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Chapter 1 

 
The shrill sound of the alarm clock filled the room. 
Rebecca Carmichael sat up in her bed and she blinked several times. She 

looked around her bedroom briefly before turning to her left. 
A black digital alarm clock rested on the nightstand beside her bed. 
The clock read 7:00AM. 
Rebecca raised her hand and she smacked her palm against the top portion of 

the shrieking alarm clock. 
The clock became silent. 
Rebecca rose from the bed and she moved across her room with a languid 

stretch. She stopped in front of the window. She grabbed the heavy red curtains that 
hung from the partition. She pulled the scarlet drapes ajar and looked outside. 

The sky was dark and the street was empty. 
Pale yellow light poured from the tall streetlamps that jutted up from the ground in 

the area. 
"What? The sun's not up yet," Rebecca said. 
The sound of a slightly high pitched voice echoed from the doorway of her room. 
"Subject A has been awakened two hours earlier than scheduled without prior 

knowledge. Awaiting a reaction." 
Rebecca dropped the curtain and she turned around. She looked across her dim 

room. 
Her younger brother, Roger, was standing in front of the opened doorway of her 

bedroom. 
The ten year old boy was wearing a crisp white lab coat over his navy blue 

pajamas. A pair of black rimmed square-shaped glasses adorned his face. He held a 
computer tablet in his right hand. A small black recording device was perched in his left 
hand. 

Roger stared at Rebecca with an expression of seriousness as he spoke into the 
recorder. 

"Subject A is slowly becoming aware of her early awakening," Roger said. 
"Roger. Did you tinker with my alarm clock again last night?" Rebecca asked. 
Roger blinked slowly. He raised the recorder in his grasp higher and spoke. 
"Subject appears to be agitated," Roger said. 
"Roger answer me," Rebecca said firmly. 
"Concluding this recording to speak directly to subject," Roger said. He lowered 

the black device from his mouth and spoke. 
"Good morning Becca. I’m just performing an experiment on the adjustment of 

waking routines on the pubescent female," Roger said. 



Rebecca moved across the room slowly.She raised her fist and shook it in 
Roger's direction as she spoke. 

"And I'm preparing to perform an experiment on the realignment of the pre-
pubescent male's nose," Rebecca said. 

"Oh dear," Roger said.  
Roger raised the recorder to his mouth. "Subject A has become aggressive. Must 

leave quickly and venture to safety." 
"Yeah that would be advisable," Rebecca said. 
"Back to the lab for more tests!" Roger exclaimed. 
Roger turned around and he left the bedroom quickly. 
"Yeah go back there," Rebecca said. 
Rebecca moved to the door. She closed the barrier and locked the portal. She 

turned around and walked to her bed. She leaped atop the pallet and landed on the 
center of the mattress atop her belly.  

The bed shook beneath her for a few moments before the pallet became still. 
Rebecca closed her eyes. 
She fell into a light sleep. 
 
 



Chapter 2 
 
The sound of loud knocking poured from the closed bedroom door. 
"Becca open the door!" a high pitched voice whined. 
Rebecca opened her eyes. She sat up with a quick blink.  
"What huh?" Rebecca asked. 
The knocking became louder and a chirping voice poured through the door. 
"Becca Becca Becca Becca! Open open open open!" the voice yelled. 
Rebecca sat up. She looked around her room. 
Bright beams of sunlight poured from the opened scarlet curtains of the window 

near her. 
The room was filled with bright yellow light. 
 The knocking became more insistent and the high pitched voice became a 

scream. 
"Becca Becca Becca Becca! Open open open open!" 
Rebecca rose from her bed and she moved across the room. She stopped in 

front of the door. She unlocked the portal and pulled it ajar. 
Her little sister, Rose, was standing in front of her opened door. 
The five year old child smiled happily revealing a large gummy gap in the front 

portion of her mouth where her two front teeth had been two days earlier. 
Rose was wearing a bright yellow dress that was edged with white lace. 
A bright red ribbon had been placed in her dark brown hair. 
Thick smears of yellow, red and pink frosting covered her lips and chin. 
A large yellow frosted cupcake was clutched in her right hand. She smacked her 

lips and moved her body from side to side with a happy giggle. 
"Good morning Rose," Rebecca said. She stared at the frosting on her younger 

sister's face with an expression of confusion. 
Rose stopped dancing. 
"Good morning Becca. Mommy told me to wake you up because you are going to 

be late for school," Rose said. 
"Why thank you Rose. I appreciate the wake up call," Rebecca said. 
"You welcome Becca. I want to show you something," Rose said. 
"Okay," Rebecca said. 
Rose raised the cupcake in her grasp. 
"Here is some breakfast for you," Rose said. 
"Thank you Rose. But um. I don't think that cupcakes make a very good 

breakfast," Rebecca said. 
"It's delicious. I already ate two. I had strawberry. And I was eating this one too 

and now I'm almost full. You sure you don’t' want some? It's very delicious," Rose 
asked. 



"Yeah I'm sure. I don't want any right now but I might have some later so you can 
go ahead and eat it," Rebecca replied. 

"Okay," Rose said. 
Rose shoved the rest of the cupcake inside of her mouth. 
"Subject A does not appear to enjoy sugary confections or cakes in the morning 

which his highly unusual considering her descendants and siblings propensity for 
consuming sugary snacks at the start of the day," Roger said. 

Rebecca looked across the hall. She stared at the nearby staircase. 
Roger was standing at the top of the stairs. He was holding the recorder near his 

mouth and gazing at Rebecca with an expression of seriousness across his features. 
"Perhaps if Subject A would consume more sweets upon awakening her 

temperament may be improved," Roger said. 
"What's temperaturement?" Rose asked. 
"Temperament Rose," Roger said. "It means someone's attitude and your older 

sister, Subject A, displays negative attitude and behaviors." 
"Roger leave me alone!" Rebecca shouted. 
Roger reached inside the pocket of his lab coat. He pulled out a large red-frosted 

cupcake. He took a huge bite of the dessert before and spoke into the recorder. 
"Judging by the regularity of these violent outbursts, I’m starting to doubt Subject 

A shares the same DNA as her host family the Carmichaels," Roger said. 
"Okay that's it," Rebecca said. 
Rebecca rushed across the hall. She sped in Roger's direction. 
"Subject A has become violent. Must retreat to a safe place," Roger said. 
Roger turned around and he ran down the stairs. 
Rebecca moved to the flight of steps. She stopped at the top of the flight. She 

gazed at the bottom of the staircase. 
Roger was standing in the center of the flight. He was waving at his father. 
"Oh good morning Father," Roger said. 
Reginald Carmichael was standing at the lower portion of the staircase. 
The middle aged man was dressed in a white lab coat and dark blue suit. He was 

looking at his son and eating a large white-frosted cupcake. 
Reginald swallowed with a loud gulp. 
"Why are you running Roger?" Reginald asked. 
Roger walked down the stairs. He stopped beside his father. 
"Subject A has become hostile," Roger said. He turned his body slightly and 

pointed up at the staircase behind him. 
Reginald looked up at oldest daughter. He smiled. 
"Good morning Becca. Hurry up and get ready or you're going to be late for 

school. You don’t' want to miss the bus again," Reginald said. 
"I won't miss the bus Dad. Sara is driving me to school today," Rebecca said. 



Rose sang happily and she twirled around in a graceful circle. She moved closer 
to Rebecca. She stopped beside her sister. She raised a frosting-covered hand and 
clutched at Rebecca's right wrist. 

"I want Sara to take me to school too!" Rose said. 
Rebecca turned to Rose. She fell to her knees in front of her youngest sibling 

and spoke to her softly. 
"We'll take you to school soon," Rebecca said. 
"You promise it?" Rose asked. 
"Yes I promise," Rebecca said. 
"Okay but I'll have to remind you cause sometimes you forgets things," Rose 

said. 
"Alright," Rebecca said. She hugged her sister. 
Rose giggled. She hugged Rebecca and patted her spine with her sugar-covered 

hands. 
"Interesting," Roger said. "Subject A appears to be bonding with Subject C. More 

research is needed on this strange yet emotional phenomenon." 
Rebecca pushed Rose away from her gently. 
Rose danced across the hall and sang. 
Rebecca rose to her feet and she moved to the stairs. 
"Dad tell Roger to stop with his creepy experiments!" Rebecca wailed. 
"Science is not creepy," Roger said. He bit his cupcake. "Science is progress." 
"Dad!" Rebecca wailed. 
"Roger go in the kitchen and eat your breakfast," Reginald said to his son. 
Roger raised the half eaten cupcake in his grasp. "But this is my breakfast." 
The sound of a high pitched voice suddenly filled the downstairs area. 
"What is going on? Breakfast is almost ready and I’m making everyone's 

favorites. What are you guys up to?" 
Rebecca's mother, Rita Carmichael, walked across the hall. 
Rita was dressed in a navy blue dress and white sandals. Her long dark brown 

hair was arranged in a loose chignon at the base of her skull. She stopped near the 
bottom of the staircase. She looked at Reginald and Roger. 

"What is going on here?" Rita asked. 
Roger and Reginald shoved their cupcakes inside of their mouths quickly with 

loud simultaneous chomps. 
"Wait a minute," Rita said. She looked at her spouse and son with an expression 

of suspicion. "Are the two of you eating cupcakes for breakfast again?" 
Roger and Reginald both spoke at once. 
"Yes," Roger said. 
"No," Reginald said. 



The father and son both looked at each other. They turned to Rita and spoke 
again. 

"No," Roger said. 
"Yes," Reginald said. 
Rita folded her arms across her chest. She tapped her foot impatiently against 

the stone floor as she looked at her husband and son. 
Rose stopped twirling. She moved to the staircase and stopped beside Rebecca. 
"Mommy!" Rose said. 
Rita looked at Rose. 
"Yes sweetie?" Rita asked. 
"I had a lemon cupcake and two strawberry cupcakes for breakfast and they 

were really yummy! I'm really thirsty now. Can I have some cherry soda?" Rose asked. 
Roger and Reginald both winced. 
"No dear you can't have soda for breakfast but you can have some milk," Rita 

said. 
"Okay," Rose said. 
Rita looked at her husband with narrowed eyes. 
"Oh I see what's going on here," Rita said coldly. 
Reginald whistled and he looked up at the ceiling. 
"So this family is intent on sabotaging its health by having sugar for breakfast. 

We've talked about this! Sugar is not a good day starter. Its seven o'clock right now and 
you'll all crash before noon! Speaking of the time," Rita said.  

Rita looked up at Rebecca. "Becca hurry up and get ready for school or you'll 
miss the bus again. Rose come down here with Mommy and keep me company. I'll get 
you a glass of milk." 

"Okay," Rose said. 
Rose descended the stairs slowly.She counted each step as she hopped from 

one ledge to the next. 
Rita turned from her youngest daughter. She glared at Reginald and Roger. 
"And as for the two of you. A real breakfast without sugar will be on the table in 

ten minutes and I expect the both of you in the kitchen, sitting at the table and eating 
some real nutrition! Do you understand?" Rita said. 

"Yes dear," Reginald said. 
"Yes Mother," Roger said. 
Rose hopped off of the last step and she rushed to her mother 
Rita picked up her youngest child and she turned to Reginald and Roger. 
"Ten minutes. No exceptions," Rita said. 
"Yes," Reginald said. 
"Affirmative," Roger said. 
Rita turned around and she left the hall. 



Reginald sighed with relief before he walked from the hall. 
Roger followed his father. 
Rebecca turned from the stairs and she walked to her room. 
"Just another morning in the Carmichael household," Rebecca said. She entered 

her bedroom and closed the door. 
 
 



  
 


