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The title "The Morning After Pill" raises a chilling and gloomy image of consequences and decisions made in the aftermath of a night filled with uncertainty and regret. It symbolizes a stark reminder of recklessness, consequences, and the harsh reality of facing the aftermath of one's actions. The words themselves evoke a sense of urgency, desperation, and the haunting realization that some mistakes cannot be undone. This title foretells a tale of consequences, moral dilemmas, and the weight of decisions made in the shadow of the morning light, where the harsh truth of the past night lingers like a ghost, haunting the present and shaping the unknown future.
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Note, the content of this book is the author's fictitious imagination, it has nothing to do with any spiritual and or religious perceptions.
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Chapter 1



The after party 
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The small village of bush willow was known for its tight-knit community and peaceful atmosphere. However, on this particular night, the usually quiet village was buzzing with excitement as the residents prepared for a wild party celebration like no other. 

The festivities began early in the evening as the villagers gathered in the town square, decked out in their finest clothes and adorned with colorful masks and jewels. 

The air was filled with music and laughter as the aroma of delicious food filled the streets. As the sun began to set, the party really kicked into high gear. The villagers danced and sang, their spirits soaring as they lost themselves in the fun. 

The energy was infectious, and even the most reserved members of the community found themselves caught up in the excitement. 

One young woman named Neo, usually known for her quiet and introverted nature, found herself swept up in the celebration. 

She danced wildly, her heart pounding as she let go of her inhibitions and allowed the music to carry her away. For once, she felt free, liberated from the worries and responsibilities that usually weighed heavy on her shoulders. As the night wore on, the party took on a life of its own. Fireworks lit up the sky, casting a kaleidoscope of colors across the village. The villagers laughed and cheered, their faces illuminated by the brilliant display. 

But as the night grew late, a sense of foreboding began to creep in. The music seemed to take on a sinister tone, the once joyful atmosphere turning dark and twisted. Neo felt a chill run down her bristle, and she knew that something was not right. 

She followed the sound of distant drums, leading her deeper into the heart of the village. 

The streets were empty now, the revelers nowhere to be seen. Neo's heart raced as she stumbled upon a hidden clearing, where a group of villagers stood in a circle, their faces twisted in malice. In the center of the circle, a fire blazed, its flames dancing wildly in the night. 

Neo watched in horror as the villagers began to chant, their voices rising in a cacophony of darkness and despair. She realized with a sinking feeling that this was not a celebration, but a ritual of some kind, a ceremony dedicated to forces beyond her understanding. 

––––––––
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Terrified but unable to tear her eyes away, Neo watched as the villagers began to dance around the fire, their movements feverish and wild. The air was thick with the scent of incense and blood, and Neo felt a sickening sense of fright wash over her. But just as she thought she could bear it no longer, a figure emerged from the shadows. 

A man, his face hidden behind a mask of shimmering gold, stepped forward and raised his arms to the sky. His voice was like honey and velvet, weaving a spell around the villagers and holding them in thrall. 

Neo felt a surge of something deep within her, a primal instinct that told her she must act. With a courage she did not know she possessed, she stepped into the circle, her heart pounding in her chest. As the man turned to her, his eyes glittering with an otherworldly light, Neo felt a connection between them, a spark of recognition that sent shivers down her spine. Without a word, he held out his hand to her, and Neo took it without hesitation. And in that moment, as they danced beneath the moonlit sky, Neo knew that she had found something rare and beautiful in the heart of this wild and twisted celebration. 

She had found a kindred man, a soulmate who understood her in ways she could never have imagined. 

––––––––

[image: image]


As the first light of dawn broke over the horizon, Neo and the mysterious man stood together, their hearts beating as one. The villagers had dispersed, their dark ritual forgotten in the light of a new day. And as Neo gazed into the eyes of her newfound love, she knew that she had embarked on a grand adventure, one that would take her to the furthest reaches of her soul and beyond. In the heart of that small village, amidst the chaos and the madness, Neo rushed to her house in so much tremble and tossed herself in bed.

The sun had just begun to peek over the horizon as Neo stumbled out of her bedroom, her head pounding with the remnants of last night's party. She groaned as she tried to remember the events of the evening, but all she could recall was shots of tequila and dancing with a guy whose name she couldn't even remember. 

As she made her way to the kitchen, Neo's stomach churned uncomfortably. She hadn't meant to drink so much last night, but the alcohol had seemed to erase all her inhibitions and she had gone overboard. 

She reached for a glass of water, trying to calm her spinning head, when she suddenly remembered the events of the previous week that had led her to this point. 

Neo had been seeing a guy for a few months, but their relationship was casual and she had never imagined it would lead to anything serious. However, after a night of passion that had been fueled by too much alcohol, Neo had woken up the next morning in the middle of a circle in a panic. She knew she had made a mistake and immediately rushed to the pharmacy to get the morning after pill. 

The 'morning after' pill is a type of emergency contraception. It is sometimes called 'Plan B'. Emergency contraception can be used to reduce the risk of pregnancy. While it is called the morning after pill, some types can be taken up to 5 days after unprotected sex. It's considered to be: 95% effective if you take it within 24 hours (1 day) of unprotected sex. 85% effective if you take it within 25-48 hours (2 days) 58% effective if you take it within 49-72 hours (3 days).

As the sun reached its peak in the sky, Neo's screams echoed through the empty apartment complex. She could feel something inside her, something twisting and turning, a force more powerful than anything she had ever experienced before. And then, in a moment of blinding pain, it all stopped. The cramping subsided, the nausea vanished, and Neo was left gasping for breath on the cold tile floor. 

––––––––
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But the relief was short-lived. As she stumbled to her feet and looked down, horror washed over her. The small white box lay on the floor beside her, empty. She had never taken the morning after pill. She had taken something else entirely. 

Neo's heart pounded in her chest as she realized what had happened. 

The pharmacist had made a mistake, a grave error that had cost her everything. The pill she had taken was not meant for preventing pregnancy - it was meant for inducing it. And now, as she clutched her stomach in agony, she knew the truth. She was carrying a child, a child conceived in the most horrific way imaginable. 

As the days turned into weeks, Neo's condition worsened. The pregnancy took a toll on her body, draining her of energy and strength. She could feel the life growing inside her, a relentless force that refused to be ignored. And then, one fateful night, as the moon cast a haunting glow over the town of Bush Willow village, Neo felt a sharp pain unlike anything she had ever experienced before. 

She knew what was happening - she was going into labor. But this was no ordinary birth. This was a birth of horror, a birth of pain and suffering that defied all logic and reason. As she writhed on her bed, screaming in agony, Neo felt a presence in the room with her. 

A dark, malevolent force that whispered cruel words in her ear, promising pain and torment beyond imagination. And then, as the clock struck midnight, Neo gave birth in a most painful way ever alone in her house. But there was no cry of a newborn baby, no joyous celebration of new life. Instead, there was only silence. And as she looked down at the tiny, twisted form in her arms, Neo felt a chill run down her spine. 

The creature that lay before her was not human. It was a monstrosity, a surreal abomination that should never have existed. 

Its eyes glowed with unkindness, its tiny hands curled into claws. And as it opened its mouth to let out a piercing scream, Neo knew the truth. This was her punishment, her punishment for taking a life before it had even begun. 

As the creature lunged for her throat, Neo closed her eyes and prayed for it to end. And in that moment of darkness, as the horror consumed her, she knew that she would never escape the consequences of her actions. 

The morning after pill had taken more than just her child - it had taken her soul. And now, as the creature's claws tore into her flesh, she knew that she would pay for her mistake for all eternity. 

Days turned into weeks, and Neo's health continued to deteriorate. 

She was constantly fatigued and nauseous, and she struggled to keep food down. Her friends urged her to seek medical help, but Neo was too consumed by her own guilt and shame to admit that something was seriously wrong. 

And then, one fateful night, Neo collapsed in her apartment as her baby creature of three weeks’ old followed her as she made her way to the restroom. And when she gained consciousness, Neo couldn't shake the feeling of dread that washed over her. She had read all the warnings on the box - the nausea, the dizziness, the cramping - but she never expected what would happen next. 

Again, while dwelling on that thought, it all started innocently enough - a slight ache in her abdomen, a wave of nausea that passed as quickly as it came. But as the hours passed, Neo's condition deteriorated rapidly. The cramping intensified until she was curled up in a ball on her bathroom floor, tears streaming down her face. She tried to reach for her phone, to call for help, but her limbs felt like lead. She was trapped in her own body, the pain overwhelming every thought, every breath. 
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The tragic beginning of agony 
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As Neo was residing in a cottage on the edge of a dark and foreboding forest. Neo was known for her ethereal beauty, with long flowing black hair and piercing blue eyes that seemed to see right through you. 

She was a mystery to the village people, always keeping to herself and rarely seen outside of her home. 

One stormy night, the village people were awoken by the sound of blood-curdling screams coming from Neo's cottage. They rushed to the scene, only to find the door ajar and the sound of a crying baby coming from inside. As they entered the cottage, they were met with a horrifying sight - Neo lying on the floor in a pool of blood, a monstrous creature next to her. 

The creature was like nothing they had ever seen before - with twisted limbs, sharp fangs, and glowing red eyes. It let out a guttural growl as the village people approached, causing them to flee in terror. Neo, in her final moments, whispered a cryptic message to the village people before drawing her last breath. 

With no one to care for the monster child, it was abandoned in the forest by the frightened village people. 

––––––––
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They whispered of curses and dark magic, blaming Neo for the monstrous creation that now roamed the woods. 

Meanwhile, the mystery of Neo's death remained unsolved. Some believed she had given birth to the monster intentionally, while others thought it was a tragic accident. Her body was buried in an unmarked grave on the edge of the forest, a somber reminder of the darkness that lurked within. One fateful day, as a group of adults decided to explore the forest in search of firewood’s, drawn by the lure of the unknown. As the sun began to set, they found themselves wandering through a dense and eerie forest.

"I can't believe we're actually doing this," whispered Sarah, her voice trembling with fear. 

"Yeah, well, what's life without a little adventure, right?" replied Jake, trying to sound brave but failing miserably. 

As they made their way deeper into the forest, the trees seemed to grow taller and darker, casting long shadows that danced in the fading light. The air was thick with the smell of earth and decay, and a cold shiver ran down their spines. 

"I really don't like this," said Emily, her voice barely above a whisper. 

"Come on, guys, we're almost there," urged Jake, the self-proclaimed leader of the group. His bravado was beginning to waver, but he was determined to see this through. 

Finally, they reached the clearing and they stumbled upon an abandoned cottage, now overgrown with moss and ivy, and felt a chill run down their spines. Its windows shattered and its walls covered in moss and ivy. The moonlight cast an eerie glow over the dilapidated structure, making it seem even more foreboding. 

"I think we should go back," whispered Sarah, her eyes wide with fear. 

"No way, we came all this way. We have to see what's inside," declared Jake, his voice tinged with a hint of madness. 

Reluctantly, the group approached the cottage, the creaking of the floorboards beneath their feet sending shivers down their backbones. 

As they pushed open the door, a musty smell assailed their nostrils, making them gag. Inside, the walls were covered in peeling wallpaper, and the furniture was draped in dusty sheets. The air was thick with an unnatural silence, broken only by the sound of their own breathing. 

Suddenly, a loud crash echoed through the cottage, causing them to jump in alarm. They looked around wildly, their hearts pounding in their chests. 

"What was that?" whispered Emily, her voice barely audible. 

"I don't know, but we need to get out of here," said Sarah, her voice filled with panic. 

Before they could make a move, a figure emerged from the shadows, its eyes glowing with an otherworldly light. The adults screamed in terror, backing away in fear. 

"You should not have come here," the figure hissed, its voice chilling them to the core. 

Without another word, the figure lunged towards them, its long, bony fingers reaching out to grab them. Jake, Emily and Sarah turned and fled, running through the forest as if their lives depended on it. 

As they stumbled through the darkness, branches clawing at their skin and roots tripping them up, they could hear the figure's mocking laughter echoing behind them. 

As they ran deeper into the forest, they heard the sound of crying coming from a clearing up ahead. Curiosity getting the better of them, they pressed on, only to come face to face with Neo's monstrous baby creature that had haunted the forest for some time. 
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It let out a haunting wail, causing them to freeze in fear. They could feel the darkness and malevolence emanating from the creature, knowing that it was a force to be reckoned with. As they turned to flee, they heard a voice calling out from the shadows - a spectral figure that appeared to be Neo herself. 

She warned them of the danger they faced, urging them to escape before it was too late. With a final plea, she disappeared into the night, leaving them shaken to their core. As they ran from the forest, they could hear the sound of the creature's howls growing louder behind them. They knew they had unleashed a darkness that could not be contained, a horror that would haunt them for the rest of their days. 

Finally, they burst out of the forest, gasping for breath and collapsing on the ground. The moon hung in the sky, casting a pale light over the scene, but the adults knew they would never be the same again. 

"We should never have gone to that haunted cottage," whispered Emily, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Yeah, well, we learned our lesson," said Jake, his voice filled with regret. 

As they sat there, catching their breath and trying to make sense of what had just happened, a chill wind blew through the clearing, carrying with it the ghostly whispers of the forest. 

And in that moment, they knew that some things were better left undisturbed – especially the haunted cottage in the terrifying forest. As days went by, the trio, Sarah Jake and Emily started to behave strangely in the Village. 

Each time Sarah took a bath, the water would just turn into blood and she would jump out and run away. Sarah had always considered herself a rational person. She was a successful lawyer, with a keen mind and a no-nonsense attitude towards life. So when she started hearing the soft cries of a baby every time she did something, she was understandably disturbed. 

It all began one afternoon, when Sarah was working late in her office. As she reached for a file on her desk, she heard the faint sound of a baby crying. She looked around, but there was no one else in the room. She shook it off as her imagination playing tricks on her and went back to work. But the crying didn't stop. Every time she answered a phone call, opened a drawer, or even took a sip of water, she could hear the baby's cries.

It was as if the sound was following her, haunting her every move. 

Sarah tried to ignore it at first, telling herself that she was just stressed out from work. But as the days went by, the crying grew louder and more insistent. It began to consume her thoughts, to the point where she could no longer focus on her work or sleep at night. Sarah would experience itchiness on her breast, and suddenly she would feel like a baby is imbibing her and her breast would be leaking out blood thereafter. 

Her colleagues started to notice something was off about Sarah. She was irritable and distracted, always jumping at the slightest sound. 
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