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The Guardian of Life and Death wound up faced
with the soul of a male of unknown name as he spoke “Begin
Program.”

The Guardian wound up eyed the mental gated
arch a travelers’ gate to see if flash an image of a male wearing
furry skin clothing from head to foot.

He heard "You had to show this poor soul
didn't you?!"

Guardian heard nothing in response to the
female’s question instead kept on watching

Guardian spoke as the traveler’s gate ended
images “I am the Guardian of Life and Death. I will judge you on my
scales of your life.”

I the soul standing in front of the Guardian
wound up having my soul taken out and put onto the scales of the
Guardian of Life and Death. The scales tipped back and forth till
it ended onto one side heavy sided indicated. There was a feminine
shriek of joy heard by me and the Guardian.

I wound up back into the body appearing to be
a male this time as the Guardian spoke “Life is chosen for you. Be
gone out of Egyptia to where you’re to go.”

The Guardian wound up putting clawed hands in
front of his mouth into a blow movement and I found myself flying
out of Egyptia as the place of the dead judgment was called. I
traveled till I reached a body of a young male aged in twenties and
entered him. The male or I of unknown name woke up with a start
opening Human’s assumed color of eyes lying on a one person bed in
a room with tan brown walls. I could see the room was narrow and
thin with one full arm length from the bed’s longest sides. I got
up from the bed and stood up shaking my head of dizziness then
rubbed a hand on my head through my black wavy hair that fell just
below my shoulders.

I went to the bed to sit and frowned as a
memory of myself wearing odd clothing that made me think “That was
strange on my form.” flashed in my mind.

The clothes I saw was foreign showing slipper
shoes on my feet, tights, a top that was long sleeve and some vest
dress covered my form. I grimaced as I saw some sneering look was
on my face while seated on an animal. I figured out from memory was
a horse with others behind me wearing identical clothes some having
faces bared. I saw that they were all males like me some with
facial hair and seated on horses while some were standing. I
grimaced of the memory from my self’s facial expression that
bothered me. I recalled myself dismounted along with ten other men
and started walking on a grass fields my facial appearance changing
from sneering to glare.

I frowned thinking “The dream unsure of whom
I was fully in my mind.”

I recalled to myself dreaming repeatedly for
a few nights of a male wearing some outfit of blue leggings white
slipper shoes, with a picture of a red bird onto a white tunic
while wearing a crown of yellow gold with red rubies onto it.

The male spoke as always the same comment
“You’ll remember who you are. You will acknowledge me.”

I recalled “I’ve given the name of Black
Knight by the mysterious voice in my mind.”

The voice’s owner mysteriously refused to
explain to my question “Why you voice had me given me the name of
Black Knight?”

Black Knight as I called myself out of my
body via transportation to a house inside kept inside. I found
myself paced inside the house looking out the window. The light was
gone and the stars were shining with a maelstrom of yellowy like
sky. I grumbled remembering the argument with Tank a Meritanian. I
was trapped into the Hall of Thousand Voices’ tube since the High
Council captured me and cloned multiple times.

I recalled the argument with Tank involved
“Free me freed from containment and freed to live my life on planet
Aire as the world was called instead of the Shadan name!”

Tank had balked freeing me instead told me in
response “Stop asking me that request. I’m so sick of hearing that
silly request from you. So stop asking me.”

I had obeyed in response and quit asking Tank
instead had started to plead to Merra “Free me now, Merra!”

Merra in response echoed Tank’s words in a
feminine voice tone followed by snickering like laughter in
response as she and Tank told jokes. I felt disgust in response
gave up that noise and kept on listening to the other voices in the
Hall of Thousand Voices.

I figured to myself “I’m not going to get
freed from this prison. Ugh.”

I heard a voice speaking in response to his
comment “This prison is for people contained for their safety while
planet Aire undergoes a problem at the moment.”

I grunted in response to the familiar voice
sounding feminine and familiar to me but sounded monotone instead
of Merra’s voice. I figured the feminine voice belonged to Erra or
Terra but wasn’t sure which Meritanian spoke that wording. I felt
disgust take hold as I remained into the Hall of Thousand Voices to
my disgust.

I heard yipping of a dog barking including
hearing “Shut up that damned mongrel now!”

I spoke in response “Language isn’t
appropriate!”

I heard in response “Oh go to sleep,
Lance!”

I frowned hearing the word “Lance!” spoken
aimed at me as I heard the voice sounded feminine and familiar to
me like I knew her someplace.

I frowned but didn’t comment a response as I
found myself passing out unconscious.

 


Lance as I figured I’ll refer myself as that
name has dreams of forcing me sexually onto a blonde female with
words saying into flashing into my mind “Her name is Niamah
Knight.”

The dream continued with sexual acts through
various methods while lying asleep in bed in the penthouse I
figured the dream was a memory of me there than contained into my
tube trap. I saw the scenes change to a beach and finds myself
facing a familiar crowned male who has an all black eyed glare with
arms folded making me nervous.

I spoke “I’m not sure of your name, Sir-“

I was interrupted “Lance Richard is my name
and shouldn’t you be acknowledging me?”

I gulped and spoke “I acknowledge you.”

Lance Richard I figured I’ll refer him spoke
“Not what I meant.”

I keep my mouth shut as Lance Richard tells
me “You should be taking advantage of Niamah Shea sexually instead
of letting her doing the rituals. You mostly letting her get her
way whenever she initiates the ritual.”

I don’t comment feels my eyes forced shut
comes to dream again of what I dreamed before meeting Lance
Richard. I heard the alarm blaring comes too finding I’m still in
my trap but remembering I lying in bed in the place dubbed
penthouse wearing my pajamas. I was feeling like not well rested
but cranky and tired. I eyed the date on the clock to see it’s the
next day despite unsure of the date when I wound up contained into
my tube trap. I recalls to myself of the situation of the past day
of Niamah shooting at me with a hand gun in front of my stepfather
I refers to Jinks Montreal. Only to have my stepfather use some
kind of impossible like deity move to catch the bullet inches from
my chest while standing next to me. This is followed by putting a
hand on my forehead and knocking me out. I recalled I came to
finding myself in the limo parked in the garage room feeling a hand
shaking me and sensing it belonged to the driver.

I mentally thought to myself “I don’t need
Niamah anyway. I find her useless.”

I recalled I gets up and hits the bathroom
using the facilities and comes out dressed in black business pants,
a button top that are a business long sleeve top also in black
along with black shoes on my feet as my uniform involving the
Master Organization.

I leave the bedroom to meet the butler who
tells me “Breakfast is in the dining room.”

The butler saying his familiar wording before
fading from view which I went to the dining room eats my food
ravenously and notices an envelope on the table.

After eating pull out the envelope’s contents
to find a document “This is for divorce from Niamah Knight signed
by her and a lawyer to Lance Knight needing Lance Knight’s
signature.”

I smirks to myself thinking “My father made
me and Niamah sign some prenuptial agreement just prior to marrying
that she would only get ten thousand dollars if we divorce, not
getting any other money regardless of us having children.”

I mentally think to myself adding as thought
“I don’t need her.” exhales a breath to feel myself fine with the
document.

I get up only to feel a leg kick me knocking
me onto the floor along with paralysis and Lizette’s angry face
comes into view yelling at me “You idiot for the terrible stunt you
pulled onto my father and Niamah!”

I frown as she kicks me I’m not feeling her
kicking from the paralysis only to hear her interrupted by Jayden
her husband speaking loudly “I want a private talk in the hallway.
I have a better idea on punishing Lance Knight for the stunt he
pulled. I don’t want your brother to eavesdrop on what’s said.”

I shifts eyes to notice Jayden is holding a
piece of paper in his hand that suspiciously looks like the divorce
document and watches as both walk out of view hearing them leave
the room.

I lies there hearing Tank’s voice saying “You
stupidity not thinking the shield command when hit with that
medical ailment.”

I remembered myself frozen from my paralysis
while thinking “I’m frowning on what Jayden is up to.”

I heard them come back into the room followed
by Lizette coming into view showing she still has the source in
control which is entirely black eyed look and stiffens as she puts
a hand on my forehead and feels myself going unconscious.

 


I came to waking up while feeling a hand
shaking my shoulder which I jerk my eyes open to discover the
butler leaning over me spoke “I’m scolding the Master of his choice
of sleeping. I tell him off to use the bedroom instead of the
dining room floor.”

I sit up as the butler fades from view and
feels a thick envelope in my hand’s grip which I gets up and sits
at the dining table to yank out the envelope’s contents.

The papers are a series of documents which I
reads detailing “Lance Knight has agreed if he divorces Niamah
she’ll get alimony at a high thousand dollar price along with child
support for having primary custody of the children also at a high
thousand dollar price.” which annoys me.

I continued to read “Lance Knight is to use
his own money for paying the payments and not have help from the
Master Organization.”

I continued to read the papers detailing
“Lance Knight is to recognizing Jinks Montreal as the leader of the
Master Organization and actual vessel of Lance Richard and
surrendering control of the group to him. Lance Knight is
acknowledging Jinks Montreal as the reason he himself came to exist
as his son.”

I come to the end of the document and throw
the papers onto the table thinking “I’m figuring out what Jayden’s
idea was which Lizette acted on making me suffer.”

I get up throwing the chair and storms into
the gym room to attack the punching bag repeatedly over and over
till I feel weary keeps on doing the actions till sleepiness
becomes too powerful crumbles to the floor and passes out.

 


I wound up to dream of myself taking
advantage of Niamah sexually over and over in various methods. I
come to feeling myself not well rested but still cranky and tired
to feel a hand shaking my shoulder.

I saw it’s the butler who speaks “If the
Master wants to sleep he should sleep in his bedroom for the gym
room is not the proper place.”

This wording is followed by the butler fading
from view. I get up and goes to the bedroom to lie on his bed and
passes out to dream of Lance Richard still having that black eyed
glare making me nervous.

I don’t say a word as Lance Richard hugs me
abruptly then let’s goes of me to keep hands on my shoulders and
speaks “I’m asking about what’s your feeling towards Niamah and
Jinks Montreal? I prefer you to speak your feelings to me. I won’t
do anything bad if your feelings turned out bad towards those
two.”

I recalls myself “I wound up thinking of not
needing Niamah.” blurts to my shock “I loves Niamah.” shocking
me.

I then heard from Lance Richard asking “Why
you haven’t taken advantage of her sexually instead let her do it
to you?”

I gulped and said “I’m afraid of hurting
Niamah enough to lose her love towards me. I have already taken
advantaged of her through raping her for creating my three
children. I feel like I don’t want to hurt her again through the
mating ritual by force.”

I again feel myself hugged then Lance Richard
lets goes of me and the male spoke “I ask about your feelings
towards Jinks Montreal. I want your honesty. I think you have some
kind of anger towards Jinks hence your attitude. I want to know why
you’re like that despite Jinks sensed to have accepted you as
offspring.”

I blurted out “Jinks isn’t my father. I
haven’t felt a father/son connection towards him like Lizette my
sister admitted to me. I have felt like my father abandoned me to
suffer from being unloved by my adoptive father Roosevelt Knight.
Roosevelt who never shown any fatherly love behavior towards me
despite me wanting it over the years the male was in my life.”

I burst into tears shocking me and feels
myself hugged by Lance Richard which I continues to cry tears till
I feels myself becoming calmer and much better. I feel Lance
Richard stopped hugging me to continue keeping his hands on my
shoulders.

I wiped my eyes as Lance Richard speaks “If
you want Niamah back
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