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Chapter 1 –
Lechery

It’s just another day.
Nothing special. I clean the house, the yard, clothes, and
everything else my husband and I own. My husband or my knight, I
should say, is out fighting battles on behalf of God. He was never
one for fighting, so I guess his calling is true. The Church is the
only way I’m able to have this house and food on the table. In
return, I act like a good Catholic wife and help the community if
needed.

My life right now is rather
drab. My knight left a few days after our wedding, so I don’t even
have any children to raise, unlike my sisters and friends. I don’t
even know if my husband will come back from the war. To give my
life a little bit more spice, I’ve written short stories for the
children I’ll hopefully get. I’ve also been practicing my drawing
skills, so my husband has nice pictures and decorations to see when
he comes home. Maybe the other people will see the drawings when I
draw them outside and keep me company. We’re all friendly around
here, but not exactly friends. I wish we were. It’s so
lonely.

But it doesn’t have to be.
There are some good men out there who could take care of me. My
knight won’t know if I’m smart about it.

No, that’s a terrible
thought. Did I really just think that? I hope not. This mundane
life is getting my imagination going. Sweep, dust, cut, wash,
yadda, yadda. Sometimes I like to think I’m a princess in the
making like those fairytales. I have my knight. All I need to do is
make this humble home into a small castle.

I can do it with the right
men. I’m sure they’ll do it for a young woman like myself. My looks
got me married, so I’m sure they’ll get some men to work for me,
especially if I flash a little skin at them.

Again, with these thoughts.
I swear I’m not thinking of them myself. Maybe if I rest a bit
outside of this dusty house, I can clear my head. The porch outside
is one of the only things I’ve completely cleaned. I wonder what’s
it’s going to be like outside here when I get kids. We have enough
space out front for the kids to play without them getting in the
way of people walking.

There are plenty of men out
there who could give us wonderful children. There are rich,
muscular, and hardworking men that walk these streets.

What’s going on? What’s with
the look in their face? There’s something about them that makes
them seem so…attractive. How can I smell them from here when
they’re so far away? That masculine smell is
intoxicating.

Why don’t you ask one of
them out?

N-no. My life is fine with
just one man in my life.

One man who might end up
dead. Why not have one on standby just in case?

Hold on. Why are they
walking towards me? What’s with the look on their faces?

They want you, Anita. Who
doesn’t want an attractive housewife who’s good at taking care of
her house? Look at them. Stare into the bright red light of their
eyes and take their hands.

I…I’m going inside. I still
have a few more things I want to do. What was that voice in my
head? It sounded like me, but it said my name? Am I possessed or
something? Holy Mary Mother of God pray for me a sinner and help me
suffer through these temptations I’ve been given. I just have to
get my mind off of it. Maybe I can read a book or two. Aaah!
They’re coming in.

“Let us clean for you,
Anita.”

“A princess in rags is no
princess at all. Let us get you something wonderful to dress
in.”

“Beautiful woman, who is
confined to her house, let us ease your burdens.”

“Thank you for your
concern, but I don’t need your help-hey! Let me down! Where are you
taking me?! Aaaaaah!”

I manage to fall off them as
they carried me, but I fell a long distance and now I’m in this
town of arms? Why’s it so dark all of the sudden? The buildings,
ground, and faceless people are made up of arms. I can feel them
touching my feet as I walk over them. They feel so wrong but so
right-stop! This is wrong! Who is that flying over here? Is that
me? No, it isn’t, but she looks like me. Her eyes are angled
strangely, and her long thick brown hair is the only thing covering
her body.

“Do you feel them, Anita?
They want you to embrace them.”

“You’re that voice I heard
in my head! I have to mentally pray you away.”

“That’s not going to do
anything. I always come back. Maybe it’s God’s will for you to
embrace your desires.”

“No, He
doesn’t!”

“How do you know what the
will of God is? Oh, by all means, keep praying. It’s clearly
helping you.”

The hands in the ground have
me stuck in place! I can’t free myself from them.

“Get away from
me!”

“These people made of
hands only want to please you. Let them.”

“I won’t!”

I can’t break away from
their arms! There’s too many of them.

“You’re a lonely housewife
who wants her husband to come home to pleasure her. Why not do the
job yourself or get someone else to do it?”

“I can wait for him to
come home. I can!”

“Can you truly wait for
him? Your resistance is fading. Your mind is numbing, and your
control is fading. How long can you last?”

Fatigue is setting in. I’m
so tired of not having any kind of meaningful relief in my life.
All I get are small doses of fun and relaxation, but then I get
back to my boring life. I need…I need…I need to…stay faithful. One
mortal sin of being unfaithful to God and my husband can rightfully
send my soul to Hell. I can already feel the heat from the
Netherworld cooking my skin. My body is already so close to it that
the demons are reaching out from it and use the tips of their
fingers to scratch my face. I won’t let them have me!

“Until my
death!”

I can feel my strength
coming back to me. Yes! I can finally break through. I can get
up-

“Ow!”

I hit my head on a cabinet.
I must’ve fallen asleep while working. It looks like I slept
through the night. Even though I slept in an uncomfortable place, I
feel fine, but what was that dream?
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Chapter 2 –
Gula

My parish priest should know
what’s going on with me. I talk with him and he tells me that I’m
just facing normal temptations for being a devout wife and faithful
Catholic. The more vivid dreams are just the demons taking
advantage of my creative mind to tempt me in different ways. After
confessing some unconfessed sins that I forgot to tell him last
time, he reassures me that I’m a faithful wife and my knight is
lucky to have me as his princess. He also reassures me that my
knight will come back one day, maybe even earlier than I think. I
thank him and tell him I’ll see him on Sunday.

Okay, I guess I’m not crazy.
I just have to deal with these temptations for however long I’m
supposed to. Temptations are supposed to show me my weaknesses and
help me work to be a better servant of God. I can beat them if
another comes my way. In the meantime, I have to do my grocery
shopping for the week. The market is decently packed, so shopping
should be easy today.

I should treat myself to
more than usual. I have been working hard. I’ve been waiting for
the perfect occasion to buy sweets and other ingredients to make
the perfect meal for myself. There’s a discount on everything I
want to, so this is the perfect opportunity to buy everything I
want. It’s a lot to carry, but I can handle it.

Oh, now that I think about
it, I might’ve gotten too much. Carrying all of this now is putting
a real strain on my arms. I can’t return it, so…oh, there are some
poor people on the street. I might as well give some of it to
them.

“Bless your wonderful
soul, miss! You will be in my prayers from this day
forth!”

“I appreciate it. Thank
you.”

“No, thank you. My prayers
are the least I can do for you.”

At least I made someone’s
day. The amount of food I’ve given away has really lightened what I
need to carry. Oh, someone dropped some of their money.

“Hey! Excuse me! Mister?
Ah!”

He’s not listening to me and
the hole in his pockets makes him drop a little bit every time he
moves erratically. I could just walk away or keep following him for
more. No one is watching me pick up his loose change-Nevermind.
It’s not worth it. I don’t need more money for myself. I’m fine the
way I am.

“Excuse
me!!!!!”

“Hello, miss. Is something
the matter?”

“You’ve been dropping all
the money in your pocket through the holes in your pants. Here’s
everything I found.”

“Thank you, so much-ow!
What is it, honey?”

“I told you that we should
get those pants fixed! Thank you, miss. You have our gratitude and
you will be in our prayers tonight.”

“You’re welcome. I’ll be
sure to pray for you as well.”

“Pray for my husband. He’s
going to need it.”

My husband better not do
what hers did. He’ll be needing prayers too if he does. Back at
home, I find some of the stuff I thought I gave away. That’s weird.
I guess I bought extra, but I don’t think the price I paid
reflected that. I’m not too good at math, so maybe I did. Again, I
can’t return this, so I might as well enjoy the little that’s here.
It’s not bad to treat myself a little every now and
then.

Speaking about that, I could
use new clothes. I could give what I have to the poor and give
myself the new and pretty stuff. The clothes I have are becoming
ugly. I’m sure the poor won’t mind it as long as it makes them
comfortable for the weather outside. My closet holds a variety of
clothes for the season, so I’m sure they’d appreciate
it.

No, I’m fine with what I
have. It’s not like I can’t fix the little tears in the clothes. I
don’t go to any parties or fancy events to need better clothes. All
I do is keep the house clean. I would ruin the expensive clothing
and they would just take up space in my already tight closet, so
there’s even less of a reason to buy them.

Hmmm, the food tastes good
already. I’m going to eat a bit more for taste testing reasons. I
could eat all of it right now. The ingredients I have make a good
meal the way they are right now. Why should I wait until it becomes
a complete meal? Sure, I could get sick, but…

Ew, now that I think about
it, why did it taste good the way it is? Everything is barely
cooked. Why did I like eating this raw meat to begin with? Am I
that hungry? It won’t be that long until everything is ready, so
I’ll wait.

Okay, almost…done!
Everything smells delicious. It’s time to dig in! Yes! I’ve been
waiting for this-I forgot to say grace. I know it’s not required,
but I should be thankful for my meal at least before eating. I
shouldn’t dig in like a pig either…okay. Now, I’ll eat.

I’m surprised I haven’t
gotten any temptations yet though it feels like I have. Wait, have
I? I think I have when I was shopping and cooking. These
temptations don’t leave me alone even after going to confession. At
least I didn’t give into them…I think. Eck. What’s this stuff on
the table?

It feels like a greasy
substance. I don’t think I dropped anything while cooking or
eating. Where is this coming
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