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On someone’s head, Louselette, the female louse, lived as most of her relatives had done during their short lives. She wanted to become a conqueror, as well, and create a new town on someone else’s head.  This she had been thinking since she was a nit[1], for seven days to be precise. During that time, she had been brushed, showered, shaken by the wind, threatened by fingernails, all of which she had survived, but she knew that if their host attacked them with the right weapon or method, the whole town could disappear before having a chance to migrate.
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The certainty that her days were numbered was decisive, she had to leave her 299 siblings at different stages of their lives, and venture out to other heads. It was a dangerous move: if she migrated to an extra-neat host, he or she could realize (faster than others could) that an invasion of out-of-head creatures was on. Before leaving, she wanted to get married so she could be ready to lay nits as soon as she found a new head. In case that didn’t work, her alternative was to take the risk of meeting a good louse in her path.  

Louselette had set up a deadline to abandon her current head, and therefore, for the rest of the time as nymph[2] she signed up on “FindYourLouse.hair” to speed up her searching process.  

––––––––
[image: image]


[image: image]

These lice had a very sophisticated communication system. They transmitted messages from hair to hair, receiving or emitting signals through their six legs.  So, once she had signed up on “FindYourLouse.hair,” she would receive notifications from single lice that matched her preferences in their profiles.  In less than 72 hours, she had found at least 20 candidates that were not her brothers.  Her goal was crystal clear, so she went to meet the possible father of her little lice. The coordinates for the meeting point were set like this: 50 hairs to the right, left ear and 90 hairs from the forehead backward, or 20 hairs from the back of the neck towards the sky.  Additionally, to recognize the right louse, they agreed upon the distance from the root of the hair. This way, when they saw one another at that level, they would know it was their date.  
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She focused her attention on the louse’s capacity to not being detected while sucking the blood from the scalp, or while walking over it. More than once, a potential bachelor had left the head accidentally when the host reacted to his bite with a violent scratch. Candidates were absent-minded when trying to impress her.  
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These guys were discarded rapidly. Almost without hope, she observed bachelor number 20 in the distance... He was skilled in feeding without bothering the host, with an excellent technique that left no lump on the scalp.  

Louselette was excited. “This might be it,” she thought; but, as she was getting closer, she saw someone else already waiting for him at the same agreed height on the hair... “What a disappointment! He had another date!” said Louselette. However, her rival was smaller than expected for a female louse, as females are larger than male lice.  She moved a little closer to have a better view... She was that small for a reason: it wasn’t a female but a male... “Next,” said Louselette aloud.  

She had to keep searching. Her hope turned to a slumber party her host was attending the following night.  She aimed to find her louse as soon as possible, as she had only a few days left before turning into an adult, and her plan was not to waste time and start her conquest of new heads with an expanding family right away.
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The awaited slumber party night came. The girl, who was her host, had showered and used conditioner, so Louselette’s legs and her whole body was clean and silky.

She waited for the right moment. Then, when the girls were lying close to each other on the rug, Louselette took advantage of this and left the head, running towards another head, but it was uninhabited. Later she went to another head but left immediately, coughing and sneezing. The lice there were already under chemical attack. She felt like dying during the visit.  Once she had caught her breath, she went to a third head. There, in the forest of blond hair, she saw a very distinguished male louse that captivated her immediately. 
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“What is your name?” asked Louselette.


“I’m Peter-Louse and in search of a pretty female louse. Could that be you?”


Louselette thought: “This Peter-Louse seems arrogant, but if I get to know him, he might be better than he seems, I’ll give him a chance.”  Therefore, at Louselette’s request, Peter-Louse descended to feed, and he was excellent and elegant at doing that. 
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Without a second thought, Louselette fell for him, but other lice were living on that head, and she wanted a clean start for her conquest.  Louselette and Peter-Louse went to the uninhabited head she had visited, but when they arrived, some of Louselette’s siblings had already moved there. What to do?  There wasn’t another uninhabited or viable head around.  When they seemed to have no alternative, she heard a phone conversation held by the house owner and mom of the blond girl. The woman was telling someone she had to leave early in the morning because her child was in the first shift for school, while the other girls studied in the afternoon.  On knowing this, she accepted moving to Peter-Louse’s host, expecting that the next day; they would find a new head to be conquered. 
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Meanwhile, they called the oldest of the lice in the blond girl’s head to lead the ceremony, so the Elder of 29 days of age, in the presence of all the invitees from Louselette’s former head and all the residents, declared them “husband-louse and wife-louse united for the conquest.” The just-united walked along the part of the blond hair while being congratulated by all lice, nymphs, and nits attached to hair close to them. 

[image: image]

Louselette still had two more days as a nymph. Therefore, the just-united would wait for her to reach adulthood and find the head to be conquered to start working on the new generation of lice.

During the following morning, Louselette was actively observing, and beside her was Peter-Louse very attentive.  There were approximately 40 kids in the classroom.
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Many girls had long hair. The easiest to reach would be those with their hair loose. The next in difficulty would be those with pony-tails, followed by the ones with braided hair and the hardest with short hair, which included the boys. Whenever the kids got close enough to talk or play, our adventurous couple ran as fast as they could to get to the other head. Peter-Louse’s relatives had already invaded the blond girl’s closest friends, while others were toxic, as their host had declared war on the lice. Going from head to head, they reached the other end of the classroom. There she was... a girl with long hair, loose and dark; when she finished talking to a classmate where Louselette and Peter-Louse were, she turned quickly, so her hair flew with the movement.  This was the chance that the just-united took and ran like crazy without stopping at the edge of the boy’s hair, where they just let go and fell and grabbed the girl’s hair like they were lianas.   They then climbed fast up to the scalp, checked the place, and realized it was a virgin skin-field, READY FOR THE CONQUEST!
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After the honeymoon, Louselette told Peter-Louse... “We are fertilized.” Peter-Louse then chose the hairs where Louselette would lay their nits, fixing them with powerful glue.  
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Louselette was proud of her offspring and was anxiously waiting for the first eclosions[3]. A total of One hundred and Ninety-Eight nits were to be laid after 20 days.  
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After seven days, the first nits laid turned into nymphs. They were starving and went down to the scalp to feed. They didn’t listen to the warnings from their parents, and all of a sudden, they felt a big quake. The itchiness on the girl’s head was so intense that rain of fingernails was coming from everywhere. Some nymphs were so terrified that they did not hold to anything and fell to the exterior world. 
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If the fallen nymphs didn’t go back or eat within the next two days, that would be their end. Louselette was horrified, so Peter-Louse ordered loudly to stop feeding. The five out of the ten first newborn nymphs, still on the head, obeyed immediately. For those that weren’t nearby, he used the inter-hair communication system to reach them, even when they were still nits. Soon the head-quake stopped. Peter-Louse, to prevent this unfortunate event from happening again, spent the needed time to teach his offspring to feed appropriately. They would learn to not raise any suspicion and make their steps so light that they couldn’t be felt when walking over the scalp.
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Louselette, thinking about expanding her city together with her hubby, decided that they needed an Exchange Program. Therefore, for the following school day, they had planned a mission where half of their nymphs’ population would make room by leaving, so nymphs from other heads could take their place.  As expected, the nymphs left when they had the chance and asked the lice on the new hosts to move to their former home. Afterward, Louselette’s home-head became a town with nymphs and lice from other “lands,” and, as a result, she extended her territory.  
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Life went on, surviving head-quakes, shampooing, drying. Although Peter-Louse had gone to the heaven of lice, Louselette was still alive and thinking big. She was an elder of 40 days of age, which is a record among lice. “Any moment could be my last,” she thought. However, she felt relieved that the nits should continue existing after she was gone because they were being mistaken for dandruff. A few days later, she woke up, amazed to be still alive, and stopped worrying. She decided to continue supporting her plan, teaching the Stealth Technique to new generations and keeping the Exchange Program active.  Despite Louselette’s well-taught technique, her host sometimes scratched her scalp at night. The girl’s family was not aware and couldn’t imagine that it had to do with Louselette and her offspring.  
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Louselette was no longer capable of having more children, but she became a reference and a counselor, not only for the inhabitants on her host’s head but also for all other heads where her descendants lived. Thanks to her longevity, she commanded the conquest of those heads, achieving what no other louse had ever accomplished.  
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She was proclaimed Queen. Everything she had learned was taught to the nymphs, so they could pass on the knowledge once they became adults. Since the arrival of Louselette to this girl’s head, three months had passed.   She had managed all that time to remain almost unnoticed, with not enough evidence for the humans to suspect her existence. 
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Following her strategy of conquest, it was time to execute the Exchange Program. The just-arrived group was eager to meet Queen Louselette, the legend!  These guys came from a different continent, as the kid herself was an Exchange student.  Their accent was different. These nymphs introduced themselves to the Queen, praising her feats. They even proposed an attack method, but it was rejected after a trial, and then they were requested to pledge to the local techniques.
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In the following days, the girl started to scratch her head more frequently while asleep. Her mom noticed this when she visited her daughter’s room at night to check on her.  The people around were talking about the girl’s behavior, and it didn’t take too long to become suspicious of the possible cause... LICE!

[image: image]

One





































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
LOUSELETTE -2
THE CONQUEROR
tiNy but deterMiNed

Written and illustrated by
LUNYZBREID LOPEZ





d2d_images/image012.jpg





d2d_images/image034.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image035.jpg





d2d_images/image010.jpg





d2d_images/image032.jpg





d2d_images/image011.jpg





d2d_images/image033.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image014.jpg





d2d_images/image018.jpg





d2d_images/image020.jpg





d2d_images/image023.jpg





d2d_images/image021.jpg





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/image022.jpg





d2d_images/image028.jpg





d2d_images/image003.jpg





d2d_images/image026.jpg





d2d_images/image009.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image007.jpg





d2d_images/image029.jpg





d2d_images/image008.jpg
F
INdYoUTLOUSe HaT

A7






