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Much Madness is divinest Sense–
To a discerning Eye–
Much Sense–the starkest Madness–
‘Tis the Majority
In this, as All, prevail–
Assent–and you are sane–
Demur–you’re straightway dangerous–
And handled with a Chain–

–Emily Dickinson
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Day I: The Final Stop for More than Just the Trip

As the long-awaited weekend finally arrived, a peacock blue '71 Chevrolet Chevelle 
blasted off through the empty freeway. It was an uncontainable act of freedom, a liberating act of 
escaping the stress of everyday school.

“Hey Cher, didn't Mrs. Winslow say that we have to write a report on Dickinson?”

“Enough with the assignments, Dave, this vacation is to forget schoolwork, not remember 
it. We can worry about that when we get home, but for now, kick back and relax, cause this is the 
last break we get before the finals.”

College Sophomores Cherry Sánchez, David Huber and Tom Lombard had planned this 
long-awaited road trip weeks ago, and the unexpected emergency call Tom got from his uncle 
wasn't about to ruin it for them. Cherry and David took off in Tom’s car as scheduled, while Tom 
agreed to meet up with his friends at their destination once the emergency was dealt with. Other 
than the Chevelle, Tom had a pickup truck.

The three had decided to venture off outside the borders of their hometown. However, not 
wanting to leave Tom out, Cherry and David decided to wait for him while paying a little visit to 
the small closed town called Sunnydale. They never visited this town before, but had been 
meaning to check it out. The ones who had visited this town before say that the people there are 
strange; the locals hate mingling with outsiders. Cherry and David didn't believe what they heard, 
hence; they easily became enthusiastic about their pit stop.

“You think Tom’s beat us there?”

“You kidding? Knowing Tom, I'd say he’s probably there already having Margarettas with 
the ladies! That's if he didn't get lost on the way.”

Tom is a careful driver, but Cherry and David can vouch to anyone that he’s one of the 
fastest drivers in the state. Tom can guarantee a safe delivery to almost anywhere in the state in 
less than 5 minutes. Strangely enough, Tom usually wins those kinds of bets.

Unlike Bodybuilder Tom, David is a skinny man. He exercises no more than he eats. 
Cherry on the other hand doesn’t believe in lifting weights, she follows strict diets if necessary. 
Other than that, she gobbles up burgers like a pig. As for extra money, she gets most of her 
desired possessions from her boyfriend. If he can't afford her, she moves on to the next one. 
However, she wouldn’t cross the sacred lines no matter what; Cherry would never date family or 
friends. Tom and David think Cherry's like a parasite living on others, though they’d never tell 
Cherry that to her face. Cherry, David and Tom's friendship remained strong over the years, and 
they believe it would remain for the rest of their lives.

“That didn't take much time.”
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“With Chevrolet Chevelle, that's the only way to go.”

“Stop advertising,Dave. Next time,I'm riding with Tom.”

“Check out the welcoming sign Cher, 'Welcome to Sunnydale, the place to be', talk about 
creativity at its finest.”

At the visitors' parking lots, Cherry pulled over, parking Tom’s Chevelle to get off. Tom, 
David and Cherry usually take turns in driving. Although they’re into cars and driving, they’re not 
obsessed with driving all the time. As for owning cars, Tom is the only one of the two who has a 
car. In fact, he has two. The Chevelle was a gift from his late father once he got accepted in 
university. As for the truck, it was in the family even before Tom was born.

“Looks like Sunnydale is the place ‘not to be’.” David remarked.

Oddly enough, the small town didn’t have any cars of any sort. From standing in front the 
main gate, the two visitors noticed that the narrow streets didn't permit anyone to drive through 
them. The two walked into town, but surprisingly found it empty. There was houses, shops and 
restaurants, but no one to be seen walking the streets.

“Whaddya know, a ghost town.” David said, then added as he turned around towards 
Cherry: “Maybe people sleep early here.”

“5 PM early? – There’s a bar, I bet Tom’s already inside.”

Cherry started walking straight to the bar. Dave didn't have any better ideas so he joined 
her. Once inside, their hearts were put at ease as they saw nothing odd about it. There were people 
inside, and drinks were being served.

“Girls and boys making some noise .. That’s what I wanted to hear! Hey Cher, check out 
that girl 10 o'clock, is she burning or is she burning?!”

“Go for it,Dave, I think I see a fish as well.”

From the moment the two walked in, both of them had their eyes set on someone. Dave 
went towards a brunette in her early twenties, while Cherry sat next to a scrawny guy at the 
counter, but not scrawnier than David. David wasn’t a catch as Tom or Cherry was, but that never 
got him down or prevented him from playing the game. Cherry and David's lustful minds sat them 
next to strangers, a choice they soon would regret. They both started flirting, with one objective in 
mind; to spend the night with that person. It wasn’t about companionship or finding a mate, but 
more like getting a comfortable bed without spending money on a hotel room. 

“So, it’s Elizabeth, not Beth, or Liz.”

“Nope, just Elizabeth.”

“Well, can I call you Liz.”
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“No.”

“.. okay, that's cool.”

Elizabeth was a bit strange in David's eyes, yet he did not retreat. To him, she was a real 
babe. And she was. Elizabeth was young, had clear skin and beautiful long silky hair. He kept 
chatting with her though she seemed impossible to please. Cherry had her own style of making 
her moves.

“Hey Mike.”

“Um, actually, it’s Paul.  – Do I know you?”

“Not until now, the name’s Cherry and the pleasure is all yours!”

She introduced herself while sucking the cherry of her diet coke gently. Cherry kept 
smiling because she knew exactly what she was doing. Paul wasn't stupid, he realized that she 
was trying to seduce him, and that was a path he did not wish to take.

“It’s kinda getting late, I better be heading back home.”

“Why the rush Paul, we're just getting to know each other. I thought maybe we could hang 
out a bit, just the two of us.”

“Please, I have to go, and do yourself a favor and just leave.”

“Why? I'm just having fun.” Cherry noticed that Paul was really nervous. “You know 
Paul, you could just relax, or better yet, why don't I take care of that for you?”

Paul tried to resist her, but he couldn't. Cherry was too manipulative. And the fact that she 
was as desirable like most superstars weakened Paul more. That night, Cherry and David got what 
they want, and both of them had the same thought: “Tom doesn’t know what’s he’s missing.”

The next day, David woke up thinking he was still where he had slept the night before: in 
a hotel room with Elizabeth. As Elizabeth made it clear, she would spend the night with him but 
not at her place. Persistent as he was, David agreed and treated her this room.

“Liz? .. Elizabeth? – Where did she go?” As David sobered up, opening his eyes while 
looking around, he realized that he was in a completely different place. “Screw Liz, where am I?”

It didn’t take David long enough to realize that he was tied to an armchair by both his 
wrists and his ankles. He was dressed as he had slept, wearing nothing but his boxers. The 
surroundings were strange; somewhat of a gloomy dungeon instead of a cheesy hotel room. To 
his surprise, he wasn't the only one in the room. A man, assumed to be in his late 40s, was 
standing in front of him. He was accompanied by two bodyguard-like men standing behind him. 
All of them stood motionlessly and silently as they carried a hateful look towards David. David 
started to panic.
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“Wah – what is this?”

The elderly man, Marconi, did not reply, but walked towards David. Then, he raised his 
hand gesturing to one of the mysterious gentlemen to come forth. One of them came closer and 
stood in front of David, then punched him hard in the guts. As David cried out in pain, another 
knuckle sandwich was given to him. While David’s mouth spilled blood all over his body, boxer 
and floor, Marconi finally spoke.

“You ruined my daughter’s life; you think you could just do what you want without any 
consequences?”

“... Liz? I didn't, she –”

Upon reopening his mouth, David earned himself another drive into his stomach.

“Silence! – I would kill a man in your place. But since she is my only daughter and still 
single, I have an alternative choice to offer. You either die a most painful death, or set things 
right.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning you will become the father of my daughter's unborn children.” 

David's usually a joker, making remarks in every conversation no matter how serious they 
might seem. However, David didn't make any jokes this time. He knew that the man before him 
was dead serious. This time, David got himself in a big problem.

“Sir, please, let's talk about this.”

“You will make an honest woman of my daughter, or I will kill you, both you and 
Elizabeth.”

“But she’s your daughter!”

Without issuing the order, the same attacker launched another powerful punch in David’s 
guts. They were highly trained to deal with disrespectful visitors.

“She dishonored her family. Things can only be set right by marriage or death. You will 
spend your last remaining days in this cell until you come to your scenes. If you chose the other 
path, be assured that starvation will only be a part of your torment, but not the main cause of 
death.”

David knew that Marconi wasn't lying. He meant what he was saying, and wasn't about to 
give in. Still, David didn’t accept any of the offered choices. He chose another option; belief. 
David believed that someone would come to his rescue. Maybe Cherry would find him, or Tom, 
or even the police. Unfortunately for him, Tom’s urgent matter with his uncle wasn’t over with 
yet, and the police of Sunnydale didn’t interior with powerful people like Marconi. As for Cherry, 
she was in her own episode of the twilight zone.
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“Hey Luke, I mean John? Adam? – Damn it, I can’t remember his name. – Are you 
there?”

As Cherry called out for her one-night stand, a stranger walked in.

“You mean Paul?”

“Who are you?” Cherry panicked as she held up the sheet to cover her chest.

“Did you even think twice before ruining his life?”

“… Ruin his life?”

Scott, Paul's brother, threw a picture at the bed.

“Paul is married. – He has a daughter your age.”

After staring into the framed picture, Cherry realized that she slept with a married man.

“I’m sorry, I didn't know.”

“Sorry? What good is it after what you did to him last night?”

“I didn’t twist his arm.”

“No? He tried to leave several times, but your slutty temptation lured him.”

“Hey, watch your mouth!”

Scott clasped Cherry's arm with contained anger, then replied: “You watch yours, 
whore! .. Ruining good peoples’ lives for kicks. – Your parents didn’t raise you to be a human, 
but I’ll be damned if I didn’t.”

Day II: Extreme Social Control: The Birth of Jil

 

As time flew by, Cherry came to regret having this pit stop, though what she ought to 
regret was acting the way she did. It was 7 AM, but the dungeon-like chamber Cherry was 
standing in had no sunlight to brighten up her day. She found herself standing before Scott; her 
eyes were full of fear, speechless. For the last 24 hours neither Cherry nor Scott had slept. Cherry 
spent her time learning new values against her will. Every time she spoke in defense of her 
lifestyle, she was struck by Scott. Being unable to endure more beating, she stopped talking and 
gave in.

At first,she rebelled, refusing to shut her mouth when told to do so. After a few hours of 
excessive beating, she tried the silent treatment. When that failed as well, she finally gave in and 
showed remorse, begging for her freedom. However, none of those techniques worked. What 
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Scott wanted from her remained unknown to Cherry.

Cherry's face was red as a result from the contentious beating. Her bruised body trembled 
in fear of the man before her. She could do nothing but do as he commanded. Whenever he told 
her to do something, she did it instantly without hesitation. That was the only way she wouldn't 
get hit. Some of the requirements Scott asked Cherry were ridiculous, such as being ordered to sit 
down immediately or stand up; while others were downright degrading, such as lowering her head 
to avoid making eye contact with a male or sitting in the corner facing the wall. These exercises 
lasted for hours, and any delayness resulted in more beating. Scott wasn’t a large man, but he was 
still stronger than Cherry, thus, she couldn’t break free. If David found her, he might be able to 
beat him. But if Tom was around, he would kick Scott’s butt without breaking a sweat. At a time 
like this, Cherry didn’t have the luxury of being picky. Cherry wished that anyone would find her 
soon.

The commands got more challenging once Cherry fulfilled the easier one. She was 
ordered to harder and more degrading tasks such as cleaning the bathroom floor, plus the toilet, 
with a toothbrush. After a hard 3 hours of scrubbing the very last dirty position of the bathroom, 
Cherry stood up in front of Scott with her face down like instructed. She stood silently awaiting 
her orders. Scott smirked glad that she finally understood her position and what was required of 
her. As Scott looked down at her, he found her cheap dirty cloth to be insulting and unacceptable 
in a civilized society.   

“You dress like a tramp.”

Without any resistance, Cherry did as she was told. She took off her cloth, and threw them 
away. Somehow, she wasn’t as embarrassed as she thought she’d be. To her, it was because the 
nightmare was still on. She was traumatized by all of the events in this strange episode. To Scott, 
he didn’t think much of it. He thought she got undressed easily because she was used to striping 
down for strangers all her life. Scott left but returned within minutes, throwing a dress at Cherry’s 
feet. It was used, cheap and old fashion, but conservative. While she put on the dress, Scott saw a 
tattoo of a lily on her shoulder. He grabbed her from her arm and took a close look at it. Scott 
thought of tattoos as defilement to human bodies.

“This stigma will have to go.”

“But it’s permanent! – I'm sorry,but it can't come off.”

“It’s a mark of shame, and if you wish any possible life as a human being, I will have to 
rid your body of it, even by burning your skin.”

Cherry begged Scott to let her go all night long, but he hit her every time those words 
exited her mouth. She wasn't about to put herself through that again, so she kept quite. However, 
she did not move when Scott told her to, so he yanked her from her hair, and kept pulling her 
towards the stove. Scott had placed a knife on the stove to heat up. Cherry cried as she saw the 
metallic knife turn red. Scott ignored her cries as he held her in position.
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“It will hurt, but I suggest that you keep still so the pain would be minimal. I don’t want to 
have to cut off your arm. I don’t even want to peel off any skin.”

Scott kept his word. Once the knife was heated, he picked it up and moved it gently on the 
surface of Cherry’s skin. Cherry screamed in pain, but couldn’t escape as Scott grabbed her from 
her hair. In order to ease her pain, he placed a piece of clothing in her mouth to bite.

The operation was successful and no important parts were lost. Scott allowed Cherry to 
put water on the burn after she asked his permission. Cherry examined her burnt shoulder after it 
cooled down. At that moment Cherry’s crying was coming to a stop. Scott walked in slowly but 
noticeably.

“ What’s your name?” Scott asked her calmly as if they had spent minutes together instead 
of an entire night.

“… Cherry.” She replied shakingly.

“Cherry? Even your name is slutty; from now on your name is Jiline.”

Cherry, now named Jiline, didn’t reply as she continued to tent to her shoulder.

“ You will work for a living for once in your miserable life,” Scott added stating the 
obvious, “and since you have no experience in that field, I will take you under my wing.”

Cherry kept silence indicating that she approved on everything Scott said. However, deep 
down, she was still hanging onto hope that this insane nightmare wouldn't last for another hour. 
She believed in her friends and knew they wouldn't leave without her. For the time being, all she 
had to do was play along so she would be safe. David, on the other hand, was doing more than his 
part.

“So you agree to the marriage?”

“Yes.”

Not wanting to die, David agreed to Marconi's proposal.

“Wise choice. The wedding will be held the day after tomorrow.” Marconi announced, then took a 
few steps closer towards David and added: “Think just once about escaping and you will die.”

Day III: Master and Maid: Absolute Limitations

The next day Scott decided Jiline, or Jil for short, was good enough to pass as one of the 
locals. She had obeyed his every word and was ready to experience life from a respectable 
individual point of view. However, before Scott got Jil out of the dark dungeon, he grab her arm 
and issued a threat.
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“If I see you flirting with anyone, anyone .. I will kill you.  Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

With that understanding, he took her out with him. It was refreshing for Jil to see the sun 
again after such a long time in darkness. However, it wasn't the same as last time. Experiencing 
what she experienced, Jil didn't feel like herself as she walked among the locals, but more like a 
different person.

Scott, followed by Jil, walked towards the marketplace where he planed to buy fresh 
vegetables for dinner. Jil was in charge of carrying the groceries which meant she didn't have to 
open her mouth at all.

“Wait here, I'll be right back.” Scott instructed Jil.

While Scott was talking to someone, Jil saw a policeman. Right then her heart started to 
beat as she had an inner conflict. She wanted to inform the officer of her current ordeal by 
exposing her new master's kidnapping, but feared that Scott would get to her before she opens her 
mouth. The officer was only twelve feet away, while Scott was five feet away. As time progressed 
slowly, Jil took a chance towards freedom as she walked steadily but in a haste. She did so 
without looking back, but had a feeling that Scott was an inch away from her. Once she was 
standing in front of the officer, her eyes teared as she whispered the words: “Please help me!”

“Say what?” The officer replied with a puzzled look.

“Forgive her, my good man,” Scott butted in with a fake smile. He did so as he placed 
both his hands on both sides of Jil's shoulders. “She's not feeling very good.”

“ I see. See that she gets some rest.”

“Sure thing, officer. Again, so sorry to have bothered you.”

“It's quite alright.”

“Come, dear.” Scott told Jil as he redirected her away from the officer.

Jil was shocked and speechless. The moment Scott walked in she was dominated by fear 
so much that she froze. After that, the chat between Scott and the policeman ended before she 
could take her next breath.

Scott took Jil back to where she came from. As he did, he kept his mouth shut the entire 
time. Jil knew this was bad. This was really bad. She hated herself for pulling the stunt, and knew 
she would regret it soon enough. Then, he opened the door to the dark dungeon again. It was dark 
as ever, a nightmarish arena where she hoped she'd never see again. Once she was inside, Scott 
slapped so hard that she fell on the floor.

“Clearly I miss judged you.”
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"I'm sorry!” Jil cried out braking in tears, “I'll be good now, I promise I will!"

"I made a mistake when I trusted you the first time, I should never have trusted a whore.”

“'ll do anything you want, but please don't hurt me!"

"Too late for that.”

Ignoring her screams and struggling, Scott got out a rope and tied Jil's hands behind her, 
then tied her to a metal pole. Then, he walked towards a huge chest and got out a branding iron. 
At this point Jil's screams and struggles rose sharply, but they weren't strong enough to stop Scott 
or brake free. Scott took the branding iron to the stove and heated it up. As the minutes went by, 
Jil's screams and pleading remained the same. Unfortunately for her, so did Scott's determination. 
Once it was heated, Scott picked it up and walked towards Jil. The branding iron was glowing red 
at this point. The engraving mark was a cross. To Scott as well as the locals, it was a symbol of 
infidelity and disloyalty. Again, Scott grabbed Jil firmly from her hair and, with the scorching 
branding iron in his right hand, he drove it right into her forehead. The screams and resistance 
increased to its fullest, but Scott had everything under control. He knew she would be like this so 
he had prepared himself. After all, this wasn't Scott's first time using the branding iron.

“Still crying? Get over it!”

A couple of hours had passed since the imprint. Since then Scott had left to continue his 
shopping while Jil remained in the house screaming and shouting of the unbearable pain. This 
time, Scott did not allow her to wash up. When Scott returned a few hours later, she was still in 
tears but her voice was gone. She was exhausted from all the crying and just wanted to rest. 

Scott placed the grocery bags on the floor and walked towards her. Although tied, she 
retried back towards the wall in fear of Scott's presence.

“Don't worry, I'm not going to hurt you.”

Scott walked towards her and approached her from the back. He took her hands and untied 
her. The ropes were tied on her so firm that it left red lines on her wrists. Once she was free, Jil 
sprouted towards the bathroom to check herself in the mirror. Jil's heart pounded as she saw her 
hideous self in the mirror. Her forehead had cooled down, but the cross was there. She touched it 
and found it to be permanent. At that moment she began to cry again. She knew this mark meant 
that her life will never be the same ever again.

The next hours consisted of more training. Scott thought Jil had been trained well, but he 
was mistaken and had to retrain her again. In his eyes, he was training her to become a human 
being, but in Jil's eyes, he was training her to become a slave. Not wanting to defy Scott again, Jil 
had given in to anything he wanted or asked her to do. She had lost all hope.

At about 7 in the evening, Scott was convinced from the way Jil acted that she didn't need 
anymore training. He thought it was about time that she could be excepted into society as a 
human being. That meant the long-awaited privileges of sleep and food. In the last 48 hours Jil 
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had none of those. Scott told Jil to carry the grocery bag and follow him. He was going to take her 
to her new home.

Scott and Jil walked in the evening through the crowd. Some walked by quietly, others 
greeted Scott, but none commented on Jil's inhumane appearance. Jil remained following Scott 
while looking down. She didn't want anymore trouble. At this point, she couldn't take anymore.

Scott walked up to a 3 story fancy house. Instead of knocking the door, he took out a key 
and opened it. Scott walked in as Jil followed.

“Clarice!” Scott called out.

Within seconds, a women came down descending from the rotating staircase. She was 
dressed in a fancy house-dress and was wearing expensive jewelry. All Jil was able to hear was 
her hells clasping on the floor as she kept her head lowered. Scott introduced Jil as a full time 
maid to Clarice.

“About time you brought a maid, Scott.” Clarice remarked with a smile, then turned 
towards Jil and asked: “What's your name?”

“Jiline.”

Clarice wasn't blind. She saw the cruel symbol marked on her forehead. However, she 
didn't bring up the subject as she didn't care about a maid's personal life or past. Clarice could see 
clearly that Jil's eyes were red. It was obvious that she has been crying for a while. Moreover, she 
saw the bruises and injuries all over her body, as well as the blood and dirt on her face, cloth and 
in her hair.

“Very well, Jil. You are to address me as Mrs. Ritebourn, and my daughter as Miss. Go 
into the kitchen and start by cleaning the dishes. There's a pile of them and they aren't going to 
clean themselves.”

“Yes, Mrs. Ritebourn.”

“Owe, what is that awful stench?” Commented Clarice as she closed her noise, “You smell 
worse than the garbage. Go take a bath first, and clean the bathroom after you. The maids' 
bathroom is on this floor next to the storage room. Go, go now!”

“Yes, Mrs. Ritebourn.”

With that, Jil left to bathe. As she left she heard some of Clarice's cruel remarks. 'Couldn't 
you have got a cleaner maid?' and 'I suppose that's how maids are' were one of the cruelest. Jil 
didn't react but did what she had to do. She went to the bathroom, got undressed and got into the 
shower. The cold water pouring on her body ached at first as the injuries and wounds were still 
fresh, but after a while they became soothing. After five minutes Jil heard a knock on the door 
accompanied with a “don't waste the water.”

Jil was soon out of the shower and into new cloth. The cloth were degrading but she didn't 
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complain. The cloth she put on was a cheap dress the maids usually wear. It consisted of cheap 
fabric colored bright magenta with green decorations. Jil went to the kitchen after that to start her 
cleaning. Although her stomach rumbled, she didn't dare to touch the food. She was prepared to 
starve than go back into the dark dungeon.

While Jil scrubbed the plates and cleaned the dishes, Clarice walked in. This was the first 
time Jil made eye contact with her. Seeing her face, Jil thought she looked familiar, but couldn't 
put her finger on it.

“Your dinner is on dinning table in the corner. You may eat once you're done. After that, 
clean your bowl and mop the floor.”

“Yes, Mrs. Ritebourn.”

As Clarice left, Jil started to clean dishes faster. She was in a hurry to finish as the prize 
was tempting her. Jil didn't know what the dinner was, but her starvation made her uncaring. Once 
the dishes were done with, Jil sprang out of the kitchen and into the dinning table in which a bowl 
awaited her. It was cold leftovers from the Ritebourn’s earlier dinner, but it was food nonetheless. 
Jil was so hungry that she finished the small bowl in a minute and ended up licking the dish 
afterwards. She was still hungry and wished to have another round, but knew that she mustn’t 
forget her place.

Jil was soon back to cleaning. Like Clarice ordered her, she cleaned her bowl and mopped 
the floor. While she was mopping, Dana walked in.

“Who’re you?” Dana asked as she headed towards the fridge.

“Um, I’m the new help. Your father brought me here."

Dana was still a teenager, which made Jil assume that she was Clarice and Scott‘s son.

“Huh, a new maid, about time. – Fix me a turkey sandwich with potato chips, and bring it 
to my room upstairs. Don't put mayo in it, if you do, you'll make me another. Got it?"

“Yes miss."

Dana was about Jil's age, and acted exactly the way Jil acted before she came to 
Sunnydale. Jil saw herself as she once was, and tears gathered in her eyes as she longed for that 
luxury of being free. Jil didn’t want any trouble, so she made Dana a sandwich like she asked. As 
she prepared the meal, Scott came in. Jil was alerted and dropped everything in her hand as she 
stuck to the kitchen wall behind her. She was traumatized by the very existence of Scott.

“It's nine o'clock,” Scott pointed out, “once you're done with the sandwich, you can go to 
sleep. Your room is next to the bathroom you showered in earlier."

Jil didn't reply, but kept her frightened and nervous position. 

Scott didn't expect her to reply, so he left. Oddly enough, Jil heard Scott walk to the front 
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door and get out. Then, she heard the door shut behind him. This was strange in Jil’s eyes.

“Where is he going this late at night?" Jil wondered.

Little did she know, Scott was going back to his place. He was going to sleep. Jil finished 
up the Turkey sandwich and added salted chips like Dana ordered, then took the plate up to 
Dana’s room. Jil went up the stairway but got lost to which room Dana was in.

“Yo maid, over here!" Dana directed Jil to her room.

As she walked down the hallway, she passed by Clarice.

“And where is this sandwich going?” She asked.

“To the miss, Mrs. Ritebourn.”

“... From now on, don’t bring any food up here.”

Jil was confused, but nodded in agreement. Jil didn’t wish any trouble, but had a feeling 
that Dana would ask her to bring her food again.

“Honey, what’s taking you so long.” Clarice’s husband said as he got out of the couple’s 
bedroom.

Jil dropped the plate as her mouth dropped open. Unexpectedly, the husband was just as 
shocked. He was none-other than Paul.

“What’s wrong with you, you idiot!” Clarice shouted on Jil.

“I’m sorry Mrs. Ritebourn, I’ll clean it right away.”

Jil got on her knees and started picking up the scattered food off the floor. Paul was 
shocked on how Jil changed 180° in a couple of days. Paul just stood there watching Jil pick up 
the food. Once she was done, Clarice scolded her some more while Jil apologized with a lowered 
head. After Jil was ordered to leave, Clarice went inside the bedroom with Paul. Jil and Paul 
separated once more, but their thoughts were the same: “Fate is strange, shiftable and cruel.”

Meanwhile in another fancy house, David had just gotten out of the shower.

“Hey honey!" Elizabeth greeted David as he stood out of the bathroom.

“Wha –" David exclaimed.

“Don’t worry, once we are married, I’ll be seeing more than that."

“– You sound okay with this?"

David was surprised from the way how Elizabeth was acting.

“Why wouldn't I be? Tomorrow, we'll be happily married and given a free house and a 
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lots of money!”

Even though she was a young girl, she scared him. The very thought of them being 
married scared him a lot. David didn’t want to settle down and marry at this point of his life, 
especially not when he is forced into marriage. Still, David chose this option, which included 
freedom of walking around the house, to dying by the brutal hands of a madman. He thought of 
calling the police, but figured that Marconi probably owns the police in this state. ‘It’s a mad 
world,’ David thought, ‘a mad world in which the very thought of escaping might mean losing the 
only life I’ve got.”

Day IV: “Much Madness is divinest Sense”

Four days have passed by since the kidnapping and life was strangely stable. Jil had been a 
full-time maid at Paul and Clarice's as Scott promised. Since she did her chores and kept her 
mouth shut, everything was normal.

It was 11 in the morning when Paul and Scott had gone out to buy some more groceries 
from the same market. To Jil, there was something odd about the Ritebourn and vegetables. 
However, before they went, they took Jil with them to carry the bags. Being a slave, Jil didn’t 
have any saying in the matter.

 Paul and Scott walked in the market place while Jil followed. This time, in order for her 
not to run off again, Scott had tied a rope on her throat as if she was a goat. The other end was in 
Paul’s hand. Being on a leash was degrading for her, but this was the only way Scott could ensure 
that she would not dare to run off again. People saw Jil on a leash, but didn’t interfere. In fact, on 
some level, they seemed to agree with what her master had done. To them, some slaves ought to 
be on a leash to show them who’s in charge. Right then, Jil connected with Emily Dickinson’s 
most famous poem.

“Much madness is divinest sense. To a discerning eye. Much sense, the starkest madness. 
It is the majority. In this, as all, prevail; assent, and you are sane. Demur, you’re straightway 
dangerous, and handled with a chain.”

Jil recited the cruel poetry in a low voice as tears ran down her checks. She had read it 
several times before, but never before had she understood what Emily Dickinson meant by it. 
How could she without ever experiencing it?

When insanity is dominating, creating new logic to a society, it makes perfect sense to 
everyone living in that society. Starkest madness, meaning absolute madness, will happen by 
choice but not of the individual, but the majority which is the society. However, no individual will 
able to see this unless he or she is an outsider or able of seeing the society from an outsider’s 
look. To see it their way, one must see through the eyes of a local individual. Only then will he or 
she see insanity as sanity. If one excepts their rules and agree to live by them, one is considered 
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sane, even though the society is run by madmen. However, if one choses the path of rejection in 
attempt of preserving his or her own sanity, that person will be treated as the insane member and 
will be silenced for his or her acts and words.

As Jil followed, she overheard Paul and Scott’s conversation.

“Scott, I’m telling you, please take her.”

“That’s just like you, Paul, always making a mess and expect me to clean up after you.”

“Scott, I don’t want her living in my house. Every time I see her face, I remember ...”

Jil understood that Paul regretted ever sleeping with her. In fact, he probably was the only 
victim in this. He tried to avoid her, but her slutty temptation weakened his defense until it ruined 
him. Jil wasn’t sure where this was going to leave her. Scott appeared to have no family so he 
didn’t need a maid, and Paul clearly didn’t want her around. Jil hoped that they would let her go.

Meanwhile, at the Marconi's estate, the wedding ceremony was going according to plan.

“Yes, I do!” Elizabeth said with enthusiasm as she looked at her husband-to-be.

David was nervous and wished he could escape. But he didn't. He stood in the groom's 
place and faked his smile. He had no other choice as the place was filled with Marconi's men, as 
well as Marconi's presence.

“And do you, David Huber, take Elizabeth Marconi to be your lawfully wedded wife?”

“I ...” David said as he looked left and right nervously.

David was hoping for a miracle. He was hoping that Tom and Cherry would barge in with 
a dozen of sane policemen and save him from this nightmare. However, as David kept silence 
instead of answering the question, Marconi's men placed their hands on their guns. They were 
prepared to shot David if he said anything other than 'I do.' As David turned around, he heard a 
voice.

“David?”

He looked to the closest person next to him. It was Elizabeth. She seemed worried about 
him. From all the stress David overlooked her. He didn't even notice how beautiful she looked in 
her wedding dress. In fact, she seemed the only one sane in all of this. In David's eyes, Elizabeth 
was seen as a bad thing because of heredity.

“I … I do.”

David knew he couldn't fight this. He didn't wish to get married this way, but he was 
forced. At least, he was glad that it was with a sane person. 

The wedding ceremony was completed. David and Elizabeth were husband and wife. 
Since Marconi wanted the family name to live on, he changed David's last name to Marconi 

16



instead of his daughter's to Huber. The newly wed were given a new house right next to the 
Marconi resident. Before they went to live in their new house, Marconi made sure David got the 
message.

“If anyone knows you were forced into marriage, your wife will be a widow. If you ever 
attempt to escape, with or without Elizabeth, I will use all my power and money to track you 
down like a dog and kill you painfully after you see all your family members and friends die.”

Day V: To Breathe is to Break free: The Savior of Jil 

Five days had passed, and Tom still hadn't given up on searching for his friends.

“The weekend is over, guys, where are you?”

Tom searched everywhere within the state, but could not find Cherry and David. Tom was 
worried sick about them, but knew they had to be somewhere. Then, Tom pass by Sunnydale. He 
didn’t see any cars parked outside, but his desperation made him park outside to go in.

“'Welcome to Sunnydale, the place to be', sounds like a bad slogan from the 70s!”

Tom turned off the ignition, got out of the car and walked in. Tom walked casually as 
he checked the place out. 'It was awfully quite,' he thought, 'not a person in sight'. Then, he saw 
the Chevelle.

“Hey! That’s my car,” Tom exclaimed as he ran towards it, checking it for any possible 
damages. “They must still be here. Strange, maybe they like the place so much they couldn’t bare 
to leave.

Shortly afterwards, Tom heard footsteps coming his way.

“Sir, I would be much grateful if you took your hands off my property.”

“What did you say?” Tom said as he got angry.

The man was standing next to the Chevelle like he owned it. Tom tried to keep his cools 
and decided to talk his way through. Tom asked him how he got the car, and the man replied that 
it didn't belong to anyone.

“Nobody came to claim it, so the town gave it to me. All dumped items, including useless 
cars, are transferred to me.”

Tom was angry, but worried. At this point, the car didn't matter as much. He was worried 
more about his friends. 'If they didn't come to claim it,' Tom thought. 'then something must've 
happened to them.' Tom walked to a local diner and asked around if anyone had seen them.
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“Their names are Cherry Sánchez and David Huber. Please, if anyone had seen them –”

“Wait, did you say David Huber?” An old man reading the newspaper spoke.

“Yeah, do you know him?”

“Well, no. But it says right here in the paper that a fellow by that name got married 
yesterday. Though now he changed his last name to Marconi like his wife.”

Tom hurried towards the old man and took a look at the paper. He saw his friend.

“Dave? Married?”

Tom was confused. He didn't know what was going on, but knew there was something 
wrong in the picture. The David he knew would've never married a girl he knew for only a couple 
of days without telling his best friend. Tom had to get to the bottom of this. He went to his and his 
wife's mansion by following the address written in the paper.

“Tom?” David exclaimed in shock!

David was surprised to see Tom after all this time. He thought he would never see him, 
Cherry or any of his former friends. Tom wasn't given a hard time when he knocked the door. The 
men welcomed him in and offered him a seat while David and Elizabeth came to receive him.

“Hey Dave, congrats! If I had known, I'd came to your wedding!”

“Why thank you, Mr. Lombard.” Elizabeth said smiling, clinging onto David.

“Honey,” David spoke to Elizabeth, “can you make tea for our guest. Yours tastes much 
better than the maids'.”

“Sure thing, sweetie.”

Elizabeth got up and left the room, leaving David and Tom to talk comfortably.

“What a wife, retro, but hot. You never told us you were searching for one!”

“I'm not. I've been kidnapped.”

“What?”

“I was forced into marrying her!”

“Yeah right, Stop joking around, Dave.”

“I'm not! It's the truth! If I had said 'no' I would've been killed.”

Tom leaned back a bit as he thought. He looked at the mansion. He saw that it was 
luxurious and many men dreamt of living in such a place. Moreover, David was married to a 
beautiful young obedient loving woman whose father was obviously loaded and generous. Tom 
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thought of questioning David if he truly wished to leave all that behind, but he knew the answer. 
There could be no happiness if he was kept against his will.

“Okay,” Tom said as he leaned closer to David, “Go to the bathroom, and I'll join you 
momentarily. From there, we'll make our escape.”

“What? Are you nuts? I can't escape!”

“I thought you wanted to get away!”

“I do, but I can't. If I do, my father-in-law won't rest before I get caught again. And this 
time, I won't be given a golden life. If I do escape, he'll came after you guys too. Just leave, and 
say goodbye to Cher for me.”

“Where is Cher?”

“I thought she was with you! I haven't seen her since we got here. O man, they probably 
have her too. – Listen man, these people are crazy, like extreme conservatives. Piece of advice, do 
not mingle and get the heck out of here before they know you're an outsider.”

“Not without you and Cher.”

“Forget about me, okay? Just go. And about Cherry, if she's still alive, I believe she's 
probably owned like me.”

Tom was speechless. From all the things he thought David and Cherry were doing, this 
didn't even come up as a possible thought. Tom didn't wish to leave David, but he knew he was 
right. As long as David played by the book, he'll be alright. Tom got up from the couch to leave in 
search of Cherry.

“Gonna miss ya, buddy.”

“I know.”

“Stay strong. I'll come back one day.”

Tom got out of the estate and went back to his truck. He opened the trunk and took out a 
swiss army knife. It wasn't much of a weapon, but it has proven its value in tight situations before. 
With the compatible pocket knife in his pocket, Tom headed back into Sunnydale. Tom was the 
type of man who would never leave his friends in their times of need.

Tom searched for Cherry all throughout Sunnydale. He kept his eyes open and his ears 
sharp. He asked a few locals, who he judged to be trustworthy, if they had seen her. He described 
her to them in full detail, but the results were the same. Tom didn’t give up and went on. His 
search lead him to the busy market place. Once there, his luck turned around. A seller identified 
her and told Tom what he saw.

“That’s the girl alright, she belongs to a man named Scott Ritebourn.”
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“She’s a slave?”

The seller gave Tom directions to where Scott resigned. Strange enough, they led to 
warehouse. Tom saw the chains on the front door, but broke them down with a couple of kicks. If 
Cherry wasn’t being held in there, he was prepared to pay the owner for the damages.

Tom walked into the dark room. There was no windows for any light to come in. Tom 
walked with caution. Then, his eyes opened wide in shock as he saw Cherry tied up to a pole. 
Tom ran towards her and grabbed her by the shoulders.

“Cher?!” Tom called out, looking straight into her face, “Cherry, it’s me.”

Tom looked into her face but she didn’t. Her face was that of an tired soul. Tom examined 
her with one scan and saw the bruises, injuries, wounds, scars, the scorned mark of the cross, and, 
most noticeable of all, her fear. She looked away from Tom as if she was afraid of him.

“Cher .. What have they done to you?"

She could not move nor talk, only tremble. She was scared to death from anyone at this 
point. Her face was pale as if she hadn't eaten anything for days. The scars on her face and body 
were clear, clearly made by someone’s rage using tools raging from fists to wrenches. Her 
fingers, eyelids and lips were shaking as if Tom was going to hurt her.

Then, Scott walked in.

“That's how she lived her life, never having to use her brain."

Tom got up and looked at the man. From his wicked smirk, he knew he was the one.

“You bastard!”

“Would you believe the truth if I unfolded it to you? Would you believe that even the man 
she slept with doesn't want her? Not even as a slave? She's not wanted by anyone, she shouldn't 
even be among the living. It's too demeaning to us civilized humans to have someone like that 
walking among us. If you really are her friend, you should be thanking me. I’ve done nothing 
more than make her see things from our perspective.”

Scott wanted more than that from Cherry, he wanted her to retreat ever being born. He 
wished to rid her from will and humiliate her until she finally believes that she isn't worth 
anything. On this day, he finally succeeded.

Tom’s fists closed harder as his anger rose, but he struggled to keep it under control. He 
wished to rid this world from him, and avenge Cherry, but knew she had to be taken to a hospital 
immediately if she was to recover. Tom decided he wasn't even going to waste his time on a man 
like Scott. He labeled him insane, and Tom didn't want to attack a crazy person.

“I'm leaving, and she's coming with me."
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“No she's not. She belongs to me."

Tom ignored him, and went ahead untying her.

“Stop it. Stop it. – I said stop it!” Scott shouted as he came charging towards Tom.

Scott charged with anger and with the attempt to kill. However, once he was close enough, 
Tom took out his knife and stabbed Scott in the guts. Scott paused as he spilled blood from his 
mouth onto the floor. Unexpectedly, Scott fell on the ground. Tom realized that he committed 
murder, but he didn't think of it as a crime. Tom didn't weep for the death of the deserving 
monster. Tom believed that he killed in self defense of himself and Cherry.

Tom slashed the ropes with the knife, then helped Cherry to get up. However, she wasn't 
cooperative.

“It’s gonna be alright, Cher, everything's gonna be alright.”

“… Cher?” Jil questioned softly in confusion.

Jil didn’t recognize the sound of her own name anymore.

Due to Scott's cruel and inhumane treatment, she had been crazed.

“Come on.” Tom repeated as he tugged her.

“No! Scott wants me to stay!” Jil shouted out, not being able to see that Scott was lying 
lifeless in front of her. “He only tied me up because I was bad. But I'll be good now, I promise, I 
promise ..”

Tom became sad for Cherry's loss, but refused to give up. He picked her up and placed her 
over his shoulder, then walked out. She struggled and fought all the way as if Tom was 
kidnapping her. Tom ignored her and put her back in the truck and drove off.

Tom had no idea what she had went through the last five days, but hoped that it would be 
reversible. Cherry's body would heal within months, and return to normal condition, but the 
question was: Would she ever regain mentally? Tom understood that this wasn't just a culture 
shock she was going through, nor was it a usual kidnapping. Tom wasn't a doctor, but he knew the 
high probability that Cherry might be traumatized for life.

The End
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SOCIAL LOCKUP!

Imagine that you are going away for a vacation with your friends for the 
weekend. That you wanted to escape all your troubles by exploring new 
and exotic surroundings. What happens when you find yourself in a 
completely different place than you had imagined, so different that what's 
sane in your eyes is insane in the locals? They see you so much insane that 
you must not go on living the way you have, and that you must change 
your ways even by force.

“Jil” is written in 2009 (Edited in 2010). This short story is 
completely fictional. All the characters and events portrayed in this 
text are products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to real 
life situations are coincidental. “Jil” is written by Yousef A. Mustafa 
Under “Kuwait Book” for short stories. For more information regarding 
this text, please send an email to q8bkman@gmail.com

Kuwait Book by Yousef A. Mustafa is licensed under a Creative 
Commons  Attribution-Noncommercial-No  Derivative  Works  3.0  Unported 
License. To fully  understand the terms of the license, please visit: 
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/3.0

      

24


