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Chapter 1

	
ABRAHAM & THE “CULT LEADER”

	 

	The night was still as Michelle slipped into a deep sleep, dreaming of baby strollers, soft blankets, and the love she felt for her unborn child. Meanwhile, Abraham’s car hummed along the highway, his off- key singing piercing the darkness. To the right, the looming shadow of the landfill cast an ominous presence, its stench suffusing the air. For a moment, it seemed as though the mountain of garbage might swallow the car whole. At the base of this heap stood José, a solitary figure beside his shed, clutching a radio to his ear, his eyes following Abraham’s car as it passed.

	Soon, the car approached the edge of a dense, dark forest near the Albertsons Correctional Facility. Abraham stepped out, peering into the woods as he searched for something. His gaze swept from left to right, straining to catch any flicker of movement or light. Just as he was about to return to his car, a flash of light caught his attention. Relief washed over him, and he jumped up, pumping his fists in the air. “Yes!” he shouted, exhilarated by curiosity and adventure.

	Climbing back into his car, Abraham followed the path into the woods. The further he drove, the brighter the lights became, accompanied by distant sounds of music and voices. He stopped in front of an encampment of tents and sheds illuminated by oil lamps and torches. A rhythmic, hypnotic beat emanated from the largest tent at the center of the compound. A small group of men, women,
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	and children, all dressed in white robes and sneakers, approached him with warm smiles.

	“Welcome to our humble abode,” one of them said. “We hope your stay here will be pleasant.”

	“Thank you, my brothers, the Bible Disciples,” replied Abraham. “Blessed be and strengthened. I look forward to meeting my friend Joshua.”

	A sigh of relief escaped Abraham; he had finally reached the encampment of the Bible Disciples and their leader, Joshua. Each member of the group greeted him with a kiss on the forehead.

	“Our leader Joshua awaits you in the large tent,” said Reuben, the eldest of the group and Joshua’s right hand. “He will be happy to see you! Come, join us.” Abraham

	was escorted toward the tent, where the sounds of singing and drumming grew louder. As he entered, he found members dancing joyfully while Joshua sat cross-legged on thick mats, surrounded by cushions and wearing black robes. He embraced the children and women around him, enjoying wine and feasting on trays filled with meat, fruit, and cakes.

	Abraham approached the tent, clapping his hands in excitement to join the singers. The group accompanying him bowed before Joshua, who kissed each one on the forehead before returning to his feast. At the entrance, Abraham was captivated by the mesmerizing movements of the women dancing, though their allure paled in comparison to Joshua’s commanding presence.

	Joshua’s charisma and authority fascinated Abraham. His eyes sparkled with admiration as a euphoric sensation washed over him, easing his tension. The sensuality of the dancers heightened his anticipation, filling him with a longing he had never experienced before. To Abraham, Joshua appeared as a towering figure, akin to great military leaders like Alexander the Great or emperors of
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	China and Japan, particularly resembling Stalin—revered despite his atrocities.

	Noticing Abraham, Joshua beckoned him closer. “Peace be with you and your family, Abraham. Come, my ally, my esteemed friend! Please—join us. We are delighted to welcome you.”

	Abraham bowed and received a kiss on the forehead, feeling confusion and embarrassment. Joshua then turned to his people, commanding their attention.

	“Come, brothers and sisters, welcome dear Abraham,” Joshua announced with a smile. As Abraham scanned the tent, he felt warmth radiating from the gathered crowd. They encircled him, offering hugs and genuine affection. The men placed gentle kisses on his forehead while the women kissed his cheeks, causing him to blush with a mix of pleasure and unease.

	As Joshua approached, the crowd fell silent, their eyes fixed on the unfolding scene. Abraham’s heart raced, fearing he had done something wrong. But Joshua embraced him warmly and chuckled, “What’s wrong, Abraham? Did you think we would harm you? Relax, brother; you are one of us.”

	Laughter erupted, and a wave of relief washed over Abraham. Joshua’s reassuring embrace prompted him to return the hug, albeit tentatively.

	“Abraham, my son,” Joshua began, his voice a mix of curiosity and sadness. “Where is your son Isaac? Why didn’t you bring him? He is welcome here. Do you live far or nearby? We miss his presence.” Abraham’s attention drifted to a girl dancing nearby. Sara, with her angelic smile and captivating moves, held him spellbound. Struggling to focus, he replied absently, “You asked about my son, right? He

	wasn’t with me today, but I’ll bring him next time if you’d like.” Joshua noticed Abraham’s distraction and smiled knowingly.

	“You didn’t tell us where you live. I hope it’s close by.”
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	“I live on the ground floor by the barber shop at the corner,” Abraham replied, sensing the amusement in Joshua’s eyes.

	“Join us, brother Abraham. The Lord cares for His followers.

	Come, share our meal,” Joshua invited, gesturing to the cushions.

	Abraham sat cross-legged, eagerly reaching for the food before him. He saw Joshua writing something on a slip of paper and slipping it into his pocket. Between bites, he couldn’t take his eyes off Sara, who danced closer, intensifying his senses.

	Joshua leaned in, hugging Abraham’s shoulder and whispering, “Abraham, do you like this girl? Would you deflower her?”

	“Yes, I like her! I’d do anything for her,” Abraham stammered, embarrassment flushing his face.

	Joshua signaled for Sara to return to the dancers and whispered, “Her name is Sara. Our girls don’t date outsiders; they are devoted to our men after marriage—men of our cult. But this could change. If I choose, Sara will be yours, even though you’re not yet a member of our group.”

	Despair clouded Abraham’s face. “I understand, Joshua. I don’t belong to the cult, so I can’t have Sara. I’m disappointed.”

	Joshua observed as Abraham lowered his head, gripping his arm tightly. “The question is, what would you give in return? Food? Money? Assets? Or even the most precious things you have—yourself? Your family? Your soul?”

	Abraham felt a wave of discomfort. Joshua’s words cut deep, but Sara’s image clung to his heart. “I won’t give anything. I usually take what I want without giving anything back.”

	Joshua tightened his grip, and Abraham struggled in vain. “Don’t play games. I saw the fog in your eyes. What are you willing to give?” “Everything! You’re right; she’s hypnotized me. I would give

	anything to have her,” Abraham admitted reluctantly.

	Joshua released his grip on Abraham’s arm and patted his
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	shoulder. “Good, Abraham. We understand each other. Stick with me, and I’ll take care of you.”

	Abraham nodded, Joshua’s words echoing in his mind as he watched the dancers. Their swaying hips, bright smiles, and graceful movements captivated him, filling him with a mix of joy and unease. Joshua moved among them, hugging and kissing the adults, holding the children close, and—much to Abraham’s surprise—kissing them on the mouth in an inappropriate manner. Yet, the others didn’t seem to mind; they simply continued their frenzied dancing. Abraham wondered if Joshua’s behavior was part of their religious experience, a display of the leader’s affection for his followers, or a sign of the power he held over them.

	Suddenly, Joshua raised his hand, and the cacophony of music and movement ceased. Abraham froze, anxiety gripping him. He feared something terrible was about to happen. Had he angered Joshua or the others? Were they going to stone him... or worse, crucify him with boards from the nearby construction site?

	“My dear brothers and sisters, disciples of the Bible!” Joshua’s voice boomed, cutting through Abraham’s thoughts. “I have words from the Lord to share, especially with our guest and brother, Abraham. Listen! Your name symbolizes courage, determination, and sacrifice! You, Abraham, our friend... yes, you! You are the only person God believed in and trusted more than anyone else in the world!”

	Abraham was astonished, struggling to comprehend but listening with joy. A squeal of delight escaped his lips, which he quickly stifled. He realized they were speaking about him. A profound sense of upliftment, belief in his uniqueness, and irrational power consumed him, enveloping him in a pure, angelic halo. Joshua continued to captivate the crowd with his charismatic presence, drawing every eye and ear to him as if he were a superstar.

	“Do not forget, our brother Abraham, you are God’s emissary!
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	You are the chosen one... not Jesus, not Muhammad, and not Baba Babbi. And remember Eve!”

	A wave of anger surged through Abraham at the mention of Eve. She had seduced Adam, betrayed him, and reveled in his downfall. Because of her, Adam was banished from heaven and stripped of eternal life. Eve represented evil, which is why they must remain wary of such women today—they bring suffering and despair into the world. Yet, they possessed one redeeming quality: their ability to seduce men. Abraham’s newfound belief in his divine nature clashed with his earthly desires, creating an intense internal conflict.

	At that moment, Abraham felt his essence floating in higher realms, surrounded by a heavenly glow. He momentarily forgot the tangible pleasures and lusts that had guided his life, experiencing a spiritual illumination unlike anything he had felt before. Through the clouds of divine light, he thought he heard a voice calling his name. “Abraham! Abraham!” A thought flickered through his mind.

	Could he be unique in human history? Could God Himself want to know him? Was he the messiah?

	The voice calling his name grew louder, and a mysterious hand gripped his arm, shaking it forcefully.

	“What’s wrong with you, Abraham?! You’re not here! Come back to us now! Abraham... enough... snap out of it!” Reluctantly, Abraham returned to the cold reality of the world, disoriented and confused.

	“What happened? Where am I? What did you do to me?” he asked, turning to Joshua. “Why are you yelling in my ear? Don’t rip my arm off... I still need it.”

	Joshua calmed him with a friendly hug, laughing in relief as the curious cult members surrounded the embarrassed and shaken Abraham.

	“Calm down, dear brother Abraham. For a few minutes, it seemed as if you were thrown into other worlds. Luckily, God ensured your

	 

	
CHAPTER 1

	 

	 

	return! Many have lost their lives or sanity experiencing what you did. You see, God has not forgotten you. He wants you to join us, to welcome you as an equal, as God’s chosen son! Just as the Israelites were told that day... I will bring you, Abraham, the messiah.”

	Abraham smiled warmly at Sara, who returned a shy yet smirking smile. Turning to Joshua, he said, “Okay. I’m interested in joining the cult if I can have Sara. Deal?”

	“Abraham, my brother! God has asked you to bring Isaac along, and we will hold a ceremony to welcome you both—an unforgettable event. And don’t worry about Sara! After the ceremony, you’ll receive a bonus... Sara,” Joshua said with a chilling laugh. “I will keep an eye on Isaac while you do whatever you want with her. Do we have a deal?”

	Abraham smiled, though he felt uncertain about why Isaac needed to be part of the initiation. “Okay, Joshua, we have a deal,” he mumbled, feeling as if he had died and gone to heaven.

	Joshua embraced Abraham, filling him with pride and warmth from the praise. Raising his hands, Joshua captured everyone’s attention once more.

	“My dear brothers and sisters! Soon, our brother Abraham and his son Isaac will be initiated into the Bible disciples. Let’s return to dancing, singing, and glorifying Abraham, God’s chosen emissary for this test of strength and faith. Long live Abraham!”

	The crowd erupted in applause and cheers, gathering around Abraham, who felt a mix of excitement and trepidation, like a bride on her wedding day. The dancing and chanting continued, creating an almost trance-like atmosphere. Seeking comfort, Abraham pulled Sara close. He looked for Joshua but couldn’t find him. Curious, he asked Sara, “Have you seen Joshua? Where can I find him?”

	“He’s probably at his shack at the edge of the woods,” Sara replied. “He isolates himself there to commune with God and doesn’t like to
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	be disturbed. If you need anything, talk to me or wait until you see Joshua again. It’s getting late; I have to go. Goodbye, Abraham.”

	She kissed him lightly on the cheek and hurried away. Abraham stood still, contemplating her words. “Next time, Sara will be mine, just as Joshua promised,” he thought. He waved goodbye to those who remained, hugged a few, and then walked wearily to his car. As he put the keys in the door, he lingered, pondering Joshua’s charismatic presence. “I wonder what Joshua is doing now. That bastard is probably up to no good,” he muttered.

	Determined to uncover the truth, Abraham waited until the last member of the cult had left. The woods were silent and eerie, concealing secrets best left undiscovered. Following Sara’s directions, he made his way to Joshua’s shack. With each step, his fears intensified. “Maybe this is a mistake. If I’m caught, I’ll be thrown out of the cult,” he thought.

	He considered turning back but froze when he glimpsed the shack’s shadow through the fog, alongside Joshua’s black GMC van. Cautiously, Abraham approached the dimly lit structure, hearing faint grunts and murmurs from within. He bent down and crawled to a grimy window, wiping a small section clean to peer inside.

	What he saw horrified him. Inside the shack, a boy and girl, no older than seven or eight, were chained to the wall, naked and hooded. Joshua, clad in his minister’s robe and fake beard, stood before them, whipping them with sadistic glee. Abraham recalled a news profile about a cult leader whose description matched Joshua’s exactly.

	He knew he had to call the police, but fear paralyzed him. “This is insane! Now I understand why he wears the robe and the fake beard,” he murmured. The children’s pleas for mercy only fueled Joshua’s cruelty as he mocked, “Release you? Sure, I’ll do that right away.”

	Abraham felt the urge to flee, but his legs were leaden. He heard Joshua’s chilling voice: “I am your angel, your lord who takes care of
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	you. I am your father, and I can do whatever I want to you. You love me, respect me, and need me...”

	Frozen in place, Abraham grasped the horror of Joshua’s actions. The weight of what he had witnessed bore down on him, and he knew that his life—and the lives of those children—would never be the same. The children’s cries echoed through the night, a haunting chorus of terror and despair. Suddenly, they fell silent, stunned by an unexpected sound—Joshua’s cry piercing the chaos. The devilish intent behind his actions manifested in that hellish shack, where

	innocence lay shattered.

	Burdened by the horrific events he had just witnessed, Abraham pulled himself away from the window. In his frantic escape, he stumbled over an old barrel, the loud crash reverberating through the stillness. Panicked, he sought refuge behind a broad tree trunk, his heart racing.

	The shack’s door creaked open, revealing Joshua, who peered out suspiciously. His gloved hands gripped the doorframe, tension evident in every movement. Once satisfied that no one was watching, he donned black sunglasses and dragged the children out, their heads covered and mouths taped to stifle any sound. He treated them with indifference, stuffing them into a van and hiding them beneath cardboard boxes and blankets before driving down the empty road.

	Shaken, Abraham reached his car. He glanced around to ensure he wasn’t seen before speeding away. His skin was pale, his breath ragged, and sweat dripped from his brow as he trembled. The road out of the woods led him past a landfill, a stark contrast to the horrors he had just escaped.

	Meanwhile, José sat on his couch, tuning into the radio. Joshua and Abraham, both in their cars, did the same.

	“Good evening, listeners. It’s midnight. This is Tom Walker with the news. Proposition 499 passed today in the Senate, aimed
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	at promoting education. In other news, the search continues for seven-year-old Dan Thorndale, who has been missing since yesterday, and eight-year-old Naima Sheldon, who disappeared today. Police attribute their disappearance to a ‘cult leader’ and are seeking public assistance in locating the children.”

	Angrily, José shut off the radio, cursing the ‘cult leader.’ Joshua turned off his radio and continued driving. However, Abraham pulled over, turned off his radio, and lit a cigarette, murmuring to himself. “Who would have thought? Joshua, the leader of the Bible disciples, is the ‘cult leader’? That crazy son of a bitch… a psychopath! I could bury him so deep he’ll never see daylight again. But first, I need to call Michelle and Michael… they’ll be so jealous.” He paused, contemplating his next move. “Wait, if I turn him in now, I’ll lose

	out on Sara and the others… maybe I should reconsider.”

	He wrestled with his thoughts, his mind racing. “What if I tell Joshua I know everything? I could record him, make him do my bidding, or even turn him in to the police,” he cackled. “Joshua, send Sara to me today. Then the blonde... and later, the one with the full lips.” Mimicking Joshua’s voice, he continued, “Okay, Abraham, whatever you want… just don’t tell anyone what you saw. I’m your servant… whatever you command!”

	Abraham’s laughter echoed through the night as he started his car and drove home. Meanwhile, Joshua approached a dark grove on the outskirts of town. Ensuring no one was around, he drove in with his headlights off, removing the hoods from the children’s heads, unaware they could now identify him. He tossed them out, their cries filling the air, before beginning to chant as he vanished into the darkness, his headlights still off.

	 

	
 

	Chapter 2

	
EVE & MICHELLE’S SECRET

	 

	“And the devil shall go to the chosen people who have committed crimes, become corrupt, and did not follow the ways of the Lord. And the devil shall come and play with them.”

	The devil’s face emerges from Joshua’s body, draped in a black minister’s robe. Surrounding him are children with hoods over their heads and tape across their mouths, screaming in terror and whimpering in fear. They frantically try to remove the hoods and tape, attempting to escape, but he materializes everywhere, blocking their path. He gathers them into his great black robe, laughing cruelly, and throws them into the shack of hell, where more children have been abused.

	Eve, Gideon, and Michelle also take on the devil’s image, along with Abraham’s mother, as they chase Abraham everywhere. He thrashes restlessly in his sleep, drenched in sweat, shaking at the horrors passing through his mind. He mumbles:

	“No… No… No!!! Don’t do it!!! I am Abraham, the emissary of the Lord. I command you to stop!!! The Lord is at my side, and He will light my way… I will destroy the devil wherever he is! The Lord has given me the power and faith to fight the devil.”

	A sudden rattling of keys startles Abraham awake. Confused and disoriented, he looks fearfully around for the devil, who has vanished into the dark, cold night. Michelle walks into the apartment,
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	humming “What a Wonderful World.” Abraham pretends to sleep, praying for her singing to stop. Fortunately, the telephone rings, cutting her song short. She picks up the phone in the guest room, unaware that Abraham has quietly picked up the phone in the bedroom to eavesdrop.

	“Hello… this is Michelle! Who is this?”

	“Hi, Eve! How are you? How is sweet Isaac? Is everybody OK?”

	Eve sighs in relief at hearing Michelle’s voice, much preferring it over Abraham’s.

	“Hi, Michelle… We’re all OK, thank you. How’s life with Abraham? By the way, he isn’t home?”

	Michelle starts laughing, surprising Eve.

	“He’s home, sleeping like a baby! Otherwise, he’d answer the phone… Did you want

	to talk to him?”

	“I wanted to ask him an important favor. This Friday, in two days, I’m going on vacation with my girlfriends from work until Sunday morning. This is the first time we’re going away together without the men. I could ask Gideon to watch over Isaac, but I’d prefer you to take Isaac for the weekend! You can come over and pick him up on Friday, and I’ll get him back on Sunday, OK? You can go anywhere you like… the amusement park, safari, a play… my treat! I’ll pay for his expenses! I hope you can convince Abraham to agree.”

	“OK, Eve… You can go peacefully. Stop it. I’ll pay for his expenses. You’re insulting me! We’re happy to have Isaac, and we’ll cover whatever he wants to do. Don’t worry about Abraham; it’s fine! He won’t cause any trouble… let him try! He’ll learn what it’s like for us women to punish him… a sex strike until his balls turn blue.”

	Abraham’s face sours, feeling like a pickle bitten by Eve and Michelle, who laugh out loud. He pounds the bed angrily, thinking: “Fuck you both… you won’t decide for me. I don’t have to host
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	that nag, Isaac… the nasty user who reminds me of his mother, Eve, with every step.”

	Still disgruntled, Abraham continues to listen curiously as Eve speaks.

	“By the way, Isaac wanted to come along with me, but I convinced him he has to spend the time with you! Of course, I promised him a nice present when I got back… maybe a motorized car… but it’s a secret.”

	Michelle remembers Abraham’s mood swings, sometimes angelic and mostly devilish, and feels a twinge of fear.

	“Say, Eve! What do I do if Abraham refuses to take Isaac? Do you have a solution?”

	“Don’t worry, dear! If Abraham gives you a hard time… I’m willing to delay the alimony payment for one month and revoke the stay of exit order… do you think he’ll prefer to ignore the offer?”

	Abraham, listening to Michelle’s last proposal, smiles joyfully. “Don’t worry, Eve. Abraham will agree. My threat and your offer

	will be worthwhile to him.”

	Michelle laughs loudly, and Abraham continues to listen. “Wow, Michelle! You’re something else! You’re sweet and fun!

	Say… what about children? Are you two into it?”

	Abraham turns pale. His fingers clamp around the phone. He pounds the bed again, mumbling:

	“Watch it, Michelle! Don’t you tell her anything… what business is it of hers?”

	Unfortunately for him, Michelle hurriedly responds.

	“Dear Eve, I’ll tell you a secret…but it stays between us! Abraham can’t know I told you! Not only are we into kids, but I’m already 7 weeks pregnant! We’re having a baby in a few months.”

	“Wow… that’s amazing! I’m thrilled for you, Michelle…and for Abraham too! Congratulations.”
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	Despite Eve’s enthusiastic response, her face betrays disinterest and resentment. Her expression twists into one of someone who believes they are better, smarter, and more successful than anyone else. She leans in and whispers with a smirk,

	“By the way, Michelle… I have a little secret too. I’m also 7 weeks pregnant. Maybe the two idiots planned to knock us up at the same time?”

	Michelle laughs, amused. Abraham, in shock, fumbles with the phone. This is the most surprising thing he has ever heard. He clutches the phone to his ear, stopping just in time from saying,

	“No, Eve… wouldn’t it be better if you aborted? You’re going to have another cursed baby? You want to bring little Hitlers into the world?”

	“That’s wonderful, Eve… I’m so happy for you and wish you all the best. Say, you must want a sister for Isaac, right? Or doesn’t it matter to you?”

	Eve chuckles cynically.

	“I really don’t care… if it’s a boy, great. A girl? Great. I just hope Gideon treats our baby better than he treats Isaac. Sometimes it seems like he hates Isaac. What is it about men? Why do they always see stepchildren as obstacles?”

	Michelle laughs.

	“I hope you and Abraham have one child after another. Maybe that way, Abraham won’t be bored with life. Maybe he’s bored of marriage? Who knows? I certainly couldn’t figure it out... and luckily I don’t have to anymore… thank God. Well, bye, Michelle... I’ll see you on Friday.”

	A scornful laugh echoes from Eve as she hangs up. Michelle and Abraham, still eavesdropping, hold the phone like two fools, trapped between their future and past. Abraham is startled to hear an evil laugh from Michelle, not knowing how to process Eve’s comments.
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	He regains his senses and carefully places the phone down. Michelle’s footsteps approach the bedroom, and Abraham quickly covers himself with the blanket, pretending to sleep, snoring. Michelle smiles.

	“Oh, Abraham, you are so sweet and calm when you sleep.” She giggles in satisfaction and returns to the living room. Abraham’s eyes open, filled with hatred.

	“You are a harbinger of chaos! A woman of conflict and strife! You become more like the devil named Eve every day. My first mistake was Isaac, and now the second is your baby, Michelle! (Cries) It’s my fault! All my fault! I shouldn’t have let you bring a child into the world... you’re like my mother… you’re all the same… I hate my mother! And you! You should have died instead of having children!” Suddenly, his mind drifts to a time when he was a sweet seven-year-

	old boy playing in his room with a toy car. His father was at work, and his mother was in her bedroom with her poodle, “Looley,” whom she cared more about than her husband and child. She was watching a movie with an artistic erotic scene. She sighed sadly and raged when the scene ended quickly without showing what she anticipated.

	“Sons of bitches… I just started getting into it, and you’re ending it? You should be ashamed! I don’t give a damn about you… I’ll just put on a porn movie, and you can all kiss my ass.” She screamed at the TV, startling Abraham outside the room, mumbling anxiously as his body shook.

	“She scares me... I wish my idiot father was home when she gets angry. But what can he do? Dad is like a baby doing her bidding! My pathetic, frightened father, scared of her like a mouse fears a cat!”

	“I’m

	sorry,

	but I can’t assist with that.”

	“Don’t you dare tell anyone what you did to me today! You did
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	something really bad, and if I tell a cop, he’ll take you to jail, and you’ll never return home. You’ll be in prison for the rest of your life! But I promise I won’t tell anyone, and you know why, Abraham? Because you’re my son, and I forgive you.”

	“Mommy, I promise not to tell anyone what happened. I want to stay home. I don’t want to go to jail.” Abraham continued on his way and closed the bedroom door silently as his mother continued to pet the dog. Abraham sat in his room, crying.

	“It’s my fault! Mommy shouldn’t have had children! It’s my fault. I hate Mommy! I hate my Mommy!” Abraham’s consciousness returned to the present, and he found himself lying in bed, crying.

	“You shouldn’t bring children into the world. It’s my fault. I hate my mother! I hate my mother!”

	He saw himself again as a child. Two days had passed since the traumatic event. His father was sitting in the living room, reading a newspaper and smiling satisfactorily, while his mother was in the bedroom, smoking and looking at a men’s magazine. She sighed to herself. Abraham was playing with the dog by the road. After a while, he returned home alone and watched a children’s show that sometimes raised a smile on his face. His father asked his mother...

	“Where’s sweet Looley? I made him a bowl of food... he needs to eat and then go out. Isn’t he in the room?”

	“He isn’t here, idiot! Go look for him, feed him, and take him out… get out of my sight!” Abraham left the house with his head lowered, yelling loudly, “Looley! Come to mommy… Looley!!!”

	Minutes later, a hysterical scream pierced the air near the road. Abraham’s father burst into the house, tears streaming down his face. “Looley is by the road... come see what happened to him… come quick… it’s horrible.” His mother dashed out of the house, panic-

	stricken. Abraham wanted to follow, but his father stopped him. “Stay in the house, Abraham. It’s better that you don’t see Looley
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	now… he’s dead, and we have to bury him.” His father rushed towards the road again as his mother’s screams echoed in the distance. Abraham stood in the doorway, a smile creeping across his face.

	“Looley… he’s dead… he got run over… what am I going to do now? How can I live without my Looley?”

	Back in his room, Abraham sits on his bed, meticulously cleaning the blood and skin off the hammer he took from his father’s toolbox. With deliberate precision, he places the hammer back into the box, wraps the bloody rag in a plastic bag, and throws it in the trash.

	 


Chapter 3

	
THE WEEKEND OFFER

	 

	Michelle glanced at her watch, feeling a mix of urgency and frustration. “Get up, Abraham! It’s 9 AM on Friday, and Gideon is bringing Isaac here. Come on, get up,” she coaxed, a giggle escaping her lips. “You lazybones, troublemaker...”

	Abraham’s eyes barely fluttered open as he struggled to shake off the remnants of sleep. Michelle laughed, convinced he was only tethered to reality because of her. When his eyes finally met hers, a serious expression settled on his face.

	“Are you okay now, Abbey? How was heaven? Isn’t hell better?” she teased.

	“Did I hear you mention Isaac? What’s going on?” Abraham’s curiosity seemed genuine, though his tone was sharp. Michelle’s demeanor shifted, a mix of surprise and embarrassment washing over her.

	“Oh boy, I forgot to tell you! Eve called and asked if we could take Isaac for the weekend. She’ll pick him up on Sunday morning. I hope that’s okay with you.”

	Abraham’s grumpy façade remained intact as he decided to test how far he could push her. “Out of the question, Michelle! Maybe I want to go away for the weekend—just the three of us: you, me, and our baby. Eve and Isaac won’t ruin my plans. Understand? I’m not her babysitter. And if I did agree, would she offer something in
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	return? I don’t do favors for free, and I am not Eve’s sucker!”

	Eve’s potential offer was on the tip of Michelle’s tongue, but she decided to make him work for it. “I’m sorry. The only thing Eve offered is that we take Isaac, and she’ll think of a way to make it up to you later.”

	Her words ignited his anger, but he quickly lay back down on the bed, feigning disinterest. “If that’s the case, I’m going back to sleep! If you want to be the babysitter, go to Eve’s and stay with Isaac until Sunday... or maybe until he’s 18. I think you two will get along just fine.”

	Tired of the back-and-forth, Michelle decided to push things forward. “Oh, Abraham, I just remembered! Eve offered to postpone alimony by a month and revoke the exit order! What do you say? Can we get ready

	to take Isaac? Now?” Abraham shot out of bed, looming threateningly over her. His fingers gripped her arm as he glared. “Why didn’t you say something earlier? Are you playing games with me? Did you plan this with Eve? Do I look stupid to you? Be careful, Michelle! You’re starting to become like that scum—Eve! You think you can fool me just because we have a child together, right? I’ve figured you out. You’re both mean and conniving, and I won’t fall for your trap!”

	Michelle stepped back, her heart racing with anxiety. The atmosphere felt oppressive as she recognized a darker side of Abraham she hadn’t seen before. “Are you insane? Do you hear yourself? Eve and I? Evil? Wanting to hurt you?”

	Abraham’s mind raced as he realized he had crossed a line. Laughing wildly, he waved his hands in the air. “I fooled you, Michelle! I was just kidding... and you thought I was serious? Did you forget I’m an actor?”

	Michelle was taken aback by his sudden shift, struggling to discern
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	when he was serious and when he was performing. He embraced her with uncertain warmth, gently stroking her hair and face. “I’m sorry, Michelle, my love. I didn’t mean to upset or frighten you... don’t forget that I love you and our baby more than anything else... more than myself. I promise I won’t do that again! But... if it happens again... just know I’m kidding! I’m just acting,” he said with a harsh laugh. “I am an actor through and through.”

	Tears of relief and understanding streamed down her cheeks. He held her tighter and continued to stroke her hair. But Michelle’s mind was a whirlwind of worry, confusion, and dark thoughts. “Is something wrong with me? Am I paranoid? Abraham loves me so much, yet I can’t shake these troubling thoughts.”

	“Come on, Michelle. We need to get ready to pick up Isaac, remember? Go make us breakfast.”

	“Okay, Abraham, my sweet. I’m going. I hope you can forgive me for everything... I just want us to get along.”

	Abraham smiled at her—a strained smile—as Michelle entered the kitchen, singing and dancing in a good mood. Once she was alone, he picked up the letter opener, his fingers gliding over the blade. Suddenly, the phone rang, and he answered, surprised to hear Eve’s voice on the line.

	“Hello, Abraham. How are you? I heard Isaac is coming to stay with you for the weekend.”

	“Hi, Eve! Michelle mentioned that Isaac is coming. That’s fantastic! We’d love to have him.”

	“That’s why I’m calling. Is that okay with you? Can you pick Isaac up in a little while?”

	“Of course, Eve. No problem at all. We’ll be there in an hour.” “That’s wonderful, Abraham. Thank you and Michelle! You’re

	both amazing,” Eve replied with a laugh. “I’m sure Isaac will have a great time. Let him have whatever he wants—it’s on me. He won’t
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	want to come back after this weekend.” They both chuckled, and Abraham casually asked,

	“By the way, didn’t Isaac prefer staying with Gideon until you returned?”

	“Unfortunately, Isaac and Gideon don’t get along very well. Isaac has already started complaining that Gideon is bothering him.”

	“I understand. I hope Gideon isn’t hurting Isaac. Are you sure everything is okay?”

	“Don’t worry! I always make sure Gideon stays away from Isaac.

	If there were a problem, I would know.”

	Eve hung up, and Abraham did the same. Both remained silent, lost in thought. A short while later, Abraham’s car pulled out of the driveway, turned onto the street, and disappeared. He was driving, with Michelle in the passenger seat, and they continued their drive in silence. As they passed the landfill, they both grimaced at the stench. Michelle turned on the radio, searching for a news station, but Abraham switched it to music.

	“Michelle, I don’t feel like listening to the news. What’s there to hear? Thefts, muggings, vandalism, assaults, destruction, suicides, bombings, shootings—it’s like Sodom and Gomorrah on the air. No wonder God is weary of us.”

	Abraham snorted, waved his hand dismissively, and turned off the radio despite Michelle’s attempts to keep it on.

	“Forget it, Michelle. I’m serious this time. We are not listening to the news. We’re not going to dwell on troubles. Love is all that’s left… Sodom and Gomorrah.”

	Meanwhile, in the landfill, where noise was at its peak, José sat close to the radio, listening to the news.

	“And now for other news. Dan Thorndale and Naima Sheldon, who were kidnapped by a cult leader, were found a short while ago in an abandoned orchard. Although they are
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	healthy, the accounts of horror, suffering, and abuse these children endured have heightened public anger toward the law’s shortcomings. These incidents exacerbate fears and anxieties about the mysterious pedophile.”

	José cursed and angrily turned off the radio. He preferred to rummage through the site to clear his mind. Meanwhile, Mickey, David, and Wally drove toward the police station. David, gripping the steering wheel, switched off the radio and glanced at Mickey.

	“Did you hear that, Mickey? They’re furious at us because the pedophile is still on the loose. When will it end? How does he keep outsmarting us?”

	Wally smirked as he observed Mickey, whose expression remained calm as he responded coolly.

	“Soon, Wally. Very soon. I plan to add more officers to the investigation and seek assistance from Interpol, Scotland Yard, and the FBI. We will uncover the pedophile’s identity, and he will sing at his own trial.”

	Abraham’s car came to a stop in front of Eve’s house. He and Michelle walked side by side to the door, adjusting their clothes. As Abraham reached for the doorbell, an unsettling feeling washed over him, creeping up his throat. Memories of Eve and Gideon making out, nearly naked, flooded his mind. Hatred bubbled within him, filling the dark voids of his thoughts. His body trembled. Abraham tried to shake off the unwelcome memories, but Eve’s voice on the phone telling Michelle about her pregnancy intensified his simmering rage, making him feel nauseous. He managed to steady himself with Michelle’s reassuring touch.

	“What’s wrong, Abraham? Your hand is shaking. Try to relax and pull yourself together; we’re meeting Eve now, and it’s best she doesn’t see you like this. Can you calm down? Isaac must be waiting for us.”
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