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Once-in-a-while - maybe two times twice, it pops up majestically and shines more brightest through clouds. ‘5.8 billion years ago’, a journeying meteor nearly as big as Asteroid Belt suddenly rammed one edge of Earth. The debris which enjoined together within coordinates on space stuck across our world’s gravity and formed what we all fathom in common term “Full Moon”. ... The moon at subtle reference (whereby it can become quite queer when it feels being) is part of us separated forever ... but always drawn back to everyone, longing to connect the long-lost separation that rather maybe wasn’t meant for-ever. Nobody knows precisely why things do get ‘sketchy’ and much absurd when the moon nears close during some end-months, or why it makes random human be strangers. An apparent wing however, all we all have known always is there’s an evening we ought to be ready for anything – and this night is the hours on a full moon.

SamWere Town, An’Where State

Tickling minutes passing, four police officers walked towards jollier unions then one went over to a lady conversing with her baby.

“Hey.”

“Hi.”

“Thanks alot you came like I needed you.”

“Honored. My job calls so.”

“Atleast. Sweetheart got inside, trapped herself.”

The officer glanced down at a little girl inside a large popcorn cube and waved.

The little one smiled cheekily. “Soorryyy, was just trying tastes.”

“Ain’t here to reprimand you,” the female officer smiled, “you selling due?” She teased.

The little one giggled. “Two bucks a wrap.”

“Have you been breathing?”

“Like for a lifetime.”

The officer smiled more. “You must have a name.”

“Janice with a nice.”

“Awesome Janice, gonna need you to get out from there, if you won’t mind.”

“Owkay.”

“Phewks,” mamaa sighed, “have been requesting some guards for assistance.”

The officer unlocked the cube. “I can tell they refused.”

“They said they don’t have.”

“Keys?”

“Aah-hah.”

“What? How’re they supposed to secure? Anyways,” she glanced at the little one, “she’s fine now, is that right?”

“Ummh, kinda.”

“Why kinda?”

The mother got concerned. “My love, somebody harmed you in any ways?”

“Naah,” little Janice closed the cube’s door, “just wondering why they didn’t have the fucking keys.”

“Oops, that language,” mamaa peeped at the officer – abit embarrassed, then gave little Janice her colouful coat, “we agreed not around people... actually not to use it. Apologize.”

“Apologies paramount police, was agitated somehow.”

“Indeed, no doubts.” The officer winked at the little one again.

And the little one was much gladdened. “Thaks alot madam, damnit, I mean, thaaaanks.”

“Anytiiiiime baby-girl.”

“I could have smashed the panes if I had no one to our rescue. This place is a freaking circus.”

“Ha-ha, crowns can entertain but others are totally soo heinous like Kenya’s Viktor N-H from Kiggz... traitor friends pretending being an ally. Promise gonna find that cruel culprit.” The female officer assured some guarantees and headed quick for a thorough patrol.
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“That’s the fact, gravity tends to be heavier during the full moon.”

Clinical CSI agent Lorraine smiled at her colleague. “Proven science from scientists I make those bets on Flanajahn.”

“Another to my spin-coin.” He smiled.

The lift’s glowing door opened and an overwhelmed woman dressed conservatively scythed.

“This way.” She led them through a twinkling corridor. “Jacue seven months pregnant, our therapy is only opened for mothers of nearest twenty-five weeks...did warm ‘em of over-exercising.” She arrived at a yoga room and opened the classy Mahogany-braided door. “Call me Sasha. Behold, here they be.”

The duo workmates were amazed at the sight of thirteen ladies still on an on-going class while surrounding one of them.

“Beautiful women,” Flanajahn entered the room and walked to them, “can y’all vacate her for air we get in there.”

“Return to your places please.” The yoga instructor beckoned.

The ladies slowly went back to their mats, then Flanajahn and Lorraine knelt to check-up on the bending lady.

“My baby, is she really alright?”

“We gonna feel your baby right now,” Lorraine touched gently the lady’s belly, “don’t you worry.” ... “Fantastic, no any traumas to the abdomen.”

Flanajahn quickly dished out a stethoscope from his sterilized medical ‘sachet’ and further went ahead to check on her. ... “Vital signs normal, pulses normal, heartbeat moderate.”

“But why am I feeling pain.”

“You can tell us where you have pains. Is it localized on your back, Arms? Legs? Knee? Joints?-Where exactly?”

“Worst torture in my back.”

“You must have flipped the disk.”

“We gonna need to spin her up around.”

“Sure indeed.” Flanajahn nodded and held the lady’s hands.

All-over-sudden, another lady softly screamed in some pain.

“Lemme take care of that,” Lorraine sighed, “you take to this.”

“Cool, she will be fine.”

“Perfect.”

Lorraine walked briskly to the panting lady adjacent a cream bouncing beanball as the others felt sympathetic alongside the esteemed paramedics.

“I’m here, I gotchu...I gotchu.”

“I think it is a contraction.”

“How far along are you?”

“Eighty-eight weeks.”

“Alright,” Lorraine knelt with her medical kit, “just keep like that - gentle inhales, relax the exhales minimal and easy. I need glasses of water for her please.”

The yoga instructor had been ready with bottles of AquaMarine. “Here.” She placed them on the terrazoed floor.

“Thank you.” Lorraine gently massaged the pregnant lady on the shoulders. 

“I’m I in labor?”

“ ‘Braxtons hinx’, a ‘freelance labor.’ ”

The lady gasped. “Fuck. What does that mean?”

“Means your contractions gonna go way well once we get you stable and-.”

“Stable? Like how stable?”

“Relaxed and best hydrated. Okay?”

The lady eased. “Alright.”

As Lorraine was about to embark on her, another lady behind two stretch pillows at the aisle row suddenly freaked.

“My water just broke!” Her panic eminent, she almost passed out.

Everyone much empathetic glanced much to her position.

The dedicated yoga instructor and Sasha went quick to her urgent midwife-needed rescue.

Flanajahn activated his official walkie-talkie. “Flan requesting for an emergency back-up of doctors. Possible ‘spinal disputations’ I wish for transports to the hospital immediately.”

“Comin, can feel her neareeer... oh-my-Lord...”

The lady with Lorraine sighed hard. “I can’t have a baby right now as her, will I?” She crunched herself and droplets of blood dripped through her sweat-pant. “Fuck.”

“Take...take it easy, you gonna be alright. Stay with me. Your contractions are midway apart-.”

“This ain’t any soft labor.”

“Nope, you shall be a mum in the next few milliseconds.”

“Sorry?”

“Easy and slow please-.”

“Could I fucking go to hospital?”

“Contractions can come close together you won’t make to the-.”

“Wait, what?!”

“Madam, take it easy. I’m here to help. You in good hands, transport be risky...like it gonna be painful. Baby is okay I do assert.”

The lady at much juxtaposed crossroads nodded with more ease.

“I shall need you to push.”

“It’s the worst pain I feared.”

“Though worth it, I’ll walk you through.”

A perplexed lady next to Flanajahn tapped him on the elbow. “Hi doc.”

He glimpsed at her, raising an agaped eyebrow. ( -“Not again.”- ) “Talk to me dear. Mhm-hm?”

“Something wrong with me.”

“Why? How you feeling?”

“ ‘Four-four to eleven.’ ”

“Has your doctor ever mentioned to you actual size of your baiby?”

“He’s huge. I saw in the ultra sound, his head is larger.”

“You’re experiencing C-P-D, Caporal Pelvis Disproportion, your baiby is too big for the pelvis. Gonna refer you to an emergency C-section rightna, You’ll be finer.”

“It’s documented when the full moon gets halfway between eastern horizon and is in its speediest rotation labor is induced waaaay before that sex-expected-baby-day.” Sasha freaked and whispered to herself “Gadamnit, I should have made this class be on recess yesterday.”

Three other pregnant ladies screamed in pain coincidentally.

“What the-.”
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“Nine-one-one, your emergency?”

“Some woman staring at me.” An elderly man panicked on the phone. “I can’t see her eyes but I can feel ‘em.”

“Where you at?”

“My ha-house.”

“Inside or outside?”

“Inside.”

“Is she trying to enter?”

“No, no, just...she’s just standing at the lawn near the door. Why is she-?”

“It’s owkay sir, you’ve reached the right service. Can you tell me your name and address please?”

“Zac Cunnington, Thead Avenue, Killer Whale Street.”

“I’m sorry?”

“It’s the in-print on her red hood. What does SHE WANNT??!!”

“Calm down sir, we’re for you. You can lemme know your place.”

“I’m Hilary Gregg, residing at KennTucky Lane, Aville Avenue, Miguel Street.”

“Can you describe that intruder?”

“I can’t see her face, I can’t...why doesn’t she has a face? Even a nose?? I’m not, fuck-.”

“Hilary-.”

“I’M NOT-!”

“Sir, please calm down-.”

“Honestly, you won’t find me with rushing arteries. I’m not insane-!!”

“I understand your situation at the moment, I’m assuring you everything gonna be alright. Help is on the way, stay on the line with me.”
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Few minutes later several FBI officers were at the old man’s residence.

“I had nightmares?” One rested him on a coach.

“More like a cardiac arrest.”

“She gave me a real flight the creeps standing outside, thought I was on clouds.”

“And I assumed we was expecting Paranormal Investigators.” His nephew sneered a cold joke.

“How about Mick you continue playing Grand Theft?” The interim female officer nobly requested for some privacy. 

The teen went back to their official black Chevy RV.

“You’re now alright sir. I want you to lease the fear and chill.”

“Alright. Thank you.”

“Anytime.” The officer nodded.

“Stay safe.”

“I’m I always safe? Anyways, thanks.”

“You’re welcome.”

The old man opted for a nap. A colleague of the female officer stood behind her scribbling on his notebook and she scythed when she saw a reflection of him on the glassed door affront her. Two blonde workmates entered through the porch door then one whispered at the chiefess officer and she nodded.

“Sir.” She gently tapped the old man.

“Yeah?” The old man opened his eyes.

“Whoever was around your compound is nowhere to be found.”

“Oh, really?”

“Must have ran when a siren appeared.”

“That’s not good.”

“I know, but don’ worry, we have you secured.”

The old man smiled in ease.

The female officer waved at the chiefess officer and she headed to her.

“Madam May Lisa, something ain’t now puzzling...though a ‘soft’ maze per-se.”

“And what is it?”

“Look at Quincy in the mirror.” She whispered.

The chiefess officer glimpsed to the pointed direction and sighed, then she whispered back “she had been standing right behind him.”

“Inside his house, damnit.”

“Gave me the creeps...whuwh, Covid, that era. Maybe she ain’t indeed ‘fantasies’ and when he called nine-one-one it ‘hooked’ her. She’s an impersonator in person.”

“You can say that again.”

The chiefess officer glanced at the old man and called out. “Sir?”

“Mhm?”

“Is this where you was when you seeing that no-facey-face woman?”

“Yes, yeah right there.”

“Aaah, you mind if I take a stroll inside your house?”

“Sure, no prob.”

The interim officer whispered at chiefess officer May Lisa. “Madam, she came through the front door.”
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“...We see a dude hitting metals, ripping off paints and has smashed cars. Fuck, he just kicked someone’s Chihuahua like soo fucking high...wait, what is he doing? Oh-my-.”

There was a heated commotion on the other end.

“Get people here-.”

Countless wails filled the background.

“Who might you be with?”

“Please get us to rescue!...I’m next!”

“Where are you retraces from?”

“OWH-MY-LOORD!! We are trapped-.”

“Yvette??”

“We have been fucking CAGED!! HUURRRRRY!!”

Haas Agency was in Ludlow Estate in no time, only to find the once attractive clean pavements and junctions now filled with fresh carcasses of mice, cats, and many scattered metal parts all over the minute quiet neighborhood.

“Where are these people we were told of?”

“Sometimes less humans be risky.”

“Don’t start Perpetua-.”

Suddenly, a howl emanated from one garbage truck.

“Are you kidding me right now?”

“Like I was just expecting this.”

Monique pulled over the van near the truck. “What a unique cliché, a renown inc full of trash. So lame whoever is inside there.”

Perpetua looked at Monique and smiled. “You tell me.”

“Is an acquaintance always a friend?”

“Freaking out dear, ha-ha.”

“Who said I am?”

“I don’ know, Judea in Bethany?” Perpetua teased. “You must be missing your sweetheart basking at The Maldives.”

“Okay-owwkay, stop,” Monique smiled, “I do. Let’s go check who the fuck is inside that truck.”

There was a sudden gentle knock on the passenger seat’s windowpane.

“Huh?” Perpetua gasped.

“You still here?”

“What?”

She had recognized abit the man indicating at her to lower the pane.

“Don’t you fucking dare.”

“It’s Jeremiah, Monique.”

“Owh.”

“Have already forgotten of him?”

“Kinda. You don’t know well the streets rightna, do you?”

“He’s safe, like any danger
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“Was all locked-in intrigued.”

. —Emmy Grinwis
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