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Some memories refuse to fade. 

What happens when those 

memories become your reality?  ~ 

Sinful Nights

 




Chapter 1

 

 

Maggie stared numbly at the 

television set; the eerie white glow lighting 

up the otherwise darkened room. The 

volume was almost at zero, watching as 

the news played quietly on the screen—the 

subtitles blinking across the bottom. She 

let out a long sigh, trying not to notice the 

loneliness sinking in. All the heat had long 

left the thin fabric of the walls of the 

manor, a chill ebbing into her bones. 

 

She rolled her wheelchair to the end 

of the room, scanning the birthday cards 

lined up along the wall shelf. The numbers 

seventy-eight glared at her, reminding her 

of her fading memories and the names she 

had started to forget. 

 

Feeling a heavy sense of loss, she 

turned off the tv and wheeled herself 

towards the bedroom.

 

The branches of the rose bush 

reached across the windows, tapping the 

glass planes. The large room engulfed in 






Sinful Nights





darkness, where even the streetlights 

outside would not touch. Though, it never 

really bothered her. The darkness 

shrouded her room, a privacy only a few 

people could afford. It was just luck that 

the streetlight was just a few meters too 

far to reach. The heavy curtains did the 

rest, keeping the prying eyes of strangers 

out of her room during the day. Nosy 

people, she often muttered under duress, 

would always peek in. 

 

She smiled faintly, and unbuttoned 

her blouse until she was able to slip out of 

her clothes and throw on a night gown 

that draped over her figure. 

 

She sighed, shuffling onto her bed and 

let her thoughts drift. It had been weeks 

since she had spoken to her children. They 

were all so busy with work and their lives. 

Her hardened features scared the 

grandchildren, feeling that they had 

somehow done something wrong. 

It wasn’t there fault, as much as it 

wasn’t hers. All she knew was that her 

cold appearance kept the family away, 

until she hardly heard from them. Now, 
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with her memories failing her, she was 

having trouble remembering what they 

looked like. 

 

A hard lump formed in the back of 

her throat. This was something that 

needed to be fixed before it was too late. 

She pressed her lips together into a tight 

line. No matter how hard it was, she was 

determined to try and soften her features 

until she no longer looked like a constant 

scowl. 

 

She didn’t know when sleep took hold 

of her. Maggie’s eyes fluttered open, 

revealing the small shaft of sunlight 

creeping across her carpet. The deep 

purple once again covered the floor and 

the maroon curtains continued to shield 

her home as it always did. 

 

She pulled herself up, feeling the 

strain on her arms. Her legs felt rigid, stiff 

against the cold. Her back screamed, 

throbbing as she moved. She groaned, 

wondering when the pain had set in. 

Wincing, she reached for her bedside 

cabinet and clumsily poured out a couple 
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of painkillers, swallowing them down dry, 

before taking a large gulp of water. 

 

Throwing on the same clothes as the 

day before, she hauled herself out of bed 

and awkwardly manoeuvred herself into 

her wheelchair. 

 

Somehow, she was going to try and 

convince her children to see her, even if 

she had to beg.

 

Slowly, Maggie rolled herself into the 

kitchen and tapped the button for her 

coffee machine. Whilst the machine 

whirled into life, she reached into a low 

cabinet and pulled out a small box of 

cereal. Cornflakes. She wrinkled her nose. 

Of course, it was the last one she had left. 

Out of the multi-variety pack, the 

cornflakes was always last. It served as a 

reminder that she needed to buy more. 

 

With the breakfast and coffee out of 

the way., she glanced at the time. It was 

almost eight. Her children would certainly 

be awake now, no doubt preparing 

breakfast for the kids of their own. 
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“I’ll give it a few more minutes, and 

then I’ll give them a call,” she decided. She 

smiled and turned on the television. The 

only channel that wasn’t a replay. The 

news, with all the horrors of reality.  

 

***

 

She held her phone in her hands, 

trembling as she listened to the phone 

ring. 

After the fifth ring, a tired voice 

answered. 

“Hello?”

Maggie hitched a breath. “Julie. How 

are you, dear?”

“I’m alright Mum. What’s the 

matter?”

“Nothing. Nothing. I was just 

wondering if you and Greg would come for 

dinner on Sunday?”

She hesitated. Maggie frowned, 

listening to the long pause, holding her 

breath. “This Sunday?” Julie asked, 

uncertain. 

“Please. I miss you all. It’s been so 

long… I’ve been practicing my expressions 

in the mirror. I hadn’t realised my face 
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looks so stern all the time, so I have been 

practicing to look less…”

“Cold?”

“Mad, dear. No one likes looking like 

their sucking on a lemon.”

Julie chuckled. It wasn’t loud but it 

was definitely an improvement. The 

tension lifted, just a little. 

“All right then.” 

Maggie breathed a sigh of relief. 

“What about you? How have you been?”

“I’ve been all right. Thomas has been 

having a few issues at work but nothing 

too much. High school stuff, y’know?”

Maggie laughed. “Some people never 

grow up, unfortunately. Just remind him 

that it just means their brains are 

undeveloped—no point in arguing with 

stupidity. You can’t help someone who 

peaked in high school.”

“Isn’t that the truth. Other than that, 

we’re ok. The kids are growing up faster 

than the days past. They’re making 

friends at school, and will be starting 

junior school soon.”

“Goodness! If they’re making friends 

and growing, it just means you’re doing a 
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fantastic job raising them. That’s a good 

thing, dear!”

After a couple of minutes of talking 

about the weather, Julie hung up the 

phone. Maggie stared at the receiver, 

feeling relieved. Next, she summoned her 

courage to call her son. Greg was hardened 

over the years, and became money-driven 

for his achievements. It was her fault, she 

knew. Growing up, she handed them 

everything. 

 

Now, it was time to put things right 

before it was too late. 

 

Greg picked up on the third ring. 

“Mother, how are you?” 

She smiled as his voice boomed 

through the speakers, as confident as ever. 

“I’ve been better. I was wondering—“

“Why, what’s wrong?”

“Just old age, dear. Memory isn’t as 

good as it was. I’m cooking dinner on 

Sunday. Will you be able to come? It’s been 

a while since I’ve seen you.”

“Uhm …” 

Maggie’s smile faltered, nerves 

setting in. Was he about to say no?
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“Julie is bringing her partner and 

kids. Please?”

He sighed, the reluctance heavy in 

his voice. “All right.”

Maggie beamed. Both of her kids were 

coming home. She hurriedly told him to be 

there by four thirty, and dinner would be 

ready around five. 

After he repeated it back, listening to 

the sound of a pen scratching on paper, he 

hung up. 

 

Sunday, she was going to bring her 

family closer together—and hoped the 

memory would hold long after she was 

gone. 
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Chapter 2

 

The daughter arrived on the Sunday, 

just as Maggie put the roast chicken in the 

oven. She eagerly let them in, rolling her 

wheelchair out of the way to allow them 

through. 

 

Outside, the wind howled in protest, 

and the trees bowed in unison. 

“That wind is biting cold,” Julie said, 

her voice shaking with each word. 

“The heating is already on, so you’ll 

warm up in no time,” she replied, 

gesturing towards the lounge. “Dinner will 

be ready soon enough.”

 

Julie wore her hair down, her long 

brown hair fell below her shoulders. The 

white top was tucked into her skinny blue 

jeans. Before she walked through the 

hallway, she kicked off her slip-on black 

shoes and left them against the wall by the 

door. 

 

Her kids, Amelia and Tessa, slipped 

off their shoes and coat, following their 

mother into the lounge with careful steps. 
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Maggie watched, giving them the 

warm smile she had been practicing in the 

mirror. 

 

The children barely looked at her, 

before hiding behind their mother. 

 

Maggie’s smile faltered, briefly. 

Taking a deep breath, she excused herself 

into the kitchen, doubt creeping in. Maybe 

it was too late. Maybe, the children were 

always going to be afraid. Still, at least she 

was able to see their faces one more time 

before her mind completely slipped away. 

 

An hour later, a knock on the door 

broke the silence. Greg had turned up 

wearing a grey suit and tie. He apologised 

for the appearance, muttering something 

about arriving right after work. He 

glanced down at the gold shiny Rolex 

fastened to his wrist. Four-thirty; he was 

right on time.

 

Greg entered the manor, stomping his 

feet on the welcome mat to shake off the 

blustering wind. He glanced around, his 

brow furrowing as he took in the dimly lit, 
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imposing entryway. Something felt off, 

though he couldn't quite put his finger on 

it. 

 

"Mother," he called out, his voice 

echoing against the high ceilings. 

 

"I'm here." Maggie wheeled herself out 

from the kitchen, that practiced smile 

plastered across her face. Greg met her 

gaze, he felt a chill run down his spine. Her 

eyes seemed glassy, unfocused - as if she 

was seeing straight through him. "Gregory, 

dear," Maggie cooed, her voice almost sing-

song. "I'm so glad you made it." She 

gestured vaguely towards the living room. 

"Come, come. The others are already here." 

 

Greg hesitated, unnerved by his 

mother's strange demeanor. "Others? 

Julie's already arrived?" Maggie simply 

nodded, turning her chair and leading him 

down the hall. As they passed the 

grandfather clock, Greg noticed the time - 

4:45pm. Hadn't he just checked his watch 

and seen it was 4:30? He shook his head, 

dismissing the thought. The old manor 

always did play tricks on the senses. In the 





11








Sinful Nights





living room, Julie and the girls sat quietly, 

their faces illuminated by the flickering 

firelight. They looked up as Maggie and 

Greg entered, their expressions a mix of 

relief and unease. "There you are," Julie 

said, forcing a smile. "We were starting to 

wonder if you'd gotten lost." 

 

Greg frowned, glancing between his 

sister and mother. The air felt thick, 

charged with an undercurrent of tension 

he couldn't quite place. He settled into an 

armchair, trying to shake the growing 

sense of unease. 

 

As Maggie began bustling around, 

serving up drinks and snacks, Greg 

couldn't help but notice the way her hands 

trembled, her gaze darting around the 

room as if searching for something - or 

someone. It was unsettling, to say the 

least. 

"Mother, are you alright?" he asked, 

keeping his voice low. 

 

Maggie paused, that eerie smile 

returning. "Of course, dear. Just happy to 

have my family all together again." Her 
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eyes narrowed slightly. "We are all here, 

aren't we?" 

 

Greg opened his mouth to respond 

but the sudden sound of a tree branch 

scraping against the window made him 

jump. The girls let out startled gasps, and 

even Julie's composure faltered. 

 

"The storm's really picking up out 

there," Maggie murmured, almost to 

herself. She turned her chair, facing the 

darkened windows. "I do hope we don't lose 

power..."

 

As the wind howled and the branches 

groaned, Greg felt a chill settle over the 

room.

 

 

***

 

The aroma of Maggie's roast chicken 

wafted through the dimly lit manor as she 

wheeled herself into the dining room, the 

steaming dish balanced precariously on 

her lap. 
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