


The girl descended, light-footed and confident, across the rocks.
Hereyes pinpointed footholds and ledges, her hands and bare feet following the thread of a path she 
could see clearly along the white limestone wall.
The moon appeared and disappeared, now free, now covered by strips of black clouds that stretched
lazily across the sky.
But the girl did not slow.
She fell safely, without ropes or tools, accustomed as she was to wandering in darkness.
Her linen tunic, which had once been white and decorated and was now tattered and darkened from 
wear, barely rustled in the light breeze.
The necklace around her neck hung down unnaturally, like a magnet attracted by iron.
She arrived midway down the wall and stopped.
Her eyes darted back, searching.
She found the signs that her grandmother had taught her to find, rock carvings that identify the 
presence of a Dweller and that warn the Minor Sons they are on forbidden ground.

But it would not be forbidden for her, not that night.
If the tribe discovered her she would be taken, beaten and buried alive for violating a sacred ground.
But she had already gone too far.
Leaving the camp secretly, traveling only at night to escape the heat, the snakes and any pursuers, 
the young grandaughter of the shaman had reached the Mangiarisa Cave.
The girl closed her large dark eyes, took a deep breath and moved.
Moving to the side, a dark spider edging across a white wall, she reached the mouth of the cave.
It was small, just big enough to allow the girl to enter and placed slightly back from the wall which 
it overlooked.
The cave was undetectable from both the valley below and the top of the plateau from which she 
came.
Without knowing the signs, it would not be easy to find.
And without her necklace, virtually impossible.

To reassure herself, the girl clutched the pendant around her neck in her right hand. It was warm to 
the touch and throbbed, as if the green stone that was set in it was a living thing.
She smiled and proceeded to enter the Lair. 
Carefully, the girl grabbed the sharp edges of the rock and eased herself down into the cave.
Upon entering, she found a complete, overwhelming darkness.
Unnatural.
The moon was not welcome there.
"And me?" the girl could not help but wonder.
She would find out soon enough.
Proceeding with caution, the girl ventured into the house of the Dweller.
The rock floor was strangely warm under the soles of her calloused feet, and the rock wall seemed 
to shudder slightly at the touch of her hand.
Following the winding corridor, guided by touch instead of sight, the girl proceeded slowly but 
confidently.
The hand that guided her along the wall detected a sudden void that caught her by surprise.
Feeling around her, the girl felt nothing but air.
She had arrived at the center of the Lair.

"Stop"
The girl stopped.
"You are not in the space that belongs to you, Daughter Minor"
The voice seemed to come from all directions at once.
She looked straight ahead, even though she saw nothing, and spoke in a calm, low voice.



"I belong in all spaces, Dweller. I know the signs and know how to talk with you. My grandmother 
speaks with you, as well as her grandmother and her grandmother's grandmother before her "
Something seemed to squirm in the dark.
"You are not in the space that belongs to you," repeated the voice. "We speak with you outside. In 
the circles that you traced in the dust. In the entrails and bones thrown to the ground. In herbs 
burned in the fire and in the flight of birds. Not here."
"Nevertheless I am here. And you're talking to me," insisted the girl.
"Do not challenge my patience, Daughter Minor" rumbled the voice "What would your tribe do if 
they knew that you were here? What would the mother of your mother think? What do you think 
they would do to you?”
"I would be taken, beaten and buried alive," said the girl simply.
"I could talk to them. Reveal that you are here."
"You will not do it."
"What makes you so sure?"
The girl took a deep breath. It was time. She could not afford to make mistakes. She grabbed the 
pendant in her right hand and said:

"This world is ancient, Mangiarisa," she began, calling the Dweller by his true name, "And so are 
you. Once this world belonged to you and the First Dwellers. But now it is not so. Slowly, you are 
withdrawing and falling asleep. You hide in the caves, you dive to the bottom of rivers, you climb 
on top of mountains and stay there. You talk to us less and less. You accept our sacrifices less and 
less. You share your gifts always less."
The Dweller shuddered in the darkness.
"A gift. You are here for a gift." 
"A gift," the girl replied, "In exchange for a sacrifice."
The darkness seemed ro rally closer around the girl.
"A gift in exchange for a sacrifice” the voice now seemed more curious. "I still do not know the gift 
you want nor have I seen your sacrifice."
"The gift I want," the girl replied, choking back the emotion, "is for me to not bear the passing of 
the days. My body will not know the ravages of the years. My skin will stay smooth. My eyes will 
not lose their light. My hair will remain dark and strong. Men will continue to want my body and 
other women will envy it. My womb will remain fertile, and my mind awake, as they are now. "
Hush.

When the voice spoke again, the girl felt it whispering in her ear.
"This" it whispered "cannot be done. You are generated from the earth and return to the earth. This 
can not be changed. Not even for the greatest sacrifice. "
"But I can offer the greatest sacrifice, Mangiarisa," the girl said, with a suddenly persuasive note in 
her voice as she untied the noose that encircled her tunic.
"Which is?"
The girl loosened the cord and pulled it off in a single gesture along with her robe.
Underneath she was completely naked.
The medalion jingled lightly on her breast.
She spoke into the darkness, revealing her young, toned body, her dark skin, her full breasts, her 
long legs, her quick feet.
"Myself. I offer you the laugh of one who speaks with you. Forever. Take it, Mangiarisa and guard 
it with you! "
From the darkness emerged a chuckled.
She felt a breeze brush against exposed skin.
She shivered, but did not move.
The laughter seemed to grow in intensity.
It echoed in the empty cave, first in one direction, then in another.



It changed, mutated, grew.
It was sweet and childlike. Then rough and hoarse. It seemed to belong to a young man, then an old 
man.
Spirals of something soft and insidious began to climb up the girl's legs.
Then, they encircled her wrists and squeezed them gently.
She trembled, but even then did not move.
The laughter was now unstoppable.
It was a roar, a waterfall, a river bursting its dams.
It was a laughing village, a big party full of joy and laughter.
They were young, old, women, infants.
Thousands and thousands of mixed laughters echoed throughout the Mangiarisa Lair.
She felt herself being dragged up by the tender, soft power that surrounded her.
She seemed to levitate up, her naked body tense and bound hand and foot by a sweet and invisible 
force.

Then it happened.
From everywhere, from all directions, without notice.
She felt what seemed like a thousand appendages touching her body.
Fast fingers tickling her armpits.
Greedy hands pouncing on her hips
Feathers passing across the soles of her feet and between her toes.
"AHAHAHAAHAHAHAHHA!" The laughter of the girl was pure, instant, unstoppable.
There was no way to block it even if she wanted to.
The sensation was consistently increasing.
The fingers and hands seemed to multiply, the feathers tenfolding.
They tickled, titillated, teased. 

They all wanted a piece of her and they all took it.
"AHAHAHAAAAHAAHAHAHAHHAHAHAHAAAHAHAHAHAH..NOHHOHOOOOOOOOO
... HAHHAHAHA!"
The girl began to struggle desperately, pulling uselessly at the invisible bonds that held her.
Her laughter increased in volume and proportion and could almost cover the cacophony of laughter 
echoing throughout the cave.
It was an absurd and constant stimulation, every centimeter, every millimeter of her body seemed to
be tickled continuously!
"AHAHAHAHAHAHHAha noHoHHOOHOHOHOOOOOOO..AHAHAHAHAHAH ... ... ... 
NOHOHOHOHOHOHOH BAHAHAHAHASTAAAHAHAHAAH!" Pleaded the girl.
But it was a prayer addressed to deaf ears. She knew. She knew what the price to pay would be... 
she just hadn't imagined how difficult it would be to pay it!
"NohHHOHhOHOHOHHOO !!" she sobbed desperately, struggling in the dark.
Hot tears began to fill eyes, while her flexible chest began to ache from too much laughing.
A satisfied chuckle seemed to momentarily drown out the roar of mixed laughters.
The girl spasmed uncontrollably, desperate. Beads of sweat beaded on her forehead and her laughter
became hoarse.
"N..Nohho..oh..cof cof cof..NOHOHHOhoHOHHHOOH!"

Then, just when she thought she had reached her limit, when she thought that the situation could not
get any worse, a warm, moist sensation made its way slowly to her feet.
It was like a thousand hungry tongues, assaulting her all at once. A soft, tickling hell, that gave no 
respite or mercy, an absurd and grotesque multitude that licked and lapped, creeping between her 
toes, moved slowly along her souls, drawing circles on her heels.
It was too much.



"AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"
A shout came from the unnamed girl's wide open mouth.
The darkness was suddenly torn by an emerald glow.
The amulet, as if it had its own life, began to float gently through the air, sparkling in an intense 
green light and illuminating the Lair into daylight.
The bare walls were covered with signs that could have been pictures, or perhaps rough letters of an
ancient and forgotten alphabet.
In the very center of the room, there was a simple altar formed by a hewn stone slab.
And on that altar, held by an invisible force, the girl screamed, struggled, cried and, above all, 
laughed.
She laughed, laughed incessantly.
Her laugh became the only sound in the cave.
Echoing, thundering, it seemed to come from everywhere.
"AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAhaAHAHAHAAHAHAH |!"

(TO BE CONTINUED...)


