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“Hello? Is anybody there? Can anybody hear me?”

The boy could not escape from the round basement-like room that seemed to be as huge as a warehouse. What had happened or how he had ended up in there the boy could not tell. Everything was a blur. The last thing he could remember was an upgrade or something; he reckoned he must have been playing a video game on his smartphone, it was just before bedtime, of that at least he was sure. He had a fight with his father about the silly football team. His father insisted he should join the team, but the boy didn’t even care about the stupid football. This is what he told his dad, and that is why he went to bed without any dinner.

“Please, I am trapped in here, and I can’t seem to be able to find the exit.” He had walked around the pitch-black room for hours, or was it days? No, it couldn’t have been that long; he wasn’t feeling thirsty or hungry, even though he went to bed with an empty stomach.  “Can someone help me, please?” It was so cold being in that enormous empty place. There was no window to allow the sun in or any other kind of artificial light. At times he was sure he could see flickering flames behind him, chasing him, but they didn’t emit any heat. In fact, whenever this happened, he could only feel chills running down his spine as if someone was breathing down his neck, and the second he turned back to take a better look at the flames they’d just disappear leaving him in deeper darkness.

“My name’s Jerome; I live in number 6 Pinecone Drive Street, can anyone get me out of here?”

It seemed pointless; there was no answer to his pleas.

Suddenly he heard a disturbing sound: a growl of a wolf or a rabid dog, magnified a million times by the echo of the empty room.

“Who’s there?” said Jerome backing off. Flames burst behind him, and this time, a shadowy figure with spreading arms walked towards him. He had no legs; instead, a column of black smoke seemed to support his body.

“Who are you?” asked the boy terrified. His heart was racing inside his chest.

“Oh, but you know me well, Jerome, not as well as I know you of course but quite well, don’t you?”

The boy looked at the dark figure in dismay. He had no clue what this strange creature was talking about, or how he knew Jerome’s name.

“If only you had bothered to read all the terms of our agreement before you decided to say yes, as I repeatedly instructed you...”

The boy, this time, seemed to understand. His eyes opened wide in terror, and he started pacing backward, his face was a cold white mask.

“No, no, this can’t be,” he said moving his head sideways, “this must be a joke.”

The dark figure approached slowly.

“It’s time for my payment,” the Djinni said while the boy was desperately looking for a way out of this door-less prison. “I promise you; it won’t hurt” the Djinni went on, and then he gave the boy a crazy smile adding: “or so I think, you see no one has ever done this to me so I can’t be sure.” And with these last words, the stranger jumped high transforming into a thick gray smoke, sucking inside it all the flames and all the light of the room, and then like an arrow darted for the boy’s chest, knocking him down to the ground.

At first, the boy could not breathe; it felt like an iron fist hit him between his lungs. And then came the burning, the sensation he was inhaling fumes right out of a volcano eruption, devastating and unbearable. Numbness followed, nothing else mattered, and darkness took him away, slowly but steadily, like sleep came at the end of an exhausting day. Voices were whispering in the background, but the boy was already gone, and the last thing he could feel was silence and then more darkness, and then the boy was no more.
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“Ken, the food’s on the table” yelled mom. She hated it when we were late for dinner, so I headed to the dining room as fast as I could.

“Can you please put that thing away for five minutes? Kids these days can’t even go to the bathroom without their phones.”

“It won’t happen again, dad” I assured him. Everyone knew it was not true, but in my experience, it was better to say you’re sorry than to start an argument you know you cannot win. My sister Barbara and my brother Timothy were already there. Barbara is sixteen years old, and sometimes I think she can be very cruel. She never talks to me when we are at school; she prefers to ignore me, but so is the rest of the school, so I guess nothing new there. My brother Tim is only three, and he still likes me. I enjoy playing with him; he is so clumsy sometimes I can’t help it but smile at how awkwardly he moves around the house.

“How was school today, you guys, Babs?” asked dad. My sister looked at him enraged; she hated being called Babs.

“It’s Barbara dad, I’m not five years old anymore, Jesus how many times do I have to tell you?”

“Mind your tone young lady” jumped in mom, “your father didn’t mean to upset you. So how’s school?”

“Okay I guess, it’s just that the professors have been lecturing us a lot lately, with exams coming and all, they won’t let us in peace.”

“Well, they’re only worried about your test results; they care about your future...”

“Whatever mom, but can’t they just care from the inside or something? No one benefits when they’re rubbing it in our faces, you know. We already have stuff of our own to deal with, can’t be bothered with the teachers’ problems too.”

My sister thinks she’s going through a rebel phase, but I call it the mean phase. She only cares about herself; she acts like she’s the center of the universe and everybody else is revolving around her. If some situation or some thing does not directly refer to her, Barbara just doesn’t care about it. Mom and dad have noticed that and I caught them talking about it, but they had decided it is best to let things run their course. Soon the phase would be over, and she would return to same old Barbara. I, on the other hand, wasn’t so optimistic.

“How about you, Ken?” my dad asked.

What can I say? Sometimes I feel like my dad asks me things without really waiting for an answer. Like sometimes when you see one of the not-so-friendly neighbors, but you put on your best smile and say “Good morning,” and then you keep about your business having done your civic duty.

“It was great, dad; I had a lot of fun at school today...”

“Excellent, shall we eat then?” my father said and attacked the fried chicken my mom had cooked for us. “Hmm, it’s so tasty Cecilia, you have outdone yourself again” he assured my mother who seemed pleased with his compliment.

“How was school today Ken?” I asked myself in my father’s voice, “well let me see dad, most of my classmates ignore me, no one wants to play with me except those weird dorks in the Anime club, and the girls act like I’m not even there. Sometimes I feel invisible”. That is what I wanted to tell my parents but why even bother, no one can do anything to fix that, and I can just see my sister yelling at me “snap out of it and stop acting like a cry-baby!”

No one understands how I feel; no one cares or bothers to help me because everyone is too busy and involved in their little lives. It sucks to be me.

Mom made a chocolate dessert. Coach Jones says I should stop eating too much sugar and dairy fat because I’m a bit overweight and avoiding them would help me lose those extra pounds and maybe this way I will be able to run faster and get picked in sports activities and stop whining about it. Maybe he is right. On the other hand, I read this article in one of mom’s magazines saying that chocolate picks you up when you are in a bad mood. Today is one of those days that everything looks gloomy and sad, so I would say that for therapeutic reasons I should at least have a slice of dessert. Or perhaps two, just to be sure. 

After dinner I went to my room and finished my homework as fast as possible, there were some assignments in Math and English I couldn’t understand, but I didn’t want to waste more time over them. My parents never allowed me to use the computer after eight, and it was seven thirty already. I would put more effort into doing my homework tomorrow, not a biggie.

Usually, at this time of the day, most of my classmates would be online, not that they’d want to talk to me, just an observation. They seemed to be crazy for the social media, but I’ve always preferred to call them antisocial media. At times I think my fellow students are very superficial and closed minded. They only seem to add their real-life buddies as friends as if talking to them all day isn’t enough. I prefer to add people I don’t know (yeah, only because none of the people you know would want to talk to you, freak!). My sister’s voice popped into my head. “Shut up Barbara” ... Great, I am talking to myself again, should I worry?

So, as I was saying I prefer adding people, I don’t know and have
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