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Book Description

	Disturbing to most, oddly hopeful to a few, Dungeon takes a princess to a blessed land of love. But what Martha does not know is why she was even traveling this unorthodox journey.

	The “D” Story in the Spooky Shorts collection of creepy short stories, A-Z.
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ONE

	“Help! Help me!” Martha called out with a frail voice as she fought to remove the blanket wrapped around her body like a cocoon. Somehow she had gotten herself tangled up in the bedding when she had gone to sleep that night.

	Her shouts rapidly transitioned to sobs as she reached an arthritic hand up to her throbbing forehead. With the tips of her crooked fingers, she felt a wetness on the side of her face and a cut above her right eyebrow. It hurt; it hurt badly. But that was not the only pain she felt. From her head down to her legs, she ached. Her feet, however, were numb as they usually were, except for an icy coldness that still managed to penetrate the flesh. Eighty years of uncontrolled diabetes had damaged the lower extremity nerves, causing sensory loss.

	Finally freeing her head from the covering, she attempted to see where she was, but the darkness still surrounded her. Martha was confused. Had she fallen from bed in the middle of the night while she slept? Maybe it was a dream and soon the sunshine of morning would fill the bedroom. But when she finally freed her arms, and she touched the floor upon which she was lying, all she sensed was cold, damp dirt.

	Martha shivered, not comprehending what was happening to her—where were her eyeglasses? Plagued with poor eyesight and having misplaced her bifocals, she could not see the surroundings.

	Martha rolled onto her stomach and attempted to crawl out of the fabric wrap, but instead, she fell forward, causing her face to smack the dirt below her. Wincing in agony, she could do nothing for a few moments except inhale the dank smell of earth. She was too feeble, too disoriented, and too tired.

	The sound of water dripping, along with the sound of something scurrying not far from where she was, made her think she was in a dungeon. If it were not for her hearing—poor at its best—she would have thought she had died and then been buried in a large tomb. And even though blackness enveloped her, keeping her blind; she knew she was still alive because of the mere fact that something living was scampering nearby. But where could she be?


TWO      

	A palace. No, not a palace, a castle. Apparently Martha had fallen into an underground pit. Or possibly—since she was a Northern Wales princess—she was captured by King Edward I of England and placed into an oubliette through a trapdoor and held hostage, but that made no sense because she should be able to roam the king’s castle. Or, perhaps, while exploring the fortress’s main tower, she had wandered into the storeroom or a dungeon and become trapped.

	Martha knew the latter was the case because she felt something nudging at her foot. Even though she could not—at first—sense the wet sandpapering licks of White-Faced Simminy; she knew it had to be her cat because it loved her and she loved it back so very much. White-Faced Simminy must have become trapped with her when she wandered into this place.

	“Here, Simmy,” Martha softly called as she forced herself to a sitting position. She extended her hand into the murky shadows, attempting to stroke her faithful pet. “Here, Simmy.”

	The feline was apparently attempting to wake her and make her get to her feet so that she could get back to the daylight of the keep. However, White-Faced Simminy paid no heed to her call but instead nipped at her hand and then ran away as Martha attempted to pick it up. She wanted to give it a kiss and stroke its soft fur.

	“You are filthy, Simmy,” Martha said, having touched its coarse
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