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The full moon ascended and hung above the horizon like an orange colored sphere. The process of transformation began. An inevitable event for humans bit by Lycanthropes for the first time. Transformation completed, once the moon reached its highest and brightest point – a new Lycan born.

***
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The silhouette of a wolf, like an ornament on a mantelpiece, stood against the bright full moon. Ylva raised her head to howl, but something disturbed her. Her head jerked down. She stared in the direction the noise came from. With her eyes ajar, she gazed into the darkness searching for movement. Ready to attack. Ready to defend herself.

She sniffed the air. Could it be Darlene? With the farmhouse so close by, she could easily be confused with her scent coming from there.

Ylva stared another moment to the place where the noise came from, before she jumped off the cliff and trotted away.

Darlene ducked behind one of the big rocks. Hid herself, just in time, from the wolf’s staring eyes. She clenched her hands together and shut her eyes for a moment. Did the wolf see her? She lay still for a few minutes. Hardly breathing.

Without making a sound, she lifted her head and peeped over the edge of the rock. A sigh of disappointment escaped her lips. The wolf disappeared.

She stood up from where she hid. Dusted herself off, and headed back to the farmhouse.

The front door screeched when she entered. 

“Darlene, is it you?” her grandfather called from the living room.

“Yes Gramps, only me!” She sauntered down the corridor to her bedroom and fell down on the bed. Could it be the wolf she saw fifteen years ago? The one she named Lupa. She had a vague memory of her. She was black like the one she saw tonight.

Darlene smiled as she recalled memories of the scary stories of ghosts and werewolves, her grandfather used to tell her and her brother when they were little.

Until one day when she saw a real wolf, a black one, standing on the hill near the river running close to the farm. 

When she told her grandfather about the wolf, he burst out laughing. The farm was in his family for generations. He turned seventy-four a few months ago and never once saw a wolf on this farm.

He also confessed. The stories he told about the wolves and werewolves were untrue. It was intended to scare her and Gareth. Like old folks loved to do, with kids and their grandkids.

How she missed those stories, when her father found a new job in the city. They had to leave the small town of Skeerpoort. Gone were her everyday visits with her grandfather. Every weekend sleepovers on the farm was in the past.

Darlene was twelve years old when she moved with her family to Johannesburg. She and her brother still visited Grandpa Pete on the farm, but only during school holidays.

She finished college and started her career at Willow and Marks, an advertisement company in Johannesburg. She worked her way up in the corporate world and became the manager of sales and marketing, landing them huge contracts with big name companies, making large amounts of money for W&M.

At twenty-five, she met Linda. They fell in love and after a few months, they moved into a three-bedroom house in Linden.

Darlene never forgot her grandfather, the farm or the wolf she saw when she was fifteen. Though she never saw that black wolf again.

She missed the farm. The fresh air. The freedom.

She visited her grandfather every year, with her annual leave. And on a weekend once a month, or once every two months. Depending on how busy she was at work. Most of the time she visited alone, because Linda usually worked on weekends.

Every December, with her annual leave, Darlene took the train from Johannesburg down to Pretoria. From there she took a taxi to Skeerpoort, to the farm Skeerpoort Valley.

There was no point in driving with her own car, because when the holiday was over, she drove back with Linda.

Linda usually arrived a week before Christmas. As always, she would be edgy, because she sat around doing nothing, while plenty of work – according to her – waited at the office.

She had a relationship with her job. Buried in her work. Working later than usual. She never took leave, except for the week and a half over the Christmas period. Always pleasing her boss.
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(Fifteen years ago)

John Bosman, Pete’s next-door neighbor, came running towards the farmhouse. Yelling as he came closer.

Pete stormed out the back door, his granddaughter not far behind him. “What the hell are you yelling for? With this racketing of yours, my chickens won’t be laying any eggs!”

John stopped in front of the steps. He bent forward and put his hands on his knees, while catching his breath.

“Darlene, get the man some water!” Pete called out.

“You have to come!” Still out of breath, John stood upright. “You have to see for yourself.” Jerking a thumb in the direction of his house and bending over again, hands on his knees.

“I can’t just leave everything. I’m a busy man you know!”

Darlene came back with a glass of water and handed it to John. He gulped down the cool water and gave the empty glass back to her.

“Are you coming?” he asked. Turned around and started walking back the way he came.

“Yes, wait up!” Pete chased Darlene into the house and ordered her to watch over her ten-year-old brother. “I’m going with Uncle John. I won’t be long.”

They hurried over the lawn. Stumbled through tall grass. When reaching the fence, they crawled through it and made their way towards the chicken coup.

A creature lurked in the bushes nearby. The pair of dark eyes staring at the two men approaching.

They stopped in front of the chicken coup.

“I’m staying here. Go around to the back. It’s there.”

The dark eyes glanced at the torn flesh behind the coup. It’s been weeks since he had human flesh to eat.

He was on his way to the river with the half-eaten body, and dropped some of it. When he returned to collect it, the farmworkers already gathered around and called the farmer.

Pete emerged from behind the coup. “Oh, my god! What the hell is that?” His face pale white. “Did you notify the police?” He took out his handkerchief and wiped the drops of sweat from his forehead.

John shook his head. “No, I wanted you to take a look at it first.”

The creature glanced at the two men marching up to the farmhouse. The workers were gone, too. This was his chance. He scanned the area and leaped out of his hiding place. With a quick movement, he grabbed the flesh from the ground. Dragged it into the bushes and trotted down to the river nearby. Ripping pieces off and consuming it while running.

Pete rushed to the bathroom, while John phoned the police.

He wetted his handkerchief, wiped his face and took place on the side of the bathtub. Feeling a little queasy after the shocking discovery. He sat there until he felt better, before he exited.

“They’re on their way,” John said when Pete joined him in the living room. “I wonder what the hell is that?”

“Human remains, if you ask me.”

John’s eyes enlarged as he gaped at Pete. “It can just as well be animal remains. A wild animal killed its prey and ate it there. Then left when it had enough.”

Pete shrugged. “I better get back home. Darlene and Gareth are alone.”

He left through the back door and strolled back to his farm. The image of the red torn flesh – definitely human remains –kept flashing through his mind. He grimaced. What the hell did that?

Tired from the long walk, he sat down on the steps at the back of his house, before going inside.

Darlene noticed her grandfather was back and ran to him.

“Something wrong at the house, Gramps? Uncle John seemed very upset.”

“He thought there was a burglary,” he said, looking back at his neighbor’s farm. The house not visible, except for the top of the pointy rusted red roof.

Darlene frowned as she glanced at her grandfather. “Why did he come to you? Why not phone the police right away?”

Pete rolled his eyes. “Isn’t it your bath time, Missy?”

“No, Gramps!” Darlene chuckled. “It’s only two o’clock! It’s too early!”

“Well, run off, and entertain your brother then!”

Darlene peeped at her grandfather as she stood up. Why was he so grumpy all of a sudden?

Pete gazed at his granddaughter as she scurried off to where her brother played under the big old maple tree. What if Darlene was right? A wolf dwelled on the farm. But a wolf wouldn’t be able to do that to a human being? What ever tore that thing apart was not from this world.

***
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Koray reached the river and finished the remainder of the meat, before he morphed back into a human. He stepped into the cool waters of the Crocodile River and cleansed himself. Floating on his back in the water, he smiled. He felt revived. The human flesh did him well.

Nobody would even miss the woman. She was a drifter, and he had his eyes on her for a week.

His wife always nagged at him not to kill humans. He couldn’t help it. Their flesh was sweet and tender. Juicier than animal flesh.

He made sure he was free from any human blood or residue before he got out of the water and walked to a big rock nearby. Lifted it up and took out his clothes from underneath it. He always looked for a safe place to hide his clothes before he morphed into a werewolf.

Before going home, he stopped at the corner café and bought a packet of cigarettes. He lit one as soon as he stepped out and inhale a huge breath of smoke. The only way to disguised the human flesh on his breath. His wife smelled the difference between human and animal flesh, but since he took up smoking, she wasn’t able to, anymore.

He threw the cigarette butt on the ground. Stepped on it with his shoe and gave it a twist with the ball of his foot. He sauntered towards the front door and smiled before going in. If he ate human flesh once a month, he would be fine.
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(Present day)

Darlene drew herself a bath and went back into her room to gather her pajamas and towel.

She headed off to the living room, to where her grandfather was watching TV. This was his favorite part of the house and watching TV, his favorite hobby. Most of the time he fell asleep in his big lazy-boy chair while watching a program on TV, but never admitted it.

She stopped halfway through the corridor. He didn’t believe her fifteen years ago. Why would he believe her now?

She turned back to the bathroom. Shut the door behind her, got undressed and immersed herself into the lukewarm water.

Usually she lay in the tub for hours, but not tonight.

Darlene glanced out of the window when she came from the bathroom. She caught a glimpse of the black wolf when she drew the curtains. Quickly falling down on her knees, peeping over the windowsill and smiled as she stared at the black wolf with the long pointy ears.

The smile didn't last long, though. The black wolf sped downhill and barged through the open window. Darlene fell to the floor. She didn’t move. Didn’t even breath – or so it felt like – when the wolf landed on top of her.

The wolf’s warm foul breath, huffed over her face. Something dripped on her. She opened her eyes, slightly. Saliva drooled from the wolf’s snout. The sharp white teeth exposed as the lips curled up. Her nose wrinkled as she snarled.

Their eyes met. Ylva’s black eyes gazed into the green eyes of the woman on the floor. She sniffed a few times over her face, before she jumped off her. Ylva climbed up the windowsill, glanced back, before she jumped out and disappeared into the night.

Darlene rose when the wolf left. Stormed to the windowsill and stared into the moonlit night.

She checked the time. Nine o’clock. Gramps was still awake. She yanked the bedroom door open and sprinted down the corridor. Catching her breath in the doorway before entering the living room.

Her grandfather sat in the lazy-boy. The chair tilted backwards, with his legs raised on the footrest. The TV still on, but he was fast asleep.

“Gramps?” Darlene called out softly, to avoid giving him a fright.

Pete woke and cleared his throat. Pretended to be awake. “Yes, dear. Something wrong?”

“Promise you won’t make fun of me.”

Her grandfather switched off the TV and frowned as he turned to face her.

“I saw, Lupa.”

“Oh for heaven’s sake, Darlene! Don’t start with that nonsense again!”

“It’s not nonsense! She was in my room. Just now.”

“Argh, come on! Why didn’t she tear you apart like that thing fifteen years ago behind John’s . . .” Pete realized he said too much and changed the subject. “When will your parents and Stevie be here?”

She knew he wouldn’t believe her. Why did she even bother telling him? She rolled her eyes. “I already told you, Gramps. This weekend.” She gave her grandfather a hug and sauntered back to her room.

Darlene peeped out the window, before she quickly shut it. Just in case Lupa decided to return and ‘tore her apart’, like Gramps said. She shut the curtains and fell down on her bed.

Her girlfriend would also arrive this weekend. Only two more days. She smiled and switched off the light. Maybe she should give her a call tomorrow.

***
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Cellphone signals in and around the farmhouse was inadequate. Sometimes no signal at all. Darlene found a spot where she received a good signal. Halfway up the ladder of the water tower.

Her grandfather gave her permission to use the landline, but with him around there was no privacy at all.

She headed towards the water tower, after breakfast. Climbed the ladder on the side of the tower. Halfway up, she made the call to Linda, while clinging onto the ladder.

The conversation between them didn’t go well.

“But I miss you, Linda! You said this weekend!” Darlene sighed loudly. “Yeah, I love you too.” She dropped the call and gazed over the farmland. Everything was so beautiful in the countryside. The air was clean, much cleaner than in Johannesburg.

She climbed down the ladder and strolled back to the house. Thinking about the conversation with Linda.

“And why the long face? You better get rid of it before coming into this house,” Pete remarked as he opened the back door.

“Fine, I’ll stay outside!” She crossed her arms and took place at the bottom of the stairs.

“No need to take it out on me, Missy!” Pete shut the back door and disappeared into the house.

Darlene jumped up and raced after him. “I’m sorry, Gramps. It’s Linda. She’s not coming this weekend anymore. Maybe the next one. Still too much work at the office.”

He gave her a hug and took place on the lazy-boy. “Oh, let her be. You will find someone else to keep you busy while you’re here.” He grabbed the remote and turned on the TV.

“Yeah. Like who?”

Pete’s eyes stayed focused on the TV while he answered. “Little Sandy is coming home this weekend. Remember her from school?”

Darlene grimaced. “Why in the hell would I want her to keep me company?” She took place on the couch. “She’s five years younger than me, and we never were friends at school.”

He switched off the TV and turned to his granddaughter. “Well, she’s going to be alone, and you are alone. I just figured you two might, you know. Want to catch up on the old times.”

“No thanks, Gramps. I’ll wait for Linda.”

***
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Sandy was seven years old when Darlene moved to the city. They saw each other only during school holidays. Everybody made fun of Sandy, because she was a tubby little girl. Her parents on the other hand, were tall and slender. There were rumors about Sandy being an adopted child, because she looked so much different from her parents.

Sandy finished school, and went off to college. Darlene never saw or heard of her again.

Her parents, Don and Susan Lange, were the owners of the only guest house in town.

They bought an old house. Don restored and rebuilt it. Turning it into a guesthouse and called it La Croc, named after the Crocodile River flowing nearby.
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The telephone rang in the corridor. When Pete answered, his face turned crimson. “Oh for heaven's sake, Sammy! There’s enough room here for everyone.” After his daughter hung up, he stared at the receiver in his hand. Cursing at it.

Darlene found her grandfather in the corridor when she came from the kitchen. “Gramps, something wrong with the phone?”

He put it down and shook his head. “It’s your mother. She wants me in my grave, sooner than later. My house is not good enough for her anymore! The house she was born in and grew up in!” He marched down the corridor. Still cursing.

Darlene was about to giggle when he swung around and came walking back to her.

“Your parents are at La Croc. You have to go and greet them there; otherwise they’ll see us tomorrow.”

“What are they doing there?”

“That's what I said, my house is not good enough for your mother anymore!” He turned around and marched down the corridor again. The door slammed shut after he entered his bedroom.

Darlene hurried to her room and put on a pair of sneakers. Walked up to her grandfather's room and knocked on the door. “Gramps, don’t you want to come along?” No reply came from the old man’s room and she decided to go without him.

At the front door, Darlene turned back. “Gramps, I’m going now!” She shut the door behind her and took the dirt road towards the guesthouse.

La Croc was about a half an hour’s walk from the farm. She inquired at the reception of her parents’ whereabouts and headed off to where Susan told her to find them.

When she walked through the swimming pool gate, she saw her youngest brother and waved at him to get his attention.

Steve, or Stevie as everyone called him, was a late arrival. Sammy cried for weeks when she found out she was pregnant – at age forty-four – with her third child.

Darlene, twenty at the time, was always worried people would think he was her son and not her brother.

The ten-year-old came running towards her when he saw her waving. Yelling of joy.

“Hey! Did you order me something cold to drink?” She grabbed him round the neck and gave him a hug. The two of them laughed out loud despite of the glares from the other guests.

He took her hand and dragged her towards their parents where they sat at a small table in the shade, away from the pool. After she greeted them, her father walked up to the guesthouse to order her a something to drink.

Her mother's lips drew in a thin line. “I knew your grandfather wouldn’t come. Stubborn old fool!”

“Oh, Mom. Stop it. Don’t ruin the moment, please. I really don’t know why you want to stay here. I’m with Gramps on this one.”

“Darlene! Don’t take that tone with your mother!” Kirk stared at his daughter and arched a brow before he put a glass of Coke in front of her. “Your mother and I decided it was better to stay here. Nobody can get on each others nerves and Uncle Don appreciates the income.”

Darlene apologized and rolled her eyes when nobody looked. She should’ve stayed at home with Gramps.

***
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When the last lazy rays of the sun turned into a dark red stain on the horizon, Darlene stood up and pardoned herself. She had to leave before it was completely dark.

Her mother looked up and gaped at her. “Excuse me! You are going nowhere! It’s already too dark and it’s dangerous out there alone.” Sammy took her cell phone out of her purse. “Here, take my phone and call your grandfather. Tell him you’ll be back tomorrow, with us.”

Darlene peered at her mother. She was about to give her a mouthful when she caught a glimpse of her dad. He glared at her and arched his right eyebrow he was notorious for. She lowered her eyes and kept quiet. Many a time, she and her two brothers were more afraid of that raised eyebrow than a loud spoken word from him.

Kirk stood up from the table. “I’ll book you a room for the night,” he said and glanced once more at his daughter, before he left.

She took the phone from her mother and made the call.

Luckily there were still rooms available. Kirk booked one for his daughter. He also inquired about the dinnertime tonight after he received the keys from Susan and headed back to the swimming pool.

“We can have dinner in half an hour,” he said when he re-unites with his family and gave Darlene the keys to her room.

“Cool, I am starving!” Stevie said. He plunged one more time into the swimming pool. Swim back and forth, before he got out and dried himself. He rushed off to the changing room and changed into a set of dry clothes.

Sammy checked her watch. “It’s time. Shall we go in for supper?”

The four of them took place at a table in the dining hall, after they received their meal at the buffet table. A variety of food was available for guests to pick and choose from.

Darlene glanced first at her mother, then at her father. Her staying here was completely unnecessary. She could have been on the farm with Gramps. Not here with her overstrung parents in this tedious place! She didn’t even bring a bathing suit, to join Stevie in the swimming pool!

She stared at the plate of food in front of her. Not even hungry. After her father said grace, she picked up the fork and pushed the spaghetti bolognese from side to side on the plate.

“Is there something wrong with your food?”

Darlene shook her head, without looking up.

“Well, eat it then,” her mother said in her high-pitched voice.

Darlene took a mouthful. It was quite tasty. She kept on eating, her plate almost empty when a hand pressed down on her shoulder. Her head jerked to the left, looking at the hand.

“Everything okay here?” A woman with a deep voice asked.

Darlene raised her head and gasped loudly. A tall muscular woman with short dark brown hair, dressed in a white chef’s uniform, stood next to her. The woman looked down and smiled at her with perfect, sparkling white teeth. Her eyes, dark. Her face, immaculate – beautiful.

“Anything else you need?” she asked. Still smiling.

Darlene smiled back and nodded her head slowly. Realized she was nodding, her face flushed. “I mean, no thank you,” she said and changed the nod into a slow shake.

The woman captured Darlene’s eyes for a moment. She smiled again at her, gave her shoulder a gentle squeeze and left to check on the other diners.

Darlene kept staring at her as she stopped at every table, chat a brief moment before she carried on to the next. Who was that woman? Apparently, she was the chef but who was she. What was her name and why didn’t she see her before?

The woman glanced at Darlene as she passed on her way to the kitchen and smiled again.

“Oh my god, who is that woman?” she asked, when she turned around in her chair, to finish her dinner.

Sammy and Kirk glanced at each other. They never were keen about their only daughter’s sexual preferences.

Sammy was very upset when Darlene and Linda moved in together. Nobody talked about the relationship. As far as Sammy was concerned, the two of them were just friends. Kirk would, once in a while, inquired about Linda, but only when his wife was out of hearing range.

The woman with the chef's uniform returned to their table and put a bowl of ice cream in front of Stevie.

“Anyone else would like some, too?” she asked. Her hands rested on Stevie’s shoulders.

Darlene desired to glance again into her eyes, but the woman’s hands drew her attention. There was a plain, golden wedding band on her left middle finger and a tattoo on the pinky of the same hand. Her hands were gorgeous. Long fingers with short, well manicured, nails. Dark turquoise veins laid prominent across the back of her hands.

“Looks like you want some ice cream too?”

The woman left before Darlene had a chance to tell her she wasn’t fond of ice cream. She was actually glad the woman already left. Now she had another chance to gaze into her dark eyes.

“Your ice cream, Miss.”

Darlene looked up. Their eyes met for the second time. Her eyes were dark. Black. Mysterious. It couldn’t be, nobody had black eyes. Something in her eyes looked familiar. She saw those eyes before, but where?

With difficulty, she tore her eyes away from the woman, when she became aware of her father’s coughing.

Kirk coughed again to distract his daughter’s attention from the strange woman.

She looked at her father and frowned. When she looked back again, the woman left.

Darlene drew attention to one of the waiters. “Who is that woman in the white chef's uniform?” she asked when the young man came closer.

He smiled broadly at her. “I will call Miss Sandy for you, Ma’am.”

“No, wait!” She grabbed him by the arm when he wanted to leave. “Sorry.” She let go of his arm. “I just wanted to know what her name was.” He smiled broadly again and nodded as he stepped towards another table.

Five

That night, Darlene tossed and turned in bed. The last time she checked her cell phone, it was past eleven. She couldn’t go outside for fresh air. What if the wolf appeared again?

And the beefy woman in the chef's uniform kept crawling back into her head, keeping her from falling asleep.

Finally, she leaped out of bed.

Opening one of the windows, without turning a light on, and drew a huge breath of fresh air. She saw a dark and mysterious figure leaning against the thick trunk of a tree opposite her room.

A small bright red circle appeared, every now and again. Whoever stood there, smoked.

“Are you going to keep on peeping at me, or are you coming down?”

Darlene recognized the deep voice, but wasn’t sure. She smiled when the woman came out of the darkness and stepped into the light of a nearby lamppost. Yes, it was her.

“Well, are you coming down or do I have to come up?” Sandy asked and looked up to the open window. The tip of the cigarette turned bright red again as she drew from it. She blew a cloud of gray white smoke in the air and smiled.

“I’ll be down in a minute,” Darlene said and shut the window. She put on her pants and sneakers and headed downstairs.

The air was warm and humid, but cooler than inside the room.

It was mid summer in South Africa and Pretoria was one of the cities that could get very hot during summer.

Sandy stepped back into the darkness again and watched as Darlene made her way over the grass terrace, approaching her. She smiled and a tingling feeling rushed through her body. “I’m here,” she said, when Darlene stood still. Looking for her.

“Why do you hide out here in the dark?”

“I don’t want to turn into a werewolf if the rays of the moon catch me.”

Darlene giggled. “Great, then I’m safe. If you were one, you won’t be able to hide from the moon, you would turn anyway.”

“Oh, well then I reckon I’m not one. I thought you would only turn into one, if you looked into the full moon.”

Darlene looked up to the sky. It was a full moon two days ago.

Her whole body shivered. She ran her hands up and down her arms, covered in goose bumps.

“Are you cold? I have my jacket here.”

“No thanks. It’s just. The moon... And the thought of werewolves.”

Sandy glanced at her. “So you believe in werewolves then?”

“I don’t know. Maybe? I want to tell you something, but promise you won’t laugh.”

She promised and listened to the story Darlene told her about the wolf she saw fifteen years ago and again, two days ago.

“Why do you think it’s a werewolf?”

“She’s bigger than other wolves, with long pointy ears. And I noticed she has no tail.” She kept from mentioning the wolf was on top of her.

“Then we better get inside. Don’t want her to tear us apart.” Sandy slightly smiled as she took Darlene by the elbow and guided her to the front door.

When they stepped into the lobby, Sandy locked the door and placed her hand again on Darlene’s elbow. “Can I get you something to drink?” she asked and kept on guiding her. This time towards the kitchen.

Darlene watched her every move as she took two glasses out of the cupboard and opened the fridge to get the cool drink.

“You don’t remember me, do you?” Sandy asked.

“No, I don’t.”

“Short. Fat. Ugly little girl.”

“Oh my gosh! Sandy from school? Aunt Susan and Uncle Donald’s daughter?” Darlene covered her mouth when Sandy confirmed with a nod. “Look at how you have grown! I’m sorry, that came out wrong. I meant you’re all grown up now.”

Sandy burst out laughing. “I know what you meant. My parents couldn’t believe it either when they saw me for the first time in three years.”

The two of them moved into the lobby. Blabbered like old friends and didn’t notice how the time passed by. They only realized it, when some of the kitchen staff arrived for duty.

“Oh my, look at the time. Don’t you have to get dressed for work?”

Sandy laughed. “No, I’m off today. My mother is standing in for me.”

“Do you want to go to the farm with me? Gramps will be delighted to see you.”

Sandy agreed eagerly. “That could be fun, but it has to be after breakfast.”

Darlene nodded and jumped up. “When is breakfast served?”

“At eight.” 

“Great, see you then.” She jogged upstairs to her room on the first floor. Shut the bedroom door behind her and flopped onto the bed. It’s quarter to six, she could get an hour and a half’s of shut-eye.

Her eyes shut immediately when her head hit the pillow. Soon she dreamt about Sandy, the farm and Lupa standing in the moonlight waving at her.
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Sandy smiled as she strolled up to her room. Took a shower and came down again. She headed towards the kitchen. Looking for her mother.

“Hi, I thought you were off today?”

“I am. Have you seen my Mom?”

Glenda pointed to the large walk-in fridge.

Sandy nodded and headed towards it. “Mom, I won’t be . . .” She grimaced and stopped talking when she entered. Staring at her mother, and at the raw meat in her hand. “What do you think will happen if some else enters this fridge?”

Susan wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and ogled her daughter. “You want a piece?”

“No thanks. I’ll have mine cooked, thank you. I won’t be here for the day. I’m going to Skeerpoort Valley.”

“Oh, to Pete’s farm. You fancy his granddaughter?”

Sandy puckered her lips and smiled at her mother. “Maybe.” She started walking out of the fridge. Stopped at the door and turned around. “Put that back before anyone sees you.”

Glenda put a plate with steak, baked eggs, and toast on the kitchen table, when Sandy came out of the fridge. “Rare, like you like it. I suppose your mother won’t join you?”

Sandy shook her head. She thanked her and sat down to eat.

The staff was not allowed to eat with guests in the dining hall. One of La Croc’s rules. The Lang’s provided their personnel with two meals a day, as long as they eat it in the kitchen.

As Sandy cut into the soft juicy steak, pink fluid leaked from the piece of meat on her plate. She put the chunk of meat into her mouth. Closed her eyes and chew on it tardily. The toast was dipped into the pink juices that puddled up in the plate – not wasting the best part of rare cooked meat.

Glenda peeped at her and smiled as she watched how Sandy enjoyed the food she prepared for her.

She lowered her eyes, when the tall woman came up to her and thanked her again for the meal.

“The pleasure is all mine,” Glenda said while intertwining a string of hair round her finger. She loved cooking for this woman and she loved how she enjoyed eating it.

She watched her leave the kitchen and sighed loudly. What a gorgeous piece of woman. She closed her eyes for a brief moment. Her face dulled when she opened up her eyes. Sandy hadn’t even noticed her.

Susan clapped her hands together. “Come on people! An hour before the breakfast gong goes!” She peeped over Glenda’s shoulder. “Stop daydreaming and get to work, honey. We can’t let twenty eight guests wait for their meal.”

Glenda pulled herself together and carried on preparing breakfast.

Donald entered the kitchen asking for his breakfast and sat down at the kitchen table.

His wife joined him and took a seat next to him. “Have you been smoking again, Don?”

He nodded without looking at her and played with the fork lying on the table.

Susan puckered her lips as she stared at him. “You know I can’t stand that smell on your breath and on your clothes.”

Glenda placed the plates with steak, baked eggs, and toast in front of the two elderly people.

“Will my daughter be joining us?”

“No, Sir. She already ate.”

“She’s visiting Pete’s farm with his granddaughter,” Susan announced.

“Oh! It’s about time we give old Pete a visit too.” His eyes fixed on the piece of rare steak at the tip of the fork. He put it in his mouth and introduced it to the taste buds.
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Seven
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The guests arrived one by one in the dining hall for breakfast.

Sandy sat on one of the sofas in the lobby, waiting. She frowned when she saw Darlene’s family without her. Did she fall asleep and nobody woke her up? She stood up and ran upstairs.
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