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PREFACE: Nocturnal visits.

"Invite me in Phil, see, I know your name. I took the time to learn it, all out of respect man.

It builds a rapport of sorts I believe; don't you think so?" Leo, shrouded by darkness, softly enquired of the other being barricaded behind a rusty green hard wood door.

"you could let me in and we could talk about smooth, olive, endless and scintillating thighs.

Women are your weakness, aren't they?

But to call it a weakness is to imply it's a vice.

So pardon me on that Phil. There's a woman across your courtyard, she likes to bath in her garden.

See, your heart skipped a beat when I started talking about scintillating olive thighs, and it skipped a beat again because those thighs belong to that woman, across from here, that you've been spying on.

It was by chance initially, just like a drug and then you were coming back for more.

I saw you ball up your fist, gnash your teeth, deviously lick your lips each and every time you watched that glorious body illuminated by the sun, you could hardly control yourself but you did.

For a man, that's incredible. I myself am not above this fancy, women murder me, literally. So, those thighs," Leo paused to reel off a hearty laugh.

"My oh my, if your heart skips anymore you'll get a heart attack Phil.

Caution aside, if you invite me in you can have her, you know you can. Her and many more. I promise you, you haven't seen variations of beauty yet. I can and will change that if you let me in.

"I'm not opening the door to an abomination!" Phil finally erupted from the safety of his refuge.

"Mmmh...I haven't been called that in a while," the dark figure chuckled with delight before frowning.

"It evokes terrible memories and ruins the nice rapport we were building Phil.

I took such pains to be nice since am naturally kind of rude.

Pardon me, I wouldn't say quite naturally but anyway it's a long story.

You're something special Phil, here and now you're reminding me about the long lost virtue of patience.

I'm used to getting whatever I want whenever I want, but right now you're standing in my way.

Please don't do this to us. We will eventually meet Phil, I'll be gentle and careful as I peel the skin off your back.

Ooh, how considerate I can be. When am done, there'll be a uniform beautiful maroon sheet of your skin in my hands.

You won't be dead yet, but you'll wish you were.

Then I'll take your pervert eyes Phil.

I'll put them in your mouth and help them along down your gullet.

Ah! where are my manners, could I entice you to forget the thing about me shoving your eyes down your throat?

Could we make our way back to those olive thighs?" the figure pleaded with sweetness before laughing diabolical.

"Your heart didn't skip this time, it's because fear is fermenting in your blood my friend. The more of it flowing through your veins, the sweeter the blood. Can I say please now? please open the door Phil?"

"You're mad you disgusting abomination!" Phil thundered once again.

"Cliché, you're starting to sound like the voice in my head.

It accuses me of madness, of conduct devoid of logic.

But I always give it an answer that always murders it in its track.

I always say, if I'm insane, a possessor of a diseased mind, then what's the voice doing in my head? This presumptive voice of logic, how can my madness question my insanity?

Doesn't that prove am sane?" with this question he'd gone silent and laughed again.

"See, I made you smile, a stifled laugh even. Am not an out and out charlatan, but I am one in some ways," Leo admitted with a shrug.

"One way or another, your threshold won't stand between us.

That's why I made you smile Phil.

All so that when am ripping into your flesh and draining your veins, you'll remember that I had a funnier side too.

Be kind and never forget that," the figure finished off gruffly and walked away into a dark thicket, as the being behind the door exhaled loudly and unclenched his fists.
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Chapter one: mother knows best.
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A tall majestic woman, with flawless skin seamlessly holding her angular bones in place, leaned with ease against a peculiar oak tree in the middle of a small garden. Eyes closed, she intimately felt the little rays that pierced in between the leaves, landing sweetly on her skin without eliciting any irritation. Fingers caressing against the detailed trunk, she couldn't help smiling in mirthful satisfaction, as she ran her fingers in the little grooves. An intricate pattern traced itself on her mind as she played this little game. 

"Masha," she whispered her own name in the wind, listening intently immediately, for the little fragments of it that would be reflected back at her in garbled forms. The little notes came enmeshed with other sounds of nature. Dove coos tingled in them, ants chittering lined its spine although at the lowest decibel. 

Despite the serenity transmitted melodically into her, there was another ragged rhythm that held her more closely. It would catapult itself into the fore with pulsating regularity. In between is when she experienced everything else. 

This throbbing feeling was a weakness eating through her glorious body. It curtailed itself from registering on her outer features. She looked radiant as ever. It was mostly in her walk. A slow calculated gait she used to hide the limp. The latter being from the ragged feeling in her bones gnawing at her joints. It was slow and painful, but she didn't lean in too much to suffering.

Death was on her trail, well and good. In a month however, she'd be celebrating her two hundred and sixth birthday. She probably had another fifty years to go before she'd lose all her cognitive senses. That dark insatiable mouth would finally swallow her as it should have a hundred and fifty years ago. She'd cheated death long enough. The fear of it along the way, had congealed into nothingness.

...

A little spider dropped directly from a leaf above, spreading its twig limbs about ready to perch on her forehead. As soon as it's legs brushed her little hairs, it reared its ugly mouth and bit into her before it swung its web onto a low lying branch and departed.

A pin like pain slit through the point the spider had bit into her. Something akin to a sharp jolt that wouldn't spread but festered on a single point to maximize its effect. Smiling, she uttered a maniacal laugh, shook her head and rid herself of the pain like a grain of sand. With such ease, she could rid herself of exterior torments, but the curse in her blood was snugly wrapped about her life force.

––––––––
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THE SOUND OF LITTLE feet, pattering against the marble pathway, aroused her from her reveries.

Squinting carefully through her left eye, she espied a little child of seven stealing stealthily towards her. Short brown dreadlocks on its head, sitting fittingly on it's well shaped head, the child resembled a little ginger cat out for a Prowl.

Two steps away from Masha, the child was ready to pounce.

In a split second, before the boy could advance any further, Masha flung her eyes open wide and launched herself on the boy with a mighty hiss. The child fell back with a cry, slipped and almost fell, recollected himself and bolted away, peals of laughter sounding off as Masha pursued him.

"I'll catch you naughty child," she warned playfully in pursuit.

Giggling to its heart's content, the child kept running in a zig zag way.

Tiring of the charade, Masha caught up with one quick stride and scooped the child from the ground.

The boy squealed even more delightfully, beating its miniature hands lightly against Masha, all as she kissed the boy all over its little face. 

Finally settling down, the boy quit his fussing and instead peered into its mother's eyes. Underneath the brown locks, was an even more beautiful shade of brown in its eyes. An olive tint that seemed to glow in the sun.

Masha's eyes themselves, were of a sleek oil black tint. A color that at times made her seem wrathful even when simply mired in deep contemplation.

The olive brown eyes pierced into the dark eyes with a great love.

"How did you sleep little child?" Masha finally spoke up 

"With my head against the pillow!" The little child snapped and started giggling uncontrollably again.

"So that's how it is," Masha responded, affecting a gloomy tone whilst starting to lower the child to the ground.

"Am sorry mother, don't put me down! I slept well and dreamed a lot!" The child snapped as it frantically threw its arms around Masha, who quickly raised her up again from the ground.

"Did you dream of me?" Masha cooed in a sweet voice, kissing the child on its forehead.

"I always dream of you mother," the little child answered in an equally sweet voice.

Smiling radiantly, Masha kissed the child again on its forehead and pressed it closer to her heart.

"Mother have you seen Theo?"

"Your little rabbit is somewhere here on the garden nearby the river," Masha had answered.

Putting a foot on the crooked trunk, she'd hurled herself onto a low lying branch, with Zion in the grasp of her other arm. Climbing ever higher, she disturbed numerous birds nestled in the leaves.

Little Zion tried to grasp at them unsuccessfully as they flew off.

"I wish I could fly mother."

"How high?"

"I'd love to touch the clouds," the little boy had replied all excited.

Settling on a sturdy high branch, Masha guided the child's gaze beyond.

"Look at the log east of the stream, and then north of the log. What do you see?"

"It's Theo!"

"And what is that south of Theo?" She'd asked in a conspiratorial whisper, stretching out her finger.

Zion followed with his gaze, breath baited, tingling with excitement.

A brown mass of fur, with rectangular like ears, was stealthily headed towards the white mass of fur. The rabbit
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