
DISCLAIMER: Some materials in this document are published, while others were created 
solely to showcase the writer’s skills as part of their portfolio, and no one other than the 
writer has the right to use the contents of this document in any way, shape, or form other 
than for its aforementioned intended purpose. 

Body of Ophidius Excerpt 
“I’m sorry—am I being too rough?” I kindly ask the skeletal remnants of the rotted, ravaged 
cadaver. 
I know it’s unlikely he’ll ever speak back to me, but I’ve seen too many a hand of vengeful 
spouses assaulting their cheating partners even in the custody of new hosts. I’d rather not 
risk it, lest even a finger bone end up someday gracing a living hand only to point back at me. 
Leviathans need only show the wide stretch of their mouths and their slithering, scaled 
lower bodies to be guilty of a crime. 
Seems strange there’s anything left of him. Although, to be fair, everyone and their 
grandmother would be able to get their hands on a leviathan skull. Possession of a wyvern 
skull, on the other hand, could ring you either riches beyond your wildest imagination, or a 
harpoon through your heart. No. Drake skulls are where the real coin is. A pristine, unbroken 
piece would be able to afford me even the longest, most elegant pair of legs that has ever 
graced the wyvern court. 
Other than the skull, the spine and a few rib bones are left buried halfway in the seafloor. 
The bits and pieces of flesh float gently with the ocean current, attached to the ribs by mere 
threads. 
Just look at all of the meat still left on the ribs! What kind of animal would waste this much 
food? 
I delicately rip the ribs off the spine, piece by piece, gliding my tongue along the length of 
each bone about four times around in a circle. The leftover flesh is not enough to fill my 
mouth, but it’s surprisingly not as bitter or sour as I had expected. My stomach only barely 
convulses as I force the fermented flesh down my throat. 
“Pardon me,” I say to the skeleton as I reach into the sand and gravel that swallowed up the 
other half of him, feeling out any belongings that the other scavengers may have overlooked 
before I arrived. 
Ophidius, take me. Have I found something? Could it be metal my hands just grazed? 
I claw my way through the dirt to unearth something unusual, indeed. My heart attempts to 
cull me with its rapid beating inside my frail chest as I gaze upon a shimmering, thin piece of 
metal etched with an image of a nine-headed serpent. My finger traces the spiral lines of 
their elongated necks and the scratches that make up the scales. The details are just big 
enough for me to discern the patterns. The creases are so deep and the low relief so 
voluptuous, it’s mortifyingly tantalizing. I could continue to caress it until my tissue melts 
from my bones. My cheeks hurt from my smile refusing to relent. Such an intricate design. 
Such eye for detail. A man that owned such a rhapsodic piece of art surely must have 
worked directly under the illustrious wyverns themselves. Only they could have created such 
a titillating little bundle of pure, undiluted pleasure. 
But my eyes soon gaze upon a tremendous sight as the last rays of sun glide along the edges 
of broken rock, illuminating a large seating structure. I lash my tail at the water behind me, 
propelling myself towards it. Another throne of a fallen lord of old. The ancients, they call 
them—said to have had wings even more majestic than the wyverns themselves. My fingers 



gently glide over the armrest, the ridges and holes prickling my skin. I then slowly lower 
myself onto the seat. 
A grin creeps onto my face. “Ah. To what do I owe the pleasure, my lord?” 
No. This is…it feels unnatural. 
“The sovereign? Why—what reason could she possibly have to wish to speak with my 
humble self?” 
Stop it. You’re making a fool of yourself. 
“Me—marry one of her daughters?” 
Stop kidding yourself. 
“Oh, but whichever one of them should I choose? They are all beauties in their own right. 
Surely one cannot make such a decision without proper counsel. My eyes are too blind to 
see which light shines the brightest.” 
But an interesting question to ponder nonetheless. 
“Princess Selena drives away the darkness of the night. Her glow is soft… tender…” I pause 
and sigh for dramatic effect. “However, it cannot sustain a body like mine…one that seeks 
warmth above all else—above food, above drink. Her hands are gentle but cold. I do not 
wish to be held by them, my good lord. Her hands were made for someone else.” 
Perhaps the better question to ask would be…for whom were my hands made? 
“Princess Strellsi, you ask?” I chuckle theatrically. “An interesting choice, I must admit. I can 
only compare her light to shooting stars and the fireworks in the sky. She burns so bright 
that her fire burns out as quickly as it is lit. I suspect touching it might be exciting, but painful 
nonetheless. No, I’m afraid I must decline.” 
The scribes adore her. Surely it must be true she is a menace at court if they enjoy writing 
about her so much. 
“Then, who? Who is left? Surely not the brutish and boorish Princess Solaris, whose wyvern 
blood is sullied by her drake father?” 
Someone like that has no place in court. It’s cruel to think that a beast like her would be 
allowed to walk the palace halls while I am left imprisoned in this watery tomb. 
“I’m afraid I must decline,” I continue. “To allow her to taste my blood blessed by the 
sovereign would be to make a mockery of the court and Ophidius himself.” 
And yet… 
“Oh… M-hm… Yes… I understand the sovereign wishes for me to take her place on the 
throne, but…” 
…my body moves against me. My hands move as though they have a mind all their own, 
slithering over my pale, massless chest and stomach. Even my face fails me, grinning like a 
drunkard’s. 
“…it would be a sin for someone like Solaris to join me at my side. However…” 
My hands run through my dark curls and tug at them as my hips writhe. 
You sicken me. 
“…if the kind and merciful Ophidius is who we all aspire to be, then it is my duty as a wyvern 
to do this drake savage one kindness, and allow her to jounce upon my throne to her heart’s 
content.” 
Such a benevolent sovereign you are, Moria. Your generosity knows no bounds. 
  



Original Sin Excerpt • Urban Fantasy • Summer 2020 
I run back out the way I came, through the cold tunnel so quiet my footsteps echo like 
gongs. I make my way outside. Day already turned to night, and light raindrops are drizzling 
across the dark sky. 
“There you are!” Hush-Hush barks, emerging from the thicker part of the forest, picking 
leaves out of his threads. “I was stuck in a tree for thirty fucking minutes! My entire body got 
unraveled and tangled up in the—” 
I grab a nearby branch and walk toward him without taking my eyes off him. 
“What are you—?” 
I swing my arms back like holding a golf club and smack him across his fucking little head. 
He flies back, hitting a tree with a satisfying thud, then plopping onto the ground like the 
piece of shit he is. 
He pulls himself up with difficulty as I approach him. 
“Y-you…” he growls. “You will—” 
I hit him again, and his scummy little body tears across the soft ground. 
He pushes himself back onto his feet with a grunt. “You wish to die that badly?” He unravels 
the threads that make up his arms and they fly towards me, wrapping themselves around 
my neck as I move closer. “I will relish the moment when I see the light finally fade from 
your disgusting human eyes!” he roars. “You think this proves anything?” His voice becomes 
more distorted and his eyes and sharp-toothed grin grow like the strength of his grip on my 
neck. “You don’t get it, do you?” 
I whack his head again, but he remains unmoving this time. 
Thunder claps and raindrops hit my skin with more weight than before. 
“I am an autonomous curio. I do not follow orders like some mindless slave,” he explains. 
I smack him again, and again, and again, and again…my glare growing in intensity to the 
point of pain and my breath quickening. 
He falls back, laughing, and staring right at me with his hollow eyes. “Everything I ever do is 
for my mistress. I only do what she desires.” 
“You think I enjoy being pushed around and spat on?” I shout as I hit him, my tears mixing 
with the rain. “You think I like being insulted?” 
“You crave it!” he exclaims with a wide smirk. “You can’t make them adore you, so you feed 
off their pity! You enjoy being a victim! It makes you feel important! It makes you feel 
powerful! It makes you feel like you matter!” 
“Shut up, shut up, shut up!” I scream, hitting him more times than I can count even after 
he’s already on the ground, panting for breath as my energy keeps dropping. 
“Don’t worry, Mistress…” he tells me. “I will free you from these wretched chains. You will 
take your rightful place above this putrid filth of a nation and show them the true path to 
harmony!” 
“What harmony?” I cry. “There is no fucking harmony!” My arms tremble as I drop the 
branch from my hands. “I’ve never fallen so hard for anyone, and he hates me know! All 
because you didn’t want to fucking listen to me!” 
He chuckles. “I was never the disobedient one…you were.” 
My eyes flutter, confused and unbelieving. “I… I…” 
He stands up, his expression softening. “I don’t know why you despise us so much, human, 
but I do know this… we can give you the life you’ve always wanted. You can be the kind of 
person you’ve always wanted to be: fearless, respected, adored…free of guilt and shame. 



The kind of person your dear Ilia wants in his mate. All you have to do is accept who you 
truly are.” 
I continue to stare down at the ground with tears flowing down my cheeks. “I—“ 
“You don’t have to say anything,” he tells me in a chipper tone. “I live only…to please my 
mistress.” And with that, he walks away, down the staircase and into the tunnel, leaving me 
all by myself. 
I—I can’t do this. I can’t let him do this. I… I need help. 
With a heavy breath, I hurriedly rummage through my backpack. 
Phone—where’s my phone? Where is it? 
I stand up and throw the backpack onto the ground with all of the strength I still have left. 
Damn it! 
Then, I see it: a metallic sheen shimmers on a small piece of white paper sticking out of the 
mud as my belongings scatter across the ground. 
I pick up the small card with embossed lettering that reads “Mihail Balaur, Demonologist.” 
  



Heart of Luster Excerpt • Horror • Summer 2019 
After having rested enough, Justine sat up and traced her hand around her back to check 
whether the wound from the whip was still there. Fortunately, it managed to heal up pretty 
quickly. 
It wasn’t long before Edward’s voice sounded from behind the door as he recited the secret 
words and entered, carrying a glass of blood. 
“Is that for me?” asked Justine with a smile. 
He approached and handed it to her. “It’s not a big wound, but…healing can still take a lot 
out of you. I thought this might make you feel better.” 
“Thank you so much, Eddie,” she told him, took a sip, and exhaled. “You’re my hero.” 
He smiled and sat down next to her. “I wish that word meant something different to you.” 
Justine sighed. “Eddie…” 
“It’s Phobos, isn’t it?” he told her as his lips relaxed into a frown, and turned to stare into the 
blank space in front of him. “He’s the one you came to rescue.” 
She glanced at him with a stern expression. 
“You have no idea what he is,” he continued. “He has no soul. He’s incapable of love. He 
wants nothing but to serve his master… There’s no person underneath. He wants nothing, 
and he fears nothing. The only reason he would show affection would be because it would 
please his master. Nothing else.” 
“How do you know all of this?” Justine asked him with a curious but stern expression. 
He sat there in silence for a moment. Then, he got up. “There’s something you should 
hear…” 
As he headed towards the door, Justine reluctantly pushed herself onto her feet and 
followed him. 
He took her to a small room crammed with shelves holding masses of audio tapes and 
turned on the single, dim light hanging from above. 
Justine got closer to the shelves to try and read off the tapes. 
The titles ranged from “Christopher’s First Blood” to “Bram’s Evaluation IV.” 
She could have only imagined what kind of beastly things were recorded on them. 
Edward searched through one shelf and pulled out a recording called “Phobos’s Initiation.” 
He placed it into the audio recorder and hit the “play” button. 
The audio hummed and crackled at first, slightly distorting the voice that spoke. 
“Hello, Phobos,” said Claude. “Are you excited about your initiation?” 
“Yes,” replied a young boy’s chipper voice. 
“I’m glad to hear it.” Claude chuckled. “But before we begin, I’d like to ask you a few 
questions. Is that all right?” 
“Yes,” Phobos answered. 
“Very good,” Claude continued. “Now, give me your hand.” 
Silence. 
“Would you like me to bring you a drink?” asked Claude. 
“No, thank you,” said Phobos. 
“Is there anything else you’d like? Anything at all?” 
“Could you please tell me what you’d like me to do?” Phobos asked. 
Claude paused for a moment and let out another light chuckle. “Just answer my questions 
for now. Tell me about your dreams, Phobos. Do you have dreams?” 
“Your dreams are my dreams,” said Phobos. 
“What about your graduation gift?” Claude continued. “What would you like?” 



“Nothing.” 
“Then, what will you choose?” 
There was another pause. 
“Could you please choose for me?” Phobos asked. 
“I’m afraid I can’t do that, Phobos,” Claude told him. “You will have to make your own choice 
in that regard.” 
“Then please show me something to choose from, and I will choose,” said Phobos. 
“That, I can do,” Claude added. “I have to say, Phobos…I’m very impressed.” 
Phobos giggled with delight. 
“You’ve told me everything I wanted to hear without seeming disingenuous. Now, it’s time 
for the real test. This is a very special test I devised just for you. If you pass, we’ll start 
teaching you all the necessary skills you’ll need to be an excellent servant.” 
There was a thump—like a heavy object falling onto a wooden surface. 
“Cut off your right hand,” said Claude. “Don’t worry, we’ll—” 
But before he could finish his sentence, there was another thump, much louder than the one 
before. 
“…sew it back on afterward…” Claude mumbled. 
“C-could you please tell me if I did good, Uncle?” asked Phobos with a trembling, though not 
even the slightest bit less cheerful tone of voice. 
Silence. 
“Phobos…” said Claude in an almost sobbing voice. “You are perfect.” 
The recording stopped there. 
Edward removed it from the machine and put it back on the shelf from which he took it. “Do 
you understand now?” 
Justine crossed her arms, glaring at him. “I haven’t the slightest idea of what you’re talking 
about.” 
“I can’t tell you whom to like,” he told her as he approached her, “but you’ve helped me, 
and now, I’m trying to help you. Leave while you still can. You can save him from this place, 
but you can’t save him from himself.” 
“How do you know he wasn’t just pretending?” argued Justine. “If I lived here, I would have 
probably cut off my hand, too, if it meant having the overseers trust me enough to leave me 
alone!” 
“He’s not like us!” Edward shouted. “We used to be human once, and there’s still some of 
that humanity left in us! He was born a vampire! He’s a monster! An abomination against 
nature!” 
She shook her head in confusion. “What do you mean he was born a vampire?” 
Edward sighed. “I heard stories from the graduates… The overseers brought in countless 
women to the fortress twenty years ago…but they weren’t clients,” he explained. 
“We…vampires I mean… We’re much more perceptive than humans. We can detect even 
the slightest changes in people’s moods and react accordingly. But…I guess we weren’t good 
enough for the overseers. We still had many flaws that were passed on from our human lives 
to our new ones.” He sat down on a chair in the corner, staring at the floor. “Female 
vampires can’t bear children, but the males can impregnate human women…and they 
turned different women at different stages of their pregnancies, hoping one would carry a 
child to term. Out of the hundreds who perished, one managed to give birth to a living child 
before dying.” 
“Phobos…” Justine whispered with a concerned gaze. 



Edward glared at her. “You can’t help him. No one can.” 
“You’re wrong,” she argued. 
He stood up. “Were you even listening to me?” 
“He’s only like this because he was raised by the overseers,” she added. “Regardless of what 
he was born as, he’s still a person. I’ve met that person, and there is honesty and innocence 
in him the likes I haven’t seen in a long time.” She walked over to the door and turned her 
head. “Behaving as everyone else doesn’t make you normal. Any old wolf can put on a white 
fleece and pretend to graze. Showbusiness is a breeding ground for eccentrics, and when 
you’ve worked in it for as long as I have, you come to realize that the most normal-seeming 
person acts that way because he has the most to hide.” She opened the door and gave him a 
light smile. “I’m grateful you’re trying to look out for me, darling. Really, I am.” 
“Nobody would fault you for abandoning him,” said Edward. “Not even Phobos. You don’t 
have to do this.” 
“I know,” she added with a sigh. “But I want to.”  



Heart of Sand Excerpt 1 • Horror • Summer 2019 
Sarah opened her eyes, glancing left and right as her vision was slowly clearing up. "Ugh… 
What time is it?" she mumbled as she sat up on the sofa that she'd fallen asleep on. She 
looked out her window. 
Night had already fallen. 
Still woozy from having just woken up, she stumbled around while looking for her bag. She 
grabbed it from the floor and searched for her phone. "What the—?" She emptied the 
contents of the bag onto the sofa, but still no phone. Her heart pounded. She rushed to her 
laptop to try tracking its location. The map showed it was still at the college. That was a 
relief. At least she was sure nobody had taken it yet. She grabbed her bag, put her bra and 
shoes back on, and rushed out her apartment door. Half an hour later, she arrived at the 
college. Good thing it only closed at ten o'clock, otherwise, she would have had to spend the 
night stressing over her phone and not getting a wink of sleep. She walked over to the 
security guard now sitting at the reception desk at a brisk pace. "Hey, Tom." She panted. "I 
forgot my phone at the museum. Can I go get it?" 
The security guard took out his earphones and looked up at her. "Oh, it's you, Sarah!" he 
said. "All right, but make it quick. I was just about to lock up for the night." He put his 
earphones back on and continued staring down at his phone. 
"Thanks!" she replied and ran through the door to the museum area. It was hard to see 
through such thick darkness, but luckily, she guessed where she'd left her phone. She 
approached the mummy in the glass casing and saw her phone lying there on the info plate. 
She sighed and looked at the lock screen to check whether it was hers. Yep. That was her 
wallpaper. She put the phone in the bag and leaned against the glass to cool off. "Phew," she 
sighed, smiling. Finally, she could calm down and enjoy the peaceful quiet. 
Thump. 
Sarah's eyes widened, and adrenaline shot through her veins once again. What was that 
sound? Was she imagining it? She wanted to just run out and leave, but her curiosity got the 
best of her. She stopped to listen further. Quiet. Silence. Nothing. Then…suddenly… 
Thump. 
She jumped away, frantically looking around through the darkness. Her heart beat faster and 
faster. Did…receptionist forget to turn off the sound effect from this afternoon? Though the 
thought was reassuring, she still wanted to get out of there as quickly as possible. 
When she turned her head to make a run for it, her breath escaped her lungs, and her eyes 
were stricken with horror. She stumbled and fell onto her backside, staring at a dark dust 
cloud surrounding the inside of the mummy's casing. Flesh and organs started crawling over 
the bones that were changing color from gray to white. A finger twitched. The thumping of 
heartbeats was getting louder and faster. 
Thump. Thump. Thump. 
A breath steamed up part of the glass from the inside. An eyelid opened to reveal a black 
sclera and an almost glowing orange iris staring right at her. Then…the body collapsed, 
breathing heavily as its tired eye continued to gaze at Sarah. 
Without thinking, she ran out of the room, and over to the reception desk. "Tom!" she 
shouted, panting for air. "I need something from the dean's office!" 
The security guard took out his headphones. "What is it? Did you get your phone?" he asked. 
Sarah groaned in frustration, grabbed the keys from his desk, and ran off before he could 
react. 
"Hey! Hey!" he yelled as he ran after her. "What are you doing? Sarah!" 



There was no time to waste. She unlocked the door to the dean's office and opened all the 
desk drawers to look for another set of keys. "Come on, come on… Please be here…" Once 
she'd found them, she ran back out and bumped right into Tom. 
"The bloody hell is wrong with you?" he shouted as he grabbed her by her shoulders. "Just 
what do you think you're doing?" 
"Please help me!" she begged with trembling lips, trying to urge Tom to move. "H-he…" 
"Sarah, what's going on?" he asked. "Just tell me what happened!" 
"Please, trust me… Please…" 
With a sigh, Tom shook his head and followed her back to the museum area post-haste. 
A man with dark-blue skin and a bald head lay at the bottom of the glass casing, barely 
conscious, with dark sand particles settling around his body. His wide, almost inhuman 
mouth was covered with huge fangs that grew on the outside of it, and he was missing an 
eye. 
Tom's jaw dropped. "What in the…" 
Without wasting any more time, Sarah unlocked the casing with the keys from the dean's 
office. The second she opened it, the body fell onto her, forcing her onto her knees. 
The man looked up at her as she held him. "Netjeret…" he whispered under his breath with a 
deep voice, smiling. 
Sarah's heart pounded inside her chest. She couldn't look away. Even though the mummy 
resembled a monster, its living form was still unlike anything she could have imagined. It was 
frightening but all too fascinating to ignore. 
Before she could even muster up the courage to talk back, he closed his eye and his head fell 
onto her shoulder. His smile remained, though. 
With a quickened breath, Tom took out his phone and searched through his contact list. 
With his hand still shaking, he placed it onto his ear. After a few moments of waiting for the 
recipient to pick up, he finally spoke. "Dean Hastings? T-the mummy… It came to life…" 
  



Heart of Sand Excerpt 2 • Romance • Summer 2019 
The trees and freshly cut grass in the courtyard bathed in the morning sunlight, and the 
students of Sandersonia University were already on their way to their morning classes with 
hot cups of coffee in their hands. 
Sarah strolled down the granite path in her school uniform beside Meseh.  
He was wearing a white shirt, khakis, brown pointed shoes, and a beige scarf wrapped 
around his entire head, covering everything but his one eye. 
"Hey, Khateb, daddy finally arranged a marriage for you?" shouted one of the male students 
leaning against a building wall. 
His friend laughed. "How many camels did he trade you for?" 
Sarah turned her head and smiled at them. "Too many for you to afford!" 
They continued laughing as Sarah and Meseh moved farther away. 
"Does their disrespect not bother you in the slightest?" asked Meseh, observing her from the 
corner of his eye. 
"Sometimes, but...I don't think being married to you would be such a bad thing," she 
answered with a smile. "You seem nice. I think you'd take good care of me." 
He looked away, his eye observing the path in front of him once again. "If you believe 
someone with a face like mine would have learned of kindness from having experienced it 
themselves, you are sorely mistaken. No woman has ever found herself in my bed of her 
own free will, nor has one left without tears. All I ever truly wanted was 
love...trust...loyalty." He sighed. "But...unlike flesh, it is not something that can be sold or 
bought." 
Black sand traveled through the breeze over to a young man walking nearby and drinking 
water from a bottle. Suddenly, his stare went completely blank, and he changed his course 
to walk over to Meseh, handing him his water. 
Sarah just stared dumbfounded at the student as he winced and held his head as if he'd just 
woken up with the biggest hangover of his life. She then turned back to Meseh with an awe-
stricken gaze. 
"But it can be forced...with a bit of 'persuasion.'" He chuckled and poured the entirety of the 
bottle's contents into his giant maw. With one tight squeeze of his hand, he distorted the 
bottle's shape beyond recognition and threw it away. "Unfortunately, that kind of love is a 
non-renewable resource. It sates me for a few moments, but only leaves me thirstier." 
"Um... Sorry—are you talking literally or figuratively?" she asked. 
Meseh laughed at her remark. "You are such a delight, Sarah," he told her. "Unlike the 
others, you do not hang on my words with neither fear nor prejudice. Though you have no 
reason to trust me, you have allowed me to show you my true self. You could not even begin 
to comprehend how grateful I am for that. I know how...difficult it must be, given my 
appearance." 
"Oh—you're welcome, I guess?" She added with a smile. "But I'm not always like that. There 
have been people I've met who irked me the wrong way. I hadn't even gotten to know them, 
but I still felt kinda uncomfortable around them. I just don't get that feeling from you, that's 
all." 
"My appearance does not affect your judgment of me," he said. "That's all I could ask for. 
What you sense in my heart is a different story." 
"Okay—we're here!" she announced as they approached the library entrance. She opened 
the door for him and waited for him to enter first. 
Meseh obliged and went inside. 



While he showed no initial reaction to the library's interior design, Sarah was as captivated 
with it as the first day she’d laid eyes on it.  
Though it only had a ground and a first floor, the arched ceiling was so high it almost 
resembled a cathedral of some kind. Almost everything was made of wood, from the walls to 
the furniture. 
The light shining in from the windows on the sides illuminated the broad hallway in the 
middle that always made Sarah feel like a royal whenever she strolled down it. Mostly 
because she would be the only one doing it several times in a row with seemingly no other 
discernible purpose or destination in mind. She just loved how it felt to walk there. At least 
she would have gotten a bit of exercise before returning to her study sessions. 
"Well? What do you think?" she asked, smiling as she held her arms behind her back and 
looked around, admiring all the bookshelves on the upper floor. 
"It's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen," Meseh replied in a low, almost whispering 
tone. 
Sarah looked back at him just as he turned his head away to face the end of the hallway. "I 
know, right? Come on, I know a place where we can talk in private," she said and made her 
way down the corridor with Meseh following close behind. She took him to one of the 
smaller rooms in the back of the building. 
There were only a few tables and a couple of bookcases inside, and the light was much 
dimmer due to the lack of windows. Even during daylight, one could mistake it for the night. 
"I love this place," said Sarah as she hung her shoulder bag onto one of the chairs and sat 
down. "I don't know—just feels really cozy." 
"I agree," Meseh added with a smirk and took a seat next to her. "But I've come to prefer 
brighter spaces, especially when I want the world to bear witness to something I take pride 
in. There are...so many things in this world that hold such beauty, and yet...we're ashamed 
of them." He leaned back and crossed his legs, his left ankle touching his right knee. "The 
woman's body, for instance." 
Sarah's puzzled eyes kept jumping back and forth between Meseh and the desk beside her. 
"I... I guess..." she replied. After a contemplative pause, she tilted her head down and 
squeezed her legs tightly together as she looked through her bag for her iPad. 
"There is one thing I feel I must confess to you in return for your kindness before anything 
else," Meseh added. Placing his foot back on the floor, he leaned forward, with his legs 
spread and his elbows resting on his knees as he intertwined his fingers. "I am not a good 
person, Sarah. My thoughts and desires are as impure as that of any man, but the difference 
is...I was born into this world with nothing to lose but my own miserable life." 
Sarah glanced at him without tilting her head up as she held her iPad in her hands. 
Meseh looked straight into her eyes. "The sole reason I returned to this eyesore of a world 
was to obtain the most precious jeweled ring in existence," he said with a sinister tone. "An 
adornment so rare...it can only fit onto the hand of one man, and him alone." 
"O-okay?" Sarah mumbled. 
Meseh let out a chuckle and reached out to stroke her cheek with the back of his hand. 
Her heart almost jumped into her throat. 
"Not even in death had I been so at peace as in the moment you held me in your arms when 
I reawakened," he told her and retracted his hand. "I cannot explain the reason why. All I 
know is...I have never felt a desire as strong as this. I have lain with the most beautiful of 
women in my kingdom, and yet, you have brought me more joy with just a smile and a few 
words than all of their affections combined." 



Sarah's hands trembled lightly. She was deathly afraid of what would happen next with the 
way he was talking. And yet, she couldn't muster up the will to leave. 


