CHAPTER ONE


This isn't my bed. I can tell by how fresh and clean it feels. And the smell. This bed doesn't smell like mine- not one bit like cats and dog hair, and sweat. It smells like pine fresh laundry detergent. And these sheets are silk. Mine are cotton. The blankets and comforters are bigger, and lighter. The stack of pillows is too high, but they're soft and none are lumpy. Where am I? This isn't my bed.


Opening my eyes, I slowly looked around. No, it wasn't my bed. It was very fancy, though- everything was made of white silk, from the mattress itself to the comforters. It was a tall four-poster, with big silk drapes around it to give me some privacy. Very lovely. But because of the draperies, I couldn't see very well what was outside the bed.


Everything was so strange. Had I been dreaming for a very long time, and just woken up in that fancy hotel in Reno, Circus Circus? That was the last time I had seen anything near as fancy as this. But no, I realised. Circus Circus was red, last time I saw. And I had been undressed, put in a soft silky nightgown. White. My regular clothes were way at the foot of the bed, my glasses on the pillow next to me, and some fancy clothing near my old stuff.


With a yawn, I sat up and stretched. Well, wherever I was, there was obviously no harm directed towards me. There was no time like the present to figure out where I was, and why I was here.


So I plucked up my old clothes. Ragged jeans? A stained white T-shirt? A pair of moldy green socks, and gray shoes that had been white four years ago? Underwear and a bra that had been owned by my mom when she was my age? No. I looked over the fancy clothing provided for me, with much less disgust.


A white silk tank top, turtleneck, with a black heart in the middle. White undergarments. White silk pants. And a thick woolen cloak, also white, cut for a princess. I slipped these on, admiring their softness, and wondering how I was going to make my hair compare with my angelic appearance. Who where THEY? Had they left me a brush? They had left me a big white hair scrunchy, some earrings, and a mood ring.


After quietly putting on their clean white socks, and their white slippers, I slowly pulled back the drapes and looked around at my room. An expensive keyboard was up against the wall, and next to it was an antique cupboard filled with music sheets. There was a pair of headphones. Next to that was a bookshelf. It had everything! All the books I had wanted, but never bought. And my own as well.


Wait, they couldn't have been my books- could they? I'm not at home. There was one way to tell. My old copy of "The Hundred Dresses" had my old nickname written in the front. So, after finding this small novel, I opened the cover. There it was, plain as day, in front of my face. ‘Kitty Magic’ in swirling letters. I set the book back in place.


The walls were pure white, and the rug was a gentle off-white. There was a dresser in the corner, which contained all of my old clothes, plus many others (which were all white). Another dresser, bigger than the one for clothing. What was that one for? I dug through it. To my delight, it was full of expensive and high quality art supplies. Most were colored pencils and art markers, but there were charcoals, chalks, paints, and various oil pastels. Where in hell was I?


On the far corner was a computer on a computer desk, and many things around it that went with the computer. Printer, scanner, hard-drive... I turned away, not wanting to use a computer and spend my time on that when I needed to know where I was. There was a stereo in the window sill of the smaller window. Two windows? There was a lamp, and a clock near that.


Next to my bed, on the right hand side of it, was a large wooden thing that was full of stuff. There was my old jewelry box, with roses painted on the glass, from my grandmother. A huge mirror. A chair in front of it, and many drawers containing beauty supplies. I was stunned. This, for me? I saw no way that this could be happening. But half of the stuff in this room was mine.


I sat down on the chair, in front of the mirror. I had never been comfortable wearing white before. It just wasn't my nature. I liked black, and red. I liked purple and khaki. White was too pure for me. But for once, I felt beautiful in it. Pulling a brush out of a drawer, I began to straighten my hair, before I put it in a high ponytail. Lovely. After pulling my hair from the brush, in case it wasn't meant for me, I put away the thing. There was a balcony across from the bed, with a large sliding glass door to keep it closed. And I moseyed out, to try and see where I was.


What I saw caught me by surprise. It was rather cold out, nippy. I pulled my cloak tight. This was summer! Looking out, all I saw were rocks. And a cliff. Beyond that cliff was the ocean, or a sea, or some large body of water. Chunks of ice floated around in it. Icebergs. Where in hell was I- Antarctica? The southern tip of Africa?


Seeing no further use in the balcony, I went back in and closed the door tightly behind me. So chilly out there- it couldn't be more than fifty degrees. Now for it. I was all prettied up, and I had seen quite plainly that I was no longer living in central Alaska. I had to go out that nice wooden door to my left, and see just where I was.


As I reached towards the doorknob, it opened. And I cautiously stepped backwards. Was I in trouble, somehow? The first thing that entered the room was a platter, with an omelet, toast, and tea on it. Obviously, it was just breakfast being served. But the hands that carried the platter were made of WOOD. What the heck? The entire entity entered the room, and I had to fight hard not to scream.


It was a little girl, made of wood! I could tell, somehow, that she was a little girl for her species. But she was seven feet tall! She wore a brown tunic, mahogany colored, with a matching hat. Her hair, green and leafy, fell limply at her shoulders. No ears were to be seen. Her eyes were at least three times as big as they should have been, and they were glowing yellow. Her skin was something like bark- rough and cracking.


Yet, strange as this being was, I knew her. I hadn't seen a photo of her species, or a drawing in an art show. I had never heard of the likes of her. I had imagined it, though. She looked exactly like...


"Dis-ear-amiko-nilo," I whispered, rolling the syllables. "Disearameekonilo!" This was a Burling- I had written of her species in one of my stories! But even if she was a Burling, she should have been dead- they were extinct, it said so in "The Last Narolian" that I wrote when I was twelve.


"Yuppurn!" The wooden girl squeaked shrilly. "You remembers me? I knows it all along!" Setting the food on my beauty table, quickly, she wrapped me in a tight hug. Her barky skin was warm, but rough. I didn't move. This was a dream. It had to be a dream. Burlings didn't exist. Disearam didn't exist. "You be okay?"


"I'm fine," I said stiffly. Disearam, suddenly thinking she had offended me, let go and bowed deeply. Then she stood there, looking nervous. Why was she treating me with such respect? If she really was Disearam, like in my stories... she served a twenty foot tall princess named Henga Heenaga. "Disearam, why am I here?"


"I is not knowing why they is bringing you here," Disearam squeaked softly, as she took another bow. "They is not tell me. But you is the Author, so respect we show you or be deleted." It took me an instant to take this in, but I didn't quite grasp it.


"What is you meaning?" I asked, trying to speak like her.


"Nothings," Disearam quailed, after a second's pause to think. "I is not knowing much. Ask else ones. They are knowing more. You eat you food, yes?" I picked up my tea, and sipped it. Chai spice, with milk and sugar in it. "Me be seeing you laters, Author...?"


"Sure," I said lightly. But before I could say anything more, she had dashed out of the room. "Strange critters, Burlings..." I whispered to myself. I sat down in the chair, next to my food and jewelry, thinking. Crunchy toast. This had to be a dream. Disearam did not exist. People don't feel pain in dreams, do they? I took another large bite of toast, and willfully bit my tongue as hard as I could.


God, the pain! Wincing, I took a large swig of Chai spice, trying to rinse the taste of blood out of my mouth. Too bad, so sad. I wasn't dreaming. What was this cold, barren place, where this Burling lived? I finished my food, reflecting in silence the boundaries of reality. Perhaps I was just hallucinating. Maybe I had been drugged. And I stepped out the door.


The first thing I saw was a banner, in the middle of what appeared to be a large mess hall. The banner read, "WELCOME AUTHOR!" and there was the sound of laughter from everywhere. Disearam had been waiting outside my door for me, and she now took a strong hold on my arm. I had become drastically pale and quivery.


"Welcome to new world," Disearam squeaked, pinching me and releasing me. "The Antarctic Temple. This be where all you characters come life." And as I looked over the crowds of people eating, I gulped and saw she was correct. There were about two hundred of them in the hall. And less than one fourth of them were human.

CHAPTER TWO


I made my way numbly down a staircase, led firmly by this squeaky Burling, towards the dining people. "HEY ALL," Disearameekonilo called, in a voice high enough to be a scream. "THE AUTHOR IS COME!" The chatter, which had just died down, became screams of appraise. I suddenly felt very much like running. Disearam must have noticed, because she got a tighter grip on me.


"Sit here! Sit here!" Called what looked a hedgehog from Sonic the hedgehog. I knew the coloring and design- I had only made this character a couple weeks ago. I sat down next to him, which seemed to flatter him very much, because his peachy cheeks tinted pink.


"Hello, Mobius," I said cheerfully. He turned even more red, and said nothing. I hadn't made him very bashful at all- the only reason he would blush like that is if he was really nervous in my presence. Did Mobius like me? He was a light blue hedgehog with dreadlocks, whom wore a light brown Jedi outfit- much like those in Star Wars. His eyes were crystal blue.


"... Hi," He said simply. I was looking around at all the people around me, who were looking just as interested in me as I was in them. A black fox. A white hedgehog. A thin blond girl in rags, with a pitchfork and ropes holding up her tatters.


"Aloha, Exodus," I said simply, looking over the thin girl. "Or, should I say, E7." She nodded, and completely ignored me. Typical of her. She and her sister were not the kindest of all people. Mobius would have been fine company, if he wasn't so bashful in my presence.


"Um... need anything to drink, Author?" Mobius asked softly, as he scooted his lemonade towards me. I knew it was lemonade, because it wasn't water, and he only drank those two things.


"Why, thank you, sir. That's very kind of you," I said pompously, as I took a sip. He somehow managed to turn even redder. "Funny... You're supposed to be the mind reader, yet I'm the one that can see what you're thinking." Mobius wasn't the least bit surprised to hear this, but he did look nervously up at me. "Sorry, I don't really need it." I slid him the lemonade back, and got up. Disearam was following me like an obedient dog.


I had to talk to someone who made sense. I couldn't go to Exodus for it- she hadn't spoken for years, after she killed the only one she loved. Disearam didn't know what was going on, let lone how to talk right. The black fox, Nightmare Riddle? No. If I spoke to her, she would try to rip my heart out and consume my soul. She was a freak. The white hedgehog? He was only four, even though he had the mind of a twenty year old. But nobody told him anything, so no.


I had to find the most normal character I had ever come up with. Back all those years ago, I had created a goof story- "The Bitches." I had a normal bitch, an anorexic bitch, a power bitch, a fat bitch, a Martian bitch, and so on. I had made a normal bitch- a regular girl! Her name was Peasant. And she could always be found with her best friend, the Martian bitch, Martina.


But I had hardly left my seat, when I felt an ice cold hand on my shoulder. Huge claws were sticking out of it. And the cold went down in my innards. Who was this? I looked down, and saw a black paw. "Release me, Nightmare!" I commanded. The hall went quiet. All eyes were on the black fox.


"No," Nightmare croaked. "Your soul doesn't belong here...! Give it to me!" Her voice was gruff, but every other second, it became unnaturally smooth.


"I don't care HOW hungry you are- you will NOT have my soul," I said coldly. And I shook her hand off my shoulder. "Yeesh..." Disearam and I walked through the crowd, which was quietly chattering again. "Dis, do you know where I might find a human named Peasant?"


"Any last name?" Disearam asked in return. I shook my head. "Nope, I is not knowing. There lotsa humans here." I sighed. It was so hard to get through the thick wooden skull of a Burling.


"Fine, than. Look for a black male hedgehog, with six spikes, bangs, white highlights, and in clothes. You can meet me back at the stairs in a few minutes. Okay?" Disearam nodded, and we split up in our search. It was for another guy, one who made quite a bit of sense. He was known to be a traitor, and stay on whoever's side was safest. He was also known to kill, hurt, and be a pervert. But he had more common sense than most of my characters. His name was Brent Harrison IV, and he was a vampire.


He hadn’t been created by me, though. I had asked for his creation. My best friend, Kristin, had done his drawing and coloring. I had come up with his name, attitude, and story line. But if he wasn’t really mine, would he be here? That was what I was dead-set on discovering.


Did anybody know what he was aside from me? I scurried to the top of the stairs, to get a nice overhead look of all the things I had created. Some were much bigger than others. Way over the crowd, I could see the huge forms of Henga Heenaga, her murderous friend Teliva, and her mother, Marli. They were like twenty foot tall humans, with catlike features, and wings. Narolians. There were also three fifteen foot tall creatures that looked like transparent sea beasts. A pink one, Gourami... a blue one, Naillou Finne... and her dork brother, Dorkal the peachy.


I had to look hard, and not at the taller beings, if I wanted to spot out Brent. He wasn't half human height, like most of my hedgehog characters had been- he would be a bit taller than me. All I had to look for was someone DARK. So I cast around my eyes, trying to discern a specific being...


Over in the corner were a pair of dark echidnas, with bright green and yellow hair. Niles Chiku, and her daughter, Adonis. I would have to talk to them, some time, but not now. Near them, a pair of black cats in Nine Inch Nails T-shirts. Reznor, and his son Trent. They had been inspired by my friend's cats. Near them, a black female cat- Gabby. She was always smashing her guitar over one head or another-


Stop thinking, just look. There's Darcy and Jonathon, sissy and bro, black cats, sitting next to their raccoon friends… Ricochet John and Zeb Richardson. Six year olds in the Crime Syndicate United Evil... blearg. A black hedgehog was in the middle of the room; black with green highlights, wearing a spiked outfit that covered very little skin. Daimao, the demon queen. Christina Aguilera, Sonic's evil shadow come to life, who had a BAD crush on him. Nightmare was with her.


A black bat was in the corner- Tigi Black, a goofy pimp. A large beetle was on the hand rail next to me. Ick! I swept my hand over, and knocked it off. "HEY!" It choked, as it flew back up. "What was that for?!" I slapped my forehead, feeling the sting, and embarrassment.


"Sorry, Hercules," I said softly. Hercules the Hercules beetle. He was drawn as a dot, mostly. He was famous for the time he had crawled up Amy Rose's skirt. I let him fly up and curl up cozily in my hair. He didn't mess it up very much.


There were Penny the squirrel and Frances the spider monkey- inspired by my friends that had owned Trent and Reznor. Would they be just like the real Penny and Frances? No, they couldn't be. The monkey was just a janitor, and the squirrel was just a desert cook for the evil people.


There were no other dark heads poking anywhere. Where in hell was Brent? Disearam was seen walking over to the bottom of the stairs, so I went down to meet her leafy head. "Any luck?" She squeaked. I shook my head. "Not here, neither. Maybe we use intercom?"


"Yes, maybe we COULD call him on the intercom," I grouched. So she guided me over to a large desk, on the far end of the mess hall. Mess hall... I realized almost instantly why Brent wasn't here. He wouldn't have gotten food in the mess hall. The desk with the intercom was right near Henga and her mom; who soundlessly shook my hands, and then Marli walked off.


"Who are you looking for?" Henga purred, keeping her large green eyes on me.


"Brent Harrison IV," I said dully. Henga wouldn't know him. But as Disearam was about to make an announcement, Henga grabbed the phone away and slammed it on the receiver.


"He won't come," Henga said simply. She gave her wings a tired flap, and sipped away at some coffee. "He's in the hospital wing. Weak and shaking, he is. He doesn't allow company, saying that he would hurt anybody who came in." She began muttering to herself. She was always a very thoughtful creature, but she had never been the kindest. She had a hunter's nature, and only held back her instincts because her mother would hurt her.


"Where's the hospital wing?" I asked, while Disearam looked nervous. I couldn't blame her- this was her old master, in who's service she had been killed.


"Dis knows," Henga said dully. "Ooh, finally some food for ME!" A little cook in a bikini, known simply as a 'SADOFULOWER' in my stories, had carried up a giant turkey on a platter for her. True, it was huge- but it was about the size of a chicken leg compared to her. I didn't watch her eat it- princesses aren't normally as messy as her, but than again, she's only three.

CHAPTER THREE


Disearam quickly grabbed my hand and guided me away from Henga, who was still busy devouring the turkey. Many voices called out odd things at us, as she pulled me out of the Mess hall. We were going down a long hallway now, and after some left and right turns, we reached a spiral staircase going upwards. "Right," I said softly. The Neverending stairs- how could I forget them? They stopped on every floor of the temple, and kept going up past the ionosphere. There would be a door to the hospital wing from it.


So, up we went. It was quit tiring, and my left leg was getting more tired than the right because of the way the stairs spun. After half an hour of climbing the stairs of hell, we stopped in front of a large white door to the side. Everything here was white, I knew it already. Why had I not designated a color to the Antarctic Temple? Now I saw an error of my ways.


Disearam calmly smiled at me, and turned the doorknob with her gnarled fingers. The door squeaked open. A rusty hinge? Never! Not in the temple! But that's what it was. We entered, and I knew better than to be abashed by the presence of this strange critter. It was the norm here. In there were a few beds, and some medical equipment. I knew that much wasn't needed- most problems could be saved by Mountain Dew, here. In fact, I saw a refrigerator that was obviously for ice and Mountain Dew.


A platypus in a nurse outfit walked up, and harshly commanded for us to get out, so we wouldn't disturb the patients. "Excuse me, Sharon," I said, in an even sharper tone. "I'm the Author, and I wish to see Brent Harrison IV. Is he here?" She looked quite stunned, and quickly sent us off towards a room.


"How is you knowing her name?" Disearam asked, as we wandered towards the place she had pointed. "I is not seeing a name tag."


"I just know," I said simply. I didn't want to get technical. So we entered the small room that she had directed us too. It had a sign on the knob saying 'do not disturb or else,' but I entered anyways. Disearam followed.


The bed in this little room was empty, but the sheets had a few blood stains on them and the covers were thrown all over. They had been ripped to shreds. Looking around even more, I saw that the curtains were pulled shut, and that the thermostat had been turned way down- to forty. "Brent?" I whispered. A rasping gasp was heard in the corner, to which I snapped my attention.


In this corner, a black hedgehog was curled in a tight ball. Normally, he would have been very tall and imposing. He had large bangs, white highlights, and large slitted red eyes. They were quite bloodshot right now. His mouth was open in a dry hiss, with large teeth and fangs. He was in a hospital outfit, though he normally wore a white tank top and shorts. He was shaking violently. Was this the affect of not having enough blood?


"Stay away," He hissed, covering his face and refusing to look at me. "Leave."


"Brent...?" I asked softly, taking a step towards him. He winced at the sound of his name, and leaned against the wall. I couldn't see very well what he was doing, with his face covered- the lights were off, making it a bit hard to see the black hedgehog in detail. But I heard a horrid sound. Something liquid trickling onto the floor. "Are you biting yourself?!"


"I said, stay away!" Brent snarled. He pulled his arm away from his face, which had a red tint to the lips. "I don't plan on hurting anyone! Stay away!" I knew exactly what Brent was capable of. He could kill. He could hurt. He could curse anybody for eternity. But if he had a weakness, it would have to be love for women. Of course! Only the nurses were permitted to see him- he would have killed any doctor that came in.


"Author, this are not safe," Disearam choked behind me. She didn't see Brent the way I did. I saw a weak creature. She saw someone thoroughly deranged, murderous. She didn't know what Brent was. I was sure he could see me- with those red eyes. Me in my white clothes, like some sort of freak angel.


"It's safe enough," I whispered. She had sharp hearing, she heard. But so did Brent.


"No, it's not safe," He gasped, licking some of his own blood off his lips. Suddenly, my arm was being held tightly, almost being crushed. "God, both of you, get out!" Brent whispered. Looking down, and noticing that he had grabbed me, he let go and receded back to the corner. "Go away... please go away..."


"I'm not leaving," I said stubbornly. "Not until you're back in that bed, and stop hurting yourself. I'll have to ask Sharon to give you blood transfusions- and hook you up to a heart monitor..." Rubbing my arm where he had grabbed me, I walked to the doorway. He was flinching away from the light. "I'll see you later."


"Don't come back," Brent whispered. All I could see of him in that dark corner were his glowing eyes. "Please, don't come back. I'll hurt you."


"I'll see you again this evening," I said firmly. He closed his eyes, and I heard an odd noise- he had bit himself again, and he started whining. He was hurting himself. I sadly closed the door on him. Disearameekonilo was looking quite frazzled, and worried. "What?!"


"He am psycho, Author," Disearam squeaked, looking scared. "I is not thinking you should be seeing him no mores." I decided to ignore these words, because Sharon was walking past us.


"Hey," I said loudly. "Sharon." She looked mildly surprised to see us alive, but set down her syringe and went over into talking distance. "Brent needs a blood transfusion, and he needs to be attached to a heart monitor."


"Why?" Sharon demanded. "If he needs blood, it's because he keeps tearing holes in himself. But he was ill when we brought him in, before he did that. And he had nothing to bleed out of. He's not gonna die of blood loss, not any day soon." Logical, yes, but with no reference to his real species.


"Trust me," I said softly. "He needs a transfusion. And hook him up to a monitor." Sharon blinked, and did some thinking.


"We'll do that," She muttered. "Your Authority." I was getting too used to this title to care. Disearam and I walked out the door, while my wooden companion squeaked warnings top speed.


"Shut up, Dis," I groaned, as we began our descent down the Neverending stairs.


I spent most of my day in the Mess hall, where I met many of the people I had created. Most of the things there were Sonic the hedgehog characters- ranging in species from squirrel to tiger. In fact, there was a tiger named Tezet there. There was only one person that was gawked at more than I, there, and it was Trent's mom- who had acted as whore for Reznor. A gorgeous purple leopard, with green hair, green eyes, and nice clothes.


By the afternoon, I had gathered why I was here and what was going on. Disearam had followed me all day- and Mobius kept talking to me through telepathy, blushing whenever I tried to talk with him out loud. It seemed that I had been brought here, along with my stuff, in the dead of night. They needed some severe guidance- and I saw why, almost instantly. All of my characters were used to another world, or another plane of reality. None of them knew how life was really supposed to be, on Earth, the real Earth.


There were other problems they faced- character flaws. A kindly white hedgehog named Sonar, though rich and happy, was constantly having near-death experiences. The raccoons from the Crime Syndicate couldn't stop stealing things they didn't need. There was a name for that disorder, but I had forgotten it. A yellow echidna named Jacky was paranoid, and had a phobia of everything that could exist. Some were out and out jerks.


The worst of these troubled people was Nightmare, as I had found out during lunch. I had been sitting there, munching a tuna sandwich, when I suddenly heard a load of screams and yelling. After some few minutes of chaos, it had become apparent that Nightmare had tried to steal Sonar's soul by ripping his heart out. Lucky for Sonar, she hadn't succeeded. Much to my relief, she had been locked under a trap door in the old dungeon.


The worst thing was, they had figured that I could help them. Teach all of them the ways of the world? Remodel their characters to fit the fashions? Remake all their personalities, to be modern? Wish I could. Managing all of these things would be as amazing of a feat as turning Nightmare over to Christianity. And I had no idea as to how the hell I could do it, to make it worse.

CHAPTER FOUR


It was then evening, late evening. I had removed my fancy white clothing, and donned stuff from my old appearance. A pair of ratty flares that were half a foot too long, a stained purple shirt, and a gray sweater over it. I had taken my hair down, and only brushed it long enough for it to appear straight. And I put on that old cat collar that Penny had given me when Reznor ran away. I didn't feel like sleep. I was worried. What if Nightmare escaped, and ripped out my vital organs in my sleep? What if they lost interest in me and ditched me in the cold?


What if Brent died without blood? That was my main worry right now. He was used to Mobius- the planet Sonic things happen on. He could normally walk outside and find a victim in minutes. But here? His secret would leak fast if he killed someone, and they would stake him. Poor Brent... I was only going to check on him. See if Sharon had given him that blood transfusion. And was he on a heart monitor?


I had snuck through the halls in silence. Somehow, I didn't think they would like it if I was sneaking out at night to visit a starved vampire. But I was worried. He had been one of my favorite characters, only a month ago. If he wasn't as freakishly starved as he was now, he was usually cool and nice.


I was at the staircase now, and absentmindedly walking up it. Poor Brent. Why didn't anybody else know he was a vampire? Oh, yes- I had created a bunch of dunderheads. I had reached the door, and moseyed in. Sharon was asleep at the foot of some sick echidna's bed. I was exhausted, so tired. I didn't bother to see which echidna it was. I went straight to Brent's room.


He was in bed this time, and he was attached to a heart monitor- beeping steadily, but so slowly that... I didn't like it. He glanced at me from his pillow when I entered, and I swiftly shut the door behind me- quietly. "Did they give you a transfusion?" I asked immediately.


"Yeah," He replied. He looked tired and a bit crazed, but a slight bit better than before. He looked like he knew where he was now. That was a good sign. "I told you not to come back."


"I just came to check on you," I said calmly. "I came as a friend." He sighed, and patted the bed next to him- an invitation to sit by him. I took the invitation. "Are you feeling better?"


"A bit," He said lightly. "What did you do today, Author?" I blinked. He wanted to know? There wasn't much to tell- all of my memory was fuzzy too. What all HAD I done?


"I dunno," I said, thinking. "I just kinda... hung out. With people."


"Which people?" He asked. His tone of voice was odd. I hadn't ever imagined him talking like this. So brief and inquisitive! It suddenly hit me... that he would only be this blunt with someone he planned on knowing for a very short amount of time.


"Disearameekonilo..." I whispered. "And... Mobius. I talked to... a few people." He grinned weakly at me. Perfect teeth.


"What did you say?"


"Um..." What HAD I said? I couldn't remember a dammed thing! "I don't know..." I didn't like the grin he was giving me. Not at all. "Well... now that I know you're feeling better... I'll be going." He watched me slide off the bed, and take another look at the heart monitor. It was going much slower than when I entered, and it had been less than a minute. I glanced back at him. He still had a small smile, but it was a lot weaker. "... Brent?"


"Yes...?" He asked softly.


"Are... you alright?" The smile remained in place.


"Author- you know what I am. And you know the answer... I'm dying here, and that dammed nurse can't help me..." He closed his eyes and turned his ears towards the beeping of the monitor. If a human had these readings, it would mean death approaching. Did that hold true to him?


"... Brent..." I didn't know what to say or do. Call the nurse? He would get mad. Besides, she couldn't help him unless she gave him an emergency transfusion- and she wouldn't understand. The monitor's beeps got longer.


"Perhaps you should go," Brent whispered. "I'm gonna... fall asleep. I'm really burned out." I blinked, slowly.


"No, you're not. You're dying." I looked at my feet. Everybody always dies in my stories. Everybody. None of my stories were over until all of the characters were dead. I sucked at happy endings.


"Well... I'm not going to accept help. I guess I AM dying." He didn't open his eyes, but still smiled a little. "Well, the first five minutes might hurt. G'night, Author..." He lost his smile, and laid there in silence. There were very few pauses in the beep on the monitor. Less and less frequent.


"Wha... wait," I whispered. How would I feel if somebody that I had made died in front of my face? I knew well enough. I scurried back over to his bedside. "Wait, don't go..." He didn't give me a reply. "Brent, answer me!" He didn't. He really looked like he was sleeping. The monitor now gave a long, drawled out beep. "Brent..." A small pause in the beep.


Why did I suddenly have an answer? It was such a stupid thing to do! But none the less... I removed my cat collar, and pulled my hair back. "Brent," I whispered softly. "I can help you." Another pause. I leaned over him, and made sure that I had my throat at his lips. Surely he could feel that? "Brent, listen... please let me help you."


Then his lips moved, and I felt them, waiting. "Can't I even die in peace?" He whispered slowly. Alarmed, I pulled his head off the pillow and hugged him.


"You don't have to die tonight, whether in peace or not!" I would have loved to see the look on Mobius' face if I had hugged him. The monitor gave me a single beep, with no pauses. Had his heart stopped? Was he dead? "Brent...! Please!"


"Shut up," Brent hissed. Another pause in the beep.


"I'll only shut up if you... help yourself." I wasn't gonna get off until he-


Bit me. He bit me, I could tell. All of a sudden, my whole body went numb. There wasn't much to say about that, I went numb. I couldn't move. Then everything started spinning and jerking, according to my vision, which was getting really messed up. I could vaguely hear, in the back of my mind, that the heart monitor was hardly beeping at all- good, in his case.


All I knew now was that everything was going black, and that Brent wasn't stopping. Was he going to kill me? I closed my eyes, not really caring. Let it happen. Be strong, my creation, but have mercy. He was the one holding me now. I could smell my own blood, and almost feel it dribbling down my shirt. Now, all of a sudden, I felt like floating away. Was that normal? Yes, if that's how it had to be. A burning sensation was growing in my chest. Time to fly, guy. I shut off all the pain, and so doing, fell asleep.

~
*
~
*
~


Disearam and Mobius were both in a state of panic. Disearam had been awoken by Mobius, when he stomped his way into the Author's room. Mobius had felt some pretty extreme emotion from the Author for a second, and now, as they ran about in search of her, he felt an odd pain in his chest. What was happening to her? They were both very worried right now- as she wasn't in her room.


"Wait! Dis, stop, stop!" Mobius commanded, panting. "Who all have you talked to today? You and Author?" She stopped running, panicking, panting and squeaking loudly.


"I-I-I is not knowing! We is talking to- to Nightmare, but she are locked up, and- and Henga, and... and..." She suddenly looked mortified. "HARRISON! He are crazy, I is betting she goes and VISITS him!"


"Harrison? You mean, BRENT?" Mobius demanded. Disearam nodded frantically.


"That bad, huh?"


"Oh, it's bad," Mobius said coldly. And he suddenly ran as fast as he could, towards the hospital wing. "If only you knew how much!" He stopped dead in his tracks, and waited for her. Then he smiled, when she demanded to know why he ran and stopped. "I had forgotten again- that I can teleport us there." He grasped her wooden hand, and in a flash, they were in Brent's doorway.


"OH AUTHOR!" Disearam screamed, instantly. Mobius saw it, too. Brent was curled up in a corner, racked with mortified sobs. On his bed, which was now half stained red, he had placed the Author- with her arms folded over her chest, and large bloodstains all over her. Disearam started forward, but Mobius grabbed her arm. He would have grabbed her shoulder, but he couldn't reach it. And he shook his head.


"I can handle this," Mobius said calmly. Disearam started to ask how he could help her, but thought better of it. So she watched Mobius walk up to the bed. And he gave Author a quick look-over. "She's lucky," He said cheerfully. Dis blinked. "Brent, get up. You didn't kill her." He set his right hand over her heart, and grasped her throat with his left. His hands glowed for a second, and then...

CHAPTER FIVE


My eyes drifted open. The hell...? I was in a strange bed again, but this time, with my hands over my chest like a corpse. Looking down, I fought hard not to vomit. I was covered in blood! And I remembered what I had done. But I wouldn't have woken up if I hadn't been changed into one of the undead. Had I done just that- gone through the change?


I sat up, weakly, and fell over. Probably not. Was I alive? If I was actually alive, than someone must have saved me. How, I would not know. I looked around, a bit dazed. "Mobius!" I gasped, seeing the blue hedgehog in Jedi clothing knelt before me. He was smiling calmly. And his cheeks were a bit pink. "Did... did you save me?"


"Um... yeah..." He said in a garbled voice.


"Am I alive? As in... alive?" He nodded. Giving him a smile of my own, I wrapped my arms around him. "My sweet little savior!" I said blissfully, and gave him a kiss on the nose. His entire face went bright red. Disearam laughed loudly, in her squeak of a voice.


"You is okay! I is thinking... I thought..." Dis trailed off, quite quickly. Forgivable. I shakily stood on weak knees. Mobius helped me support myself, though he was fairly pink. And I looked at Brent, who was looking stunned at me. His face was blotched with tears. Forgivable. I made him- I knew him. He hadn't wanted to hurt me.


"Brent," I murmured. What was I gonna say? Don't ever do that again? I was the one that had done something. Don't hurt yourself? He never wanted to hurt anybody. I'm sorry? Yeah. "Sorry for... well... scaring you."


"YOU are sorry?" Brent demanded, from where he was curled up on the ground. "I should be sorry. Well... yeah, I am sorry. I got desperate."


"WHAT is you talking aboots?" Dis demanded, looking back and forth between us. I looked hard at her- so did Mobius and Brent.


"You're better not knowing," Mobius said simply. And then he looked over at Brent. "Don't ever hurt her again!" Brent looked at his feet.


"Mobius!" I snarled. He suddenly looked unsettled, and ill. "Don't be mad at him!"


"He almost killed you!" Mobius replied, plucking up a little courage. "In fact, if I hadn't given you some chaos energy, he WOULD HAVE killed you!"


"And it would have been my fault!" I snapped back. Mobius stared. "Oh, is this one of those things you DON'T know? I was worried about him, because he was gonna DIE, so I..." My words were failing me again. How was I supposed to say that I had attempted to die saving him, without sounding stupid and heroic? "Err... convinced him to, uh..."


"You forced him to hurt you?" Mobius whispered.


"Yes," I heard myself say. Disearam made a dry squeal, but said nothing. She obviously hadn't caught on yet.


"Author," Mobius sighed. "Whatever can I do with you? At every turn, you try so hard to get lost or killed..." I looked down at my feet, shamed and embarrassed, like Brent. What was I supposed to say? "Both of you ought to lighten up. Things turned out alright, so both of your doings are forgivable. But, mind you, it is NOT to happen again!"


"Yeah..." Brent and I muttered, in one voice. Dis, shaking her head, left the room. She was squeaking to herself, inaudible. Mobius had stopped scolding, to my relief. I felt like a long snooze, though, after having lost so much blood. And I needed to change out of these stained garments. So I stepped towards the door.


Having obviously forgotten my weakness, my knee gave and I fell. Brent caught me, even though he had been on the other side of the room when I tripped. Mobius didn't like it at all, I could tell by his click of disapproval. "Um..." Brent murmured, setting me upright. "I, uh..." He never got tongue tied in front of a woman- this was odd. "Mobius, can I have a moment to speak with her in private?" Mobius scowled, and walked out of the room.


"I'm right outside, so keep your cotton picking paws off of her!" He hissed, as he stepped out and closed the door. I was left in the room with Brent. And Brent didn't seem very comfortable about it.


"Um... why did you..." Brent began, seeming to be quite abashed.


"I couldn't let you..." I said softly. Both of us seemed tongue tied. Brent slapped his forehead.


"Look, you didn't have to do that. You could have told Sharon to give me another transfusion..."


"She was asleep..."


"You'd rather die than wake a sleeping platypus?!" Brent questioned, flabbergasted.


"She wouldn't have understood!" I whispered. "She had no clue why you needed a transfusion in the first place, but a second one? She would think me insane! And you were..." I gulped, and looked away. "You were..."


"Dying?" Brent ventured. I nodded. And he laughed. "Well, as Antoine said once- I laugh at the feet of death! You didn't have to be so worried..." With that goofy grin of his, he wrapped me in a hug. He was burning hot! It almost hurt. My blood, I knew. He had been colder yesterday, when he grabbed my arm. "I assure you, I wouldn't have minded waiting in heaven for you..."


"What...?" I whispered, looking at his large red eyes. Was he hitting on me? Funny way to hit on someone. I glanced down at the rug. Well, now I knew why he wasn't letting go of me in the hug. Such a pervert. I would have slapped him and told him to back off, but I was too tired. And then I realized that he was kissing my neck, where he had bit me! That pervert! "Stop," I whispered. He didn't- rather, he held me tighter, and played with my hair with his left hand. "Stop," I said louder.


"Author..." He sung softly. "You know how I apologize, and give thanks..." He dragged me down onto the bed with him. Still kissing me! It stung, wherever those lips touched me. Yes, I knew what he was capable of- and rape was on the list.


"Help... Mo-o-o..." I tried to call out for Mobius, but that was awful hard when Brent was kissing me. This had happened, in one of my stories- 'The Dark Side of Sonic'. My rabbit character had been raped and bitten in her bedroom, by Brent. I wouldn't let the same thing happen to the real me! Mobius was right outside the door!


Brent's hand left my hair, and covered my mouth, so I couldn't scream. And he reached up my shirt with his other hand. No! I bit his fingers, which made him let go a small bit. "MOBIUS!" I screamed, as soon as I could. The door slammed open, and Brent was ripped off of me.


"WHAT IN HELL DO YOU THINK YOU'RE DOING, MAN?" Mobius yelled at Brent, with an accusing finger pointed at him. I slid off the bed, and used it's posts to bring myself onto my feet. Mobius helped me support myself. That sick freak was gonna rape me! The guilty bastard just leaned up against the wall and said nothing. It's hard to make him talk when he doesn't want to. Just leaning there, with my blood all over him as well, since he had held me. That...


"Bastard," I croaked. Mobius immediately turned to look at me.


"Are you okay?" He demanded. I nodded- such a lie. I felt so sick, like I had been completely soiled by a hedgehog. "No, you're not..." He glared at Brent again. "What kind of sick freak ARE you?! She made you, you can practically call her MOM, and you tried to FUCK her! You've got issues, man!"


"Whoops," Brent said sarcastically. Damn him and his voice! Damn them to hell!


"Asshole," Mobius hissed. He still had his finger pointed at Brent- and I suddenly remembered, out of the blue, that he could really hurt someone with those fingers. "She's a HUMAN! You're a HEDGEHOG! You're SICK, dude!" Brent only blinked. "Herrimina."


The walls surrounding Brent suddenly smashed, as though a giant hand had punched him. Brent got a stunned look on his face, and fell, knocked out, to the floor. "He's lucky to be only knocked out," Mobius said savagely. And I nodded. The Herrimina curse was the thing Teliva had used to kill Henga. Big trouble, if you aim for the head. "Are you alright? No, really, are you?"


"I don't know," I murmured. "But I sure as hell want to go to bed..." Mobius nodded, and took hold of my hand. Then he teleported us to my room, in a flash. Too brief to feel anything, the warp was just a flash in my eyes. I grabbed the post of my bed, for support, trying not to touch the sheet and stain it. "Thanks, Mobius..."


"We gotta get you out of these clothes," Mobius whispered. "And we gotta get rid of them, too... There's no way in hell these stains are gonna come out all the way." I nodded, and wondered how I would be able to change my clothes if I couldn't even stand. And I would have to take a bath before I put on new clothes, too, because the blood had leaked through to my skin. I must have smelled great to Brent.

CHAPTER SIX


It was about three in the morning by the time I had finally gotten to bed. Mobius had fetched Disearameekonilo to help me get my soiled clothes off, and take a bath without fainting and drowning. He hadn't helped me himself, which made sense, because he knew I wouldn't feel good at all nude in front of another male hedgehog. I didn't feel good nude anyways, but my birthday suit is nice enough.


I was in my little white nightgown again, and Dis had made sure my hair was straight and dry before she allowed me to get in bed. Than she left, saying she would deliver breakfast in the morning and tell the others that I was suffering from a cold. Mobius had come in, and said a few comforting things. Things involving him having a telepathic bond with me, so he would know if anything happened to me. He said he would sleep outside my door and make sure nobody entered.


After giving me a kiss goodnight, on the forehead, he left the room. Now that that was over, I was free to sleep and dream, and try to forget all that had happened because of my foolishness. But I couldn't forget it. I had nearly died, and five minutes after, I had nearly been raped by a hedgehog. Why had it felt so nice when he hurt me, and so horrible when he kissed me? I was left alone, to my memories. Half asleep, oh so weak, all I could do was think and try not to.


His skin had been burning hot. He had made me so cold. Reptilian, cold blooded. I felt his lips on me again, and I shivered. I was crying. This nightmare, while I was awake! I wanted to fall asleep, but I couldn't. I was so cold, but I kept feeling his burning hot arms on me, like memories being relived. His hands up my shirt, touching me THERE...


I wanted so badly to scream. I curled up under my blankets, shivering. So cold! So hot. How he had dragged me onto the bed with him. Burning hot. My blood, in and on him and me. Him touching my boobs! I hadn't been able to cry out for help, at first. His lips! Trying to take my life and purity. Those teeth in me, him holding me. So helpless. That pain in my heart! His hands in my hair. Those kisses! My shirt!


The blankets were suddenly ripped off of me. Shuddering, I looked up. Mobius was there, looking pale and shaken. "What's wrong?" He demanded, while tucking me in properly. I had been at the foot of the bed. "You were screaming..." So I was. My throat hurt. And now I was crying, too. How could I confide in him? He was a guy, he wouldn't have understood.


"Just a nightmare," I whispered. Mobius sighed, and pulled the blankets up to my chin.


"You weren't asleep," He whispered. And, using his light blue hand, he started rubbing my forehead. That felt good. "Calm down, Author. It won't happen again." His hand started to glow a small bit, in the light. Everything became blurry, and I felt warmer. "Go to sleep, rest easy..."


That's what I did. I closed my eyes and drifted off into dreams, dreams of beautiful beaches and crackling fires in winter. Childhood friends playing in my old yard with me. But after each dream ended, I heard a small giggle- in Brent's voice.


Next morning, I got up without much trouble. I was getting my strength back. And I moseyed over to the big balcony. My hair was so messed up, and my breath could have killed a dragon. Not a care. I wanted to see the sunrise in Antarctica. So I slid open the door of the balcony, leaving it open. And I leaned up against the rails, watching. The sun had already risen. There it was, high and golden. The air was as cold as I was. A brisk morning at the temple.


I hummed a soft little song, with a cheerful tune, slowly. This was beautiful. Though the cliffs were bare, they were lovely. A continent of these rocks. And the ocean! I had such a view that the sun was right above the ocean. I knew it was freakishly cold, but it sparkled merrily. I slowly turned to go back in, and saw that Mobius had fallen asleep, curled up next to my bed. Were it not for him, I would be dead. Dead and fucked.


Smiling, I went back in and closed the door. He sat up with a jolt. "Sorry to wake you," I whispered. He blinked in an exhausted way, and then stood up, with a yawn.


"No trouble at all," He said slowly. But it looked as though he had only gotten three minutes of sleep. I smiled, as he slumped over and started snoring. Hedgehogs were always so sleepy. I gently picked up Mobius, and set the snoozing Jedi hog in my bed. I must have exhausted him last night with worry. What happened, again...?


"Well... I'm not going to accept help. I guess I AM dying. Well, the first five minutes might hurt. G'night, Author..."


"Author... You know how I apologize, and give thanks..."


I shook my head. What the fuck was THAT?! Oh yeah... Brent. He had said these things, and then... I slapped my forehead. No, don't think of it! Never, ever see Brent again. Ignore him if he speaks to you. I hadn't known how real the horror was, when I made him. But at the time, I regretted it. Why had I made mostly bad guys, and jerks that fought them? I should have made kind, innocent people with a few scattered bad guys, who were mostly comic relief and not true evil.


Shaking my head at my errored characters, which numbered 217, I made sure Mobius couldn't see me and changed into day clothes. Today, it was a nice outfit. White jeans, a white T-shirt, and a white bracelet. Sweet. But a dress I saw in my dresser reminded me of Davida- a raccoon, who was created as a dead person. Why had I made a character that started existence DEAD?


I shouldn't have even thought of these things, because as I stepped out the door, there were about twenty people crowded around me. My face was obviously showing some stress. But now it showed more. Now I understood, from the many things they tried to tell me, all at once. They had heard what Brent did to me, and come with little gifts and candies, but my door had been locked. Either Disearam wasn't trustworthy, or Brent had been bragging that he got to kiss the Author... I knew which was more likely, of course. Leave it to Brent to make my worshippers pity me.


"Everybody, be quiet!" I snapped loudly. They had all been yelling at once, and now, they stopped talking. "What's up? Can we speak in an orderly way?" They all looked at each other, and finally, one of them stepped forward. "What's up, Reznor?" That was who had come forth- dark Reznor, and his cute son Trent followed up. A few of the people gathered around me were the POWD- Products Of Waste Dumping. A band consisting only of cats.


"We heard you were sick," Reznor said gruffly. "So we brought you... stuff..." He and his son nervously handed me a couple small packages, wrapped as though for a birthday. It was my turn to feel nervous.


"Uh, sorry for... yelling... I'm not in the best of moods, and I'm feeling a bit queasy."


"Well, consider it a 'get well and forget it fast' present," Trent said sweetly. He ran up, gave me a 'huggle' as they say in baby language, and scampered off. I grinned. What a sweetie. Then the rest of the POWD walked up and gave me presents... Biscuit, modeled after my own sweet cat; Kortez, owned by Reznor's family; his sister, Kersee; Sheba, my mother's dead animal; Gabby, my brother's pet whom you DO NOT, repeat DO NOT pet; and Bobby Joe, a starving green cat forced to wear stolen women's clothing. They each gave me a little wrapped gift, and walked off silently.


After that, it was a few others with gifts. They were mostly nice people that I had made; Trip, a kind albino hedgehog in a trenchcoat; Jeremy, a full grown echidna with a ruby stuck in his forehead; Denise, a purple hedgehog whore; and Hercules the beetle, who had to ask Trip to carry his gift.


I had been rather alarmed, when a silver velociraptor with tiger stripes lumbered up and presented me with a gorgeous necklace. It had to be Dyre, not his sister or brother- because Katalony, the sister, would have eaten me- and Lisbow, his brother, thought everything sucked (most likely including me). Dyre was honorable. And he was so obsessed with honor at that!


He was an exiled prince, after all. Naturally, he was an honorable guy. He had only been exiled because his brother framed him for the death of their father, and his name had never been cleared. Poor Dyre. Yet he was still rich, as was obvious. A fancy necklace, as a get well present! Somehow, I had a feeling Dyre knew something.


After they all gave me gifts, they all left peacefully. Wondering how far it had spread, I walked back into my room and began to open my gifts.

CHAPTER SEVEN


Walking back in, and lugging a large stack of gifts, I sat on the bed next to Mobius- who was snoring blissfully. I wondered, who would be outside my door the next time I opened it? I quickly reached over and locked it, hoping I hadn't let in a psycho when I had opened it before. Some of my characters were like that.


I opened Trent's gift first. It was a little box of chocolates, in heart shapes. I laughed to myself. That sweet little son of a spudmuncher! I suddenly re-heard what he said... 'get well and forget it fast'. Did he know what had happened between me and Brent? I shook my head. He couldn't. He only meant to forget yelling at them and be happy.


Setting the chocolates aside, I opened the thing Reznor gave me. It was a box full of... joints. Fighting to keep myself from laughing and waking Mobius up, I set it aside. I wasn't a stoner! But he obviously didn't know that. Biscuit gave me a big, soft, handmade teddy bear, which smelled strongly of catnip. I had a feeling she had made it for herself, and given it to me out of pity.


Kortez and Kersee had made a big poster, with many satanic things on it. Sheba, ever ancient and full of sense, had given me cold pills, believing I was ill. Gabby had given me some Skittles, and Bobby Joe had given me all he could afford- a couple quarters. I wished I had made him richer- he was so thin and kind. The POWD would have to be thanked for their care. Using some paper and a pencil from the dresser of art supplies, I made a note of who gave me what.


Trip gave me a watch, which I happily strapped on. It was nice, made of quartz. I bet his mother had owned it. Jeremy had given me a pair of shoes- not the highest quality, but they were unused- and they were BLACK. Finally! I had too many white shoes. But I wouldn't wear it with any of my old clothing. Denise had given me a small makeup set, which I didn't need because of my huge one by the bed.


Hercules, who had Trip bring the gift, had a large gift wrapped in silver. When I say large, I mean that it was half my height. Even Trip had had trouble with it. I wondered how in hell a beetle had gotten hold of it- until I opened it. It was a log- turning it over, I saw that wormholes on the side read, "Be healthy, don't drink and drive, and for god's sake, go light on the beans". Chuckling, I looked for a place to put it. He must have gotten his annelid friends to eat the words in for me. I had friends, obviously.


Writing down the gifts in a list, and putting on Dyre's necklace, I thought of what to do next. Well, that was simple. I needed to eat breakfast. Hadn't Disearameekonilo told me that she would deliver it? Perhaps she hadn't been able to get in because of the locked door. But I had to put these things away. The poster went up on the wall, with some tacks that I had put in my jewelry box. Jeremy's shoes went in my shoe box.


Reznor's joints? I put them in my pocket, resolving to give them back. Biscuit's teddy bear was set on my pillows- and I watched Mobius grab it in his sleep and cuddle it. Cutie! Sheba's pills were placed in the top drawer of my closet. Gabby's skittles and Trent's chocolates were in a beauty drawer, to be reserved for sugar emergencies. Bobby's quarters went into my coin purse, locked up in my dresser.


Now I had to figure out some place to put the advisory log. As far as I could see, it would look nice when hung from the ceiling by the ends. So I looked around at the ceiling, for a place that I could possibly mount it. And I froze in absolute horror.


There was somebody on my ceiling! For a second, I stared blankly up at him. And then I noticed who he was. It was a neon red echidna, with a swirl on his chest and swirls for eyes. He had a unicorn style horn on his head, and his cheeks were green. He had no hands, and yet he had claws, which were suspended in emptiness. "TWIST!" I choked. He turned his face to the side and looked me over, with no expression. His eyes spun to the side, and snapped back in place. So did his belly swirl.


"I'm not Twist. I'm Spiderman," Twist said, in a strange voice. I laughed out loud. Twist specialized in oddness. So he crawled down the wall, Spiderman style, and walked up to me- on his front legs, in a handstand. "How do you do, ma'am?" He asked, while shaking my hand with one of his feet.


"Very well," I giggled. At that instant, I heard a loud yawn from Mobius. He had woken up!


"My spider sense is going off!" Twist gasped. And before I could protest, he had crawled under the bed. Mobius sat up, stretching.


"Who's fighting who?" He asked sleepily.


"It's nothing. Go back to sleep," I cooed, shoving him down onto the bed. At that instant, I heard a loud scream from Twist.


"AAAAAAAAUGH! MOOOOOONSTEEEEEEEERS!" He shot out from under the bed, and was suddenly wrapped around me, shivering. "Mommy, there's monsters under the bed," He declared. I laughed loudly. Mobius had obviously been woken up quite effectively.


"Who in hell is THAT?" He demanded, looking over the freaked out echidna.


"This is Twist," I said softly. "But for the moment, you can call him Spiderman." Twist looked up at me, as if confused.


"Who's Spiderman?" He demanded. "My name is Donatello. Can't you tell that I'm a turtle, not an arachnid?"


"Dude- you're an echidna, not a turtle," Mobius said, looking quite disturbed. Twist instantly hopped off of me and onto the floor, on his hands, in a rage.


"Who said anything about a turtle? I'm hungry! Stop complaining! I wanna complain! No! Never! Shut up! I always complain! Shut up, dammit! I say what I want, when I want! Damn you! No, damn YOU!" Twist yelled. It suddenly struck me that he was yelling at the two halves of his brain. Still arguing with himself, he moseyed out of the room on his front feet. Mobius whistled, as the door slammed behind the crazed echidna.


"THAT is one psycho cookie."


"I thought it was funny when I made him up," I said sheepishly. Mobius smiled over at me.


"An innocent mistake. But I don't think I'm gonna be able to sleep anymore..." He looked out at the balcony, with a sigh. "After seeing him, AND after last night..." I tried to ignore what he said. Last night. Brent's arms. I shuddered. "Hey- what's that on your arm? And your cheek? And... neck...?"


"What?" I asked, looking my arms over. And I noticed that there were large marks on the sides of my arms. Red marks. All in a single area. I looked over in the mirror. A long red mark was on one of my cheeks, and there were many on the right side of my neck. I stared emptily at the mirror.


"They look like burns," Mobius observed. "Why would there be burns on your arms and...?" I was thinking. They hadn't been there yesterday morning. What had happened since then...? I knew what.


"They ARE burns..." I whispered. Mobius opened his mouth to say something, but I motioned him to be silent. "No, I DIDN'T burn myself. Last night... After Brent bit me, he was burning hot. He must have scorched my skin when he..." My tongue caught in my throat, and I couldn't say anything more. Were these burns on my breasts, too? No wonder they stung... Mobius understood well enough. And he nodded.


"You don't have to finish your sentence," He whispered. "It's fine. Let's go get breakfast, huh?" I nodded, still trying not to act afraid. This had never happened in any of my stories. Brent hadn't been boiling hot after consumption. None of them had been. Had my characters been altered somehow, to be more scientifically correct? Just so they could actually exist?


"Right. Food..." I shook my head. "I think I wanna try being a vegetarian." Mobius sighed.


"It doesn't matter WHAT you eat," He whispered. "If it's you Brent wants, it's you he'll try to get hold of. If you took my advice, you would try weight lifting and martial arts, so you can resist him. Why did he have to a vampire, Author? In your stories it's all fun, and though you can't resist them, you've no desperate need to. But don't you understand how dangerous they can really be? Don't you know what they're capable of? They are terrible!"


It stunned me to hear this kind of talk out of Mobius. Here he was, on my bed, glaring at the marks on my arm, and muttering curses towards the undead under his breath. I had known that he was a serious guy. That he was very sensitive to others thoughts and feelings, that he was very strong where brains are concerned. That he was kind and forgiving, and was never prejudiced. He had proved all of these things. But now he was suddenly proving that he was capable of loathing. He stopped scowling at my arm, and put his smile back on. It was rather fixed, though.


He hadn't prejudged Brent simply because he was a vampire. He had waited for a reason to make up his mind about him. And that reason came when he had tried to rape me.


"C'mon," He said lightly. "Let's go eat, huh?" Taking my arm, he swiftly escorted me from the room to the Mess hall.

CHAPTER EIGHT


We had gone down into the mess hall, and sat by Disearam for breakfast. It was quite early- meaning that not many people were up. I had created a bunch of super-powered lazy bums. Mobius had quietly explained my burns to Dis, while explaining to the others that I had a horrible cold and must not be talked to for a while.


I didn't talk much at all, and didn't pay any attention to time. The only things I had said were what I wanted for breakfast. Many people spoke to me and tried to ask if I needed anything- but even if I had heard them properly, I wouldn't have answered. I didn't even answer Mobius and Disearam when they tried to get words out of me.


"I'm tired," I said, after some time. I didn't know how long this time had been.


"What?" Mobius asked. It was almost the first thing he had heard me say all day. I had eaten less than half of the food for my breakfast, and hadn't drank anything. My throat was so dry.


"I'm tired," I repeated. I had been tired ever since I got up- couldn't he tell? All day, my thoughts had exhausted me. Where I was, how this could happen. But they all kept trailing back to HIM. His dammed arms, his accursed lips! My shirt... I kept feeling them all over again. He had burned me with his touch. Those places he had defiled me were now on my skin for all to see. Slight discoloration because of it scarring over. Did he know how badly he had hurt me, by doing that?


"Is you wanting to go to bed?" Disearam asked gently, in her high-pitched voice. "It am evenings by now, you knowed." I didn't reply. "Is you wanting to go to bed?" Dis pressed.


"I'm tired," I whispered, sinking my head down onto the table, ready to fall asleep right there. I almost did so. So tired! I was hardly aware of it, when Mobius helped Dis drag me up the stairs, put me in a nightgown, and tuck me in to bed. I fell asnoose without saying one spare word. Was Mobius guarding me again tonight? I was too wiped out to care. I fell asleep almost as soon as my head was on the pillow.


Deep into the night, I kept sleeping. But I had opened my eyes in my sleep. Something was here? I hadn't opened my real eyes, just my visual eyes. Yes, something was here. I was looking over my right shoulder, as I was turned over on my side. So I turned over and looked left... What I saw was enough to make me scream.


A brown female hedgehog, in a green leotard, with long green hair. Jessica, also known as Elf for her appearance and talent with the bow and arrow. But she was obviously in a different room, though I was staring straight at her- she was on a different bed.


She had blood oozing all over her body, and her eyes were frozen wide open. But the worst was that... Brent was on top of her, tearing large gashes in her with a knife, pulling them open and taking the blood as it flowed. If ever he lost the flow, he would slash another line in her. He looked up- saw me, somehow, and hissed like an enraged wild cat. The blood was all over his face. Elf blinked, slowly. She was still alive?


"... Author..." She whispered. If only I could do something! Brent's hiss became a sharp roar.


My head snapped over to face towards my right again, praying that he hadn't really seen me. "Mobius," I choked. "Save Elf...!" I hoped that I was saying this out loud... I heard an odd rustling, and a large hand grasped my throat. It was scorching hot! There was blood on it, and it was boiling! God, the pain! I was screaming from it.


"Author! AUTHOR, wake up!" I heard Mobius' voice yelling, and I was being shaken- then I opened my real eyes. I was gasping for air, and sobbing. My throat still stung, in much pain. "What happened? What did you see?" Mobius demanded, as he pulled me into a sitting position. While he did so, the blankets fell off halfway. "Oh my GOD!"


"What?" I whispered.


"There's a bloody handprint on your neck!" Mobius pointed out. I sucked in my breath, and scurried to the front of the mirror, shakily. There it was. Brent's hand, on my throat, in blood. "God, we have to get that cleaned...! What in hell happened? He wasn't IN here, was he?"


"No," I whispered. And the dream came back, full force. I grabbed Mobius by the shoulders, quite roughly in my haste. He looked quite pale and alarmed. "We don't have time to clean this up! Teleport us to Jessica's room! Or, you may know her as Elf, but we have to get there FAST!" Confused, he nodded. A flash came before my eyes...


We were in Elf's room. It wasn't nearly as fancy as mine. But I wasn't concerned with how it looked. Elf was there on the bed- torn to pieces. "Too late..." I whispered. Mobius looked like he was about to vomit.


"How did you know...?" He asked softly, turning towards me. I could tell that he was looking more at the blood on my neck than my face. "How did you know about this?"


"That dream," I whispered. I refused to look at Elf's mutilated corpse. "Brent did it. He was hacking her with a knife, not biting her. I guess that's so nobody would suspect him, or any vampiric activity... And... he saw me watching, so he grabbed me..." I tapped the blood on my throat, which was still hot. There was a small bit of it on my fingers. Elf's blood. "... He was so hot that the blood on his hands was boiling, he burned me again..." Mobius leaned against the wall, watching me in silence. I looked up at the ceiling. "Elf, I tried to get here in time," I whispered. "Bear me no hatred when you pass..."


"What?" Mobius asked softly. I blinked back a tear, and looked over at him. He was just standing there, leaned on the wall, watching me. Like a scientist, studying me. Funny. He could be awful mysterious, for a goofy rodent wizard dressed like a movie fan. He hadn't heard?


"Just... talking," I said quietly. "To Jessica." Mobius sighed, and gave a nod.


"We need to get you cleaned up," Mobius said, deliberately changing the subject. There was an odd look on his face. He knew more than he would show right now. "And then we need to put Brent out of his misery, if we can find that guilty bitch." I nodded, and he swiftly escorted me from the room and back into my own. He didn't ask me any questions. I was so grateful for this.


Upon the return to my room, we quickly got the blood cleaned off of me. There were burns under the blood- ones much worse than the old ones. The old ones stung if I touched them. These stung if I didn't touch them, and I whined in pain when I did. After thinking a small bit, Mobius helped me apply Aloe Vera gel to the burns on my body. I had no problems with him rubbing these things onto my arms and the rest of me. Unlike Brent, Mobius wasn't sick or cannibalistic. He meant me no harm. I had applied the gel under my shirt, though.


As it was still night, he made sure I was safely in bed. And he swore that he would have to stay in here with me at night. So, after carefully tucking me in, he went off to fetch a sleeping bag. He knew that I wouldn't want him to share my bed. I was waiting restlessly for him to return. I just didn't feel safe anymore. What would we say, when everyone noticed that Elf had been hacked to pieces, out of the blue? How could we tell the truth, or would we lie? Or not say anything? To lie would be a shame upon her name. Jessica, I will tell the truth.


"Thinking?" Asked a voice in the corner. I sat up, with a jolt.


"You," I whispered. There, in the corner near the balcony, was Brent. Him and his six foot darkness, red eyes, beach bum clothes, and smile. He was just standing there, with a grin. "What in hell do you think you're doing?!"


"Standing here," Brent said mildly. "And thinking. Kinda like you- sitting there and thinking. However, I'm pretty sure that we're thinking different things. Like... you're thinking of the best way to get away from me..." I shook my head, and he just chuckled. "And I'm thinking... that you know something you shouldn't." I shook my head again. He laughed out loud, showing off his perfect teeth.


"I don't know anything about anything," I whispered. "Ask my old math teacher...!"


"You know that I'm not talking about math," Brent said lightly. "You know damn well why you have that burn on your neck." I set my hand on this, which was still sticky with Aloe Vera. But still warmer than the rest of my skin. "Yeah. Jessica." I shook my head. "You saw me."


"What about Jessica?" I demanded. "I saw you what?"


"You saw what I did to Jessica. I know you did." I decided to keep playing dumb- until Mobius came in.


"What did you to her?" I asked softly.


"You know what I did. Don't play dumb. You know what I am and what I do." I shook my head.


"I know what you are, yeah. But you do an awful lot of stuff." Yeah, like stick you hands up my shirt, I thought bitterly. Why didn't Mobius hurry? As soon as I couldn't play retard anymore, I was screwed!

CHAPTER NINE


"Yes," Brent whispered, with a mild smile on his face. "I can do an awful lot of stuff. And you know what I did to Elf. You watched me." I shook my head. "Quit playing dumb. You watched me kill her."


"You killed Jessica?" I croaked. "W-why...?"


"Because I'm me," Brent whispered. And he took a step towards me. Mobius, be quick! "If I had known you would have seen, I wouldn't have done it. Because I don't want to scare you." He took a few more steps up, stopped right next to me at the bed. I knew he could smell my fear. "No, really. I don't want to scare you."


"You're full of shit," I declared. "If you didn't want to scare me, you'd stay the hell away from me!" Brent sighed almost inaudibly, and placed his face near mine on the pillows. I flinched away from him.


"Oh, relax," He whispered. "I'm not gonna kill you, or hurt you."


"Than don't touch me," I snarled.


"All I wanted to do was kiss you," He mumbled, looking hard at me. No smile anymore.


"No!" I hissed. "Not even that! If all you want is a lousy kiss, wait a few days, so I won't get burned!" I would have gotten up and left, if I hadn't known he would hurt me if I tried. So I just laid there, glaring at him, silently praying for mercy. Brent looked me over, and then sat on the edge of the bed, watching me.


"Why are you so scared of me?" He asked softly. "I'm not a bad guy, Author... you know that..." He gingerly reached out, and rubbed my cheek. To my surprise, he wasn't too hot at all. Had he cooled down that fast after consuming Jessica? He must have been burning when he bit me, but cooled off after half an hour or so. "I see you've noticed that I won't burn you," Brent chuckled. I had to know...


"How long do you stay hot, after you-"


"How long do I stay hot?" Brent repeated, interrupting me. "I'm always hot!" He reached over a bit further, grabbed me gently, and wrapped me in a hug. I was still praying for Mobius. What was taking him so long? Funny- this wasn't a perverted hug. Maybe Brent WAS sick. "Can I have that kiss NOW, Author?"


"Not with my permission, no," I said coldly. I didn't think he would listen. Lou and behold, he bent me back and pressed his lips on mine. I hated it. He was bound to do something worse when he took them off. Where was Mobius? I was lucky, in a way... Brent wasn't gonna stop kissing me. That's a lot better for my health than other things he could do. How long was he gonna keep trying to put his dammed tongue in my mouth? I was answered soon enough- he stopped for a second, to speak to me.


"Please, Author- I would hate to have to hurt you."


"I'm not gonna French you while I still breath," I snarled, wanting to spit on his face.


"I would think otherwise, if I were in your situation," Brent replied. As soon as he said it, he licked my lips and forced them apart before a kiss. I hated the bastard! His dammed lips and tongue- I wanted them off and out of me! But suddenly, I was choking. What in hell! He didn't stop kissing me! There was a nasty flavor leaking up on my tongue, and I was choking, but I could breath...


Blood. That was the flavor on my tongue. That was why he had wanted a kiss. He was somehow making me bleed out of my mouth, so he had no need to bite me. I was trying to get out of his grip. Perhaps this was that terrible power if theirs that Mobius had spoke of. And where was he? Did it really take seven minutes to get a sleeping bag from the other side of the temple, for a guy that can teleport?


"Relax. This doesn't hurt, does it?" I heard his voice in my head, not out loud. Damn you, Brent! "Oh, come on. This is mercy, compared to what I did to Elf." You're a bastard. "Aren't YOU a cold fish. Maybe I will cook you. But I'll try not to."


Brent was starting to warm up, and I was cooling down fast. His dammed mouth! Taking the life right out of mine. "When we met, I was starving. Do you want me to starve? I always go crazy and hurt someone. But you should have known, when you made me hurt you... one of the laws in the unwritten book of vamping rules. I can't leave anybody alone that I caught taste of, until they're dead or undead."


My blood kept pouring out of my mouth, from which Brent was taking his enjoyment. It hurt to keep coughing this up, and have to taste this as he took it from me. To make it worse, his fangs were a nuisance. What if he bit my tongue on accident? My eyes were closed, I didn't want to see his face while he killed me. Disearam... Mobius... What would they think? I needed some way to prove that this had NOT been my idea.


Making sure this was casual, I let a few drops of my blood drip out of the side of my mouth. It disgusted me, but it would be enough. Surely Mobius had found himself a dammed sleeping bag by now... how long had it been? Ten minutes? "Not being able to keep track of time is a sign of enjoyment," Brent's voice sang gleefully. I could never like this! "Come on, I know you do. You wish I would do more than kiss you."


Would a nice kick in the balls prove you wrong? He was getting really toasty now. I began to shiver in his grip. So cold, and he's taking my heat and my life. He'll kill me. "Probably not... No, I won't." Where in hell is Mobius? Now cold and shivering, I began to get tired. Choking. God, don't make me give him any more! I wanna live. "I won't kill you." Horse shit. As soon as I slip away from consciousness, you're gonna bite me. "No."


His voice- was he sending me softer messages, or was I falling away? It was quieter. But than, everything was quieter. Brent, am I leaving? "Almost to that point." Don't get me there. I was so cold. I don't like kisses. I'll never like a guy that is even mildly interested in sex. I never liked you for anything other than making a few idiots feel horrid. If you're gonna kill me, get it over with, but leave my mouth alone. "No. I won't kill you." Stop kissing me, dammit.


The door suddenly slammed open, and I felt Brent being thrown away from me like litter in the wind. Mobius was here. As soon as Brent was knocked off of me, I took a long, shuddering gasp of air. I was still choking up blood. "Author..." Mobius whispered in my ear. I could only tell it was him by the voice. My eyes were open now that Brent was gone- but my vision was so messed up. "Do you want me to kill him? Give me the word, I'll do it!" I nodded, as fast as I could.


Leaning off the bed, I began to spit out blood onto the plastic mat where my slippers normally were. No way in hell was I going to swallow it. I felt sick enough. I ignored all the sounds that were flitting through the background of my brain, hoping that none of those horrible screams were coming from Mobius... And I tried to keep my mind on something, so I wouldn't fall off the bed, slip into dreams, and die. I was concentrating on spitting out every drop of blood that dripped into my mouth.


After about half a minute, the sounds of yelling in the background were over. The trickle of my blood was thinning a lot. That must have meant Brent was dying. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see. I kept spitting that dammed red liquid on the plastic rug. And another half minute later, there was nothing left to spit. Thank god. I weakly pulled myself back onto the bed, and fell over. That voice...?


"Author!" Mobius was saying loudly. "Author, can you hear me? Author...!" I saw the blurry outline of Mobius' face, in it's light blue. I wanted to nod, or say something to let him know I was alive. But things were getting blurrier and blurrier. I was so weak, I couldn't even open my mouth to speak. And the room was fading from my view.


Mobius, aren't you a mind reader? I love you, and I'll never forget you. All I knew was that I heard Mobius panicking, and that if I didn't close my eyes, someone else would have to close them for me. So I closed them. Mobius is a healer. I have to live. But as soon as I thought this, I drifted away.


For a moment, I saw Jessica in that room with us. She looked so sad. And she was looking at me. "Stay with Mobius!" She cried out. I was watching Mobius, wondering how I could stay with him- live- if I was already up and floating? Wasn't I dead beyond hope?


He was desperately trying to heal random parts of me- throat, chest, legs, and finally, head. No good? Mobius, shocked and grieving, gave up on me. And he curled up on the floor by the bed, sobbing pathetically and whining my new name. I sadly shook my head at Elf- and then, she vanished from my sight. Dizzy, I somehow vanished as well.


My eyes had been shut- how had I seen this? I opened them in a drowsy way, with a moan. Mobius, hearing it and looking up at me, began to cry with relief. "Author..." He whispered, and wrapped me in a tight hug. I barely felt it. "I thought you were dead..." He choked back a tear.


"I WAS dead..." I whispered. I couldn't hear myself speak. But Mobius looked amazed, as though he had heard it. Hedgehogs could hear better than half-dead humans. "... I came back because you were crying."

CHAPTER TEN


After that, I had been taken to Sharon and given a blood transfusion. I had fallen asleep on the way there, but Mobius had been whispering what was happening in my ear. I had semi-woken up two days later, with Dis and Mobius at my bed, whispering. She must have heard it all by now. I had woken up again on the third day since Brent had hurt me. It was my eighth day here.


Now there was a massive heap of get well presents, a bit taller than me. How was I ever gonna thank all of these people? And what would I say to Dis... What would I tell Mobius? Sharon informed me that I had gotten a present from Nightmare, but Sharon had confiscated it because it may have beheaded me. It figured. Sharon also said that Mobius and Disearameekonilo had hardly left my bedside these days.


Sharon hadn't allowed visitors, which was a real relief for me. She only allowed in Dis and Mobius, because she knew they were probably the ones I was willing to see. She had made the stack of gifts. And she kept bringing me orange juice, as well as tea and Mountain Dew. I was grateful. She also informed me that the truth about Brent had been revealed.


She had told me what had happened, while I wasn't aware of things. Mobius had staked Brent with the log Hercules had made for me. He had suffered a few minor injuries, like a huge scrape over one of his eyes and a cracked shoulder. But he had healed himself. And he had been so bent out of shape when he thought I was dead.


"You get a lot more pity, dear," Sharon had said, "When you are nearly raped and murdered, than when you have a head cold. Had you said the truth first thing, you might not have had to go through this." She understood why I hadn't told, though. She had been created to pity the wrong person. And she understood how I had felt sorry for Brent. Even if it was from someone that was meant to be wrong, I needed to be understood for a while.


After another transfusion, I had been released from the hospital wing. First, I had looked through my gifts and thought of my characters. Teliva had given me an insulting note.


"Dear Ass-ther," She addressed me. "You make me sick. For many reasons. Just so you know, I don't belong here with your clueless assholes. Penny made me up, not you. Well, you helped, but I was her idea. But the thing that made me sickest was that big ass pile of stuff your ass-kissers gave you. Especially since you're only getting pity because you let a demon kiss your weak little ass."


The insults carried on for quite some time. It figured, that only one of Penny's characters would have the nerve to cuss me out on paper, surrounded by armed and dangerous freaks that worshipped the ground I walked on. When I went back to my room, I had made Teliva carry my huge pile of gifts. She didn't seem to like doing so.


I had waited in my room for a while, listening to my radio and using the computer. I was delighted to see that every story I had ever written was on this computer. Even the five hundred page one that I had accidentally saved over. It also had a large file on it- a music video of Engel, by Rammstein, with clips from Evangelion. It had all my files. And all my favorite internet sites were bookmarked.


The door clicked open, and I turned to welcome in Dis and Mobius. Mobius had instantly ran up and hugged me, while Disearam had stood there, squeaking happily. I was pretty happy, too- knowing that I wouldn't have to worry about Brent coming back for me again, or touching me again. They were glad of this as well. But they had come to say something serious, too.


"Did you notice how long it had taken me to get back to you?" Mobius asked, once we were all settled down on my big bed. I nodded. "Somewhere around fifteen minutes, and that was when I knew you were in trouble. Not everybody loves you as the author."


"I know," I said cheerfully. "Amongst my get well gifts, I got three letters cussing me out and two explosive animals." Disearam squealed, and shook her head.


"That not good," She tutted. "Who sending them?"


"Well, one of the mean letters was from Teliva. The other things were anonymous." I sighed. "Bet Nightmare sent one of the combustibles."


"I wouldn't have been surprised if Penny sent the other," Mobius said softly. I blinked at him in confusion. So did Dis. "Didn't you know? Penny was never interested in the things you liked, but she was jealous of your drawings. She had been so proud of her lettering talents, because she thought you couldn't do better."


"What does this have to do with why you were late?" I demanded. Mobius continued, ignoring the question.


"She had never liked you much, though you were one of her only friends that ever visited her. She had liked SOME of your work, but hated all of the Sonic the Hedgehog stuff." I opened my mouth to correct him, but he motioned for silence. "That is... until she convinced you to turn her squirrel into the master vampire."


Oh god. True, true. I had only created Brent to be used in a big story of mine- 'The Dark Side of Sonic'. I had spent so much time trying to pick the perfect master vampire. I had been considering having it be Brent. And I shivered. Oh, what would have happened if he HAD been the master? But was Mobius trying to say that this little blonde desert cook was the master vampire? It couldn't be. I had given her black hair with yellow highlights, instead of the other way around, when I turned her into the master. She was yellow, I had seen her!


"Can't be," I said simply. "So you've read my stories, and done your homework. But she can't be the master vampire- or a normal one, for that matter." And I explained the color idea. Mobius shook his head.


"But I have evidence that she's the master. Or at least, a regular."


"My stories are on the computer," I said lazily, pointing at it. But Mobius's proof wasn't in one of my stories. He messed with the loose collar of his Jedi-like outfit for a second, undid a button in the back, and pulled down the collar to show his tale. "Oh my god..." I whispered, with nothing else to say. "Oh my god."


"See now?" Mobius asked calmly, as he buttoned it back up. "She's a vamp, Author. We-"


"So are you." Mobius looked a bit unsettled. "How did she get you...? You can teleport." Mobius groaned.


"Okay, okay. Ya know how I had left to get me a sleeping bag? I couldn't just teleport off somewhere, because I didn't know where one was. So, I checked all the rooms where one might be. When I finally found one in the camping supplies room, it took me a moment to get a nice grip on it. You know how big those things are compared to me." I nodded. "I had barely grabbed it when I felt some REALLY bad vibes in the room, and before I could do anything, well..."


"Go on," I urged him.


"I'll spare you the details," He mumbled. "But I didn't like it. Penny was nice enough to keep my clothes clean..." He looked up at me. "Your TDSS was pretty serious shit, but it didn't follow the old legends and stuff. Penny gave a little of her blood in return for mine- assuring that I would live, and that I wouldn't live at the same time. Get me?"


"Uh huh," I whispered. I felt ill. Why hadn't I remembered that when I wrote TDSS? I had forgotten so much. How to PROPERLY kill a vampire. How to become one. The right remedies. Why had I been so concerned that I would wake up undead after being bitten? I should have known that if the legends were true, like they were now, I would never wake up.


"Anyways..." Mobius continued. Dis and I stared in silence. "Well, it REALLY sucked. Sucked." He grinned.


"Yes, I know that it literally sucked," I said, with a grin of my own. "Just keep talking."


"Okay. Well, after she left me alone in that little room with the sleeping bag and a... a bit of her blood on my lips... Well, I was kind of stunned, and stuck sitting there, trying to get my senses. Then I suddenly got some mental images of Brent... ON TOP OF YOU. That REALLY scared me, so I just ignored the sleeping bag and went straight over. And you know the rest."


"Brent under top of her?" Disearam squeaked, with a shudder. "This scare me, three." I laughed loudly, and Mobius grinned.


"No, but see, it's really bad. And I have to ask you this, because it's really important." I zipped my lip, and listened in. Mobius looked me square in the eye. "I have to know if you have IMAGINED anyone else as a vampire." I was stunned. Why did he want to know?

CHAPTER ELEVEN


"Why?" I demanded. "I'm pretty sure I've imagined a super dangerous and evil dark side for everybody I ever made or met." Mobius slapped his forehead.


"I know that I have to watch for signs from the crazy assed bitches-" My bunny character, with my name (spelled the way it SHOULD have been spelled) Kaylee; Penny's OTHER character, an ermine named Krysti; and my friend Shannon's first character, a hedgehog named Katherine. "-and a few others that you mentioned, like Andean." Andean, the gray wolf in yellow overalls. She had been a vampire in TDSS... she had bitten Shadow, an official copyrighted character of SEGA.


"Oh shit..."


"And it makes me wonder. It says all over the place that Andean is Yo Dude's girlfriend. Is Yo Dude one of 'em?"


"I dunno," I said softly. "I mean, maybe Andean likes him enough not to hurt him..."


"Fat chance there," Mobius murmured. I noticed that his cheeks were oddly wobbly, stretching in odd places. Was he licking his teeth?!


"Wait a fricken' second!" I hissed, glaring at him. "All the legends say that it takes TIME to become a full fledged shit sucker! How many days ago were you bit?" Mobius looked me over. Still licking his teeth, I noticed.


"Three," He said lightly. "We've still got four days left until there's trouble. In other words..." He cleared his throat. "If we can't figure out who the master is and polish off all these damned vampires, we're gonna have to kill Penny."


"Not Penny..." I whispered. "Look, I don't care if it's just her CHARACTER... it's PENNY!"


"I knew you wouldn't like it," Mobius moaned. "But lemme give you the worst. In case you managed to forget this... according to your story, she's the master."


"We are NOT gonna kill Penny!" I said firmly. "The master's gotta be someone else..."


"I is not being too sure," Disearam squeaked sullenly. "I is not being too sure either of you is right."


"Waddaya mean?" Mobius asked.


"Wasn't you making other story beside vampires in them?" Disearam mused. "BEFORE TDSS? All you's Tendahn story. Wasn't you making Saliba a master too?" I slapped my forehead. Tendahn. That story had been deleted almost a year ago. I hadn't read it in a long time. But the name- SALIBA. I remembered him. He was a bat half the time, and human the rest. HE had a temperature change thing going, much like Brent! He had hurt so many. The thing Brent had done to Elf- ripping her to shreds with a knife and leaving her, desecrated- Saliba had done that with his TEETH, to his best friend. And then he stole her cat.


"It's not Saliba!" I declared, looking happy that we didn't have to kill Penny. "Mobius, was Penny... rather odd temperatured when she bit you?"


"Um..." Mobius mumbled. "I was half asleep AFTER she bit me, but when she grabbed me, she was an ice cube..."


"She's not the master," I declared. And I pulled up TDSS, on the computer. "See this? They're always the same temperature, according to TDSS. It's a completely different BREED of vampirism. A rather unorthodox one. The TENDAHN stories..." I pulled those up, and let them read one of the pages. "They have the changing temperature, and all the legend stuff. See that? Aviel hadn't been able to go in Billy's house, because he hadn't invited her in!"


"But you said it wasn't Saliba," Mobius pointed out. "It's not Penny? AND not Saliba?" I nodded.


"It's Anne Chovy. Either her, or the OLD Katherine. I had told Shannon to not name her hedgehog after a vamp..." Reading through, skimming, I saw quite plainly. "Let's see... Anne made Katherine. According to this, there isn't anybody that made HER. Then Katherine killed her, but nobody went back to normal. And..."


"What?" Disearam demanded. My face had suddenly went pale.


"I had killed them off!" I said simply. Mobius and Dis blinked. "There weren't many people at ALL that had been vamped by Katherine and Anne. And I killed off the only two possible masters!" Looking sick, I turned to Mobius. "They're even more unorthodox than the TDSS breed," I whispered. "They don't go back to normal when the master dies." Mobius gulped.


"Than there's no hope... for me?" He choked. I hissed sharply.


"No, wait, that can't be right..." I flipped through again, and soon had the answer. "LOOK at this! Anne and Katherine- they were way in the future of Tendahn, RIGHT? As in, eons later than when the original characters came!" Mobius nodded. "Back in the EARLY times... The prehistoric Tendahn! There was vampirism THEN, too!"


"Quick, let's find the source of it!" Mobius said. I saw an odd glint in his eyes.


"I don't even have to look that up," I whispered. "I remember it. Ya know the old bad guy? That gay robot, G75...?" They both nodded. "He had read a goofy vampire book, saw that it would be a nice way to get rid of the stupid good guys, and created a colony of vampire bats. All had been exterminated but one, and that one was locked up and launched into space- as good as dead, but it lived on."


"That's it?" Mobius demanded. "Where is it? Who all did it infect?" I shook my head.


"There's no point in killing it. It's practically dead. Listen to the hunch. The legend books say that getting rid of the vampire that bit you will get you and all THIS vamp's victims back to normal. Getting rid of the one that started the whole mess gets rid of all of them. This bat had only bit one person before it was refrigerated for all eternity. And do you know who that was?"


Mobius and Disearam looked at each other with some cunning understanding. "Rattail," They said in one voice. I grinned.


"Exarkly. Getting her gets rid of whoever she bit, and whoever they bit, so on so forth... let that poor refrigerated thing go. We'll go after Rattail."


"But we have only four days!" Mobius simpered. "I don't wanna be a full fledged shit sucker, not for one second!"


"It's simple. Four days is plenty of time," I said lightly. "Rattail won't be on Earth. She would be on Tendahn. If we find the last place she was mentioned in the story, she'll probably be there."


So, after making a lot more plans, we decided to hunt down Rattail. And, just in case we were wrong, we would go after Saliba. I had voiced my opinion on that quite bluntly. Rattail hated what she was, and spent all her time doing what was best for her health and her health alone. She was a coward. Saliba wasn't. He killed for fun. And he had mastered all the special powers that vampirism offered. He might as well be the master. But, as Rattail came first, we would only go after Saliba if Rattail obviously wasn't it.


Tired of explaining things, I had taken a nap while Mobius and Disearam looked around for where Rattail might be. They hadn't seemed to mind looking without me. It turned out that at a turning point in Tendahn's history, Rattail had split away from her old friends, for their good. She had somehow gotten hold of a portal- she had never been able to teleport- and was stuck in a scummy, slave-filled city as big as North America. It was known as Hura.


I had still been asleep when they were planning how to find her, and what stuff we would have to bring. They also made a list of who to try and enlist for help. By the time I had woken up, they had gotten two extra people to help us look for Rattail.


Daimao, the green and black hedgehog, was going to help us because she expected a reward. Just like her. I had created her as a double-crossing twerp with no fashion sense and an extreme lust for money. However, like Mobius, she had chaos energy in her body and could heal most hurts by herself. Very good when hunting immortals.


They had also enlisted Dyre, who I swiftly thanked for the wonderful necklace- and a beautiful dagger, a more recent gift. I had given him a bow and everything. The exiled velociraptor prince, ever elegant, bowed back and said "no trouble."


After Mobius and Dis had planned out most of it with me and our two helpers, we had only one issue left. Mobius' time limit. Four days! Naturally, we were going to teleport to Hura. But as this city was massive, it would be very difficult to find this rat before Mobius got the urge.


"It's just a slim chance that we'll find her in that small amount of time," Dyre growled. I hadn't let him on the bed, because I didn't trust his six inch claws not to damage my bedding. "However, it's better than no chance." As a small deal between us, we weren't going to mention that Penny might still be the master. Daimao nodded.


"Yep, chances are good. I almost got a chance to get rid of my brother..." She whispered.


"What, did your parents try to sell him as a slave?" Dyre demanded. He was forgetting his time period again.


"No, it was my eighteenth birthday... my best friend got me a machine gun." Suddenly getting a horrid look, she silenced herself. She had said a little too much. Ignoring this little bit of treachery we had just heard, we proceeded to make plans.

CHAPTER TWELVE


"We-ell, here we are," Mobius said in a cheerful way. He had just teleported us to Hura, after leaving notes in all of our rooms saying that we were on a trip and would return in a couple days. Then we had gathered in my room, held hands, and teleported off.


Hura was full of people! I watched as a slave owner went post, toting a line of young ones on chains. It hurt to look at it. Yes, this place was full of hatred and slavery. Sadly, it was the humans that were slaves. I suddenly wondered why I had never realized that would be the way it would work.


"Um..." I murmured, as I watched a seven year old boy get whipped for stopping to catch his breath.


"Hurry up, scrawny!" His owner yelled, grabbing him and forcing him to walk. I hated watching it, so I didn't watch. But I heard it all too well. Mobius looked unsettled, and grabbed my hand.


"You're mine," He whispered. I nodded. I didn't want to be grabbed and reduced to the level of SLAVE. I could pretend he owned me. Mobius turned to Dis, Daimao, and Dyre, with a small frown. "Okay, peeps, listen up. We go off and look for anything ODD. As in, news of weird deaths, or even direct mention of vamping. And we meet back here in half an hour. Anybody who's more than fifteen minutes late..." He shrugged. "Too bad, so sad. Look for an apartment. Okay?"


We all gave a nod, and went our separate ways- however, I had to trail with Mobius. A lot of animals and various robots gave me cold glares as I walked past. "Hey Mobius..." I whispered, "If we're looking for information, we should try talking to people..."


"Correction- I should try talking to people. Not you..." I nodded. Mobius sauntered over towards a newspaper stand, and I followed as closely as I could. "Wait here," Mobius instructed, pointing over at the nearest bit of wall. And he went to loiter with the people at the news stand. While he was there, talking, another robot told two of his slaves to wait at the wall for him.


"Hey," I said softly, as they leaned against the wall near me. They looked me over, as if stunned. "What? Is there something on my face?" Than I realized why I was getting so many odd looks. I was in my white clothing. I was fancier than most slave owners here- and for a human, I must have looked filthy stinking rich.


"You're not one of us," A tall old woman whispered. Her teen child, also female, nodded. "You're not from here, are you?"


"No, actually," I said softly. "Is that your master, over there?" They nodded. "What's he buying...?"


"News, I think," The girl said. "He's mad because he lost all of his servants but us last night."


"What happened?" I asked softly. The old woman gave her daughter a sharp smack, and scolded her for talking too freely. "No, you Methuselah," I snarled. "I just want to know why you're the only ones left!" She sighed, and looked me over.


"A shadow stole into the kitchen and took them," She said softly. I blinked.


"A shadow? What did it look like?"


"A rat," She said softly. "But it was enormous. It dragged them all off at once." I frowned. A rat shadow stealing people at night. Mobius, come here, we need to talk. I watched Mobius give me an odd glance, than rush over.


"What?" He snarled coldly. In my head, I heard him ask, "What did you find out?" in a kindly way. I smiled.


"We got a lead. I think these two may know where Rattail is." The old woman and her daughter blinked, confused. "We're looking for someone- who would have done what you described."


"We need you to tell us all you know," Mobius said softly. But before he said anything more, a large hand grabbed his shoulder.


"What're you doing to my property?" A large robotic being demanded.


"Why, nothing, sir," Mobius said politely. "Sir, did you lose some live property last night?"


"Yes," He grunted. "What do you got to with-"


"We may be able to get them back- if you would just help us bring a cruel creature to justice." I knew he was lying through his teeth. The robot grunted.


"What would you give me for the help?" Mobius looked around, thinking. He didn't even know what currency they used here. "Ah, no money, hedge boy?" Mobius didn't reply. "Say, here's a deal. I'll help ya... if you give me the fancy girl." He pointed a metal finger at me.


"No deal," Mobius said sharply. "She stays with me."


"Okay, than," The robot said in a mocking way. "Betting you regret it. You want yer dammed critter, you bring it to justice- but not with my help."


"I don't need your help," Mobius said coldly. "I just need to know where you live. She might still be there."


"Tell ya where I live?" The guy snarled. "I'd sooner give away my lackeys!" He nodded at his two slaves, which were silent.


"You WILL sooner give away your lackeys," Mobius said softly. "Because if we don't get rid of this thing, she'll take them AND you. She'll eat them. You want that?" I could tell that the robot was thinking hard. And he slowly shook his metal head. "Right. Can't make money off dead girls. Now if we could just go to your place, we can get rid of this thing."


"I get it..." The robot said coldly. "You're trying to rib me!" Mobius blinked.


"I assure you, I'm not gonna RIB you. I'm trying to get rid of an ancient monster known as Rattail- who's got a bad curse on me. And from your girl's description, Rattail's lurking around in your house, picking off your slaves." The robot growled in frustration.


"You're messin' with my hard drive, punk!" The robot snarled. And it aimed a punch at the little blue hedgehog. I covered my eyes. But when I opened them, I saw that Mobius had teleported on top of the robot's head. And that the robot was trying to punch him off.


"Be careful, Mobius!" I called, as he missed a pounding by an inch.


"Why are you worried about him?" The teen slave girl demanded, looking confused. "Did he feed you better than your old master?"


"I never had a master!" I said coldly, looking her over. "He's my friend, and he's saved my life many times!" The old woman looked stunned and jealous. Mobius was still dodging the large robot's metal fist. "Come down... come down...!"


Mobius suddenly grabbed the robot's head with his feet, and hung in front of his eyes. As he thought it would, it tried to punch him there. He teleported out of the way- and the dimwit robot punched it's face. I heard a few clicks, as his main program was shut off. And he collapsed. Offline? The two slave women were cheering for Mobius, who stood before the fallen 'bot and gave a bow.


"Thank you, thank you..." Mobius said conceitedly. I pointed over his shoulder. Another large robot was behind Mobius, who didn't seem aware...


"Did you do this?" The robot grunted. Mobius turned around, with a goofy grin. All the people on the street were too used to this kind of junk to care- they just stepped over the fallen bot. "I see. Well, since you did the crime..." Mobius kept smiling. "YOU have to drag him off so people don't step on him." Mobius nodded, and the robot walked off.


"Who IS he?" The slave girl demanded. She was looking incredibly happy, and her mother was in tears. Mobius walked up to them, STILL grinning, and gave them a bow.


"Mobius the Hedgehog- at your service..." I had to laugh, it was just so goofy. The little dude was quite proud of his feat. The two women, who seemed freakishly happy, ran over and gave Mobius some hugs and kisses. He seemed to like that, too. "Now, can you let me breath...?" They released him instantly, and bowed, then sat there like obedient watchdogs. Mobius looked over at me, with an ironic look on his face. "Disgusting, isn't it?"


"What, how all the humans here are so used to being treated like dirt that they have to bow to rodents?" I asked in a joking way. But Mobius tutted loudly.


"EXACTLY. We're gonna have to reform this place- find these people some way to make money ASIDE from slave trade. Get up, you two." The two women swiftly stood. "What are your names?"


"Tichian," The old woman whispered, giving a wobbly bow. "She's Meriset." After her daughter gave a bow, the old woman suddenly gasped, and made another clumsy bow. "At your service," She choked. Mobius laughed out loud.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN


"At my service? You are NOT at my service, Tick. At least... not after we get a little info from you. As Author may have told you, we're hunting down a gigantic rat beast... And we believe it may be in or near that old slag brain's abode." Tichian and Meriset looked stunned.


"That's ALL you want?" Meriset asked in amazement. Tichian instantly clamped her hand over her mouth, and whispered not to anger her new master with her comments. Mobius sighed.


"Yes, that IS all I want. Have either of you heard the word 'vampire'?" Meriset and Tichian looked confused. Mobius frowned slightly. "Nosferatu? Err... shit sucker?" They shook their heads. "Methuselah? Kyuuketsuki?" They still looked confused. I shook my head, too.


"Deenuaykay?" I asked. Sudden realization dawned on their faces. Mobius looked at me in amazement.


"Deenuaykay?" Mobius repeated. "What in hell is that?"


"Junka," I said simply, with a small. "It's a more dominant language here than English. Deenuaykay means vampire..." I looked over at the two. "All them deenuaykay's are gonna be called VAMPIRES by us two. But that giant rat was a deenuaykay- and we only came to this planet to kill it." Tichian and Meriset looked in awe. "Where do you live?"


"This way," Tichian murmured, and she started walking.


"Wait!" Mobius said suddenly. "Dyre, Dis, and Daimao... we have to meet them at the point!" I nodded. "Tick... Merry... hang onto my hands. Err... Author, you might as well grab one of my dreads. It'll work." Tichian and Meriset looked even more confused, and grabbed his hands. With a small scowl, I grasped one of his dreads, of which there were many. How odd, that I had made a hedgehog with dreadlocks...


In a flash, we were at the point where we had agreed to meet. Dyre and Disearam were there, waiting impatiently. Dyre had obviously blended in quite well with the ruffians- as he was chewing on a bloody arm that looked like it had been ripped off only minutes before. Disearam looked like she had been a misfit. She had a few burns in her leafy hair, and she was crying softly. Her hat looked like it had been thrown in a fish barrel. Upon walking up, I noted that it smelled like it as well.


"Where'd you get the arm, Dyre?" I asked, as a greeting. He tore off a finger, swallowed it by jerking his head backwards, and burped.


"Greetings. I snagged it off of a foolish slave that disobeyed her master and threw a fish at me." I stared. So did Dis and Mobius. "Her master thanked me for teaching the lass a lesson, and let me keep the arm. Oh... um, I found very little information- but a little."


"Let's hear it," Mobius said softly.


"That asshole over there? The cheetah robot with an Arabian sword in his right hand? He says his neighbor's slaves got stolen by the shadow of a giant monster rat."


"That's Dan Chetala Bates!" Meriset squawked.


"Hold your tongue, girl!" Dyre growled.


"DYRE," I said reproachfully. "We FREED these two. Be nice to them."


"You freed them, huh...?" Dyre growled. "You killed their old master?" Tichian nodded, and silently pulled her daughter further from Dyre. Mobius grinned and said nothing. "How much do you reckon they're worth? I'll wager we could sell them for about two hundred dimetes apiece..."


"DYRE!" Disearam squeaked, sounding enraged and horrified. Mobius flipped him off, and I did the same. "Girl, is you knows something’s aboots that?"


"Mister Bates... he's my old mast's neighbor..." Dis blinked.


"All of his slaves but these two were abducted..." Mobius explained. And he grinned. "By the shadow of a giant monster rat. Hmm, I wonder who that could have been?" Dis nodded. Dyre growled. And I looked spiteful.


"Do either of you know where Daimao went?" I demanded.


"Oh..." Dyre growled. He never spoke, he always growled. "She caught me talking to Dan, and spoke with him too. I think she decided to screw teamwork and go hunt Rattail on her own- she had asked directions to the neighbor dude's house." I slapped my forehead.


"She's screwed," I announced. "Even if she doesn't find her. She would never fit in here."


"Don't be too sure," Dyre growled, seeming suddenly amused. "She made almost fifteen dimetes today, just by volunteering to help people for information and money..."


"What is she do?" Disearam demanded.


"All the jobs I KNOW about... well, as far as I know, she was whipping people for their lazy masters... and when she wasn't doing that, she helped some kids vandalize a store... than she... I don't know anything else she did." I felt like spitting on the exiled prince's golden sandals.


"YOU PEOPLE!" I snarled. "You go and bite the arms off of slaves, and she whips them for cash! Maybe you should try living here!" Dyre looked like he was considering it, so I shut up. I had created Dyre to be an honorable guy, but apparently he had the ancient view of slavery- that it was okay.


"Isn't we going to looking for Rattail?" Disearam squeaked, trying to keep us from fighting. Mobius sighed, and looked at Meriset and Tichian.


"Where do you live?" He asked softly. "We need to hurry up, get rid of that, um... denny-kay, or however you say it... and go home. Before Dyre becomes Prince again..." The two ex-slaves silently began to lead us off.


"WAIT!" Screamed a voice behind us. I turned around, though the others didn't. Bursting through the crowd came Daimao, top speed. Hearing her yells, we all came to a stop and waited. When she finally reached us, it was with a grin. "Man, you should see all the cool stuff I bought!" Daimao said happily, brandishing a bag full of expensive items.


"How'd you get the money?" I asked innocently.


"Um..."


"Did you do any looking for Rattail?"


"Um..." I slapped her across the face, and we continued walking after Meriset and her mom. People we passed looked curious and strange- at the procession. Two slaves in the lead- and in the middle, amongst an obviously rich raptor and hedgehog, was another human- in clothing fit for royalty? This was unheard of in Hura. People were whispering, slave and master alike.


"Excuse me," Dyre growled after a few minutes of walking. "Are we nearly there?"


"Nope," Meriset said casually. All of a sudden, Dyre grabbed her hand and slashed a large gash in her face. Tichian grabbed her arm, and stood protectively in front of her.


"Don't talk to me in that disrespectful tone!" Dyre snarled, as if in a rage. That was it. That was fucking it. Meriset had blood dripping out of her eyes- she would most likely be blinded. I ran up and punched Dyre in the jaw so forcefully that he was nearly knocked over.


"SHAME!" I yelled. "IF I HAD A KNIFE, I WOULD MAKE A PURSE OUT OF YOUR SILVER HIDE! BUT ONLY A FOOL WOULD BUY SOMETHING THAT WORTHLESS!"


"I'd be glad to help!" Mobius put in angrily. "Come here, child..." He pulled Meriset over to him. She was screaming and sobbing, with her hands on her mutilated face. "Move your hands, I'll heal you!" I didn't watch Mobius heal her face, as I had no intention of ever seeing blood again. As I turned my head, I noticed that a thirty-foot metal snake was slithering towards us. She was purple, with odd black markings...


"Who ownssss thisssss cheeky girl?" She hissed at Dyre, who had lumbered back into proper footing. I frowned. Enough is enough.


"I own me!" I called. "Do we have an understanding?" I expected this snake to angrily lash out at me, but no, she pulled out her large hood and smiled, in a way.


"Your masssssster should have taught you mannersssssss... He should have let you know who wassssss the bosssss. Yourssss musssssst be a mersssssiful one. But ssssstill, you ought to be taught sssssomething..." She leaned back, in what seemed to be a striking position. I tensed up. Could I stun her somehow? I knew that I knew her attitude and voice from somewhere... a thirty foot purple snake...


She hurled her head towards me, mouth open. I slammed my eyes shut. "SHARMOONLARRA!" I yelled. I stayed tense for a moment, listening. I heard a few gasps from the people standing around and watching- and I heard Mobius breathing awful hard. I opened my eyes. She hadn't bitten me? Why had I yelled SHARMOONLARRA?


"How did you know my name?" She hissed, leaning over and keeping her face a few inches from mine.


"I made you," I whispered. "I'm the Author. I made everyone here. I made the planet, the city, the solar system too, most likely..."


"Author..." Sharmoonlarra hissed. And she pulled her head back up, to her full height. "Author... What would make you come to thissssss sssscummy plassssssse? Hura isssss NOT... FOR... YOU..."


"It is my business and my business alone," I said softly. "Good day to you... Shargkee." Now that I remembered who she was, I remembered more about her. Her old friend, Tyranno, had called her Shargkee for fun. She sighed, missing her friend, and slithered away. With a glare at everyone around us, we continued on our way. Meriset kept touching her face in amazement that it was intact, and Dyre grudgingly followed.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN


"This is the place," Tichian announced, making sure to give Dyre a respectful bow. I looked up at the doorstep we had stopped at.


"Your ex-master lived in THIS lump of crap?" I asked, glaring at it. It was a rundown place, with boards sticking out of the walls and no doorknob. No wonder Rattail would have come here- it would be so easy to break in.


"I'm not sure Rattail would stay here," Mobius murmured.


"I'm not either," Daimao said cheerfully. "So let's go in and see!" Tichian opened the door, and we moseyed in. It was pretty homey, on the inside. Disearam hadn't spoken much, but now she looked ready to go on a rant. The old robot had put a ratty rug made of torn and braided dresses on the floor. And he somehow ended up with a couch. He also had a fireplace. Fancy, for a resident of Hura.


"NICE shit hole he's got here," I observed, counting the rat holes on the walls. "Ya know... even if Rattail IS here... We probably won't know until the sun's set."


"Can't we just look for her?" Dyre growled.


"No point," Mobius sighed, as he flopped down on the couch. "There's a million places in here she can hide. Hell, I bet she could be asleep sandwiched between those two walls over there." He pointed over at the wall, where I had ended my count of mouse holes at seventeen. Disearam looked paranoid. "Oh, c'mon, how likely is that?" Disearam shook her head and still looked alarmed.


"... I is not liking this in all," Disearam squeaked. And she pulled out her hand mirror, so she could see over her shoulder. I giggled. Since these vampires followed the legends... They would be invisible in a mirror. One could walk up behind her and make faces for ten minutes before she noticed. I didn't bother to correct her- I didn't want her to end up as paranoid as Jacky. However, Mobius wasn't feeling quite as kind.


"That's not gonna work, dumbass," He said lightly. And he grabbed the mirror away from her. She looked enraged and stunned- as did Dyre. Mobius pressed his face against hers, and held up the mirror so that both would be visible. "See? My reflection is disappearing. Any vampire that's been around for more than a week is gonna have NO reflection, at all. If you want to not be caught unawares..."


"What is I need to do?!" Disearam squeaked. Mobius grinned wickedly.


"Learn the way of the Jedi? I dunno," He said jokingly. "Look, I didn't stay all that safe myself, as you may have noticed. Don't take advise from me... accept, well... Trust your hearing and sight more than general feelings. I bet she could make you think you had to run into another room, and get you in private."


"Mobius!" I snapped, as a warning. Disearam was squeaking in alarm.


"What? It's called HONESTY!" Mobius declared, waving his arms around. I scowled, while he grinned apologetically at the squeaking Burling. Daimao and Dyre gave each other a wink, which made me get the idea that they were gonna scare Disearam even more. Tichian and Meriset sat on the couch, so as not to get in our way. Tiredly, I sat down next to them.


"Well..." I murmured. "This is how it goes, isn't it? We wait until night and then a while more, and if she doesn't show up all night, we look around for hints around the neighborhood. Right?" Mobius nodded. Dyre crouched low, and laid down. Daimao sighed, and sat on the floor. Mobius walked up and sat next to me. "Sit somewhere else!" I said, suddenly remembering something.


"What? Why?" Mobius demanded, looking confused and offended. I groaned, and leaned back.


"Well... how long do you have? Yesterday, you said 'three days,' and that must mean you only have tonight and tomorrow..." Mobius frowned, and flopped over backwards on the couch's back. "I'm just being cautious. It doesn't have to be night for one to be hungry, ya know..."


"Great," Mobius said sarcastically. "Well, I don't know whether or not you remember, but I'm not one of em' quite yet!" Daimao rolled her eyes, pulled a magazine out from under a brick, and began reading. Dyre began to snooze, and the two ex-slaves sat obediently. "Look... I'm safe for the moment. I won't hurt you- now, or if I DO end up as one of them... Never, you hear me?"


"I wish I could believe you..." I whispered. Mobius said nothing, looking a tad depressed. "I'm not saying you're a liar, Mobius. It's just that... when you change... you'll CHANGE. Get me? I just..." I slapped my forehead. "It always happens in my stories. They say they won't hurt the person, then they turn evil and are forced to hurt them against their will."


"I may end up as a monster, but evil?" Mobius demanded, shaking his head. I smiled at the irony of it all, and wrapped the blue Jedi hog in a hug. He seemed surprised, but delighted.


"I trust you," I whispered. "I trust you won't hurt me unless you are left with no other choice."


"Wow, that makes two of us," Mobius replied, hugging me in return. We just sat there, wrapped in each other, grinning and enjoying it, for a couple minutes. Daimao's page turning was one of the only noises- Dyre's snores were the other. After a few minutes, Daimao stopped reading and looked up at us.


"If you want to do anything aside from hug, there are other rooms in this building," She said loudly. "Go on, pick a room where I don't have to watch you make out." Mobius let go of me, and pointed at Daimao, looking enraged.


"If we don't get me back to normal, you'll be the first on my list!" Disearam blinked and said nothing. I noticed that she liked to avoid discussion, but for once, this wasn't normal.


"Why so quiet?" I asked softly. Dis looked at me, very hard.


"You is always make out with one hedgehog or any other," She said softly. "You is need a human, not a hedgehog. That are WRONG. Even Mobius know it, but not saying. He not saying because he love you- he is TELLING me that. I is thinking he scared to be telling you." I looked in amazement at Mobius. He was soundless, and turning redder than an apple.


"Is that true?" I asked. Mobius sputtered something, and it was at Disearam, not me.


"Why did you tell her?!" Mobius demanded. "I told you not to tell ANYBODY!"


"When did he tell you?" I demanded. Dis opened her mouth to answer, but Mobius answered instead.


"When you were in the hospital for those three days," Mobius began. "On the second day, Dis walked in and found me holding your hand and whispering in your ear, and demanded to know why I was so worried about you..." He cleared his throat. He was still rather pink. "What was I supposed to say, that I thought Sharon wasn't taking good enough care of you?"


"God, Mobius!" I laughed, not being able to stand it. Dyre snorted, and nearly woke, so I quieted down. "You should have come right out and said it! I could have talked to Dorkal Finne- he's a genius, he might have made a machine that could turn me into a hedgehog! Than it wouldn't BE wrong!" Daimao covered her ears, looking spiteful. Mobius just looked abashed.


"Well..." He murmured. "I knew you would laugh... and that you would probably think I was totally sick... But it's your attitude I like, not your body..."


"So, you have I problem with my body...?" I ventured. Mobius jolted into a strait sitting position.


"Of course not! It's just that you're human!" He said quickly. I snickered, and so did Disearam. "Gosh, you're really good at mistaking people's words, aren't you?"


"One of my talents," I said, puffing up my chest and looking happy. Mobius laughed loudly. Dyre snorted, and turned over, making him stop instantly. Dis grinned. "No, Dai, it would NOT be safe OR sane of us to... get a room. Ya know- with Rattail lurking in the shadows..." Dis stopped grinning, and glared at her shadow. "Besides, we wouldn't do anything but hug if we did."


"Yeah," Mobius said with a grin. And he hugged me again, as if I was a teddy bear. I hugged him in return- yes, as though he was a teddy. He might as well have been one- he was fuzzy, an unnatural color, with big cute eyes. But unlike a teddy bear, Mobius was alive, warm, and could hold me in return. And he was goofy. A walking, talking rodent, dressed like a crazed Star Wars fan. And what a sweetie at that.


"So, we can hang out for a couple hours," I said cheerfully. "That's all the time until sundown." Mobius' grip tightened for a second, than went back to normal. Yes, it may be his last night being mortal, if we didn't get Rattail tonight.


"Don't think like that..." Mobius whispered. "We'll get her. We have to..."

CHAPTER FIFTEEN


Disearam soon nodded off. Dyre kept sleeping, and Daimao eventually ended up with her face slammed in between pages, snoozing. Tichian and Meriset were leaning on each other's shoulders, breathing softly and nodding. Mobius and I were half awake, still holding each other. So peaceful. I leaned on his shoulder, trying not to, trying to stay awake. But I failed, and was soon off in wonderland.


I woke up a few minutes later, though. Something felt wrong... I sat up, rubbing my eyes. And I saw what was wrong. "Mobius...?" I asked softly. He was sitting strait up, rigid, stiff as a board. He was staring at the fireplace. His fists were clenched tight, and his face was suspenseful. "What is it?" I whispered as quietly as I could.


"Something's climbing down the chimney," Mobius whispered, still looking eerily aware. "Shh... here it comes..." I watched as a small lump of soot fell down from the ceiling. And then I heard an odd scratching noise. Something was using it's claws to hang onto the rock sides of the chimney. And it was clawing at the latch of the door...


It was one of those odd chimneys, I realized. It had glass in front of it. And a metal door above- so the people could put out the fire by cutting off the oxygen. And whatever it was, it was having trouble getting past the door. "Pretend to be asleep!" Mobius said into my head- telepathically. "The same way we were a minute ago." He hugged me, I hugged him back, and leaned on his shoulder. We both half-closed our eyes, so we could see.


Whatever it was suddenly went silent for a second. Then I saw an odd tail go downwards, covered with soot. A wormy tail. A rat tail. The blackened tail lurched upwards- prehensile? And grabbed the latch of the door. It slammed open, and the tail disappeared from my view. Then, into the fireplace, crawled the biggest rodent I had ever seen.


This rat was bigger than I was! And quite thin, too. It had been covered in soot, but now it shook like a dog and knocked off most of it. Now I could see that the rat was a tawny blond, with huge black eyes. Not a Sonic the Hedgehog style rat- a RAT. But massive. It's nose was bent- broken.


I watched as it looked over everyone in the room, than nodded to itself. It slipped it's tail between the glass and the room... and, using it as if it was a hand, pushed away the glass door with it's tail. Than it crawled into the room itself, and set the glass back in place. Now it surveyed us from closer.


It had sniffed over Dyre, and Daimao. It took off Disearam's hat before looking her over. "Won't be no good," It squeaked quietly. "Wood-jointed-no-bones, she no good. Got chlorophyll, no blood..." It crawled back over to Daimao, and gently poked at her bare legs. "Scrawny-ass-no- class... she do nicely, yes, smell her, she's nice..."


"Don't move," Mobius silently warned me. I wouldn't dare to. The rat plodded over to Dyre, and ran a claw along his silver scales. It quietly counted his stripes.


"Twelve-stripe-metal-claw... he no good neither, he can't be bit..." The rat turned it's black eyes on Tichian and Meriset. "Yes-yes... Mom and Kid. Take them, oh yes, juicy ones. Shoulda taken them last night..." Now it walked up to Mobius and I. I closed my eyes, and I was sure Mobius had done so too.


"Don't move at ALL!" He said silently. I wouldn't dare to! The rat prodded my arm. It was a gentle prod, though- I wouldn't have woken up, if I had been asleep.


"Red-hair-glasses-fancy... She juicy, oh yes, juicy sweet. Plenty juice to spare for poor little me..." It turned it's attention to Mobius, I could tell by the clicks of it's paws. "THIS ONE... Blue-dreads-no-shoes... he will be like me soon... He lucky he sleeping, he will not see how bad he can be soon..." I heard the paw clicks retreat back over towards Daimao, and my eyes slid back open. "Start with Scrawny-ass-no-class... Yes, she nice way to start, sweet girl..."


The rat was changing, changing fast. I watched in astonishment. It's nose became shorter, it's eyes smaller, it's ears smaller. It's whiskers melted away. Hair was growing. It's arms got longer, so did it's legs, and it's body shortened up. A few quiet ripping noises were heard... and before my eyes was a girl that appeared to be my age.


Rattail. Crystal, daughter of Emerald. Rattail. She was blonde, with very large red eyes and buck teeth. She had fangs at the same time, though. She was dressed like every other slave in Hura- rags. Her nose was still tweaked as if broken. And she was so horribly thin, I wondered how she could hold herself up. "Oooooh yes, Scrawny-ass-no-class... keep sleeping, not wake..." She quietly reached towards the sleeping Daimao, with a wicked smile. "You stay sleeping, you feel no pain, you go quiet... Nose-broken-by-a-victim give you a painless, dreamy end..."


"Leave her alone," Mobius said loudly. He stopped playing sleep now. So did I. Dyre snorted, than awoke with a savage snarl. He hopped onto his side, growling at Rattail. Disearam awoke with a terrified squeak, and backed up against the wall. Tichian and Meriset snapped into wakefulness, than cowered in their seat.


Daimao opened her eyes, and saw Rattail. Then, not standing, she ran backwards and took the magazine with her. Rattail only blinked, and looked rather disappointed to be found out. "Rattail," Daimao hissed. "This will be your last night...!"


"You hunt me?" Rattail asked smoothly. "More Buffy Vampire Slayer fans try to get name for themselves?" She laughed loudly, showing no fear. "Try, please, Scrawny-ass-no-class. Please try." She put her hands behind her back, and started whistling. "I waiting..."


"You're pulling my leg," Daimao hissed. But she brandished a stake anyways. Dyre and Disearam did the same, though Disearam's hands shook.


"I already poked leg," Rattail said lightly. And she pointed over at Disearam. "Wood-jointed-no-bones, I not bite you or anything. You wood, you know. No good for bites." She looked over at Dyre, who was advancing on her with his stake. "Twelve-stripe-metal-claw, what you think you do to me? I not bite you or anything either. You metal, you know."


"I'm not worried about that," Dyre snarled. "I came to kill you, whether you would kill me or not!" Rattail waved a finger and tutted loudly.


"Twelve-stripe-metal-claw, you not being very nice. I not hurt you or wood girl. Doing nothing to Blue-dreads-no-shoes, all same. Only Mom, Kid, Scrawny-ass-no-class, and Red-hair-glasses-fancy. You not liking one of them? Give me her. You own Mom and Kid now, yes?"


"No," Mobius said angrily. "I do. And as long as I'm here, you won't have ANYBODY." Rattail laughed again.


"Bravery!" She scoffed, walking up next to me and Mobius on the couch. "Bravery not save your girlfriend, Blue-dreads-no-shoes. Come here, girl."


"I'm not just a GIRL," I said sharply.


"Try to stay out of this," Mobius said coldly. And he put an arm in front of me, protectively. "If you want her, you'll have to go through me."


"You not know how easily I CAN go through you, if you're saying," Rattail said mockingly. "Give me her, and I leave friends alone. Deal?"


"No," Mobius whispered coldly. "You won't have any of them- ESPECIALLY her." Rattail only smiled. The look on her face was as though she pitied him. She took another step closer, and bumped Mobius' forehead against her own.


"You need learn how compromise, Blue-dreads-no-shoes," She whispered. "Give me her, or I kill all of you. You making me mad, you know?"


"You can't make me give her up," Mobius said coldly. "And all of existence would be against you if you hurt her, not just me. She's the Author." Rattail drew her head back, lightening fast, strait up, with an odd hiss. Much like a cobra preparing to strike.


"Author?" She repeated. "Move arm, Blue-dreads-no-shoes. Let me speak her, please. We sort out? She is judgement. Let me speak her."


"You'll hurt her, so no. You can talk with ME instead."


"Hear me out!" Rattail cried, waving her arms around in exasperation. "Are you that desperate murder me? Hear me out! I not hurt her. I speak her."


"You won't live long enough," Mobius whispered. For a second, his eyes glowed bright red- but they faded back to blue. A bold statement on his part. Rattail opened her mouth to say something else, but suddenly, a terrible scream came from her. And she fell to the floor, gasping. Daimao was behind her, holding up a stake that was drenched in blood. "Nice, Daimao! I can finish this dirty business. Gimme the stake, girl."


"Hear me out!" Rattail gasped from the floor. Daimao tossed the stake to Mobius, who looked quite prepared to kill her. "Hear me out, please hear me out...!" Mobius groaned, and held the stake over her where she was curled up on the ground.


"Last words? Make them good, Rattail." The blond vampire closed her red eyes and wept.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN


"Well?" Dyre growled.


"Why you killing me? Why does have to be me?" Rattail demanded, blinking back a tear. "Why not someone else?"


"Because, aside from the bat that bit you, you're the source of vampirism," Dyre snarled. "Since we don't know where the bat is, we'll have to get rid of you. That'll make all the other vampires go back to normal- in other words, getting rid of you will do a universe of good."


"I help you?" Rattail whispered. "I help you find bat, and we all live happily after...?"


"We don't have enough time," Mobius said softly. "I don't wanna be like you for even one second. I want this to end... NOW." He held up the stake a bit higher.


"Stop!" Rattail whined. Mobius didn't stake her quite yet. "Oh good, oh mercy..." She blinked her red eyes, and slowly sat up, whining about the pain that being stabbed in the gut had caused her. "Author." She turned to slowly look over at me. And she suddenly grabbed my ankle. Mobius grabbed her by the hair, to hold her back, if he had to.


"Let her go," Mobius snarled. With his free hand, he held the stake to her chest.


"I not gonna hurt her," Rattail whispered. "I gonna speak her. You have problem with?" Mobius didn't let go of her hair, or lower the giant splinter. "Author... Not let him kill me, right?" I looked her over with loathing and disgust. She had once been human- now she was much more of a leech, or rat. She was pleading from her heart, though. She was still Crystal, Emerald's daughter.


"Author...?" Disearam squeaked quietly.


"Not let him kill me?" Rattail asked again. "You know me, Author. I weak, I thin and hungry. I not survive unless have help. I help when can. I help you? Together... together we find bat, kill it, go back normal life? I weak! I help, I need help... Please Author... You like me as character, huh? I so much fun. Me and Jesse, me, her and you... all so much fun coming up schemes to get the Precious?"


I remembered too well. The Precious? A ball with powers of mutation. Rattail and her ghost friend Jesse... back in the place where Rattail had been made into a vampire... she had gone without her friend's permission, and met Jesse.


Together, they had schemed against Rattail's friends and formed an evil organization of two... Team Despair... who swore to never be on anyone's side but the other's. Then Rattail got the bite, but they stayed together, best friends... going after the Precious for fun. Getting their old friends killed.


Such fun for them, and me as the writer. But after Rattail had split from her friends, that included Jesse... Team Despair had really fallen to despair. Away from her only real ally, Rattail had been stuck in Hura. But after a two-week return, she found that Jesse had been murdered... in true depression, Rattail had returned to Hura and became as horrible as she could possibly be.


"Such fun..." Rattail whispered, licking her lips and bringing me back to the present. "Remember? One for the ruling, two for the delight, three for the darkness- and let there be light... Our motto? You said it lot yourself. I miss it. Send me back, Author...!" She suddenly tore out of Mobius' grip, sprung upon me, and grabbed my shoulders. She was up in my face now. "You have power to send me back! Do it! Make me never be vampire! Than we clear up mess, yes? Blue-dreads-no-shoes never be vampire!"


"... No..." I whispered. Rattail's face fell.


"Why not?"


"You becoming a vampire happened very far back in time, Crystal..." She flinched at hearing her real name. "If I made it so you were never bit, all of history might be changed. For all I know, you had killed someone that may have been... oh... the great-grandparent of an evil ruler that thankfully never was. I wouldn't change it, Cryst. But we can get you back to normal."


"You... let me help you find bat?" Rattail asked breathlessly.


"No way!" Daimao sputtered.


"Say no," Dyre growled.


"You made her to be a traitor!" Mobius warned.


"Not do it!" Disearam squeaked.


"Sure," I said. Tichian and Meriset looked horrified, and scampered into the kitchen. Mobius, Dis, Daimao, and Dyre all groaned and looked defeated. Rattail looked very grateful, and sat on her knees.


"Oh thanks, thanks, thanks..." Rattail whispered. "But... just one problem..." She cleared her throat loudly. "... I still hungry. Can I have slave girls?" I frowned.


"No," I answered. "Since there's no point in staying here, if we're gonna hunt the bat... Mobius, let's get out of here."


"I wish to remain," Dyre growled.


"Yeah, same here," Daimao said swiftly. "I mean... we fit in here."


"You disgust me," I said, wrinkling my nose at the two. They shrugged, and wandered into the kitchen.


"They disgust you?" Rattail whispered, opening her eyes wide. "Please, Author, let grab Scrawny-ass-no-class, let finish for you..."


"I never said YOU didn't disgust me, too," I spat. "Where did Tick and Merry go...?"


"They're staying," Mobius said softly. "They just wouldn't belong in the Temple."


"Dude," I said softly. "If we leave them here, Daimao and Dyre will re-enslave them."


"Clean that shit up, girl!" Dyre's voice carried, and I heard Meriset's little shoes stumble on the tile.


"Too late," Mobius whistled. "C'mere, Rat." He gently took hold of my right hand, and he grabbed Rattail by the ear. In a flash, we were gone. When we reappeared, it was in the Temple. But I had never seen this room.


It was full of radios, TV's, and various equipment for God knows what. "Welcome," Mobius said, holding out his arms as if to take in scenery, "To the room of Artemis Lunar Mage." Rattail, not caring, walked over and plopped onto the bed. I heard a loud yelp- from Rattail, and someone else. Mobius laughed out loud. Because Rattail had plopped down on Artemis, who had been asleep.


Artemis poked his head above the bed, with puffy, tired eyes. "What the hell...? A raid...?" He asked tiredly. He was a blonde hedgehog, only six years old, with two large spikes on his back. He had taken off his brown gloves for bed, and his baggy blue jeans as well- meaning that he was nude. He noticed it, and made sure he was well covered. "Who are YOU?!"


"Author," I chuckled, shaking his hand. He blinked tiredly. "This is Mobius, and... that girl is Rattail." I pointed over at Rattail, who was now observing a poster of a soccer player. Artemis rubbed his eyes, and tried to look alert.


"What's this all about...?" He demanded. "Can't you people knock on the door instead of knock me out?" I chortled anew.


"We need the help of the Crime Syndicate," Mobius said, with a grin. Artemis blinked again. "In particular... that lovely ship in the Oort cloud that you made... the APOCALYPSE THREE..."


"Whattaya want with it...?" Artemis yawned. Mobius quietly explained that we needed their tracking systems to help us find the bat- in a metal pod, floating around in space. And we would need the ship to load it onto, so we could open the container and kill the bat properly. He explained why we needed to kill the bat in the first place.


"And, well, that's it," Mobius concluded. Artemis yawned.


"You want me to let you borrow enough power to destroy the solar system, just so you can murder something on board and get us caught?" Artemis paraphrased. Mobius frowned.


"That's a very negative way to put it, but yes," He said coldly. Artemis stretched, and lay back down on the pillow.


"Leave a note on my door so I'll remember it when I'm awake," He yawned. "I'll get back to you on that after asking Zeb and Rico..." Within seconds, the little hedgehog was snoring. I sighed. Hedgehogs! Nothing ever came between them and a good snooze. Then I heard a loud ripping noise. Rattail was tearing a small chunk out of the bottom of the poster.


"Don't do that!" Mobius snapped, grabbing her hand. "Gosh... What are we gonna do with her for the moment? Throw her in the dungeons with Nightmare until morning?"


"If we did that, neither would be alive by morning," I sighed. "You know how Nightmare is when it comes to that. No, I think we should just keep a close watch on her until morning." Rattail looked pleased to not be thrown in the dungeon, and nodded.


"I guess," Mobius said resentfully. "C'mon, Rat. Let's go..." He quickly wrote a letter and taped it onto Artemis' door. Then he grabbed Rattail by the wrist, and escorted her out of the room. I followed.


"We should just lock her in my bathroom and check on her every once in a while," I said softly. Mobius nodded. "Ya hear that, Rat? If you bail out and leave the bathroom, we'll hunt you and NOT stop." She nodded quickly.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


"Well, here's my room," I said loudly. Rattail looked apprehensive as I opened the door- and she instantly broke out of Mobius' grip, so she could flop on my bed. "Ya know, Mobius, now might be a good time to go back and get Disearam." Mobius slapped his forehead.


"CRAP!" He declared. "I'll go get a lock for your bathroom, too, while I'm at it. Back in a pop!" And with a loud POP, he was gone.


"Wha- HEY! Get outta my sheets!" I said loudly. Rattail was curled up cozily, and chewing on my sheets. She dropped them, and then hopped into the bathroom.


"You have trouble keeping me HERE," Rattail announced. "There is air duct, and door only locks from inside."


"I'll close the air ducts," I said loudly. "And put another lock on the door. Okay?" I heard her slap her forehead. And I grinned. I walked over to the wall, pressing the 'emergency airway closure' button. I couldn't help it but wonder... in what emergency would one have to close the airways? Rattail was cursing in Junca, the old language of Hura.


"You not find the lock fast enough," She observed softly. I turned around- there she was, right behind me, with that smile. "I still hungry, oh Authority. I still weak hungry."


"You're always weak and hungry," I said coldly. "Just sit still somewhere, and wait for Mobius to come back."


"I have better idea..." Rattail whispered. And she took a small step towards me. Yeah, I knew exactly what her idea was.


"You wouldn't dare," I snarled. I barely finished saying 'dare' when I heard a pop- Mobius was back, and Disearam with him. "Hey Mobius- got a spare lock?" He brandished a giant deadbolt, and grabbed Rattail by the ear.


"Right this way, Rat," He growled. After shoving her into the bathroom, he pulled out a screwdriver and quickly put the lock on. Then he locked it.


"I is not like this," Disearam declared. "What if she using her tail to opening the lock?"


"She wouldn't be able to fit her tail through the crack in THIS door," Mobius assured her. "You should go on to bed now." Dis nodded, and slouched out of the room, tossing her green hair. I looked over him questioningly. "What? You think I'm gonna let you sleep alone, one room away from THAT?!" He vaguely waved his hand in the direction of the bathroom. "That would be almost the same thing as walking up bare-butt naked in front of Brent! I won't allow any harm to come to you."


"Are you gonna get a sleeping bag?" I asked quietly. Mobius hissed sharply.


"No way in hell! You know what happened last time!" Yeah- I was nearly killed, and he was too. He suddenly grinned, in an embarrassed way. "Um... I'll go get one, if you have a problem with sharing your bed..." I laughed loudly.


"I have no problem with that at all!" I giggled. "C'mere, you...!" I grabbed his arm and pulled him onto the bed. Mobius turned bright red, and grinned. "Goof..." I grabbed the comforter, and wrapped it around his head.


"What's this for?" He asked, muffled by the comforter.


"So you won't see me change into my PJ's," I said simply. I shoved him over, and made sure he couldn't see at all before I switched outfits. It was some of my new clothes. White silk pants, and a white silk top. Cozy PJ's. After I had changed, I went back over to the bed and took the comforter off of him. He didn't seem to have minded it too much, to my relief. So he helped me make the bed. While I curled up and made myself cozy, he checked on Rattail.


"You still in there?" He called under the door crack.


"Yes, unfortunately," Rattail replied. Mobius, looking satisfied with this answer, moseyed back over to the bed and plopped down next to me.


"Hey, I haven't seen THESE pajamas," He said softly. And he felt the material at one of my sleeves. "Man, people only make good clothes for GIRLS. Wish I could wear PJ's like those without being called a GIRLYMAN... I mean, really. Nobody makes GUY PJ's out of silk." I grinned wickedly. He would be called a girlyman if he wore silk PJ's...?


"Well..." I whispered. And I hugged him tightly. "You're wearing them, in a way." He seemed quite happy with this. He was snuggling up against me, anyways. "Know what? I really need to see if somebody can turn me into a hedgehog." He nodded quietly. "G'night, Mobius."


"G'night, Author..." He whispered. We didn't say anything else. And I fell asleep quickly, still hugging the blue Jedi hog. I slept for... who knows how long... having no dreams that I could recall, of course.


"WAAAAAKE UUUUP!" A voice yelled in my ear. I drowsily opened my eyes.


"Wha...?" I whispered. And I sat up.


"Aloha, and top o' the morning to ye," Artemis' voice said cheerfully. I blinked. Yes, Artemis was in my room, looking quite happy- in his brown gloves and baggy blue jeans. He was with the other members of the Crime Syndicate this time, though.


Ricochet John, a raccoon. She was the same age as Artemis- six. Her big eyes were bright glowing pink. She was in a pink tank top, and big black knee- pants with pink rings on the side. She wore black boots with pink Velcro on them as well. She had a great big bushy tail, too. Than there was Zeb Richardson, another raccoon. He was Rico's adopted brother, five years old. Funny thing is, he looked just like her, but male. He wore a big purple T-shirt, and long black pants with green rings. Much like Rico's.


Also, Rico's biological brother- Geronimo, who was eighteen. He had a very odd hair cut for a raccoon, and a funky X of chest hair. He was just too strange for words. Not the most handsome of raccoons. He was wearing aqua green pants, and plain blue shoes. I hadn't designed him... my six year old sister had. Emma... Emerald Spring Clemens... Why was Geronimo here, if SHE had made him?


There were also a couple of black cats. One, female, had large bangs and massive green eyes. She wore a long red shirt, on which the sleeves went past her hands. The bottom of the shirt was just long enough to cover her crotch. She had odd posture- but not too bad. Her name was Darcy Mo.


Her brother was the other black cat next to her. He had big whiskers, and high-pricked ears. He had a diamond-shaped patch of white fur on his forehead. And his belly was white. All he wore was a pair of Hawaiian boxers. His name? Jonathon Mo, who was always asking for his money back.


"Um... Good morning," I said drowsily.


"Time to get up!" Ricochet said loudly. "If you want to borrow the Apocalypse 3, you'll be AWAKE when you do! And you have something else to do first, as well!"


"Whatever..." I mumbled. "Come back in an hour..." I lay back down, closed my eyes, and tried to fall asleep. But I only had a few seconds to try. Geronimo grabbed my shoulders, and dragged me over to the beauty desk. Without asking for permission, he grabbed my best brush and began to fix up my hair.


"Hey- don't! I can do it myse-" I squawked. Zeb grabbed one of my hair scrunchies, and they quickly put up my hair in a high ponytail. "Okay, okay, I'm beautified. Can I-" No answer. They cut my speech short again. Rico and Darcy took charge now, and started applying makeup. White lipstick, white eyeshadow, a tad bit of blush- what were they pulling?!


"Oh, that's nice," Ricochet observed, making sure I saw my reflection in the mirror. It actually was pretty good. But they weren't done yet. "Now, don't be too worried about us opening the bathroom door. Rattail's not going anywhere." She pointed over at the door, and I was stunned to see that Jonathon had tied her up with metal ropes. "Right this-a-way, now!"


"Yup- c'mon, hurry up!" Darcy said cheerfully. And the two girls escorted me into the bathroom.


"What's this all about?!" I demanded.


"What shirt do you like better?" Darcy asked in return, holding up a couple of shirts. One was a white tank top with a hood; the other was a thin blouse.


"The tank top. Look, I can dress myself. I don't need your-" They didn't let me finish, once again. Rico grabbed my silk top, and took it off with no delay. Not caring about my modesty and personal space, they forced me into a sports bra and the tank top. With that out of the way, they stuffed me into fresh underpants and blue jeans. I didn't like it one bit. Well, I liked the look, but I didn't like being dressed and undressed by a raccoon and a cat.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN


"Dude..." I murmured. Rico and Darcy now shoved me out of the door, and back over to the beauty desk. "Why are you-"


"Hold your head still!" Darcy commanded. She pulled out a pair of blue heart earrings, with small silver chains dangling off of them. After putting those on me, Rico snapped a silver cat bracelet onto my wrist. Geronimo forced me into a pair of clean socks, and put me in the black shoes that Jeremy had given me. Jonathon was still busy making sure Rattail didn't bust out.


"There... an image of loveliness, if I do say so myself," Ricochet said, standing back and admiring their work. Yes, they certainly had done a good job. I was glad they hadn't given me a shower. "Now, come on. Let's go!" She grabbed my arm, and they trooped out. Jonathon was dragging Rattail along, though she looked quite happy to go along.


"Wait, where are we going?" I demanded. "Where's Mobius?"


"He's waiting for us, at our destination," Geronimo explained, with a grin. "It seems that there's going to be some... CHANGES around here." All the members of the Crime Syndicate burst out laughing. Was that a joke? I didn't know what he meant, but I didn't like the sound of what he said. They carried me and Rattail off for another minute or so, with me in growing anxiety.


We stopped at a patch of hallway with no doors in it. Or at least, that's what I thought. Jonathon stepped on a big tile, and a door popped out of nowhere. In silence, they led me through it, and closed it- making the hallway look empty once more. I was in a large room, containing very advanced equipment of all types all over the place. There was a refrigerator and a vending machine in the corner. "Welcome to... the room," Said Mobius, who was sitting in a chair next to the door.


"What in hell is going on?!" I demanded. Mobius just grinned. "Oh, even YOU won't tell me?! What the fuck is going on?!"


"Well, members," Geronimo said loudly, giving me a clap on the shoulder. "The Author wants to know what's going on." They all chuckled. "Jonathon... What's going on...?" He didn't exactly ask it, he just pretended to, in a way. They all giggled loudly.


"Why, simple. There's gonna be some CHANGES around here." They all laughed loudly. "Look, Author, he didn't give you the whole name of the room. It's not just the room. It's the changing room." I was starting to get pissed.


"TELL ME WHAT THE HELL THIS IS!" I snarled. "Is this some sort of sick joke?! Somebody give me an answer that actually EXPLAINS something!"


"... I'm saying nothing," Mobius murmured.


"Riiiight this way," Darcy said loudly, pulling me with her. She dragged me up to a big machine, with a few odd gizmos on it, and some arm and ankle holders...


"What IS this?!" I cried. "Don't put me-" They put me in it. Geronimo was awful strong and large for a raccoon, and I was so determined to not be put in the machine that I had kicked his nuts. Naturally, Rico and Zeb weren't pleased. After half a minute of my enraged struggling, they had locked me into the funky machine. Why was Mobius just sitting there and watching?!


"Damn, she kicks hard," Geronimo groaned, sitting in a spare chair and clutching his crotch.


"It would seem so," Rico said softly, as she went to a freezer and tossed him a bag of ice. He seemed very grateful. "I don't know why, but I think that Mobius wouldn't be willing to heal that area of yours..." Mobius scowled.


"No, I'd rather not," He admitted. "That ice should be good enough." Geronimo laughed a little.


"What the hell is going on?!" I demanded, trying to snap the machine's grips on my arms. It didn't work, of course.


"They already told you," Mobius sighed. "There are going to be some changes around here..." I finally understood what that meant- well, half understood.


"WHAT ARE YOU GONNA DO TO ME?!" I yelled.


"Shut up," Zeb commanded. He walked over to a computer next to the machine, and started typing something. A big glass dome fell over me. Crap... What was gonna happen to me? It looked like some sort of torture devise, but Mobius wouldn't let them hurt me- would he? He was being awful nice to them, considering that they were probably about to do something abominable to me.


"Crap," I whispered. It echoed in the dome.


"Don't think like that," Mobius said, from the other side of the glass. "They're not gonna torture you or hurt you in any way- or they'll suffer it double."


"Than what ARE they gonna do?!" I demanded.


"They're gonna turn you into a hedgehog." Turn me into a hedgehog! THAT was why all this junk was happening?! "Yup."


"How the heck would they do that?!"


"We stole this machine from Dorkal Finne," Ricochet explained. "We gotta sedate you, though." She cracked a smile, while Zeb punched in something else on the monitor. "I just think it's hilarious, that you have to be drugged up to go steady..." From a large overhang above my head, a door opened; out came a syringe filled with a clear liquid.


"What is that?!" I demanded. "I hate shots!"


"Oh, chill. It won't hurt. You'll be out until sunset, at max. Okay?" Zeb asked. He hadn't exactly answered my question. The shot, on a small extension of wires, bent down near my bare arm. I shut my eyes tight, and winced as it entered my arm. I had always hated that feeling- like a bee sting. But injecting you with some unknown liquid. It ached like a tetanus shot.


"Ow..." I whispered, as it pulled away. And I already felt drowsy.


"Nighty-night, Author," Ricochet sang. Dizzy now, and so tired. I closed my eyes, messed up and exhausted in a way. They were still talking, but not to me. "No, Gero- we are NOT going to give her a mustache! Not just because she kicked you!" I heard Rico say angrily. All echoed. I was dizzy, even with my eyes shut. And I blacked out, over the next few seconds.


While I was out, due to the drugs, I had a very odd dream. I was floating around in absolute darkness, all alone. Then I heard a loud roar. I looked over in the direction of the noise. What was it, I wondered... All I saw were a pair of red eyes. I heard another roar, closer, and those red eyes got close up. I wanted to run, but I couldn't move. Then the face and body of the creature appeared. It was Mobius.


"Ease up," Mobius said, in a cheery way. His eyes were still red and glowing, though. "It can't really hurt THAT much." What was he talking about? Was this even Mobius? He calmly wrapped me in a loving hug. Something wasn't right... this couldn't be Mobius. He was just as tall as I was. "I love you." Really? He inched upwards, and I felt a searing pain right above one of my shoulders... Mobius suddenly wasn't Mobius. I was being held by Brent.


"Let me go!" I screamed. He was laughing at my terror. Something roughly grabbed my hand- not Brent. It was a very small hand, with small claws and very thin fingers. The whole place dissolved. I was in what seemed to be a hospital bed... Rattail was holding my hand and whispering. Mobius held my other hand, and he was softly begging me to calm down.


"It's okay, she won't bite," Mobius explained softly. Was I still dreaming, or was this Mobius? I wrenched my hand out of his grip.


"I'm not worried about HER hurting me, I'm worried about YOU hurting me!" I said, loudly and quickly. "Bug off, you hear?!" Mobius looked confused.


"Listen to me, listen, Author..." He whispered, in a soothing, cheery tone. "I won't hurt you, nobody will... Bad dream?" He wrapped me in a hug.


"Let go!" I said loudly. He must have heard panic in my tone, or something... He let go, and looked over me with concern.


"You seeing things, Now-short-three-feet?" Rattail asked. I looked over her with wonder.


"Why did my name change?" I asked slowly.


"You now shorter three feet," Rattail explained. "Nobody hurt you... Well, I tried, but Blue-dreads-no-shoes not let me."


"You... saved me yet again?" I asked Mobius, in a whisper. He nodded.


"See? I wouldn't hurt you for the world. Trust me, now?" I sighed, and nodded. "God, musta been a bad dream about me, to have you freaking out like that..."


"Horrible," I whispered. "Do you want to know? Something was roaring like the devil itself, then I saw red eyes- it was YOU. You told me to ease up, and said something along the lines of 'it can't really hurt that much'..."


"What was I talking about?" Mobius asked, out of curiosity. "The operation or the needle? Or, what?"


"... You said you loved me. You hugged me. And then you bit me, and turned into Brent. Laughing." Mobius didn't change his expression much, but I could tell that he was doing some deep thinking. Rattail let go of my hand, and poked my nose.


"If he was vampire, I would see why," Rattail said with a grin. "Juice girl."

CHAPTER NINETEEN


"Juice girl?" I repeated acidly, as I slapped her hand off my nose. "Don't poke me... Am I a hedgehog now, or something?" Mobius gave me a small smile.


"Come see..." He helped me get up onto my feet, as I was still a bit dizzy from the shot they gave me. We were in the hospital wing, I observed, as I got up. He brought me over to a big mirror.


There we were, standing next to each other in the mirror, plain as day... Mobius, looking just like he normally did, but fading a LOT. But I was so much different. I suddenly realized that I was seeing perfectly, and without my glasses on. I still wore my blue heart earrings, tank top with a hood, and blue jeans. Still wearing clean socks and black shoes. Still in my cat bracelet, and with my hair up in a ponytail.


But I was a hedgehog, Sonic style. My blue eyes were massive, and practically on top of my mouth. My ears had moved up higher on my head. My head was much bigger in comparison to my body than normal. My arms were thin like bands, and so were my legs. I had a stubby little tail. My hair, up, wasn't exactly hair any longer- quills. I reached up and touched them. They had nerves in them! My hair was fleshy. It was so odd to touch my hair and FEEL IT. The rest of my body was covered in short hair- my regular hair color, now my regular spike color.


"Ya like?" Mobius asked, with a grin. I could only stare numbly at the mirror.


"I've been seeing nothing but strange things ever since I woke up in Antarctica," I whispered, watching my tiny mouth move. "But this is by far the strangest." Mobius only grinned, and leaned on my shoulder. It was a lot smaller of a shoulder now. Of course, I was around his height now. Rattail was right- I was about three feet shorter than normal.


"Well... do you like it?" Mobius asked again. "I think you're just the prettiest thing ever..." His grin got even wider. "Hey, now I can say you're hot without being considered bi-species and sick."


"Right," I murmured. A couple cats and a load of rodents had turned me into a rodent.


"Oh hey," Rattail said, suddenly. She was still sitting next to the bed. I couldn't help it but notice that her feet were chained together, so she could walk but not run. "I think is improvement. But I found this in washed pants..." She held up a pair of my old jeans, and pulled out a small box from the pocket. It was sopping wet, dripping. And I knew exactly what it was.


"The JOINTS!" I laughed. I walked dizzily over, and grabbed them from her. "Reznor gave them to me as a get well present. I was gonna give them back to him, but I guess I forgot and put them through the wash..." I giggled, and put them in my new pocket. "Well, now their destination is the nearest garbage can." Mobius chortled quietly. "Gosh, I just realized something..."


"Such as?" Rattail and Mobius asked in one voice. I assumed the most 'knowing' position I could, holding up one finger 'matter-of-factly'.


"Unlike humans, hedgehogs can be in fashion without shaving their legs," I announced. Mobius almost collapsed in his laughter. Rattail looked slightly put-out.


"There's REASON I like being rat," She huffed. "Because I not fit any fashions. They need make ME into hedgehog now..." I started laughing now, and Mobius was having trouble breathing. At least I still had my old voice. But than I heard... footsteps? They were pretty far away. How could I hear them so well? The footsteps stopped at our door, and I heard a loud knocking.


"Little hogs, little hogs, let us come in!" I heard Artemis' voice call. Mobius, still chuckling, opened the door for him. In trooped the whole Crime Syndicate- well, the ones at the Temple, anyways. Jonathon, Darcy, Zeb, Rico, Geronimo, and Artemis. "Aloha, Mobius my man," Artemis said merrily. "And our fresh young damsel, who was VERY distressed when I last saw her! How fare you, fair one?" He was looking at me. Such a high vocabulary, for such a little kid!


"Very well, thanks," I said. And I pretended to curtsey, even though I was in pants. Zeb and Rico gave each other a wink.


"We-ell, that's good," Artemis said cheerfully. Yep. Always cheerful, Artemis. He was even cheerful when Zeb and Rico first told him that they killed his grandfather. Geronimo, on the other hand, looked like he didn't want me to be 'very well'.


"Look, dude, sorry for mutilating you precious manhood- but I had no idea what you were doing," I said loudly.


"S'okay," Geronimo said, though he didn't seem to mean it. "We should have told you what was going on." I remembered the whole 'what's going on' problem with amusement. "And we probably should have asked you whether or not you wanted to be a hedgehog, anyways..." I nodded.


"You don't wanna be a hedgehog?" Jonathon asked. I was about to say that I was fine with it, but he cut me off. "I'll turn you back into a human, but only if I get my money back!"


"Jo Mo, you never gave her any money," Artemis said, looking curious.


"I want my money back anyways," Jonathon muttered.


"Look, I'm fine with being a hedgehog! I'm just fine with it!" I exclaimed, to try and keep them from going nuts. Artemis just smiled, like he always did.


"Well..." Darcy said softly. "Are you people ready to go up to the Apocalypse? I mean, really... I went to a lot of trouble to clear it for you. Just to go up and catch a bat in a pop can! Didn't you say you only had a day and a half? It's almost nightfall." Mobius made a fast glance out the window. The sun was setting. "Actually, it IS nightfall. Maybe we'd better go fast, than?"


"Oh, speed is no trouble. I can teleport us all up there," Mobius said quickly. Darcy looked doubtful. "No, really, I can. Watch!" He walked up, pinched her ear, and they both vanished. A second later, Mobius reappeared with a POP and a flash.


"WHOA!" Jonathon said loudly. "I think it just kicked in..."


"No, dude- that actually happened," Mobius explained. "It's not drugs. Here." He grabbed Jonathon's nose, and teleported him off with a snap. One by one, he sent them all off to the Apocalypse 3. After a half a minute, I was the only one left in the room with him. "Hang tight- I'm gonna get Dis..." He popped off, and reappeared with the Burling.


Disearam appeared a LOT taller than normal. I barely came up to her waist. And she seemed really confused. "What is I doing HERE?" She squeaked.


"Chill- we're going to the A3 now," Mobius said.


"We? Who are THAT?" Dis demanded. She was looking me over.


"Testes, testes, one, two, THREE," I said loudly. "Recognize the voice?"


"AUTHOR?!" Disearameekonilo choked. "Why is you a hedgehog?!"


"Long story," Mobius interrupted. "Let's go- before Sharon notices you're gone..." He grabbed our hands, and in a flash, I was standing on a steel floor. The CS members were standing around, waiting; Jonathon looked incredibly high. Perhaps it DID just kick in, whatever he was on. "Elvis has entered the building," Mobius announced.


The Apocalypse looked just as I thought it would. Kind of like a ship in Star Wars. There were an equal amount of regular animals and robots walking around. There were many robians here as well- mixes of Sonic style animals and robots. Disearam looked a bit nervous here.


"Well, come on- stop staring at the robians. We need to find that bat thing, RIGHT?" Ricochet said loudly. "Dudes- you're dismissed." Aside from herself, all the Temple Crime Syndicate split apart and moseyed in their own directions. "C'mon." Rattail, Disearam, Mobius, and I quietly followed Rico off towards wherever she was leading us. I saw a few faces I recognized, as we walked...


Sky Ripley, a blue robian hedgehog. I hadn't created him. He was made by an Italian girl, Ayelet Ripley. He didn't really have a last name. I had half-stolen him as a character. I didn't know anything about him aside from appearance and name, when I put him in my stories- because I don't speak Italian. He whistled and slapped my ass as I walked past him.


Let's be vague and say I had trouble keeping Mobius from ripping his head off. Sky wasn't very pleased with me holding him back, and started following us- hitting on me, and taunting Mobius. I was very relieved when we got to the radar room- and shut the door on Sky, who cursed and left.


"Okay, this is the radar room," Rico said softly.

CHAPTER TWENTY


"The RADAR room?" Disearam squeaked. "It are a fit name..." Full of radar systems, and many other things. Yes, the radar room was a very fitting name. Rico walked up to a nearby machine, and pressed the ON switch.


"See this?" She asked, as we walked up. It was a big radar map. The scans were up to fifty thousand kilometers in every direction, from the center of the A3. "Big scanner. I'm gonna up the range." As I watched, she doubled the scan radius. "Now, let me tell you that we may already have an idea of where this bat box is..."


"You do?" Mobius demanded. Rico nodded.


"You do? REALLY?" Rattail demanded. Rico nodded again, a little annoyed. "REALLY?!"


"Yes, we do!" Rico said hotly. "Now shuddup! Let's see..." She pulled up a long piece of paper. "See, look. We have some records here of a perfect oval piece of iron floating around in Mars' orbit. It's hollow, and about seven feet long. We scanned it three times, then dropped it as a subject. The leader supposed that it was a super-smooth comet stuck in orbit."


"Really? Where is it?" I asked softy.


"Let's see..." She looked around for a minute. "Well! It's on the other side of Mars than us. Gimme an instant, I need to do a little calculating..." She pulled out a piece of paper, and a calculator. Dis, Mobius, and I walked over to a corner of the room to talk quietly. Rattail went around poking at the machines.


"Ya think that that's it?" I asked softly.


"I dunno," Mobius murmured. "I'm hoping so, though... for time's sake. I'm starting to feel really weird." Disearam looked unsettled by this, but said nothing. "Come on, Dis. I don't think that feeling weird will make me go on a killing spree." She still squeaked not one word.


"How much time do you think you have left?" I whispered. Mobius looked down at his feet.


"... I don't think I'll be alive tomorrow," He said after a minute. Disearam looked alarmed. I wished only that he didn't have to go through this... My poor Mobius. I set my hand on his shoulder, and surveyed him with pity. He looked at me deeply, in a scared way, before turning his head away. "Tell me if I start acting funny..."


"Tell you if you start acting funny?" I repeated, faking a giggle. I wanted him to be more cheerful. "You acted funny ever since I laid eyes on you, goofball! And please, don't stop acting funny for the world!" He gave me a nervous smile.


"Sure thing, Author," He mumbled. "Let me rephrase that... Tell me if I stop acting funny." I giggled for real, and gave him a kiss on the cheek.


"That's the guy I know and love," I whispered. Then I turned over towards Rico, who was messing with her calculator and mumbling under her breath. I knew Mobius was turning bright red, because I saw it out of the corner of my huge eye. "Hey Rico- exactly what are you calculating?"


"Stuff..." Ricochet said loudly. I walked over, to take a look at her calculations. I didn't understand any of the stuff she wrote or doodled. A few circles, shaded, each with a circle around. And a letter at a point on it. Some other odd things. "I'm trying to figure out where we need to park so we can catch the pod thing."


"You mean..."


"If I can figure this out right, we can go over to Mars and wait for this thing to fly right into us. But I need to figure out the distance from the planet we need to wait at- and where, latitude and longitude. That would make things easy, huh?" I nodded. "Look, I think I can do this with no problems- if I have no distractions..." She said this with a reason. Rattail must have done something wrong, because a small computer suddenly made a snapping noise and started smoking.


"Sorry about," Rattail said quickly, before standing against the wall and whistling.


"Ya know... maybe you people should just go to bed. I can call you over the intercom when we intercept the pod thing. Okay?" I nodded. She held up a radio to her lips. "Will Artemis Mage please report to the radar room?" She said, before turning it off. After a few minutes, Artemis popped up, looking tired. "Artemis, please take these poor souls to some spare rooms."


"Whatever," Artemis yawned. "Follow me, peeps." He moseyed out of the room. Disearam grabbed Rattail by the arm, and made her follow along. Mobius and I followed as well, silently. Artemis led us through a LOT of hallways, and stopped at a hallway with a whole bunch of rooms. "Sorry, but we only have three guest rooms left. Two of you are gonna have to share."


"Not I!" Disearam squeaked, making the sign of the cross. Rattail flinched away from her, and shook her head. Artemis sighed.


"Are you two willing to share a room?" He asked Mobius and I. Mobius looked a bit concerned.


"Err... I am," He mumbled, after some thought. I sighed, and nodded. If he thought it was safe, it probably was.


"Great. See ya in about twelve hours," Artemis yawned, before wandering off towards his own room. Disearam soundlessly walked into the farthest one, and locked the door. Mobius gave Rattail a cold look.


"I still don't trust you at night," He declared. Grabbing her arm, he escorted her into the closest room. I watched from the doorway, as he gave the whole room a search for escape routes. Finding none, he walked out and locked the door from the outside. Lucky for us, all the doors on the A3 locked from both sides. That was in case they ran out of prisoner cells.


"Well..." Mobius flared bright red, and quickly went into the room we had to share for the night. I followed quietly. "Great! A nice room, don't you think?" He asked sarcastically. The room had a big king sized bed, fancy- but the rest of the room was full of inflatable furniture, and it had a big screen TV. It was odd, and hard to walk through.


"Actually, it's almost nice," I admitted. I hopped onto the bed- almost as tall as me- and enjoyed bouncing up and down when I landed. My spines felt funny, as they had bounced along with my head in their pony tail. Mobius used an inflated couch as a trampoline, and landed next to me, making us both bounce upwards a couple feet. I landed flat on my back, and Mobius landed on me. "Ow!"


"Whoops," Mobius muttered. He quickly got off, and I saw quite well that his face was turning dark red. "Sorry... you okay?"


"Yeah. I just LOVE getting a nice, big hedgie quill up my-"


"Sorry!" Mobius said again. "Oh, crud, I just noticed two things..."


"Such as?"


"Well... for one, you're gonna have to sleep in your clothes or nude..." What a decision. I'll take clothes. "Oh, than the other thing I noticed won't matter." He turned away completely, and sat on the other side of the bed, looking at the wall. I couldn't see his face. "And I just noticed a third thing. I'm feeling... funny-er." I sighed.


"Funny-er, in what way?" I asked. "Haw haw, or oddness?"


"Oddness... I think. No, um... maybe we should see if you could sleep in Disearam's room. I don't think it's safe to stay with me..." I blinked, thinking... and wrapped my arms around him. Why was he shuddering like that? I heard a soft sniff. He was crying. "Can't you see?!" Mobius burst out. "I'm turning into a monster, Author, and no hug or kiss can save me! And I hate it, I hate it so much..."


"I'm sorry..." I whispered. "For you going through this bullshit. It's my fault, in a way... just by writing that Penny was a vamp."


"It was an innocent mistake," Mobius sniffed. "You didn't know."


"I'm still sorry," I mumbled. "I regret it more every second, did you know that? I do!" I scooted over, and sat next to him, dangling my feet off the side. "And it's not fair, that you have to pay for all of my 'innocent mistakes' as you call them." I was still hugging him, and he kept crying softly. "Please stop crying..."


"I just..." He gulped loudly. "Well, I'm not trying too-"


"You're not acting funny!" I exclaimed. "Not at all. Cheer up." I gave him a little kiss on the cheek. "Even if you DO change before we slay the bat... I'll still be on your side. And I'll be with you for a long time, no matter what we are." He seemed to be comforted a bit by this, and he held me close. He was still sniffling. My poor Mobius.


"Thank you..." Mobius whispered. "But... I'm not sure if I can return the favor..."


"You don't have to," I muttered.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE


"But..." Mobius whined. "I want to."


"I know." I leaned on his shoulder. "I know, Mobius, I know... No, I don't know. I'm God. I made it all. I made all of this... but I know nothing. Aren't we pathetic?"


"You? Pathetic?" Mobius demanded, giving a loud sniff. "I think not. It's kind of impressive, in a way. You made another plane of existence, just by being bored and getting out a pencil. And... you DO know. I don't know how, and what, but you just KNOW. Get me?"


"Kind of."


"See? You know." I sighed, and swayed back and forth a little. "You know. And... you know... I don't even trust myself right now. I feel so odd."


"Exactly how do you feel odd?" I whispered.


"Just... odd. I don't know. My head aches a little, and my gut feels wrong. My lips are tingly." He leaned on my shoulder, and ran his hand across my cheek. His fingers were cold. "And, well... I really, really want to kiss you." I blinked. Oooookay... "Author, please, for my sake and yours... If I kiss you, touch you, anything... scream for help. The door isn't locked..."


"Um..."


"Promise me that you will!" Mobius insisted. "I'm starting to think that I'd hurt you. Promise."


"My promises are no good," I whispered. "I'm a liar."


"Than swear," Mobius pressed.


"I..." I shook my head. "I can't swear. I'm a bad girl."


"Just do it, than..."


"I'm making no promises," I said softly. Mobius was holding me awful close. "But if you kiss me, it'll bring back some VERY bad memories- I'd probably scream anyways."


"Oh, yeah... THOSE memories..." Mobius whispered. I caught an odd edge in his voice. "Of HIM. And that dream of yours? Me saying I love you, than biting you and turning into Brent..." I shivered at the mention of his name. "Author, I AM turning into him." That edge in his voice was stronger.


"No, you're not. You're still Mobius," I said, quite loudly. He looked up at me, with his eyes shut, as if he was tired. Then he opened them. And I gasped loudly. They were black, turning red.


"Am I?" He asked curtly. "Am I Mobius? I'm a monster- turning over to the dark side, REALLY fast..." I watched in horrified fascination. His eyes were changing color rapidly. Starting at the center, moving out fast. His eyes looked like a piece of tissue, with the lower end dipped in red dye- climbing outwards, seeping. He blinked, and watched my eyes. "Run," He whispered. "Please run..." I shook my head. "Run...!" He pleaded.


"I..."


"Now!" Mobius hissed. "Lock the door behind you!" With a frown, I shook my head. "Why do you want to stay?"


"I have nowhere to run to."


"That's a pathetic excuse," Mobius snorted. And he suddenly yelped like a dog getting stung by a bee.


"What is it?" I asked quickly. He blinked back a tear, with his hand on his mouth. "Did you just get your fangs and bite your tongue on accident?" I guessed. He nodded, and winced as he pulled his hand away. "Be careful..." I whispered. And I calmly hugged him again. He was shivering. "Don't hurt yourself, and don't hurt me..." All he needed was calm, that's all. He needed calm for the moment.


"I don't like this," Mobius whispered. "I'm hurting everywhere. Everything looks so different, and feels so different..."


"Calm down..." I whispered. I tried to hold him still, but he was shuddering really strongly. "Calm down, calm down... I'm here with you..."


"Oh, like THAT's gonna make me calm down!" Mobius choked. "I want you to leave. Leave now, fast." He suddenly hugged me in return, tightly, as if I was a comforting mother. "No, don't leave, I need you, I need you so much... No. Go! I'm freaking out, you shouldn't even be in the same room as me!"


"Don't try to make up your mind!" I whispered. "Just hold still and think of something else. Remember last night? You fell asleep being hugged like a teddy bear. Try to fall asleep."


"I can't fall asleep- I'm too busy trying not to hyperventilate," Mobius whined. "Oh god, this hurts like hell..."


"Ease up," I whispered, in a cheery way. "It can't really hurt THAT much..." As I said it, I realized it was exactly what he had said, in that dream... "Do you need a distraction? Well... I love you."


"Really...?" Mobius whispered. "I love you too..." And he gave my shoulder a small kiss. Than he let go, and fell off the bed, whimpering in pain. "Oh god... I told you to scream for help!" Mobius whined. I quickly scurried off the bed, picked him up, and carried him back up onto it. Falling on the floor wasn't going to ease his pain any. "I told you to scream..."


"Shh, shh, don't worry about that..." Mobius curled up in a tight ball, gasping. "It won't last, it'll be over soon..."


"That's what I'm worried about," Mobius whined.


"Uncurl," I commanded, in a soft voice. He obeyed, but instantly curled up halfway again. I cautiously lifted the covers, and tucked him in. He was definitely hyperventilating by now. Desperate times call for desperate measures... "Here, this oughtta distract you. Have a look." I quickly peeled off my tank top, and removed my bra. Yup- Sonic characters, though of different species, have humanoid boobs. Hairy, though. Weird.


"WHOA..." Mobius mumbled. He was staring blankly, though still wincing with pain. "Guess they didn't shrink em' down when they made the rest of you smaller, huh?" I giggled. What a time to try and flatter me! I lay down on the bed next to him, amused by his goggling face.


"Well, if it helps you feel better, I guess you can look," I whispered.


"Oooooh yeah, I feel better already," Mobius said, smiling as he flinched again. "Hey, can I touch 'em...?"


"No."


"Aww..." He curled up in a ball again, out of pain, under the covers. "Why can't I? I mean, that's what they're for, right...? At least, if you're more than one year old..."


"Because they're MINE," I mumbled. Heaving a tired sigh, I tucked myself under the covers. My spikes felt strange as I laid down- still in my ponytail. I hoped he would stop hurting soon. But I knew what he was feeling. This is according to the true legends. When one becomes a vampire, their mortal body dies and their new body remains strong. Mobius was trying to deal with death. That sounded quite hard to deal with...


"Is... THAT why it hurts so much?" Mobius asked. His voice was muffled by the blankets he was under.


"Yup..." I declared.


"Argh... small wonder... please?" Mobius pleaded again. Well, he WAS dying... That WOULD keep him occupied while he died...


"Okay," I mumbled, in a somewhat defeated way.


"Ooooh, goodie," Mobius murmured. "But I don't wanna go into the open air. I'm cold." I heard a sharp hiss of pain, and suddenly I was being dragged under the covers. "Funny- I'm cold, but you are really, really hot..." Mobius murmured. True. He started touching me- gently, thank god. But his fingers were like ice. I didn't like it at all...


"Which 'hot' do you mean?" I asked softly.


"Temperature... and, um... how the hell else can I say it? You're hot. Are you mad...?"


"I FORGIVE you," I whispered. "But I don't like being called HOT. Because when people call me hot, it instantly makes me think of them as liars. Get me?"


"Liars? You think I'm lying when I say you're hot?" Mobius demanded. "Well, I'm not lying... And ya know what? Any hedgehog that has tits THIS big NATURALLY is-"


"Lemme guess, hot stuff."


"What else?!" Mobius whispered. "Yeah, hot stuff..." He curled up in pain again, but not very far- he ended up with his head between my dirty bellows. "Mommy, gimme some chocolate, I want some chocolate, mommy..." I giggled at the goof.


"KNOCK, KNOCK!" Yelled a voice outside the door. Mobius scrunched up at the bottom of the bed, far from me.


"Akkk!" He gasped. "Who's there?"


"Ricochet John, private and leader of the T.H.E.E.V. branch of the CSUE. Can I come in?"


"Hang on!" I squawked. I hopped off the bed, and put my tank top on as fast as I could. Unfortunately, I had put it on inside out and backwards. I quickly corrected it. "Fine, you can come in!"


"Okies..." The door opened, and in trooped Rico, followed by Dis and Rattail. Rico surveyed the scene in silence. Mobius was curled up at the foot of the bed, twitching oddly. And I was on the floor, with my hair messed up. I saw her scowl, because she had noticed that my bra was on the floor. "I don't think I wanna know what's been going on," She sighed.


"So, since you now hedgie, first thing you do get laid?" Rattail asked, seeming to be very amused.


"This isn't what it looks like!" I said sharply.


"Than what IS it?" Rico demanded. Disearam put her hands in the air, and walked out, whistling and looking disturbed.


"Um..." Mobius murmured. I watched the big lump at the bottom of the bed inch up towards the top, and Mobius' head popped out of the sheets. He gave me a nervous glance. "... I'll explain..."

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO


"Okay, the thing should be in grabbing range within a couple minutes," Rico said softly. "This plan had better work." She had devised an odd but interesting plan to use a giant magnet and pull the pod thing in. She and Dis kept giving me and Mobius odd, disgusted looks. Rattail just thought it was hilarious, what I had done to try and ease his pain.


"YOUR plan work?" Rattail asked me, nudging my ribs with a wink.


"Shuddup, Rat," I mumbled.


"I think worked pretty good," Rattail snickered.


"SHUDDUP, Rat," I said again. Still sniggering, she slumped off to poke the screws in the walls. I looked over at Rico. "If we're almost in grabbing range, doesn't that mean that we flew all the way to Mars?"


"Look, there it is on radar," Rico announced, looking at the screen, and not answering me. "One seven foot, perfect oval, hollow iron box. Advancing pretty dammed fast, too..." She pulled up a screen on a small computer, and began to mess with the mouse. "Okay, I got the magnetic grabber ready. Patience, small grasshoppers... Here it comes."


Since I couldn't see the radar screen, or the grabber, I had no idea when it would be brought on board any more than Dis did. So I just leaned on the wall and waited. Mobius waited next to me. "Sorry for putting you in the wrong color spotlight," He whispered.


"Whooooo, nice going, lovebirds!" Rattail crowed, next to us. "Whispering peace, yes? Trying figure out what do next time you have room, huh? Trying for home?"


"If I ever end up as an evil ruler, you're first on my list!" I said savagely. Rattail only laughed, and poked our noses before pressing her face on the window and watching the stars. But just than, I felt a strong jolt in the ship. Rattail was almost knocked out of the window.


"Got it!" Ricochet cheered. "Now hang on, I'll put it in the cargo bay for the moment... Okay, it's there. Let's go!" She scooped up a backpack with a few stakes sticking out, and a few wires in other pockets. And she scurried out of the room. Mobius and I followed quickly; Disearam grabbed Rattail by the ear and dragged her out after us. Dis was, after all, still taller than Rat. "Cargo bay, right this way..."


"Let's see this thing already," Mobius said loudly. "Know what? I wanna kill me a bat and go back to normal FAST."


"Awful violent, for player," Rattail commented. She called Mobius a player! He seemed offended, but said nothing. "This the room?" Rico scurried into a big room, full of giant boxes. In the middle, being held in place by the biggest magnet I had ever seen, was a giant iron thing that resembled an egg. That was it's general shape. "Wow..."


"Hmm... Well, that's no comet," Ricochet observed. "Let's just have a look-see..." She walked around the thing in circles, rubbing her black paws over the smooth iron and muttering. "There's a COMPUTER attached to this thing!" She cried loudly. A computer? I dashed up on my skinny legs, and had a look. "But this can't be right... What language is THAT...?"


"I don't know," I murmured. Yes, there was a computer on the side. It's screen was still up, and there was some writing on it. It appeared to be instructions, but the letters were some ancient runes. "Maybe it's OLD Junca..."


"Old Junca?" Rico demanded.


"Yeah... I think that it IS the bat. See if you can find out how old this thing is..." Mobius and Dis were looking over our shoulders. I was pretty sure Rat was still poking around, but I was more concerned with the egg thing. Ricochet plugged a laptop up to the computer on the side, and began to type and click around.


"This can't be right..." She muttered. "This is a life containment pod. For use in an EMERGENCY- like a last way to try and save somebody who's taken grievous injury..." What was THAT supposed to mean? "I can't determine how long this thing has been floating around in space... but, it being a life support system, it would have ran out of energy and turned off for a certain amount of time if it's been around Mars for a while..."


"Meaning?" Mobius asked softly.


"Shh..." Rico hissed. After messing around for about fifteen more seconds, she looked blank and odd. "Dudes... the system burned out over two years ago. Whatever's in this capsule must be dead and gone."


"Unless it are the bat," Disearam corrected her. Rico shrugged.


"Unless it's the bat, yeah. But see this?" She pointed at the screen, which kept flashing odd things I couldn't read. "This computer is running WAY too fast to even be two years old. It's almost faster than the A3..."


"That makes no sense," I whispered. "Unless we're dealing with some REALLY ancient technology."


"Ancient technology can't go through over three thousand megabytes per second," Rico snapped. "Hey, why's it keep popping up this message?" I looked over the screen again. It did indeed keep popping up that one message, every few seconds, no matter how often Rico closed it. "Probably just the 'low battery warning'..." She murmured.


I suddenly felt a big hand on my shoulder, and a second later, I was sprawled on the floor. "Akkk!" I choked. For a second, I thought Rattail was trying to bite me. But than I got up and saw that she had only knocked me out of the way. Mobius seemed ready to tell her off, but she looked over the screen and gave a loud squeal.


"I not seen THIS language since I was still good guy!" She squeaked.


"It's the bat," I said firmly.


"Maybe so, maybe no," Rattail squeaked. "We sending off TONS these when I was still good guy." Ricochet decided that she needed to be interrupted, fast.


"Since you seem to know the language, what does this say?" She pointed at the message that kept popping up. "Low gas light?"


"Course not," Rattail squeaked. "It details on whatever in there." Rico blinked, and we all looked questioningly. "Cargo report... Name Nega, species 'bat'... has stuff height and color too, you want hear?"


"It's the bat!" I said triumphantly.


"I knew FOUR bats," Rattail said smoothly. "Nocturnale, Saliba, Mishkin, and Six-wing-three-fang. Maybe so, maybe no! There lots bats, you know." Ricochet sighed.


"Well, we'll never know whether or not it's the one unless we open it," She pointed out. "Scoot." She knocked Rattail out of her way just as forcefully as Rattail had done to me, and started messing with the computer. "There we are... Bat surprise..."


A crack formed around the side-bottom of the pod thing, which split into a big door. We all watched in suspenseful silence. Ricochet tapped away, and the two half-doors snapped open. There was a small puff of carbon dioxide, as something had been breathing in there for a long time. I heard a couple winding noises- seatbelts coming unbuckled?


Out of the open door fell... a bat. She was red- brighter red than Knuckles the Echidna, from Sega. Her hair stuck strait out in the middle of her head, in a full circle- like an odd mix of Rouge the Bat and Shadow the Hedgehog. She had big red ears, like any other red bat- but the ends had odd spikes on them, as if they were designed for something other than hearing. Her eyes were shut, I couldn't see the color- but I had a hunch it was red.


She was in quite modern clothing, actually. Spandex pants, a pink shirt with flowers embroidered on it, and big boots. But her arm was in some crude form of a sling, made out of long, thin leaves. And she had an emerald ring made of plain old copper instead of gold. Her hands were shaped very oddly- almost coming to a sharp point when all the fingers were together. Long fingers. She wasn't dead- she was breathing softly.


"Nega? She not smell like vampire, dudes," Rattail squeaked. "Smells like super old dust."


"Well, we don't know what she is," Mobius declared. He walked up to her, and gently poked her slinged-up arm with his toe. She gave a soft whine of pain, and fell back to silence. "We can always give her a medical examination."


"Right," Rico muttered. "We'll get her examined. Do a few tests to see what she is. And if she isn't a vamp, I wanna know how she survived two years in a small capsule without power or food. I don't think she's up to injuring any doctors right now..." She smiled, in spite of it. Nega was horribly thin, and it liked like one could snap her bones by tapping her. Her joints were very obvious.


While Rico called over a doctor, she also had Mobius lock Rattail in her room. "Since we don't need her to read stuff anymore, let's get her out of the way before she hurts somebody," She had said. Mobius must have been tempted to say 'same here'.

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE


As it was still night (or sleep hours, since there isn't night or day in space) we all retired back to our rooms for a few more hours of snoozing. Disearam, who had been speaking less and less often, had gone to her room without a word. Mobius checked Rattail's locks again, and then came back into our room. Rico promised that she would only annoy us with details on Nega's medical examination once we were awake. "So I don't interrupt something again," She had said, with a wicked grin.


I had slapped her across the face for that remark, and stomped off to bed. When I got there, I had taken down my quills and began to quickly straitened the thin hairs on them with a small pocket-brush. Than I had plopped onto the bed and tucked myself in without taking off my clothes. A few minutes later, Mobius teleported up with a POP.


"Welcome to the room," I snorted, as soon as he was in. "Sleep only."


"Don't be sore about that," Mobius said quietly. "You were just trying to make my death easier. It was a judgement call, one that you need not make again." I didn't like the grin that was plastered all over his face. I didn't like his fangs, or that his red eyes didn't have the same kind look as his old blue ones. "Tell ya what... I'll brainwash anybody at the Temple that hears about it. Okay?"


After turning off the light, he cheerfully hopped onto the bed, making a little bounce, and scooted under the covers. "G'night," I said shortly. He looked a bit sorry, for some reason.


"Sweet dreams," He said softly. Then he leaned forward, and kissed my forehead. "And g'night to you, as well." I wished he wouldn't say that... I wanted to hate him. That's pathetic. I turned over on my side, looking away from him, trying to sleep. "C'mon, Author... Don't be so pissed. It was my fault as much as yours- and there would have been no problems if Rico hadn't busted in. Just be glad she knocked."


"I am," I said shortly. "Now g'night." Mobius sighed softly.


"Sweet dreams."


"G'night."


"Sweet dreams."


"G'night."


"Sweet dreams."


"I SAID, 'GUH-NIGH-TUH'."


"Okay, okay..." Mobius murmured. I felt some soft hand pushing my quills back behind my ears, out of my eyes. "Sweet dreams to you, Author. Thank you for everything..." He just insisted on having the last word!


"G'night," I whispered.


"Sweet dreams," He whispered back. There it was again!


"G'night!"


"Sweet dreams!"


"I give up..." I mumbled. "G'night. Let me catch some Z's. We've said enough g'nights and sweet dreams to last us for six more nights. Now g'night, Mobius."


"Sweet dreams," Mobius said, in an amused way.


"Good night!" I snarled savagely. But it amused me, too, somehow. "Let me sleep! Argh..." To my amazement, Mobius didn't say anything. So I was free to close my eyes and drift off to sleep.


I could fall asleep faster, as a hedgehog... Obviously, because they needed a bit more sleep than humans. Maybe it was because of Mobius saying it... but I had not ONE sweet dream that night, though I could never remember what I HAD dreamed about.


Maybe I could never remember them because of the rude awakening I got. I had drifted back to the land of the living because somebody was frantically yelling in my ear. Blurgh, what was it THIS time? I was too tired for this... I kept my eyes shut, and tried to fall asleep. "Wake up, wake up, please!" This voice was pleading.


"Why?" I mumbled angrily.


"Are you alright?" The voice asked urgently.


"Why do you ask?" I murmured.


"Open your eyes!" The voice said loudly. With a tired moan, I opened them halfway. It was Artemis talking. No wonder I hadn't recognized the voice. I hadn't heard him talk much. Mobius was standing next to him, looking frantic. His fangs were chattering.


"If you really need an answer, MAGE... I feel fine. I'm just really tired. How long did you let me snooze- five minutes, maybe?" Mobius gulped loudly.


"You've been out for almost twelve hours..."


"What...?" I mumbled. "Is THAT why you're so worried? Because I slept in?" Artemis pointed down at some body part of mine below my face. Tired and annoyed, I sat up and looked down at myself.


Blood again. I was drenched in blood again. It was all over me, my clothes, the bed. The peachy fur on my belly was stained red, too. The smell hit me hard, once I realized it was there. The cursed smell of drying blood. It was with catastrophic effort that I managed not to puke.


"What happened?" I choked.


"We don't know," Artemis said softly. "That's why I'm asking if you're okay. Thanks to what Mobius insisted, we haven't looked over you for bite marks... we don't know if all this blood is yours."


"I think I would notice it if I had been bit!" I hissed. "Is Rattail still in her room? What about that bat girl, Nega? What did they figure out about her?" I looked coldly upon Mobius, who flinched. "Say, do you think you would bite me in your sleep...?"


"No! I'm pretty sure I wouldn't!" Mobius gasped, holding up his hands like somebody in front of cops.


"Let's just see..." I muttered. "C'mere." Mobius looked unsettled, and walked up, slowly. "Gimme your hand. If it's warm, I'll make sure you never have kids..." He looked tragic, and held out his hand. I took a strong hold of it, and held on tight, registering the temperature. "... Cold as ice. You're clear."


"Oh, good," Mobius sighed, looking quite happy with this. "Well, now that you're up, you should probably take a shower. Get that stuff off of you, ya know. I'll get you some fresh, not-bloodstained garments from the Temple, awright?"


"Awright," I mumbled.


"But first thing's first!" Artemis said loudly. "We need to check you for bites."


"You can check for bites after I make them visible," I snorted. "Are there any working showers on this lunk of scrap ore? ...Slag?"


"Yeah, there are," Artemis cheeped. "C'mon, I'll take you over- if you promise not to make anything difficult."


"How could I be difficult? I wanna smell like I normally do..." I murmured. Artemis took my hand and helped me out of bed- which I noticed was a bit more work than normal. Mobius was off in a POP. Me being half asleep still, I didn't pay much attention to all the left and right turns I made. A lot of people gave me horrified looks as I went through the halls, guided by a little blonde hedgie in pants.


"C'mon, almost there... hurry up!" Artemis was saying the whole way. About five minutes after leaving the room, he had escorted my to a room with a shower symbol and a female sign. "Well, here's the place... You can wait by the door. I'll tell Mobius where you are..." He looked a bit grim. "That is, if you don't faint and drown in the shower stall..."


"I don't think I will," I said softly. "I mean it, I feel fine. Just tired. I kinda doubt I got bit..." Artemis bid me farewell, and I went into the lady's shower room. A simple thing. A long row of small shower stalls with two rows of curtains- one to block the water, and the other so you could put your clothes on a bench and not leave them out for all to see. A nice place to dry up, too.


So I stepped in the little space between the outer room and the shower, peeled off my nasty, soaked, smelly, red clothes, placed them on the plastic mat next to the shower, and got in. The water was cold, at first, but after some adjustments, it was just fine. I didn't like the feel of it, much- this shower head sprayed too strong in the middle, and too weakly around the edges. Ah well.


It worked well enough to rinse off the blood. I was so lucky to have red fur. Well, MOSTLY red fur... The patch of softer, peachy colored fur on my chest and belly was stained darker. I'll fix THAT... I rinsed off that part of me, and stood still, letting the rest of the crunchy, dried stench go down the drain. I knew that the Crime Syndicate had to reserve on water, so I would have to get out quick...


Oh well. A quick rinse was all I had needed, anyway. I didn't have to shampoo unless I wanted to shampoo my whole body. It still felt strange, to have soft, squishy, fuzzy flesh hanging off my head instead of hair. A haircut now sounded quite painful. Maybe that was why all the characters from Sonic had such long hair...


I had to run my hands all over every part of me, here in secret- to make sure I had all the blood off, and check for cuts. I started at my feet- which were funky and square, without toes. Sonic style hedgehog feet were so weird... No problems there. My scrawny little legs? Flawless. Well, I DID have small bump on my knee, but that was from my struggle back near the machine.


I went over the rest of my body, finding no problems. And I began to wonder how I had gotten covered in blood, if nobody had hurt me...

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR


I turned off the shower, and used a towel on the bench to dry off. I was pretty sure it didn't belong to anybody- there was one exactly like it folded in front of each stall, the same way, and nobody else was in the shower room at the time. It was odd, to have to pay attention to drying under my hair. Then I had to wrap my towel around me, covering all my parts, and wait behind the long outer curtain for somebody to pop up with clothes.


And POP up this person did. I didn't hear the door open or shut at all. "Hey, Author? You still in here?" I heard Mobius whisper. I grinned. He must have teleported in, so nobody would see him and think he was coming in here to be a pervert. I stuck my hand out from the long curtain and waved it.


"Yeah, I'm here," I said softly.


"I got some clothes for you, like I said I would..." Mobius mumbled. My hand was suddenly holding something soft- so I pulled it back into the curtains. A soft white dress, and a puffy white blouse to wear under it. There were also clean undergarments tucked into the wad. "I brought your toothbrush and hairbrush, too. Thought you might want 'em."


"You're a lifesaver, Mobius," I said truthfully.


"Really? Thanks. I'll wait outside." I didn't hear a door, but I knew he had gone. Just as a precaution, I stayed behind the curtain to change. Then I came out quietly. Still tired? Dang. Wonder what I'd been dreaming about, anyway. My toothbrush and hairbrush were on the counter, with a little tube of toothpaste. Mobius really was a lifesaver. My breath could have killed a dragon.


I took care of my hair first, as always- brushing WITH the fur, all over. All I did was straiten it out. No tangles to remove. Than I set down the brush, wet my toothbrush, and smeared some paste on that. Like always, just as every good brusher would, I looked in the mirror when I started scrubbing.


Well, would have started scrubbing. I had expected my teeth to be a nasty yellow color, since it had been a couple days since I had last seen a toothbrush. But no- they were RED. I looked closely. Yup, I knew what that was. There was blood all over my teeth, too.


My mind was going everywhere, all at once, all of a sudden. Did I have some REALLY bad gum disease? Did somebody do that bloodsucking kiss thing on me again? Had I bit somebody, for some reason? Trying to shove all these crazy things out of my brain, I gave my chompers a good scrubbing.


And I launched myself out the door, as soon as I had grabbed my stuff- including my ruined clothing. Somebody grabbed my wrist, making me stop quickly. "Gosh, what's the hurry?" Mobius demanded, as he let go of my arm.


"My teeth were covered in blood, too!" I hissed. Mobius opened his eyes a small bit wider than normal.


"Let's save THAT discussion for later," He whispered in my ear. "We're supposed to see what they've figured out about that bat."


"Nega?" I murmured. "But what about... what about all that blood?! Are we just gonna pretend that didn't happen?!" Mobius sighed.


"For the moment, I think that they're trying to," He mumbled. "Since you don't seem hurt anywhere, everybody else is starting to think that somebody had used you as a cutting board for somebody else." I shuddered at the thought. "Yeah, pretty bad. I doubt it, but I don't know what to think."


"I think it WAS my blood, dude," I said quickly. "Didn't I tell you my teeth had blood on them? What if-"


"Nobody would have done that kiss thing to you HERE, Author," Mobius said softly. "As far as we know, I'm the only male vamp on board. I'm pretty sure I didn't hurt you. What are you saying, that Rattail's a lesbo?"


"For all I know-" I began savagely, but Mobius just laughed and put his fingers on my lips to silence me. Damn, were his fingers cold...


"C'mon, let's go see what they found out about that bat..."


"Nega."


"Whatever..." We were off in a POP, like always. We were now in a small hospital-ish room, with soft blue walls. There was a flimsy bed, and on it was the bright red bat we had seen last night. They had put her in a hospital outfit. Her eyes were shut, and she was breathing softly- obviously, asleep. There were two hedgehogs in doctor outfits in here as well.


I knew well enough who they were. Stilt, a male, and Steppe, female. They were a pair of purple hedgehogs. They never had the same job twice, and never looked the same way for more than two weeks. They had taken on at least seventeen jobs that I knew of, but I wasn't aware that they were also a medical crew for the Crime Syndicate. In fact- last I knew, they were police officers.


"Were you studying her?" I asked softly.


"Hmm?" The female, Steppe, mumbled. Than she looked over Mobius and I with surprise. "Where did you pop out of, a hole in the ground? Yeah, I am."


"What did you find out?" Mobius demanded. "Were you told of what to look for?" Stilt looked up at us and nodded.


"Yeah, we knew what to look for. Our diagnose- mortal as they come." Mobius looked amazed. "Look. Eyes are dark brown, teeth are blunt and not well developed for any particular food type. These extra spikes are completely natural. Her hands and feet are shaped like that naturally. And ya know- we did the legend stuff test, too. Her reflection shows in the mirrors, no negative reactions to garlic and salt, she isn't burned by the crucifix..."


"Artemis was pretty surprised to hear that," Steppe chuckled. "He insisted we do a blood test on Rattail and look for abnormalities, and test her for the same."


"How did those tests turn out?" Mobius asked. His ears had a definate droop to them. I knew that he was feeling horrible. He had hoped that she was the master, so he could just kill her and go back to normal fast.


"Well... Just so you know, Artemis got a blood sample from Rattail, AND one from you." Odd... "It seems that you have a few things in common. Vampire blood has no salt in it, and it instantly mutilates any virus it comes in contact with."


"That's weird," I said honestly. Stilt nodded.


"She's salty, and suffering from sickle-cell anemia. She's got a regular heartbeat, and a high fever. She's no vampire. I don't know exactly what she is, but she's no vampire." He glared down at her. "She's just a really sick, mutated bat. There's a reason she was in a recovery pod. She only woke up once, and than she started talking some funky language, though. Something about a 'deen-way-kay'. Ring any bells?"


"Deenuaykay means vampire," Mobius remembered out loud. I was amazed he had remembered. "What did she say?"


"All I remember is 'deenuaykay'. Sorry, dudes. We took a snooze ourselves." Mobius looked alarmed. "No way in hell could she have left- I locked the door from the outside and slept in the hallway. Did you figure out what happened?" Stilt asked casually.


"About what?" I asked, confused.


"Ya know- waking up drenched in blood. Did you figure out what happened?" Steppe suddenly looked at me as though she was seeing Jesus.


"You have the bloody clothes!" She exclaimed.


"So?"


"Gimme!" She leapt forward, and violently snatched the bloodstained garments out of my grip. "I'll just take a look at these. See if this is mortal blood or vamp blood all over you!"


"Good idea," Mobius muttered. "I guess that means we have to some more scanning..." He moseyed out of the room, talking to himself in a depressed way. My poor Mobius. I sat down on a bench at the wall, tiredly. Steppe wandered out of the room with my clothes, to go and test the blood on them. Stilt set down his notes, with a sigh.


"Well, we can't give her a single crumb of food until she wakes up- and that is starvation if I ever saw it. I'm gonna take a coffee break..." He wandered out. I was left alone, in the room, with the bat. Nega, Nega. Such an odd name. It sounded a lot like Mega. But no, she was Nega. I looked over her. She was shaped so oddly, for a bat. A prehistoric version? That's what she LOOKED like...


I suddenly noticed, with an jolt, that her eyes were open. She was looking right at me, and I hadn't noticed. How long had she been awake? The only things about her that moved were her eyes, and chest because she was breathing. It looked almost as though she was searching me over. I held still, watching her.


"Lutahpmeerka," She hissed into the silence. Her voice was almost like an echo. I shivered. That wasn't Junca she was speaking.


"What?" I whispered. "Er... qua? Muees?"


"Lutahpmeerka," She hissed louder. It almost sounded like a curse, not a word or name. "Lutahpmeerka, nazig thrakateel, nazig gimbatahlik, nazig derabikatul!" She said it in such a harsh way. I almost felt like these words had turned me into stone, or that they were meant to hurt me. Was she angry, for some reason? I hoped that she understood Junca- it was much more likely than her understanding English.


"Ay roons dinraykeenir ayooay," I whispered. "I don't understand you."


"Nashk SHARLIBA!" The bat hissed. Now, judging on her tones, she wasn't mad at all. She was trying to talk to me, and frustrated that we didn't understand each other. "Meshk koon akisha... Sabisha..."

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE


"Nayshee," I muttered. "Nayshee, Nega. Een Ay kayshus?" I asked. "Nega, Nega, Nayshee. Am I right?" I looked back at her, and fought hard not to scream. She was suddenly standing next to me.


"Nee... calim..." She whispered, in her airy voice. "I... willonitarrym..." It sounded a bit like 'be calm, I will not harm'. I only blinked. What if Stilt and Steppe were wrong, and she WAS a vampire? But she looked sad, much more sad than hungry.


She was looking me over again, still watching my every small movement with interest. "Yn cannen... Noo mayeek?" She spoke in Junca! No fear...? Why would she say that?


<What?> I whispered, in Junca.


<No fear,> She repeated. I blinked. <I will not harm again.>


<Harm again...?> I whispered. <Harm when before?>


<Night...> Nega replied. <You were sleep. I make choke...> She was stammering- having difficulty speaking this language. She obviously didn't know it very well. Neither did I, but I knew enough.


<You make me choke? How?>


<I not show you. I will not harm again.>


<I want know.> She sighed softly. Even her sigh had that accent, of that language that sounded like a curse. And she took another step closer. I suddenly regretted asking how she had made me choke, and took several steps backwards. Maybe she had made me choke up blood last night...


<Hold still,> She commanded. She had to say it twice, to make sure she had said it correctly. I stopped, next to the wall. I had this horrid thought running through my head- that even if she wasn't a vampire, even if she had sickle-cell anemia and a fever, she was still probably fast enough to strangle me if she wanted to.


Nega stepped even closer to me, and stopped only once she was a matter of inches away. Her large eyes seemed very menacing from close up. <Turn head.> WAS she gonna strangle me? Make me choke, she had said. <Turn head!> She repeated. <You wanted see, I show you.> I slowly turned my head over to the side, expecting a painful death in seconds.


She put her face right up against mine, and began whispering in my big left ear. "Mishtahk... nikharren..." I began to feel an odd twinge in my gut. "Shefeeg... karanna..." It felt as though the twinge in my gut was moving up my body, towards my ear, where she whispered. But the feeling caught in my throat like unchewed food. "Mishtahk, nikharren, shefeeg, karanna," She hissed. Louder and faster.


Now I knew. This wasn't a language- she really WAS cursing me. I coughed, out of sudden need- and when I pulled my hand away, there were two small red specks. Blood. "Mishtahk, nikharren, shefeeg, karanna," She began to chant faster.


"Stop!" I choked. And I had to use my arm to wipe my mouth after speaking. She only spoke faster. "Please stop..." She didn't pause in her chant. I started gulping and trying to keep down my body fluids. While I started to gag, she grabbed my shoulders firmly.


"Mishtahk, nikharren, shefeeg, karanna..." She began to speak with her mouth open very wide. I watched in amazement and horror as long fangs slowly grew, while she spoke. "Mishtahk, nikharren, shefeeg, karanna..." Her eyes were turning red too, now. She was bending lower- she was whispering at my peachy cheek now, and then my chin.


<Stop,> I gagged, in Junca. She didn't listen. Now her lips were at my throat. I was choking, I couldn't fight. I felt her open her mouth and drag her fangs across my skin. Goodbye, me. She was moving so slowly. It hurt a lot, when she started to dig those teeth into me.


And then she was being torn right out of me. God, that hurt! It was Mobius that had come to my rescue, yet again. He just held her away from me, looking confused. "What in hell have you girls been doing?" He demanded. "Author, if I didn't know you better, I'd say that was lesbian shit."


"It wasn't," I murmured. "Look at her face! Now!" Red eyes, he had to see them. Nega was acting confused, as Mobius made her turn to face him.


"Yeah, what about her face?" He asked, confused. Nega looked over at me, as if worried about my sanity. Her eyes had gone back to dark brown, and her fangs were gone. "What were you doing?!"


"She bit me, and you tore her off!" I said stubbornly. "See, look..." I had put my hand on the gash in my throat- but now I removed it. No cut? No blood?


"Ya know what? I think that there's a little too much pressure on you. Maybe I should get you back to the Temple, so you can relax and stop freaking out about vampires..." Mobius let go of Nega's arm, and took hold of mine.


"But it happened!" I insisted. "I'll ask her!"


"Yeah, right- you'd say she said otherwise."


"Err... Here, how's this. I know that she can speak a little Junca. 'Yes' is 'aec'. 'No' is 'noo'. Okay?" He nodded, still looking at me as though I had gone crazy. "Okay, NAYSHEE..." I said loudly, turning to Nega. <You bite me?> I asked, in Junca.


"Noo," She said instantly. <Why would I want bite you again? There tastier treats here.>


<God, Nega, you freak!> I exclaimed.


<Go on- tell what I said. He not believe.> I hissed sharply. Mobius was still looking confused.


"Mobius, she says 'why would I bite you again when there are tastier treats here'. I had only said 'you bite me'... She's pretending that I meant 'will you bite me' instead of 'did you bite me'."


"Yeah," Mobius said slowly. "Come on, I think you need a bit more sleep. I can just tuck you in bed and get you some hot chocolate, okay?"


"I'm telling you, she's a danger here!" I said loudly. "She made me bleed out of my mouth in my sleep, like Brent did before!" Mobius sighed, and wrapped me in a hug.


"Sorry to say it, but you've lost your marbles," He whispered in my ear. I was too busy looking over his shoulder to listen. There was Nega, smiling broadly. For a split second, she had red eyes and fangs again, and made a nasty face at me- but she snapped back to normal, because Mobius turned around. "Back in a flash, in case you know what I mean."


In a flash, I was back in my room at the Temple- still being held by Mobius, who was still getting colder all the time. He lifted me off my feet in away, and set me down on the edge of the bed. I watched drearily as he grabbed a cottony night dress, and set it next to me on the bed. "Here- put this on, I'll go get you some cocoa..." He snapped away instantly.


Grumbling angrily to myself, about the treachery of Nega, I took off my blouse and dress, than put on the night dress. I noted that there was a very cold bit of cloth on one side of it- probably where Mobius had grabbed it. I wondered- even if he teleported, would the hot chocolate still be warm by the time it got here? I groaned about the cruelty of the world, and plopped in bed.


I was about to pull up the covers and tuck myself in, when Mobius popped back up and did it for me. "Well, thanks," I snorted. "I would be eternally grateful if you set down my cocoa and staked Nega."


"Why have you got it in for that sick bat?" Mobius demanded. He quickly handed me the cocoa- which was still a bit warm. "I'm telling you, she's not what you think she is. They even scientifically proved it, okay?"


"Listen to me," I whispered. "Just listen. Try to see it my way and listen." Mobius sighed, and nodded. I explained the whole thing that had happened, in a few minutes. When I finished, Mobius was deep in thought.


"Well, that's just more proof that she's not a vampire," Mobius said softly.


"What?!"


"Now, Author, YOU listen to ME. Try to see it my way. She had been speaking that odd language, and you say that it made you choke up blood. Than her eyes turned red and she grew fangs. She bit you, but when I grabbed her, she was suddenly a normal girl."


"So?"


"Well, now I know what she is. She's a shaman, or a witch, or some sorceress. She was playing a game with your mind..." He pulled the blankets all he way up to my chin, and kissed my forehead. I shivered. So cold. "Real vampires can't make their fangs disappear," He whispered. "Or make their eyes go from brown to red in milliseconds. She's a witch that played with your head."


"Please keep a close eye on her anyways, though," I simpered. "I still think she made me bleed last night."


"I will," Mobius whispered comfortingly. "Because a witch might be able to do that. Now, get yourself some more rest." With a snap, he was gone. I was left alone to snooze once more. But I kept wondering if Mobius was right... if Nega was just a witch playing a trick. It sure hadn't felt like a normal trick. It felt like the genuine Dark Trick. How my throat had been torn...


I set my hand on the place where she had seemed to bite me. When I pulled my hand back, there was blood on it.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX


 I woke up slowly, instantly remembering why I hated Nega. Witch, my ass. She was the MASTER vampire. And we had not only invited her into the A3- we had brought her in. When you invite a vampire in, it renders you powerless. What about when you bring in the master? I needed to warn Mobius, and Disearam. Maybe even Rattail was in danger. And what about all the cute, wicked members of the Crime Syndicate?


For some reason, I doubted that Mobius and Disearameekonilo would return. Mobius would insist that the CS would keep searching for the MASTER- and Nega would pick off the CS members one by one. The nerve! If Mobius didn't come back, how would I let him know?


Feeling defeated, I got out of bed and dressed myself. It was late in the afternoon- almost time for dinner. I was perfectly wretched. My only two friends, currently, were floating around in space- on the 'TO EAT' list of a red bat. Dammit! I fixed up my fur and put my quills in a ponytail. I walked out of my room, dully.


Then I stood at the top of the staircase, watching the crowd of people below. They were sitting there, waiting for dinner. Well, most of them. A few were standing around yelling at each other. So boring. Did they even know that their precious Author had suddenly turned into a hedgehog? I wondered if any of them had common sense, or would be willing to listen to me. I wanted to find somebody like me.


Who had I created to be a bit like me? I looked all over, for somebody that I might get along with. Hmm... a bunch of ragged hedgehogs? No- they were Bojo, Abigail, and Virginia. I had never given them attitudes, so I didn't know how they would act. The cat band, POWD- Products Of Waste Dumping? Yes, they would probably be friendly.


I wandered down the stairs and stopped over by the cat's table. Trent sat by Reznor, who was puffing away at a joint. Trent didn't seem to like the smell, so he moved over and sat near the end of the table. Good! I sat down next to him, with a grin.


"Oh- hi, Author!" He said cheerfully. I grinned.


"So, everybody knows what I look like, yet again?" He nodded. "Oh, um... thanks for the chocolates." Trent looked cute, and sat there, purring. I didn't want to tell him that I hadn't eaten any of them yet. "Problem was, uh... do you know what your dad gave me?"


"Yeah. He said he thought you might like em'."


"Well... they got destroyed." He sighed.


"Well... I didn't think you might want em'..." He suddenly looked a bit edgy. "You'd better thank Gabby for the Skittles soon... she says she'll hurt you if you just forget..." I laughed loudly, and scooted towards the larger part of the POWD's table.


"Hey, all," I said merrily. "Thanks for all. Gabby- T.Y for the Skittles, and Reznor- T.Y for the joints. And all- the teddy, quarters, poster, pills, all of it." They all looked quite special. "But, uh... Problem is... the joints, well... the washer smoked em' instead of me." Reznor blinked.


"Ya mean the washing machine, or the guy that put your clothes in it?" Reznor asked softly. I sighed.


"Uh... the washing machine. I was gonna give em' back to you, but I ended up forgetting... busy getting killed, ya know. I couldn't help it." He looked a bit offended, but said nothing. Gabby grinned, and pretended to smoke a joint.


"Down, down the potty," Gabby sang.


"Don't hit her," Bobby said quickly.


"Stay out of it, little green man," Gabby hissed. Bobby just looked sad, but said nothing. Reznor had indeed looked ready to hit her, but thought better of it and put out his joint on her plate. Gabby reached behind her, for her guitar, but it had moved. It was floating around in the air! The whole crowd went silent and watched the guitar fly around in a dizzy way. How the heck did that happen?!


I watched in blank horror as the guitar floated over to the Narolian table. It went to Teliva's giant bowl of soup, and suddenly stopped floating right above it. The splash was big- and, unfortunately, all over the stunned Teliva.


There was an instant uproar, of course- mostly Gabby and Teliva were the ones getting mad. Five minutes of absolute chaos followed- in which Gabby and Teliva had left many deep gashes in each other. I had backed up against the wall, trying not to get caught up in the fray. Damn! Everybody was getting involved! Even S1, that cute little white hedgie, was trying to scream cusswords at Gabby and be heard.


"Stop it!" Bobby called up at Teliva, who angrily knocked him into a wall- accidentally taking Biscuit with him, as she had tried to catch him. Reznor grabbed Trent, and scurried to the opposite side of the room- but the fights were going on over there, too. It seemed that the other Narolians were accusing the cats of rigging the guitar- and Henga's cruel mother, Marli, had gotten a splash of soup on her nose.


Sadly, the cats and Narolians (being on opposite sides of the room) had a lot of people in between them that got blasted. The whole row of humans, which were few, was suddenly split in two. A goofy black-haired girl in red, white, and blue (America F'lar) was dodging fireballs. The rest were getting creamed.


A lot of people were running for the exits, and those that stayed were trying to keep the cats and Narolians from killing each other. Biscuit was pissed about Teliva hitting Bobby, and could be seen on top of the pudgy blonde's head, tearing out as much hair as she could. Teliva was trying to get her off without blowing her own head off.


My people! The chaos! Half of the actual humans were already dead, and America was on fire last time I checked. The tougher creatures- Sonic characters, Narolians, and some other critters- they were having the same difficulties. I had once created a half-cat half-human critter with big, cute ears, named Ashley- who was licking at a bloody leg, sulking in the corner.


I wanted to do something about it, but I would probably get hurt trying if I left the far wall. What to do... Would the Narolians even listen to the Author now? An angered Narolian probably wouldn't respect ANYBODY'S authority, let lone that of a hedgehog. I was trying hard to think. What could I do to stop this...?


POP! Special idea strikes the retard! The Sonic Spin! Official attacks... Chaos Control? No, that required a chaos emerald. Sonic wind? Twenty rings! The Sonic Spin, though much less effective, was priceless. I jumped up into the air, and wadded myself into a ball, spinning ultra-fast. So THAT'S what a Sonic Spin felt like... Cool, I wasn't dizzy and I was staying airborne! My hair scrunchie flew off, and my hair was making a lot of wind now. I could see through my hair, odd as it was.


I started bouncing, and went across the room like that- dodging fireballs, energy beams, claws, critters, and dishes that people were throwing for some reason. It didn't hurt- well, maybe the one where I bounced on my knee did, but the others didn't. Than, just out of sudden inspiration, I bounced off all the cat and Narolian heads and knocked them over. Yay! I uncurled mid-air, and landed on my feet. "TEN POINTS!" Twist called, from inside the wall.


"Thank you!" I called in his general direction. The cats picked themselves up, hissing wildly- and the Narolians began to do the same. It wasn't quite as easy, because of how massive they all were. They would have been up in a flash, if this place was big enough for them to use their wings. "STOP!" I yelled loudly. "YOU IDIOTS ARE GONNA GET RID OF MY LIFE'S WORK, AND YOURSELVES, TOO! SHAME!"


"She started it!" Henga spat, pointing a fireball at Gabby. "Her damned guitar!"


"I SAID SHUDDUP AND KNOCK IT OFF!" I yelled. "GABBY COULDN'T HAVE MADE IT FLOAT, AND YOU KNOW THAT DAMMED WELL, ALL OF YOU!" I looked as mad as I could, making sure that my quills were sticking out as though my finger was in a socket. "You disgust me!" I yelled into the stunned silence. "Really! You do! I only wrote your dammed stories so I could get you assholes outta my head, but now you're stuck in reality, for good! You should feel dammed lucky that I haven't deleted every dammed one of you!"


"Don't delete me, mommy!" Twist called from his wall.


"SHUT UP, PINKYBOY!" I snapped.


"Neon red boy!" He called back.


"SHUDDUP ALREADY! RRRRRrrrrrrr...!" I glared at Teliva. "And YOU! Killing cats?! Because you spilled your soup?! WHAT IN HELL IS WRONG WITH ALL OF YOU?!" The whole place was silent, once again. "If this happens again... between ANYONE... You'll ALL get deleted! All of you! Even the ones that had nothing to do with it! Yes, I WOULD DO THAT!" I glared at the cats and Narolians. They were pissing me off almost as much as Nega... "Now, clean this shit up!"

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN


By the evening, I had calmed down quite a bit. Thanks to Trent, who had come to my room alone and without Reznor's permission, I had all the news. Ganymede, Leda, America, Tim, David, Jack Shay, Prower, Ann, and Professor Morgan (all human) were dead. There were a lot of injuries on the non-human side of existence, but the only non-human that had died was Mary Anne.


Sadly, Mary Anne was S1's mom/baby sitter... hired by the head of the CS to raise him. S1 hadn't left his room since. My poor S1. And my poor people- so much weaker than all the other species here. I should have done something sooner... Trent was just glad that I had found a way to stop them before they destroyed the Temple.


The Narolians- though powerful, conceited, and independent- had obeyed me, and cleaned up most of the mess from the fight. The cats had helped, but they weren't nearly as efficient. The younger Narolians had been taught that if they didn't clean up when told to, they would get beat up by their parents.


"I had to dust," Trent said sheepishly. "And glue tiles back in..."


"Was it fun?" I asked jokingly- but he nodded, even sheep-ish-ly-er. He suddenly seemed to hear his mom calling, though, because his eyes got big and he took off running. I sat there and laughed for a minute, than got his chocolates out of the beauty supply desk and tried one. Good chocolates from a good kid! I put the rest away.


I tiredly went over to my bed and flopped on it, than was stuck thinking about various things. Mary Anne... the fight... dead people... I shook my head. Mobius, Disearam, Rattail. Nega. I sat up, wondering what to do. Hateful. All of it. My people were so horrid! How had they survived thus far without killing each other?


"Hark, hark! The watch-dude barks!" I heard a funky voice sing.


"What...?" I mumbled, sitting up. Twist was on my ceiling again! With a sigh, I fell over on my bed. "Sorry, but I'm just not in the best mood for you," I admitted.


"Ah, but I know what thou ART in a mood for!" Twist bellowed. He jumped off the ceiling, and landed on the floor before the bed, than grabbed my hand and smooched it. "Thou'st in need of a knight in shining armor!" He ran off into the bathroom, and came out a minute later wearing a trash can. He was armed with a family pack of TP.


"Twist, that's MY trash can!" I exclaimed. But he menacingly held his TP towards me, with a sneer.


"‘Tis mine now, you haggard wench," He growled. "Super-dude, here to save the daaaaaaaay!" He threw the TP out the door, and laughed insanely. I blinked.


"What are you here for?" I growled, after a moment. I didn't appreciate being called a haggard wench, and getting my TP thrown out the door for all to see. Twist suddenly stopped laughing maniacally, and stared at me.


"I came, fair damsel," He said loudly. "To help thee save thy true love and comrades!" I gaped. Did he know my problem, somehow? "For thy see, I knowest of thine troubles. I have been watching thee... well, mostly when thou changest, but..." I frowned at him. "Um... I, uh... Super-dude, here to save the daaaaaaaay!" He bellowed.


"Yeah, that's nice," I spat. "Why did you watch me change?!"


"Errrrrrrrrrrrr..." Twist drawled out, thinking hard. Then his face turned cute and innocent. "Because I wanted to! I AM a king, ya know!"


"Hmm, would Niles be happy if she knew you'd been staring at a hedgehog?" I asked wickedly. Twist seemed unsettled.


"No, she wouldn't! My fair lady would stop being my fair lady!" He said, seeming scared. Then he suddenly jumped onto my feet. "Forgiveness? Please, tell her not! I shall help thee, in thy quest to save thine boyfriend! Call me, if thou needest my aid!"


"Yeah- I'll call you, if I ever need someone mental!" I snapped. Twist seemed to take this as a compliment. He hopped off my feet, with a grin.


"Okay!" He said cheerfully. "But- duncha need sam-boddy mental roit now?" His brain had gone through another change- obviously, because of the trash can he wore, he suddenly thought he was a hillbilly. I blinked. "Aww, c'mon, doll, you know what Ah'm talkin' about. You'd 'ave to be mental to go up the A3 and kill a bat- widdout gettin' caught, so everyboday KNOWS yer mental."


"You DO know about that..." I muttered.


"Of course! Knowin' is my job, doll!" Why did I doubt that...? "Um... bye, me dolly girl!" He suddenly dashed out of the room, yelling, "Argh, dammit, me toilet paper is missin' again...!" With a small grin, I leaned back on my pillow. I knew that it wasn't a good thing, but it felt good to know that a few crazy people suddenly seemed to like seeing me nude. I was still feeling sour, though. Perverts, everywhere! And murderers, too.


Damned Nega... I looked over at my clock. It was nearly ten at night... spite. Time for bed, I guess... Looking around to make sure there were no perverts in my room again, I locked my door and changed into my nightgown. Then I heard a whistle from under my bed!


"Woo-wee! DOLL is right!" I heard Twist's voice sing. I hopped off the bed, and grabbed the little trash-clothed echidna by his horn.


"YOU HORNY BASTARD!" I yelled in his ear. He gave me an edgy, bug-eating-fang-ed grin. "NILES WILL HEAR ABOUT THIS, MAKE NO MISTAKES! GET OUT!" I grabbed a small hand-mirror, and used it as a baseball bat to smack him out of my room and down the staircase. Growling to myself and feeling sick about being watched nude AGAIN, I opened a drawer to put away the mirror. And Twist's head popped out of the drawer.


"Don't you have a better nightgown than that?" He asked apologetically. Snarling in rage, I held him firmly by the horn and began to drag him out of my room. "Hey! What did I say wrong, doll?" I didn't care WHO watched me drag him off! Yes, people WERE watching as I headed through a big hallway in a night-dress. The females were looking at me as though fearing I had gone insane- the males all grinned.


The names of the people that owned them were on the outside of every door, which was convenient. I didn't stop dragging Twist yet... I stopped outside a door that read "Chiku, Niles and Twist" in gold lettering. Than I knocked loudly, with my free hand.


The door opened, and I was greeted by a tired-looking black echidna. She was thin, and black everywhere- except her hair, which was bright aqua green, and her peachy cheeks. She normally wore fancy, preppy clothing in green and purple- but now she was in a white nightgown, and had taken out her snake tiara. She blinked in exhausted confusion.


"What did he do this time, Author?" She yawned, giving me a curtsey. I angrily shoved her husband into the room behind her. "Scare you...? Dig in your stuff...?" Twist took off the trash can he wore, and started bouncing on the bed innocently.


"He's been watching me nude at his every opportunity!" I snarled. Niles suddenly seemed a lot less tired.


"Twiiiist," She sang. "I think we need to talk..." She shook her head at me. "Sorry if he said anything to offend you, or seemed like a pervert-"


"He started whistling and calling me 'DOLL'!" I hissed. Niles sighed.


"I'll deal with him. Sorry about my hubby... Good night, Author. Don't let the vampires bite..." She slowly closed the door, and I heard a sudden burst of enraged yelling. Scowling, I ran back up to my room. It took only fifteen seconds. Sonic and Shadow may officially be the fastest hedgehogs, but hedgies are fast. And I flopped on my bed, after locking the door. Twist wasn't likely to pop up in my room if he was getting yelled at by Niles.


Tiredly, I put myself under the covers and pulled them up to my chin. I couldn't help it but look around at my room, though. My keyboard... my computer... my beauty desk. Bathroom, deck. Window. Mirror on the desk. Bedside table, with my old glasses and hairbrush on it. White carpet with several darkened spots on it- my blood having been scrubbed out as good as possible. Drapes of my bed.


My big, empty bed. Now that I was so much smaller, the bed seemed enormous. Something was missing, though. The whole room seemed to be missing something. Something big, something that I had been looking at more than anything else in it... Mobius. I sighed, and tried to get this thought out of my head. When I had slept in my bed, there were only two nights when Mobius wasn't snoozing in here with me. Either at the foot of the bed, on the floor, or in the bed. This room just wasn't the same.

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT


I had somehow fallen asleep, though I was feeling wretched and lonely once again. I wasn't just missing the presence of a snoring blue hedgehog; I was also starting to miss my squeaky splinter with leafy hair. My sixteenth day away from home. I was worrying about Mobius and Disearameekonilo again, because Nega had drifted back into my mind. My reminder of this was the sight of a reddish-brown spot on my white pillow, right where my neck had been when I slept last night. Witch, my ass...


I woke up slowly, when it was still dark out. The sky was starting to show some faint signs of morning... a lightened tinge coming from the east... but that was hours away. Why had I woken up? "Hey," A soft voice whispered. I sat up and pricked up my big ears. Where did that come from? "On the deck. C'mon out."


If I had been a bit more awake and alert, I would have thought twice about it. But as I was only half asleep, I drowsily got up and walked out onto the deck. "Mobius...? I thought you were still on the Apocalypse..." I whispered. There he was, plain as day. Little blue hedgie with dreadlocks, in a small brown Jedi outfit, leaned over the rails and watching the sky. He slowly looked at me with his deep red eyes.


"Well, I was- until about five minutes ago." I smiled, and stepped up next to him. "I... heard about the big fight, and came to check on you... And I also wanted to apologize."


"For what...?" I whispered. Mobius slowly looked down.


"Not believing you- about that bat."


"Nega."


"Whatever..." He shook his head. He probably would NEVER remember her name. "She mutilated Sky, and then vanished completely from the ship. I think she came to the Temple... because this whole place has that dammed witchy aura of hers..."


"She mutilated Sky..." I mumbled. If I had known him as something other than a pervert, I would have felt sorry. "Well, I think you were more worried about Nega hurting me than me being injured in the fight." He slowly nodded. I sniggered, and wrapped him in a hug. He smiled softly. "Man, you're just way too determined to be a hero all the time... coming back just because you were worried about my health..."


"Did you know, Author, that mental health is part of health? You missed me." Can't keep anything from him, can I? "Nope, you can't. And people have been watching you nude." I flinched. "That's not MY fault! But, well... I was worried about MY mental health, too. I missed you."


"It was only one day," I said laughingly. But it was funny, how much I had missed him in that time. Mobius smiled, and gave me a little kiss on the cheek.


"Ya know, I wanna show you something really cool," He said, suddenly seeming very cheerful. "Have you ever seen a moonrise in outer space?" I shook my head. Wow, a moonrise from space! That sounded cool... "The A3 will be in the right spot to see that in about half an hour. Wanna see?" I nodded. "Great..." He held me close for a second...


When he let go, we were in a big room on the A3 with a big window. Nobody else was in here, and no equipment either. We were looking more at Australia than anything else; but the ocean was pretty darned blue, even on the dark side of the world. "Oh, look... we must have come a bit late. It's starting already..."


I looked over at the edge of the world, which had an odd white glow in the middle. Then there came a stronger glow... When the first small sliver of the moon appeared, it was almost as bright as the sun. What an odd angle... it began to dim after it got a bit further out. A small portion of the planet was dimly lit blue by it.


"God, it's beautiful..." I whispered, transfixed.


"Yeah..." Mobius whispered next to my ear. "Beautiful." I slowly looked over at him, and realized that he was watching me instead of the moonrise. I grinned spitefully.


"You're a terrible liar, Mobius," I scoffed. "My spikes are probably twisted around each other, and I probably look like I just fell out of bed."


"But you're still beautiful," He whispered. "And now I quote, from TDSS... It's useless to resist me- because you smell like strawberry ice-cream, and your bangs are soft, and your eyes are blue... and..." He kissed my shoulder, just as the guy who had originally used that phrase did to his girlfriend, and then held me gently. God, so cold... "And I love you, Author, I really do."


"Why are you quoting TDSS...?" I mumbled. "That whole thing was incorrect and phony."


"Aww, but SOME of it was right," Mobius muttered. "You smell great, and your eyes are blue, and bangs are soft..." I didn't bother to tell him that I normally smelled like I had walked out of a pile of shit. "Never. Not to me." Why was he still hugging me like that? "Oh, don't get scared... I don't plan on hurting you..."


"Than what WILL you do?" I asked softly.


"Give you kisses and enjoy your company. What else?" Mobius joked. I was starting to feel quite cold from being hugged by him, but I didn't issue a complaint. "You're cold?" I nodded. "Alright than..." What was he gonna do NOW? I closed my eyes and wondered for a second, but when I opened them... I found that he had teleported both of us to the location of 'under my sheets'. "This warm enough?"


"I guess," I giggled.


"Good, good," He sighed. "Gosh, wish I could warm up without hurting someone..." He leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. Then he shivered. "Honestly. I just feel so cold." I smiled sadly.


"My poor Mobius..." I whispered, knowing that he heard me. He blinked up, and looked in my eyes.


"Oh, I'm yours?" He asked, with a content grin. "That is such a joy to hear... But..." He leaned up and kissed me tenderly, a French. I didn't mind one from him... He had small fangs, and his breath didn't smell like he'd been chewing on a carcass. He had gently grabbed my shoulders and pulled me right up against him. He was playing with the buttons of my nightgown, with his right hand. "But I think we need to correct you, on that phrase..." He gave my throat a little kiss, which unsettled me slightly. "I may be yours... and yet..."


"And yet what...?" He set himself up so that he was right up at my ear.


"You're mine," He said softly. I blinked, sleepily confused. I didn't quite like the way he said that... He was kissing me again, and also holding my thigh.


"Wait..." I whispered.


"Wait for what?" Mobius demanded, and started unbuttoning my nightdress. "What can happen? Nobody's watching-"


"Don't you think that's crossing the line?" I shoved him backwards a couple inches. "Hugs are fine, kisses are fine. But you almost crossed that fine line."


"Oh... sorry." He just leaned over on my shoulder, and stayed like that. "Is this crossing the line?"


"No," I sighed. "No lines crossed. I'm okay with this."


"Good, good," Mobius whispered. "Because I'm okay with this, too. And now I must quote AGAIN, from TDSS... It's useless to resist me... because you smell like strawberry ice-cream, and your bangs are soft, and your eyes are blue... And I love you, Author, I really do." I blinked. Why did he say that again? "Author, my Author..."


"What's gotten into you all of a sudden?" I hissed. "You're acting funnier than normal."


"Oh...?" Mobius whispered. "Well, that's just it, than, isn't it?" He gave my throat another little kiss, and then I understood...


"Get out," I said sharply. "Now. You're gonna hurt me." He suddenly put his arm over my chest and held me still. So cold. He gave me another little kiss.


"No, I'd never hurt you," He whispered in my ear. "I promised you, didn't I? That I would never hurt you unless I couldn't help it, or had no other choice."


"And I've been telling you ever since we met that promises don't matter," I whispered. "Please keep your promise. Let me go." He didn't say anything, but just gave me another little kissy. "Please." If it was useless to fight Brent, and Mobius had managed to kill him... I was screwed. Should have let that dance of his continue... Shoulda let him fuck me. Better fucked than dead.


"Aww, don't think like that," Mobius whined fakely. I frowned. He probably thought I was hinting him... "Nope, I know that you wanna be left alone," Mobius whispered.


"Than leave me alone, asshole," I said sharply. "I don't care how fucking hot I am to you, or how cold you are. Go find Nega."


"Aww, Author," Mobius whined. He really did whine this time. "But... But..."


"But if you stay, you're gonna kill me, so get outta my room!" I finished for him. He whimpered softly, like an injured dog. "Stop whining, that's how it works. Go kill Nega, and THEN you can come back."

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE


"Kill Nega and come back...?" Mobius repeated, giving me another little kissy. "Well, I'd like to, but... I'm hungry, anything to eat around here?" He gave my chin a little kissy. "And didn't I tell you that you're sweet?" He locked his lips on mine. "Sweet. So sweet."


"Please don't hurt me," I begged softly. "Niles said not to let the vampires bite!" Mobius laughed softly, and caressed my throat. "Please, man... Niles isn't pleased when people disobey her!" He was kissing my thin fur again. "Mobius, you aren't acting funny!"


"Really?" He whispered. "Well, I think this is funny."


"You're TERRIBLE!" I snarled. "You DID turn into Brent!"


"THAT's funny," Mobius said softly.


"Asshole..." I shook my head, and he used a free hand to make me hold still.


"Ease up," He whispered in my ear. And he grinned. "It can't really hurt THAT much..." Those dammed words again... He was kissing the nape of my neck again. "Please don't hate me for this, Author... I'll heal you the whole time, okay? I just..." He sighed, almost inaudibly, in my ear.


"I don't want you to hurt me," I whispered.


"I'm sorry," He replied. Than I felt that familiar sting in my neck. "I hope this isn't hurting you," His voice came into my head. Well, he was in luck. I barely felt it, but I was getting a bit tired, quickly. I managed to look down a small bit. The hand that he was using to hold my head still was glowing blue- obviously, healing me while he hurt me. It still hurt a little, but not nearly as much as when Brent bit me.


"How can you be enjoying this?" I whispered. He certainly seemed to be enjoying it. "It's not too late to let me go, ya know..."


"Yes it is," Mobius said mentally. "It's too late. You're so sweet..." I wanted to cry. Had he been thinking like that ever since I met him? "No... just ever since I met Penny. Hadn't I been telling you, ever since, that I would probably hurt you if you weren't careful?" My chest was starting to pang oddly, and his hand was glowing brighter. I closed my eyes and actually began to cry.


I had only survived my other vamp bites because Mobius saved me; but this time there was no chance of that. "Can't you call someone to help me?" I choked. "Please? I don't wanna die, and you'll kill me... You know you will..." Mobius adjusted his grip into a hug instead of a chokehold, but he still wouldn't let go. He still had a hand on my throat, healing me, thankfully.


"Please stop crying," Mobius pleaded into my mind.


"Please call somebody," I sobbed. "Please, it's starting to hurt..." His hand glowed brighter, but he didn't give me any other reaction. "Mobius, you know how much death hurts, and no matter how you heal me, you'll kill me... please..." No reply. "All you're doing is postponing it, drawing it out! When I actually DIE, it'll hurt more because you're healing me! I'll die SLOWER...! Let me go..."


There was a sudden, agonizing twinge in my throat, and then it passed through my whole body- and remained. "I see your point," Mobius said mentally. "Are you trying to tell me that you don't want me to heal you at all?" I was struggling to speak, and my vision was disoriented. Obviously, he had stopped healing me.


"... Just get it over with..." I choked. I nearly ran out of breath just saying it. My tears were starting to feel hot on my cheeks; so cold. Mobius hugged me tighter, and started humming a lullaby. I couldn't really see anymore; it was all getting foggy, and starting to twist oddly. I was starting to go numb everywhere; from both cold and blood loss.


"Oh, you're cold?" Mobius whispered into my mind. "Sorry..." He held me close and tightly; my backside was numb with cold, but he was burning my front. "Sorry!" He quickly pulled away a few inches, leaving me stinging. I didn't feel it much. My fingers and feet had lost all feeling completely. I could vaguely tell that I was shivering, and still crying. "Believe me- I'm sorry..."


I was losing all feeling throughout my body, and my vision was starting to go from foggy gray to black. I knew that I was barely breathing, that I was as good as dead. Would my parents, all the way on the other side of world, EVER know what had happened to me? "Please..." I whispered. I wanted to try pleading for mercy again, but I couldn't force myself to say anymore than that one, small word.


"You're not gonna die, Author," Mobius' voice came into my brain. Things were going quiet; and it echoed a little. "I'm not gonna let you." I didn't really believe him. I was sinking deep into the dark, and the pain in my heart was going away quickly. Had I really gone THAT numb? Everything was so far away. Fading. I didn't feel any pain at all now, except mental anguish. "Listen to me!" Mobius cried suddenly. "You CAN'T die! Hang on, Author, just hang on..."


To what? Life? Drifting, sinking, whatever. I felt like I was floating. I kind of WAS, though... The darkness split open, and I could see again. But I was looking down at myself. Dead again... I was just lying there, on the bed, with my eyes half open. My arms and legs were out at odd angles. Mobius was frantically rummaging through my stuff, at breakneck speed. Didn't he know it was too late? I sat on the air and observed his antics.


After digging through my beauty supply desk, I watched as he pulled out a fancy dagger- a gift from Dyre, when I had been in the hospital. Was that idiot going to stab himself? No... he scurried onto the bed, and began to whisper things at the sky. I listened close, though I didn't know why. "Author, I know that you're floating," He whispered. "And that you think it's too late. But it's not..."


"Oh?" I asked loudly, in his ear. "I don't believe your shit, you little bitchman." I watched him hold the dagger at his finger, and drag it across. "Shhhhhhink," I yelled, making a sound effect. Mobius winced, obviously fighting an instinct to heal up fast. "What are you gonna do with that?" He held out his hand and inched towards my face with his bloody fingers. "DON'T YOU DARE!" I yelled in his ear. "GOD KNOWS WHERE THAT FINGER'S BEEN!"


"Shuddup, I'm trying to help you!" Mobius hissed at the air. "God... no tolerance for anything... DO YOU WANNA LIVE OR NOT?!"


"I wanna live," I told him. "But I probably won't want to, after you put your filthy fingers in my mouth!" I glared at my odd little hedgie feet. "DAMN, how much trouble Penny caused... She'd laugh to hear about it..."


"Look," Mobius said sharply. He waved his hands wildly through the air, making a small splash off of his finger. "If you end up totally dead, you'd haunt me forever, wouldn't you?! And it's in my best interest that you live! Seriously! I don't wanna be responsible for your DEATH..." He suddenly stopped looking angry, and looked sad. In fact, he dropped the knife and keeled over.


"What...?"


"I am... SO sorry..."


"Sorry? YOU killed me." I floated right over next to him. "Thanks for the suggestion- I think I WILL haunt you." I tried to give him a good smack on the head- all he deserved- but my hand went through him. He didn't move, he just stayed still crying. "You said you loved me..." I shook my head. "You said you loved me, than you killed me. I can't believe I let you touch my BOOBS!"


"Please forgive me..." Mobius whined.


"I LET YOU TOUCH MY BOOBS, YOU SICK LITTLE RODENT! AND YOU KILLED ME AS THANKS! YOU MISERABLE SON OF A BITCH, YOU THINK I'M GONNA FORGET THIS SHIT? I THINK NOT! YOU HAD SURE AS HELL BETTER HAVE A NICE PLAN TO BRING ME BACK TO LIFE, BECAUSE I DON'T WANNA BE A GHOST YET, YOU HEAR ME?!" Mobius said nothing, and shed a couple more tears.


"... I..."


"You were gonna put your fingers in my MOUTH, weren't you? Ick... see how YOU like it!" I stuck my fingers through his lips and in his mouth. It felt funny. "... Ew." As an experiment, I jammed my elbow through his chest. Then I pulled it out and tried to step on his toes. It didn't work, so I started jumping up and down on his head- going through it, of course.


"Fine..." He shook his head, and dried his tears. "If you wanna live so damn bad, YOU find a way..."


"Wha- NO!" I gasped. "I don't WANNA haunt you!" Mobius slid off the bed, sniffed loudly, and made his way to the door. "Mobius...! Mobius, COME BACK HERE!" I hit my head as he began to twist the doorknob. "Mobius, please! Um... please go stick your finger in my mouth! Please...?" I tried to bar the doorway, but he walked right through me.


"Shuddup," Mobius growled under his breath. I walked along with him, trying to plead. What would a ghost do here, anyways? Something was wrong, the other ghosts were nowhere to be seen.


"What if Nightmare's been eating ghosts? Won't you be pissed if somebody other than you consumes all that's left of me?" He still said nothing, and kept walking. "Look, I'm sorry that my stupid mistakes made you suffer and become this thing! I still love you, Mobius... please..."

CHAPTER THIRTY


Mobius stopped walking, and stared at his feet. "... I thought you would never forgive me," He whispered. "I thought that you would hate me forever, and haunt me, even though you would live." I stared at him.


"Forgive you? I suppose I could- if I was alive. I might occasionally remind you that you once murdered me, but probably no more than that. After all, I'm sure you couldn't really stop yourself." Mobius only blinked. "If I have any complaints, I'll complain at Penny for doing this same thing to you. PLEASE save me... PLEASE. Killing me is a lot less forgivable than trying to make me like you."


Mobius looked up at the sky, and then suddenly looked a lot bolder than he was a minute ago. "You're right," He sighed. "I'll go fix it... Please forgive me for that, too." I smiled airily. I had no idea how I must look to him, if he could see me at all. He turned to head back towards my room, but then stopped- looking mortified.


"What's wrong NOW?" I demanded.


"Nightmare," He whispered. I looked where he was looking. Yes, it was Nightmare. What was she doing out of her dungeon? "Hi," Mobius called, in what was supposed to be a friendly way.


"Hello," Nightmare whispered, upon walking up. The black fox with red hair, red eyes, and red whorish clothing... With chains on her feet and hands. She had obviously snapped her chains off the wall with her bare hands, because they were scabbed, bloody, and bruised.


"What are you doing out of your dungeon?" Mobius asked casually.


"I was allured," Nightmare hissed. And she turned her eyes unmistakably in my direction. "Need I say more?"


"No. You need to go back to your cell," Mobius said firmly.


"But I'm hungry," Nightmare replied. Her red eyes started glowing faintly. "You consumed the Author- now, let ME consume what's left..."


"Go to hell."


"Why, thank you," Nightmare said curtly. And she reached her hand out at me. I expected it to go right through, like everything else did. But she caught me by the hand, so firmly that it would have hurt, if I could still feel things physically.


"Let her go!" Mobius snarled. And he gave her a sharp smack across the face. Her hand uncurled a little, and I slid my blurry hand out of hers. "Let's go- NOW." He suddenly took off running, towards my room. I went along, floating easily at his speed. I could tell that he was only going by foot to stay with me. We only stopped once we had gotten into my room and locked the door.


"Let me in!" Nightmare's voice carried. It was no longer a smooth and wicked whisper, it was like the roar of a pissed jungle cat. There were a few pounding noises, and I watch the wood splinter a bit where she hit the door. "Let me in! I warn you, I WILL hunt you if you don't! I- ack!" Her voice stopped yelling.


"Get her chains!" I heard the voice of Chase say loudly. There were many scuffles and yelps, and then there was a general silence. Mobius sat on the bed and looked at the door questioningly.


"If I didn't know exactly what had happened, I would have thought Nightmare had just ate them," Mobius muttered. "They dragged her off to the dungeons, not the other way around. Nightmare is the only one in pain now." I sat through Mobius on the bed... or PRETENDED to... and waited.


"Well?" I asked softly.


"Let me tell you something before I attempt this... well, two things... I've never tried this before, as I'm sure you know. I'm pretty sure it'll work, but if it doesn't, I won't be surprised..."


"Go on," I egged him.


"Well, the other thing. Something I know for sure. When somebody dies, their little 'float-around-ghost' thingy only lasts until their body gets cold, and very few people can see or hear it." I blinked. "Unless you can do REALLY HEAVY black magic, they can't be brought back to life after their ghost vanishes. They'll pass on, into whatever heaven or hell they deserved."


"That's special," I said lightly. "Am I getting cold?" I watched him set his hand on my forehead. And I couldn't help it but look myself over. My poor hedgie self, just lying there, dead. My eyes were still half open, with only the whites showing. My fuzzy red arms and legs were at odd angles, and my nightgown was waving at a small breeze from the balcony.


"... Yes, but not too quickly..."


"About how much time, do you think?"


"... I should say a couple more hours, at most." I tried to hit my forehead, but my hand passed right through it. "Aww, man... You know that I didn't want to do any of this..."


"I know. But I don't wanna go to hell, okay? I'm sure that's where I'd end up, and... believe me, YOU would probably feel better, knowing that you had half-killed me, than to have sent me to hell. Yeah? Are you gonna cut yourself again?" Mobius sighed, and slowly grabbed the knife from the floor. "Hmm, this should be interesting."


"Testing, testing. One, two, three..." He dragged the blade across the same finger he had slit earlier, which had healed already. "Look... This may hurt... but I wanna make sure this'll work before I try slitting my throat. Even a little amount- like THIS FRIGGEN' MUCH... should get you back in your body and slightly aware of things- but it'll hurt... I remember it all too well, and it REALLY HURT..."


"Stop ranting," I commanded. Mobius looked a bit tensed up, as he lowered his bloody finger to my lips. And I looked down at the wisp of my hand, noticing that it was vanishing like smoke.


Suddenly, I was back in a formed entity. I had lost that airy-fairy awareness of all things- all I felt now was some sort of burning hot liquid on my lips, and that the rest of me was burning with cold. God, had any pain in my past been this agonizing? I was half floating, and half trapped painfully on the bed. Dying again? The pain!


"Calm down!" I heard Mobius say urgently into my ear. "Calm down, just hold on-"


"Hu-urt...!" I whined, amazed in a way that my voice worked. But I couldn't say anything more- all of a sudden, I was starting to warm up. My eyes were shut, even though I was seeing odd shapes in red. It took me a moment to realize what was going on, again. I opened my eyes just a small bit, and was looking over Mobius' shoulder.


My eyes closed by themselves, lazily. Something hot was rolling down my throat and welding itself into my very being. Sweet, if anything, but mostly flavorless. Or perhaps that was just because my mouth had been open so long that my taste buds had suffered. I still felt a lot of inner pain, but something was tearing away this pain; so forcefully that it almost hurt in itself.


Both the pain and the cure lightened up after another half minute, and I had slowly gotten my senses back. Once I had gathered all my thoughts a little better, I realized what had happened. Mobius must have slit his throat and put me at this rip, and here I still was- drinking his blood. Nasty! But I couldn't bring myself to let go, until he gently shoved me away.


"Oh, Mobius," I whispered as I looked him over. He had blood all over the top part of his robes. I watched as he held up a hand, and wincing, healed the large gash in his throat that still bled freely. I set my small hedgehog fingers on my own lips, and then licked them off. Now my face and fingers were slick with blood. It took some strong will to speak. "Thank you... thank you so much..."


"I'm sorry..." Mobius whispered earnestly.


"Thank you...!" I choked, before wrapping him in a tight hug and shedding a few pathetic tears. "Oh, god, are you okay? It must have hurt a lot, to-"


"I'm fine, just fine," Mobius said swiftly. "I was about to ask if YOU were okay..." I managed a weak chuckle, and kept holding him as tightly as I could. I didn't want to let go. He seemed to understand. He just gently put his arms around me in return, and we sat there in silence, wrapped up in each other. Maybe it was just part of the whole thing, but I was just loving every little thing right now. Perhaps I was just glad to breath air instead of fire.


"I'm sorry," I whispered, though my tears. "If I made you mad... I was just scared that I'd never come back..."


"Well... I was afraid of the same thing. No more tears, alright?" I nodded, still hugging him. Then I pulled back a little, and dried my eyes on the sleeves of my nightgown. I was staring at my nightgown, afterwards. It's white fibers were glowing a little, in the moonlight. Compared to the rest of my black room, it really stood out. "Yeah, things'll look a bit different for a while. And smell different... Guess it messes with your senses."


"Aec..." Whispered a voice in the shadows. Mobius and I snapped out of dream-mode, and looked around for the one that spoke. Shadows all over... All of the shadows looked odd, I couldn't tell if any of them were a creature. <And she will smell blood for the first time, while screaming in terror.>


"Nega," I hissed.

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE


"YOU," Mobius hissed. "Show your face, bitch!"


"Muees?" I heard Nega's voice ask innocently. It echoed a small bit, onto the door side of the room. The balcony...! "Humph. Xoosc xays ayooay moosdinir nay..." Mobius seemed to register her location at the same time as I did, because he started growling at the balcony like a rabid dog. The sound was unsettling, it vibrated in me like a maraca.


"Come out," Mobius growled. I shivered at the ring of it in my ears. He was right, things did sound different. Everything sounded so very evil. I hated it, all of a sudden. I wanted to go back to normal. But Nega was still on the deck, I had to stay on top of the moment. Danger again.


"Ah... 'dic Ae roons meens soo," Nega sang airily.


"What did she say?" Mobius asked into my head. Ah, but I don't mean to. "Oh..." He began to speak out loud once more. "Author, tell her that if she doesn't come out, I'll set a drip between a vat of acid and her blood veins so she can die a slow, agonized, and ironic death." I did just that.


<Got that, you miserable twit?> I demanded, after saying it. I heard a soft, peaceful sigh from the balcony, and into my sight stepped Nega.


I stared blankly. So different. Her eyes had a fire in them, and her red skin suddenly seemed glossy. Her whole body gave off a cold, red glow- some vile aura about her that made the thin fuzz on my arms stick up. She unsettled me just by standing there! With this slightly refined vision, I could suddenly see- SO much clearer than before- exactly how evil she was.


"Don't worry," Mobius whispered into my mind. "Things won't be like this for long." He spoke out loud once more, and said the only phrase in Junca he knew- "Ae ueesay ayooay." I hate you. Yes, fact! Nega only smiled broader.


<I know you,> She sang in Junca. And she pointed a bright red finger at me. <I know your real name!>


<Oh?> I demanded. <And what's that?> Nega's grin grew across her face like a lizard with a stretching tail.


"Kay-eexayru," She said coldly. "Ceilidh, Kaylee." I hit my forehead, feeling an odd twinge when I did. Mobius seemed confused.


"She knows my real name," I informed him quietly. He looked a bit unsettled, but said nothing. I turned back to the vile bat. <We're gonna kill you tonight.>


<Yes? You are?> Nega asked softly. And she took a few steps towards us- coming into the room. <You aren't armed. And you're still mortal. Good news for me.> Then she sniffed the fresh air, still smiling. <What a beautiful night to die, don't you think?>


"Mobius..." I whispered. "She knows we have no weapons..."


"We don't?" Mobius whispered back, and began speaking telepathically. "Got stakes under the bed, and we've still got the advisory log." It was good to know this.


<I heard that,> Nega whispered. She was walking up closer again, and stopped about a foot away from us. Then she looked up at the ceiling, instead of at us. I knew there was nothing there, so I didn't look... But she wasn't looking at all. When she lowered her head, her old clothing- red T-shirt and polyester pants- melted away, and revealed a sweeping white cloak. All that could be seen was her general body shape, and her face, under a hood.


"Nice trick- I give it eight points," Mobius said loudly. I watched the white cloth move as she pulled her hand out, and when it was uncovered, it held a fancy Arabian-style sword. It was in an odd half-moon shape; thin, light, and sharp-looking. It shone eerily in the light. "Nice trick, as I said," Mobius continued. "That's fake, just an illusion."


<Can an illusion do this? Ask him that, Author.> With a quirked eyebrow, I repeated the question to Mobius, who looked puzzled.


"... Do what?" He asked curiously. Nega slowly lifted the blade above her head, watching the shimmers, with a set expression, like someone who had just resolved to take on a dangerous quest. I should have known...


Before Mobius and I were able to react, Nega had slammed the sharp edge of the sword through my gut and out the other side. The pain! It was stuck in my side like sorrow, like the pain of coming back to life fixed in one part of my body. I could only make a small squeak of pain before things started spinning and losing their color.


The weapon was ripped out of me, causing very little more pain than I felt already. What was going on? I was hearing an awful lot of noise, probably screaming, but I couldn't tell. All I knew was... that I was slowly falling to the floor, in a crumpled heap like a fallen leaf. Mobius wouldn't be able to restore me if I died from a wound like this. I would miss life. The pain... I could half-smell my blood as it seeped out of me. My pain began to ebb oddly.


No, I wanted the pain to stay- because if it left, that meant I was dead. I tried to keep my eyes open, but all I could see were shadows moving in, at a fast pace. Darkness was settling in. No! I fought to keep breathing, stay conscious, stay alive. Pain. Some part of me was telling me to not make it any harder on myself, and just let go. Another part was screaming my name, and chanting 'live'. How long ago had I been stabbed- three seconds? A couple minutes? If I could hang on long enough, Mobius could heal me.


But there was a sudden burst of ultra-sharp pain, all throughout my body- not from the wound, but definitely adding to it's agony. I felt the carpet under my quills, and some warm liquid oozing onto my limp, downcast arms (which had fallen a few inches in front of me). "Mobius," I whispered thickly. I knew no more.

~
*
~
*
~


"So, she still isn't awake?"


"No."


"But her eyes are open, and she's blinking."


"She's been like that for a week." I heard a soft sigh. Then I gradually focused on the ceiling. I felt as though I had just slept for a long time, but there was no sleep in my eyes. I felt so odd. Why...? My side ached, where I been stabbed. That had been the last thing I remembered. Such pain. But I felt odd, aside from that...


My vision- it was back to normal! I blinked again. Who was talking? One voice was Sharon's, the other I didn't recognize. It was super-fast, and high pitched. If I turned my head just a little bit, I would be able to see who it was... I instantly looked away again, pretending to still be zoned out. My visitor was Penny.


Penny, the little blonde squirrel with black highlights! The one that bit Mobius... Her eyes were pink, and she wore a pair of acorns as a bra. She also wore a flamed mini-skirt, where the flames came from the top. She seemed a bit pissed, though, which I didn't like. When Penny got pissed, she tended to hit people for fun. "WAKE UP, BITCH!" Penny yelled in my ear. I flinched. "Hey, it worked! Keeheehee!" She did her infamous Evil Forest Imp laugh.


"What's going on?" I croaked. My throat was very sore, and it hurt to talk.


"I wanna complain, that's what!" Penny said loudly, in my ear. "Your gay boyfriend made me have to try living like a..." She suddenly looked saddened. "He made me have to live like a... a NORMAL PERSON!"


"Oh... right," I mumbled. "Sorry." Penny looked mad that I had apologized.


"I wanna be a vampire again!" Penny yelled in my ear. "Look at this! It's disgraceful!" She put her fingers in her mouth, and bit down as hard as she could. "No blood, and it hurts! This SUCKS, Author! Make me a vampire again!" I blinked.


"How do you expect me to do THAT?" I demanded.


"You have AUTHOR POWERS, dumbass!" Penny snarled. I blinked again, confused. "Oh, FORGET IT...! You're too dumb to use your specialness, anyways..." She smiled oddly, as she turned away. "Specialness..." I remembered well enough that she liked that word. She waved her big bushy tail in my face, and scooted out of room, muttering about 'specialness' and 'awkwardness' as well. I sighed, and sat up in the bed.


Hospital wing, again. Sharon, with her duck bill and pink nurse outfit, was standing by the door and staring emptily at me. "Sharon," I croaked. "How long have I been here?" She looked at her small, odd shoes, and then back up at me.


"A week," She said softly. I groaned, and fell over on my pillow.


"I am... SO GOD DAMNED THIRSTY..." I complained. Sharon quickly scurried off to a refrigerator, and handed me a glass of Mountain Dew. "Thanks..." A thought struck my head, and I took a big gulp before I said it out loud. "Why did Penny complain at me, not Mobius? Where is he?"


"Never you mind that," Sharon said quickly. "You drink your Dountain Mew, and take a nap. You haven't slept in a week." I shook my head, and took another sip before setting the glass down.


"Where's Mobius?" I asked again.


"... He's still spacing out," Sharon cooed. She than forced me to lie down, and tucked me in. "Maybe you can wake him up. But try LATER. You get rest now, yes! Take a nap!"


"But I'm not..." I murmured. Suddenly, I felt a powerful wave of dizziness. "... Tired..." I glanced over at the glass of MD, and saw quite plainly, a sleeping pill dissolving in it. "... I hate you, Sharon," I drawled as I fell asnoose.

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO


When I woke up, the room was totally empty. I was all alone again. Spaced out... I sat up, and rubbed the sleep out of my huge eyes. Blearg. I felt a bit cold, so I curled the spare blanket up to my chin. So sleepy. Hedgehogs are always so sleepy. I was pretty sure that it was daytime, but I didn't give a care. Sleepy-boo...


When I woke up again, somebody was opening the door with a big, loud SQUEEEE. I glanced up, while I rubbed my googly eyes again, and then grinned broadly. "Disearam," I said cheerfully. My Burling companion dashed over to my bedside, squeaking happily.


"Author, you is awake!" She screamed shrilly. "They is saying under A3 that you is asleep with you's eye open up."


"How'd you get back?" I asked blissfully. Dis sat back, and flounced her green, leafy hair.


"Oh... Mobius teleporting me back, he am awake now!" I grinned even broader. Yes, things were better now, weren't they? "Is you feeling best, Author? Is you need anythings?" I shook my head.


"Aww, Dis, it's great to see you..." I sighed tiredly, and fell over on my pillow. "I'm just tired. After all, Sharon DID make me take a sleeping pill..." After an odd itchiness in my shnoz, I gave a small sneeze away from Dis. "Excuse me," I sniffed.


"God blessing," Dis said at the same time. And she wiped her eyes. It took me a second to realize why- she was crying a bit. "You know, I is thinking you was sing with angels, for whiles... is true? Penny is waking you down?" I nodded. "I is so glad Nega gets burning...! She am a VERY badly girl! Stabs you..."


"They burned Nega? How?" I demanded, with a creaky voice. Dis looked a little surprised, than lost the look quickly.


"Oh- you is not knowing this yet, of course... can'tont know this things for a whiles... Mobius will stab Nega three timing with a big logs, than you AND he space out. They am burns Nega's bodies. You is lucky Sharon am a good nurses; both of you’s guy was dead if Sharon can'tont help, you is knowing." It took a second to figure out what she had said, but I got the idea.


"Wow... he saved me AGAIN..." I shook my head. "Where is he, anyways?" Dis smiled.


"Oh, he am gets he breakfasts now. He am think you’s still being asleep." I tried to stifle it, but I ended up yawning anyways.


"Well, I still think I'm asleep, too," I yawned. "But I'd probably wake up if I talk to Mobius..." Disearam instantly scampered off to fetch him, and I was left to space out sleepily for a minute or so. When she came back, it was with a big smile on her rough-barked face. And Mobius came into the room a second later.


I was kind of surprised by his appearance. He had taken off his Jedi-like robes, and put on a pair of khaki shorts. Over them was a brown, loose sweater that looked like the top part of his old robes. He was still blue-quilled and blue-eyed, thank god. "Well, THAT's something new!" I said simply.


"Huh?" Mobius demanded. Than he looked down at his shorts. "Oh yeah... well, I got called 'girlyman' one time too many. Think it's an improvement?"


"Well... yeah. But I didn't think your robes were girly..." Mobius grinned spitefully.


"Well, Dis did." Disearam suddenly seemed to hear her dead mommy calling, because she whistled and left quickly. Mobius and I were left alone in the small hospital room. I smiled apologetically. "I'm so glad you're okay..." Mobius whispered. And he knelt by my hedgie-sized bed, before giving me a kind hug.


"Thanks..." I mumbled. "I thought I was gonna die."


"So did I," Mobius admitted. "And it really scared me. I was almost frantic when I finally, err... GOT RID of Nega... I was gonna heal you as fast as I could, but I instantly zoned out when she died..." He gave me a small squeeze, than let go. "If I had healed you instantly, she probably would have killed me. But you almost ended up... um, bubbubbuh... Uh..." He trailed off, mumbling.


"S'okay... everything turned out alright, didn't it?" I asked gently. "Oh- Penny wanted to talk to you. She hates being mortal, for some reason." Mobius chuckled, and leaned tiredly on the bedside.


"Yep, it did turn out alright. But Sharon wanted me to stay in bed even longer. No no, I'm fine!" Mobius blurted, seeing the look on my face. "Really, I'm fine. Knowing that you're alive makes me feel so much better... Spacing out, I kept having the same nightmare about..."


"About...?"


"About not being with you." He gave me a little kiss on the cheek. "It's not gonna come true, is it? Please say it won't... I would be quite lost without you." He looked glad to have this out of his hair, but suddenly looked scared. "Oh, god, I shouldn't have said that!" I laughed loudly, when he shivered and stood up. "Please don't laugh, Author," He whined softly. "It's true, really..."


"C'mere, you," I snickered, slowly sitting up. Mobius obediently plopped down on the small bed next to me, still looking edgy. "Of course it won't come true. Unless a really, really bad fate befalls one of us." He nodded, and said nothing. "So, let's try and make the best of it!" I gave his belly a poke, and he started tickling me. It was a few minutes later, when Dis ran in (looking mortified), when we stopped and suddenly tried to look mature.


"What is you twos DOING?!" She squeaked shrilly, upon seeing us. "Under a HOSPITAL BEDS?!"


"Wha- it looked like THAT?!" Mobius snorted, amused. "We were only tickling each other!" Dis looked suspicious, but seemed to accept the idea.


"Looking," She said huffily. "They is trying to be have a toasts to you two's honoring in them cafeteria! They is want you two's to be being theres! Coming over!" Mobius and I looked at each other, stunned.


"... A toast?" I mumbled.


"... To OUR honor? Not Author or me in particular?"


"Nope, them can'tont be done that, couldn't those? It am beings a toasty unto both or you all," Dis said cheerfully. "They is liking that you's two getting rid of vampire for bad. Nightmare is wanted to be kicking Nega heads around, she been say it amuses you. Uh... it can'tont amuses you's, wrong?" Dis asked nervously. I grinned.


"I would probably be pretty amused to see Nega's head flying all over the room, but I don't think that's a sane or sanitary thing to put in the cafeteria," I admitted. Dis grinned, then grabbed my hand. Mobius hopped cheerfully off the bed, and took my other hand, to help me get up.


And as I scooted myself off of the bed, I felt a nasty, searing pain in my side. "What am wrongs?" Dis demanded. She must have seen me flinch.


"Nothing... my side hurts a little," I admitted. Mobius looked odd for a second.


"Where?"


"Where I was stabbed- where else, on the OTHER side?" Mobius shook his head, and put his hand on my side where I had been practically impaled recently. I watched it glow blue for a second, then he pulled his hand away as fast as he could.


"Better?"


"Yeah." Dis gave me a little tiny shove; Mobius and I walked on out, and towards the cafeteria. "A toast, huh..." My side still hurt a little, but I didn't say anything. "Blegga blah bluh." Mobius chortled a little, and grabbed my hand. In a pop, we were standing right outside the cafeteria door. "Well... in with us?"


"Yup, in with us," Mobius agreed. He gave the door a little shove, and stepped in. I took a cautious step in after him, looking around. There was a sudden roar of incredibly loud noise that almost knocked us over, and we were grabbed by something big, moving fast.


"You got rid of em'! You got rid of em'!" Henga cheered, giving us a big kiss each. Since she was so huge, so practically kissed our whole heads before dropping us. Mobius seemed stunned, and I must have too. The loud roar had been from everyone in the room cheering loudly. There were a LOT of people here! More than usual. It took a few minutes for everybody to cool down, which seemed about right. Than everything started happening quickly once again.


Tybolt, a green Shakespearean pangolin, gave his sword to Mobius (with his blessing, which Mobius didn't accept). Nightmare had been allowed out of her dungeon, and without permission, she began to play Nega-head soccer with some other foxes. Teliva was one of the goals, which made her rather angry, though she said nothing. They ended up having a toast to us after half an hour or so, and a whole bunch of people kept running up and trying to touch Mobius and I. He thought it was hilarious; I thought it was a reason to never be a hero again.

CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE


"Wow," I muttered, as I walked through the hallway, towards my room. "That was a weird party, if I ever saw one! I can't believe you played soccer with a HEAD..." Mobius, who was walking next to me, flared red.


"You joined in, too!" He said quickly. I laughed loudly.


"Well, know what I must point out?" I asked, with a wicked expression. Mobius stopped looking cheerful.


"Yeah, I do know. Now that we got rid of the vampires for good, I have to sleep in my room again..." I laughed loudly.


"Yeah. Everybody else would think it was SUSPICIOUS if you slept in my room every night!" Mobius mumbled something under his breath.


"Well, I would have an EXCUSE!" He simpered. "Uh... Nightmare threatened you!" I grinned.


"That wouldn't work. Nightmare threatens everybody."


"Um... you need a bodyguard!"


"THAT might just work," I said approvingly. We had reached the door to my room by now; and Mobius was still trying to find a reason to stay with me. "Look, Mobius... I know. I wish you could stay in my room too. But it's just bad vibes. They'll think we screw each other all night, every night." Mobius snorted. "Yeah, I know. G'night."


"Goodnight, Author..." He mumbled, giving me a kiss on the forehead. I smiled, kissed him back, and retired to my room.


And I was greeted with the most horrid sight ever. On every wall of my room was a mural of me posing naked, from every angle and size. On the last wall was one that was being worked on currently... by Twist. "YOU FUCKER!" I bellowed, snatching the brush away from Twist. As soon as I had yelled, Mobius burst in, looking paranoid. And as he slowly took in the scene, his face twisted.


"Twist, what the HELL is wrong with you?!" He demanded quietly. The little orange echidna grinned and spun his eyes, saying nothing. "Twist," Mobius began again, "I demand to know what the hell you think you're doing to Author's room!"


"I am," Twist began, as he cleared his throat and snatched his paintbrush back, "Trying to make the room as gorgeous as the one that owns it!" I hissed softly to myself, and grabbed the paintbrush back from Twist. "MINE…" Twist snarled. His eyes spun menacingly. "My own… My precioussssssss…"


"Ehm… Twist?" I asked uncertainly. Twist began snarling and hissing like he had rabies. Mobius quietly put an arm in front of me, looking uncertain of what to do about the orange unichidna. "Twist, stop it…"


"Hrrrrr…" He growled. And he ducked a little low to the ground, like a cat about to leap. "Give it BACK!"


"I think you've seen enough of the paintbrush, Twist," Mobius said softly. I handed him the brush, keeping my eyes on Twist- and listened while he snapped it into pieces. Twist stopped growling in an instant. And he whined like a wounded dog.


"My PRECIOUS!!!" He wailed.


"No more of that!" Mobius snapped. "You're gonna whitewash her room for this, ya know!" Twist cried pathetically, and sniffled, and groaned…


"Mobius, be nice…" I mumbled, looking around at the walls. "At least it's not ENTIRELY pornographic… I mean, there's FUR on them still…"


"But… but… but… but… but…" Twist sniffled. "I painted them with disappearing paint…" As he spoke, the pictures began to fade off the walls. Mobius and I laughed out loud.


"But it's not disappearing, REAPPEARING paint, is it?" Mobius demanded. Twist whistled, and stood like a guilty little school girl.


"Of cooooourse not…" He mumbled. His eyes spun quickly and snapped back into place with his belly swirl and his horn. Mobius groaned, and grabbed him by the horn. The little echidna was still spinning it; so he was spinning in circles, dangled by a hedgehog. "Whee!" He said happily. Mobius blinked.


"Should I lock him in the dungeon with Nightmare?" Mobius asked me, with a bow. I grinned.


"Nah… they'd both have a hell of a party down there…" Twist began to drum on his chest and spin his horn faster.


"It keeps on GOING, and GOING, and GOING…" He sang. Mobius stared at him with amusement. "Go baby go go," Twist sang. Mobius was cracking a smile. "BEER COASTERS!!!" Twist bellowed, out of the blue. I laughed out loud.


"I think Niles should see this before it vanishes," I snickered. Mobius shook his head, with a smile.


"They're disappearing too fast," Mobius informed me. Sure enough, they were… My walls were going back to boring old white. "Besides, I don't wanna be responsible for the breaking up of the second most famous couple in the temple. What about you?" I shook my head softly. "Good. Now, Twist..."


"There is no God!" Twist whined, sobbing pathetically all of a sudden. "She's dead, she's DEAD I tell you! She'll forever hold a grudge against you, Mobius!"


"Huh?" Mobius mumbled, staring at Twist. Twist spun his head (without the body) and stared right at Mobius.


"God hates you," He hissed, in a cracked whisper. "God HATES you. God will kill you personally with her bare hands."


"Twist, this isn't funny," I snapped. Twist spun his head to stare at me.


"Neither are death threats to God," He hissed. "She'll kill you. BOTH of you. And you haven't figured out how to USE what she gave you, you fucking INGRATES."


"What do you mean?!" Mobius snarled, shaking Twist by the horn.


"Bend and twist and snap the bones... SHNAP the bones!" Twist cackled. "She'll crunch you and she'll munch you! She'll throw you in the air! When you go to bed tonight, she'll use you as a flare!" Twist suddenly stopped laughing maniacally and stared at both of us. "AUTHOR POWERS," He mumbled. I blinked, so did Mobius. Twist blinked as well. I noticed for the first time that his eyelids were rainbow swirled. When he opened his eyes again... the swirls were glowing white.


"... Twist?" I asked softly.


"Pick up a pencil, Author," Twist began softly. He only moved his mouth. Mobius looked at me, unsettled... But I obeyed Twist. I quietly walked up to my art supply cabinet (not taking my eyes off the neon red Twist) and held up a pencil for him to see. "Good, Kiwi..." Twist cooed. I blinked. Kiwi... that was what PENNY always called me... "Now get a piece of paper..." I quietly picked one out of the desk, fumbling a little. Was Twist possessed? By PENNY?


"Author, wha..." Mobius began, but I shook my head.


"Now WRITE," Twist hissed. He still hadn't moved anything but his mouth. Even his eyes were still. "Write this. Write 'Penny is a vampire.' Or 'Twist will leave you alone'... that will save problems later in life..." Giving Mobius a confused look, I put the pencil onto the paper, and scribbled... Penny is a vampire.


"Thank you," Twist said. But it wasn't even his voice any more. It was Penny's. "Eheh... nyeheh... nyuk, nyuk, nyuk..." Mobius dropped his horn, staring with amazement and some slight fear. "Awwww, is da widdle hedgehog scaaared...?" Twist cooed, in Penny's voice. I myself got a shiver down my spine. Something hit me that this was no longer a game...


"Twist, what have you made her do..." Mobius mumbled. I shook my head.


"It probably didn't work," I said lightly. "I mean, I just wrote a single sentence."


"It worked! It worked!" Twist crowed, in Penny's voice. And he shot out the door, in a blur of speed. Than he stopped right outside it. "Killbeans. Maybe I should leave Twist's head... than I can get back in MY head... than I can go mooch Tic-Tacs of somebody! Nyuk, nyuk, nyuk! And then I'll EAT someone! Nyuk, nyuk, nyuk!" Twist suddenly seemed to relax, and turn around, blinking. His eyes were pink again. "Why am I out here? I have a masterpiece to complete!"


"I think not," Mobius mumbled. He waved his hand at Twist, and the door slammed in his face. I scowled, and watched Mobius' face. He seemed quite perturbed. "Author... what if it WORKED... What if Penny IS a vampire again..."


"If she's a vampire again..." I mumbled, glaring at the paper. "... Than she's the master this time..."


"This is how TDSS starts!" Mobius snapped, all of a sudden. I blinked at him. "Penny's the master now. And I bet she's gonna go trying to find a LABYRINTH ZONE..." But I smiled.


"And how do you expect her to bite Brent, if he's already dead?" Mobius sighed.


"All I hope is that Penny doesn't posses you in your sleep. That way you’d write things in your sleep... And... And I should shut up..." I scowled and looked away. "Hey..." He grinned slowly. "I found a reason to sleep in your room. To make sure you don't write in your sleep!"

