The Not So Emptq House

The niglﬂt was still and calm. A lig!ﬂt, cool breeze rustled the dead leaves that crunched

beneath the teenagers’ Foots’ccps. T he full moon illuminated the sky and shone down on

the old structure.

“We rea”g shouldr’t be here dude. You know what theg say about this Placel” exclaimed
one of the teenage bogs.

“Come one Damon, [ ric’s rigl’it. Let’sjust go back to the hotel,” Alison suggestecl,
slﬁuc}dering as a gust of wind whipped around her small frame.

“Come on gugs‘. Or are you chicken? teased Damon, asmug look on his face.

The three teens stood outside the abandoned mansion, filled with curiositg and wonder.
V\/ere the iegencls true”

“| et's go!” Damon declared, trudging up the stairs.

Allison and [ ric followed closc]g behind, like lost Puppies. T he tall door creaked open,
cchoing tlﬂrouglﬂout the large entrance, along with the tapping of the teens’ shoes. Thcg

looked around in bewilderment.
“This Piace is ]’xugc!” said Damon, his voice be”owing in the massive room.

« And mthﬂ,” Alison muttered, running the tips of herfingers over a table, leavirxg two
cleanlines amongst the thick dust. She rubbed hemcingers together, cringing in disgust.

‘Right then!” [Damon said, dropping his backpack in the centre of the room. “| et’s get
started,” he announced as he begarx to unpaci( a bag containing several candles and what

looked like a Iarge board.
“Wlﬁat’s with the board?” Alison asi(ecl, concerned.

“That’s notjust a board..” mumbled [ ric. f”lis eyes widened in surprise. “\/\/hcre did you
get that?” he demanded.

‘]:ouncl it in the attic. lt’s saic{Pom to communicate with g}wosts and stug,” taunted

Damon. “| et’s test it shall we?”



[He careFu”g placed the board on the &iﬁg floor and arranged the candles around it,
]ighting them.

The buming smell of wax and smoke, wafted by the teens’ noses. [ Damon raised is head
and g]anced at the other two, concern etched across theirfaces. Tl‘xe two stared at each

other and sat down slowlg, close to the board.

“Do you know how to use it?” questioned Alison with a worried glance.

“O)C course l dol. We”, kinda”. The three teens suclden]yjumpecl) fear struck their

features, as a loud bang was heard.
“Ht was Probabbjust the wind or somethingl” stuttered [~ ric.

The room suddenlg fell silent, more so than before. Alison’s heart Poundcd hcavi]g in her
chest. | he group exhaled nervous]9 and noticed the cloud of breath in front of them. T he
room temperature had droPPed signhcicant]y.

“Thisisnt happcning...This is not happeningl” exclaimed Alison. She suc{dcnlg fell
cleac”g quict before inlﬂaling decp!y as if sugocating, her eyes ro”ing into the back her

head.
« Alison?”, qucstioncd [ ric.

“Hey, Alisonl” ye”ed Damon grabbing hold of herlifeless }Dody, slﬁaking it rougHg.

“(Come on this isn't funny!” he shouted.

Alison began to tremble violently, her body spaseming uncontrollably.

« Alisont” cried |~ ric.

She fell still. Slowly sitting up straight, her blank eyes stared straight ahead.
“Alison?...” whispered [Damon.

51’16 quickly turned her head towards him. “Alison’s not home,” she said with a cleep

demonic voice.

Thc boys’ eyes widened in shock. I ric gatherec] his courage, “\/\/ho isitwe are ta”dng to
then?” he requcsted, his voice shaking slightly.



Alison slowlg turned her head towards I~ ric, ’cilting it slightlg, “Mg name is [ Jannah. | am
the owner of this mansion. Who are you?” she demanded, her voice a mixture of deep

voices intertwined with each other.
[~ ric wethis lips and sPokc c]car]g but stuttered a little, “I'm [T ric a~and this is Damon®.

“Fleasel Giive Alison back! She didrn’t do anything wrong!” yelled Damon.
ytnng Y

Harmalﬁ shot a cold glare towards Damon. “]Fgou care for her, you will leave this P]ace

and tell no one of what you saw or hearcl)” instructed Hannah‘
“Oid Ok’ We’” never come bac‘(,just Please! | et hergol” P!eaclccl Damon.

[Hannah tilted her head back and inhaled decp|9 c]osing her eyes before co”apsing. When
her eyes opcncd thcg were the bright blue of Alison’s. She exhaled c{eeplg, coughing

furiously.

“Alison!” Damon cried, squeezing her tightly into an embrace.

“Oh thank goodnesst” sighed [ ric.

Alisor’s cheeks flushed bright red, “fHey! What’s with you?” she asked.
“You don’t want to know”, remarked [~ ric.

Damon Fina”g released her from the hug, his cheeks crimson red. “Sorrg bout that...”) he
mumbled.

The three teens looked back towards the board.
“| et’'s end this,” muttered |~ ric.

Theg all nodded and gatherecl around the boarc{, Placing tlﬁeimcingers on the Piece of
wood. They glanced at each other and sgnchronised, “600(“336”. \With that the Piece of
wood slid over the words at the bottom of the board. ‘Gooa%yc’.

The teens never returned to that Placc nor spoke of it. Put one tl’ling remained certain,

on that night in the mansion, theg were not alone.
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