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  PROLOGUE

  
  




In heightened breath and raging heartbeat, she quickened her steps and continued to look around without certainty about what she was hoping to catch a glimpse of. Having chosen to spend a few more hours outside for the night to study, and falling asleep, only to wake up with her head well-rested on her pile of books and with enough saliva goo to wet them, the evening came with the feeling of distress in ways Nora had not anticipated. 

Clutching her books tightly to her chest, and doing just about enough not to trip on every little obstacle in her path while she returned to her room, Nora halted her footsteps, but not completely; her ears had picked up a rather troubling sound, but without certainty on what it was or where it was coming from. She gulped down hard, tightened her clutches into her books and felt her fingers dig into the leather straps on her diary. 

“It is nothing, Nora”, she whispered to herself. “You’re overthinking things”. 

Crimes were absent for sure around the school premise, and she had not heard anything coming remotely close to students being mugged or dealt some harmful acts at night or at any point in time through the day on campus, but this night felt different. Everything about the night sent shivers down her spine and she wasn’t sure she would make it. 

Gulping down hard and feeling lumps of worries begin to form in her throat, she closed her eyes, sucked in ample air into her lungs as the cold feel stung her insides and seemed to revive her strength. She resumed her walk and increased her pace, with her nostrils sucking in ample air per second to keep her well aerated within and ready to make a run for it should the need arise. 

Nora looked ahead, catching sight of her college dorm in the distance with a relieving sigh. Her lips tore slowly to the side and a smile crept in, but even while the sight was pleasing in the distance, something about whatever she felt was following her continued to haunt at her guts. The urge to turn around slowly began to engulf her, and the need to simply enquire continued to taunt at her instincts. 

“Don’t look back”, she mumbled to herself in clear, yet not staunch enough warning. “It is just some silly animals crawling around at night”. 

The animals could definitely range from rodents seeking meals in the dead of the night, to students spending their time smoking and indulging in illicit affairs on the school grounds. Regardless, she had no worry or business with either parties and she assumed she ought to be fine. Al she needed to do was make it home and lock her doors behind her for the night. 

Yet, with each step taken, the distance between where she was and her intended destination only continued to lengthen in a rather odd and bizarre outcome. 

Nora paused once again and this time, to collect her thoughts and rid herself of whatever inquisitive worries were in her head. She turned her head east, and slowly rotated it towards her south and found nothing troubling or remotely disturbing in sight, before concluding that her mind was beginning to ply tricks on her. 

She looked to her right, just by the side walk, where a tree stump had stretched its roots underneath the pavement, and with it came a thick frown across her forehead. She was sure of her thoughts this time, and she was definitely certain she wasn’t mistaken or hallucinating. 

“I passed this tree some moment ago”, she muttered incoherently and in a confused manner. 

Nora looked back up and towards where her college dorm room ought to be, and the sight, which she had joyed over not quite long, was nowhere to be seen. 

“Oh my God!” she cried in fright, but not loud and in hopes of not alarming or alerting unwanted people or persons. 

Her knees suddenly grew wobbly, and her breath seemed to mellow in desire to breeze through her effectively. Nora tightened her fists into her books and across her chest, but felt her nerves suddenly begin to stiffen as though an invisible gag had been placed on her. 

“This isn’t happening! This is so not happening!” she mumbled to herself. 

Feeling her veins begin to thump and rush with copious amount of blood flowing from her rapidly beating heart, she took the first step backwards in great difficulty, but with substance of relief in her guts. Yet, the crunching sound that came with her feet meeting the ground haunted her thoughts and caused her to swallow some bolus of sputum lodged in her throat with great difficulty. 

Something about the crunching sound she felt her right foot make against whatever she had stepped on made her stomach sink, and seemed to deter her from trying to look around or even ascertain what it was, but Nora could feel her heart threatening to implode should she not find out. Curious, scared and absolutely befuddled as to what was going on, she turned around against her restraining nerves, and felt her lips slowly part, and air rushing through as it filled her mouth without going into her lungs. 

“A crow”, she thought to herself. 

She had stepped on a dead crow, and had she taken more steps backwards, more crunching sounds from stepping on more crows would have ensued. The ground was littered with the black, shimmery feathered creatures, and the stretch of dead aves only extended along the path she had walked. 

“This is bad”, she heard the voice speak, but with certainty that she wasn’t the one. 

Nora looked to her left, feeling her hair fall over her eyes and threatening to prevent her from seeing as she gently swept it aside. Just some feet from her, and on a large stone with strange engravings was a hunched figure with her head in her hand, and her hair running down her face and keeping it well hidden. 

“Excuse me?” the scared to death, hyperventilating and absolutely confused college girl whispered. 

Heading forward towards where her college room ought to be still terrified her as hell, and even more terrifying was the prospect of returning from whence she had come. 

Threading carefully as her nerves seemed to soften and permit her movement, Nora reached her hand out as she headed towards the hunched girl. “Excuse me! Please, I need… “. 

The figure slowly raised its head but without bringing its face into view. It cackled aloud, and a dreadful and disturbing rain of black crows began to fall around Nora. 

“It is almost time! It is almost time!” the figure spoke, in feminine voice and in somewhat growling tone as well. 

Nora froze, slowly retreated in steps as the figure raised its head and hid its face well enough behind the veil of long, ebony hair sweeping all the way down to her knees. She spun around, tossed her books into the air, and began to make a run north. She swung her arms as best as she could, hoping every morning jog, and time spent in the gym would come too pay off as she sought answers to what awkward night she was having. 

Nora took a brief look back, hoping she wasn’t being followed and gladly so, the figure remained hunched on the large piece of rock without moving Yet, something else had begun to brew, almost like the list of strange effects was stretched out for the night and there would be no escaping it. The heavens began to growl aloud, and with it came the ominous sight of the darkened clouds moving to shadow the moon completely. 

The one fully blue-rimmed moon slowly disappeared from sight, and darkness of the most blinding nature slowly engulfed everything around Nora. Her hands trembled and began to lose the zeal to swing by her side. Her leg felt weaker by the second and they soon stopped running too. Her lungs collapsed and the last breath of air in it escaped as she clutched her chest tightly, felt her knees cave in, and her chest burning like it was lit on fire. 

She parted her lips and struggled to speak, but the right words continued to remain elusive. Strange noises in incoherent wordings soon hurried through the darkness, and with it came sudden loud thuds like something huge and dangerous was approaching. Nora wished to find out from where the incoming danger would come for her, but in absence of breath in her lungs to speak or light in her surroundings to speak, she felt alone… 

The night grew colder, the air felt more treacherous, and her consciousness slowly disappeared as she felt her eyes close but without making much difference; all she saw before and after was absolute darkness. Yet, even while her body dropped to the floor in loud thud and her senses slowly began to fail her, she could still hear the loud thud coming closer. 

“Please… “, she heard the intended word in her head ring aloud. 

Hoping her thought would reach through on her behalf was all she could do… 

“Nora! Nora! Nora!” the piercing sound tore through her unconsciousness. 

Nora felt her eyelids slowly part, and the burst of white light permeating them immediately. Slowly, she cast her gaze ahead, in fright of seeing what horror was approaching her, but felt her slips slowly begin to tear into a smile as her best friend stared down on her. 

“Are you okay? You kept on screaming from your sleep and you got us fucking worried”, the feminine voice grumbled. Nora looked around and whispered, “Us?”

She looked to her left, just beyond her bed and towards the chair where a boy with a wild grin across his face smirked and waved back at her. 

He took a puff from the rolled up joint in between his fingers and spoke. “You scared the living shit out of her, not me”. 

Nora sighed in relief and slowly sat up from her bed. Her backline drenched dearly, and her bed was no different from having a bucket of water poured on the loci where she had fallen asleep. Nonetheless, she couldn’t be gladder as she had awakened to the reliving sight of her friends. 

“It was just a dream… it was just a darn scary dream”, she whispered to herself over and over and again. 

Everything had felt too real, yet, she would take and rejoice in the fact that it was nothing but a nightmare. 








  
  
  CHAPTER ONE

  
  




Saturday night as usual, and nothing about it felt different from the others she had spent with her best friends. Asides the disturbing nightmare, everything felt the same and almost as though they were having a repetition of the previous ones in almost similar manner. For the duo in her room, engaged in their usual habits, everything felt fine, asides for Nora. 

Still visibly shaken by her ordeal within the fifteen minutes she had fallen asleep earlier, she remained silent in her chair and held unto its arms tightly with her hands. The air rang aloud with rock music, blaring wordings that were as dark in nature as Naomi’s thick afro, if not even darker than the lady’s hair. It was Daren’s doing without a doubt, and as evident by his head bobbing hard against the disturbing sound, he fancied his bizarre music choice. 

Nora harkened her ears to the wordings some bit, taking into context the fact every word seemed to be calling out for the darkness to come consume the light therein and around. Constant appeal for dark spirits living beyond the veil to tear through and manifest in the current realm was the sermon continually being preached by the words, and it shriveled up her heart just listening to it. 

She pondered hard on whether the music had any effect on her dreadful fifteen minutes sleep in hell, or if she was simply being overly troubled by the fact she was sure of everything she had seen earlier and that they were as real as can be. She looked over to the quiet Naomi, who continued to drown herself in the rock music as well as paint her nails on the bed. 

Daren coughed aloud, followed by a rather irritating cackle that caught Nora’s attention. 

“What!?” he asked upon noting her glare at him. 

Nora shook her head, watched the boy roll up some more weed and gently place it in between his finger while he scuffled for his lighter. Coughing softly, midst struggling to breathe an uncontaminated air with either weed of the demonic music on play, Nora approached the window and shoved the curtains to the side to allow in enough clear air. 

Asides the fact the somewhat stuffy smelling and feeling room needed it, she needed it as well. Her lungs still felt parched of proper air since she woke, and her breathing was yet to steady itself in normal pace. Her heart slowly wound its rapid beats down a notch, but she could feel her organs threatening to fail at the slightest threat. 

“Much better”, she sighed in relief, staring out the window and into the night. 

The sky looked beautiful with a million stars tucked all around and into its bosom. The moon hid itself halfway in the clouds, but still managed to grace its beautifully borrowed rays from the sun down on the surroundings of her house. Things looked brighter and better and it was just the way Nora would love it to be. 

She turned around swiftly, clenched her fists nervously on both sides, and headed for the bed when she halted abruptly to shoot Daren another scowl and disgusted look while he let out an irritating cough. 

“Knock it off!” she yelled. 

He shot her a perplexed look in response as she marched over to snatch the rolled joint from his hand. 

“Chill out! You’re acting crazy”, he moaned. ‘Your religious parents aren’t here, so you can take a chill pill!” he winked at her and smiled, while trying to reach for his weed. 

Nora fumed, bit her lower lip and took another look at the weed in her hand and then at the stash placed on the table before Daren. She locked gaze with the boy, while he broke his eyes off of her to reach for the stash he carelessly laid atop the table before him. Regretfully for him, he was too slow; Nora beat him to it, smirking and smiling as she marched her way back to the window and stopped to look back at Daren. 

His eyes bore a mix of anger and a little bit of plea meshed with arrogance, but he wasn’t about begging her not to do whatever she intended to and Nora knew him too well. S

“Let someone else enjoy the craze for the night”, she giggled, before unwrapping the joint and letting its content dance beautifully with the wind. 

She tossed off the wrapper before holding out the bag of weed and dusting its content off as well, to the cringing and absolutely disheartened looking Daren. He looked away in hurt and ground his teeth, but all in harmless deed, as Nora dusted her hands free of any weed residue. 

“Maybe some of my insane neighbors will be sane for once after taking a sniff or two”, she thought to herself. She paused momentarily before Daren who slowly lit in smile. 

“You understand I’m not the bad guy here, right?” he smirked and sniffed. 

Nora turned to look at Naomi who seemed to have been following their conversation for a while after getting through with her nails. Both girls stared blankly at Daren, who interchanged his gaze from one to the other. 

“For real guys, my hormones do more than you two can imagine”, he added. 

Nora waved his theatrics off and looked to her computer. She ducked just in time as a pillow flew past her from Naomi’s side of the room and at Daren who barely saw it coming and hard little to no time to duck. 

“Stop making silly excuses!” she yelled at him. 

Nora took a step forward and slowly blanked her mind and interest from hearing a word they were arguing about. They soon broke out laughing hard and loud, with the intermittent breaks of audible coughs from Daren as he struggled to catch his breath. Nora sighed, shook her head and veered ahead in two steps before hearing Daren’s cough heighten and become a struggle, with a loud thud and accompanied scream from Naomi. 

“Daren!” Naomi yelled while she approached him. 

Nora turned around briskly to see the boy had fallen on his face. His eyes rolled back in their sockets slowly, accompanied by his eyelids clamping shut. 

“Nora! Please, do something!” Naomi yelled at her friend. 

Nora hurried closer, almost too stricken with shock to move in the first instance. Naomi rolled him on his side and held his head in her hand. 

“Daren!” she screamed in grief, searching for a pulse, but seemingly unable to find any. “Wake up! Daren!”

Her cries filled the apartment, and the air suddenly grew thinner by the second. She shrugged him hard and hoped he would respond, but the boy remained perfectly still with his breath seemingly absent. Naomi looked over to Nora, who still wasn’t sure on what to do or how to even tackle the situation. Nora knelt by her friend, lips stiffened, and her eyes widened in horror. 

“Not again!” she mumbled to herself, whilst partly recollecting the hellish dream she just had. 

The room finally fell silent, interjected only by subtle sobs from Naomi who couldn’t hide her hurt and needed to let them out. Nora’s eyes burned with unshed tears, and her lips began to tremble as she took Daren’s hand into hers and felt his wrist. A soft pulse greeted her grasp and her heart gladden with joy as she felt it begin to beat in rising tempo. 

“He is a pulse!” Nora cried excitedly. “Naomi!”

Her disheartened and fervently weeping fiend sniffed and wiped off some of the tears sheltering her from seeing properly as Nora slowly reached to place her hand on Daren’s chest. She looked to Naomi, happily and with some promise of hope lingering and shimmering in her eyes, when the sudden grasp around her wrist alerted her back to her hand on Daren’s chest. 

Her heart skipped its beats, and her lungs fell flat as she exhaled in fright. His grip was cold and tightly wrapped around her wrist, causing her to squirm in discomfort and pain, and above all, unexpectedly. 

“Boo!” he had screamed with an evil grin accompanying his face. 

Naomi jumped backwards in shock, while Nora did the same but with much more flight response as she yanked her arm from his grasp and crawled away subsequently. The two girls stared at Daren as he burst out laughing and rolling on his side. 

“You’re alive!” Naomi sniffed and joyfully wiped her face before rushing over to hug him. 

She pulled him off shortly to take a good look into his eyes, before wrapping her arms around him once again, with her head well-cushioned against his chest, and gentle sobs of happiness following. 

Bitter and enraged, Nora folded her arms across her chest and yelled. “What the fuck is wrong with you!?”

He frowned back at her while Naomi continued to tighten her arms around his neck. “You should have seen the look on your face! I was sure you were going to have a heart attack or something!”

Nora slowly crawled back up and looked down at him. ‘it wasn’t funny, Daren!”

Daren continued to laugh hard and mockingly, only pausing to catch his breath and to shoot Nora some more annoying grin. 

“That’s what you get for wasting my stash of weed”, he replied. “But i got to tell you, it is the funniest shit I’ve pulled this week!”

Striking him hard with a kick to his chin while he groaned in pain, she muttered, “Asshole!”

Nora turned around immediately, wiping off the beads of tears finally unable to remain hanging in her eyes as they began to roll down her cheek. She couldn’t have the obnoxious boy understand what level of emotions she had for him, talk less of giving him the opportunity to see how well she was beginning to feel for him or like him. 

More so, there was also the episode of Naomi, already beginning to fall helplessly for the boy whom they had agreed not to get overly involved with, or even permit themselves to feel anything for. He was beyond reckless and irresponsible and every single opportunity he had to show it, he leapt ahead and displayed it without refrain. 

Nora sighed and sought something an alternate form of discussion for the evening. She figured something else would keep the annoying Daren off of his game or at least for the time being and without wasting much time and effort, her mind struck the perfect cause. 

“Naomi!” she called out with a smile across her face. 

Naomi took a break from hugging Daren, whose face folded slowly, but without Nora caring a single bit. 

“Do you remember the tarot cards I told you about?’ Nora asked excitedly. 

Naomi fegned temporary ignorance, rubbing her chin almost as though she had forgotten or never knew a thing of what Nora was speaking about. 

“Come on!’ Nora pleaded, hoping her excitement wouldn’t get dashed to the ground. 

Nora chuckled briefly. “Of course, I remember your sudden and new weird hubby”. 

Nora smiled, choosing to let the cheeky remark slide, before clearing her throat and approaching her computer to pull out the chair before it. Daren fixated his gaze staunchly on her, while Naomi got to her feet and proceeded towards standing behind her friend. 

“Well, I’ve been doing a lot of reading on them lately on how to use them, read them and a lot more”, Nora booted her computer excitedly and began to toggle through the interphase. 

Naomi waited impatiently for the gist attached to what her friend intended telling her. 

“It so happens that some tarot cards are centuries old, and I mean really old”, Nora continued, before abruptly halting herself from doing anything to turn around and look at her friend. “Do you know what that means?”

Naomi shrugged her shoulder, twitched her mouth and replied, “That my best friend is a lunatic who fancies crazy old cards laden with cobwebs and dust?”

Daren burst into laughter and immediately stopped upon noticing the stern gaze from Nora. 

Nora shook her head willfully and turned back to her computer. “No, but the gist is, the fact they’re old, and I mean really old, means I can get them for knock-off price on EBay without having to drain myself financially”. 

Naomi looked disinterested almost immediately, while Nora went about toggling through her browser until she found what she wanted. Satisfied by her pick from the list of old looking tarot cards on sale from very select few sellers, reached for her handbag just by the foot of her chair and took out her i-Pad. 

Daren got to his feet immediately, while Nora walked past him as she scrolled through her screen. ‘What are you doing?”

His voice bore enough concern in it to alert Nora of his worries about her choices, while Naomi had joined the bandwagon as well, wearing a frightened expression on her face. 

“You guys can chill”, Nora shook her head. ‘I’m not buying uranium or some secret government oil on the black market”, she teased. 

Naomi leaned closer to have a look at the screen, without uttering any words yet. 

“Remember I told you I’ve been practicing on tarot reading?” Nora asked. 

“Yeah”, Naomi replied subtly. “Are you seriously going to buy that shitty old thing!?”

Nora paused from toggling her i=Pad screen to look at her friend. Her eyes bore some intense look, and her forehead squeezed together as she clenched her fist around the edges of the tablet. 

“Its not shitty… just old!” Nora ground her teeth and frowned before returning her attention to the screen. 

She finally settled upon her desired page, with strange markings along the edges, while the website did just about enough to creep anyone interested in visiting it, out. She flicked through her desired tarot card from the pick of many listed along the page, opting for the cheapest in hopes of getting a good deal and not having to expend herself financially, before feeling her throat glue together, her eyes widen and her nostrils flare. 

She hadn’t the slightest idea on just how much or how fast she could get low on breath. Upon viewing the picture of the deck box, her breathing took on a shallow effect, and her stomach sunk with the displayed picture of human skulls in the most haunting manner, bearing devilish wings in pairs. She felt her feet buzz with mix of excitement and fright, but chose the former over the latter. 

Naomi pressed her gaze closer from behind, seemingly interested in the page, as Daren drew closer too. 

Nora tightened her grasp around her I-Pad and cleared her throat softly. She adjusted in her seat nervously and took a brief look at her friend, Naomi. 

‘Just read the damn product description”, Naomi encouraged her. 

Naomi shot her a frown before proceeding to read the product description as stated on the page; 

“Ancient in grace and forged in ages past, the Tarot of Death was used as a curse to homes and families of their enemies. A silent weapon without a drop of mercy, borne of magic so dark, the darkness itself feels cursed to be in its presence, the Tarot cards in this deck would reveal to you messages of fate, absent passion, love or even positive energy. Read the will of others through the cards, and those whom have had their fate read will suffer one of two fates; disappear or die, within the next few days.” 

The room fell silent, and as a cold chill raced down Nora’s spine. She felt herself temporarily immobilized, cringing within, as Naomi tightened her grip into the chair and threatened to puncture through the leather with her fingers. 

Daren erupted in hysterical laughter almost immediately. “That is the biggest bull shit I’ve heard in a fucking long time!”

Both girls turned to him with frowns on their faces, but Nora’s bore more sting as she wished she could drag him closer and ram her fist into his precious little nose. 

“Seriously?” he stopped laughing momentarily while holding his stomach. “Don’t tell me you’re planning on buying that old piece of crap which is obviously meant to rip you off of your money”. 

His bluntness often times end up being the one side to him that not only infuriated others, but also brought him on the verge of pain if they could deal it to him. Nora still remained without an amiable response, but she wasn’t in any way pleased with the young man. 

He shook his head and sighed. “Just don’t buy it! It will be embarrassing for us when story hits the campus about how we got infections from disgusting old tarot cards”. 

Nora finally broke through. “Come on, its just a very old looking tarot card and you can sincerely stop being a jerk about it”. 

Naomi looked at Nora and nudged on her shoulder gently. ‘Forget the stale look, what if the product description is true? Are we seriously ignoring the fact that we just read that?” 

Nora shot them both a rather bewildered look, stretching her gaze from Daren to Naomi, and then back to Daren once again. 

“Bunch of pussies”, she thought to herself, whilst trying not to spell the words out in consideration for Naomi alone. 

She shrugged subtly, turned to look at her screen to read the description once again, and even she knew darn too well what cold and disturbingly chilling effect it brought to her spine. She closed her eyes shortly, sucked in tender breaths into her lungs, and parted her lids open again to read the descriptive which was getting everyone on edge. 

She smirked softly and reached for Naomi’s hand. “There is no harm in trying something new or risky, provided it isn’t weed”. 

The snide dig at Daren definitely go the notice it warranted, as he shook his head, flailed his arms in the air and turned around with a disappointed look smeared across his face. 

“Unbelievable!” he stated with a grumble. 

Nora chuckled, taking pleasure on getting one over the boy, before turning to her screen once again, focused and ready to proceed with her purchase. She flicked through and scrolled downwards some more, before settling upon the “Buy” button situated at the right hand edge of the screen. Without granting it any further thoughts, she clicked hard on it and watched the screen disappear to bring her a fresh on demanding approval of payment. 

She proceeded, while Daren slowly dragged his feet back to the girls. 

“Done and dusted!” Nora sounded excitedly. 

The screen suddenly went off, taking them off of the page immediately, and bringing them nothing but a dark, reflective surface through which they could see themselves. The trio froze and stared into the screen momentarily before Nora placed it away and got to her feet. 

Rubbing her hands together in show of excitement, she spoke. “Okay! With that done, I guess the package will arrive in a day or two, depending”. 

She reached her left hand over her right shoulder and rubbed down hard against the sprained feel she had awakened too about an hour ago. The tension seemed to ease away, but the pain lingered, deeply seated underneath where any amount of pressure she applied could actually reach it. 

Naomi sighed exhaustively, looked at the duo with somewhat sleepy eyes and yawned. “Time to hit the hay for me… Daren, you know your spot, and I’ll take the floor by the dresser”. 

Nora watched as Daren walked over to the couch and planted himself into it. He pulled out a comforter he had brought along and slowly wrapped himself with it before turning to face the couch and backing the girls. Nora smiled as Naomi motioned for her to assist in arranging the sleeping bags on the floor. They got through the act in seconds and Nora headed to turn off the lights, with images of her friends being the last thing her eyes successfully picked in the room. 

She snuck into her single sized bed and crawled up underneath her duvet, yawning and stretching off the cranky feeling her joints ached off. 

“Goodnight”, she whispered to her friends who were ready to drift off into sleep. 

“Goodnight”, Nora replied almost immediately. 

They waited for Daren but got nothing immediately, prompting Nora to assume the boy had fallen asleep. 

A minute passed and he softly chuckled before muttering, “Goodnight and don’t let the bedbugs bite”. 

Nora shook her head, sighed softly, and wondered how she could have trusted him. She smiled to herself and held unto her pillow tightly as the world felt perfect and without worries at that moment in time. Her best friend was nearby, and a crush of hers wasn’t far away either, even while there remained some element of uncertainty on what would come of him. 

The world definitely felt calm and peaceful, yet, Nora worried about clamping her eyes shot to fall asleep. The images from her current nightmare continued to linger and race across the fields of her mind. She could swear the crunching effect from her foot stepping on the dead crow was real as can be. She could taste the odd air coursing down her lungs, and she could without doubt, still see the strange figure with lengthy dark hair sitting atop the large rock. 

The worrying side to it all, was the feeling that she knew who the person was, or at least, the frame looked oddly familiar to her… 








  
  
  CHAPTER TWO

  
  




The world continued to feel softer by the passing second, almost like she lay on a field of dandelions and her head was rested on the softest clouds. She groped tightly unto the head rest, and felt her heart mellow in gladness, as her night continued to stretch along perfectly, or at least it was what she assumed. ‘

Subtle, but warm feel stretched across her face and settled over her upper torso within minutes, and while she turned and tossed, hoping to evade the warmth, it remained unprepared to leave, prompting Nora to yank out her cloud of softness from underneath her head, and cover her face with it. She wanted the night to stretch further or at least, last another hour if possible. 

Waking up wasn’t the sole concern, and getting out of bed to begin the day wasn’t the second either. There was a specific element to the day’s running which she wished she could avoid as best as possible. She was scheduled to meet with them, and the meetings never really went well. In fact, the only saving grace about such meetings were the fact they never lasted long. 

Yet, today promised to be different; the length at which it might extend remained unknown and it haunted her thoughts just thinking about it. 

Flickering sounds from the bulb soon came to their hearing, while the ceiling fan began spinning wildly as though it was out of control. The air grew hot and cold and switched faster than anyone could make sense of, prompting the three figures in the room sit up hurriedly and almost in sync as though they had preplanned it. 

Naomi looked frightened to death; her face looked pale, and her lips tightened into a snarl, while Daren maintained his usual cocky look. The howling wind swaying the tree branches outside to their tune, hammered into the window panes, causing them to rattle disturbingly, while worrying sounds like footsteps hammered into the rooftop as well. 

“Does anyone have any idea what the hell is going on?” Daren asked with a frown. 

Naomi shrugged, as did Nora too. The duo shared a brief look, wondering what answers would come of the bizarre occurrence, before the sudden silence aired, and the odd noises stopped. The clouds outside the room drifted about beautifully as they had done through the howling wind, and the birds chirped on as though the trees had not just been dancing wildly and dangerously to the tune of the wind. 

Nora looked out the window and wondered when the birds got back there. She was sure something so odd and baffling would terrify the creatures and cause them to fly away never to return immediately, but they all looked rested and well nested on the branches like nothing happened. 

“First, you buy some weird cards online, and now one cannot get a good night sleep in your apartment?’ Daren decided to make a joke of the situation. 

Nora scoffed and shook her head. “Very funny, Daren!”

She slept back and turned her pillow on her head, but the soft and tender feel she felt from it had suddenly returned to one of reality. 

“Guys, look!” Naomi called out, pointing at the wall clock with a frown. 

Nora rubbed her eyes clean of sleep, and yawned as she trailed her friend’s hand towards the south wall bearing the old clock her father had brought back from one of his trip to Iran. Her eyes widened initially while she struggled to reconcile the time to the hour of the day, before hurrying off of her bed to pick up her cellphone from the table. 

“That’s odd”, Nora thought to herself while she put on her cellphone and waited for it to boot. 

Daren sighed and shook his head. 

“What are you two raving about?” he spoke in somewhat uninterested tone while he picked up his phone from the table before him. 

Nora held out her phone so he could have a good look and replied, “This!”

His eyes widened immediately, and his lips curled into a snarl as well. He looked away from her cellphone to his and back again, wondering if they had played some form of trick on him. Naomi got up from her sleeping spot immediately to arm herself with her cellphone as well. 

“It cannot be possible”, Darren muttered in disbelief. 

Naomi shot him a bewildered and somewhat castigating look. “Did you spike out drinks?”

“Weed cannot make us sleep for an entire day, Naomi”, Nora cut through, even while she wanted to believe Daren wouldn’t do something of such. 

Yet, there was no reasonable explanation as to why their time showed they were a day ahead after sleeping in on a Saturday night. The fact the watches were synced at Monday and with the exact time as that on the wall with its little digital calendar underneath the arms, brought nothing but absolute concern to their hearts. 

“Did you have anything to do with this?” Nora turned to the one culprit capable of trying to play such a silly joke. 

Daren looked lost, wearing his brows as low as possible and without the mischievous grin spread across his face. He looked from Naomi to Nora and back again, almost as if he wished Naomi would take his side. Nora could see he knew her friend had a thin for him, but that was going to be a subject for later. 

“Is this some kind of pranks from you?” Naomi asked. 

He yelled in response. ‘No! I was asleep just like you guys were and what will I gain from altering the clocks and calendar dates on your phones?”

It sounded childish and somewhat silly, but it definitely wasn’t beneath him, so she wasn’t about trusting him on it. 

“Let’s just see what’s going on outside before we beat up your ass for your silly jokes”, Nora shot him a stern look. 

She watched him frown, before covering himself with his duvet once again. She walked to the door, waited to listen for footsteps from her flat mates, before slowly unlocking the door and peering her head outside. 

“I’ll be damned”, Nora whispered before turning back. 

Naomi got to her feet and blinked intermittently while she awaited her friend’s words. 

“We slept for an entire day”, Nora noted. 

Naomi gasped, turned to look at Daren who hurriedly shoved off the duvet from his head. 

“Shit!” he mumbled. “I seriously did not spike your meals or even take that much weed to oversleep”. 

Surprisingly, Nora believed him, but in doing so, it left her with the debacle of what had happened and how they could have slept for an entire day without knowing. 

“How sure are you?” Naomi asked for proof. 

Nora nodded her head, sighed tenderly, and slowly opened the front door to crouch low and pick up something those in the room could not make light of. She turned around and held the object she had retrieved out, displaying a currently delivered newspaper with the day clearly printed out as “Monday” on the top right corner of its front page, while it bore the accurate date their phones carried. 

“I slept for a whole day!” Naomi gasped. “My mom is so going to fucking kill me!”

She looked around the room for her things, and began stuffing them into her bag without care for the order. Daren and Nora watched on without uttering a word as the paranoid looking lady finally got through and rushed over to wrap her arms around Daren, before planting a peck on his cheek. 

She walked over to meet with Nora as well, before wrapping her arms rightly around her. “Thanks for the sleepover… sorry about Daren”. 

She pulled away slowly with a wink, before dashing to the door and exiting immediately. The air felt odd for the next few seconds, before Nora cast her gaze on Daren, who smirked back at her and winked. 

“You need to leave too”, she muttered in warning. 

“Why?” he shrugged and asked. “Don’t tell me you have some big mummy commitment issues too”. 

Nora rubbed her temple softly and tried to nude off the headache she could feel was beginning to settle in. 

“You have your last paper today, remember?” she replied. 

Daren gasped, rolled out of the couch and to the ground, before hurrying back up on his feet. 

“Shit! Why didn’t you mention that all along!?” he spoke in frightened tone. 

Nora shrugged, smiled and fell into her bed. He hurried across the room to collect his shoes, before yanking his bag off of the couch and hurrying out of the room. His exam was due for twelve and getting there late would only compound his issues in ways he wouldn’t be able to handle. 

“We’d meet later tonight!” he cried atop his voice before disappearing down the hallway. 

She waved her hand and tucked her face into the pillow, hoping some degree of normalcy would return into her day and world in general. She closed her eyes, tossed around in her bed until she found herself the most soothing position with her pillow, before the loud thud on her door startled her and caused her to spring back into an upright position. 

Nora motioned to speak but remained silent, while her lips trembled, and her eyes remained fixated on the door. The loud thud returned and in even louder manner, before an eerie silence followed. Something was on the other side of her door and from the shadow it cast which stretched into the room and stopped just a few feet from the table. 

She felt her throat stiffen while she pondered on whether or not to speak and ask of who was at her door. 

“Miss Nora Kareem!” a masculine tone called out from the other side. 

Nora sighed in relief. 

“I have a delivery for you”, the voice spoke again. 

She hurried out of bed, feeling excited to get her package. Bare feet and jubilant, she yanked open the door to the sight of a large sized man with dark brown eyes and black rimmed makeup around his eyes. His brown leather jacket looked old and dusty, while his boots resembled that of a man who had just waddled through a swamp. 

She gulped down hard and looked back up to access the messenger, taking into account his somewhat spiky hair and lengthy eyebrow. Everything about him sent chills down every nerve ending in her body, but something else managed to counter her worries and help her focus her gaze away from him. The feeling he was Goth came to mind and his eyeliner did just about enough to validate the feeling she had. 

“Good morning”, he sneered and held out a box with brown paper wrapping towards her. 

Nora looked at the package and then at the man but hurriedly looked back down at the package in his hand. The wrapping looked pretty ordinary for something of such nature and she had expected something with more gravitas to say the least. Regardless, her heart leapt with joy, and her arms stretched right out to receive the package immediately. 

“My deed here is done”, the man said, before turning back around and walking away. 

She looked at the parcel in her hand, and peered her head outwards to have a look at what direction the man had taken, but he was no longer in sight. Odd in occurrence and definitely baffling, considering the single road leading away from her apartment went north and couldn’t be circumvented unless one wished to walk through the thick and unnerving forest situated not far behind her building. 

“What a weird fellow”, she thought to herself before slamming her door shut and locking it from behind. 

Giggling excitedly, and unable to hide her emotions, she hurried back to her and crawled into it with the unopened parcel in her had. Nora took some deep breaths, held her hands over the parcel and grinned wildly, before taking a lunge at the brown covering to begin ripping it apart from the side. She had barely caught a glimpse of the edge when another loud knock came on her door. 

“What fresh hell is this?” the lady thought to herself in a baffled manner. 

She looked towards the door, hoping to ignore it and praying it would simply go away, prompting her to continue unwrapping her parcel. Silence aired through the room and from outside, bringing the feeling that she was all alone and by herself, until the more subtle knocks rammed against her door. 

She looked up angrily, and yelled. “Whatever you’re selling, I’m not buying! Go away!”

She paused to hear the footsteps slowly retreat from her door but nothing of such sort seemed to be happening. 

“Jeez!’ she fumed, sliding the partly opened box underneath her sheets. 

She slid out of bed, ready to tell the intruder off, and with clenched fists as she stood before the door and took a peep through the peep hole. Her eyes widened and her mouth let out a rather loud gasp at the sight of the figure standing before her door. 

“This isn’t happening!” she turned around, looked at her room and hoped things were in proper set. 

Thoughts of Daren possibly letting some of his weed or wrappers misplaced around her apartment haunted her mind as she struggled to comport herself. 

She reached for the door handle and closed her eyes briefly. “This is unexpected but you will be fine… just play cool and things will run smoothly”. 

Taking her own advice with little zeal, she slowly turned the doorknob without as much anticipation and excitement as she had done earlier with the delivery guy. Wishing the figure on the other side of her door would someway disappear before she fully opened the door, Nora couldn’t be more disappointed when she watched a tight lipped grin slowly emerge from the corner of the figure’s lips. 

“Hello darling”, he said, holding his hands out and waiting for her to come towards him. 

The turbaned man in totally white attire was the least person Nora Kareem had expected would be visiting her house on such Monday morning. In fact, she could very well count the number of times she saw him in the whole year, which was majorly on Sundays because he didn’t have to work on those days all the time. 

Muzin Kareem smiled wildly while he hugged his daughter warmly. “I thought to surprise you”. 

It was a surprise without doubt; one Nora would have loved not to have. 








  
  
  CHAPTER THREE

  
  




The oddity in having her father I the same room with her though the years had not grown thinner or even dared to wear off. Having the man around constituted a whole lot of thoughts she never really wanted to have at the back of her mind. Asides the major challenges he brought with him, Nora was never ready for the criticisms her father always seemed to have in his pocket of words. 

Fifteen minutes had passed since he arrived, and aside having a glass of water to drink, he remained silent and continued to look around the room, picking things for which he would make radical points of, or simply be able to use in scolding his daughter. The latter had come to mind for Nora upon seeing her father through the peep hole and while she sat at the edge of her bed looking jittery, whilst trying not to show it, she wondered what mishap awaited her after hosting some like Daren in her room just a day or so before. 

Muzin finally made a sound; one that made Nora startle, even while the man was simply clearing his throat. 

“You need to vacuum this place more often”, he mumbled. “You’re an academic and not a hippie”. 

Nora nodded her head gently and gave no response. It wasn’t her first rodeo with the man and it definitely wasn’t going to be her last. She looked around the somewhat neat apartment and wondered what more would classify it as clean, even while the place was seemingly spotless. 

“It is strange to see you here today, Papa”, Nora cleared her throat too and spoke. 

He bobbed his head, rested his back into the couch and sighed. “Your mother insisted and quite frankly, I had no say in there twice enough for me to drown it away”. 

It sounded like the woman Nora knew too darn well; the one person whom could control the man since her biological mother passed and he decided to remarry. Like a puppet attached to some string and dancing from the edge, the ma would do anything his new wife asked of him, even if it meant at the detriment of his own pleasure. His resolve just wasn’t strong enough against her. 

“Why exactly are you here, Papa?” Nora asked, hoping the man would strike the nail on its head. 

Muzin got to his feet and walked across the room to the bed where his daughter sat. He eyed her tenderly, gawking at her uncovered hair with displeasure and enough intent in his eyes to show it to her. 

“You are a Muslim… a Kazeem like I am and not the westerners whose ways you’re trying to copy”, he sighed. 

Nora cut through immediately. “Papa!”

He held his hand out and stopped her from speaking. 

“We agreed that you’d go to any school of your choice, but on the condition you practice our religion and not make a mockery of it by becoming one of them”, he continued in disheartened tone. 

Nora looked around her room and wondered what exactly the man meant by “one of them”. Such meetings with her family were never pleasant and it always ended up creaming her corn just having them come to check in on her. 

“Fashion and choosing to enjoy the beautiful things in life doesn’t mean I’m indulging in haram!” she fumed. “More so, I’m a student, and covering my hair… “. 

Her father shot to his feet and raised his voice. “Covering your hair is part of what shows the respect and resolve you have for Islam!”

She felt herself mellow immediately, as her father continued to tear into her and what he perceived as an abject decision to stray from Islam. She turned away from him momentarily, trying to conjure her thoughts and ease herself some bit from the already troubling morning she was having. 

“Get your things”, he muttered before getting to his feet. “Your mother needs you at home”. 

Nora bobbed her head, walked over to her backpack and began to pack some needed item for her stay. 

“Nora!’ he father called out in a stern tone. 

Nora turned around slowly, almost as though she could tell something terrible was coming. She gasped and slowly clamped her hands over her mouth as the man held out the hidden tarot card he had retrieved from under her sheets. He looked dismayed somewhat, but said nothing after calling her name. 

His silence definitely began to ache more than his screams or yelling would, and she found herself oddly wishing the man would talk. 

“Is this what you dally in now?’ he asked with a raised brow. 

Nora waved her hands fervently and bit her lower lip as she drew closer and stopped halfway. 

“They are just cards, Papa”, she tried to tell him. “I just got it for personal use and nothing else”. 

Muzin shot to his feet, slipped the deck of unopened cards into his pocket, and headed for the door. 

“Meet me in the car!” he said. 

Nora gave no response as she began packing her things in preparation for another boring few days at home with her folks. 

                                                                                               ***

Its been an hour since her arrival and nobody had mentioned anything about the tarot card her father had confiscated from her. In fact, the mood around the lunch table seemed pretty good, asides the fact that Nora continued to gloat and shoot her father some rather displeased shots. 

“So, Nora, when do I get to meet your friends?” Lama, her step-mother asked. 

Nora shrugged, took another spoonful of her soup and swallowed slowly. 

“They never come to visit you and we never get to know anyone with you”, she continued. “Isn’t is high time we knew who our daughter roams with in college?”

She turned to her husband, who almost spilled some soup on himself while he hurriedly began to nod. 

“More so, your father and I have a conference to attend for my upcoming lecture, and I was hoping we can wrap things up before we leave”, Lama added. 

Nora looked up slowly, hoping what she had heard was right, as a thin smile lined her lips. 

“You guys are travelling?” she asked in a somewhat perplexed and excited tone. 

Muzin bobbed his head, looked at his wife, and gently nudged her cheek while she blushed endlessly. “We might be on the road for a few days or maybe a week, but we wanted to ask if you’d love to come with us on the trip as a family”. 

Their sweetness and decision to drag her along felt touching, but she had seen a loophole in them leaving her behind and she wasn’t about to pass on it. 

“I can get my best friends over to come see you guys”, she noted. “More so, Naomi has always wanted to visit, but I wasn’t sure on whether or not it would be a good idea”. 

Lama waved the claims away and smiled. Nora had found her opening and with her renewed mood, she sunk into her soup and continued to pillage away happily. She shot her father a smile and slowly felt the smile fade away as she recalled her tarot cards. 

“By the way, your father and I were speaking about what he got from your room in school today”, Lama slowly looked up with a stern expression on her face. 

She laid down the spoon in her hand and shared a brief gaze with Nora’s father. Nora gulped down hard and almost felt herself choke. The signs weren’t looking favorable anymore and she prepared herself for the worst possible talk-down they could offer. 

Lama sighed softly and pushed her chair back. “We have some concerns that you might not be taking Islam as seriously as you should”. 

Nora rolled her eyes and sat back into her chair. 

“You don’t pray five times daily anymore, your wardrobe has so much revealing clothes that even I worry whether you might be going about naked in school”, she continued. 

Nora folded her arms across her chest and continued to stare blankly at the woman. It was classic Lama; buttering her victim up before finding ways to hit her hard and well. 

“I don’t assume your mother would want you dallying in anything occult or even tossing our ways down the drain”, Lama tilted her head to the side as she concluded her sentence. 

Nora jolted to her feet, rammed her hands into the table and yelled, “You’re not my mother!”

The lunch table suddenly fell silent enough to become a graveyard, while her father had his spoon glued to his lips as he exchanged subtle looks with his wife. 

“You two keep acting like you give a hoot about what’s going on in my life, and she hasn’t even taken your last name yet!” Nora noted. 

Lama’s lower jaw dropped in response to the hurting words, while her husband shot her a consoling look, hoping to keep her mellow and calm through the ordeal. 

“This is why I don’t come home”, Nora sighed tenderly, excused herself from the table, and left briskly for her room. 

Muzin reached for his wife’s hand and held it tightly, while they both watched the girl disappear out of sight within seconds. Nora’s implosion left them with the bitter truth nobody in the house ever spoke about. Muslim home built on the foundations of Islam, which still had the wife bearing a different name from her husband’s was one’s obeying the true teachings. 

She had just pointed out how much of a hypocrite they are and that in itself, gave her the edge she needed to vent her frustration. Two years had passed since that unfortunate incident that ripped her soul out and cast her down the path of turmoil. 

“I will go and speak with her”, Muzin looked sunken with guilt as he leaned closer to peck his wife on her cheek. 

He excused himself from the dining table and dusted his hands gently, before walking the same path his daughter had followed. Muzin Kareem regaled himself with the specific words her would recite before his daughter, but regardless of how gentle he hoped they would be, something told him the young lady shooting fire and brimstone wasn’t in the mood to get trampled on with words. 

Walking briskly and as loud as possible so she can hear him coming, he paused before her door and recounted his words once again before tapping against it. 

“Nora”, he whispered. 

Muzin heard nothing but his daughter’s insistence not to answer him. He paused momentarily, before knocking against the door once again. 

“Nora! I know you’re in there and I would love to come in”, he spoke in more demanding, yet pleasing tone. 

Her silence answered him once again, before her voice broke through after a few seconds. “The door is unlocked… you can come in”. 

Muzin reached for the door knob and froze. He bit his lower lip and closed his eyes as thoughts of how his late wife used to be the one to merge bridges on such occasions. Summoning as much courage as he could find within his weary heart, he gently turned the knob and granted himself entrance upon his daughter’s request. 

Nora stood by the south side window, gazing into the fields, without acknowledgment of her father’s presence. Muzin held his hands behind his back, while his robe swept the floor upon proceeding to stand by her side. The beautiful sight of endless roses planted in gorgeous landscape seemed to make the air feel better for them both, while Nora would choose the silence over her father saying anything to her at that moment in time. 

“I know you’re angry”, he finally sought to break the ice between them. 

Nora wondered if he believed in the words he was pelting. 

“The problem is, you never let me in or allow me to reach you”, he added, before turning to stare at her. 

Nora scoffed, closed her eyes and leaned her head towards the ground. 

“If only I believe you”, she whispered. “If only I believe you haven’t forgotten about mom since you remarried!”

Boldly, and with trembling lips while her arms crossed her chest, she looked back up and into his eyes. He broke his gaze away immediately, seemingly too uncomfortable to face whatever reality she was about regaling him with. 

“I loved your mother dearly, Nora”, Muzin sighed and parted his lips to continue, but halted halfway. 

With a raised brow, she awaited her father to finish whatever he had to say. 

“I miss her every day and even while you don’t think so, trust me… “, he continued, but got interjected. 

Nora scoffed, flailed her arms in the air and grumbled. ‘You miss her? Yet, everything about her seem to be going away! Her favorite Chinas are no longer even being used to serve soup or even exist in the kitchen!”

Muzin raised his hand but brought it down slowly

Nora wasn’t done. “I know you blame her for what happened… I know you still blame her for her death and the sense that she was naïve”. 

Muzin sighed and placed his face into his hand. He looked back up and slowly at his daughter, lips parted and looking like they were about to spill, before slowly clamping them shut again. 

“You sound just like her”, he finally muttered. ‘You’re beginning to act like her too, and it scares the living hell out of me to even begin to think about it!”

Nora stepped backwards upon hearing her father roar. 

He looked away subtly and held his hands behind her back. ‘I don’t blame anyone but your mother for her own death and she could have avoided it had she listened to me”. 

It was the closest thing the man had ever said or mentioned about her mother’s death in years. It prompted Nora to step closer, hoping for more information on the mysterious death on how someone who was locked inside her home could vanish without a trace. 

“Why wouldn’t you tell me?” Nora asked. “Why wouldn’t you tell me about Mom or what happened to her? Is she truly dead or did she leave you!?”

“Your mother would never leave me! She loved me and I loved her as well!” he raged. “It was those darn things! Those darn voices and that bloody card deck!”

He suddenly halted, almost as though he had said too much. He looked away and slowly began to breathe so he could manage his anger. Nora straightened her expression and approached the man immediately. 

“What cards?” she asked. 

Muzin shook his head and slowly began to weep. “It came back… the darn thing came back for you like she said it would”. 

Nora was even more confused than ever, and she wanted answers. She tugged at her father’s cloth and watched him turn around with swollen eyes tempting to let down copious amount of tears. 

“When I saw the deck, I couldn’t tell you, but I don’t care how you got it or from where it came”, he sniffed and held his breath for a while before continuing. “It isn’t going to get you too. I will not watch you dally into taromancy”. 

He walked past her without a smile or anymore words, but left the girl with many in her heart in form of questions. She stared out the window, wondering if her father wasn’t becoming delusional or if he is simply trying to scare her off using the tarot card. 

Yet, there was without doubt, an underlying fear in every tone with which he had spoken. He was terrified and that alone, he could not hide regardless. 

“How did mom die?” Nora asked herself for the umpteenth time. 

Her world suddenly felt darker and absent of any proper illumination. Her father was without doubt hiding something from her and she could sense the tarot card she had ignorantly gotten, which the man now had in his possession, had something to do with it. 

“I need to get those cards back”, she mumbled to herself. 

Nora headed back for the dining table. 

                                                                                               ***

Hurrying down the hallway and towards the bickering sound that threatened to cause her sleepless night, Nora stopped just a few feet from the door, and peeled her ears towards the words emanating from her father’s bedroom. The duo had been at it for the past hour and their argument didn’t seem like it was about stopping anytime soon. 

“She found it or at least it found her!” her father yelled. “How do you explain that?”

A long and odd pause soon followed, before a resounding hiss to dispute what the man had said. 

“People buy things online all the time and the package clearly states that it is from EBay, so why bother yourself in such nonsense?” her step-mother adder. 

The man sighed aloud and growled. He stomped his feet across the room and walked to the door to slam it shut. Nora stepped closer, hoping to pick up everything they were speaking about. 

“I know you’re scared and the traumatic experience with your late wife’s passing still haunts you, but I don’t believe some tarot cards have anything to do with her death”, the woman inside the bedroom spoke softly. “You’re at a critical point where you could lose that young lady if you don’t start trusting her”. 

Nora couldn’t help but feel surprised as her lips tightened. Her stepmother was on her side and the feeling was somewhat odd. She waited to hear her father’s response, but nothing came from the man. She figured he was probably not going to hand her back the card, but that wasn’t Nora’s major concern. In one day, he had spoken about her mother more than he did for years. 

“How did she die?” she wanted to ask and hopefully get a good answer for it. 

It would definitely help soothe her world and maybe, fill the hole she continued to feel inside her chest since she came home to the sight of blue and red lights and blaring cops siren outside their home that night. 

“Your mom is dead… she is dead”, were the words her father said on that night, and nothing more. 

The cops found no bodies, and they never recovered any till the current day. It had left her life toiled in misery and mystery ever since, and now, the presence of those dingy old looking tarot cards had found a way of exhuming talks and memories of the incident in their house. She heard the door slowly begin to creak open, and Nora took to her heels immediately. 

She slammed her door shut and hurried to her bed to bury herself underneath her sheets. 

“If you’re going to keep being a child and choose to ruin our night with your late wife’s issues and talks, then you should sleep in the bed alone tonight!” Lama’s voice rang aloud and along the hallway as she marched to the living room. 

Nora closed her eyes and hoped to find some sleep; there were secrets being hidden in her house and she was going to get to the bottom of them without fail. 

                                                                                               ***

Endless screams mixed with haunting laughter soon filled the air. Nora tossed to the side of her bed and began to roll from side to side as she tried to blot her ears out. The screams were from her father; they were exactly as the man had yelled upon finding out his wife was dead in the most bizarre of manners. Nora clamped her hands over her ears once again, trying to nullify whatever it was that was bringing the eerie sound. 

Yet, it persisted, followed by an aggressive gust of wind threatening to tear down the curtains, while it also hammered into the window pane. She sat up hurriedly, breathing heavily and sweeping her gaze around the room in the most frantic manner. Something swept around the room in maddening speed and she could hear its movement, but seeing it felt impossible. 

She clenched her fists into the sheets and heard them rip as she felt herself cowering in fear. 

“Dad! Dad!” she cried atop her voice, trying everything within her power not to race to the door. 

The gust of wind hammering into every window pane in her room suddenly stopped, but the entity sweeping across the room had found a corner in there to stick with and slowly, like a mirage, it came into view in fuzzy image, before disappearing out of sight. Nora pinned her gaze towards the corner of her room, feeling frightened dearly and terrified to even move a nerve as the fuzzy entity continued to appear and disappear. 

Something about it felt familiar, and not just the mild form of familiarity one would have when they remembered a distant memory. She could have sworn she saw a hand reach out through what appeared to be her room wall tearing, before closing back on every turn. She gulped down hard and felt her throat stiffen. 

“Dad!” she yelled out once again, hoping the man would hear this time. 

His silence and absence of any response from him brought the realization to Nora that she was all alone. She eyed the door momentarily, clenching her fists tighter into her sheets, before taking subtle breath and closing her eyes as she slowly slid out of bed and motioned away from it. 

“Keep your calm and things will be fine… it is nothing but some terrible dream”, she told herself while her eyes clamped shut momentarily. 

She pictured herself waking up from another terrifying dream, and subsequently joking about it with her friends. She imagined herself drenched in sweat, breathing heavily, and looking around her somewhat cramped room to the sight of the familiar objects in there without any oddity in the distance like the one she was desperately trying not to look at. 

Yet, the feeling that she wasn’t alone only continued to dawn on her some more. There was something about whatever was around her that didn’t make sense, yet, terrified the living hell out of her. It had stopped moving, and the fuzziness only continued to burst into some form of solidity before disappearing again. 

Opening her eyes once again, Nora stiffened all around to the image of fuzzy white smoke, hovering before her face. Her lungs slowly collapsed as she held her lips tight but still felt air escape through it. Her heart felt dead and barely made a beat, while she could feel herself about to urinate all over. It hovered around her and gently came to a halt before her eyes, as it began to take rather odd form. 

“Get it!” the subtle, yet troubling voice whispered. 

Nora held her thighs and tried to pinch herself hard, hoping she would wake up. 

‘Get it back!” the voice rang aloud again. 

Beads of cold tears began to roll down the side of her face, her eyes threatened to shut close but only widened with the passing second in absolute fright, while her tongue glued itself and shrunk into the lower part of her mouth. Everything within her motioned for the flight action, but something about the voice left her too petrified to even move. 

“Get what!?” she heard herself scream aloud. 

The fuzzy cloud before her slowly dissipated, before returning within a split second. 

“It is afraid of you”, Nora felt her inner voice tell her. 

Yet, she couldn’t see anything to indicate whatever was in her room was frightened. She motioned to her left and it followed her duly, and it did the same while she stepped to her right. There seemed to be no escaping it regardless of how hard she tried, and it made her heart sink further even while the organ wasn’t pumping enough blood through her body. 

“It is yours and you have been chosen to wield it”, the voice spoke again, and this time, it felt clearer. 

“Mom” Nora asked, hoping her bold leap would give her answers. 

Instead, the hovering cloud of fuzziness only zoomed off fast and headed for the door. It seemed to pause and turn back to have one more look at Nora, before going through the door and out of sight. Nora motioned to move, but she felt restrained for the next few seconds before breaking through. Her heart was bent on getting answers to whatever it was and why it was in her room. 

The words it spilled continued to linger in her head, but she hoped it was only her subconscious trying to mess with her rather than some odd paranormal event which she would not be able to explain to anyone. 

“It was mom’s voice”, she whispered to herself before yanking the door open and stepping into the hallway bare feet. 

Heading south, the cloud of air moved fast, but managed to grant Nora the space and time to see it and follow it successfully. 

“What if this is all your imagination?’ she asked herself while she cut a corner to her left and began marching up the stairs. 

The wall clock to her left read some minutes past one, but it had stopped working for some reason which was quite odd because her father was a stickler for making sure everything in the house was in functioning condition. She ignored the clock and hurried after the bizarre entity, before stopping before the attic door, which she had never used or attempted to open because her father had some silly excuse for them not being there. 

“A lot of work still needs to be put into that place before it is safe to use”, he had stuck with over the years without ever changing his story. 

Nora reached for the metal door knob and felt her hand stiffen just upon touching the cold handle. It had gone through there, and she was sure of it, but to what purpose it had led her there, she remained unsure. She looked around and felt the darkness seem to be growing on her while she stood there. Light barely seeped into the region of the house where she was, and the air had begun growing extremely cold the longer she stood there without proper covering for her feet. 

“Open it!” she heard the voice cry aloud in her head. 

Her guts wanted to rip through the door and finally break free from her father’s shackles of silly rules which always had no reasonable explanations attached to them. She tugged at the door and stopped, wondering if the man was right, and if it was truly unsafe. 

“Nora!” she heard the voice call to her loudly than ever now, and this time around, it was right behind her. 

She turned her neck slowly and felt her body follow, while her back pressed against the door hard and wished it could materialize itself through it without having to face whatever was before her. It slowly took form and a really familiar one too. The bold brown eyes slowly emanating from the fuzzy white smoke, to the color of dark long hair, brought back haunting memories to Nora as she felt her eyes widen. 

“Mother!” she gasped and clenched her fingers into the door. 

It drew closer and pressed its cold feel into her face while she felt too frightened to even blink. 

‘Save me”, the eerie voice from her mother hushed before slowly dissipating into a distant tone. “Save me!’

The second time made her jump and leap ahead as a pissed looking image of her father stood by the stairs with his hands crossed over his chest. She looked at him, still frightened, before looking back to where the entity had stood, but with nothing in sight. 

“You will defy my orders whichever way you can, Nora!” he raged. 

Nora waved her hands in the air and tried to speak but her voice seemed to have gone missing. She waved and pointed in the direction she assumed the entity had gone, but her father wasn’t having any of her drama. He marched towards her, shoved her aside and tested the integrity of the door behind her. 

“How many times have I warned you against even trying to get into that room?” he asked. 

Nora stared at him oddly, tried to reconnect herself with the bizarre incidence she had just witnessed, and hopefully not get angry at her father’s obvious disregard to or for whatever was going on with her. 

“Dad! This isn’t about the door!’ Nora yelled. ‘I saw something!”

He turned around and waved her words off. “We will talk about your appropriate punishment in the morning”. 

She chased after him, yanking at his pajamas, hoping to get his attention, but the man remained as stubborn as a mule while he hurried down the stairs and continued to ignore his daughter. 

‘I have nothing to listen to and I will take appropriate steps when the time is right, in dealing with you”, he continued to mumble. 

Nora stopped for a moment to think and reason through the odd incidence. The formed image through the cloud still lingered in her mind and she was certain she had made her mother’s face and heard her voice from it. 

“I saw mom!” she cried atop her voice just as her father was about to disappear out from her sight. 

Muzin stopped walking but didn’t turn around immediately. Nora felt her breath heighten and her anger towards her father take on higher leaps as she waited for him to speak. 

He simply replied without turning around. ‘Your mother is dead, Nora. Please go to sleep”. 

It felt like the confirmation she had always wanted; something to indicate the man had moved on ar at least, wasn’t interested in anything that had to do with his previous wife. His heart was cold towards the dead woman now or so it seemed, and Nora could not believe everything she was seeing from the man. He was different and definitely not the same one her mother had been married to. 

She felt too ashamed by his actions to race down the stairs, and definitely too enraged with herself for putting up with him for so long, to even go anywhere near her room for now. She had often heard people saying the world was a cold one, and there was absolute testament before her as she simply could not relate how a man would stop loving or caring for his wife because she was dead. 

“Why?’ she whispered to herself, hoping the question would remain unanswered. 

The fear of learning the truth terrified her and she slowly crouched on the staircase, picturing the sweet, caring and loving face she had grown up to know before her mysterious death. Nora pictured her father’s face looking joyous too and holding absolute happiness in it years ago, unlike the one she had to live with every single day at the moment. 

“Help me!” she heard the same voice call out again, but upon turning around, there was nothing behind her but the odd looking attic door. 

The situation sent chills down her spine, but it also reinforced her intent to find out whatever her father was keeping from her, and after watching him yank at the door behind her desperately to ascertain its integrity, she knew where to look. 

                                                                                               ***

Muzin walked into the living room looking refreshed from the past night sleep without realizing the gloomy looking figure slumped on the south side couch from him. He dragged his feet towards the kitchen to make himself and his wife some coffee, before realizing they had run out on milk. 

“Nora!’ he yelled atop his voice, holding the milk container in his hand. 

Nora raised her left hand up slowly, without any vocal response. Muzin turned around in shock to find the girl still in her pajamas at ten in the morning. He took another look at his watch, stared at his daughter and made no action to proceed towards her. 

“We ran out on milk last night”, Nora replied finally. “Good morning Dad”. 

Muzin slowly moved closer, bearing an angry look on his face while he bent over to look at his daughter. She smiled and waved oddly at him before turning and facing away. 

“How is this even possible?” he asked in a bemused tone. 

Nora shrugged and sighed aloud so he could hear her. 

“We had a full carton as of lunch yesterday, so… “, he attempted to finish his question before halting. 

Nora slowly turned around, got up from the couch and replied, “Well, maybe someone finished it before this morning… you could ask your new wife”. 

Muzin stepped backwards while his daughter slowly walked away from him. He looked less bemused with each passing second as he stared at the milk container in his hand. Mornings without coffee would usually become a nightmare for him, and ultimately ruin the remaining day before it even began. 

“Mom would have stocked up and made sure we had extras!” Nora reminded him while she walked up the stairs and headed for her room. 

Muzin tossed the empty mil container aside and marched up after his daughter before yanking at her shoulder. “Don’t you walk away from me while I’m speaking with you!”

Nora turned around, gently nudged his hand off and to his absolute shock, before marching back up and heading for her room. 

“What has gotten into you!?” he yelled while he followed her. 

She waved him off, continued on her path, before stopping by her room door. Muzin stopped some feet behind his daughter as well but made no move to speak or follow her any further. 

“Why?’ Nora asked. 

Muzin flailed his arms in the air and shrugged as though he had no idea about what his daughter spoke of. 

“Why did you choose to forget about her? Why did you abandon her and act like she never even existed?” Nora asked. 

Muzin fell silent and watched his daughter turn around. 

‘I saw her yesterday, I felt her and I heard her voice”, Nora spoke passionately. 

Muzin motioned to speak but she halted him rudely. It is an act even Nora knew would cost her dearly once she was done venting her anger. 

“Yet, when I mentioned her to you, it didn’t even strike a nerve”, she sighed. ‘How poorly has mom’s memories fizzled out of your mind?”

Muzin finally decided to speak. He shook his head and held out his hands but words didn’t accompany any of his actions. Nora could see his eyes bore enough stress indicators and his lips motioned to speak on every turn, but for some reason, he continued to hold back. He lowered his head and bowed it into his hand before gentle sobs began to emanate. 

“You knew her as the woman I married years ago and the one that made me lovely dinners, pressed my clothes and made our home a home, but… “, he stopped and sniffed hard. 

Nora had never seen him that devastated since her passing. It felt like watching the man with a heart of stone, suddenly grow one and it threatened to break hers too. 

“Your mother changed”, he added, finally, after catching his breath. “You had no idea what I had to put up with, and all for what? All for what!?”

“Changed?” Nora stepped closer with a slight frown. 

He looked towards the stairs, almost as if he was trying to make sure they weren’t being heard, before stepping closer to his daughter. 

“There are things you have no idea about because we were trying to protect you”, he replied. “The hell we had to go through, while I tried to protect you from it all”. 

Nora wished there could be better explanation from the man. He walked closer and held her by her hand before unlocking her door and taking her into her room. Nora remained silent, obviously noting the array of emotions her father was desperately trying to hide but to no avail. He sat her down next to him on her bed, just as he used to when she was little. 

Nora had not felt that closeness in a while. He would read her stores and invite her mother to come join them later on. The sweet memories had only continued to feel like a distant past for years since her passing, and Nora was certain things could never be the same. 

“I want to tell you something even you mother never wanted me to share with you”, he muttered in somewhat worrying tone. 

A cold breeze surged into the room and caused Nora’s hairs to stand right on the back of her neck. 

“You didn’t know this at the time, but your mother wasn’t herself for years before she died”, he explained. 

Nora frowned and felt her nerves stiffen at hearing her father say such a thing about her mother. 

“She was really sick and we tried everything from therapy to psychiatric evaluation and even weeks of hospitalization”, he continued. “It almost ruined our marriage and I wasn’t sure on how to proceed, considering she had bursts of suicidal acts”. 

Nora’s world suddenly began to crumble and it felt like the woman she had assumed she knew to be strong and caring was nothing more than a shard. 

“The woman you knew for years before her death wasn’t your mother, and it began right after… “, he paused and felt as though he had said enough. 

“After what?” Nora pushed for an answer. 

Muzin got to his feet and shook his head. He hurried to the door and held a thin but bitter smile on his lips. 

“Your mother was a good woman, but there are far more than you can understand”, he noted, before holding the door and attempting to leave. 

Nora reached out her hand and called out to him, “Papa!”

Muzin halted, looked back at his daughter with her outstretched hand. Something else caught his eyes, other than her willingness to have him around and engage him in some more conversation. 

“What?” Nora asked upon noticing the look of worry in her father’s eyes. 

Muzin rushed over and began to mumble incoherently as he took her hand in his and shoved up the sleeve of her pajamas. His eyes widened hard and fast, as did hers as they shared a blank expression with each other almost immediately. 

“How did that get there?’ he asked in a rather befuddled and terrified tone. 

Nora had not seen it on her skin before and she definitely wasn’t one bold enough to get a tattoo of any sorts. In fact, the idea of having anything prick her skin remained a frightening act she would rather not have even if it meant she was sick. 

“I… I don’t know!” she stuttered. 

She got to her feet and walked over to the mirror to have another look at her arm, stretching her sleeves up the left arm and holding it before the mirror. The reflection before her eyes, bouncing off of her arm left her absolutely mystified as her father began to pace around the room in worry. 

“It is happening to you too”, he mumbled. “It is happening to you too!”

Nora ignored the paranoid man to examine the tattoo of what appeared to be a strange bird, edging up her right arm, but incomplete as at the moment. It looked beautiful and definitely possessed a good degree of allure too. 

“How did it get there?” she asked herself. 

Her father replied, “I know how! It is those darn cards! You had to get those darn cards too!”

Nora looked confused, but her father seemed to bear absolute assurance in the words he had just spilled. 

“First t begins with the tattoos, then you begin to see things too”, he mumbled while he continued to pace dramatically. 

Muzin suddenly stopped to look at his daughter. 

“Tell me this is a joke and you’re trying to get back at me”, he demanded. 

Nora looked flabbergasted and gave no response. He marched over to her, held her hand tightly in his and began to rub hard against the incomplete tattoo, almost as if he wanted it to smear off. 

“Papa!” she yelled and yanked her arm free from his. “You’re acting crazy!”

As much as whatever the tattoo stood for terrified her, she wasn’t willing to have bruises on her arm because her father wanted to simply wipe it off. She took another moment to stare at it, wishing for an answer and hoping it would come with a reasonable explanation. 

“It is just a tattoo and maybe even some genetic mutation of some sorts”, Nora sounded ignorant but she wanted anything to desperately explain the conundrum. 

Muzin shook his head and yanked at her arm as he led her to the door. 

“I think you need to see things for yourself”, he said in frightened tone. “Maybe you’d understand my fears and all these nonsense will make some sense to you”. 

He marched her down the stairs and towards his room. Lama had just sat up in bed and yawned aloud when they walked into the room. She stared blankly at the father and daughter with a sting of surprise in her eyes to see Nora willing to come into their bedroom. 

“I was as naïve as you are right now too, but I knew better after some weeks of first seeing that thing”, he explained without looking at her. 

He knelt by his bed and reached underneath the bed while Nora shared the uncomfortable moment with Lama staring awkwardly at her. There was without doubt no love lost between them, but being in her mother’s old room brought the bitter-sweet sting of memories coursing down her spine. 

“Shit!” her father mumbled, yanking his arm out with a large metal box. 

Nora frowned, sighting the padlocked box as her father struggled to unlock it with a key he picked from inside his drawer. She had never seen the box before or even known of its existence and it was obvious her father had kept it away from Lama too as she looked as lost as Nora. 

“You have a floor safe?” Lama sounded out her confusion. 

Muzin ignored his wife and began to search through the box carefully while blocking his daughter from having a direct line of sight into the box. 

“Dad, you’re scaring me”, Nora informed her father. 

‘Yes, Muzin, you’re scaring and worrying us both”, Lama seconded the girl’s words. 

Muzin ignored both ladies, and like a deranged man, continued to search through the box until he came across what he searched for. He held out a dusty looking brown leather diary in his hand towards Nora, and right there and then, Nora knew her father was about to make the day a rather unforgettable one for her. 








  
  
  CHAPTER FOUR

  
  




Nobody seemed interested in saying a word to clear away the silence, but there were plenty not being said and it was pretty obvious. Muzin paced around the room and bit his lip every single time he stopped to look at his daughter. Nora had been provided some faction of the truth, and handling it whichever way positive was the test for the young girl. 

She ground her teeth and looked up at her father for the umpteenth time but the man simply turned his gaze away. 

“Are all these true?” she asked, fearing the worst and the possibility that the man would answer to attest to it. 

In the diary provided to her and in her own mother’s handwriting were dated information about how whatever was wrong with her progressed, it had lists of doctors’ reports and psychiatric dealings which Nora had never managed to catch whim of through her mother’s life. 

“All these things were happening and you decided I wasn’t a part of this family to know of it?” she asked. 

Muzin looked at Lama who seemed to be in support of his daughter. 

“We couldn’t tell you what we didn’t understand”, he replied. ‘More so, even your mother didn’t understand the workings of that damn… “. 

Nora waited for the complete line, but like the other truth attached to everything bizarre going on in their home, he swallowed it fast and chalked it down so she wouldn’t ever have to find out. 

“She has a right to know”, Lama said to her husband.

Muzin shook his head fervently and defiance. “No! I decide if or when she decides to know! I will not lay silent this time around and let that thing use her like it used her mother!”

Nora didn’t need further words; she had figured out what exactly seemed to be terrifying her father, even though it still didn’t make any sense. 

“I lost her mother to that thing the first day I ever let her do a reading with it”, Muxin broke in loud tears without forewarning. 

He clamped his hands over his face and struggled to hold back everything he had been keeping within. 

“It ruined her, and it is about to ruin you too!” he noted. 

Nora stepped towards her father, feeling her hand trembling and her eyes sweeping from him to his new wife. Lama drew closer too, consoling the man by placing her hand on his back and running it down slowly until he sniffed and gathered some strength to look back up. 

“Whatever it is, whatever is going on, Papa, you need to tell me”, Nora pleaded. 

Muzin held his daughter by her arms, visibly shaken and absolutely stricken with grief. 

“The tarot cards you assumed you bought belonged to your mother”, he broke out the pretty baffling news. “it has always been in her family for generations and according to her, those handpicked to use it cannot escape its fate”. 

It still sounded like a whole lot of gibberish to her, even while she wanted to believe her father. He yanked the diary out from her grasp and began to flip through pages until he found the one he wanted. Nora looked at him oddly, before slowly looking at the book and reading it to herself. Her mother had stated it clearly; the tarot card was theirs to possess and there would be no doing away with it. 

“Are you sure this isn’t just some part to her illness?” Nora asked, sounding almost as though she had been won over on the idea of her mother being sick. 

Muzin shook his head in show of defiance. He knew what he knew and there would be no altering his believes. 

“What will you do with it?” Nora asked. 

Muzin took a moment to think, snapped his fingers together and rushed out of the room to retrieve the cards from where he had hidden them. The dusty old deck looked as harmless as it had been from the moment she picked it up, and even while her father clutched tightly unto it, she felt the urge to rip it from his hand and keep it for herself. 

“I’m going to do exactly what your mother wouldn’t do”, her father sneered. 

His face bore nothing but frightening look, as his lips curled and his nostrils flared. 

“I will destroy the darn thing”, he grinned. 

Nora was about speaking against the act when her father hurried past her and raced down the stairs. She followed suit without wasting any time while Lama dragged her feet after them. 

“It took your mother”, he mumbled while he stoke the fireplace. “It isn’t taking anything from me again!”

Nora motioned to stop her father from dallying with something he obviously had no idea about, but Lama held her back. They bore witness to the man doing what he felt was needed to take charge and control of his life. It felt somewhat of an overreaction to Nora, but even while she had her reservations, her mother’s handwritten words only puzzled her badly. 

Muzin sorted the fire and took one good look at the deck of cards with a wilder grin on his face. 

“I hope you rot in hell and leave my family the hell alone”, he smiled, before tossing it into the blaring flames. 

No sooner had he tossed it into the flames did Nora see her mother’s last written note. 

“For all who touches the deck of truth, shall share in the gate it possesses for them… life or death may be thy fate, but beginning without ending is the doom you’d get”. 

“I think we need to finish whatever mom started:, Nora whispered. 

Her father turned around, wearing his smile and looking at his daughter like she was speaking absolute gibberish. 

“It is done”, he whispered. 

Nora stepped closer to the fire, as did Lama while the trio watched the deck of cards burn into crisp, and its flames soar into the chimney up above. It felt like the end to nothing; an exaggeration which everyone had taken up without needing to. Nora felt a tad disappointed, but some part to her felt relieved, even while there were many questions yet to be answered. 

“What does the card have to do with mom’s death?” she asked herself. “How does it even translate to my generation?”

The questions continued to linger in her head, and the answers successfully continued to evade her as well. 

“That’s the end to that episode”, Muzin seemed proud of himself while he slowly returned up the stairs. 

Lama motioned to follow her husband but halted a few feet from him as they all turned to the front door as the doorbell rang aloud. 

“That’s odd”, Lama muttered. 

Muzin lost the smile on his face and replaced it with a frown immediately. 

Nora motioned to the door and held her hand out to her father to not bother himself. “I’ll get it”. 

Muzin raced past her, almost as if he had a motive against whoever was on the other side of the door. He yanked the door open, stood face to face with the young man about to punch the doorbell again, and asked, no question. 

“Good Morning Sir”, the young man managed his words. 

Nora gasped and felt her eyes widen as she recognized the boy, and the lady standing by his side. 

“Shit!” she muttered, before catching her father’s stinging gaze. 

“What do you want at my home at this hour of the day?” Muzin asked the boy. 

The young man rolled up his sleeve, stared at his watch and held it out for Muzin to look at. 

“This is past nine”, he said. 

The skies looked somewhat dull, and the clouds were static. Muzin couldn’t believe his eyes when he took a look at his own watch and wondered if someone was trying to play some odd trick on him. He rushed back inside the house and past his daughter to look at the wall clocks, before placing both hands on his head and wearing that worried look which they had seen on him earlier. 

“I burnt the damn thing! I burnt it! This shouldn’t be happening!” he muttered in worried tone. 

Nora hurried to meet with her friends. 

“What are you guys doing here?’ she asked. 

Naomi held out her cellphone with a text message clearly stating from Nora that read, “It is urgent… come over!!”

“I burned it!” her father raged while Lama attempted to keep him calm but to no avail. 

Nora took out her cellphone and toggled through her messages, trying to ascertain when she had sent such message but there was no record of it on her phone. 

“That’s odd”, she noted. “I could have sworn I didn’t send that message”. 

Naomi and Daren shared a brief look before Daren took out his cell phone and drew up the same and exact message he had received from her. 

“I swear, I did not send those messages”, Nora remained defiant.

Naomi sighed, placed her hand on her friend’s shoulder and walked into the house while they watched their friend’s father threaten to have a meltdown. 

“First it finds her, then the darn tattoo, and now, time”, he whispered and demonstrated with his hands in dramatic fashion. 

“Am I in the right house?” Daren looked around. 

Naomi shot him a rather glum look. 

“What? I’m hearing tattoo and this has to be the freakiest way to begin the day in your house, considering your parents are who they are and all”, he teased. 

Nora kicked him in the ankle before leading them to the couch to sit. The smoke from the burnt deck of tarot cards had slowly begun to dissipate, but it left a stinging and rather odd taste in their throats as they sucked in the remnant. 

“What is that”, Naomi asked. 

Muzin hurried over in dramatic manner. “That is meant to be the smell of freedom for my family! Yet, it doesn’t feel like it!”

Nora had witnessed such bizarre occurrence about time jumping past what she had expected it to be, but her father’s drama only made it more baffling for her. More, so, the other two before her had witnessed it too. 

“Papa is just worried because we totally missed out on time and realized it was morning before we could blink twice:, she tried to cast off his actions as nothing major. 

Muzin shot his daughter and unappreciated look, and slot himself into an empty seat. “What brings you guys here?”

Naomi thought of replying with the only reason she knew of, but even after telling it to Nora, it had brought a weird reaction so she remained silent. 

“Well, for starters, I was hoping on returning this… to Nora”, Daren began searching through his backpack. 

Nora looked at Naomi who shot her a bewildered look, before the room fell ominously silent. Daren slid his hand further into his backpack, keeping everyone in silence without realizing the amount of suspense he was creating in the room. He finally took out a large Algebra textbook and placed it on the couch’s arm rest. 

Muzin sighed in relief and Naomi caught the odd reaction duly. Nora turned around to head to the kitchen and get her friends some drink, while Lama decided it was time she returned to bed and sleep the remaining of the bizarre day off. 

“I also might have taken this with me by mistake, but I cannot recall handling the odd thing or even being there when they delivered it to your place”, Daren added. 

He held out the same tarot card Muzin had burnt to crisp in the fireplace earlier in his hand, and Nora slowly turned around with her breath ceasing, and her father’s eyes bulging from their sockets. 

“Where did you get that thing!?” Muzin shot to his feet and turned red all over as he hurriedly got himself well distanced from Daren. 

Her father had asked the exact question Nora was about pelting out of her mouth too. 

Muzin motioned towards Daren with an angry looking expression, but his daughter stepped in and stopped him from collecting the tarot cards from her friend. 

“Obviously this is freaky, but can we just for a moment, access things and be sure we know what we are dealing with?’ Nora asked. 

Naomi bore a lost expression on her face while she shared it with Lama. The air had gone pretty eerie within seconds, and everyone seemed more agitated than they were some minutes ago. 

“The tarot cards”, Nora snapped her fingers and demanded them from Daren. 

Daren let go of the old looking thing and seemed gladdened at heart that it was no longer in his possession. Muzin eyed his daughter awkwardly and bit his lip as she kept her distance from him. 

“Whatever this thing is, we need to find out more about it”, Nora explained. 

She gently began opening the deck to see the cards firsthand. Old and dingy it was, but it held enough beauty in it for her to want to take the whole thing out. On the edges were blood smears, which made her stomach crawl, but Nora could not help but continue to feel fascinated by the different cards and the possibility of using them in ways she had never envisaged before. 

Just in the nick of time, while they all waited for Nora to take out all the cards, a loud knock hammered into the front door and caused everyone to almost jump out of their skin. One of the cards fell to the ground face down, but Nora looked to the door and ignored it momentarily while her father walked over to see who was on the other side. 

He walked over without much purpose in his steps, and leaned closer to the door to view through the peep hole before mumbling in disheartened tone. “You have got to be kidding me!”

Nora asked. “What?”

Muzin shook his head and waved her question away. It felt odd, and it was without doubt something everyone in the room could notice. The man began walking away from the door, but the person on the other side had no intent on leaving. 

“Muzin! Muzin! Muzin!” the feminine voice cried aloud. “You had better open this bloody door!”

Lama looked to her husband with a frown, while Daren slowly upped himself from the seat. 

“Nobody should dare open that door!” Muzin warned with a growl. 

Lama marched to the door and the man attempted to stop her but failed. His obvious desire not to grant whoever was screaming his name on the other side entrance was loud and clear and Nora wished to know why. Lama yanked open the door and stood before a dark skinned, tall looking lady with rather rough edges and features. 

Her long jawline made her look freaky, and her unkempt hair only added to the disturbing look she had all over her. She eyed Lama oddly, but said nothing to her while she extended her gaze into the house. 

“It is you!” she said, pointing in Nora’s direction. 

Her action terrified and left Nora short on words as the woman walked past Lama and barely recognized the lady that had granted her entrance. 

“Laura”, Muzin called to her. ‘We don’t need any of this right now! There are important family matters which we need to discuss”. 

The lady scoffed, yanked at Nora’s arm and took a good look at the tattoo stretching up her skin. 

Nora parted her lips in shock. “How did you… who are… “. 

Muzin stepped in to clear the air immediately. ‘This is your mother’s crazy sister, Laura”. 

Laura shot him a distasteful look. 

“I’m not crazy!” she yelled at him. 

Muzin snickered, causing the woman to lunge at him with her fist, before pinning him to the ground in an aggressive manner. Darn raced over to try and yank her off but found her surprisingly strong, in difference to what her lanky frame might suggest. 

“A little hand over here, please!” he called out to the others. 

Lama raced over to assist, as did Naomi, while Nora didn’t seem to care a bit, but rather seemed occupied in mind to find out about whatever was going on. For some reason or the other, people kept showing up at her house and it was beginning to freak her out. 

“I spent my entire life learning the cards, but it does not make me crazy you dumbass!” Laura yelled at Muzin. “You are the crazy one foe believing my sister is dead and that you cannot bring her back!”

Nora’s senses suddenly felt nicked and she hurried over to her bizarre looking and sounding aunt. 

“Oh no!” Muzin protested whilst waving his hands. “You will not poison my daughter’s mind!”

Laura held out her hand and demanded that he stopped speaking while Laura stared blankly into Nora’s eyes. 

‘What did you mean we can bring my mother back?” Nora sounded intrigued by the odd words. 

Laura held the hand which bore the tarot cards in them and smiled weirdly. “My sister isn’t dead… it took her and only one with the gift to read cards like you have been chosen to, can really bring her back from the other side”. 

Nora yanked her arm out from her deranged sounding aunt’s and looked to her father. 

“I told you she was nuts!” Muzin mused. 

Nora wasn’t sure she had taken her hand out because she didn’t believe the woman. On the contrary, she believed every single word, but the fact that she was ready to harken her belief unto something of such nature was what terrified her. 

“My sister is alive!” she yelled. “She is alive and I have proof!”

Everyone stopped to stare at the woman. Laura knew she had gotten their attention and it seemed to be exactly what she wanted. 

“She came to me last night”, she muttered. “In fuzzy white fumes, but I saw her face and there was the sign that the veil between this world and hers is weakened”. 

Nora turned to her father. “I felt and saw the same thing too… you made me feel like I was crazy”. 

Laura shot Muzin a distasteful look, before turning her attention back to the girl. 

“Let’s say we believe all these things you guys are saying, then what do we do?” Naomi broke out her voice. “I mean, how do we even get or bring back her mother?”

Laura pointed at the cards in Nora’s hand. 

“This?” Nora looked at the cards and held it out. “I don’t even know anything about these cards because I just got them off of EBay and more so, I’m still learning to read cards”. 

Laura slapped her face with her hand gently and sighed. 

“Trust me, you didn’t get that card from EBay, because it was willed down to you”, Laura replied. 

Nora marched towards the book shelf on the wall where she had placed her tab to retrieve it. She toggled through the screen and searched her browser history for the page she had gotten the cards from. 

“That’s odd”, she mumbled. 

“What?” Daren moved closer and asked. 

She held out her tab and gave it to him; there were no records of ever attaining anything online or even searching for tarot cards. She checked through her accounts to show payment receipt as well, but found her account balance as it had been before she made the payment. Naomi drew closer to observe the conundrum and sighed. 

“Do you believe me now?” Laura asked with a raised brow. 

Something about the woman threatened to freak Nora out, but so far she had been spot on. 

“What do we do?” Nora asked. 

Laura pointed at the round table in the dining room and replied, ‘You need to read the cards… I wasn’t chosen down my bloodline, but I can provide you helpful tips when reading it if you want”. 

Muzin boiled hard and looked red in his face. Lama tried to calm the man down as best as she could, but he began to pace around, obviously agitated and unwelcoming of Laura in his house. 

“Last time we used those cards in this house, evil things began to happen”, he mumbled in discontent. 

Lama rubbed down his back and replied, “At least this way, you’d find some closure and bring this entire thing down as nothing but total hokum”. 

Muzin didn’t like any bit of what they were about doing, but a part of him wanted to truly see if his wife was indeed on the other side. 

“What do we have to do?” he asked out of the blue. 

Everyone turned and looked at him, with the exception of Laura who gave her response as she walked away. “We need to make this room dark enough”.








  
  
  CHAPTER FIVE

  
  




The previously bright room suddenly donned the darkest shadow. Curtains were drawn and light dimed, while colored candles retrieved from Nora’s mother’s stuffs were lit around the entire living room. Daren watched on somewhat nervously while trying hard not to show it. Naomi on the other hand, seemed rather excited to be involved in the entire event, but Muzin still donned his gloomy look. 

“I don’t think I like this at all”, he mentioned again, staring at his daughter while she ignorantly toyed with the cards. 

Nora looked away from her father and began counting the cards to ascertain they were complete, before letting out her worry. “One is missing!”

Laura stopped setting candles on the dining table to look at her niece. “Which one?”

Nora shrugged and began retracing her steps. She walked back to the door and flicked on the lights, before spotting the card lying face down just some feet from the couch. Relieved, as was Laura, Nora knelt closer to pick it up, but found herself slumping to the ground immediately. Muzin raced over to meet his daughter, but stopped a feet from her as a rattling wind of rather aggressive nature threatened to hammer through the windows. 

Electricity flickered all around the house, while the candle lights burned wilder and brighter to no end. Laura raced over and gently lifted Nora’s head so the girl could rest on her chest. 

“We need to start now!” Laura yelled. 

Muzin got to his feet and raced back to the table to finish the preparations. He set down the remaining candles and watched the fire burn brighter and more violently as though it was about to consume the entire room. 

“Naomi!’ Lama yelled out of the blue, causing everyone to look in Naomi’s direction. 

Naomi ducked just in time as a fiery looking ball of flame shaping out to be a skull hurried towards her. 

“Save us! Save us! Save us!” the chilling voices alarmed while they ducked to the floor and watched the fires circle the room momentarily. 

Nora coughed aloud, slowly dragged herself to an upright position and watched her family and friends cowering in fear to the floor. She laced the single card in her right hand back into the full deck, and everything within the room and around the house stabilized. 

“I saw mom”, Nora whispered to her father. ‘I actually saw mom”. 

Muzin locked gaze with his daughter and held her face in his hands. “Where?”

Nora got to her feet and hurried to the table set for her. She began laying out the cards in specific fashion which her father seemed rather puzzled by, while Laura smiled from the corners of her mouth. 

“How did you learn to use the Celtic Cross?” Laura slowly turned her smile into frown. 

Nora looked up and shrugged. “I learnt card reading online , but this called to me the most and I like it”. 

Laura pulled at Muzin’s shirt and led him to the side so they could speak in private. Reluctant, yet interested in finding out what she intended to voice about, he followed her. 

“What now?” he asked with a thick frown. 

“Our family never uses that”, he replied. “I don’t know what it is about your daughter, but something doesn’t feel right about her technique”. 

Muzin looked back at the girl who was done laying out her cards and smiling wildly as the lit candles illuminated her face. 

“Well, you encouraged her into this and if what you’re saying about my wife being alive is true, I don’t care”, he shut her down and walked back to the table. 

Nora hovered her hand over the cards and began flipping those she had laid down over, smiling to herself and staring into the faces of the cards, before reshuffling them and stacking them neatly atop one another again. 

“So?” Daren asked, seemingly nervous as he looked at the others. 

“So what?” Naomi asked. 

He pointed at the empty seat before Nora and nudged his head, indicating who was going to sit in it or try to have their fortunes read. 

“You guys are chickens”, Lama giggled and slid into the seat. 

Laura exchanged a bewildered look with Muzin who looked like he was about passing out, but bit on his nails nervously to keep himself from doing so. 

“Are you sure?” Nora asked her stepmother. 

Lama tapped the edge of the table in affirmation, smiled and held out her hand immediately. She seemed pretty confident and the air within the room and around the table suddenly felt better. 

“I need your hands”, Nora demanded, reaching out her pair over the table to receive the woman’s. 

Upon holding her step mother’s hand in hers, Nora felt her heart thump aloud and suddenly slow its beating. Her breathe took on a relaxed form too and she slowly closed her eyes to feel every essence of the moment at hand. Lama’s cold fragile hands remained steady and without any nervous feeling in them, but Nora’s had suddenly begun exuding copious amount of sweat threatening to slide out from her stepmother’s. 

“Relax your mind and focus all your inner energy”, Laura whispered, trying to guide her niece through the process. 

The table began to shudder as the earth beneath them slowly began to tremble as well. Nora finally opened her eyes to the sight of a visibly shaken Lama who tried hard to hold her nerves as the candles around the table began to go off one at a time. They all watched four candles successfully blow out, leaving three to illuminate Nora’s table. 

“Is that a good sign?” Daren asked in a concerned tone. 

Naomi shot him a bizarre look and caused him to fall silent immediately. Nora felt the rush of excitement and a sting of worry trickle down her spine as she gently picked up the stacks of tarot cards. The trembling beneath them seemed to intensify while she held the cards in her hand, before one more candle light blew out while she laid to rest the first card on the table. 

Nerves felt rattled beyond words, and those within the room held their breaths to find out what Nora had to interpret of whatever cards she would pick from the deck. She laid them out in the same Crescent Cross that seemed to bother Laura badly, before slowly hovering her hand over the entire lot and halting on the first card at the top of the cross. 

She flipped it over gently, bringing to light a card bearing a cloaked image with no face, drawing some degree of unrest from Lama as she adjusted in her seat. 

“That’s a good sign right?” she asked, knowing something about the card was odd. 

Nora ignored her, almost as though she could not perceive those around at that point in time, to flip open another. The next card drew out an image of darkened clouds with lightening slicing through them, as Muzin bit his fingers hard and well and looked to Laura who watched the girl keenly. 

“The hooded figure can be anyone, but he is coming”, Nora muttered in a rather odd tone of voice. “On a day the clouds will weep, your fate shall come to past”. 

Lama upped herself from her seat as Nora shot her a stern look and commanded her to sit back without having to use her words. She flipped open the third card and slowly looked back up at Laura with somewhat disturbing flickers in her eyes. 

“I don’t think I want to do this anymore”, Nora suddenly seemed to gain her consciousness and dragged herself out from the persona she had been working with. 

Lama sighed in exhaustion, while Laura looked at the girl sternly. 

“We should take a break”, Nora demanded as she got out from her seat to go and put on the lights. 

Daren sighed exhaustively and smiled at Naomi. “That was freaking scary”. 

Naomi seconded his words with a nod, even while she wasn’t at all terrified by anything that had occurred. 

“Why didn’t she open the third card for us to see?” Naomi asked Laura. 

Laura shrugged her shoulder, motioning towards the table when Muzin walked past her and yanked at the unopened card his daughter had refused to open. He flipped it over and gasped in fright, with widened eyes and widely open mouth. 

“No!” he muttered, prompting everyone to run back to where he stood. 

His face suddenly whitened and his eyes veered towards Lama where she stood taking some water from a bottle in her hand. 

“Nora”, her father called out to her. 

Nora turned around slowly and clenched her fists nervously as she looked into her father’s eyes. Muzin held out the card he had picked up with the image of the Grimm Reaper on it, too scared to ask in words what it meant, as he hoped his daughter would tell him something soothing. 

“I don’t want to do this anymore”, Nora pleaded, before racing up the stairs. 

Those in the living room exchanged bewildering gazes with one another, while Laura relieved the card from Muzin and returned it to the deck. 

“We need her to come back and finish the readings, or we are all going to die”, Laura let out the pretty disturbing words without blinking. 

Muzin felt his lower jaw drop and his fists clench tighter as he cursed the fact he permitted the woman entrance into their house. A loud rumbling followed by really troubling flashes of lightning made everyone cower in fear, while Lama jetted for the door and made a run outside the house immediately. 

“Lama!” Muzin yelled after his wife. 

Naomi looked at Laura and noticed a sneer on the woman’s face that made her stomach crawl in discomfort. 

“What exactly is your end game?” she thought to herself. 

                                                                                                               ***

Muzin slid towards the bed slowly and without making his presence known as the lady crouched with her head in her hands and the muffled sounds from cries airing aloud. He paused momentarily, hearing something behind him and prompting him to look back but without any view of a person tailing him. 

“Lama”, he called out, startling his wife. 

Lama sat up hurriedly and wiped her face before turning around to beckon on her husband with a subtle smile. 

“Yes?” she asked, trying hard to chuck away the obvious paranoia lining her eyes and trembling lips. 

Muzin approached. Sighing exhaustively as he planted himself into bed by her side. They locked gaze momentarily, but felt too stiff and lost to utter any words. Everything about what had ensued was worrisome not just for her, but to him too. It felt like dejavu and as much as his daughter remained innocent and unknowing of how things had transpired in the past, he was worried sick that the little practice might doom them all. 

“Are you scared?” Lama asked her husband. 

Muzin shrugged, sighed again and looked to his feet. “I have lived in fear from the first time I saw those cards, and seeing them again only reinforces that fear beyond anything I can say”. 

Lama sighed too and nodded her head. “What happens now?” 

Muzin wasn’t sure answering the question would bring any good and he decided to keep his response to himself. For now, at least, they were all safe and as far as he could wish, his daughter might be wrong from being an inexperienced tarot card reader. 

“We will put an end to the card thing by tonight and nothing of such will prevail in this house any longer”, he assured her. 

Lama bobbed her head gladly and seemed to sigh out in relief. 

“Insha Allah, we are protected and Allah will continue to have us under his covering”, he smiled. 

“Insha Allah!” Lama smiled. 

Muzin felt the smile he intended for his wife stiffen before it even grew, while his mind wandered off to the last card his daughter refused to flip open. 

“Why didn’t she flip it open>?” he asked himself inwardly. “Perhaps she knew what it held”. 

He felt scared, and the peeping lady standing by the door could see the fear on her father’s face too. Nora turned around before her father could look in her direction. 

                                                                                               ***

“How exactly are you related to Nora?’ Daren asked with stuffed mouth and little breath as he multitasked on chewing his sandwich and speaking at the same time. 

Laura shook her head and looked away while she picked a bottle of water from the fridge. “I’m surprised you still have the stomach to eat, when death is literarily on your doorstep”. 

Daren halted with his eyes widened and his face turning white immediately. He looked at the half eaten sandwich in his hand and then back at the woman. “What do you mean?”

Laura snickered oddly and began to gulp down her bottle of water without granting the boy the answer he sought. Naomi looked from the crazy lady to Daren and then back again. 

“What kind of grownup are you when you scare kids?” Naomi muttered, casting a rather annoyed look at Laura. 

Laura slowly took away the bottle from her mouth and locked her gaze on Naomi. The air in the room seemed to change and shift oddly as the woman slowly beckoned towards Naomi. 

“You should be careful little one”, she whispered. “As much as your fires burn brightly together, yours bears a more cynical tune to it which might serve for a perfectly bitter ending to this little union of ours”. 

Naomi gulped down hard, staggered backwards as Laura pressed closer to her until her back met the wall. She looked away from the terrifying lady and to the ground, hoping the current situation would come to an end, but Laura seemed to be enjoying every bit of the torture and had no intent to stop. 

“Why are you here?’ Naomi asked, doing well not to stutter her words. “If you are welcome in this family and so important, how come I have never heard of you from Nora or even her father?”

Laura chuckled derisively and gulped the last of her water before jamming her hand into Naomi’s throat and pinning the girl hard into the wall. She held Naomi’s face in place and stared directly into her eyes as though she was searching for something. 

“I saw you in my readings before I came here”, she giggled and purred. “I am well prepared for whatever the card has to offer or whatever it demands of us”. 

Daren shot up from his seat and drew closer but suddenly stopped. “Leave her be!”

His words had been intended to air as loud as possible and with some degree of ferociousness to it but the disappointing tone with which it escaped his lips only caused Laura to laugh aloud and mockingly. 

“It is a pity you didn’t get your reading done first”, Laura shook her head. “It would be lovely to find out how you die”. 

Still digging her nails into Naomi’s throat, while casting a taunting stare at Daren, Laura fell silent, closed her eyes and parted her lips to speak just before she got interrupted. 

“What on earth do you think you’re doing!?” an enraged sounding Nora asked. 

Laura loosened her grip around Naomi’s throat, and immediately switched her countenance into one of absolute innocence as she smiled at Nora and giggled. 

“Your friends and I are just getting to know each other”, she muttered. “If we must survive or face whatever is coming next, then we must get along well enough”. 

“What are we facing?” Nora inquired. ‘If you are talking about the tarot cards, I’d suggest you go out that door and forget about everything, because I am doing dealing those cards”.

Naomi raced over to meet with Daren, who gladly took her into his arms. She looked white with fright and barely uttered a word as she cast really angry gaze towards Laura. 

Laura waved her hand and declined Nora’s notion and words. “You don’t decide when you’re done with the cards, and especially when things are yet to even begin”. 

Daren let off a rather irritating laughter. “Lady, it is embarrassing when you perceive yourself to be some kind of messenger for a freaking stack of cards gotten online”. 

Nora and Naomi broke out laughing, causing Laura to fume and turn red in the face. 

“This is no joke, you fools! You think and believe this is a television show where some puny minded kids go scot free for dealing a card damned for ages and sent down upon this earth to tear the balance between life and death?”

Howling winds began hammering against the window panes, causing those within the living room to stare at them in frightened manner. 

Holding her arms wide and apart from her body whilst she cackled, Laura continued. “The cards chose you, as it did your mother, and it will ask for more which you dare not hold back!”

The howling wind became a menacing sight for them, sending chills down Nora’s spine as she clenched her fists and closed her eyes. Unknown noises began to hammer into the rooftop, causing Daren and Naomi to fall back into the chair. Loud caws could be heard from every corner of the house, while the heavens blackened outside within seconds. 

“What is happening!?’ a frightened sounding Nora asked her aunt. “If this is some kind of trick, you have to stop it”. 

Laura shook her head and looked down at the ignorant girl. “How I wish it was my dear… how I wish it was”. 

The cawing sound suddenly stopped, before the loud crashing sound of the kitchen window, which caused Nora and her friends to flinch and scream in terror. A raven flew into the room and fell dead at Nora’s feet, before two more swarmed in to similar fate. Terrified stiff and unable to move, Nora shuddered with fright and mumbled incoherently as Laura neared her. 

Placing a hand on her niece’s shoulder, Laura leaned her head closer to the girl’s ear and whispered, “You command death now, and it is all around you”. 

She cackled aloud and began to walk away, just as the cawing noise from the birds stopped and the skies cleared outside the house miraculously. Naomi breathed loudly in relief where she remained entangled with Daren, both whitened in their faces, and too frightened to move a muscle. 

“What is happening, Nora?’ Naomi asked. 

Nora wished she knew. She was as lost as they were and even more terrified than they could ever be. 

“I don’t know about you, but your freaky aunt scares the living crap out of me and I think it is time we left!” Daren jumped to his feet and held Naomi up with him. 

Naomi seemed too stricken with fear to speak as she agreed with a nod. They picked up their bags and immediately headed for the door. Daren reached for the doorknob, paused and took another look in Nora’s direction before sighing softly. 

“Thanks for having us”, he manages to smile. 

Nora waved and responded, “The pleasure is all mine”. 

Naomi walked onto the front porch first, gasping aloud as she stopped dead in her tracks. 

“Oh my God!” she screamed atop her voice, clenching her hands over her mouth to prevent herself from screaming any louder. 

Daren turned around and looked away from Nora to catch sight of the disturbing image before them. ‘Nora! Nora!” 

Nora raced out of the room and shoved them both aside to see what was getting them both riled up. Her eyes widened with fear and disbelief, while her lower jaw dropped. She motioned forward, but Naomi yanked at her arm and prevented her from foraying ahead any further. Their breaths soon took a synced rhythm, heaving out from their chest heavily, and causing them to pant as they drew backwards. 

“I don’t think we are being permitted to go home”, Daren noted. 

The message was clear and the sight was pretty much glaring. 

“Go and call my father!” Nora ordered Naomi. 

Naomi hurried away, leaving the duo on the porch to stare down on what they could tell to be no less than fifty dead bodies surrounding the house with their faces plunged into the earth. 

“Do… do… do you think that damned card has anything to do with this?” Daren asked nervously. 

It was a question even Nora was too scared to give an answer to. Scared and worried in almost eeuql mix, she wondered if ever coming across the tarot card was a good idea. 

Laura came running out of the house with a wild smirk on her face. “Do you people believe me now?”

She giggled and smiled at Nora, before patting Daren hard on his back. 

“They have been sent this early… looks like things will be tougher this time around”, Laura spoke in completely ominous tone. 








  
  
  CHAPTER SIX

  
  




Fueled by confusion and completely taken aback by the blinding scene around their house, Muzin, Nora and Lama stood side by die, almost with no meaningful expressions on their faces as they tried to decipher what exactly they ought to do next. Muzin looked to his daughter, who suddenly seemed to be drowning in the reality that her life wasn’t going to be in any way the same with other girls her age. 

“What have we done?” Nora asked, staring at a dead raven with deep darkened eyes just at her feet. 

The ravens asides, the dead bodies lining the yard around their house was the more disturbing debacle to figure out. 

“Are they dead?” Daren asked. “I mean… is this some kind o sick prank or something?’

Laura leaned against the wall and smiled eerily without uttering a word. There was the sense amongst the others that she might be trying to play some bizarre prank or possibly even be the one who had orchestrated the entire ordeal. Yet, the reasons behind her action towards doing so baffled everyone and continued to leave them in loss. 

“Before any of you point accusatory fingers towards me, I have to say that I had nothing to do with it”, Laura declared immediately. “I warned you, but you wouldn’t listen… it has begun”. 

Daren scoffed, trying his best to remain and seem brave as he made the first step towards the eerie sight before them. One step after the other, pretty nervous and almost without any understanding as to what he was doing, he stopped before a bald looking figure whose face was sunk into the sand just like the rest of them. 

On his back was a picture of a bird, disturbingly scary and in no way peaceful in sight as it stretched along the pale white skin with no sign of life in it. 

“I think they are all dead”, Daren sighed in relief. 

Laura shrugged, smiled and ran her finger along her lip while she watched Daren keenly. He smiled and wove back at Naomi, seemingly trying to show off as he struck the dead body with his foot and felt it remain still and unwilling to move under his pretty heavy kick. He struck it once again, feeling the body remain on the spot as though it had been nailed down. 

Naomi shrieked, “Daren, stop goofing around and get the hell out of there!”

He shrugged, smiled and waved her words away without any intention of listening to her. 

“Pretty tough thing… it isn’t even… “, he turned to look at Naomi once again just before a tightened grip around his right foot made him squirm and halt his words. 

Their faces bore grimaces and their expressions suddenly sent shiver mixed with fright down his spine. He could tell something was definitely not right and he didn’t need much to ascertain such fact. 

“Daren… whatever you do, please don’t make a sound”, Muzin pleaded with the boy. 

Daren nodded his head while drops of sweat fell from his face unto his chest. Slowly, but carefully, he looked down at the body whose face remained embedded in the soil, and motioned to take his foot out but it remained unmovable with the dead man’s grip not easing off regardless. 

Nora turned to Laura with a saddened and frightful expression on her face. ‘What is going on?”

Laura smiled. “That kid is stupid… most people know better than to worry the dead, but he goes right towards them and begins to kick one”. 

Drenched in fear and barely able to keep his knees from wobbling, Daren begged for mercy with his eyes, and pleaded for some compassion with his facial expression. 

“How do we get him free, Laura!” Muzin turned to his sister0in0law. 

Laura fell silent, choosing to watch the boy drown in his misery at the expense of his life. 

“You people never listen to me, so what does it matter now?’ she asked. “Even if I will tell you, then you have to promise me you will go back in and continue reading the cards as we ought to”. 

Muzin stepped between his daughter and his wife’s crazy sister. “No!”

Nora struggled for a response as well, trying her best to give the right response, while she remained stifled by what exactly she ought to say. 

“Do as she says, Nora”, Naomi begged. “If it will save Daren from that thing, then do as she says!”

Daren groaned aloud and prompted everyone to turn around to look at him. The grip around his ankle seemed to be tightening and there was now escape. The harder he tried to get himself out, the more difficult it became. 

“Okay! I will do whatever it takes to read the cards”, Nora agreed. 

Laura stepped closer to the girl and shook her head. “You will read the cards and bring my sister back, no matter the cost and no matter what the card demands of you”. 

Nora swallowed hard and nodded her head. Her ability to make a choice had been taken from her without doubt and there was not telling what was about to become of Daren. His face looked pale and his eyes swelled with tears while he muffled sounds of pain softly too. 

“They are dead, but they will respond to you”, Laura explained. 

Nora looked to Daren and then back to her aunt. ‘Are you asking me to touch it?”

She nodded her head. 

“That’s preposterous!” Muzin interjected. “My daughter isn’t going anywhere near those things!”

Daren groaned aloud and fell to his knees, struggling to keep himself from falling to the ground completely, as his ankle felt like it was burning wildly. 

“Please, help me!’ he begged with drools of saliva dropping from his lips. 

Laura yawned and locked Muzin in a stern gaze. “The longer that one holds unto the boy, the more it sucks the life force out of him… he might have just minutes to live or die”. 

Nora spun around without uttering a word, as she hurried towards Daren and went on her knee. She looked at the boy briefly and tore her gaze from him as he had begun to weep, before slowly and carefully, reached to touch the dead cold hand tightening its grip around Daren’s ankle. 

“Be careful Nora, for there are consequences touching the Onamenga”, Laura chuckled. 

Nora’s hand had gone far enough and there was no recalling it as she felt the terribly cold and hardened skin atop the hand circled in grip around Daren’s ankle. The body shrieked aloud and hurried off from where it had planted itself, leaving Daren free. Daren gasped and sighed in relief, while they watched the creature vanish from sight and into a poof of dark smoke shaped in the frame of a skull. 

Daren muttered softly and in weakened tone, “Thank you”. 

He fell to the ground in a loud heap, prompting Muzin and Lama to race forward to help him from the ground. Nora and Naomi followed the grownups, with the exception of Laura who remained behind. 

“One chain broken… some more to go”, she cackled to herself. 

``                                                                                            ***

The mood around the dining table was nothing as good a s somber. Muzin fumed with each spoonful of soup he took, while Laura tormented the ma with her endless smirks and incessant chuckles. 

“I propose that we try and bring this thing to an end now”, Nora spoke, prompting everyone to stop eating. 

She looked towards Daren who didn’t seem to be faring well since the dead man touched him. 

“What is an Onamenga?” Naomi turned to look at Laura. 

Laura raised her right brow, appearing lost as she looked to Nora for clarification on the question. 

Naomi adjusted her seat so she cul look Lara in the face directly. “You mentioned something about an Onamenga earlier and I’d like to know what it is”. 

Laura gasped, almost as if she now recalled, and smiled to herself before leaning back into her seat. 

“Well, they are chains linking this world to the afterlife and with each one broken, things become more interesting”, she giggled. 

Nora interjected and brought everyone’s attention towards her. “You mean with each one gone into smoke, the veil between our world and the oter side becomes weaker”. 

Laura clapped her hands in attestation to how intelligent Nora was, with a little bit of condescension attached to the act. 

“One step closer to bringing back your mother”, Laura added. 

Muzin shook his head and rammed his fist into the table, causing everyone to become startled. “This isn’t right! We are Muslims and this is absolutely against everything we believe in! Dallying with dark magic and bringing the dead back?”

Laura ignored the man and held out her hand with the tarot cards neatly arranged on it. 

“You alone can get this done and one way or another, the tarot card always wins”, she warned. 

Nora, reluctantly, picked up the cards and slowly began to shuffle through the deck. 

“What happens if we stop playing or reading the cards?” she looked up to her aunt slowly and asked. 

“We all die painfully and traces of us will get wiped off from existence just as your mother’s was”, Laura replied. 

Daren groaned from where he sat and adjusted in his seat. “Will that put an end to this madness?”

Laura shook her head fervently. “It will go to the next generation or any related bloodline to us and it will continue to roam around until someone is brave enough to end it”. 

The mood around the table suddenly felt sour and troubling. Nora felt weighed down and needed answers more than she was certain she would get. 

“Why did it choose me? What exactly is this all about? Why are we being forced to decide such crazy fates?” Nora looked up and towards her ant as she asked. 

Laura sighed aloud and looked to Muzin who seemed interested in finding out too. 

“The tarot cards in your hand were once spelled by a sorceress way back in our lineage”, Laura explained. ‘They said it was created as a means to cheat death once, and bring the Grimm Reaper to its knees with the power of life and death in the bearer’s hand once in every generation”. 

Nora examined the bloodied looking cards one more time before placing the deck on the table. Lama had been awfully quiet and Muzin had barely spilled a word too since his outburst. 

“It hurts! Oh! It fucking hurts!” Daren yelled aloud, groping his ankle as Nora and Naomi rushed to his side to see to him. 

They helped him to the living room, where he laid back and continued to shriek in pain and agony without stopping. Naomi raised his jean up and brought to light a web of darkened veins stretching towards his thighs. 

“He has been touched and infected”, Laura spoke from behind. “You must continue the reading of the cards, Nora!”

Daren groaned again and yelled, pelting out curse words which normally would have vexed Muzin, but for the circumstance in hand, he refrained from getting enraged. 

“Okay”, Nora muttered, taking in deep breaths as she hurried back to the dining table and began to clear out the plates on it. “Help me create the atmosphere!”

Naomi, Laura and Nora set off to work immediately. Everyone knew Daren’s life might come to depend on it. There was no denying all they had seen, as death was literarily at their door. 

                                                                                               ***

“I’ll go next… I… I want to go next!” Daren groaned in pain. 

Nora looked to her father who didn’t seem interested in declining, neither was he interested in going on with the entire ordeal. Lama continued to render her absence while she sullied through the entire ordeal in her room. Muzin had stated it as the safest place for the woman; far away from the tarot cards and definitely away from whatever was on the outside world. 

The room slowly fell into darkness as they put off all the lights and began to replace them with candles on the dining table as Nora had instructed. One by one the seven candles got lit, while Daren with the help of Naomi, dragged himself towards the table, trembling and groaning excessively from the pain emanating from his leg. 

“Will this work? Will it get the pain away?” Daren looked to Laura and then Nora for answers. 

Both ladies looked lost, but Laura seemed rather calm in comparison to how she normally would be. 

“You have been touched by the dead”, Laura muttered and slowly turned away to pull up a chair. 

She dragged the chair noisily towards the table, and stopped some feet away as Daren was placed in the opposite chair to Nora. The boy shuddered aggressively and his fits seemed to be getting worse. Nora shared in his pain, from her expression and by the manner in which Naomi struggled to contain her emotion. 

“I brought this on us all…. On you”, Nora confessed. “Grant me the opportunity to set things right”. 

She held out her hand and insisted on having Daren’s in hers. He obliged, doing his best to hold unto her hands firmly as she tightened her grip around his. A gush of wind blew past them in the room and yanked open the front door as everyone looked in the direction to see another baffling ordeal waiting for them out there. 

“They are standing up!” Naomi shrieked. “For fuck’s sakes! They are fucking up!”

Laura sat up, looked to the door to the sight of the Onamegas on their feet, but with their faces facing down and not in view. 

“You must do the reading”, she said nervously. “You cannot break the link and you must get it done now!”

Nora turned to look at the boy whose hands were in hers and she slowly closed her eyes to open them again. Daren almost jumped out of his skin as Naomi looked equally frightened, just staring at Nora. 

“Her eyes! Look at her eyes!” Naomi pointed to Nora, while Laura walked towards the door to shut it. 

Naomi didn’t seem to be hearing them, as her eyes rolled back in their sockets, and her pupil became absent from sight. She mumbled words they could not hear incoherently, and the flames lit around them suddenly began to burn brightly and violently. Daren squealed and looked like he was about to pass out, while Naomi stood by him, waiting for the worse and hoping she would be able to do something to help. 

“Yes! Don’t stop now, Nora!” Laura beckoned from her seat, looking both nervous and excited at the same time. 

Muzin bit his lip from where he stood, and watched his daughter transform into someone he wasn’t sure he knew anymore. Whatever she was doing was scary as hell and watching her hairs begin to float around while the flames burst out violently on reinforced his worry. 

“What is she doing?” Naomi looked to Laura to ask. 

With a smug smile on her face and a rather dreadful one too, Laura replied, “She isn’t here at the moment… Nora isn’t here at all”. 

Seconds strolled by, and the hammering wind threatened to uproot the roof of the house, while a large tree outside danced violently in accord to the wind’s demand. Nora lowered her head, slowly retrieved her hands from Daren’s and began to shuffle the cards without a word to anyone. The air in the room grew tense and the aura around felt rather gloom. 

Daren seemed to be the most scared of them all, while Laura continued to smirk and enjoy the moment. 

“Four legged beast”, Nora muttered, placing the first card on the table. 

Laura gasped, as did Muzin, while Naomi burst into tears. Daren watched on I confusion as Nora began placing her tarot card in form of a cross on the table. 

“Shadow door”, she mumbled again. “Hound of fate… “. 

Nora paused, slowly looked back up at Daren and she seemed to bear some degree of fright in her eyes for a moment. 

“I am sorry”, she simply muttered. 

Daren looked right back at her, “Sorry for what? What are you sorry about?”

Nora got to her feet, almost instinctively, as the front door burst open, followed by the windows in rather deafening manner. The howling wind ushered in the beasts outside the house one at a time, as they hurried into the room with their gaze fixated on one person alone. 

“Daren, run!” Muzin yelled to the boy. 

He stepped before one, lifting up a chair and attempting to strike it but missed, as the creatures hurried for Daren and had begun to tug at his ankles while he lay on the ground screaming. 

“Let him go! Let him go!” Naomi shrieked with her foot stumping into one of the Onamega’s head. 

Laura moved closer to Naomi and yanked at her to get her away. ‘If they touch you, then you become their claim… you will become one of them!”

Naomi struggled to get herself free, but Laura managed to overpower her as she dragged the girl away, watching Daren get torn and dealt violent scratches by the beasts. He had stopped screaming and all that remained on his face was silence. 

Muzin looked to his daughter and bore questions on his face, amongst which was, “What have you done?”

Nora remained silent and almost absent in the moment as she closed her eyes as the world around her continued to brew chaos. The Onamegas suddenly stopped, leaving Daren’s motionless body at Nora’s feet, as they crawled back out of the house and disappeared into the night. Nora opened her eyes and let off a loud cough, gasping for air as she struggled to find herself a seat. 

“What happened? What happened?” she gasped for air while she tried to get herself a place to sit. 

Naomi drew closer but without words as she looked to Nora’s feet. Lying there, lifeless and with his body barely recognizable was their friend, and most notably one whom her heart had been beating wildly for. 

“You killed him”, Naomi muttered. “”Those things came in and killed him”. 

Nora looked to her feet and a stream of migraine suddenly began rushing through. Her heart seemed to stop beating momentarily, while her eyes widened and her nostrils flared. His face remained absent from sight as he lay on his chest, but even at that, she wasn’t sure she would be able to recognize him anymore after the mutilating the creatures had done to him. 

Her lips trembled as the words escaped her mouth, “I didn’t know… i… I swear, I didn’t know”. 

Nora slowly reached to touch him, but Laura coughed aloud, prompting everyone to look in her direction. 

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you”, she warned. 

Reluctantly, Nora retrieved her hand and watched Daren twitch on the floor. Naomi motioned to run over but Laura restricted her, as Daren’s hands turned around awkwardly without his face coming into view. 

“Oh my God!” Muzin looked sick from where he stood. “What have we done?”

Daren upped himself from the floor without paying any attention to any of them. His head rotated around his neck, while his eyes grew bloodshot red. He smirked oddly at Nora just for a split second, before jumping on the table, and making it out of the room through the window immediately. Within seconds, he was long gone; disappeared into the night, just as the Onamegas had, with no traces of them in sight. 

Everyone in the room hurried to the windows and cast their gazes outside. Hearts sunk in chests, and unaired feelings of bitterness spread across the room like wild fire. Naomi fell to her knees, while Nora felt too scared to look in her best friend’s direction. 

“That wasn’t Daren”, Naomi muttered. “That wasn’t Daren”. 

She looked up to Nora, hoping for some response, but the girl gave none. Distraught and stricken with grief, Nora tried to figure out what exactly had transpired when she read the card out and how her friend had become a creature of the night. 

“You said it would fix it!” Naomi turned to look at Laura. 

Laura snickered but slowly wore an apologetic face. “It should fix it… it will fix it, but we need to remain strong and do what the card wants”. 

Muzin stepped in immediately and defiantly. “No! No! No!”

He squared up to Laura and came within breathing distance of the lady. 

“You came here to peddle nothing but lies and dangerous things and I will not have you any longer”, he whispered. “You must leave”. 

Laura scoffed. “Leave? Where will I go? How will I get past whatever is out there when the rules clearly demands that we finish things right here and now?”

Nora sidestepped and looked to Naomi and then over to her father. ‘We will finish it… I will continue the tarot card reading and hopefully, by the time I’m done, all of these will bear some positive meaning”. 

Muzin could not believe his ears, as neither could the others. 

“You cannot be serious”, he sounded shocked. 

Naomi sniffed and wiped her eyes off tears as she walked towards Nora. “If there is still hope that all of this will be sorted out, then I agree with you”. 

Muzin held his face in his hand and muttered words only he could hear. 

“We are all going to die”, he looked up and mumbled. “Those were the words your mother last said to me the night before the darn cards took her”. 

He turned around and walked away, leaving Nora and the other ladies to deal with the reality that hell was at the front door and it was coming for them faster than they can imagine. 

“You are doing the right… “, Laura had barely finished her line when it ended in a loud groan for her. 

Nora had struck her aunt hard in the face with her fist, fuming red and angry as hell. 

“You knew all of this will happen… you knew and you continued to lead me!” she yelled at her aunt. 

Laura held her bleeding nose firmly in place to stop the bleeding, while she looked at her violent niece with an odd expression scribbled on her face. Naomi stood there, shocked and absolutely unable to believe Nora as capable of such violence. 

“The darkness has always been in you darling”, Laura muttered. “It has always been a part of you as it was in your brother”. 

Nora stepped closer with a frown and a bothersome look on her face. “My what?”

Laura cackled aloud and turned away as she returned to the kitchen to get herself some ice for her bleeding and sore nose. 

“She is only trying to get into your head… nothing that bitch is saying is worth listening to”, Naomi warned her friend. 

Nora tried to agree, but the manner in which Laura had said it seemed to bear so much sincerity and the feeling that she knew what she was talking about. 

“You are the only child”, she had heard her parents say to her over and over and again. “In fact, you are our miracle child… we weren’t sure we were ver going to have a baby again”. 

She could very well recall her mother’s words every time the woman spoke on how they labored for a child. 

“I am sorry”, Nora whispered. “I am sorry about Daren, and I am sorry about everything so far”. 

She turned to look at Naomi, whose face swelled with tears as she wept profusely and intensely. 

“We killed him, Nora! We killed him!’ Naomi shrieked. 

She opened her arms to receive her friend, but Naomi simply walked away, seemingly too hurt to engage or entertain any form of assistance from Nora at the moment. 

“I am sorry”, Nora continued to whisper. 

They were the only words she had to offer as her world not only grew colder, but lonelier by the passing second. She could not help but wonder what might happen had she not chosen to buy the cards online. She wondered if things would still be normal with her friends goofing around and her father constantly slating her on her Islamic practices not being top notch. 

Suddenly, in Nora’s world, the things that bore importance and seemed to matter just some days back suddenly didn’t any longer. The world was getting colder, and her was frosty as hell. 








  
  
  CHAPTER SEVEN

  
  




Footsteps echoed louder than words around the living room. Everyone with the exception of Lama who still wasn’t ready to leave her room was present. Muzin eyed his daughter from where he sat, while Laura treated her broken nose from the day before. Naomi looked white and pale with worry but kept her words unaired while she shot Nora some nasty looks. 

She upped herself from her seat and walked to the telephone. 

“What are you doing?” Muzin asked the girl with his legs crossed and his temple leaning against his hand. 

Naomi looked in his direction and replied, “We need to find him… he might be out there and we need to find him”. 

Her eyes bore bags underneath them, as did Nora’s. The latter had barely slept through the night, only managing some minutes when she closed her eyes and prayed everything happening was nothing but a serious nightmare. Unfortunately for her, when she parted her eyes open, things remained exactly as they were. 

“The cops cannot help us… we cannot bring in more people into this than we already have”, Nora spoke out in rather heightened tone. 

Naomi shot back at her. “Of course you wouldn’t want us to find him! You are responsible for this… you and that crazy aunt of yours!”

Laura smiled but soon winced in pain as the bleeding nose threatened to burst open again. Naomi returned to dialing 911, but the phone wouldn’t come on as she watched the lights on the telephone flicker on and off. The lights in the room soon followed, taking a rather bizarre electrostatic appearance before the bulbs began to pop one at a time. 

“Get away from the telephone!” Nora yelled. 

Naomi tossed it down and stepped backwards as fast and as best as she could, as they watched the telephone wire melt away as if it had been scorched in a furnace. She turned to the front door and watched the bolts suddenly jam into place, as Nora seemed unsurprised by the bizarre occurrence. 

“We have to continue”, Nora muttered. 

Muzin shot to his feet and flailed his hands in the air. “I will not be a part of this… I have lost too much already and I will not lose a third family member!”

He began to storm away before halting by the hallway leading towards the bedrooms. 

Nora got to her feet. “Who is the second family member you lost?” she asked. 

The coincidence between what Laura had said the night before and what her father had just mentioned, seemed too related not to be true. 

Muzin looked at his daughter, let out a loud sigh, and looked away. “It doesn’t matter now… I will not lose you too”. 

Naomi shot to her feet and yelled. “Of course, it does matter! First you lie to me and keep me in the dark about my mother’s death, and now my world is falling apart with strange things, events and bloody Onamegas!”

Muzin looked towards Laura, almost as if he was trying to tell her how much she was responsible for the entire ordeal, just before he slipped out of sight and away from them. 

“I shouldn’t have come here… we shouldn’t have come here, had Daren not found that stupid deck of cards in his backpack”, Naomi shot to her feet and walked to the window. 

Nora stepped closer but kept her distance, as they noted the absence of the troubling looking creatures around the house earlier. 

“Are they gone?” Naomi asked without looking at her friend. “Are they all gone?”

Nora wished she could give an answer that would calm the lady down. For some reason, she could feel their presence around, lurking far away from where they could see them, but present enough to swarm in should the need demand it. She shook her head and turned her back on Naomi. 

“I never asked for any of this, and I am sorry”, she whispered again. 

Naomi made no move to acknowledge her friend’s plea. Nora took the silence with a heavy heart, and began to walk away. 

“Muzin! Nora! Help! Help!” the loud cry came from the bedroom, and more specifically, from Lama’s room. 

Laura jumped to her feet, as Nora headed in the direction without giving it a moment’s thought. They arrived by her room and stopped by the door at the sight of Lama holding out her bloodied hands for them to see. 

“He was in here… that thing… your friend!” she screamed. 

Muzin came running into the room not long after, panting with soap on his face as indicative of the fact he was having his bath. 

“What did this to you?” he asked as he drew closer to his wife. 

The wound bled profusely, almost like a lion had mauled her. 

“Daren”, she simply muttered, weeping as she winced in pain. 

Muzin shot his daughter an accusatory look, causing Nora to walk away immediately. It was bad enough that her best friend wasn’t speaking to her, but her father adding salt into her injury wasn’t something she could stomach. 

“I am putting an end to this thing once and for all!” Nora mumbled to herself. 

She returned to the dining room and armed herself with the deck as she headed down the staircase leading to the basement. She paused and turned back around to head over to the kitchen to pick seven candlesticks and a match box, before returning to her previous destination. Naomi spotted her friend acting oddly and decided to tail her, but Nora had moved too fast and slammed the basement door in her face before she could breach it. 

Hammering her weight into the door, Naomi called out. “What are you planning on doing!? Open the door, Nora! Open the door!”

Nora leaned into the door and whispered in response, “I cannot sit and watch while you guys continue to suffer for my actions… I have to end this right now!”

Her words didn’t sound as convincing as she had hoped it would, and her heart weighed in pain more than she could let on. 

“I really don’t know what I’m doing, but I have to try”, she confessed. 

Naomi gave no response, prompting Nora to head over to the abandoned table and chair Lama had tossed down there some years ago when she began decorating the house anew. It was her way of cementing her presence in the new home, and casting away memories of Nora’s mother as best as she could and Nora hated it to the depths of her heart. 

She set herself up with a chair and dragged it towards the table. Carefully, she set the candles into place and lit them one after the other, hearing her own heart beat aggressively, while the dusty air in the room thickened. 

“Keep your calm and get this done right… keep your calm and get this done right”, she muttered to herself. 

With the candles set into place, and the room as silent as a graveyard with nobody around to interrupt what she was about to do, She took out the cards from its deck and held it together in her left hand on the table. It suddenly felt lighter than it had been on the first day she handled it, but Nora didn’t care for such oddity at present; all she wanted was answers. 

Nora pictured it all in her head; all that had happened and all that haunted her for the past few days. 

“If you can bring them all back, I want you to show me”, she whispered to herself. 

Everything around her suddenly seemed to stop, while her fingers began to tremble as she hoped to read her own cards. One after the other, she placed them on the table in the familiar cross she read with, while her heart raged and her stomach weighed heavily as if it could not stomach what was to come. 

Reading one’s own card is often against the rules or at least it was what she read online through the times she was attempting to learn how to read tarot cards. Definitely frightened beyond words, and unsure of what would turn up, she reached for the first card and flipped it over without looking at it. With her eyes still closed, she did the same to the second, and third and continuously until she had flipped all her own cards upside down to show their faces. 

The candles began to blow out one after the other, and Nora parted her eyelids to see what she had drawn for herself. Her face drew blank and her eyes narrowed in vision as she leaned closer towards the card in hopes she wasn’t seeing what exactly was before. She had drawn a pair of reddened eyes and what appeared to be dark mist or vortex. 

“Oh my God!” she exclaimed as the wall opposite her slowly began to chip away. 

Nora slowly got to her feet, drawn to the wall as it crumbled before her to reveal nothing but darkness inside of it. Something about it felt wrong, but her heart yearned to know what exactly it was, as she felt her legs develop minds of their own as they carried her forward, absent thoughts and absent proper reasoning. 

“Nora!” she heard the voice whisper from within the darkness. 

It was unmistakable and she didn’t need to hear it for the second time to know whose it was. 

“Mother?” she asked, knowing too well it was the woman calling. 

Loud bangs emanated from the bolted door behind her as her father’s voice echoed aloud while he threatened to break the door down. 

“Whatever you’re doing, don’t do it!” the man yelled. ‘Please, Nora!”

She figured Naomi had gotten their attention and brought them over. 

Her Aunt Laura’s voice came calling through too. “You are breaking the rules and there will be consequences!”

Nora didn’t care; she wanted answers, and if her mother’s voice was anything to go by, the woman seemed to want her inside the vortex. 

“I am coming mother”, Nora whispered. “I am coming”. 

She reached out for the darkness, slipping her hand through it first, before allowing her body to follow. The world behind her suddenly got consumed, and nothing about it remained as she fell endlessly, through the darkness and without any assurance that she would ever stop falling. 

Yet, her mother’s voice continued to call out to her. “Nora! Nora! Nora!”

                                                                                               ***

Muzin shoved harder than he had done before, ramming his shoulder into the door and feeling it budge badly as the shunt behind it broke away from the wooden frame. He stumbled into the room, accompanied by Naomi and Laura. They had just arrived as the wall began to seal itself, with Nora long gone inside of it. 

Laura raced over to the wall but arrived too late as it solidified immediately. “This is bad!”

Muzin shot to his feet while he groaned in pain from his fall. “Where is she? Where is my daughter?”

Laura pointed to the wall, without words to spill and without the strength to make her snide comments either. 

“I am responsible for this”, Naomi cringed and took some steps back. “I caused this”. 

Muzin looked at the girl who slowly crouched and folded herself into a ball in the corner of the room. 

“Where did she go?” he asked, in trembling tone and teary eyes. 

Laura walked over to the table and took a look at the cards Nora had read. Her gasp alerted the duo and her the sight of Laura groping her chest in worrisome look made Muzin feel like dying inside. 

“She has gone back”, Laura replied the man’s question. 

Naomi got back on her feet and moved closer to the table with odd looking cards which bear no reasonable meaning to her lying on it. “She has gone back where?”

“Back to where it all began”, Laura replied. 

Muzin and Naomi looked lost still, while they watched the lady begin to pack the cards back into their deck. 

“Don’t we need the cards to bring her back?” Naomi asked. 

Laura paused and looked back up. “We don’t want whatever is coming back through that wall, trust me”. 

Muzin charged towards Laura and grabbed her aggressively by her arm, causing the cards to spill to the ground. Laura put up a fight as best as she could, but she remained no match to the man as he fumed and pinned her into the wall with his hand around her neck. 

“I don’t care what comes out from that wall, but I want my daughter back and you will find a way to make it happen!” he fumed. 

Laura stared the angry father back in the face and did her best to remain unperturbed, but Muzin wasn’t in the mood to play around obviously. He yanked at her arm and led her back to the table, shoving her into the seat as he laid the deck of cards into her hands as Naomi bent down to pick those that had fallen to the ground. 

“I will not do it”, Laura said adamantly. 

Muzin leaned closer to the pesky lady, eye balls reddened and his lips twitching as he replied, “She means everything to me, Laura, and I will go to hell and beyond if you don’t find a way to bring her back this instant”. 

Naomi placed the fallen cards on the table and looked out the small window overseeing the yard from the basement. First, she caught sight of someone’s legs hurrying out the front door, before seeing the familiar face to be Lama. 

“We might have a problem!” she called out to Muzin and Laura as she caught sight of Lama’s face clearly. 

Muzin hurried over and looked out the window with a loud gas emanating from between his lips. 

“They’ve spotted her!” Naomi pointed out, pinning her finger towards the creatures previously lurking in the shadows of the woods around the house. 

Muzin jtted out the door and hurried towards the front door, while Naomi followed him. The front door was opened, and Lama had gotten some feet down the porch’ stairs when Muzin came running towards her. 

“Lama!” he called out, sounding frightened and absolutely scared. “Please! Come back in!”

Lama shook her head and turned around to look at her husband. “We cannot become captives in our own home and our own world!”

Naomi came to a halt by Muzin, while she scanned around and took note of the Onamegas slowly crawling out from their hiding place. 

“Those things are coming for you!” Naomi warned. “They are coming for you!”

Lama smiled, looked back at the woods and spotted some of them scurrying around. 

“Haven’t you seen how they shy away from the sunlight?” Lama asked. “They cannot harm me, or at least not with the sun beaming down on them”. 

Muzin shook his head as his eyes watered. “Please, don’t do this”. 

Lama shook her head in response. “All I want is my life back… I want to go out and be me without having to worry about some damn card or the fact I can get devoured by some dad boded”. 

Naomi watched as one Onamega hurried out from its hiding spot and into the sun, but suddenly burnt into crisp and absolute ash in the process. 

“See?” Lama chuckled. “They cannot touch me provided the sun is up and out”. 

He creatures growled and hurried about in the shades and darkness of the woods, while Lama proceeded towards her car. She whistled gladly and seemed unnerved by the fact demons and beasts alike were hovering around. She simply wanted some form of sanity and the ability to live her life as it used to be. 

Muzin stepped towards the porch stairs, but Naomi held him back by his hand. “Look”. 

She pointed at the sky above as Naomi neared her car. The clouds had slowly begun to gather and strangely so, while they sheltered the sun from reach and slowly blinded it from existence. 

“The sun is going out”, Naomi whispered. 

Muzin took note of the terrible sight and yelled, “Lama!”

Lama had just stuck her key into the car’s door when she realized the warmth and hotness she had marveled in within the past few seconds was no more. Droplets of water began hammering into her hand, causing her to look up into the darkened clouds as rain began to fall. 

“Oh no!” she muttered, realizing the doom about to come. 

“It is as Nora had read in the cards”, Laura broke through with her voice. 

Muzin motioned to head down and towards his wife, but the Onamegas had already swarmed out from their hiding spots as they rushed towards Lama’s car. Lama looked at Muzin with nothing but regret mixed with an ominous smile on her face as the first beast attacked her and dragged her to the ground. Muzin remained where he stood, shocked and too frightened to make a move or even move a muscle. 

The creatures dragged her around, yanking her from side to side, while Muzin decided he wasn’t going to look away from his wife. 

“Daren”, Naomi muttered in tender tone, causing the others to look in her direction. 

Definitely standing out in appearance, in difference to the rest, Daren galloped towards Lama on his hands and legs, before momentarily looking in Naomi’s way. 

“That’s Daren!” she cried, lunging forward and caring less for what could become of her. 

Muzin reached to hold her back but found himself to be too late as she raced faster than he anticipated. The Onamegas suddenly stopped tearing Lama to shreds as Daren neared, slowly paving way for him to come through as he settled himself nicely before the barely breathing corpse. 

“This is interesting”, Laura purred, before catching Muzin’s blood red eyes and frown. 

Naomi stopped dead in her tracks, some feet away from the area crowded by the creatures, as Daren jammed his hand into Lama’s chest and yanked out her heart. With Lama dead, they scattered off into the distance and out of sight again, with some hurrying past Naomi as if they could not see her and as though her presence meant nothing to them. 

“Why aren’t they attacking her?” Muzin asked. 

Laura remained silent, carefully watching the incident before them continue to unfold. 

“Why aren’t they attacking her!?” Muzin turned around, stood before Laura and yelled. 

Laura ground her teeth and replied, “They have no reason to harm her because her cards and fate have not been read yet”. 

Muzin gasped and turned back around. He realized he could have tried to save his wife without having to cower like a coward in the manner he had done. 

“What have I done?’ he asked himself in serious guilt. 

Daren turned around with blackened eyes and his face absolutely pale as he stared right back at Naomi. Naomi wondered if anything about the boy she loved and admired remained in the frame staring back at her. She wondered if his soul still existed and if the memories they shared together remained in him, even if it would be in the slightest. 

“Daren”, she called out with an outstretched hand. 

Daren slowly approached, but stopped within three feet from her as he slowly rose to his feet. He gawked hard and long at her hand and leaned closer to sniff at it, before turning around and hurrying away. 

“Daren!” she yelled after him but he was too fast and unwilling to listen to her call. 

She lowered her head in pain and began to cry as a gentle hand came to rest on her shoulder. “We need to go back in and not further tempt the nature of the chaos already around us”. 

Naomi nudged his hand off and began to sprint south of where they stood, which connected to the main road. Loud growls emanated from corners around her as the creatures seemed to be getting edgy. 

“They will not let you leave!” Laura cried atop her voice. “Don’t be stupid to let them decide your fate before the cards even do so!”

Naomi didn’t care, and she would take any chance she has to escape the hellhole they have gotten themselves into. She lessened her pace while the creatures gnarled and growled from within the shadows, just as the clouds cleared and the rain ceased immediately. 

“The sun is up and they cannot come out!” Naomi thought to herself, gladly. 

She raced ahead and hurriedly came to a halt as the familiar sight of one of the beasts stood right there, under the sun and in the middle of the road before her. Daren gnarled and growled aloud, intending to scare Naomi back but she continued to walk towards him. 

“If there is a part of you still in there, please, listen to me”, she begged, reaching out her right hand towards Daren. 

Daren gnarled at her again and lunged at her hand with his, managing to scratch her wildly as Naomi cried in pain and hurried back. He stepped closer, driving her to move backwards while he gnarled some more. 

“They will not let you leave… nobody can leave until everything is done”, Laura sighed from behind Muzin. 

Muzin lowered his head as Naomi returned with her hand bleeding and her face wearing the look of a person absolutely drowning in disbelief by what was happening to her. 

“I want my daughter back, Laura”, he muttered. ‘I have lost too much and I will be damned to lose anything else!”

Naomi returned and hurried through the door, while Muzin did the same, leaving Laura alone to continue to gawk at Daren who scampered off into the woods again. Her face lit with a rather worrying smile as she closed the door behind her and returned into Muzin’s house. 

“He wounded me”, Naomi sounded in shock and disbelief. “He looked right at me and didn’t seem like he ever knew me”. 

Muzin remained silent as he walked to the fridge to take out a bottle of wine. He poured himself some and did the same for Naomi, before settling into his favorite chair to drink his sorrows away. 

“Isn’t that alcoholic?” Naomi asked whilst she tried to stop the bleeding on her hand. 

Muzin looked up at the girl and then down at the alcoholic wine in his hand before replying. “All my life, I have done things rightly, denounced magic or anything occult but here I am, about to do anything needed to bring my daughter home… so, I need every ounce of courage I need”. 

Laura went ahead and poured herself some as she too settled into a seat. Naomi wrapped a piece of clothing around the scratch to stop the bleeding, before downing her glass of wine in one straight gulp. 

“We have to bring Nora back”, Muzin muttered while he rocked himself in his chair. ‘We have to bring my baby back”. 

                                                                                                               ***

The darkness around suddenly began to clear into lightening just ahead, as Nora watched the blinding light threaten to damage her eyes. She gasped aloud and awakened to the sight of a face she knew was dead for years now, but which was now smiling down at her. 

“Mother?” Nora called out in shock. 








  
  
  CHAPTER EIGHT

  
  




The world around felt different, from the color the room was painted in, to the familiar looking frame hunched over her with the brightest smile she had never thought she would come across ever again. Nora struggled to sit up, but her mother calmly refrained her from doing so. 

“You shouldn’t be here, child”, she muttered, slowly retreating and walking towards the window. 

Nora slowly dragged herself to an upright position and took a good look at her surroundings. It was her mother’s room, the way it used to be without doubt, before Lama came in with her changes, all in bid to eradicate the woman’s hold on Muzin. The pleasing sight warmed Nora’s heart, and the soothing air crashing against the house from every corner made her sigh in relief. 

“You being here can only mean one thing”, Nora heard her mother mutter. 

Nora nodded her head and settled her back against the bed frame. “I found the tarot cards… they found me to be precise”.

Her mother spurned around immediately, looking terrified to her core and unsure of what to say. She paced around some bit and seemed to stop to gather her innate thoughts, but nothing came to the surface for her to air in words. 

“I read my own cards and it… “, Nora tried explaining but her mother lifted her hand up to halt the words. 

“It brought you right here and in more danger than you could have ever imagined”, the woman said in paranoia. “You need to go back… you need to get back now!”

Nora upped herself from the bed, but felt her nerves strain with pain in the process. She walked over to the window and took a spot by her frightened looking mother. 

“I know you want answers dear, but I can give you none, for I am trapped in my own hell”, her mother sighed. 

Nora felt somewhat let down; she had hoped for some juicy information to help her get on with her activities on the other side. 

“Am I dead?’ Nora asked the most important one she could think of. 

Her mother shook her head and whispered, “No”. 

Nora sighed in relief, but too soon. 

“Not yet at least… but once he knows you’ve come for answers, it will be coming for you”, her mother added, sending chills down the girl’s spine. 

“One who knows?” Nora inquired. 

Her mother turned around and began hurrying out of the room and towards the living room. She hurried to the door and slammed it shut, before placing a shunt behind it to keep it firm and locked. 

“We need to get you back and we need to get it done now!” the woman sounded in absolute paranoia. 

Nora paused, seemingly unsure of what was getting into her mother. It wasn’t as she had expected things to be; the thought of seeing her mother for the first time in years was one she assumed would come with hugs and kisses and possibly some tears, but the woman before her seemed absolutely uninterested in anything of such. 

“Is that all?” Nora asked. “Is that all a daughter gests from her mother after they manage to reunite after a horrible ordeal?”

Her mother ignored her and began placing what appeared to be cards on the table. Nora recognized them immediately to be the same one she had on the other side and it left her stomach churning with discomfort. 

“I made a choice”, her mother muttered angrily. ‘I made a choice for you, for your father and for everyone, even if it meant I would be taken!”

Nora stepped closer but not close enough for her mother’s reach. “Choice? You made a choice?”

The woman ignored the prattling girl and continued to set the tone around the room for whatever it was that she intended to do. 

“Your choice almost drove father crazy and then it made my life a living hell ever since that day!” Nora yelled. “Whatever choice you made is one shitty one if I must be sincere with you!”

Swinging fast and hard, but without Nora ever expecting it, her mother turned around and smacked her right in the face. It left them gasping at the occurrence. Nora took some steps backwards as she tried to reconcile the fact that her mother had just struck her instead of hugging her after they had not seen for years. 

“Nora!” she called out to her daughter. “I am sorry! I am truly sorry!”

Nora spun around, headed for the door and yanked off the shunt to gain exit from the house. She hurried out the porch, which was in similitude to the one she had at home, but stopped dead in her tracks upon seeing the Onamegas in full swarm around the house and under the sun like it had no effects on them.

“This is impossible”, Nora said to herself. 

Her mother walked over to the porch, yanked at Nora’s arm and brought her back inside immediately. She slammed the door shut and heaved a loud breath of relief while they began to stare at each other. 

“They are here too… it is how I knew you had found the card and begun to use it”, her mother stormed off and then stopped by the table. “I made a choice to live and curse my entire generation and even you, or get sucked into this world and try and sustain the balance so you can have a better life or at least a chance to a normal life out there”. 

Nora noted the shaky tone with which the woman speak, as well as the abnormally lengthy grey hair on her head. 

“Your hair”, Nora pointed out. 

She watched her mother hold unto the strand and sigh. “This place takes its toll on me and keeping him trapped and unable to manifest his true form is even harder than I imagined”. 

Nora’s interest got piqued again. 

“Who is he?” she asked. “You’ve mentioned that twice already”. 

“He doesn’t have a true face and he can be anyone, which is why I need you to go back and allow me to continue to hold him back so nobody gets hurt over at your end”, her mother explained. 

It sounded too late and Nora could tell the woman had no idea about just how much chaos ensued in the real world. Her face bore distraught and told enough to the ignorant woman who gasped, placed her hands over her mouth and slowly began to draw close to her daughter. 

“What are you not telling me?” she asked. “What is happening over there?”

Nora cringed at the thought and recollection of everything. She helped herself to a seat and lowered her head in pain, before slowly looking back up at her mother. 

“I wish I can say whatever you’re doing here is working, but I cannot”, she replied. “I drew the Grimm Reaper on my first reading, and the second dint fare any better because my friend is now one of those things”. 

Her mother’s eyes widened, and the woman gulped down in difficulty. 

“It has taken lives”, she muttered. “If it has taken a life, then he is strong enough to be back”. 

“Or maybe he is back”, Nora noted. 

The fear emanating from the woman’s eyes was enough to tell Nora about how dangerous whoever she was referring to was. Her mother was terrified no doubt, and by the looks of the markings on the walls which looked like warding spells, she could guess she was frantically trying to keep something out. 

“Who is he?” Nora asked again. “What does he want?”

Her mother got up and began pacing around the room frantically. She bit her nails and shot Nora odd glances before continuing on her path once again. 

“Firstly, I find out dad has been hiding secrets from me and now you’re doing the same too’, Nora sounded disappointedly. “I wonder if I ever really meant anything to the both of you”. 

She got up and motioned to leave, but her mother followed her hurriedly and stopped. 

“You wouldn’t understand! We are trying to protect you!’ the woman sounded close to tears. 

Nora scoffed, turned around with reddened eyes and shot back at her mother. “What are you protecting me from? Is it the truth that I had a brother, or the fact our bloodline is cursed?”

Her mother turned pale immediately. “How did you know of him? Who told you about him?”

“Aunt Laura and Father might have slipped and hinted at it”, Nora replied with a grin intended to get at her mother. 

The act was working, and it caused the woman to grow a look of despair on her face. Her breath heightened and her hands began to tremble as she struggled to keep herself on her feet. She turned around, looked for somewhere she could lean against, and found herself a spot by the window. 

“What is it?” Nora asked. “You look terrified”.

Her mother bobbed her head and swallowed hard. “Laura is dead, or at least, has been for a while now, and your brother is the devil running this entire ordeal”. 

Nora felt her lungs collapse as wind hurried out of it. She staggered backwards and tried hard not to believe anything her mother had just said. She had seen her Aunt Laura in the flesh and the woman looked perfect and undead. She had spent the past few hours in the house with her, just as the others had and nothing stood out asides her intricate knowledge of the tarot cards. 

“That’s impossible”, Nora replied. “I saw her… we were together and she has taught me quite some bit about the tarot card so far”. 

Her mother waved her hands and shook her head. “Laura is dead and whoever you saw or whoever showed up at your door cannot be my sister because only one in every generation is allowed the gift to read cards”. 

Nora’s heart sunk and her insides felt hot with worry. 

“It is time you got to know the truth about your brother and our history as a whole”, her mother sighed, clapped her hands and suddenly caused the room to fall into darkness. 

Nora felt scared but some relief came with the fact that her mother was standing right there before her. She watched the candles around the living room table light up immediately, prompting the duo to head in the direction. Her mother settled into a seat opposite that of Nora’s and held out the tarot cards towards her daughter. 

“You can only see everything if you decide to read it yourself”, she whispered. 

Worried sick and frightened beyond her depths, Nora retrieved the cards from her mother as she made a rather bothersome discovery. 

“No blood”, Nora whispered. 

Her mother nodded her head. “Go ahead and take a reading darling and you’d see how it all came to be”. 

Nora nodded her head, readied herself to begin shuffling the cards, while her mother smiled and held her hands out over the flames. 

“You can do it darling… I can see the power in you burning brighter than any of us ever could have had”, she spurred on the girl. 

Closing her eyes while shuffling the cards in the deck, Nora stopped, and slowly began to lay the cards one at a time on the table. The air stood still momentarily, and the earth underneath the table began to shudder mildly, before more aggressive shuddering took over. Nora remained unperturbed, as her mother barely flinched, as the fire lit around the table burst into wilder glow, and the darkness around slowly began to dissipate. 

“It has begun”, her mother whispered. 

                                                                                                               ***

“My wife is dead, again!” Muzin raged, placing his hands on his head while he panted around the room. “You killed her! You killed her!”

Laura seemed unperturbed by the fact she was being blamed, but suddenly shifted to look at the cards Nora had left behind. 

Naomi had walked up on her without making a sound, thus startling the lady. “We need to bring Nora back… she is the only one who can put an end to all of this”.

Laura smiled and responded, “As much as I agree with you, there is absolutely nothing I can do”. 

Muzin shook his head and waved his right hand at Laura. “No… no… no! You will find a way to get her out of there or heaven help me, … “. 

The all paused in the room as the wall opposite where they stood suddenly seemed to move. Muzin had spotted it first, but Laura saw it clearly as her eyes widened and her mouth let out a gasp at the strange sight. 

“What is that?” Naomi asked. 

Long and sharp looking claws ran underneath the wall and it seemed as though it intended to tear its way through. 

“Please tell me I’m dreaming… tell me this is a fucking dream!” Naomi screamed. 

Muzin shot the lady a scolding look for her bad language, but had bigger fish to fry with the strange being trying to force its way into their living room. He stepped closer, but stopped within safe distance as the claws gnawed and scratched endlessly into the wall from the other side. A loud and irritating screech rang through the ar as the creature gave it another go against the wall. 

“It’s a wraith! It is a bloody wraith and it wants to get into our world!” Laura cried. 

Muzin hurried backwards and Naomi did well to stand behind the two. 

“What is a wraith?” Naomi asked in shivering tone. 

“A soul sucker… they feed on souls to fuel the living so they can return to life”, Laura explained. 

The words didn’t seem to make much sense to the other two, but they got the picture that something terrible is about happening again. 

“This is just perfect”, Muzin sounded in sarcasm. “We cannot make a run for it because of the beasts outside and Daren, and now our home isn’t safe for us either!”

The creature screeched some more, plunging a long talon-like finger through the wall and causing the ladies to jump backwards. It retrieved the claw and simmered into silence for a minute, thereby granting them all sighs of relief. 

“What are you doing on that side, Nora?’ Laura whispered to herself. “What are you doing?”

“If that thing gets in here, I’m assuming we are fucked”, Naomi asked before looking at Muzin who looked pretty pissed now because she used such profanity in his home. 

Laura waved her hands and settled in the chair Nora had occupied before leaving. “There must be a reason it is trying to get in here… my guess is Nora is awakening something she shouldn’t from the other side”. 

She picked up the deck of cards and took another look at it. She ran her fingers along the bloodied parts on two cards, sighing aloud and lowering her head in the process, before leaning into her seat and looking into the ceiling. 

“Who could have thought I’d be in the same room where it all began for my sister again?” Laura chuckled. “If only she had listened to me”. 

Muzin cleared his throat softly. “Errrm, we don’t have time for your reminiscing while we have my daughter to save”. 

Laura burst out laughing in hysteria. She cackled on annoyingly until her sides began to hurt dearly. Naomi shared a pissed look with the man before looking back at the crazy lady. 

“If you think your daughter is the one who needs saving right now, then you must be a fool”, Laura got to her feet and chuckled. 

She stepped away from the table, hands folded behind her back and a rather disturbing grimace stretched across her face with an odd smile as she stepped towards the door and stopped. 

Casting her gaze in Muzin’s direction, she muttered, “That wraith will find its way into this house any moment from now… even if we try to save your daughter, it will only mean her own death in here since she’s the one causing the wraith to come into this world!”

As hard and as unwise as it was to believe anything Laura would say, Muzin found himself believing her. Her words seem to bear some tone of sincerity in them, and her eyes never flinched for a second while she spoke. She seemed distraught or rather really scared, but without the strength to show her weakness. 

“So, we are to wait here and die?” Naomi asked. “We are to do nothing, while all these things come for us and peel the skin out from out bones?”

Laura took two more steps forward before stopping to cackle aloud. “Don’t be silly, they aren’t here to eat your flesh… your soul is most likely what they want, just as they have your boyfriend’s”.

With the hurtful words aired, she disappeared from sight. Muzin ran his fingers through his hair and began walking to the east end of the room, shoving boxes out of the way and mumbling incoherently too in the process. 

“Two wives”, he mumbled aloud. ‘I have lost two wives to those things!”

He shot the cards on the table a gloom gaze and returned his eyes back to a large box on the ground. 

“What are you planning on doing?” Naomi finally asked. 

Muzin jammed his fist into a box and yanked at the cover before plunging his hand into it. He took his time searching through the box before taking out two silver coated magnums from within it. 

“The only thing left for me to do’, he finally replied. ‘Get my daughter back and save my family, or at least what’s left of it”. 

Naomi chalked down some bolus of saliva with discomfort, while Muzin began to load the gun in his hand with bullets he had stored up in the same box from which they had been retrieved. 

“Nobody else dies on my watch”, Muzin declared before getting to his feet. 








  
  
  CHAPTER NINE

  
  




The tender colored walls were nothing she had come across before. Nora figured her parents must have repainted but it still didn’t make sense enough for her, because they were absolutely lovely in comparison with what they had on their walls currently. The room felt homey and warm with love, while the fire place burned brightly with a large table some feet away from it. 

Nora halted her walk to look at her mother again, almost as if she still wasn’t sure about what the woman intended to tell her. Her mother beckoned on her to go ahead and step closer to the fire place, as footsteps began approaching down the staircase. 

“Laura, we cannot do it! The tradition is centuries old and it should not be followed!” Nora heard her mother mutter in a rather bothered tone. 

Nora squinted, and strained her gaze as she caught sight of a really younger figure than the one she had left in her living room; her aunt Laura looked more beautiful and less haggard in comparison to the last time she saw her. Her dark hair ran and danced freely on her back, while her face held a rather warm smile across it. 

In her hands was a child whose face Nora could not see, as she stepped closer to try and make it out, but felt her mother’s hand hold her back from doing so. 

“You know you’re meant to own the card and all you need is some little blood from your own personal line to activate it”, Laura continued. “You cannot be this stubborn headed when you might be able to change a lot of things in this current world!”

Nora’ mother, much younger but with the same stern expression on her face as always, shook her head and closed her eyes. 

“That card drives people nuts”, she replied. “You’ve heard the stories and I will not become another family story for the next generations to tell themselves”. 

Laura chuckled while they settled around the table. The little child in Laura’s hands squirmed and purred softly, prompting Laura to pat him on the back gently until he fell asleep again. 

“If you will not do it, then I will”, Laura warned her sister. 

Nora’s mother laughed out loud and hard. “Muzin will be home any minute now and he wouldn’t like to see you defiling his home with dark magic”. 

Laura hissed and shrugged. “Come on, where is your sense of adventure? More so, if this truly works as granny said it does, you can bring him back”. 

The latter sentence seemed to have an effect on Nora’s mother, and the woman sat up in her seat, eyes fixated on Laura, and then on the deck of cards on the table. Nora looked at her mother and she could see the same emotions she had in her when she realized she could use the cards to bring back someone she loved. 

“Sam is gone”, Laura’s mother tried to deflect the possibility. 

Laura got to her feet with the baby still in her arms. “Is he? Will it hurt to give something as harmless as this a try?”

Nora felt her own breath begin to heighten as she watched the proceeding. She was scared stiff and the thought of things going wrong slowly began to cripple her spine. She could sense the air in the room had a dour feeling to it and everything that the smiles and laughter were about becoming nothing but memories.

“This is how it began for our family”, Nora whispered to herself. 

Laura turned around and looked towards the fireplace where Nora stood, almost as if she had heard someone speak. Her gaze lingered on and fixated against Nora for a while before she looked away to her sister. 

“What do you say we do this and we do it now?” Laura asked. 

Her sister took a minute to maul through the idea, but eventually succumbed by nodding her head. “Yes… we can”. 

Laura pumped her fist into the air and began to take out the cards, just after she handed Sam over to her sister. 

“We draw once and if things don’t look good, we stop”, Nora’s mother insisted. 

Laura bobbed her head and accepted, smiling all the way and seemingly happy by the decision. 

“I’ll tuck little Sam into his cot and then we can begin”, Nora’s mother whispered, tickling the little boy who had just woken up and was now smiling wildly. 

She returned within minutes and took her lace on the other end of the table while Laura lit the candles. It was no different from what and how Nora had carried out her own readings, but the fire burned brightly and wilder right from the start. 

“Looks like we have ourselves some energy to burn”, Laura sounded excitedly. 

Her sister began shuffling the cards until she felt the impulse to stop. One after the other, she began laying them on the table, looking nervous but with some good degree of bravery in her actions too. 

“Cross”, Nora muttered. 

Her aunt had lied about how their family never read the cards sing the cross method, and here they were; her mother doing the same thing. It was becoming even more apparent that her aunt Laura was nothing but a liar and a manipulator to say the least. 

“Draw them open”, Laura mumbled. 

One after the other, Nora’s mother began to open the cards, and with each one opened and laid bare with its face up, she gasped in horror and looked absolutely lost. Nora stepped closer to see what her mother had drawn, and it was a wraith, with its scary head slightly peeking from underneath the hood it donned. 

“A wraith”, Laura whispered. 

Her sister nodded her head and slowly began packing the cards back, but stopped to the sound of a loud creak coming from the room upstairs. The creaking sound stopped, and the candle lights began to go off one at a time until there was one left. 

“Laura”, Nora’s mother mumbled. 

Laura smiled and sheepishly cast the thought and notion of anything odd aside. “Don’t get your nuts all twisted up… its just some crazy wind I’m sure”. 

They both agreed and burst out laughing at the thought of what had just happened. 

“We are truly silly”, Nora watched her mother sound nave. “Thinking some dingy old cards with folklore tales meant to be told at bed time would have any powers in them”. 

They motioned to get to their feet as the last candle blew out and brought their world into darkness. Deafening silence aired, with the intermittent sound of the wind howling tenderly from outside the house. 

“That’s odd”, Laura admitted while both ladies refused to move. 

Strong sulfur smell suddenly began to fill the room, causing Nora to labor in breath as did her mother and aunt. The latter choked aloud and coughed endlessly as the creaking noise they had all heard earlier began to heighten in sound. 

“Get the matches! Get the matches!” Nora heard her mother shout in paranoia. 

Laura struck the first match and watched it fizzle out immediately, before getting lucky on her second strike as she fondled to light the candles one at a time. Nora had spotted it first; hovering in ragged attire, with blood dripping from underneath its hood on the table. It barely moved, but twitched as the last candle got lit. 

“Oh my God!” Nora’s mother exclaimed. 

The frightening wraith slowly hunched on its back, extending its claws towards the cards on the table as blood trickled in frightening sight atop them. It shot Nora’s mother one good glance before slowly looking back up the stairs, almost as if it was trying to pass a message across. 

“Sam!” Nora heard her mother scream in agony. 

Laura stepped backwards, panting and whitened in the face as she grew terrified like hell. The wraith simply vanished and nothing of it could be seen again. Loud screams in agony filled the air and emanated from the room upstairs, causing Nora to wish she could leave immediately and not witness whatever was happening any longer. 

Her aunt Laura jolted for the door and never looked back, with smirks on her face, and a rather disturbing laughter emanating from her lips. 

“She knew”, Nora whispered. “My aunt… she knew what would come and she tricked my mother into doing it regardless”. 

“Of course your hand knew… she summoned it here in fact and not until after years of studying the cards did I realize she had summoned that thing here on intent”, her mother sighed. “She has the ability to read those cards and she has the ability to manipulate them”. 

Nora’s heart sunk, and her chest felt heavier than it usually would or should be. 

“It is why I need your help to stop her from hurting anyone else on your side of the world”, her mother waved her hand and the room slowly disappeared. “I am not strong to do it on my own, but you are”. 

Nora nodded her head. “I will help you, but I haven’t the slightest clue on how to get here”. 

Her mother laughed aloud and smiled back at Nora. “Magic always has a loophole honey, and reading cards isn’t all our family and bloodline exists for”. 

She led Nora by her hand down a hall with no doors on either side until they came across a red colored door at the end. Nora had not noticed her surroundings until her mother grabbed hold of her hand, but her heart had begun to ram nervously as though it was trying to warn her against doing whatever it was that they intended to do. 

“Will this not make things worse?” Nora asked in a rather terrified tone. “Are we not breaking more rules?”

Her mother shrugged, smiled and replied. “Rules exist to make men too scared to live their own lives… all we are doing is righting a wrong I wasn’t strong enough to do some years ago”. 

Nora felt convinced and agreed. She tightened her grip around her mother’s hand and with it came warmth like she had never felt before. Her heart took on steady beats, and her eyes shone brightly with happiness as they both approached the door and stopped before it. 

“Go on now child… this door was created for one purpose and one alone”, her mother whispered. 

Nora looked at the plain door with nothing but a handle made with what appeared to be a femur bone. “What purpose is that?”

A gush of air breezed past them both, with the gloom feeling and some form of nervousness rushing through Nora in particular. Her guts screamed against her intended action, but her heart felt it was right. 

“Follow your heart darling”, her mother muttered. “Your heart knows what is right”. 

Nora bobbed her head, reached for the door handle and stopped with her hand barely touching the bone handle. 

“One more thing”, her mother interjected just before Nora tightened her grasp on the handle. “You cannot let go of that handle, no matter what comes your way or what you feel”. 

Nora nodded, closed her eyes and held unto the door handle as tightly as she could. Streams of pain shot through her hand and ran violently through her entire body in what felt like being burnt alive in a pool of volcanic larva. She yelled and shrieked in pain while her mother cackled aloud. 

“Yes child! We are almost home!” her mother rejoiced happily. 

The note bore a sound of worry for Nora, but also came with the anticipation of having her mother back home where she belonged. For that reason alone, she will endure the pain and whatever suffering that comes with opening the door back to the world of the living. 

                                                                                               ***

Loud groveling shrieks and noise from outside the house caused Muzin to hurry to his living room window. Parting the blinds to the side slowly, he watched in befuddled manner as his world began to take another form just outside his house. 

“Laura! Laura! Laura!” Muzin yelled atop his voice. 

Laura came running into the room with Naomi not far behind. The ladies stopped by Muzin and feasted their gaze upon the disturbing sight too, with Naomi gasping and slowly retreating with her hand over her mouth. 

‘Something is coming”, Laura whispered. “Something is coming our way and they can sense it”.

The Onamegas had slowly begun to merge, fusing into one another with a giant structure emanating, while Daren remained unperturbed and with his gaze on the house. 

“What is coming?” Muzin asked without peeling his gaze away from the window. 

Laura wished she could give a candid answer, but even she looked scared stiff and unwilling to admit to whatever was coming their way. 

“We need to seal your daughter in”, Laura replied. 

Muzin shot her a rather glum and angry look. “You must be out of your darn mind if you think I will allow my daughter remain trapped wherever she is and without a way back home”. 

A loud thud shook the house and threatened to dislodge the foundation. Another terrifying thud ensued and with it, Muzin flicked off the safety on his gun and aimed his weapon towards the hallway leading to the basement as the sound seemed to be emanating from there. 

“You need to do as I say Muzin, or we might not live to tell this tale!” Laura pleaded. 

Muzin wasn’t sure he could ever trust the woman. He didn’t want to trust her and he decided to rely on his own instincts. More so, he wanted his daughter back badly and he would do almost anything to have her back even if it meant defying the rules of nature. 

“I want my daughter back”, he mumbled. “If I have to hold off whatever that beast outside is until she comes, then I will do just that”. 

Naomi handed herself two knives from the kitchen with her chest pounding hard and her breath becoming rather difficult to come by. Scared stiff to her bones, she sought refuge beside Muzin, while Laura’s face paled as the thumping thud continued before a loud blast and a wave of wind blew them hard and dangerously into the wall behind. 

Dust filled the room, and visibility became impossible to navigate through. Muzin groaned and moaned with his ears buzzing endlessly, while immense pain shot through from his right knee. 

“Naomi! Are you alright?” he called out, coughing and spitting in between. “Where are you?”

Naomi’s response remained scarce, but Laura coughed aloud and slowly made her way towards the living room couch where she fell. The dusty air slowly began to clear, and with it came two figures walking towards the trio in the distance before they both halted their walks. 

Through the deafening silence, came the familiar and rather chilling voice, “Hello Muzin”. 

Muzin let off another cough and halted his breath as he looked up, squinting to get a clearer gaze through the dust. “Oh my God! Sarah!”
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Nothing could compare to the moment as everyone seemed disinterested in speaking or even making a move from where they were. The moment seemed to be far more consuming and emotionally drowning for Muzin than it was for the other two by his side, yet, Laura looked the most terrified. She looked to the door, wondering about her choices, while the sight of the Mega-Onamega outside made her heart decide against doing anything stupid. 

Muzin coughed and slowly got to his feet with the help of his better knee. He paved the way with his hands and tried to get as much dust out of his line of sight as possible. Six feet from him was none other than his dear wife, presumably dead, and now back from beyond. Her face hadn’t aged a single day, and her wry smile was as welcoming as ever. 

By her side was their daughter, looking pale and terrified, but with a hint of gladness that she was back home. Nora sighed aloud for everyone to hear, as the final thud emanated from behind them and the portal through which they had come finally slammed shut and back into place. 

“Muzin”, Sarah called out to her husband. 

Muzin tore his face with the wildest smile he had ever had since she died, gasping in shock and unsure of what to say as he drew closer to her. 

“Sarah!” he finally found his voice and called out to her. 

The duo raced towards each other, with the man limping as he wrapped his arms around his wife and leaned his head into her shoulder. Nora looked around the room for her friend, and found Naomi slumped against the east wall, with her head somewhat banged up and her breath heavy to bear. 

“Naomi!” she called out, frightened to her bones as she hurried over to assist the girl to her feet. 

Naomi coughed and whispered, “Nora… is that you, Nora?”

Nora nodded aggressively, sniffed and gently pulled the girl closer as she tried to ascertain if her friend had sustained terrible injuries. Thankfully, she found no such evidence, bar a scratch on the back of her head which would heal properly with some bandage. 

“Daren… Daren and Lama”, Naomi muttered in weakened tone. 

Nora understood too well, as their eyes filled with tears and their lips trembled, they shared a hug, but Nora soon spotted the one person her heat didn’t desire to see, right there in the room, silent as she could be, and on the couch. 

“You!” Nora cried in anger. 

She motioned to get on her feet, but decided against it as she cradled Naomi until the girl was strong enough to get to her feet. Sarah pulled away from Muzin and held his face in her hands while the duo locked gaze and didn’t look like they ever wanted to look anywhere else. 




“I am sorry about everything”, Laura apologized. “I am sorry about everything and I wish… “. 

She halted halfway with her eyes and vision now catching sight of Laura where she sat. 

Laura smirked and spat to the ground. “Looks like you managed to weasel your way back”. 

Sarah let go of her husband, and began to march towards her sister with purpose. She yanked Laura by the scruff of her collar ad jammed the lady into the wall with an absurd strength unlike anything Muzin had seen in his wife before. 

Staring directly into Laura’s eyes, Sarah growled, “You! You bitch! Did you really think you could keep me away!?”

Unrepentant and seemingly unperturbed by Sarah’s strength, Laura replied, “You don’t scare me! You have never scared me and I hope she knows exactly what you are and what you did!”

Nora got to her feet with her friend leaning against her for support, while the entire house turned their gaze towards Laura. 

“I know everything now, Aunt Laura”, Nora informed the lady. “I know what you did and how you have manipulated us all”. 

Laura’s eyes widened and her lips curled into ones of disbelief. She looked from Sarah who bore a thin smirk on her face, to Nora with nothing but disbelief lining her forehead. 

“You have got to be kidding me!” Laura muttered. “What exactly did you see in there? Your brother died because… “. 

Sarah jammed her fist into Laura’s throat, causing the lady to gurgle her words without being able to let them through. Her eyes bulged in their sockets, and streams of veins began to appear all over her neck and face as Sarah threatened to choke the life out of the woman. 

“She is my daughter! Not yours!” Sarah yelled. 

Naomi looked perplexed as she whispered to her friend. “Your mother is going to kill her… do something”. 

Nora felt torn in between saving her aunt and letting the woman die for her heinous crimes. Her heart wouldn’t let desire for vengeance wouldn’t permit her muscles to move, even while her heart cried for her to do the right thing. 

A loud bang blared into the air and caused everyone to startle, as Sarah eased her grip around Laura’s throat, allowing her fall to the ground. 

Muzin cleared his throat and spoke, “I don’t know what happened in there and honestly I don’t think I want to know, but, we have bigger fishes to fry”. 

He pointed his gun towards the window and to the sight of the Mega-Onamega approaching a step at a time. 

“Oh my!” Sarah gasped in despair. “It knows I’m here! It knows you’ve broken the rules!”

She turned and looked at Nora, who looked lost and confused as everyone suddenly began casting their gaze on her. 

Laura coughed aloud from where she remained slumped into the floor, and cackled out in a hideous manner. “You know what your choices are now, Sarah”. 

“What? What is she talking about?” Nora looked to her mother and asked. 

Sarah seemed rather lost in thoughts as she slowly planted her backside into the seat behind her. 

“Get your cards!” Sarah yelled. “Get them, now!”

Nora felt herself almost jump out of her skin as she looked to her father. He nodded his head towards her and commanded that she went to get the cards, while Naomi looked like she had been smashed in the face with eggs. She had not the slightest clue on what was going on and wished someone would tell her. 

“What will your choice be, Sarah?” Laura laughed. “The mega-Onamega or the wraith wishing to tear through the veil and come for you right about any moment from now?”

Muzin leaned towards his recently returned wife and asked, “What is she talking about?”

Sarah looked blank in the face and seemed unwilling to speak. Muzin had seen the look on his wife’s face before and he knew exactly what it was; sheer fear, tainted with guilt. 

He found himself in need to ask. “What have you done?”

                                                                                                               ***

Sarah drowned herself in thoughts for a while longer, before getting back up as Nora walked back into the room. She cleared the dining room table by bringing it back up and dusting debris off of it, before picking up some of the used candles now lying around from the ground. 

“Sarah!” Muzin called to his wife again and in sterner tone. 

Sarah ignored him while she rubbed her hands together and caused the candles to light up immediately. 

She turned to Muzin and placed her hands on his shoulder, “Listen carefully to me honey… I have no time to explain, and I sincerely don’t want to, but if you like this our reunion, then help me kill two monsters coming for me”. 

Nora interjected with a slight cough. “Everything is set… can we begin already?”

Laura shot up from where she sat and yelled, “No! Nora, don’t do it! Don’t trust that beast beside you!”

Nora looked from her sweet looking mother to the dirty, haggard looking aunt whom she had clearly seen provoking the most unthinkable occurrence, and sighed. “The one we will not be trusting here, is you”. 

Luara motioned to head towards them, but Nora waved her hand rather instinctively, as Laura got tossed into the air and hammered against the wall before passing out on the ground in a loud heap. Muzin’s lips parted slowly and his eyes widened in the process too. Nora gasped in shock as did Naomi, while the former stared at her hands in surprise. 

“Let’s begin”, Sarah called to her daughter. 

Nora agreed with a nod and settled into her char. Muzin drew closer and stood behind his daughter, looking lost and still unsure of what exactly was going on. 

“What do you want to do?” Naomi asked Nora. 

Sarah looked up to the girl and replied, “She needs to draw cards strong enough to doom the Mega-Onamega outside and also the wraith coming for us all through the veil”. 

Muzin cleared his throat and uttered his own inquiry. “Why is a wrath coming for us and what purpose exactly does that beast outside serve?”

Sarah sighed, lookd to Nora and nodded her head. 

“We broke the rules by reading my own card and also by bringing someone dead back into the world of the living”, Nora answered. “The wraith and that beast out there want blood ad mother and I are going to stop them”.

Muzin could not believe his ears and the manner in which his daughter spoke. 

“What does any of this even mean?” Naomi asked. 

Coughing aloud and spitting out some blood so they could know she was awake, Laura answered. “They want to cheat the cards using dark magic”.

Nora looked to her aunt with some bit of dismay on her face, and then back at her mother. 

Sarah shook her head at Nora and looked to Laura. “Shut up, you wench! She is my daughter ad not yours!”

With a wave of her hand, Laura got tossed around the room once again, before landing to the ground in another loud and heavy heap that caused her to pass out. 

“Believe nothing she say”, Laura whispered weakly before losing consciousness. 

Sarah extended her hands over the table and towards her daughter. “Take my hands and let us begin!”

Muzin attempted to break the hold but Nora had linked arms with her mother already, with the flames from the candles burning brightly. He scampered backwards to where Naomi sat, while they watched the two women they assumed they knew, doing things far beyond their comprehension and belief. 

“All you need to do is follow my lead”, Sarah ordered her daughter. 

The candles continued to burn brightly, just before one went off and another took the same path. The Mega-Onamega began bearing down the house as its intent to get in seemed to intensify by the passing second. 

“Sarth Kerthus Brethisu Vanishia Rturlesth!” 

“Kardith Kareth Burth Prolethu discoria!”

The duo chanted along and in sync, fueling the flames around them in accordance, as the wall opposite of them began to bulge with something crawling underneath it. Like a layer of skin about to be torn through, the creature struggled to find its way out, gnawing at the wall and extending as far as Nora’s head but without the ability to touch her as it remained bounded to the other side. 

Laura groaned and parted her eyelids open and weakly so. “Nora, it’s a trap… don’t do it”. 

Nora ignored her aunt and spread the cards on the table while her mother chanted on. Sucking in deep breath and readying herself for whatever was to come, she began dealing the cards and opening them to read the outcome immediately. 

“Reborn!” Nora chanted upon reading the first card. “Trickster! Tear! Blood! Sacrifice!”

She halted upon reading the last card, before looking up at her mother. 

Sarah smiled, nodded her head and replied, “Don’t stop now child, you are almost through”. 

The creature behind the veil stretched itself further, almost reaching Nora’s head as Muzin jumped to his feet with his magnum in hand, and shot at it without giving it second thought. The loud bang coupled with an eerie squeal from the creature he had shot caused everyone to clamp their hands over their ears. 

Sarah shot up from her seat and yelled at her husband. “Don’t wound it!”

Nora looked somewhat shocked by her mother’s words as they shared a lost look with one another. 

“I thought we were doing this to kill it?” she asked. 

Muzin eyed his wife and seemed somewhat confused, while Nora waited for a response from her mother. Sarah parted her lips to speak but found her words stuttering in the process. She turned around and looked out the window, with the beast at the door, seemingly unable to grace the front door and into the house. 

“Read the last card and set it free”, Sarah finally whispered. 

Nora wore a frown, indicating how lost she was, while Muzin moved closer to his daughter, with his gun readied in hand. 

“What?” Nora spoke. 

Sarah sighed and stood akimbo. “I need the wraith here… if I am going to be with you forever, I need the wraith here”. 

It still did not bring any sense or understanding to why she didn’t mention it in the first place. 

“That monster out there isn’t going to remain there for long and I bet you nothing will stop it from bringing this family down once it gets through the door”, Sarah warned. 

Muzin scoffed while he stared at the woman he assumed to be his wife. Nothing about her seemed like the sweet and loving woman he knew. She sounded hardened and somewhat desperate, which weren’t qualities anyone wanted. 

“Read the last card and let it in!” Sarah yelled. 

Nora shook her head and slowly began to retreat towards her father. “I don’t know who you are, but I don’t trust your intentions right now, mother”. 

The wraith jammed its claw into the wall once again, struggling to set itself free, as it hoped to gain entrance into the world from the other side. 

“I beg you darling listen to me and do what I ask or things will get a little bit scary around here than they already are”, Sarah warned. 

Nora called her mother’s bluff by shrugging her shoulders, while Muzin watched his wife keenly as she sighed and began to stroll along the room. 

“What really happened to you over there?” Muzin asked. “Are you the Sarah I married, or an imposter?”

Sarah smiled and helped herself back into her seat as she lowered her head into the table. “You never knew a thing about me, Muzin… you never knew the important things you ought to because you were so blinded by your religion to even know what I was”. 

Muzin looked uncomfortable as he steadied his gun in his hand and continued to cast his gaze on his wife. 

“Our daughter is something much more powerful than I am, but I need to guide her”, Sarah continued. ‘It is why I made certain that the cards will find her, and it is why I came back”. 

Nora could not believe her ears, and neither could she understand why her mother sounded like a lunatic rather than the sweet and caring one she used to be. 

“One last chance”, she upped herself from her seat and shoved the table towards Nora. “Read the last card and let the wraith in”. 

Nora refused, just as her aunt Laura groaned from where she remained on the floor. “Nora, don’t do it!”

Sarah looked to her sister and smiled, before slowly stepping closer to Nora, almost breathing down on her own daughter. “I will not let you die when there is so much we can accomplish together”. 

She stretched out her arm towards Laura, lifting the lady into the air and slowly dragging her along the walls as Laura screamed and pleaded for mercy. 

“You foiled my plans once and I will not let you do that again!” Sarah yelled at her sister. 

Laura spat in Sarah’s direction. “You never deserved the family’s gift and you certainly deserve to rot in hell!”

Sarah cackled and continued to do so while Nora felt powerless to do anything about the situation. She looked past her mother’s shoulder and out the window to see the Mega-Onamega dragging something along with it. 

“You were jealous… you were always jealous and it continues to show in you even after my death!’ Sarah yelled, tossing her sister towards the gnawing wraith from beyond the wall. 

Muzin turned around to watch the large claws sink into Laura as it dragged her into the wall and beyond the veil. 

“It might be weak, but it wouldn’t be for long”, Sarah smiled. 

Nora’s eyes widened in disbelief at her mother’s actions and her father’s demeanor was no different too. Naomi stepped forward, obviously disgusted by the outturn of things, but Nora held out her had to stop her friend from going any closer to the woman she wasn’t even sure was her mother anymore. 

“What of the memories I saw and witnessed?” Nora asked. “Was everything a lie?”

Sarah bit her lower lip, shot her daughter a rather bothersome look and replied, “The mind is easy to manipulate my dear, and I will show you a millions ways to become better at it than I am”.

Like a sharp blade had been plunged into her heart, Nora stepped backwards and groped her chest. 

“What is she talking about?” Muzin asked, looking from his wife to his daughter. 

Sarah motioned to speak, but stopped as Laura’s loud cry echoed around the room and sent shivers down their spines. 

“I am truly sorry, Muzin”, Sarah whispered. “I should have told you the truth about Sam, but you seemed too weak and unable to handle the truth back then”. 

Muzin felt his jaw drop. 

“I’m guessing she sacrificed my brother for her cause or whatever she is trying to accomplish”, Nora explained to her father. “I also guess she couldn’t get it done by herself before and now she needs me”. 

Sarah waved her finger at her daughter and shook her head. “I was going to get what I wanted… I was going to usher in spirits from world beyond to serve at my command, had that pesky bitch not gotten in my way”. 

Muzin tightened his fists and began to breathe wildly. 

“Is this a game to you and your sister? Is that what this is all about and nothing else?” he asked. “You’ve been playing gods with our lives, all for you own accomplishment”. 

Sarah remained silent before breaking her words out. “You don’t understand what is before you, Muzin! Those cards are what separates the living and the dead… like a shield meant to be torn apart so we can reach for greatness on the other side”. 

“You want the dead to serve under you”, Nora whispered. 

She had not figured it out before but things were slowly taking shape. The reason behind her mother disappearing without any trace had baffled her dearly, but even more worrying was why she and Lara seemed to be at loggerheads without any clean intentions in their hearts obviously. 

“It is why you sacrificed my brother”, Nora continued. “An innocent life for the damned souls of the dead, and you left me the cards knowing I will someday read them and bring you back”. 

Sarah capped her hands together and smiled wildly at her daughter. 

“Why?” Nora asked. “Why did you have to leave?”

Sarah shrugged and slowly turned away from her daughter to look at the Mega-Onamega standing outside, almost as if it was itching to come inside. 

“Only the damned can control the dead”, Sarah explained without looking at any of them. “It is something I had to learn the hard way after sacrificing my son and almost including my sister in the deal”. 

Nora felt her stomach walls suddenly weaken, and her heart plunge into one of absolute dismay. 

“Now I know better and I have enough understanding on how we can rule this realm with the power of life and death on our side”, Sarah continued 

Nora held up her hand and halted her mother from speaking. “The journals I found… everything you made me believe from the onset… they were all lies?”

Sarah nodded her head to attest to the validity in her daughter’s assumptions. 

“Now that you know everything, will you join me?” Sarah inquired without a hint of remorse on her face. 

Muzin looked gob smacked, while Naomi could barely look the woman in the face. 

“The cards aren’t just cards to tell the future or the course of events!” Sarah tried cajoling her daughter. “They are the gateway between life and death… the path between the world of the living and the dead!”

A loud ad eerie sound screeched from the walls and around the house, causing Muzin to mishandle his gun and let off a shot in anxiety. 

“It is here to heed my bidding”, Sarah cackled and slowly began stepping back from her daughter. “It is a simple decision to make darling, and all I ask is that you read the cards for me”. 

Nora understood too well what reading the cards and granting her mother the ability to shape the course of events would be. She understood too well what it meant to hold fate by the scruff of its neck and make it dance to one’s tune and it meant more danger than anything she could ever imagine. 

“With your aunt, my little sister, dead, you and I remain the only surviving members of our bloodline”, Nora’s mother snickered. “We will be unstoppable”. 

Nora shook her head and declined the claim. “We will become monsters, which is exactly what you have managed to become”. 

Muzin held up his gun and steadied it towards his wife. “I never married this being before me”. 

Sarah snickered derisively in her husband’s face, as the Mega-Onemega outside jammed Daren into the ground and placed its large foot into his neck. 

“Nora”, Sarah called out to her daughter. “Events are about to follow which will largely rest upon your abilities to read the tarot card bestowed upon you”. 

Naomi raced past Sara and pinned her face into the window as she came to see the beast clearly for what it was; a hideous creature with multiple eyes on its skull, and scaly skin of those it had absorbed. It shrieked and yelled at her from where it stood, almost as if it was frustrated at not being able to make its way in, before looking down at Daren. 

“What is it doing?” Naomi turned to Nora to ask. 

Nora hurried to the window as did her father to watch the beast grab unto Daren’s head while its leg remained pinned into his chest. 

“It wants to break the barrier!” Nora gasped. ‘It wants to make a sacrifice so it can break the barrier!”

“It is only appropriate, isn’t it?” Sarah asked rhetorically. “Seeing the barrier was first created to keep it out by spilling the blood of my innocent son and the same sacrifice will be what brings it down”. 

Muzin had had enough of his wife’s shameless bickering and he held his gun to her face and threatened to squeeze the trigger. “I mourned you! We mourned you for years!”

Nora looked at her mother with teary eyes, as beads of warm tears slowly began racing down her cheeks. 

“Yet, you brought another woman into my bed some years after my passing”, Sarah answered sarcastically. “So much for love and desire”. 

Naomi screamed out her lungs suddenly, causing everyone to look in her direction. “Oh my God! Oh my God!”

Slowly, and rather painfully, the creature yanked at Daren’s head, spitting it clean from his body, before holding the blood up for it to drip along the edges of the front porch. The vileness in its eyes was incomparable to anything Nora had come across in her life, and the manner in which it stared at them seemed to bear a soul sucking intent with it as well. 

“You need to make you decision now Nora”, Sarah called to her daughter. “Make a decision on whether you want to stand with me or fall against me and that common enemy out there”. 

Like a trapped mouse with nowhere to go, Nora felt her choices towards survival seriously dampen. 

“Why will I want anything to do with you?” Nora asked as she turned around to look at her father and Naomi, before settling a despicable gaze on her mother. 

Sarah spread her arms apart slowly, smirking boldly as she looked towards the wall through which Laura had been taken by the wraith. Loud and bothersome screeches eased from the hole in the wall, and whatever was inside of it began to crawl closer as evident by the noise it made. 

“I have something to fight for me”, Sara finally replied. “I’d bet you don’t want me as an enemy and that beast out there as one too”. 

Muzin looked lost and drained of strength as they continued to watch Daren’s head drip its blood into the front porch. The creature stepped closer, with sizzling sound and fumes oozing from the porch as it broke through the barriers a drop of blood at a time. 

“I will kill you! I will fucking kill you!” Naomi raged at the beast. 

She fell to her knees, weeping profusely, while Nora remained undecided on what next to do. She cast her gaze on the deck of magical cards in her hand, and looked up to her deceitful mother whose power for hunger was insatiable. It was left to her to stop the woman, but it was easier said than done. 

“The wraith is coming”, Nora whispered to herself with her head bent low. “The Mega-Onamega is coming too”. 

She felt trapped in between and her shoulders weighed heavily with the need to make a choice as soon as possible. The wraith reached out from the wall with its bloody claws and a loud shriek, just as the Mega-Onamega took its first step upon the front porch. Nora closed her eyes to think, knowing their lives could very well end any moment. 

Death was literally at their door… death was inside the house too… 








  
  
  CHAPTER ELEVEN

  
  




Chilling cold and unaired words filled the room as Nora had to face the reality that her world isn’t ever going to be the same again. Having a treacherous bloodthirsty and power hungry mother, an aunt who would connive to kill a newborn for power, and a father whose world has been destroyed through betrayal, all summed up to be nothing but recipe for catastrophe. 

Yet, she remained undecided on what part to play in everything. The beast at their door seemed to be taking its time to come in, while that crawling through from the other dimension also seemed to be waiting and bidding its time. Naomi looked driven with loss and unable to move her limbs, even while Nora tried to urge her to find a place to hide. 

“I need your help!” Nora finally broke her words out to her best friend. 

Naomi shrugged, closed her eyes and began to weep. “What sort of mother are you?”

She turned to Sarah with a frown and reddened eyes, clenching her fists and grinding her teeth angrily, while the woman seemed undeterred and absolutely unperturbed by Naomi’s pain or suffering. 

“I didn’t kill your boyfriend”, Sarah simply replied. “He was simply part of something larger but he never realized it”. 

Naomi nodded her head and smiled awkwardly, while Nora shot her mother a damning look. Without notice, Naomi lunged at Sarah, shoving her to the ground and jamming her entire weight on the woman as she threatened to choke the life out of her. 

“You caused all of this! You are to blame for all of this!” she cried atop her voice. 

A loud bang ensued from the front door, followed by the creaking noise from rusty hinges falling off just as the door fell inwards and flat on the ground. A shadow stretched into the house, causing Muzin to breathe aloud and ready his gun firmly in his hand, while daughter hurried over to assist Naomi to her feet. 

“We need to find a place to hide!” Nora muttered to her friend. 

Naomi resisted, but slowly eased off the smirking woman who bore no regret for anything she had caused thus far. Nora dragged her friend along, while her father hurried behind them towards the basement.

“You need me, if you truly want to stay safe from any danger coming your way!” her mother lifted her hand and cried. 

Nora paused, just as her father did too. They shared a brief look with one another, before casting their gaze on Sarah together. 

“I don’t trust her”, Naomi voiced. 

Nora nodded her head and responded. “We don’t trust her either, but with those things coming for us, and her being in control of one of them, we need her”. 

Naomi shrugged, showing her reluctance towards entertaining the woman anywhere near where they intended to hide. The Mega-Onamega took one step into the house, to the sizzling sound emanating from its feet as though rotten flesh was being burnt, as the last line of defense placed on the ouse came into effect. 

“You have precisely five minutes to decide, before the last barrier wears off and it comes in here to kill us all!” Sarah yelled at her daughter. 

Muzin knelt before his treacherous wife, staring into the eyes he used to love and had fond memories of, but finding nothing remotely close to any of those affections and emotions in them anymore. 

“If you try to harm our daughter, or crate some scheme to have your way, I swear to… “, Muzin tightened his jaw and looked to his daughter and her friend. 

Sarah sat up to square up to the ma threatening her. “I control the wraith, Muzin… you need me and if you want this entire mess sorted, she needs me to help her channel power from the cards”. 

Her words seemed convincing enough, even while they still spelled enough arrogant tone to piss everyone off. Muzin assisted her to her feet while she dusted herself clean. 

“It is good to have my family back”, she snickered, before leading the way. 

Muzin tailed the group, keeping his focus on the door as the creature finally crosses the threshold and makes its way into the room. It looked in Muzin’s direction, causing the man to feel sick within his stomach as he felt the need to puke immediately overcome him. 

“Don’t stare at it Muzin!” Sarah warned. 

Averting his gaze immediately, Muzin looked to the ground but held his gun towards the beast while he let off three rounds, the bullets struck it hard and well in the chest, but it simply continued walking in their direction as though it had been hit with fodder. 

“Shit!” Naomi muttered. “It is coming!”

Sarah turned around, waved her hand in the air and with it came the disturbingly frightening creature from the walls. It stank of death and oozed of blood dripping from its lanky fingers. Upon spotting the Mega-Onamega, it let off a loud shriek, almost like two enemies coming to face each other, as the Mega-Onamega shrieked in return. 

“Now is our chance!” Sarah cried, forcing them to run towards the basement and down the stairs. 

Naomi stumbled, catching her knee against the edge of the stairs. Muzin raced back to held her to her feet, with her arm slung over his shoulder and around his neck. 

“We are almost there… we are almost there honey”, he sounded to the terrified and injured girl. 

Naomi nodded her head and tried hard not to wince or moan as they made their descent into the basement. Sarah received them all before hurriedly closing the door behind them. She slipped her hand into the pocket of her dress and yanked out a small bag. 

“This should hold them for a while”, she smiled to herself while she began lining the foot of the door with some grey dust within the bag. 

“What is that?” Nora asked with a raised brow. 

Sarah turned to look at her daughter and replied, “Dead man’s ash… it wards off such creatures as the ones trying to kill us, or at least for a while”. 

“Dead man’s ash? Whose ash is that?” Muzin asked directly with a frown. 

Sarah shook her head and bit her lower lip as she stepped away from the door. Loud shrieks and really troubling noise emanated from the living room, with items being broken and knocked off. The wraith could be heard shrieking intensely, while the Mega-Onamega’s groan and roar indicated they were both hurting one another rather badly. 

“They can kill each other, can’t they?” Naomi asked worryingly. 

Everyone turned to look at Sarah, who shook her head. “They can only wound each other until one absorbs the other… these are creatures of the old times and they seek what is theirs one way or another”. 

Nora let out a loud sigh and turned to her mother. “What happens when the wraith absorbs the… “. 

She paused and assumed her mother already knew what she intended to say. It was a pretty damning thought, since her mother controlled the beast, and should that happen, she would stand to gain immense power. 

“The wraith is only here to serve me, but the beast with which it fights wants balance between the world of the living and the dead”, Sarah explained. “The wraith can never win… it can only stall it, unless we get you to use those cards well”. 

Muzin couldn’t believe his ears and it wasn’t hard to tell by the manner in which he stared at his deceptive wife. “You never tell the complete truth, do you? It is one half-truth after another for you and you just will never stop”. 

Sarah waved his words away and helped herself to a seat on the dusty chair and around the table Nora had used earlier. 

“Shall we begin?” se extended her hand towards her daughter. 

Naomi looked to Nora, bearing a disapproving look on her face. “Don’t trust her”. 

Nora knew this to be ideal and she wasn’t ever going to trust her mother, but they were at a junction where things needed to get sorted real soon or they will all die. 

“What do we do?” Nora asked, preparing herself. 

Naomi cursed and fussed, jamming her fist into the air angrily, while she kicked at nothing. 

“We need to channel something powerful”, Sarah replied. “It is the only way you’ll be powerful enough to handle whatever comes through that door”. 

“Channel something powerful?” Nora asked in bewildered tone. “I thought all we needed were the cards?”

Her mother nodded her head and lowered it. “The cards will direct us on how to go, but we still need something powerful to help channel our path”. 

She stretched out her hand to meet with her daughter’s, while the latter reluctantly handed it to her. 

Naomi fumed red in her face and mumbled incoherently before stepping towards Sarah. “If you hurt her in any way, I promise you nothing but a very painful death”. 

Sarah cackled derisively and nudged the girl’s hand off of her shoulder, before turning her head to look at Nora. 

“Spread the cards on the table before you, close your eyes, and follow my lead”, she informed her daughter. 

Muzin readied his gun and pointed it at his wife. “I will be here watching for any funny business too”. 

An eerie cry from the living room caused them all to cover their ears as the wraith continued to cry for half a minute. 

“You can do as you please darling”, Sarah blew her husband a kiss before turning her attention back to their daughter. 

Doing as her mother had instructed, Nora slipped her hands into her mother’s and closed her eyes. 

“You cannot break your hands from mine, and you shouldn’t open your eyes until this is done”, Sarah warned. 

Nora nodded her head in compliance. 

“What about us?” Naomi asked. “What are we to do?”

Sarah smiled at the girl and simply replied, “Keep whatever manages to come through that door away from us”. 

It sounded rather cheesy in the manner with which she had said it, but Naomi agreed, while thumping sounds continued to air in frightening manner from the living room. 

“Repeat after me”, Sarah said to her daughter. 

Nora agreed, and within seconds, her consciousness drifted away from the room. 

                                                                                              ***

A loud gasp ensued and with it came her breath and life again coursing through her body. Nora looked around her to see walls on her left and right, illuminated by a thin ray of light from up ahead, bearing ancient runes and markings, as well as symbols no different from the ones she had seen on the tarot card she had. 

“Mother?” she looked around and called out. 

Darkness stretched around her and extended far ahead with nothing in sight. She pinned her ears to listen for the slightest sound but none came, and her hands continued to strike rocks and air the more she waved them to try and catch her mother’s frame nearby. 

“Mother!” Nora yelled atop her voice, wondering if the woman had not dealt her a bad hand again. 

Slowly and carefully, she dragged herself to her feet and began to trail the wall with her hand. Until she heard footsteps begin to approach her from the south. 

“Who is there?” Nora turned around waving her hand and hoping to catch something. 

The footsteps stopped, and within seconds, the walls began to light up with flames extending along them and straight ahead. 

“She shouldn’t have brought you here”, a tender and feminine voice spoke from behind Nora. 

Turing back promptly, she caught sight of nothing but a distinct path leading towards a doorway. Worried sick and in need of somewhere safe to be, she headed towards the door and stopped halfway through it as her eyes widened and her jaw dropped at the sight of a crypt with ragged looking ladies in grey hair all seated in what looked like a courtroom of some kind. 

The room ran along in rims and circles, with grey haired women with crooked noses staring right down at her the moment she stepped through the door. Silence aired wildly within the crypt, and their staunch gazes tore through Nora’s soul as though they were condemning her for actions she still wasn’t aware of. 

“Nora!” she heard her mother’s voice call to her. 

Nora looked east from where she stood towards a large altar with her mother gagged and bound into it. 

“Mother?” Nora called out in surprised tone but halted her step as she saw the women get to their feet the moment she took another step forward. “What is going on?”

Sarah gulped down hard and smiled. “I wasn’t expecting them to be this pissed or even gathered all in bid to thwart my homecoming”. 

“SILENCE!!!” a resounding voice yelled from the center of the room, prompting Nora to step backwards in fear. 

Slender framed, and without the ability to move fast or even walk properly, a hunched looking woman donning rather lengthy robe slowly made her way down the rows until she was right in the middle of the room. She launched her damning gaze towards Nora and Nora blinked fearfully, only to part her lids open and see the woman standing right before her. 

“We have better hopes for you dear child”, the woman spoke softly. “None of us could have envisaged seeing you with your treacherous mother who not only stained our bloodline, but who also has come to take something important from us”. 

Nora parted her lips to speak, but found words pretty impossible to air. “I… i… what do you mean?”

The woman waved Nora over, and gently led the girl towards where Sarah was bound with her frail and slender hand. 

“I understand you don’t know who we are, but after watching you for years and other generations coming from our bloodline, we know everything about you Nora, daughter of Sarah and Muzin”, the woman spoke again. 

Nora nodded her head, acknowledging her name. 

“You have led such a wrong path following this vile woman”, the woman said, pointing towards Sarah. 

Nora cleared her throat, stared around briefly and finally found her voice to speak. “Who are you?”

The woman smiled, and simply replied, “I am the first tarot card reader in our lineage”. 

Nora gasped, while her mother broke into a rather annoying laughter. “They are your great aunts, and mothers and families but they lack spine!” 

The woman wove her hand towards Sarah, causing her to twirl in pain as the gags around her body tightened further. 

“We will not have you defile our names and insult us some more after all you have done!” the woman yelled. “I am Meralda, the first of our line and I will deem it fit that you burn in hell for your crimes”. 

Sarah fell silent for a while, before breaking out again in rather insulting laughter and snickering. 

“Did you think I came unprepared?” she asked, holding up her hand and the bag of ash Nora had seen with her earlier. 

Meralda yelled atop her weak lungs. “You beast! You dare carry your son’s sacrificial remains into this holy crypt!”

Sarah rose from the altar, casting off her binds with ease as she slowly got to her feet to the scared looking crowd now gasping and whispering inaudibly. 

“I haven’t come here for you, Meralda”, Sarah warned. 

Nora seemed confused and unsure of what to do. She looked from her daring mother to the angry Meralda who looked as if she had been pelted with eggs to her face. 

“We know what you have come for, but you cannot have it”, Meralda replied. “You tainted a sacred deck once and attempted to use it to fuel your own evil agendas and we will not hand you another one”. 

Sarah nodded her head without uttering a word, while she paced along the room with her eyes solely fixated on her feet. She paused to look at Meralda briefly, before doing the same with her daughter. 

She finally halted her pacing again and spoke. “You know what? How about I make you hand it over?”

Meralda cackled weakly, as did the others who saw her words to be nothing but empty threats. 

“Some parlor tricks cannot save you from eternal damnation”, Meralda warned. 

Sarah shrugged her shoulders and simply replied, “I know nothing can save you from me now”. 

Nora watched her mother toss the bag of ash in the air, before snapping her finger as the content exploded in Meralda’s face. 

“What are you doing?” Nora asked, staring blankly at her mother. 

Sarah shoved her daughter out of the way as the women sitting slowly rose to their feet and watched Meralda begin to cough aloud after inhaling most of the ash Sarah had tossed in her face. 

“You know what I want, and I will get it one way or another”, Sarah whispered to the old lady as she continued to cough in discomfort and suddenly fall to her knees. 

Merlada growled and clung unto her throat as he face turned purple and her tongue began to gouge from within her mouth. 

Sarah turned to the others watching angrily and smiled. “I know you’re all bound by the rules, and it clearly states that nobody shall be harmed or blood shall be spilled in this crypt!”

“Your soul will rot now, Sarah!” a woman yelled. 

“There is no going back from what you have done now!” another cried. 

One after the other, they began voicing aloud and in deafening chant without Nora understanding a word they were saying. Sarah ignored them all as she went on a knee and placed her hand on Meralda’s chest. 

Meralda let off a bloody cough and whispered, “You damn your own soul as well as your daughter’s”. 

Nora drew closer, looking teary as she watched her mother smirk over the old lady. “Nothing about what you say scares me one bit… I always get what I want”. 

Meralda laughed hard and in difficulty, spewing some more blood in the process. 

“You have no idea”, she whispered. 

The haunting chants continued and grew even louder without any signs or intent on simmering down, the woman looked up, arms linked and hummed continuously, setting a discomforting tone for Nora, while her mother seemed unperturbed. 

“We shouldn’t be doing this”, Nora called to her mother. “We shouldn’t be here!”

Sarah shot her daughter a torrid look, before jamming her clenched fist into Meralda’s chest, prompting the lady to gasp aloud in her last breath, as Sarah lingered her hand in the woman chest for something. 

“Legend has it that she always keeps it close to her heart”, Sarah giggled. “These old fool always have a way to get literal about everything”. 

She yanked her hand out, and with it came a box with strange inscriptions on it as Sarah held it out to admire every single bit of the art work on it. 

“Remarkable”, she muttered in lust. 

She held it out to Nora to see, but Nora refrained from touching it, after all, she had just seen her mother murder someone to get it. 

“She was old and ragged and doesn’t need it in this world”, Sarah cajoled her daughter. 

Nora shook her head still and slowly began to step away from her mother as the woman got to her feet. 

“I want to go home”, Nora demanded 

Sarah agreed and waved her daughter towards the entrance through which she had come. They raced towards the exit, but came to a halt as the women chanting slowly began to descend from where they stood to surround Sarah and her daughter. The walls of the crypt shuddered heavily too, and large bricks and rock fragments began to fall dangerously. 

“Shame! Shame! Shame! Shame!’ they chorused, holding their hands out and pointing towards Sarah and her daughter. 

Sarah looked around, hurried back to pick her bag of ash and began to unload its content as she formed a circle around she and her daughter. Nora, frightened beyond words, looked to her mother for answers, but it became apparent that even Sara had nothing to proffer as a solution to their current debacle. 

“Take this”, Sarah extended the box to her daughter and tucked it into her hand. “It contains the most powerful tarot cards ever created ad it can channel immense power from any real and anywhere you use them”. 

Nora bobbed her head, but remained lost on what exactly her mother needed of her as the enraged women slowly closed up on them and only needed some seconds to rip them into shreds. Sarah took in heavy breaths, looked at her daughter with a wry smile creeping into her face. 

“I wasn’t made to be ordinary and I wasn’t born to be weak”, her mother smiled. 

Nora parted her lips to ask some questions, but Sarah shoved the girl hard and fast until she fell out of the circle and without protection from the incoming hoard of angry old women in rags. She held up a box in her hand, showing she had tricked her daughter by giving her a fake, before crossing her arms over her chest and smiling. 

“As long as I stay in this circle, you cannot lay a finger on me”, Sarah said spitefully at the women. 

Nora’s heart sunk and her soul felt broken by her mother’s betrayal. She watched the women hurry in their direction as the crypt continued to crumble, but the exit remained shut and the dilemma on how they were to make their escape haunted her dearly. 

“Shame! Shame! Shame!” they continued to recite as they walked past Nora without acknowledging her existence. 

Nora gasped and felt her chest get relieved as she realized her mother was the main attraction for the angry elderlies. Sarah smiled within the boundary of her protection and shrugged her shoulder at her daughter. Unknown to her and without seeing it coming, a large sized rock rammed hard into her head, causing Sarah to stagger and fall out of the circle she had assumed would protect her. 

The hoard surrounded her and dragged her body away while she screamed for mercy and help. 

“Nora!” she cried. “Help your mother!”

Nora shook her head, crawled into a ball as she was scared to death. 

“Help your mother, you stupid child and wake up!” Sarah yelled. 

Nora looked to her mother, crawled over and yanked the box from her hand as she watched the women tear the woman she used to love and assume to be the best mother in the world apart. 

“Open your eyes, Nora! Open your eyes!’ she muttered to herself with the newly acquired box containing the elderly’s tarot card in her hand. 

The elderlies turned around upon dismantling Sarah’s body and tossing her remains aside. They shot Nora an angry look and began to approach her with their intent to do the same thing they had done to her mother becoming as clear as day. 

“Open your eyes!” Nora yelled. 

In a loud gasp, she parted her eyes opened and felt herself fall from the chair she had been sitting on. Her father had his back leaned against the door, while Naomi looked equally frightened. 

“Something is terribly wrong outside the door”, her father cried. 

Nora gasped for air and slowly began to attain a steady breath. She looked from Naomi to her father and back, before holding up the box she had acquired from her dubious mother. 

“Where is your mother?” Muzin asked. 

Swallowing some discomfort down her throat, Nora replied. “She tried to kill me… she’s dead”. 

Naomi wrapped her arms around her friend and they shared a warm hug for a moment. “I am so glad you’re safe”. 

Muzin shrieked aloud as a claw tore through the door and jammed into his arm. 

“I don’t mean to break up your reunion, but with Sarah dead, the wraith is no longer on our side!” he screamed in pain. 

Nora looked to the door and realized it was only a matter of time before the beast would make its way in. 

“I cannot catch a break!” she sighed exhaustively. 








  
  
  CHAPTER TWELVE

  
  




Muzin still donned the confused look on his face while he stared at his daughter. Details of how his wife had tried to have his daughter lynched by elderlies aside, the information about Sarah’s true intent baffled him more. He shifted in his seat while the wraith seemed to have calmed down of occupied itself with something else. 

“These cards are meant to be powerful?” he asked once again, sounding really skeptical. 

Nora bobbed her head and took another look at the deck she still had not summoned courage to open. Running her fingers atop the deck’s cover, she got the sense and feeling something special was imbibed in the card, which would explain why Meralda had it lying inside her heart. 

“I don’t think I should be using something this powerful after all that happened with the other card”, Nora sounded lost. 

Muzin reached his hand over to his daughter and smiled. “From everything I have seen so far, you are nothing close to weak and your sheer strength leaves me wondering how it is possible to have such a wonderful daughter. 

Naomi agreed with a subtle nod. “More so, if the news tarot card is powerful, then it might be just what we need to defeat those things out there”. 

Nora agreed and slowly retreated her hand from her father before slowly flipping up the deck’s cover. Rusty looking, and old as hell, the cards stunk of staleness just by staring at them, yet, the edges weren’t torn or roughened as one would have suggested. She took them out slowly, whilst still admiring the beauty the card possesses even while it was old. 

A note fell off from the deck’s cover, prompting Naomi to pick it up as she read aloud, “May the first give you strength, and may the first take what is hers… be forewarned and be steadfast, for Meralda always gets what she wants”. 

Naomi looked at Muzin and then Nora, but uttered no word. It sounded like jargons to them all obviously, but even the jargons scared them and they didn’t plan on spilling their feelings. 

“Here we go”, Nora sucked in ample air and exhaled. 

One after the other, she laid out the cards on the table to note the images etched on their backs. Like a jigsaw puzzle, they seemed to tell a complete story, but not one she could find out unless the cards were all stacked close to one another. 

“What does it say?” Naomi asked nervously. 

Nora remained silent just before placing the last card on the table and at the edge to complete the layout. They gasped and shared bothered looks with one another, as the image formed was good enough to terrify just about anyone. 

“You say this card belongs to another called Meralda?” Muzin asked to verify. 

Nora bobbed her head gently. 

Muzin reached his hand towards the cards but made no move to touch them. “Why does it have your face on its back?”

It was the billion dollar question and Nora wished she knew. She wished she could answer a lot of niggling questions bothering her as well, and she wished she could find ways to solve all the problems at hand without having to indulge in more dangerous ancient magic. 

Naomi opened her mouth to speak, but Nora placed a finger to her lips and whispered, “Listen”. 

The trio pinned their ears to the slightest sound they could pick, and with it came the chilling, yet subtle sound from the other side of the door. It was the eerie sound of claws scratching against a door, indicating their unwanted guest was back. 

“The wraith is back”, Nora spoke the words they were too terrified to acknowledge. 

Without further ado, she began to pick the cards together, stacking them properly before shuffling them as many times as her shaky hands would permit her. Muzin looked to the door nervously and looked like he was about to pass out on breath alone, while his daughter continued t shuffle the cards. 

“We need someone to barricade those doors!” Nora demanded. 

Naomi jumped to her feet and raced in the direction of the scratching sound. “Read your father first and then you can do me afterwards”. 

The candles on the table suddenly lit themselves, in blue burning flame with some degree of discomfort airing through the room in the manner it had occurred. 

“This is getting really strange”, Muzin confessed. 

Nora ignored her father’s words and took his hands into hers. Upon connecting their hands, the flames simmered and everything within the room stood still; Naomi remained stiff with her widened eyes, while the scratching sound from the wraith outside the door couldn’t be heard anymore. The world around the duo holding hands felt like they were trapped in a vacuum. 

“What is happening?” Muzin asked. 

Nora shook her head to indicate she had no idea. The cards slowly rose from the table while their hands remained locked, and one at a time, six cards spread themselves across the table between Nora and her father. It sent chills down the girl’s spine as they began to flip over without Nora having to do anything. 

“Light… raven… rainbow… ocean… courage… wings”, Nora read the cards aloud. 

Muzin leaned closer to have a look for himself. “What do they mean?”

Nora took a minute to maul the cards in her mind and grant herself the best interpretation. “I have a feeling you’d be tasked with some bold choices to make soon father”. 

Muzin bore no understanding of his daughter’s words, but nodded his head in compliance. 

“What happens next?” he looked towards Naomi who still remained petrified and asked. “What happens to all of us next?”

Nora slowly retrieved her hands from her father’s prompting the cards hovering before them to fall back unto the table, and the air around them to become active again. Naomi gasped from where she stood, with her back against the door, and Muzin let out an exhaustive sigh as well. Nora began to pick up the cards, but halted as her senses picked up something coming their way. 

Looking up to her father with sorrow in her eyes, she whispered, “Your time is now, Papa”. 

Still absolutely unsure of what she needed or what was going on, Muzin shot to his feet and snuck his hand into his pocket to ascertain he had enough bullets in there. Tightening his grip around his magnum, he looked around the room for signs of whatever trouble his daughter seemed to have sensed was coming. 

“You can feel it too, can’t you?” Nora asked her father. ‘The cards have granted you and I the ability to know something is coming for us”. 

Muzin stiffened his muscles around his gun while he tightly groped it in his hand, before looking around and sighing softly. “It is back”. 

With the words escaping his lips, a loud growl came roaring through the ground, just between where Naomi stood and where Muzin was. The Mega-Onamega broke through the earth and reared its ugly face and frame, gnarling its teeth towards Muzin, and growling aloud and violently some more. Muzin stepped to the side and shoved the table out of his way, while his daughter clung to her cards as she scampered to the corner of the room. 

Nora watched her father grow in confidence, even while he understood death was literally standing before him, and that the end might just be before him. He smirked in the face of the beast and steadied his shaking hand with the gun still lodged into it. 

“I guess going down in one last bit of heroic deed wouldn’t be a bad idea”, he smirked to himself. 

Nora blinked, and with it came tears as she watched her father face the beast. It glared at Muzin but didn’t seem entirely interested in the man as it looked past him and towards Nora. 

“Hey! You deal with me!” Muzin yelled and called out to the beast. “You answer to me, you freaky slime!”

It growled, cast its gaze at Muzin and lunged towards the man in full swing. Muzin managed to dodge the attack before side stepping almost as if he had danced with the devil before. He steadied his gun towards the beast’s head and let rip into the base of its neck as it growled and spun around angrily and dangerously too. 

“You will not touch my daughter!” Muzin yelled atop his voice, doing his best to remain out of reach. 

The Mega-Onamega growled and tried to pacify itself by touching the spot where it had been shot, but Muzin gave it no chance to do so; the man let rip another round of gunshots into its face, causing it to stagger backwards while it groaned in agony. 

Approaching the beast, Muzin continued to let rip fire upon fire until it growled and sought means for escape. 

“Nobody messes with my daughter!” he yelled atop his voice while he let rip the last bullet in his glock. 

He squeezed hard against the trigger and felt the gun become unresponsive, while the beast groaned in pain and remained flattened on the ground without much strength to move.

Muzin sighed, slipped his hand into his pocket and mumbled. “Nora”.

Nora shifted her gaze from the beast on the floor to her father. 

“I don’t know how long I can hold this thing for, but whatever happens, promise me… “, Muzin stopped halfway. 

He groaned mildly and looked to his gut which was now spewing blood. Lodged into his belly was the beast’s hand while it groaned helplessly on the floor, seemingly waiting for death to come take it away. Muzin coughed out some blood and smirked gladly as he placed the last bullet into his glock’s compartment.

“Promise me you will right all wrongs created through greed in this family”, he whispered weakly. “Promise me every life lost here will count for something!”

Nora slowly got to her feet, clinging to the cards now being pressed into her chest as her eyes let down excessive tears beyond what she could spell out in words. 

“Papa!” she teared up, hand stretched, but without the chance to ever touch her father again.

Muzin sucked in one last breath, placed his gun into the beast’s head and smiled. “Let’s end this!”

In one loud bang, the creature bellowed in pain, just before Muzin let rip some more as he fell towards the beast and down the hole from which it had come through. Naomi shrieked in fright, as did Nora, but their pain was about to get compounded, as the wraith was tired of playing games. It sunk its fingers hard through the door and jammed one into Naomi’s back. 

Naomi cried in hurt, staggered away from the door and towards Nora. 

“It burns, Nora! It burns!” she cried atop her voice. 

Nora received her friend in her arms, watching her squirm in pain, looking as if she was about to die. Her heart felt numb with pain, and her eyes ceased from tearing up any longer. 

“I will kill you! I will bring an end to you all!” Nora yelled atop her voice towards the door. 

A gush of wind expelled from her cries and blasted hard towards the door as it tore through the wood and shoved the wraith hard and dangerously into the far wall. 

“I will kill you all!” Nora yelled. 

Naomi coughed and slowly crawled into a comfortable position while her back bled from the wound she sustained. 

“Then you better read my fate too”, Naomi smirked weakly. 

Nora shot her an ignorant look, trying hard to act as though she had no idea about what her best friend was talking about. 

“You know it’s the only way to end this mayhem”, Naomi smiled. 

Nora shook her head dearly; she wished there was another way… she would gladly take another way. 

                                                                                               ***

Still visibly distraught and shaken by seeing her father go down in such manner, Nora lowered her head to let down enough tears to drown her sorrows. Her face had suddenly grown pale, and her hands shook fervently while she tried desperately to keep herself from thinking about what horror awaited her father wherever he was with the dead Mega-Onamega. 

“The wraith is still alive!” Naomi reminded her friend, whilst she winced in pain. 

She reached her hand towards the sore spot where the wrath had jammed its claw into her and felt her world unravel with pain as it oozed of blood. 

“Nora”, Naomi called in weak tone while she reached her hand for her friend. 

Naomi shrugged her head but soon rose her head upon seeing her friend collapse to the ground in a rather heavy thud as her head struck the floor in the process. 

“Naomi! Naomi!” Nora cried aloud, desperately trying to nudge the girl back into consciousness. 

Naomi gasped back into consciousness, but with squirms as the pain jetting out from her wound only continued to grow immensely. 

“Please… read my card ad let my fate be known”, she whispered in weakened tone to her friend. 

Nora nodded her head and did well to wipe off some tears from her face with the back of her hand. She helped her weakened and wounded friend to her feet, slowly dragged her back to the chair, but Naomi groaned with each step taken as he wound continued to ooze of blood badly. 

“I can’t… I can’t”, Naomi muttered weakly. ‘We do it here and now… on this spot”. 

Nora looked at the spot her friend suggested, and it was on the floor, with some pieces of candles tossed around. She helped Naomi back to a spot on the ground, hoping she would find some comfort there, before beginning to retrieve some of the candles and placing them in a circle around them one after the other. 

No sooner had she placed the fifth candle into the floor that they suddenly lit and blare out fire wildly. 

“I am so sorry for all of these”, Naomi apologized with a thin smile. 

Nora shook her head and refuted her friend’s words. “This is all my fault and I will fix it, if it is the last thing I’d do”. 

Naomi nodded and smiled, but barely held the facial expression as she squirmed in pain once again. 

“Here we go”, Nora took in deep breaths with her cards in her hand. 

The air in the room suddenly grew sterner and more discomforting, while the wind hammered into the windows and threatened to bring them caving in. The wooden floor creaked and shuddered, but remained firmly in place, just as she placed the first card on the ground and with it came the shrieking noise of the wraith from the other side of the door. 

Nora heard her heart beat aloud, and felt her stomach begin to churn with fright and discomfort. She wondered why she had to keep reading the cards, considering everyone she had read cards for had fallen victim to a considerably evil fate. 

“I don’t want to lose you too”, Nora confessed to her friend with a tear drop in the corner of her eye. 

Naomi groaned softly and reached her hand over to her friend, placing it on her thigh as she replied, “Life is not worth living when we have monsters like the wraith existing”. 

Nora felt compelled to agree with her friend, even while her words were merely voicing how hurt she was that she had lost the love of her life, and how tired she was about going on in life without him being with her. There were lots of unsaid words, but Nora could fit them all in together without a doubt. 

“I’ll do it”, Nora agreed. 

Gently laying the second card to rest on the floor, the wraith could be heard galloping towards the door, its whining and shrieking continued to blare aloud enough for the girls to hear, but they only continued to don smiles on their faces with their hearts now set towards being brave enough and willing to confront anything coming their way. 

“Fusion of good and evil”, Nora looked up but bore no smile on her face as the last card dropped. 

It felt like the die had just been cast, ad she duly well knew what was coming, but Naomi remained ignorant, wearing her weak smile as the wound she sustained continued to fester with dark veins stretching towards other parts of her body. 

“Can I be cured?” Naomi asked. “Will I be fine?”

Nora bit her lower lip and felt weary about spilling the words which would read as lies and nothing more. The truth had been told by the cards and there was no changing it. She slowly got to her feet and rounded one of the candles so she could stand before Naomi and whatever was coming through the door. 

“It cannot have you”, Nora whispered. 

Slowly spreading her arms apart, she smiled and turned her head to the side to look at her friend once again. Naomi had fallen flat with her chest against the ground, and her eyes rolling wildly in her socket as she tried to speak but without bearing enough strength to do so. 

“Please”, she muttered without much strength. 

Nora ignored her friend as the wraith made a hard barge into the door. The wooden door stood still, while the angry creature shrieked some more. It barged in again, and harder than it had done before, prompting the door to fall and the girls to come face to face with the beast. Its eyes glowed red and dangerously so, while its claws dripped of blood. 

“If you want her, you’d have to go through me, you foul creature!” Nora cried atop her voice, as the walls began to shudder and threaten to crumble against them. 

Naomi held out her hand but it fell to the ground again as she struggled to stop her friend from committing suicide. “Nora!”

Nora turned to look at her friend, just as the wraith lunged towards the both. In one full swing, it shoved her hard and out of its way, causing Nora to fly hard and fast across the room, with her crash into the wall breaking the dangerous swing. Groaning in pain, but still bearing enough determination at heart not to allow anything happen to her friend, she upped herself and staggered towards the wraith. 

“Leave her alone!” Nora cried, picking up a log of wood from the broken table on the floor. 

Groping it with both hands and bearing a good degree of determination to deal as much damage as possible to the beast hovering over her friend, she raced forward, kept her feet as steady as possible, and the log pointed directly at the beast as it turned around a little too late, only to watch Nora jam the log into its chest and right into where its heart ought to be. 

It staggered backwards and shrieked while it attempted to get the log out. Its cries could be heard around the house, and its pain could be felt too as it swung its claws at anything in sight, threatening to bring Nora down with it as best as possible. Nora dodged and leapt towards helping her friend to her feet. Slowly, and in strain, she helped Naomi to her feet with her arm wrapped around her neck while they both made way for the front door. 

“I got you… I got you”, Nora continued to whisper to her friend with assurance. “I got you dear”. 

Naomi winced and moaned in pain, but barely gave a response in acknowledgment as she dragged herself along with her friend. The wraith continued to battle with the log plunged into its heart, before letting out one final cry in pain as its body landed into the floor in a loud thud. Nora paused, and Naomi halted her breathing. 

The duo turned around slowly to look at the beast, with no words being passed between them. Watching it slump to the ground, barely moving or breathing brought some immense relief to Nora, but even while it felt like they had defeated something terrible, a staunch feel suddenly began to ravish her mind, as she heard Naomi retch wildly to the ground. 

“Nora”, the weakened tone called out. 

Nora looked to the ground and gasped; in the mix of blood was a claw, and not just any other claw, but that belonging to the creature they had just killed. 

“It isn’t over, is it?” Naomi managed to ask. 

Nora felt too scared to answer the question. She felt too terrified to tell her friend that their biggest nightmare was yet to come. 








  
  
  CHAPTER THIRTEEN

  
  




Nami spat out some more blood, while she curled on the couch as Nora tried to make sense of her last reading. She hurried to the kitchen to grab some towels for her friend, and a bowl of warm water, before settling into the seat next to her. 

“You need to go”, Naomi managed to speak. “Leave this cursed place and go!”

Nora looked to the door, and then back at her wounded friend, but remained unsure of what to do. She had lost so much, and walking out on the last person alive which she could call family felt like a particularly tall order she didn’t want to go through. 

“Please”, Nora begged. “Don’t die on me”. 

Naomi snickered softly, but made no sound as she closed her eyes and felt her friend begin to help wipe off the blood stains from her mouth with clean towel. 

“You’re all I’ve got left”, Nora sniffed as she gently squeezed the towel back into a bowl by her side. 

Naomi smiled, sucking in ample breath, just before closing her eyes and sliding off into an unconscious state. Nora felt her neck for pulse and found a weak one, before gently slipping away from the girl’s reach in hopes she would be able to get some rest. 

“The hospital”, she figured to herself, having forgotten they weren’t being bound by the monsters outside their house any longer. 

She hurried to the door frame which bore no door, ad looked outside the house, to widened eyes and absolutely stiffened nerves. She scanned her eyes from east to west and then back again, wondering if she was indeed seeing things as they ought to be. 

“This cannot be happening!” she frowned. “What more do you want?”

The earth around the house crawled with vermin slowly easing from underneath, while the skies slowly turned dark from the distance. Wild shrubs spread across the grounds and slowly extended towards the front door, but surprisingly, the oddity only seemed to be occurring around their house alone. 

“It still doesn’t want us to leave”, Nora thought to herself as she realized the dilemma she was in. 

She tightened her fists and turned around to look in the direction of her friend, but felt her heart stop beating momentarily, and her stomach sink at the sight of an empty couch; Naomi was nowhere to be found. 

“Naomi?” Nora called out, wondering where he weak friend could have gone to without making a sound. 

Asides a large goo of blood at the foot of the couch, nothing else indicated where the lady might have headed, while the room fell awfully silent as well. 

“Naomi!” Nora called out in cautious voice, as her breath heightened and her eyes widened in worry. 

She raced up the stairs and towards the bedroom in search for her friend, hoping she had gone into the room in search for better resting place, but the absence only caused her heart to rage with discomfort, and her knees to wobble too. 

“Where are you?” she whispered to herself in distress. 

No sooner had she asked the question, did she hear a loud growl rage around the room, followed by heavy breathing and the unmistakable cry from her friend, Naomi. 

“Naomi!” Nora yelled, turned around without further ado, and heading down the stairs. 

Her feet moved quickly, and her arms swung wildly by her side as she hurried down the stairs and stopped for a moment to listen for her friend once again. She turned to the couch as the wind hurrying through the front door blew the stack of tarot cards on the table into the air, causing them to fly in her direction, and a select few to fall at her feet. 

Nora slowly crouched to pick the one directly before her feet up and flipped it over. The card left her chills, and caused her to gasp as she slowly held it away from her face in hopes she wasn’t seeing the right thing. 

“No”, she gasped. 

She picked up the next two cards closest to her and flipped them over as well, as the oddity they bore on their faces struck her and caused her to further back away. 

“This isn’t right”, she thought to herself. 

Forgetting about Naomi for the moment, she began hurrying around the room to pick up the other cards as well. They all bore the same image on them, causing her to wonder if they weren’t the same cards she had read earlier. The image was clear as day and the intent behind what the card wanted wasn’t hard to decipher, since it bore two feminine figures fighting. 

“You cannot be so evil to want this!” she yelled at the cards and hoped the elderlies could hear her from whatever realms they were in. “Isn’t it bad enough that you’ve taken my entire family!?”

She fumed as she picked up every single card, before walking over to the fire place she had lit to give them some warmth. Taking another look at the cards with her heart pounding in her mouth wildly, Nora closed her eyes and tossed the deck into the fire. 

“I don’t have any friends to bring you back”, she thought to herself. 

Watching the fire graze the cards to the ground satisfyingly, she turned around with a loud sigh, before the eerie since reminded her of her friend still missing within the house. 

“Naomi”, she whispered, feeling frightened and worried at the same time. 

“Hello Nora”, the subtle, yet nerve chilling response called out to her from behind. 

Nora felt stiffness in her neck, and her breath seemed to cease momentarily just as she turned around to look in the direction from which her name had been called. Like a nightmare she wished she could get out of, she bit her lower lip and slowly took a step back at the hideous sight standing before her. It was unrecognizable, asides the fact the deep brown eyes belonging to her friend continued to linger in the skull now being sheltered by nothing but darkened skin and scale. 

“Nao… Naomi”, Nora stuttered. “What… what… what happened to you?”

Naomi looked at her body and smiled, before folding her hands behind her back as she walked towards the window. Nora attempted to step closer but held herself back as her legs seemed too scared to even carry out the move. 

“You look surprised to see me”, Naomi smiled without turning around to look at her friend. 

Nora opted to speak but held her word back again. 

“For years, I have waited, wondering if I would ever get the opportunity to escape from that hell hole called a realm after the cards sucked me in”, Naomi continued. “Yet, here I am… on the brink of death after you jabbed that log into my chest, I heard your friend’s inner cries”. 

The room fell silent and oddly so too, while Nora tried to make sense of what her best friend was saying. 

“She wanted to live, and I could hear her wishes”, Naomi continued. “She blamed you for everything that had happened to everyone… she wondered why you couldn’t have just let the dingy old tarot cards be and not buy them off of the internet”. 

Naomi’s frame turned around, as her body slowly began to take proper form back into that of a human. 

“I didn’t know!” Noara yelled at her friend. “Naomi, I had no idea and you know this!”

Naomi held up her hand, snapped her fingers, and Nora felt her left ankle get dislocated in the process. 

“You didn’t care”, Naomi replied. ‘All you wanted was fun ad a way out of the miserable life you were having at home”. 

Naomi felt to the ground, groaning and whimpering in pain as she tightened her grip around her twisted ankle. “What did you do to me? What are you talking about?”

Naomi wove her hand and lifted Nora from the ground, slamming her into the wall as Nora yelled in pain just as she noticed the cards she had tossed into the fireplace, now neatly stacked atop the couch as if nothing had happened to them. 

“You could have been powerful enough to handle all of this you know?” Naomi continued. “All you had to do was embrace what you are, as I did and as your grandmother did as well”. 

Nora gasped and her eyes widened as she slumped to the ground. “Mother?”

Naomi cackled aloud and spread her arms apart. “Hello Nora!”. 

Nora jumped to her feet and lunged toward the mother as hard as she could. She shoved the woman to the ground and knelt atop her with reddened eyes and heavy breath. 

“What did you do!?” she asked 

Naomi flipped Nora over and knelt atop her. “You friend is dead… she died the moment my other half, the wraith jammed its claw inside her”. 

Nora didn’t want to believe it, and she hurriedly shoved her mother off. 

“How is it possible?” Nora asked. “The wraith died! You died, or at least, you were trapped down there!”

Naomi waved her hand and smiled. “A part of me was trapped in that crazy realm with those ol duds, but as long as my wraith remains in this world, a part of me remains tethered here too”. 

Nora shook her head, trying had to disregard her mother’s words. 

“When you plunged the wood into my heart, or at least my wraith’s heart, you set me free and granted me access to another vulnerable creature in your friend who didn’t want to die”, Naomi explained. 

“No! Leave my friend! Let her go!” Nora yelled. 

Her mother cackled aloud while she snapped her fingers together. 

“You are weak! Too weak to even channel your true powers from the tarot cards!” Sarah smiled as she transformed Naomi’s body into hers. “I will give you one last chance to right your betrayal and stand with me while we bear power over life and death”. 

Nora looked towards the tarot cards with a thin smile in the corners of her mouth. 

Sighing softly, she looked up to her mother and replied, “Thank you”. 

Sarah shrugged and replied, “For what?”

Nora slowly walked towards the couch and picked up the tarot cards as she stared at it intensely without breaking her gaze off. 

“You were right”, she replied. ‘I have wasted too many time, allowed too many lives to die because I never really imagined what I’m capable of even when I have seen firsthand what you can do with these cards”. 

Sarah tilted her head to the side curiously and stepped closer to her daughter. 

“Thank you mother”, Nora whispered. “Thank you for ruining everything I hold dear, and for making me into what I am about to become”. 

Sarah giggled, reached out her hand to her daughter, but Nora stepped backwards, yanked out the cards and placed both hands atop them with her eyes closed. 

“What are you doing?” Sarah asked in a perplexed tone. 

Nora remained silent momentarily, before she began to mumble. “Take my soul… take my will… make me the sacrifice you seek, and grant me what I need!”

The card began to burn brightly, while Nora yelled in pain. 

“You stupid girl!” Sarah yelled in anger. 

She wove her hand and caused Nora to crash into the wall, but the girl wouldn’t let go of the cards, as she continued to pledge her life to it. 

“Take my soul… !” she yelled, while se crashed into the wall behind her and her head felt like it was about to get split open. “Take me!”

Sarah raced towards her daughter, as the cards glowed even brighter, and her daughter continued to pledge her existence to it. 

“The cards are mine!” Sarah cried in ager. “I will not allow you take it away from me!”

Nora upped herself from the ground and replied, “The card was never yours! You were never meant to be here and you have no right to possess my best friend’s body you wicked woman!”

Sarah took some steps backwards, but Nora had surprisingly moved closer to her in unexpected speed. 

“Get the hell out of my friend!” Nora yelled, jamming her fist into her mother’s chest and sending her flying backwards. 

Sarah managed to remain on her feet as she slowly transformed back into Naomi. 

“Your friend is a part of me as I am part of her”, Naomi spoke, in what Nora could guess was her mother’s words. “You cannot kill or harm us!”

Nora stiffened her fist momentarily, as she felt her body continue to shudder with rage and immense power. 

“Absorbing the tarot cards powers and having the elderlies with you after giving them your soul is all for naught, you silly child”, Naomi chuckled. 

Nora watched her best friend slowly approach, smiling and wearing a rather innocent expression on her face. 

“Nora… please save me”, Naomi pleaded with her eyes bearing tears, and her lips trembling as she approached her friend. 

Taken back by the appearance of her best friend, Nora stiffened her nerves and accepted her friend into her embrace while they shared the warm feeling of having each other in their arms momentarily. 

“It is inside you”, Nora whispered to her friend. 

Naomi shook her head while she wept into Nora’s shoulder. “I can control her… I promise you”. 

Nora slowly parted from her friend and locked her in a rather stern gaze. 

“It is gone”, Nora sighed. 

Naomi seemed lost as she asked, “What’s gone?”

Nora stepped closer with her eyes closed and tears rolling down her cheeks. She placed her right hand on Naomi’s chest, before tightening her other arm around the lady and leaning her head into her shoulder. 

“Your brown eyes”, Nora whispered. “It is gone”. 

Naomi gasped as she felt something tear through her chest, and her breath suddenly ceased. Nora held her friend closer to her body as she wept with Naomi’s heart in her hand, beating slowly until it grew dead and unresponsive. 

“My mother will never let you live”, Nora whispered with tears. “It is the only way to get rid of her”. 

She stepped backwards, and watched her best friend fall to her knee, while she held the girl’s heart in her hand. Naomi’s body fell to the ground in deafening manner, causing Nora to fall to her knees as well, with her right hand bearing a distinct marking in form of a phoenix. 

“What have I done?” she asked herself, feeling too scared to drop her friend’s dead heart. 

Something about the manner in which she had resolved to killing her best friend didn’t sit right with her, and Nora felt doomed at heart as she wondered if the tarot card now infused with her body and soul had not dictated her action. 

She tossed the heart over and towards Naomi’s body, as she shrieked, “You made me do it!”

The tarot cards were neatly stacked by Naomi’s dead body, as the day outside the house slowly cleared, and everything seemed to return to normal. 

“Well done Nora!” Nora heard Meralda’s voice echo around the room. 

Nora looked around in frightened manner. 

“You will be of use to us after all”, Merlada cackled, as her voice echoed and slowly faded away. 

A loud thunder erupted from outside, and the ground began to hiss in disturbing noise as Nora hurried to her front door. Crevices began to appear in the earth, and through them, dead bodies began to crawl right out. In the midst of it all, Nora watched her father’s body make its escape from underneath the earth, while Daren’s corpse could be seen in the mix too. 

She stepped backwards, feeling short on words, as she asked herself, ‘What on earth have I done?”

She looked back to the tarot card, and felt her eyes widen, as it leaked of blood and bled all over the floor. Something dangerous had been awakened and Nora could feel it in her soul. Something about killing her best friend had awakened something and she couldn’t help but wonder what hell she had unleashed upon the earth this time around. 
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