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Prologue

¢ had already passed for a year, yet we still refuse to

believe in the truth that was cleared for a long time.
We'd rather put our trust in those tabloids and junks, instead of
absolute truth. He was a true king, and he had everything people
have desired—money, power, talent and handsome features.
However, they were extremely envious, used up all their might to
destroy him, and even tried to poison their own flesh and blood
in order to get money out of him, and kicks dirt in his eye. He
tried so hard to be strong, to be closer to God, but he was just a
human after all. He had emotions, he had life and love, however
because of his fame, he had to disguise himself in an invisible
armor, avoiding being hurt. God! Where are you? How could
you watch your beloved angel being abused serverly yet had no
reaction to it ? Nevertheless, God finally decided that human
did not deserve to have the Instrument of God, he took him
back, leaving those who has always loved him on earth with such
sadness that will never be gone. But that’s ok, heaven is a better
place for him, he could fly carelessly like Peter Pan and play with
happy children and animals whenever he wants.

[ seek for the truth for his sad yet legendary life, and so is
for all those who still truly love him. So, I would like to dedicate
this story to my one and only, the true King Of Pop, Rock and
Soul, Michael Joseph Jackson. May you live forever, and we miss

you.
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ong times ago, there was a myth, beautiful and blue. Like a bubble, only a moment

Lof shine in its sarcastic short life. But beautiful, like a unicorn bowed down to taste
the sweetness of the fresh mountain dew. But most of all, it was like a bleeding rose...

There was a tiny town called “Moonlight”. Never think a small township would be
always poor and out- of-date, this place was directly opposite of what you think. There were
small clubs opened day and night. Most of the girls were always there for the parties.

No one really knows that beside all the chaos in the town, there was a big, deep forest.
Inside, there laid a dark secret. A big, old castle stood in the night, shone with dark blue.

Everything in the yard seemed to wait for their master to open his eyes, a break from his long
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There were only a few kids who knew that castle, but never go
in. They were all afraid of it; they thought there is some kind of scary
creature lives in there. Scary? It is indeed. Even though the place might

look peaceful, but there was also a sense of darkness floating around.

She was a very unique kind of girl. Doesn’t smoke, doesn’t hook
up with boys. All she wanted to do was to spend time with the children
in the orphanage. Saturday, she went to the orphan house again. Inside,
the children were all laughing and dancing up and down due to her
arrival, she felt a sense of warmness floating inside her heart. “Moony,
what can we play today?” A little boy called Ben pulled her dress.
Before she could answer, a pretty little girl named Mary interrupted her.
“Yeah, it’s really nice outside, can we play outside? Please?” Moony
looked into her eyes, they were full of eagerness. “I was about to say
that, I brought some sandwiches, so we can have a picnic. How does
that sounds, huh?” Moony giggled. “I WANT TO! I WANT TO GO TO
PICNIC!” Kids were all excited, screaming and running around. Moony

laughed with them, but there was also a hint of sorrow in her eyes.
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She was an orphan too, her parents were murdered by animal attack, and whether it was
an animal attack or something else, no one could be sure. All Moony could remember was two
little holes on their neck. Their bodies were white as chalk, and blood were drained without
leaving a single drop. Every night, this image was repeating in her dreams, kept haunting her.
She could not have a normal sleep, either she was screaming or biting her pillow till it had a
hole, buying pillows was part of her life. So she had always felt sympathy toward the orphans,
she understood them well.

“Moony, can Jeanie come too?”” Ben pointed the little girl who lies on a bed. His voice
dragged her from memories to reality. Jeanie was a very pretty girl, but long time suffered
from illness made her thin as a needle. “Um, I think she needs to rest for now.” She answered
honestly. After listened an hour of cautions from the old nurse, they went off to the forest.

They finally reached the forest, it was beautiful still. Two beautiful birds were singing,
tried to entertain each other, and few fawns running around, chasing a butterfly. This peaceful

image soothe Moony’s mind. She was temporarily released from her daily nightmare.
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.me clear the rule ﬁrst. Don’t g0 too far away, you mght get lost. And now, let s decide who

shall be the catcher.” Mary ordered us. “Rock, paper, scissors, shoot!” “All right, you are the
catcher, Ben.” The decision was made. “After you count from 1 to 100, you can start finding
us.”

“One, two, three...”

She didn’t stop till she ran into the woods, “I would love to know how these little guys
could possibly find me.” She said to herself proudly. Now is actually a good time for a tour
in the woods. As she walked around and touching things curiously, she definitely didn’t notice
that she was lost in this huge forest.By nightfall, she finally saw her present situation. “Dammit!
I’m lost. Now how am [ going to get back? The kids are probably waiting for me to take them
back to the house.” She cursed under her breath. Suddenly, as she went forward and push the
leaves that blocking her, she saw a giant castle. It was very dark, and ghostly. But as the sky’s
color turned deeper and deeper, she realized that she really needed a place to rest for a while,
and maybe she can ask someone in the house to direct her to get back to the border. Holding
all these hope, she tightened her collar and walked toward the big, mysterious castle.

As she reached the gate, it seemed to notice her, gently, it opened. She was a bit scared,
however she continues her tour to the main lobby. She walked across the beautiful garden,
there stood a dozen statues, which, they all look stunningly beautiful, like Greek gods and

goddess. They all seem to wait for someone.
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When she stepped into the lobby, the first feeling that comes
up from her mind was—so empty. Yes, indeed. However there was
something on the wall, it was a portrait of a man, she came up to
examine it closely. This might be the most beautiful man she ever
seen, skin white as snow, with two big almond shaped eyes were
tightly shut. Long and thick eyelashes made this face more like a
Barbie doll, under a tall and perfect nose there followed by two

pieces of thin ruby lips. Dark silky hair lay on his shoulder

lazily, and with a few curl to decorate it, it’d add on a
small taste of cuteness. She had never seen someone so
beautiful, so elegant. She felt if she continues to stare
at him any longer, her soul might be taken away by this
exotic creature. As she glanced out in the window, it’s

time to go, but she wanted to look at him again. This
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time, she backed off a little bit, gaping at his beauty,

however, as she stepped back, her heels hit on something,
something hard. As she turned her head to see what’s
blocking her, she was shocked. A black, wooden coffin
lay quietly behind her. “Ahh ...” The hall was filled
with terror. She screamed as she ran out of the
castle directly into the woods, without ever looking \
back.

A pale hand reached out of the coffin and pushed the lid open. There, sat a beautiful man,

which looked deadly alike with the man in the portrait. No, he was the man.
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Slowly and gracefully, he stood up and walked out of the coffin. He yawned, and all the
things in the castle were alive again. Every torch on the wall was lit up by a wave of exotic
blue flame. Another beautiful vampire walked over and bowed down to his master, brushed
his lips on his hand. “Welcome back, you Highness.” He said in a soft but respectful tone.

“Oliver, How long did I sleep?” The man asked, his voice sounds like butterscotch,

sweet and elegant. “It's been three thousand years, you Highness.”

The servant responds.

“Umm...” He gently picked up a branch of rose.
Pressed it on his thin lips, seems like he was trying
to steal the sweet essence from it, and clipped it on

his dark suit. Every motion of his seems extremely
fluent and graceful, like a prince from medieval
QG Europe.
“You Highness, may I bring food to you?”
Oliver kissed his prince’s white marble finger.
“No, I can do it myself.” There is only one
word that can describe his ever changing voice—

tender.
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