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CHAPTER 1
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With resigned eyes, which had no other remedy, than to be wiped, she was staring at the distant storm, coming closer, without moving or talking. She hadn’t any more hope, wouldn’t care. The inevitable would bring the end of suffering, and that was better than nothing.

The wounds caused by the ropes restraining her wrists were burning, and wouldn’t stop hurting, while the storm was drawing closer, and the waves were threatening to come closer and closer. 

Fragile, and incapacitated, the sand whirls, lost, shook by the arms of the wind, dripping through its quick hands, that spread it through the shoulders and torso of that congested emptiness sky, until it drops her, wounded and subdued, in what was once her floor.

It blows to one way, and another, while the rain reminds that, maybe one day, in another night, not this one, but this one as well, somewhere and in a distant place, hidden and unreachable, the time was calm, and of a known certainty.

Unlike now, that everything vanishes and tumbles. Unlike now, that the place, being hers, never was hers.

Not even that place, despite being, still is. And no one knows the reason, or how to explain.

And no one knows why, nor how to explain.

And no one knows how to explain.

And no one knows how to explain, understand, transform into a logical sequence, subject to rules, frame into standards, rationalize, while it’s being thrown around, crumbling, while bumping against the rocks, and avoiding them without avoiding them, covering herself with them, and covering them, mixed in the water, and the wind, and the night, thrown into darkness, with the senses deafened by the waves moisturizing her, and the wind driving her crazy, back and forth, back and forth, back and forth, without knowing if it will ever stop, but with the certainty that there’s no turning back. There’s no longer a return. It’s gone, forever.

It’s gone forever.

And no one knows why, nor how to explain it.

And no one knows why, nor how to explain it.

And no one knows how to explain it.

And no one knows why it’s still twirling chaotically: untidily. No one can explain that fickle whistle that throws her back and forth, back and forth, back and forth, while the rain whips the fogged up window, and there’s nothing else left, apart from nothing, in the middle of the darkness and the enraged waves, held In the storm, inside the storm, at the mercy of the storm, imprisoned by the storm, under the storm.

Warned of the return, the servants had made the environment warm and welcoming, to their lord’s rest.

The fireplace had been lit in the living room, and the blue bedroom, his bedroom. Everything there was official and organized, but, simultaneously, stately personal, and every caprice should be immediately obeyed and without hesitation.

The position he had taken by inherence, in that house, was already lost in the years. And, while entering teenage years, he had become the second most powerful man in the kingdom, right after the sovereign itself, who, despite reigning over them, and himself, was prudently feared by him.

The wind, outside, was moaning desperately. A desperate moan, that wouldn’t bother the cold heart that was accusing, judging and presiding to executions and tortures. That would order witches to be burned, that would order thieves to be amputated, and would order to whip and return beat up wives to their husbands, from who they had managed to escape.

Guardian of moral and good practices, adopted son raised by the Bishop, who raised him under the strict church rules, after ordering the execution of his father, from who he inherited the residence and the position, by accusation of treason and conspiring against the institution of the Holy Church, sharing the alcove of power with the king. The real reason, was the Bishop longing for his mother, who, instead of giving herself to the forbidden sins of the work, seeing herself a widow, and without her son, who wasn’t even one year old, to be cared by him in the residence of who he had murdered, to guarantee the kingdom’s peace, and the stability of the regency’s inheritance line, had ended her own life.

But his true story, the governing wasn’t old enough to remember, and was unaware of it. No one would dare to tell him, someday, because he was impulsive in accusations, inflexible in trials, and cruel and fast in executions.

Educated, like a warlord, a general, and a feared soldier, not only by his enemies, but by the king himself, who had the perfect notion, that the army trained and commanded by him, would be enough to take him off the royal place. But he wouldn’t show fear, and would rule over him, trying to keep him in real impunity and freedom, filling him with privileges, conceding him the status of unattainable, and criminally unpunishable, by duty and lineage, that way becoming useful to him, and securing his own loyalty and safety.

The population’s nightmare, on who his rage would fall, and where his army would enter, because he would not only order soldiers to be executed, as well as an entire age group of civilian men, chosen in every conflict, as a community punishment from insurrection, and also raping every woman and young girl who would cross his path, killing them right after, to make sure there were no eventual bastard sons.

Ruling for a long while, with a countless fortune, which would considerably increase with every new war, reaching the age of thirty, he decided, that none of increasing number of brides who proposed to him were good enough and the king and the bishop feared the end of that terror imposed, but stable peace and the chaos that would occur, if he’d leave the earth without leaving descendants. 

So, that afternoon and knowing he was returning from the war, the Bishop went to his official residence, to meet him.

Now, as the afternoon darkened, under the rain waves, and the wind’s howls, under the storm, in the giant first floor salon, illuminated by the candles, organized in dozens of silver candlesticks, the Bishop was sitting at the table, in front of him, trying to make him see why he had to pick a bride, and get married. Even the king was starting to feel impatient with the derangement that would come, if he wouldn’t do it. He would inclusively remind him, that if he wouldn’t be pleased with any of the proposals, the king had given him the privilege to choose any woman, who would live in the ruling territory, as long as no husband was known, and he would marry her by mere will intention rule, approved by the Bishop, even against the contrary will of the chosen one. And also, in that case, the bishop’s power would be limited to check the requirement fulfilling, the mandatory previous process, of waiting eight days, after the announcement of the order pronounce, so that, any man who would be married to her, could reclaim his ownership of the wife.

He didn’t seem willing to change his mind, much to the bishop’s despair, who was being pressured by the king. He’d ask him, if he didn’t prefer to have his own wife, collected and of permanent access, instead of raping and killing women of the population he was ruling, because, someday, due to all the violence, the people would fight back.

He answered, that it was a right of his own, and that the population’s parents could always produce new daughters, to replace the ones he would use to please himself, and then kill, adding he wouldn’t understand, what was the big concern, and the big problem.

Faced with the bishop’s insistence, who argued it would be an order from the king, moral and God, that he would marry a woman, and have children who would ensure the good government lineage, and social peace of the ruling land, he, easily annoyed, and not admitting any limits to be imposed, replied to the Bishop, that if it was an order of God, that he would have to make the imposed decision, then, what God had to do, was to show it, bringing a woman to his path, and that when he’d see her, he would have such a big impulse to take her to himself, and subdue her, not once, but permanently. And, if God would make that happen, he’d immediately marry her no matter what her will was. Until God make it come true, his condition would remain the same, because God knew what he wanted, so, if He wouldn’t do it, that was His sacred will.

The bishop, shocked, reprehended him, saying it was a blasphemy.

Actually, he was a bit out of control, under the effect of the wine he hadn’t stopped drinking, since he arrived from his long journey back, under the storm.

Thus, the bishop, warning him he would be in trouble with the king, due to his stubbornness, and after hearing the answer, that the king would be in trouble with him, if he wouldn’t respect his wishes, decided to end the conversation in that moment, it was becoming useless, and retreat to his accommodation that he, informed by his arrival, had told the servants to prepare.

He was then, alone in the salon, sitting at the table, drunk, laughing on his own, and repeating that the king would be in trouble with him, and so would God.

The storm was increasing in intensity, and approaching more and more. And, while he was there, the light of an extremely nearby fallen lightning illuminated the salon, and the deafening sound of the thunder that followed, shook the salon’s windows and walls, in such a way that he was spooked to the point of dropping his glass, which fell on the floor, shattered.

He thought he had seen something falling in the garden in front of the house, and after screaming to the servants, to clean the mess, he quickly walked towards the door, opened it, and went out to the garden, to check what had happened.

And in the end, what remained, was what never seem to have existed. A strange place, that came out from inside us.

From inside to outsider.

From the interior to the exterior.

From inside the storm, to outside the storm.

From under the storm, to above the storm.

It never existed, but it was always there. It never existed, but it’s all that remains. What remains from everything, and where we go to, without any condescendence of option, alternative, or change.

It’s the nothing that is left, in which we forcefully insert ourselves in. it’s the nothing that is left for us. It’s everything we contain ourselves in.

It’s that place where we were and that was always ours, and that disappeared between the sea’s spasms and the howls of the wind, back and forth, back and forth, back and forth, back and forth, since always, and forever. Since always, and forever. Since always, and forever.

She closed her eyes in fear, so she couldn’t see the storm crashing on her. She knew she was going to die, but she wasn’t dead yet, it wasn’t the end.

In that intense rain afternoon, with the civil protection alerting people through all the media to stay home, due to the storm, she stubbornly decided that she didn’t feel like staying at home, and that she’d go for a walk, and would be back home before the weather would get worse.

But the bad weather wasn’t the biggest danger, in that afternoon, in those deserted and extremely foggy streets, in the middle of an intense wind and rain sound, under the storm.

There wasn’t a single person outside, it was dark and when she has halfway through the course, she wanted to do, all she heard was a car approaching from behind and too close to the sidewalk, when it was close enough, its occupants grabbed her and pulled her inside.

The terror was intense. She was assaulted and threatened, however not sexually, as she feared. She was forced to deliver her debit cards, and the codes, and after a few stops, in which her captors withdrew money with them, since she saw their uncovered faces, they had decided to tie her there, counting on the storm’s help, to finish the job.

And the storm seemed decided to accept the horrendous offer.

And, in that moment, when everything was crashing on her and she was closing her eyes, she was conscious it was her time to die.
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CHAPTER 2
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The wind was blowing ice cold, and even though the afternoon was still ending, the darkness had already settled in, between the icy water torrents dropping from the sky, like a divine fury, decided to punish the helpless and scared world, under the storm.

Completely soaked, drunk, and unable to see too clearly, he entered the front part of the garden in front of his official residence. Warned by the servants, two of his soldiers, who would always remain alert to escort him, followed him.

He was looking at a dark fabric, that seemed to wear a moveless body, that had fallen from the unknown, in the front part of his official residence’s garden, under the storm.

He got down and touched it. It moaned. His soldiers unsheathed their swords. It was a woman. Completely soaked, he yelled her the wind had brought a witch from the skies, and that she’ll pay the attack attempt with her life.

He grabbed her firmly by the hair, leaning the sword against her neck, and screamed at her, that she was a witch, and she was going to die.

She opened her eyes, frightened, realizing she wasn’t dead, and that she didn’t know where she was, and got panicked, after hearing his screams. With the impact, and whatever the path she took, in the middle of the wind and the water, unconscious, and under the storm, the ropes restraining had loosened and disappeared.

She started kicking, hysterical, calling him a son of a bitch, saying that his mother was the witch, and that if he dared to kill her, when the storm was over, and the police would find the body, he’d rot in prison, being raped every day.

He didn’t expect that weird reaction, he was blocked, without dropping her, looking at her, more and more soaked, in the middle of the garden, the night, the rain and the win, under the storm.

He calmed down, and sheathed the sword. In the middle of the intense rain noise, he screamed at his soldiers, so they’d hear him, that she wasn’t a witch, she didn’t know who he was. Then, he told her, drily, that she didn’t know who he was. He struck her, and she screamed loudly. He said, she wasn’t going anywhere, until what had happened had been clarified. He said, they’d go inside, and he’d figure a way to find out who she was, and what she was doing there, fallen in his official residence’s garden, in the middle of the storm, a woman, not duly accompanied by her husband.

Then, he dragged into the house, and from there, to the salon, while she was flouncing, without, however, being released by him.

He dragged her to the front of the fireplace, and then dropped her, stepping a bit away from her.

She got slightly calmer, and looked around. She saw the salon clearly, and also the servants. With a weird look, she asked him where she was. She said she needed a phone, to ask for help and return home. Then, she looked at him once again, and asked if the lights were out, and if that was some sort of a theatre play.  

A servant had brought a towel, and was drying her head with it.

He, who had no clue what she had just said, ignored her, and asked her where her husband was. Then, he ordered him to take her jacket off, to allow the servants to dry her.

Annoyed, she replied she didn’t need anyone to dry her, she just needed to go home.

He suddenly approached her to beat her, and screamed she would be in trouble, if she wouldn’t take the jacket off, and tell him where her husband was.

She took off her jacket very quickly. He was frozen for a moment, looking at her, and then struck her hard, knocking her onto the ground, and then screamed at her to cover herself, throwing the towel onto her. Then, he said it was clear she had no husband.

She started crying, covering herself with the towel, and yelled at him she wanted to go home, that she had no husband, and that she couldn’t understand, why wouldn’t he let her go, and was so obsessed with her husband.

He said, that if she had no husband, she had no home either, and that God brought her to his presence, to change his path.

He ordered one of the servants to call the Bishop, and told another to bring a dress from the servants’ uniform closet, so that she could wear it.

She screamed that she wouldn’t wear any dress, and that she had to go home.

He advanced towards her, and hit her again. She stood still, wrapped in the towel, on the floor, without saying any word more.

The servant returned quickly, with a dress. He grabbed it, looked at her, then gave the dress back to the servant.

The Bishop arrived, and told him to accompany him to another room. He ordered the servant to take care of her, affirming that, when he would return, he’d want to see her dry, and properly dressed. He ordered, that everything found in her clothes, would be immediately given to him by another servant, and also, he wanted her clothes to be burned, after they were taken from her. He also emphasized, that she should not be left unsupervised, under any circumstance.

Then, he left the salon, accompanied by the Bishop.

The servant approached her with the dress, and asked her permission to take her clothes off, to dry her, and to dress her. Since she didn’t react, the servant insisted, saying that the lord was angry, and that if his orders weren’t fulfilled, upon his return, she didn’t want to think about what would happen to both of them.

She remained silent, but allowed the servant to carry out the orders she had.

After drying and dressing her, the servant grabbed her clothes, looking at her with a weird gaze. She rummaged in her pockets, and took out everything she found. Then, she approached another servant, and while giving her the clothes, and everything she found, told her she had heard the lord’s orders. The other servant immediately left the salon, carrying what had been delivered to her.

The servant told her, it would be better for her, if she would sit at the fireplace to warm up, and avoid getting sick.

A while after that, he came back to the salon, accompanied by the Bishop. Both stared at her for a moment, with a weird look.

Then, he approached her, informing her that he had been looking at her belongings, which were found in her pockets. He looked at the Bishop, then at her, and asked, commenting, if it was any sort of identification document.

She hadn’t looked at him, but faced with that weird question, she raised her eyes towards him, and answered affirmatively.

He looked at the Bishop, and then back at her, observing her attentively.

He commented, without any doubt, that it was God who had made a miracle, and has placed her there, and he wouldn’t believe it, if he hadn’t seen what was found, making sure it was not possible to find anything else made of that matter, and so, the elements appearing there should also be real.
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