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         Sofia stood staring out over the heath, listening to the rumbling of a foreboding storm. The uneasy, threatening atmosphere suited the task of the evening perfectly. She turned and started walking down the short gravel path. Enthralled, she paused and looked at the mansion, beautifully illuminated by lights in all the colours of the rainbow, and all the frippery it had been decorated with for this year's big Halloween party.

         The facade was for the most part covered in spider webs. An enormous spider followed by several smaller ones seemed to be crawling down from the roof to the entrance and gave her the creeps. On the right side of the building, a ghost appeared in a cloud of smoke every now and then, and she wondered how they had managed to make this trick work.

         Gravestones were placed on the opposite side, illuminated in blue and red glow. Several of them were leaning, others were smashed, and at least two of the graves looked as if the dead were trying to crawl out of them.

         Sofia continued to look around as she began to move towards the entrance. A Jack-o'-lantern with a candle inside, which made it glow with a wicked grin, was placed in a corner of the stairs. Each step up to the door had a green neon light, which created an effect of green liquid running down the steps. It made everything look very impressive but creepy at the same time, especially as the feeling was increased by all the rats and bugs she had to pass on her way up to the entrance. Staff stood there dressed in all sorts of grotesque outfits. They smiled, laughed and received the arriving guests one by one. Every now and then, they even posed for a picture with visitors who asked for it.

         Loud music that reminded her of old horror movies blared outside the building, mixed with some spooky sound effects. Sofia finally arrived at the top of the stairs, handed over her ticket and entered through the wide doors that were held open by two people dressed up as Jack Skellington and Chucky.

         She straightened the silvery, feathered mask on her face, which was fastened tightly in the back of her neck under her long hair. As soon as she stepped into the ballroom, she looked out over the dance floor full of dancing monsters. He was here somewhere, the man she needed to find before the night was over. It would not be easy to find a specific person among all these guests, though. Besides, it didn't help a bit that it was Halloween and almost everyone was wearing a mask. She soaked in the place, which was just as stunningly decorated as the outside of the house. It was obvious that the organizers of the party had put their hearts and souls into making everything frightfully splendid - unforgettable. She let her eyes wander around the dance floor and over all the cool decorations again before getting herself ready for what she had come to do.

         She took out a red lipstick, traced her lips with it and ran her fingers through her brown hair. She lifted the silvery skirts of her ball gown and started to walk slowly down the broad steps. She looked around warily. On the last step she stopped and let her skirts fall down. Determined, she stepped out onto the dance floor in her four-inch heels. They had thin leather straps with a buckle attached around the ankle, and they were covered in silvery glitter allover. Slowly she wandered on steady legs through the crowd, surreptitiously looking at each person she passed.

         How would she find him?

         Sofia swallowed. She was absolutely sure that Markus was here tonight. Vengeance was within reach. She could almost feel the sweetness of her revenge. All that prevented her from finding him was a damn costume.

         As soon as she arrived at the bar, she ordered a glass of sparkling wine from a costumed bartender and was promptly handed a sparkly drink that produced vapor and changed colours like the wallpaper in Gracey Manor. At first she was creeped out by the effect, but quickly took it, brought it to her lips and enjoyed a large sip of the drink, leaving traces of her lipstick on the glass. With a sigh, she downed the rest of it. She was just about to order another glass when someone popped up next to her.

         “What are we celebrating?” a dark voice asked. ”Breakup with the boyfriend?”

         Sofia froze and turned around. ”No, and nothing you …” She interrupted herself when she realised who was standing in front of her. This was Markus' friend. He was dressed as a pirate, in high, black boots, a white shirt and a broad belt. On his head he wore a scarf that partially covered his dark blond hair, and he had an eye patch over his left eye.

         “Have we met before?” He asked while his apparently light blue eyes examined and soaked in every detail of her.

         “I don't believe so”, she answered. If her face had been pale a moment ago, her cheeks were now flaming red. Having him so close strangely made her heart race as she stared at his sexy, muscular body.

         “Peter.” He held out his hand. ”And you're obviously Cinderella.”

         “You guessed right.” She took his outstretched hand and her eyes got caught by the small, discreet tattoo he had between his thumb and forefinger - the Eye of Horus. She recalled having seen it before and remembered that the ancient Egyptian symbol was said to grant divine protection. She let her eyes meet his again. “Sofia.”
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