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      The world had turned into a much more sinister reality than it had appeared to be before Hali and Kaelin took LSD. To do the story justice, you really have to build up incrementally from the first point of observation, and move on to the final respite of the evening. There was an initial boldness that Kaelin displayed after acquiring some allegedly high-grade material from the most spaced out man on campus. The man's name was Zygote, and he had dreadlocks bound up above his head for at least eight inches. He was incredibly intense, and he had eyes and energy that screamed entrepreneur, dead head. The product itself was classified as 100% Owlsey; the original recipe; how much of that is true, and how much of that remains a product of marketing and gullibility will never be known.


      When Kaelin arrived back at the house, he wanted to surprise Hali with the drug, because she was visiting for the weekend, and he wanted to do something different and dangerous, while she was there. She was an avid drug user herself, even though she felt like acid was something to be treated with respect. She also felt inclined to share her expertise with Kaelin, which he was receptive toward, given that she had prior experiences of this kind, and this would be his first.


      After some time spent apart in coming up, doing yoga and meditative exercise, the two of them met up and saw one another. Whether it was exclusively the drug, or if the substance had peeled back some thin layer of pride, prejudice and cynicism, neither had ever looked so beautiful to the other as their present observations. Awareness is something that humans carry in the absence of a pharmacologically modified consciousness, but the two of them were young enough to not truly be aware of that fact, and jaded enough to actually benefit from the assistance. As they marveled at the sheer beauty present in the existence of the other person, they could have no idea of the terror and challenge that faced them in the night to come.


      The first point of departure from a standardized reality came when Kaelin was fishing something out of his pocket and a tiny foil wrap spilled out from his pocket and landed on the floor. At the moment of impact, a black shadow came out of the floor, and rose with a threatening energy toward his body; it held the appearance of a serpent that was capable of mutating into multiplicitous forms. Such visions were not uncommon for Kaelin, he suspected that he had walked in multiple planes for a majority of his existence. Since he had started using drugs, the observation of entities, both demonic and angelic, had increased, but they had been there before – of that, he was certain.


      In order to fight back what appeared to be an omnipresent potential threat, he had been in the practice of imaginarily embodying a black panther as a means of devouring demons whenever he came across one. His theory was that a dead demon was a good demon, and what better use of teeth than to destroy evil things; but this was a highly personal practice that he did not share with anyone – not even Hali. When the image first appeared, Kaelin's abdomen tightened, his pupils expanded, and he hissed at the imaginary object – mouth open and teeth bared. Hali was frightened, and Kaelin grew self-conscious. He was afraid to explain to her that the package of foil which contained the remnant acid tab had conjured a demon when it hit the floor. He was well aware that she perceived him as a threat, or as a potential danger.


      "Don't let the drug take hold," she urged him; demanding that he maintain a firm grip on his consciousness.


      She loved him very much, and she knew that he had a mind that worked differently than a majority of the populace, but her confidence in him was also directly related to her inclination toward all things suicidal, addictive, self-destructive and morose; that being said, she was a bundle of bright and burning energy to all that she met. Kaelin knew better than to believe that she was the bright being that she projected; but he loved that she put on that persona for the rest of the world, and he was sad that his instability was manifesting itself through shadow serpents, creeping up from the floor below. He caught his breath, and tried to wear his composure once more.


      "It's funny," he said, "the acid came out at the same time."


      She couldn't have known what he meant, but like so many other moments in life, the miscommunication went without acknowledgment or comprehension. In her mind, he was simply experiencing the mind-altering effect the drug had on perception and cognitive processing. The incident was over soon after it started, and Kaelin decided that now was a good time to grab a grapefruit to eat. He thought to offer half to share with Hali, as he had heard that Vitamin C potentiated the effects of the drug. He could see no reason why they wouldn't both want to get the most out of this experience. When he came back from the kitchen with a knife, he saw Hali there, and the awareness of danger came into his mind.


      "What are you doing with that knife, Kaelin?" Hali asked.


      Her confidence in him had been shaken since he had hissed and leaped in surprise at a piece of tin foil that had escaped from his pocket no more than ten minutes before. Her response to his bringing a knife into the room was disconcerting for him. He questioned himself, and the motivations behind his retrieval of the knife. A grapefruit is just as easily be peeled, and separated by hand; and likely with less lost juice, than when cut with a knife.
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