someone got injured in a cool way. A backflip off the horse
or falling dab right between its legs, forcing it to tumble head first would do the trick to sate
this crowd’s lust for action. The second hits were thrown and the horsemen hit the ground.
Only this time, Boogie’s foot managed to remain in the stirrup and with the help of the heavy
armor, he pulled his horse down with him and it slipped, lading on its side onto the rider’s
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lower body. Everyone gasped in surprise, but were still more then exhilarated to witness it
all. The princess and her handmaids watched in awe and concern as the horse got back up.
His pride hurt much more than his body and so the knight in black armor got back on his feet
without any help and onto his horse. In the third attempt too make one of them a victor, the
marshal and the bard faced off for the last time. Just before they were about to hit each other,
a loud, gut-ripping roar came from the north towards the Highlands. Silence pierced the
atmosphere and all eyes turned to the source of the shriek. It was a pity, for only a few of the
esteemed who kept their eyes on the competitors saw how the white steed Phillip rode got
spooked and stopped to buck and jump around, giving Boogie the opportunity to throw him
off the horse. And so he did. The marshal failed to hit his opponent and plummeted to the
ground. Concentrated more on his victory, the host only hear the second roar that came
shortly after and became rather curious himself. Why the bard’s hose failed to disobey him
remained a mystery.
- The missing ingredient. - Elizabeth glared at the view, preparing herself for the
monstrous appearance.
- A dragon? - Lucille inquired with an unsteady breath.
With one mighty pass, this giant, black-scaled monstrosity flew over the field and
crushed the wooden pillars that held the overhead fabrics together where the king and the
girls sat with its talons. It created gusts of mighty winds with its powerful wings, bringing
destruction and ending the lives of innocent people who were crushed under the wooden
rubble that fell on top of them. Chaotic screams spread throughout the courtyard and the rest
spread out to save their own lives. With her eyes squint, Hellen could barely make out what
was going on. Elizabeth was trying her best to move one of the wooden pillars off of one
unfortunate servant atop which it fell. Once the beast stopped flapping its wings, it crawled
over the remains of the stands as it it was searching for something. The king eyed the
monster, speechless and unable to comprehend what he was seeing. He was almost
completely paralyzed with fear. Lucille managed to to move some of the destroyed materials
off her and got up. She saw the dragon eying Hellen viciously while she was jumping over
the broken pillars to get to her father and snap him out of his trance.
- Hellen!! - she shouted.
But it was far too late. The second the princess turned her head, the dragon lunged at her
with his claws and grabbed her. All of the remaining people that were still alive to witness
this could only helplessly watch as the beast took off with her, leaving them literally in the
dust the wind rose up from the flapping of his wings.
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CHAPTER THIRTY THREE
Dragon's Treasure
As Hellen was carried in the clutches of the dragon, she tried to resist the current of air
that was blowing during the flight at such a high speed. It was far too strong for her to even
open her eyes. Yet for some unknown reason, the one thing that would have been easily
blown away was the amber-chipped tiara on her head stay perfectly in place atop her head.
For a few seconds, she even wondered why it was still up there. She struggled harshly, but it
was pretty hopeless to resist the dragon’s grip on her. Then she remembered it might not be a
cleaver idea to get him to drop her while they were airborne. Still, they arrived at their
destination soon enough. Once he landed inside a mountain cave, the dragon placed his
hostage onto the dry, cold, stone ground and rolled her closer to his grand pile of golden
riches like she was a rag doll. The girl finally opened her eyes and resisted this assault by
pushing the elongated muzzle in the opposite direction. Her attempts were feeble, but she
refused to let him win even though she was very much aware he was probably around 10
tons heavier than her. Once the entrapped princess finally got her thoughts together, she
realized exactly what she was up against. The two big ram horns sticking out of the flying
reptile’s skull and the two dark red pupils that pierced through her soul with a sensual, tired
stare gave away his identity.
- Why did you bring me here? - she asked, ceasing with her resistance at the same time.
The dragon grunted lightly whilst holding his nuzzle close against her legs, creating a
very light huff which lifted her dress up to her thighs. She chuckled because of the tickling
breeze that passed between her nimble legs.
- Stop it! - she exclaimed during her girly laughter and placed her left leg back down
after having risen it in surprise like a ballerina.
She tried pushing his head away again as an expression of playful banter, but he would
not budge. Those two black eyes still kept gazing at her as if he was either tired to death or
expressing lustful admiration for the captured maiden. His slithery tongue appeared to be just
as long as his serpent neck. Worst of all, or best, take your pick, it began to glide around
Hellen’s chassis and leaving a trace of his saliva over her arms and dress. This would have
felt confusingly arousing to her if the dragon wasn’t slowly pulling her closer to his jaws
with every lick. Fortunately, she was quick to realize the dragon was planning to eat her and
so she did the first sensible thing she could think of. The next time he pulled his tongue back
inside his maw, she made a run for it towards his underbelly were she knew it would take
him more time to reach. He let out a long hissing sound in what can be assumed was
unpleasant astonishment, then proceeded to move his heavy body away so he could see his
victim. Thankfully, Hellen was close enough to the pile of golden treasures and she dove
right in before the beast could spot her. He heard the shuffling of the coins and goblets and
knew where she had entered. He stuck his muzzle inside the pile and began sniffing around
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for his runaway snack. Hellen huddled into a tiny ball and tried to breathe as quietly as
possible so he would not find her. However, it would seem that she didn’t have the time to
dive through the treasure far enough and the beast tracked her scent. He dug his nose deeper
and chomped his jaws together, but the princess pushed her way through just in time to
escape. The victory did not last long, for the second bite managed to hook the bottom of the
dress onto a few of his smaller fangs. She hopelessly moved forward, but was stuck and only
broke her cover in doing so. The creature pulled her out of the treasure pile and back onto the
cold, mountain rock. Panic rushed through her and she could feel the same super-powered
sensation she got when she was fighting off the giant scorpion in the mansion with her
friends. The overwhelming fear gave her the strength to try and flee once again. This time,
like a frightened gazelle, the princess swiftly began to climb the hill of gold with admirable
Olympic-worthy speed. With the beast following close behind her, stretching his neck as far
as he could to reach her. The plates and goblets kept tumbling down beneath his talons which
didn’t really give him any advantage. The faster he tried to climb, the further he slided back
down. Giving himself a boost with his wings was out of the question. There was no way of
knowing how the wind would react in the cave. Hellen finally managed to climbs to the top
and catch her breath while the beast gave up on the chase and lied down in front of the
entrance, keeping a close eye on her. After she calmed herself down, her mind started to
think rationally again. Questions were passing through her head. How will she escape? Will
her rescuers be able to find her? If they do, how will they get past the dragon? Will she
remain trapped in the cave forever? But something struck her as odd as she stared at the
dragon. Again, her attention was drawn to his eyes. For one reason or another, he looked
rather sad. She was not sure if beasts could be capable of expressing human emotions, but
this one seemed to have done it. That was the kind of look a hungry, poor, homeless child
would give you when he or she would tug at your coat if you walked close by, asking you to
spare some change. The Hellen’s face made a light frown upon seeing the creature staring
down like that. She realized she was acting the same way so many men had acted around her
before. Nothing seemed more disgraceful to her than to become something she despised.
Men who are repulsed by women who express their emotions for them. It might not look that
way, but this situation greatly depicted that. So, she made her choice and carefully stepped
towards the bottom of the golden hill. She treaded lightly, but it took her some time to get
down becuase she was afraid she would trip. Her captor had his eyes fixated on her the
whole time and did nothing but wait patiently. Cautiously and boldly, she approached him
and stood to face his large head. Her head was facing the ground and her eyes half closed as
if she was a student awaiting her punishment for disobedience. Shame was mostly the reason
for such behavior, but she decided that if the dragon wished to eat her, then so it should be.
She cannot really feel pain in dreams after all, so doing what was the right thing for her was
an easy decision to make. Strangely enough, like a dog begging to be petted, the dragon
pushed his muzzle against her and growled lowly, this time imitating a purring cat. Hellen
was indeed surprised, but delighted nevertheless, and stroked the dark scales gently.
Realizing the dragon meant her no harm, they continued to enjoy the affection. She leaned
over and lied on top of the curved muzzle with a smile stuck on her rosy pink lips.
Thoroughly loving the attention he was receiving, the beast’s tongue crept out of his maw
and slithered under the maiden’s dress. As it lightly lifted it up, the princess could feel the
breeze flow underneath and his moist muscle brushing against her legs. It brought her an
odd, playfully pleasureful sensation, so she didn’t complain. Instead, she moved them around
in futile attempts and tried her best to keep her legs as close together as possible. Silent
smiles quickly turned to giggles as he continued to tickle her fragrant skin with each lick.
There was virtually no dialog between them. Not that there was expected to be any since he’s
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a dragon that refuses to speak and is probably unable to. Hellen couldn’t deny the fact that
she was enjoying herself very much and she wasn’t trying hide it either. The dragon nudged
her with his muzzle a few more times lightly enough so he would not push her down, but
enough to make her feel it. His tongue would run over the strings on her underwear and pull
them upward a couple of times. His princess felt the pressure between her legs and
whispered a few light moans along the way. The skin she lied on top with her upper body felt
so warm that the mountain winds stood no chance against it. It felt like a warm bath to the
maiden, only without the water. More than anything, she wished she could just take off her
clothes and fall asleep on the giant heater with a fluffy pillow under her head and a large
blanket covering her as the dragon continued to caress her entire body. She did not mind the
saliva he was leaving over her. As long as there was hope he would move closer to the
desired location it was alright. The nameless monster purred and stuck his muzzle closer to
her body, breathing in the scent of the moist area between her two thighs. She was practically
sitting on the top now, blushing from the hot air he would exhale onto her afterward. No
moment so far could beat this one. Her majesty was feeling lovestruck and eager to get him
to change into a more appropriate form. But as it was, his dragon form was not doing a bad
job of sweetening up her dream in the slightest. Every inch of fear that piled up inside her
was erased from existence. She crawled closer to the two shining rubies of his eyes that
closed when she approached. Thus she placed her palms onto his forehead and kissed it
gently. Quite unexpectedly, a beam of light passed through his shoulder. It hurt immensely,
but he did not wish to startle the little, kind creature that kept him company, so his body
simply lightly jerked to the side without disturbing her. Unfortunately, his attempts to endure
the pain were of no use. Hellen noticed the bright light seconds after it hit and stared at it,
unbelieving. Seeing how calm he was, she realized the beast knew his destiny and was ready
to embrace it. A gaze that touched her soul from the creature whispered in her mind: - Thank
you for your joy.
He slowly tilted his head to the side and she slid right of his muzzle. His front talon
reached out and presented her with a small pouch. It’s content was not money, otherwise it
would have made a distinct sound. She had no idea what could be inside, but for some reason
she felt incredible greed and wanted to have it.
- You will return to your loved ones. Keep your burdens and fall to your doom. - he
spoke inside her mind again with a deep, rough and sinister voice. - Let others carry it this
time and I will take you down this mountain.
He then turned to the exit of the cave and threw the pouch out. The maiden’s body
trembled for a few seconds as she saw it fall down into oblivion. Still, she kept still next to
the dragon, staring at the snowy view. After seeing she had made her choice, he spread his
wings and picked the princess up in his hand. She held on to his top claw for extra support
and with his nod of pride, they took off. As they soared through the glassy white sky, Hellen
could see his body starting to disintegrate into glowing particles of dust. Trouble was already
brewing once they got close to the castle. All of the guards were alerted and stood ready with
their arrows atop the stone wall surrounding their king’s home. Marshal Godfrey ran outside
as soon as he heard the news and climbed up the wall to see the beast.
- Hold your fire. - he ordered and held his hand up as soon as he noticed Hellen was
there.
Having placed the princess down onto the ground, he flew up and dissolved into shiny
grains of sand while his body leveled with the center of the sun from Hellen’s point of view.
Everyone gasped in awe, not even being able to believe what they had just witnessed.
Elizabeth and Lucille came fashionably late and did not see anything but glowing snow
falling around their friend who was standing in the middle of the field near the wreckage of
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the courtyard.
- Hellen! - Lucille shouted and ran back down from the wall through the opening gates to
greet her.
On the other hand, Elizabeth had no time to think and process the idea that she had
returned, so she just followed along. Her majesty, the princess, turned around after hearing
her shout out and gave them both a warm hug when they arrived.
- What happened? How did you escape that dragon? - Lucille asked.
- I didn’t. In fact, he flew me back here just before he turned to dust.
- You defeated your nightmare. Congrats, C. - the blonde chuckled. - How the hell did
you do it all by yourself?
- I don’t think it’d be a good idea to tell you that. - she replied with a lusty little grin
pushing her peachy cheeks upward while her eyes stared up at the blue yonder.
- Huh?
- Don’t bother, Lu, I think we’re better off staying stupid about this. - Elizabeth added.
Phillip came to join the party as well. He walked sternly across the grassy field and came
up to them with a serious expression.
- Your highness, are you alright? We need to get you to a healer so we can safely
determine whether you have suffered any injuries.
- I’m fine. I’m not hurt or anything. - she assured him. - How’s my dad?
- Your father had a few cuts on his arms, but nothing too serious. He’s resting in his
chambers if you’d like to see him.
The girl nodded and so he took them to see king Glen in his private quarters. With a fast
pace, it didn’t take them too long to get there. Doors which opened before them revealed
Bennett as expected, lying on his bed. Boogie was kneeling before him and appeared to be
speaking to him. It felt like honey melting down her heart when the princess saw them. She
rain into her father’s arms first and surprised him with her presence.
- Hellen! My dear, yer back! Ye have no idea how scared I was.
- Nice to see you too, dad. - she smiled back at him and held his hands.
- What about the dragon? How did ye get past him? What happened after he took ye
away? - he continued to question her.
- He’s gone now. You don’t have to worry about him.
- It turned to dust after having returned the princess. I saw it with my own two eyes, sire.
- Phillip said.
- Good. The most important thing is that ye are safe now. Thank the Lord, he has brought
ye back to us.
- Your majesty…? - Boogie spoke in hopes of getting her attention.
She turned to face him and embraced him as tightly as she possibly could. Her smile
made his eternity of darkness feel so meaningless. He wrapped his arms around her, holding
her head against his chest and feeling rays of sun melting the snow from his frozen heart that
slowly began to beat for the first time.
- Princess, I don’t want to be a bother, but now that you have been safely returned, I think
it’s time we discussed your marriage arrangement. - Phillip said. - Since I won the chess
game and Joseph beat me at jousting, you are to choose one of us for your husband according
to the rules your father and I have agreed on.
- Take care of her for me, Phillip. I couldn’t live to see her in pain. - the bard spoke.
Hellen looked up at him confused and demanded an answer for his words.
- What are you saying, Baker?
- You are the one these people need. Like you said, I’m just a bard. It would be unfair for
me to take the crown when I know for a fact it was not something I was destined to do, nor
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- It’s my choice to make and I want to marry you. Why are you doing this? - Hellen
asked as tears slowly began to form in her eyes.
- Your majesty, please do not doubt my love for you. But these people deserve a leader
like Sir Godfrey. People like you and him have turned my ungrateful soul into a humble one
and I wish to return the favor. To be so selfish as to let myself be crowned king would mean I
have learned nothing from what your kindness has taught me. - he felt emptiness surround
him when his love escaped his grasp and his words were a reflection of that void.
Somewhere, inside Elizabeth’s mind, a seed blossomed into an apple tree. Her brilliance
surfaced and she stood up to throw those apples at the hungry peasants, hopefully hitting
them in the head to make them think.
- I have a question! - the blonde spoke up.
All eyes stared at her and were very curious about what she had to say. Let the apple
massacre begin.
- Why don’t you just pass your crown onto Phillip and let the poor kids get married?
- What? - the king stared at her in confusion.
- Yeah. Pretty simple, isn’t it? Why is it so important to you people for the crown to be
kept in the family? I mean, when you think about it, we’re all practically related to each
other. My grandparents both had two parents each. They had their own two parents and so
forth. For all we know, Phillip could be Hellen’s 86th cousin God knows how many times
removed. Nobody cares about some dumb bloodline. Phillip can become king, Hellen and
Joseph get married and everyone is happy! - she explained.
The ogling eyes switched to the king and awaited his answer. He looked at his dear
daughter who was at the break of tears and holding Boogie’s hand as if she would rather have
it cut off then let go.
- Dad? - she muttered.
His choice was simple. Time-honored traditions or the happiness of his daughter. It
pained him inside to have to be the one that will ultimately make the choice now. Tradition
was a part of him. It was the water that sustained his will for understanding. But how would
he ultimately live with himself if he would have to look at her every day and never see his
little girl smile again? She has always loved to smile. To take that away from her would be a
sin. And so he made his choice.
- What do ye think, marshal? Do ye agree to be my heir?
- You’ve made a good choice, sire. - he replied.
- I don’t need yer approval lad! - the old man barked at him. - Just answer the question.
- I’d be honored.
- It’s settled then. Joseph Baker, step forward.
Boogie came closer and leaned forward.
- Sire?
- If this is what it takes to make her happy, so be it. - he spoke. - If ye accept, I’d like to
take ye in as my son-in-law.
- I am eternally grateful, my liege. - the bard bowed and moved out of the way for his
bride to express her gratitude.
- Thank you so much. - she knelt next before him and hugged her dear father with joy.
- Don’t mention it, lass. Ye were right. I lost ye once. I don’t want that to happen ever
again. Besides, yer friend has a point. What good is tradition if it only makes yer loved ones
unhappy.
- Well, it’s nice to be appreciated. - Elizabeth thanked him.
- Now go start getting ready. I want ye two to be married by tomorrow at noon.
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So, it has been decided that we were born to be creatures of reason. Finally, this maiden’s
dream came to be. Her heart fluttered with excitement and if there was a heaven, she was
entering through its golden gates. What wonders await? Because her father let go of his
pride, this girl can finally be what she has always hoped to become. One very lucky bride.
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CHAPTER THIRTY FOUR
Joyful, Joyful
The following day was lively to say the least. Every single soul was working like a little
bee in the vastness of the honeycomb that was the castle. They were preparing the grand hall
for the wedding reception which was set to take place after the ceremony in the church. The
king was chatting with the priest, an old friend of his, about how he got the scars on his arms
from the dragon that kidnapped his daughter. He kept reminding him that they should focus
on the wedding, but Glen was not done boasting about his “battle” scars yet. The cooks were
making batches of scrumptious delicacies, from beef to the most delectable of pastry sweets,
servants were decorating every corner with beautiful white roses that were to give the
occasion a more delicate feel to it and everything was proceeding as planned. Phillip even
volunteered to teach the groom of what he is supposed to say and do during the ceremony.
But probably the happiness that outmatched them in its shining glory was that which was
coming from the highest tower. There, princess Hellen was gazing at herself in the mirror as
her handmaids were helping her get ready. Her gorgeous, chocolate-coated locks, as Jasper
would describe them, washed over her bare shoulders and down her back like a waterfall of
liquid bronze. Her tiara had been replaced with a garland made of honeysuckles to go atop
her head. Her veil fell down over her face to hide away this bride’s beauty and to cherish it
for her betrothed. The gown she wore had the same distinct, curly patter which could only be
seen clearly if light was shined directly over it. It complimented her curves perfectly,
revealing the pale complexion of her neck and upper chest as well as her shoulders. A
solitary golden coin with a ram’s head engraved on it held the top two pieces of cloth that
were connected with her drooping sleeves together. All the joy of the world was compiled
into this maiden’s smile. Her dear friend, Lucille, handed her the bouquet of freshly-picked
daisies.
- For 8 years I have been waiting for this day, Lu. - the bride said. - For 8 years I’ve been
dying away. Now I finally feel what it’s like for a flower to blossom.
- Everyone deserves to be happy. - she replied with a sigh and a grin, gazing at the beauty
before her, feeling her happiness reflect onto her, for she spoke from her heart and
experience.
- Just for the record, I’d like to ask what attracts you to Jasper so much. I’m not here to
judge anyone’s taste, but his appearance is troubling. - Elizabeth added whilst leaning against
the wall beside them.
- If you were thirsty for such a long time, would you care if the water was red, green or
blue?
- I guess not. But still, I’m really happy for you, Hellen. It feels good. - the blonde
flashed her a light smile and turned away to stare out the window on the other side of the
room.
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Though neither Lucille nor Hellen knew exactly what she meant by that, they didn’t
think too much about it. As she kept staring herself at the mirror, the maiden could take a
single breath and see all of the emotional pain her loneliness and envious nature has put her
through. The green monster was beaten and left half dead. His silent defeat released all of the
darkness from her soul and made her understand that she has never been alone after all. All
those night she would cry herself to sleep because she saw two lovers expressing their love
for each other were thrown away into the ocean’s abyss, never to surface again. No longer
did she feel hatred for those who take love for granted. She did not care for them anymore. A
man was waiting for her, asking her to take his hand before God and be forever his to
experience, love and cherish. Like the wandering ram, she too has found a home. It will not
be long before she will be granted the chance to enter and see what it looks like on the inside.
- The carriage is waiting for you, your highness. - a servant knocked on the door and told
them it was time to leave for the church.
The bride made a few finishing touches before leaving with her handmaids. It was a short
ride to the church, but it seemed like a really long one for her. Her heart was already
pounding from all the excitement and anticipation. Imagining herself walking down to the
altar was an image that was stuck inside her head for the rest of the trip. Everyone else had
arrived before them and it was their job to wait until one of the servants would tell them to
enter. Inside, the priest was blessing the groom and his escort while the crowd of noblemen
sat quietly in their seats and waited impatiently to see the beautiful bride.
- Kneel down Sir, take thy rightful place in humility before God. - the priest said and let
Jasper kneel before the stone altar in white attire to contrast his dark skin for the first time.
- As you have bravely and solemnly come to this place today, know that by all here
present and your own actions, you have signified unto our community that you are worthy
and ready to claim and care for the woman of your choosing from this day forward. To be
given this lamb from our father’s herd is the greatest honor one could ever receive. Do you
understand and accept the solemnization you are about to engage in, Sir?
- Yes, your holiness. - Jasper answered.
- Then you shall be given a chance to prove that worth. As Eve was created from Adam’s
left rib, so has your beloved been born for the purpose of helping the man who needs her
love most. She will help you learn and grow as a being even further as your spirits shall
experience the most sacred of bonds this night. These people look up to you to guide them.
They celebrate with you now as you prepare to receive your lamb.
Once the priest finished speaking, the crowd cheered for him and his triumphs so far.
Their voices faded into nothing when the wooden door was being opened, revealing all that
is sacred to the Black Ram. Hellen walked down the aisle with her father holding her arm.
There was nothing that could be said. The people present could only stand up to honor her
presence and gaze in awe at the blessed being that came to be wed. Jasper stood up on his
two feet, turned around and placed his right hand on his heart. It beat once. Then twice.
Three times. No one was deaf to the sounds of the Black Ram’s core. His love was bathed in
sunlight’s sheets as she walked, smiling at him. It was an incredible sensation. Something he
had felt for the first time in his life and he could not find an explanation for it. He only knew
he would never be able to sate it. This woman that now stood left of him, gracing him with a
gaze from her warm eyes, filled him with more faith than any other person could. Even
though he was the most intelligent being, with the exception of his father up above, he could
not think of words to tell him in thanks. By giving this jewel of a creature to him, he learned
his love was far greater than they say. Now, he was expected to try and match it. The groom
and the bride are inevitably going to bond in holy matrimony, but will the ram be able to
keep her so that she may bear him a child and give him what he desires. A chance to express
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himself upon her heavenly being and to love like a man.
- I put my trust in ye, Joseph. - the king spoke to him. - Take care of her.
- I wish for nothing else.
- I have faith in ye, lad. I only have one last piece of advice to give ye. - he placed his
hands on both his shoulders and looked him straight into his darkened eyes. - Never let her
go.
Thus, he left the two before God and sat down in the front row next to Phillip. As much
as the young couple wished they could keep gazing at each other for as long as they wanted,
the ceremony had to continue.
- Children of God, we are gathered here in the sight of God and His bounty of Angels to
join together this man and this woman in a binding of life. It is an honorable estate, ordained
in Paradise, and into which holy estate these two lambs present come now to be bound. - the
priest continued. - No man may speak. None may object. Nothing your words can say is
justified. It has been decided a long time ago that these two are to be binded in spirit. This
day is only made for the children of God to witness the grace of their bond. Once their
bodies are binded as well, the reflection of their love will shine through the world forever
after.
Each second was bringing the bride and groom closer to each other. Like the priest said,
they souls were merged together since her birth. Tonight was set for him to claim her body as
well. Friends and family could not be more joyful in this moment. There was no jealousy.
There was no hatred. No evil may enter the house of God where the Black Ram and his little
lamb are being wed. His excellency, the priest, faced the groom and spoke: - My son, wilt
thou have this woman to be thy wedded wife, to walk the earth hand in hand? Wilt thou love
her, comfort her, honor and keep her, in the hours light and dark? Forsake all fears, doubts
and anger, for both of you shall live.
- I will. - he swore.
- My daughter, wilt thou have this man to be thy wedded husband, to complete and to let
him share thy burdens? Wilt thou obey him, serve him, love, honor and keep him in your
heart from now on? - he spoke to the bride.
- I will. - she answered with a quiet sigh and a bright smile across her face.
- Speak, children. May your words be embedded in eternity.
Jasper took Hellen’s hands and held them close to his chest as his soul spoke to her,
admiring the miracle that is his bride. - I, your faithful slave, take thee, my lamb, to be my
wedded wife, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better for worse, for richer and
for poor, for fairer and fouler, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish. As God is my
witness, I will never let you go.
- I, your promised servant, take thee, my lover, to be my wedded husband, to have and to
hold, from this day forward, for better for worse, for richer and for poor, for fairer and fouler,
in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish. As God is my witness, I will never leave.
The couple then gave the golden rings to the priest for him to give his blessing. Both of
the rings had something engraved on them. A few words that would remind them of their
eternal bond for years to come: “Even after we awaken.”
- Bless these rings, o merciful Lord, that those who wear them, that give and receive
them, may be ever faithful to one another, remain in your peace, and live and continue to
grow together in love, under their own vie and fig tree, and seeing their child take their place
in this world. Amen. - he spoke and gave the rings back to their respective owners, for they
shall now bestow them.
Jasper gently took Hellen’s hand in his while holding the ring in his other hand.
- With this ring I thee wed, and with my body I thee honor, and with all my worldly
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goods I thee endow. - he placed the the ring upon her ring finger and continued. - In the name
of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit. Amen.
The maiden could hardly find any air to breathe. She stared at the ring on her hand for
quite a long time. Then she took one last glance at her friends who sat in the first row to
witness this day. Elizabeth nodded, and so she took Jasper’s hand as he did hers.
- With this ring I thee wed, and with my body I thee honor, and with all my worldly
goods I thee endow. - she repeated and placed the ring onto his hand. - In the name of the
Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit. Amen.
With that, the two knelt down before the altar like the guests, leaving the priest to
continue in prayer: - Let us pray. O Eternal God, Creator and Preserver of all mankind, Giver
of all spiritual grace, the Author of everlasting life; Send thy blessing upon these thy
servants, this man and this woman, whom we bless in thy Name; that as the Black Ram and
this little lamb live faithfully together, so these two may surely perform and keep the vows
and covenants between them made. These rings given and received are a token and pledge,
and may ever hereafter remain in perfect love and peace together, and live accordingly to thy
laws; through our Lord. Amen.
Once they stood up, he took their hands and joined them together.
- These whom God hath joined together no man put asunder. For as much as man and
woman have consented together in holy wedlock, and have witnessed the same before God
and this company, and thereto have given and pledged their troth each to the other, and have
declared the same by giving and receiving of a ring, and by joining of hands; I pronounce
therefore that they be man and wife together, in the name of the God, our Bishop, and our
King who is the protector of the Holy Spirit and our people. Amen.
The crowd repeated after they did the countless “Amens” before. They watched as the
priest held a golden chalice, then gave it to the pair before him. Each drank from the other’s
hands while listening to the priest.
- As this man and woman share their first sacramental wine together, let us all say
together; As it was, as it is, as it shall always be! Bless our brother and sister oh God and
bless your herd. - he said with the people.
Lastly, he gave a final blessing to the young ones who were to seal this agreement with
the kiss they had been waiting for almost all their lives. Hellen was facing destiny before her.
There were only seconds before she would be reborn and her soul could barely take the
sparks of joy flaming inside her. As for the groom, his gaze was as gentle as could be. He
asked for love and he got so much more. This beautiful creature that waited for him to take
her under his wing seemed ever more beautiful in her wedding gown, wearing the ring with
which she now belonged to him and only him.
- May God bless, preserve and keep you; the Lord mercifully show his favor whilst
looking upon you; and so fill you with all spiritual benediction and grace, that ye may so live
together in this life, that in the world to come you may have life everlasting. Amen.
The fated moment has finally come. The world was staring in anticipation. Seconds
turned into hours and the earth ceased spinning. Everybody would remember seeing these
moments in their dreams, never knowing what they meant. An aurora spread through the sky
of the earth and only a few esteemed ones now look at it with admiration and awe. In all is
glory, the Boogieman stepped closer. In all her grace, Hellen Aries looked up at her master
with her eyes half closed, waiting to be claimed for eternity. He leaned closer to feel her
warmth and to taste his long-awaited fruit. Each could now feel the other’s breath upon them
and their lips were close to touching. Only a second away from birth, a flash of light filled
the world around them. They just disappeared.
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CHAPTER THIRTY FIVE
Welcome to Eden
She woke up with her eyes gently fluttering. The woman was lying on soft soil with her
outstretched hand, dipping her fingers into the shallow lake water on the shore. It was warm,
for the sun was brightly shining overhead. She sat up on her knees and her palms pressed
against the earth beneath her whilst fully opening her eyes and gasping at the sight that she
was seeing. In the middle of the lake was a small island on which a tree stood. Its pink
blossoms and the fruit it created seemed like something that came out of a beautiful painting.
A narrow waterfall was pouring over the rocks in the distance behind it. All flora imaginable
was surrounding the clearing and the lake, making the moment she was in feel like a real,
serene dream. The girl looked into the water and saw her reflection. She was quite surprised
by it and with the help of a gentle breeze passing over her body, she came to realize there
were no clothes protecting her from the nature’s elements. Without even thinking, Hellen
grabbed some large leaves from the first tree she saw. She rushed to fold them over her
privates, but failed to realize a familiar face was watching from one of the branches.
- Well, it’s nice to see you’ve finally managed to find your way to my humble home. - the
host chuckled, staring down at her from the branch on which he was lying on.
The girl let out a small, frightened shriek, but calmed down immediately after looking up
and realizing it was only Boogie. Before she spoke, she took a few moments to stare back at
him with a confused expression because he was not wearing anything either and that there
were only a few leaves on a nearby branch keeping his private parts hidden away.
- Why are you looking away? Does my appearance repulse you?
- No. C-could you just put something around around your waist? - she stuttered whilst
hiding her face.
- If you’ll stop hiding that gorgeous smile from me, then perhaps I will. - he grinned and
wrapped one of the larger leaves around his hips to cover himself up like she asked him to.
- So, this is where you live? - she asked.
Her suitor and now loving husband jumped down from the tree and approached her with
lustful eyes, devouring every inch of her body he could savor.
- I live in many places, but this is the one I’m particularly fond of. - he said and helped
her up.
- I can see why. It’s amazing. - the girl looked around once again to admire the scenery.
- It is. But you’re not here to witness it’s beauty. This is where you will pass your final
test.
Hellen pretended as if she was not listening. She only held her arms together and lowered
her head like an obedient slave, tilted to the side and smiling at him with her sensual gaze.
Every man understood what it meant. Only rarely did they manage to witness it with their
own eyes. The host raised his eyebrow, for he was clueless at first, but given a few seconds
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and he knew exactly what she was asking for and his face perfectly expressed his excitement.
- I know how thin your patience is, my dear, but there is still one last thing that needs to
be done before we can relax and enjoy each other’s company properly. - he sneered. - Come
with me.
The Black Ram took her for a stroll through his domain, explaining to her all the things
she used to wonder about him.
- It’s hard for only one person to try and save humanity. Wouldn’t you agree?
- Impossible is more like it.
- But what does one consider by that? - he continued. - There are so many seeds in this
world that have gone rotten. Do they deserve to be punished as they have punished the
innocent or others who are guilty? Could it be that this entity of evil we call the devil is
actually justice in its purest form? He punishes the damned souls who have brought
destruction upon their fellow man, after all.
- Why are you telling me this?
- With those words in mind, is the devil really an embodiment of evil? - he glanced at her
in a more serious tone.
- I can’t say for sure. - she mumbled as she sensed there was something different about
her master.
- Would you say I look like him?
- Like the devil?
- The one who is damned, yes.
- So what if you do? That doesn’t have to mean anything. - the maiden added.
- My job is to teach humanity and to learn from it. I do so though their dreams, much like
this one. Some things require force in order to be fixed. I may not punish the wicked
physically, but I do something far worse. You know how people ask how someone can sleep
at night in order to tell them they are unable to feel remorse for their actions? Whether a
person is able to feel regret and repentance or not, I always find a way to make them feel
their victim’s pain one way or another. Many will never show it and others may never know
about it, but I always make sure they pay their debts. As you were growing up, I noticed a
very strong hatred for injustice in you. People like you tend to grow into something they
have loathed their entire lives. But not you. You would think up all of these ways you wished
you had the strength to make someone pay for their wrongdoings, but you could never
execute that vision because you are incapable of harming another human being other than in
self-defense. I need you to demonstrate that goodness inside you. This is your final test, my
love. Far worse suffering awaits you, should you pass. Once you endure it you shall awake
into this new life by my side.
- Why? What reason could you possibly have? I’ve passed my dream and beaten my
nightmare. What more do you want from me? - she asked.
- I need you to live. If I don’t do what I must, then you will not be waking up when your
alarm rings in a few hours. - the host sighed.
- What do you mean?
- Like I said, you are a gift for me. Your body is not your own. You used to be a lamb in
our shepherd’s herd, just like me. Until that one faithful day when I found this place and the
spirits of him and the herd greeted me. Not because you were dead, but just far away, back
where I used to live happily with all of you. You may not remember, but you were the only
one who didn’t hide behind the Father and came to greet me instead. You’ve had that same
heartwarming smile like you do now. Your goodness and your nature have always fascinated
me. You were sent down to earth to integrate with a human body so that you may one day be
where you are. Here, by my side. - he smiled at her and gently took her hand after stopping
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before a clearing in the forest.
It took Hellen a few moments to process all the information she has been given, but that
did not stop her from continuing to ask questions.
- I’m not me? - she gave him a concerned, confused look.
- You are, Hellen. You are still as admirable and beautiful of a creature as you were when
I last saw you. The only difference is that you have a much smaller nose and fingers instead
of cloven hooves. - the host chuckled. - Your eyes are just as I remember them. Chestnut
brown, innocent and so full of joy.
- It’d probably be inappropriate to ask if it was fun being a lamb, right? - the maiden
giggled lightly and smiled back at him with her arms folded together.
- See? You turn most things into something you can relate to fun.
- What am I supposed to do? Hate you because I was turned into a human? I don’t even
remember being a lamb, so why should it bother me? I didn’t lose anything, but got you.
- If only there was a way to get past this, Hellen. We would already be in a far better
place than this. I would be in a better place. Lost in your being’s delicacies, praying the sun
would never come so I could hold you a moment longer. But then again, both of us will have
all the time we wish for ourselves alone. Most people never realize a bond as sacred as
marriage doesn’t have to be a prison cell. They could all enjoy it as much as I suspect we
will if they were only as honest and sincere as you. - he tilted her chin up and held her left
hand tightly in his, enjoying the feel of it and the ring around her finger.
Only then did she notice it was the only thing left on her from the last dream after she
had been transported here. Hellen thus looked at her hand and was glad to see it was there to
remind her of her bond with her knight.
- I thought it was all part of the play. - she mumbled.
- The dreams I created for you may have been staged exactly as I’d planned, but it still
counts. All that is left for us is to seal our bond with one night I ask of you. It may take a
little more time before we get to that moment, but it will be tonight, I promise. Now, I leave
you to your final trial. - her lover-to-be laid his lips upon her hand and kissed it as he was
about to say goodbye for now. - Joyful, joyful forever stay, my little lamb. I adore thee. You
will cry for the last time, but I’ll make you smile and wash every single drop of the pain you
have been carrying inside your soul. You have already shown you are ready to be cleansed.
And as you have been wishing for almost all your life, I will show you what love feels like.
With that, the host left his beloved to continue roaming on her own until her last trial was
completed. She sighed and went on her way, a little frightened, but more determined than
ever. She knew she had to get it done as quickly as possible so she could claim her prize. She
walked to the center of the clearing and was expecting for something to happen. Waiting was
a pain. From tapping her foot against the ground to spinning around and walking in a tight
circle, the girl tried everything to keep herself entertained while she waited. And something,
indeed, happened.
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CHAPTER THIRTY SIX
Leaving the Nest
It would seem that clothing is a major problem here. Lucille and Elizabeth are already
putting together their attire made out of leaves, seconds after they were transported.
Furthermore, a familiar face showed up to greet them for the last time.
- Salutations. - he grinned.
- Why didn’t you alakazam us some clothes? - the blonde inquired with an annoyed tone.
- I want an answer.
- Everyone’s naked in Eden. Think of this as your rebirth. We’re all naked when we are
taken from out mothers’ womb, aren’t we? So you are going to take your first steps into the
world as reformed people.
- It’s over? - Lucille queried.
- It’s beginning. We are all energy in a way. We aren’t created, nor we are destroyed. We
only change form. - he replied.
- She asked if this is the end of the dream.
- Oh, that. Well, yes. Technically. You’ve passed your trials.
- So we can wake up now?
- Why are you so impatient, Beth? Yes, you can wake up now. I’m here to take you to
the… eh… thing. I haven’t really given it name yet. It looks like a portal. It’s this large and it
resembles a black hole. - he tried to pantomime his way through the description.
- What about Hellen? - she added.
- Yeah. Where is she?
- She’s going to stay a while longer.
- Why? If Lu and I get to leave, why can’t she? You got married and everything.
- We did. But we are yet to seal our matrimonial bond. Which is why we require privacy.
- Okay, that’s cool. Just take us to the portal thing and we’ll leave you to finish the job.
- Right this way, ladies. - he urged them to follow him.
During the stroll, Elizabeth did not hesitate to admit a few things to the host. She knew
she was not going to see him ever again, so she went with the spur of the moment. Lucille
was rather quiet, for she was thinking of what her new life was going to feel like. She had
been reformed and wondered how others are going to take her new outlook on the world.
- You know… I think I’m gonna miss you guys. Sure, you’re annoying and seem a bit
retarded at times, but we’ve been through a lot together.
- You never know. Our paths just might cross again. It’s a small world we live in.
Compared to VY Canis Majoris.
- Sure. But how will we recognize you? I mean, you have a human form, right? If there
was a black-skinned, horned “slash” horny demon walking around I think I would have seen
it on the news.
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- There could be a lot of people looking like my human form that I don’t know of. But if
it helps, I have dark brown/reddish eyes, curly, black hair wrapped in a low ponytail and I’m
tall. Plus, my face is the same, except for the color. My skin is somewhere on the Caucasian
side. - he described his human body.
- And where do you live?
- I move around a lot. But there is no need for you two to go looking for me.
- God forbid. - Elizabeth baldly inserted a little sarcasm into the mix.
- I will find you. It’s going to be a surprise. - the host chuckled.
- Just don’t break into my house or anything. At least call before you visit.
- Will do.
- Are you sure we can’t go say goodbye to Hellen? - Lucille asked.
- There’s no need for that. You’ll see her again soon enough. I can’t tell you where and
when though.
Before they knew it, the three of them came to a swirling portal hovering over the grass.
The end of one journey has arrived and a new one would begin once the girls exit the dream.
Anticipation and excitement was rushing through them and they were clueless about what the
future has in store for them. Elizabeth and Lucille hugged each other and said their
goodbyes, but they understood this was not the last time they would see each other.
- Beth. - the Boogieman approached the blonde and placed his hands on her shoulders. It’s been fun. While some of us didn’t stick around, it was still an amusement to spend some
time with you girls.
- Thanks. It was quite a trip.
- Before you go, just remember what I’m about to tell you.
- Okay?
- There are diamonds beneath the stone and rubble that will be found only when they
want to be found. - he said.
- What’s that supposed to be about? - she gave him a confused look.
- Sometimes we tend to find things when we stop looking for them. - he turned her
around to face the portal and gave her a light push. - Just don’t tell anyone you heard that
from me.
- Wouldn’t dream of it. - she flashed him one last smile and exited through the portal.
- Last, but not least. - Jasper said and faced Lucille.
- Thank you. For everything. I feel so much better now. It will take a bit more time, but
I’ve made it through the hardest part.
- And now, I must ask of you to return the favor. - he added.
- Uhmm… Alright. - the girl thought and replied.
- In a few moments another pair of eyes will be watching. I need you to do something
for me when that happens. It’s nothing difficult, but it’s crucial. You have proved to be the
one most capable for this task and you’re the perfect subject because of your shy nature and
your dark, mysterious beauty. I know you may refuse, but it is for the greater good, I assure
you. Our future lives with you, should you choose to do this favor for me.
- Jasper, what are you talking about? Just tell me what the favor is. - she encouraged him
to tell her the whole truth.
- If you don’t do it, not one, but two lives will be lost. I’m not trying to put any pressure
on you, but I need this. I need you to do this one last thing for me, more than anything a man
could wish for. You are my last threshold. My new life begins with you.
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CHAPTER THIRTY SEVEN
How to Forgive a Monster
As Hellen stood in the center of the clearing, she could feel voices calling out to her, yet
she couldn’t tell where exactly they were coming from. Barely understanding what they were
saying, she patiently listened, waiting for their words to become clearer. Concentrating, she
took a deep breath and with every other whisper the message was becoming more defined.
- You are surrounded by what you despise. What kind of sick person would put you
through such pain, oh sweet lamb? - the voice said. - They are all sick. They deserve to feel
the pain they have brought upon you like a plague that is almost impossible to purge from
one’s soul, do they not, oh sweet, sweet lamb? They have what you desire most. And they
want more. More. MORE. They have enough. Why can’t you have it?
The girl refused to reply. She continued to listen to the mysterious whisperer.
- They never saw you weep. They never watched you suffer. Their betrayal shall be their
undoing, shall it not be so? For what they have done to you, they must pay, right? Do you not
believe they need to be punished for all the pain their sins have put you through? Such
arrogance. Atrocious. How dare they? People like them… They do not deserve life. They
rape the very meaning of its creation. All without any shame. Regret does not stop them from
doing it again. And again. And again. A proper punishment is in order. Torture equal to that
which has been brought upon you, little lamb. Off with their limbs. Twist their spines. Make
them eat the very eyes with which they have looked upon their accomplices and the tongues
with which they have spoken nothing but lies. Tie them up with their own intestines and
make them drink the blood of their accomplices. Crucify them on a burning cross or let them
be eaten alive by hungry beasts. No. It is too merciful. You agony is far greater. What did
you ever do to them to make them hurt you so? Nothing. You gave them kindness, love,
friendship… You sacrificed yourself many times for them. This is how they repay you?
Those ungrateful maggots need to be dealt with, do they not?
Hellen feared the voice. She feared what it was telling her. The sky became much darker
and all the colors began to turn to gray around her. She knew what the voice was talking
about, but she tried to ignore the black dust of the once residing sin in her heart.
- I don’t hate them anymore. I don’t care about them. - she replied, holding her hands
together and staring at the ground.
- Step closer, lamb. Behold the evil.
She did as the voice commanded and took a few steps forward. A screen appeared in
front of her and started showing numerous clips from movies that showed the must
disturbing of sights. Every possible evil mankind has ever done was shown in the video. It
ranged from murder, rape, animal cruelty of many kinds, lies, betrayals, injustice. Tears
formed in Hellen’s eyes like raindrops of white clouds. Drop by drop, they glided down her
cheeks. Her eyes were filled with sadness unlike anyone could ever portray. Thousands of
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suffering souls merged within her, each one with their own story. Each on had their own
pain. Slowly it all began to build up inside her.
- You carry a burden far greater than anyone would even dare to imagine. Your love for
all that is living is to be admired. How unselfish, uncorrupted, pure of heart you are, little
lamb. You feel their pain, but they could never feel yours. You feel hatred and sorrow both at
the same time. But still, you have a large wound on your heart that is yet to heal. A personal
grudge against something. All the pain of the souls of the earth could not match the one you
suffer from when you are reminded of a simple fact.
The blood inside her boiled and her heart pumped like that of a galloping mare. Anger
rose and shifted in her eyes with her sorrow. Her fists were tightly clenched, as if she was
going to break the screen with them.
- Why are you doing this? - she asked.
- Keep your eyes on the screen. Tell me what you see. Let your evil shine. Let the demon
out. Set yourself free.
Numerous clips continued to play, only this time they reflected an abomination. Anna
Karenina, The Great Gatsby, Madame Bovary and the list goes on. Her lips were shaking, her
whole body wished it could burst into a spasm. An endless spring of warm tears still kept
flowing down her face. The demon has been unleashed.
- What do you see? - the voice asked in a sinister tone.
- I see whores. I see whores of mankind. I see putrid pests who have made life with my
soul and mind a living hell. - she answered calmly, but her reaction quickly turned into
monstrous dread. - HOW DARE THEY LOVE ANOTHER WHEN I HAD NO ONE TO
LOVE AND NO ONE TO LOVE ME!!! HOW DARE YOU LIVE!!!
The enraged green-eyed monster threw her fist into the core of the screen, smashing it to
crystal bits of dust. She fell onto the ground with a bleeding fist, crying on her knees and
whispering horrible curses she wishes she could bring upon those people who had been
practicing adultery in front of her eyes.
- They are here, Hellen. What do you wish to do with them? How will you punish them?
Hellen replied with a laugh. A laugh that continued to echo through the woods. Her
tormented soul was turned inside out. And so, she continued to laugh.
- I can’t. I don’t want to. - she chuckled. - I wish I could do all those awful things to these
people. But I don’t have to be like them. I am better than any one of them. I can only hope
that they get what they so rightfully deserve. You say: “Kill them.”, but I say: “Let them
die.”
A big, black eyeball resembling Jasper’s eye appeared before her, reflecting what he is
seeing. She moved a little closer to take a better look and held it gently with her hands. It
was Lucille. She was staring directly at her. Suddenly, the “camera” tilted to the right and
zoomed closer to her. She could see two dark hands holding her face as a lover would.
Seconds before the view was completely focused on her cheek, the “camera” jerked back and
Lucille appeared to have slapped it. As she was leaving, Hellen placed her hand on her heart
and breathed heavily. She looked up at the sky, and felt a heartbeat. Just one. Her were
trembling and she felt another one. Her stare turned blank, emotionless, lifeless. The spring
lamb screamed and collapsed onto the ground. There was no third heartbeat. In the floating
eye, Lucille turned around and left through the portal and the eyeball vanished. The world
regained color and sound. But for the first time ever, it also began to rain in the garden of
Eden. The water poured over Hellen’s lifeless body. It also poured over the host who stood
by himself and took a deep breath, knowing he had just done the unthinkable.
- Hellen… - he whispered.
With a serious expression on his face, he gazed into the abyss and ran towards the
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clearing with determination. After a quick start, he teleported himself to the desired
destination and stopped to look at the result of his deed. The Black Ram approached his love
and took her in his arms, knowing what was waiting for him next. For a second time he had
to take an innocent life. The pain was much more severe because he had a choice this time.
He chose happiness for the both of them at a great cost.
- Wake up. It’s over now. You’re safe. - he pleaded. - Please, wake up.
Hellen rested upon his chest as he held her, with the bronze locks of her hair flowing over
his shoulder. While stroking her warm, moist cheek from all her tears and the rain which
reflected upon his sorrow for having to hurt her like this, he continued to beg. His dear
maiden opened her eyes that still shimmered from teardrops and took her first breath of air as
a new being. She looked up at him, and like a frightened lamb, immediately jumped back
and crawled away from him as quickly as possible.
- Don’t touch me! Don’t ever touch me again! - she exclaimed.
- Hellen… - he sighed and stood up. - I know you hate me, but please, try to listen…
- I despise you! I hope you choke on your own tongue you miserable son of a bitch! more tears started to drown her while she was shouting at him.
- I had to do it, Hellen. If I hadn’t you would have died.
- I wish I was dead! It’d be better than having to look at you, you sick bastard! Get away
from me! - she clumsily stood up and backed away.
- Listen to me. I want to explain to you why I did it. - the host kept his voice calm.
- STAY AWAY!! - the girl shouted and a powerful energy force was released from her
and spread through the clearing, pushing him a few meters further back.
After relaxing his arms from protecting his face with them, he noticed his beloved
running away from him. He thus teleported himself right in front of her and grabbed her
while she was running. They were both pushed down onto the ground as he held a tight grip
on her while she knelt.
- Let me go!! - she struggled greatly.
Jasper knew he had to shut her up if he was going to get a chance to explain himself. In a
split second his whole body grew five times its size. His teeth, his muscles, his tail, arms
legs, everything. This gut-ripping horror then screamed in her face: - I DID IT BECAUSE I
LOVE YOU!!
Hellen lowered her head down and continued to sob. She said nothing, but she didn’t
want to look at him either. The monster before her turned back into her “loving” husband.
- Your soul would have escaped your body if I hadn’t done this. I know I brought you
unbelievable pain, but if I wanted us to stay together I had to completely integrate your soul.
I had to choose between that or letting you die. What would you have done in my place?
She did not reply.
- If I did this to hurt you, would I be here, begging you to let me explain my actions?
She was still silent.
- What does it take to make this right? Just say something. Your silence is worse than any
insult you could throw at me. - he said.
There was no answer. She made it perfectly clear she was not going to speak, so he took
a deep breath and began telling her everything he suspected she might want to know: - Do
you remember the beginning? I have either completely ignored you or taunted you. I
intentionally did those things and spoke the words I have spoken, hoping you would grow to
hate me enough to make the wait easier until I told you the truth. But I failed to feel no
remorse. I only made it harder for myself when I began to show you what I feel for you. If I
was just a man, I would have done things much differently. But you’re special. No one could
do things differently with you. Every man is bewitched by your innocence and grace that no
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matter how much they want you, they could not bring themselves to simply ask you to be
theirs. I watched the mighty fall before you and I did nothing. Personally, I was glad. I even
helped destroy any thought they had of going near you. You’re mine. They don’t deserve you
and neither do I. But I need you most.
As he spoke, his beloved heard a whimpering echo in his voice. It was strange, but it
sounded like he was going to cry at any moment.
- Remember the voice that spoke to you? It was never you imagination. You would cry
yourself to sleep some nights because you felt alone, but you were never alone to begin with.
I watched you grow up into the most beautiful creature earth has had the honor of having
walk upon it. I’ve seen your sorrow, your fear, anger, regret, joy… And I spent every day
thanking the Father for what he has promised me. Please, let go of your pride. You know
perfectly well that what I’m saying is the truth. - he spoke with a gentle, quiet tone and
sniffled a few times. - I’m the son who stayed and remained loyal and hardworking. No one
ever rewarded me for that. I was envious. Just like you were of all those women you would
see be described as works of art, gorgeous, inspiring even. Oh, Hellen. What would have
become of my lamb, had I not killed you with my bare hands? What will become of my lamb
if I don’t convince her that I feel repentance. Great repentance.
Hellen felt a few warm drops fall onto her shoulder that differed from the rain drizzling
over them. Upon looking up with her big, glimmering eyes, she saw where they came from.
- Why are you crying? You’re not supposed to cry. - she said.
Jasper was relieved that she decided to speak to him, but he could still hear the bitterness
in her voice and the anger that was present.
- Is it forbidden? I’m still human. I cry when I’m upset, just like you.
- You don’t have the right to cry. You don’t know what you did to me.
- You don’t know what I did to myself. - he quickly retorted. - I asked Lucille to slap me
after I would attempt to kiss her. She refused the first time I asked. Said it would destroy
you. And she was right. I kept calm because I was already destroyed for agreeing to do it and
to make you watch. But then I explained to her how important it was. And she agreed after a
bit of hesitating.
- I believe you. - the maiden nodded in reply. - But I need some time to recover from all
of this. It’s not easy forgiving someone so quickly for something this hurtful.
- Thank you, Hellen.
She stood up and left him there. His beloved lamb slowly walked away into the forest on
her own to clear her mind and heal her soul. What can be said? What could be done? There
were still doubts floating around her head even if it was clear to her based on all the facts
that he was telling the truth. Poor Hellen had no idea what to think. She wanted to turn
around and run into his arms, but her pride was keeping her from even looking back. Instead,
she went back to the lake, remembering the path she took with Jasper when he brought her to
the clearance. Even if there were a little less gray clouds looming over her and raining, it was
still not the beautiful sunny day it was a few hours ago. But the view of the lake was
breathtaking, nevertheless. She slipped off the leaves wrapped around her body and stepped
into the water, which was surprisingly warm. Swimming around, the maiden felt more
relaxed and was unaware that the rain was slowly ceasing from falling overtime. After half
an hour, the sunlight greeted her with a beam upon her lovely face and flowing, wet hair. A
little smile even crept up on her face once she looked up at the glowing sphere in the sky.
Because of the distraction, she was even more startled when she heard a big splash that came
from the other side of the lake. At first, she could not see a thing, but noticed moments later
that bubbles popping at the surface were approaching her. She slowly swam out of the way
until it was clear that they were following her.
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- Aloha! - said the host as he surfaced in front of her with a big grin.
To his misfortune, Hellen was not feeling that cheerful yet.
- Jasper… - she sighed. - I told you I needed to be alone for a while.
- Oh, okay. I’ll just stay here very very quietly. You won’t even notice me. - he lowered
himself into the water so that only his eyes and horns were visible to her.
He also kept glaring at Hellen’s chest. With a confused look she stared back, but was
very surprised and embarrassed when she realized he was actually staring at her breasts.
Having no idea whether he could see them or not, she still blushed like a ripe tomato and
covered them with her arms, also keeping her legs close together just in case.
- Please stop staring. - she asked politely.
- Okay. - he replied and turned around.
The girl attempted to swim away while he wasn’t looking, but she felt something poke
her leg.
- Jasper, stop it.
- Stop what?
- Ugh. - she continued to swim and felt her patience levels dropping.
He poked her again.
- Leave me alone. - by her tone he could see all joy had been sucked out of her.
- You know, this reminds me of that movie Blue Lagoon.
- I hated that movie. I still hate it.
- I agree, that movie is crap. - he quickly shifted his tone from jolly to annoyed.
- Exactly.
- I mean, we’d do it much better. - his voice changed back to jolly ol’ perky again.
- We would. - the maiden agreed and continued swimming while he followed along.
- So why don’t we?
- Because I still need to convince myself I shouldn’t hate you and that you did what had
to be done for a good reason.
- Need help?
- No.
- I can give you a massage.
- I don’t like massages.
- I know.
- They why’d you ask?
- I was hoping you’d reconsider.
- No.
- Want some chocolate? - he said cheerfully and a bunch of chocolate bars appeared in
his outstretched hand.
- No. Why can’t you understand? You married me. My lifelong dream was made a reality.
Then you crushed it so easily, like my feelings meant nothing to you.
- The big man said that I’d have to hurt you in order to keep you. It wasn’t my fault. It’s
his fault! Instead of blaming me, we should go find him and break his legs! - he raised his
arms and dropped the candy in a victory pose.
Hellen chuckled and tried to hide it. Upon seeing that he managed to make her laugh, the
host continued, hoping he would make her feel better.
- Have a heart. I’ve roamed the earth alone for longer than you can imagine. I had to
watch people live. I wanted that. But I couldn’t have it. Only after I had settled here was I
given the ability to walk among you. Not even the whole time, only when the sun was up.
And only then did I find out you were going to be my wife. Finally, I would have someone to
keep me company and someone to touch. - he swam closer to her as he spoke. - I know what
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you must have felt on your trial. What you were seeing was your own bringer of pain. As he
walked beside you, he walked beside me for two thousand more years. The only way I was
able to make myself do it was that I imagined you were there instead of Lucille.
- She’s so much prettier. With her long, dark hair, her slim body and her perfect little
eyes…
- Yes, and her thin, corpselike cheekbones. I knew you’d see it my way. I have never met
another person who likes fucking skeletons as much as I do! - the host grinned and spoke in
cheerful, highs school girl sarcasm, thus making Hellen laugh lightly.
- But seriously, why not her? She’s really nice. I didn’t like Natalie much at first because
she was a bit rude, but Lucille seemed nice. Shy, but okay.
- Hellen, how many times do I have to repeat myself? Who would want a guy with sharp
teeth, ram horns and a pointy tail for a husband? Besides, if you were in a desert for days
without water and found a big barrel full of it, you wouldn’t go around looking for one that
had a golden tap with fresh pain on it, would you?
- I made up an example similar to that when the girls were helping me get ready for the
wedding.
- If anything, I should be asking you why you’d be happy with me. If it wasn’t for me,
you’d be walking into a bar and walking out of it in 15 minutes with some handsome ass
taking you back to his place in his limo. Ask yourself. What kind of sick, mentally disabled
man wouldn’t want a smart, successful, young, gorgeous, compassionate, sex-hungry,
people-pleasing, heterosexual woman to be his wife or the very least, girlfriend? Hell, you
spend less money on clothes in two months than some other rich girl would spend in a single
day. Tell me one thing I just listed that isn’t true. If I did, I encourage you to take this bat and
hit me with it. - Jasper spoke with such passion that he almost lost his breath.
A baseball bat appeared in his hand and he presented it to her, waiting for her answer.
Hellen did not give him one, but smiled sweetly instead with her head lightly bowed down.
- No? Okay then. - he threw the bat into the water. - As you know, I have worked very
hard to get to where I am now. Would it be too much to ask for one little kiss? Just one?
Little? Mini? Micro?
- Maybe… - she replied.
- Please? I’ll be your friend.
- Yeah, a friend is just what I need. - she rolled her eyes.
- Okay, I’ll be your whore then.
The girl chuckled again, trying hard not to burst into laughter.
- Slave?
- Fine. I’ll make a deal with you. First one’s free. If you want another one you’ll have to
catch me without using your powers. But when we get to shore you have to let me put my
leaves back on before continuing the chase. Deal?
- Do I have to put them back on? - he smirked.
- Yes.
- Deal! - they shook hands and the beast pulled her closer.
His love gasped lightly, for she was caught off guard, and felt the air become thinner
when they bodies were pressed against each other in such a way. It was a delightful sensation
for the two and excitement radiated from them. With a lustful grin, Jasper placed his lips
onto hers and filled both their souls with unspeakable glee. What seemed like an unreachable
dream was turned into a beautiful moment set in stone, never to be forgotten. Overwhelmed
with warmth, Hellen could not find strength to keep still at a time like this. Once they parted,
she quickly hooked her arms around him like a frightened baby and started showering him
with 10 more kisses. He was surprised at first, but extremely glad. His hands grew a mind of
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their own and grabbed hold of her backside, pushing her lower body against his own. The
girl moaned quietly from the determination in his movement and his touch. Feeling the
strength of a man for the first time in her life was an experience she was far too weak to stop
from getting under her skin.
- Stop. - she moaned while her lover was busy kissing her neck and caressing it with his
elongated tongue.
- You stop first. - he answered between breaths.
- I can’t. - her hips lightly throbbed against him once her legs entwined with his.
- Why do we have to stop?
- We had a deal.
- Fuck the deal. - the monster’s large hands crawled all over her, desperately as if she was
a glass of water for a thirsty traveler who spent 5 days in a hot desert without a drink. - I’ll
let go just until we can get to shore.
- Okay. - she nodded.
On the count of three, they managed to pull back. The newlyweds stared at each other for
a solid minute and tried to catch their breaths. She was the first one to swim to shore, but
much to his displeasure, she grabbed her leaves and gave him the slip.
- Lamb? Where are you going? - he wrapped a couple of leaves around his waist and ran
after her, feeling aroused by the fact that he had to chase after her.
The last thing he heard was his wife giggling before she disappeared into the forest.
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CHAPTER THIRTY EIGHT
Don't Wake Me Up
Boogie knew he could easily teleport to her location, but he found the game of cat and
hungry wolf pleasing to his inner beast. He oriented himself by listening to footsteps, leaves
rustling and breathing. Her strong scent made his search easier as well. His beloved got a
head start and hid in a dense part of the forest between berry bushes.
- You’re lucky this chase amuses me, Hellen! - he shouted. - Otherwise I would have just
teleported myself to you from the start! I hope you’re enjoying your freedom! You won’t
have it for long, I assure you!
His search took roughly 10 minutes. The first two times he jumped at a rustling bush he
was greeted by a baby badger and a couple of foxes. The closer he got to her, the stronger her
scent was, calling out to him. Once he had pinpointed her location, he sneaked over and
loomed over her with a pleased smile. She was sitting on her knees, brushing through her
moist hair with her fingers when he found her. To the master, she looked so innocent and
ready that he was desperately eager to claim her. Without her knowledge of his presence, he
grabbed her wrists and knelt behind her.
- Even Eve didn’t give Adam this much trouble.
- Was a little running to much trouble for you? - she chuckled.
- It was. - he added, leaning his lead on her shoulder and kissing it gently. - You’ve made
it very hard.
Hellen burst into uncontrollable laughter. He was confused and wondered what he said
that made her react this way and break herself out of his grasp so abruptly. Upon realizing
the hidden meaning of his words, he let himself have a few laughs as well.
- Sorry. - she started to calm down. - You just sounded so serious.
- I thought I was the only one with a perverted imagination. Brilliant minds think alike. he grinned.
- So?
- So what?
- It can’t be subtle. We have to make preparations. - she said.
- Why? People have sex in all sorts of inconvenient places.
- I know, but… This is my first time. I want it to be reeeeeeally special. - the maiden
lowered her head and gave him an elegant, sensual look that translated to high expectations.
- I wasn’t too far from the truth when I said you’ve made it hard. You have 30 seconds. the host replied and a small alarm clock appeared in his hand.
- The ground needs to be clear, dry and grainy, there shouldn’t be any bugs or other
animals around, the vines should be in bloom with beautiful pink flowers, I want my hair to
be dry and I want my locks back, there can’t be any interruptions, the temperature needs to
be just right as should the moisture, there as to be a very light breeze every 40 minutes…
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- You expect me to keep going after 40? - he interrupted her.
- Okay, every 15 minutes.
- I can keep going if I get a 10 minute break after each session. - he winked at her with a
smile.
- And we are going to need bottles of water and a blanket for when it gets cold at night.
- Not necessarily. It’s never too cold nor too hot here.
- Great. I think that’s it. How much time do I have left?
Boogie looked at the clock and threw it away.
- Forgot to set the time.
Hellen chuckled at his comment and held her hands closely together, finding it a bit
harder to breathe from all the excitement. Her lover snapped his fingers and every single
thing she listed came to be. Everything was set for their copulation. The space around them
was nothing but earth shaping a circle. Around it were vines with pink blooming flowers
decorating the trees. The sky was purple mixed with hues of orange as an added bonus.
- Is that all? - he asked.
- To be honest, I’m a little scared. - the girl added, holding her hands together and
looking around aimlessly.
- You weren’t scared at the lake. - the host approached her and took her in his arms.
- Maybe it was just the heat of the moment.
- You’re not really scared as much as you are excited. Just enjoy yourself. You deserve it.
- his hands glided down the sides of her torso to her thighs as he leaned for a kiss.
After all this time, the moment they had been waiting for was finally knocking at the
door. The couple held their bodies tightly against each other, feeling every curve they could
run their hands over. To say that their hearts pounded like a heard of stampeding buffaloes
would be an understatement. The maiden’s light moans were especially pleasing to the host.
Once she spread her legs wider to give him more space and to enable him a more intimate
approach, he proceeded to impose and push forward from time to time. On the other hand,
Hellen slowly, but firmly and determinately thrust her hips against him. As they were
exchanging passionate kisses, she leaned her head against the side of his and wrapped her
arms around his neck. She felt him poking at her doors from underneath and let out a light
gasp and a moan in his ear. Subsequently, Jasper howled with ecstasy filling up in his
bloodstream: - Oh baby!
He then pinned her down on the ground and continued to caress her lips and body with
his kisses as his hips moved back and forth, nudging the erect little nub near her moist
entrance. His tail lashed around as his only means of letting out the stored up energy before
proceeding to release all those passionate, pent up emotions upon his mistress. Soon enough,
it coiled around one of her thighs and held a tight grip on it. His little wife felt such
exhilarating pleasure that her legs kept moving around the entire time without even trying to
stay still. They were still kissing at this point and she would occasionally lower her head to
fondle his upper chest with her tongue. More than ready to be taken by her long-desired
lover, she grabbed hold of his ram horns and held on to them for support and to try keeping
his head low so she could continue to stimulate him in any way she could think of. A loud,
pleasureful moan echoed through the forest. The male penetrated the female and continued to
knead her body with his hips at a steady pace. He was having trouble focusing on his
breathing. It just felt too good. His quiet, low and stretched out grunts made it harder for
Hellen to keep quiet. Not that she wanted to. The tip of his extension raked her insides and
created a large amount of friction because of his width and size, forcing her body to grind
against her master. His love felt so heavenly for her that she craved for more when he was
holding back a little since he had no idea of what he was capable of. The maiden’s hard
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nipples rubbed against him with every throb and it made his attempts to be a gentle love
futile. To put even more pressure on him, she encouraged him with intense moaning and
whispering pleads between each breath of air she took. With her permission, he quickened
his pace and his strength increased. Hellen was overwhelmed. The walls of her intimate parts
tightened around his from all the lust and pleasure and gave him even more stimulation. She
let go of his horns and her hands fell over her head on the ground, enabling him to lock his
body in a more comfortable position. All the more reason for him to turn into a ruthless lover
and Hellen loved it. Like that of an animal, his spine was deeply curved inward while during
their coitus. His thrusts were rough and quick when it came to speed. Time was drifting away
and Jasper was close to his finish line. The result of his powerful motion was the the
maiden’s climax. Undeniably, it was the most amazing moment in her life so far. Her moans
and gasps for breath gradually became louder until she finally moaned out his name as
loudly as her breathless lungs allowed. Following close behind was his own release. At one
point his grunting ceased and he let out a low growl with a pleased grin, staring deeply into
Hellen’s tired eyes. He went at it a few more times, pumping a large amount of semen into
her womb. After the deed had been done, he lied down on his back next to his loved one,
panting and doing nothing but smiling and breathing. The poor girl was too tired to speak for
a few minutes and only lied her head down on his chest as she was catching her breath.
Those few minutes of silence meant more than the quantity of words in the English
dictionary.
- I love you. - the girl whispered once she had calmed down.
Her husband kept quiet for a bit and continued to stroke her bronze locks of hair and only
spoke once he had said his thanks as he was looking up at the indigo morning sky: - I love
you too.
- What happens now? - she inquired whilst snuggling up to him.
- Now we wait for the alarm clock. - he sighed.
- What alarm clock?
- You’ll be waking up soon, my little lamb. And you’ll wake up with a new life. The one
you’ve always wanted.
- I don’t want to wake up. What will happen to you?
- I’ll be at work. - the host chuckled. - It’s Monday.
- How will I be able to find you?
- I know you don’t usually drink coffee, but maybe today would be a good day to treat
yourself, don’t you think?
- What’s that supposed to mean? - she turned her head to face him and placed her palm
on his chest.
- Good morning. - he said and kissed her.

226

The Boogieman / Claire Amber

CHAPTER THIRTY NINE
Muffin or Cupcake?
The alarm clock buzzed. It was 8 a.m. on Monday morning. Hellen Aries got out of bed
to get ready for another day at work. Just like every other day except Sunday, she took a
quick shower, brushed her teeth, washed her face and put some cream on it, checked if she
had gained any weight, got dressed, had a protein shake for breakfast and walked out of her
apartment. For some reason, she had a strange and unexpected craving for some coffee.
Seeing how there was a little coffee shop nearby that she always used to pass by when she
would head for work, she saw nothing bad in stopping by and grabbing a drink. She got
inside and was glad to find that the line was not too big. The girl passed the time by looking
at the nicely decorated establishment and admiring the color hues. A voice snapped her out
of her daydreaming: - What’ll it be, Miss?
- Oh! Uhm… I’ll have a small espresso. And a chocolate muffin. You guys don’t have
cupcakes here, do you? - she replied in Czech.
- Nope. But the muffins have chocolate filling. - the man grabbed a cup and a pen after
he answered her question. - Name?
- Hellen.
He told her the amount and she paid him. Afterward, she went over to an empty table to
wait for her order. It was a pretty sunny day outside, though she remembered the forecast
specifically said it was going to rain. Almost the whole day. Past the window a young couple
walked by, holding hands. It did not bother her. She smiled and continued looking at the busy
street. Few minutes passed and her order was finally done. She rushed to pick it up, leaving
her handbag on the table and exiting the premise. She had just started drinking when she
heard someone shouting after her.
- Miss! - the man went over to her and handed her the purse back. - You left your bag
inside.
- Thank you so much. I don’t know how I could have done that. I’ve just been so
distracted lately. Again, thank you… uhm… - she tried to excuse her forgetfulness and read
the letters written on his name plate.
- Jasper. - he smiled.
Something buried deep inside her memory clicked. That name sounded terribly familiar,
but she couldn’t understand why. All she knew is that it was at the tip of her tongue and she
failed to find out the reason.
- Jasper. Uhuh… That name sounds familiar. - she contemplated.
- As it should. I’m disappointed, Hellen. I thought you’d at least remember my name
after last night. - he grinned and crossed his arms, speaking in English, surprisingly enough. You didn’t even bother to give me a tip for my services. You seemed to have enjoyed
yourself. Was I mistaken?
227

The Boogieman / Claire Amber
Her memory was restored, flashing before her eyes like a 2-minute movie. Everything
came back to her. Her friends, their adventures, her wedding and her lustful thrills with the
dream’s host.
- Jasper… - she whispered with a radiant smile shining across her face.
- There you go.
The overjoyed young woman threw herself into his arms and gave him a big, long kiss,
throwing both the espresso and delicious, chocolate muffin on the floor, never to be tasted
again.
- Honey, I’m not on my break yet. But if you stay for another hour or two we could go in
the back and have another go. - he suggested.
- Maybe later. You can’t imagine how happy I am to see you. - she continued to hold him
in a loving embrace, feeling she could even start spilling tears of joy.
- I’m glad to hear it. - he added whilst holding her against him. - But seriously, define
“later”. It’s the horns, isn’t it? You like the grip on a good machine, right?
- What’s the difference? - she chuckled lightly.
- Well, for starters, I’m stuck with this human body during the day, so if you want the
horns and the tail you’re gonna have to wait until night falls.
- I don’t really care. You have long hair wrapped in a pony tail and that’s good enough
for me. - she gave him a sensual smile as she spoke.
- Do you have some time to spare before work? - he asked.
- Yeah. - she said with a flirtatious tone.
- Great. We can start talking about you moving over to my place.
- Oh.
- After we have a quick run. I think I know someone who’ll be able to cover for me so we
don’t have to wait for my break. - he grinned and took her hand, putting a smile back on her
face and leading her to the coffee shop.
And so this tale of a fairy comes to an end. The newlyweds were reunited in reality and
are now ready to start their new life together. What does life offer for them next? Of course,
with those two discovering reproduction, their rabbitlike humping is sure to result in putting
a bun in the oven. The good is rewarded, so you will sleep soundly this evening if you have
no darkness for him to damn. It has now been recorded, the tale of Hellen Aries and the
Black Ram.
1 The

Legend of Sleepy Hollow is a brilliant story that best explains the nature of fear
itself and its connection to humans. Ichabod Crane is scared by the illusions his own mind
makes which ultimately leads him to his doom. The Headless Horseman represents fear our
mind creates in order to make us more cautious to our surrounding, trying to rise our chances
of survival if there is trouble brewing. But if we let it twist our outlook on reality, creating
illusions out of simple sounds and sights that could easily be explained without any
supernatural elements, we give in to madness and get killed because of it. So the phrase “no
guts no glory” is invalid because there really is nothing to fear. And if there is nothing to fear
no one can call himself brave or bold. In conclusion, if people can be brave because there is
something to fear, then the Headless Horseman is real indeed, and not just a figment of our
imagination. This applies to fears of things that do not exist or have never been proven to
exist.
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