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​1.Sacrifice.
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Someone should tell us right at the beginning of our lives that we're dying. Then we could live life to the fullest, every minute of every day. Do it! I say. Whatever you want to do, do it now! There are only so many tomorrows.

"I like it," my best friend Nicolás smiled, adjusting his glasses. "I can see why you chose that phrase for your essay. 

" "Of course," I smiled back. "Life is fleeting, and eventually we'll all die, but I think there are so many people who have an irrational fear of death that they don't dare to live." 

I got up from the floor of my room where we were sitting and looked out the large window that overlooked the front garden. 

I sighed and continued talking. 

"I lost that fear when my mom died," I looked at my best friend. "Now I don't think it's bad to die. It's just something that's going to happen. There's no need to worry about it. 

" "But you're still afraid for your dad," he looked at me sympathetically. 

"Of course not," I said, confident in my answer. " 

Please, your dad is a police officer and he risks his life every day for you and the people here. 

" "He does," I smiled, "but he takes good care of himself. " Besides, he's the one who's afraid of suddenly leaving me alone. 

"Really?" He looked at me, surprised. "Yes 

." I walked across the room and noticed the photo of my late mother on the nightstand. Her black hair was identical to mine, as were her blue eyes, or so everyone always told me. "We don't have any other family, and my dad is afraid of leaving me alone. 

" "But you have me!" He snorted. 

"Explain that to him," I sighed, laughing. 

"But Lauren," the redhead growled, "your father is so... scary." 

I laughed. 

"He only appears to be a tough guy, but deep down, he's kind. 

" "If you say so..." 

"Hey," I swatted him away and looked at the clock, "it's already nine at night, go home. 

" "Are you kicking me out?" He readjusted his glasses. " 

Yes." I helped him get up, and we both left the room, heading for the entrance.

"Hi," my dad was standing in the hallway. "Are you leaving already, Nico?" he asked. 

"Y-Yes, sir, your daughter is kicking me out," he said, a little nervously, like every time they talked. 

"Then I'll take you. It's quite late at night, and I wouldn't want anything to happen to you. 

" He took him by the shoulder and led him to the exit. Nico turned to look at me and whispered, "Help." I smiled at his funny reaction. "I'll go with you. 

" 

I walked over to catch up with them. 

We left the house and got into my dad's patrol car. Nico and I sat in the back, then we headed to his house.

"Hey, daughter," my father commented as we drove. 

"Come on," I watched him in the rearview mirror. " 

Are you going to take Luce to the dentist?" 

I pressed my lips together. Luce was my stepsister, one of those few people who made my life miserable; she was terrible, really. She was the typical teenage girl who dressed up a lot, was popular, and wanted what I had. And no matter how hard I tried to make our relationship good, she wouldn't let me. 

But don't get me wrong, I loved her and liked her a lot, even though it bothered me a year ago, since my dad married Amelia, her mother, who, unlike Luce, was very sweet and loved me.

"Yes, Dad, I'll go with Luce," I smiled reluctantly. "I promised you I'd get along better with her, or at least that I'd try. " 

"I'm glad because Amelia and I really want them to be like sisters." 

"I know," I looked at Nico, who also had a "yeah right" face.

Nothing else of note happened along the way, we just chatted a bit more about school and trivial matters.

... " 

We're here," my dad finally said after half an hour. 

"Thanks for the ride, sir." Nico opened the door to leave as if he were in a hurry. 

"It's nothing, take care," my dad added. 

"Sure, bye, Lauren," my red-haired friend said. 

"Bye, Nico." 

We saw him go into his house, and my dad started the car back to ours.

"I like that guy," my dad smiled. 

"Well, you terrify him," I joked. " 

That's why I like him. He's obedient, serious, and respectful... he'd make a good boyfriend for you. " 

"Obviously not," I rolled my eyes and laughed. "You're a control freak, Dad. 

" "I'm not," he sighed and spoke more "seriously." "But when you have a boyfriend, please let him be as weak as him. 

" "Stop it, Dad," I burst out laughing. "Everyone knows I'm the daughter of a police officer, that's why no one ever gets near me." 

I pouted. He laughed. 

"That's better, my little girl."

Then his radio made a noise, apparently someone was calling him. 

"Chief, do you copy?" a man's voice was heard. 

Dad picked up the radio. 

"What's wrong, Tony? 

" "It's the abandoned house. We got a call from the neighbor saying she heard a lot of screaming inside. 

" "Send reinforcements. I can't go because my daughter is with me." 

"But sir, everything is a mess. There are a lot of civilians trying to get closer and none of us can handle the situation." 

My dad clenched his jaw. 

"Dad," I got his attention, "you have to go. That sounds serious and I promise not to get in the way. If you want, I'll stay in the car." 

He looked at me doubtfully but finally spoke again. 

"I'll go there right now. Even so, send more reinforcements. 

" "Understood. " 

I immediately leaned back in my seat and felt my dad turn the steering wheel of the car. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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We soon arrived at the old, abandoned house. 

Outside, the place was surrounded by many neighbors just trying to figure out what was going on, as well as parked police cars with their lights on. 

My dad stopped the patrol car next to the others. 

"Lauren, stay here. I don't want you anywhere near the house." He looked at me seriously. 

"Okay, Dad, but please be safe." 

I watched him get out of the patrol car and approach the other police officers, who, armed, forced their way into the house. 

I stood there, taking in the scene. Nothing like this had ever happened before. There had always been minor emergencies like bums breaking in, but this seemed much more serious.

I watched the people surrounding the house, neighbors from the neighborhood, and among them was Mrs. Marie, the one who had made the call. She had always been a religious person, and as always, she carried a rosary and had that vacant look in her eyes. 

Suddenly, her gaze focused on the house and didn't look away for several minutes...

The atmosphere changed. Everyone present froze in silence when a gunshot was heard coming from inside the building. 

What was happening? 

I got out of the car and surveyed the scene. Everyone was shocked; the nun even crossed herself and stepped back.

Then another shot was heard, breaking our silence... 

And the first thing I thought about was my dad. 

Would he be okay? 

People started making a racket again, the police officers stopping them from entering. 

I approached Tony, my dad's partner who had been standing outside. 

"What's going on?" I asked, scared. "I do 

n't know." He seemed just as worried. "I 

have to go in." I tried to get in, but he stopped me. 

"You can't go in, Lauren. 

" "My dad's inside," I told him fearfully. 

"I'm sorry, but you're not going in. Your dad wouldn't forgive me."

I got really angry, I had to go in and find out about my dad, no one was going to stop me.

I walked away from there, and without anyone seeing me, I quickly circled the house, stopping in the backyard. It was full of overgrown grass and a lot of trash. It smelled really bad, but I held back. I walked, making my footsteps echo on the floor, and entered through a small opening in the old wall. 

Everything was in complete darkness. The light barely filtered through the small openings, but it wasn't even natural light, it was from the patrol cars. 

I continued on my way across the creaky wooden floor until I heard some footsteps upstairs. They were probably the police, and my dad was undoubtedly with them. 

I was about to head there, but suddenly I heard a loud thud in the basement. 

I should have ignored it. 

But I didn't. 

I opened the wooden door and was surprised because it was very bright. 

I went down the neglected stairs and noticed a lot of lit candles, forming a circle. 

Why did a supposedly abandoned place look like that?

As I stepped onto the last step, I could clearly see a pentagram painted on the floor. 

What was that? What was it doing there? 

I walked a few more steps.

... 

It couldn't be... 

I held back my gag reflex when I discovered a corpse on the floor, in the center of another pentagram.

"It can't be," I backed away, scared. 

I heard crying and, so scared, I turned toward the stairs. Underneath them, a girl was hiding... 

"A-Are you okay?" I whispered as best I could. 

She just kept crying. 

"I shouldn't have done it, I'm sorry, Roman," she continued whimpering. "He's coming for us..." 

I approached her. 

"Hey, who is he?" I tried to snap her out of her trance. 

"Run...run," she whispered, curling into a fetal position.

I took a few steps back, confused by all this. 

Why was that girl...

Suddenly, I froze at the sound of meat being cut. 

And I felt that sensation in my back once again.

"Thank you for the sacrifice," I heard a hoarse voice. 

I fell to the floor, staring up at the ceiling. Those two wounds on my back hurt like nothing I'd ever experienced. I began to breathe raggedly. 

Arms grabbed my hands and dragged me to the other corpse. I tried to look at my attacker, but I couldn't see him with all the fear and pain beginning to take over me. 

I no longer had the strength to move, not even to keep my eyes open. 

Just minutes ago, Nico and I had been talking about death, and now I...

In the distance, I could still hear the girl's sobs, but they became less and less distinct. 

Soon, I felt so hot, I really felt like I was being burned alive, as if I were covered in fire... but I couldn't do anything to defend myself. I 

just wanted my dad. 

I just wanted to get out of there. 

Then I lost consciousness...
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​2.Signs.
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My eyes felt heavy, my body even worse, not to mention that pain in my back. 

I heard the beep of the electrocardiograph next to my bed and looked away.

"Daughter," I felt my dad's hand caressing my face. 

After a few seconds, I adjusted to the bright light and looked at him in front of me, his brown eyes very worried. 

"Dad, look away. Who died?" I whispered with a small smile. 

"Don't make those jokes. Are you okay, my little one?" He sounded close to tears. 

"Yes," I looked at him more closely. "What happened? 

" "You broke into that house, you disobeyed me." Now I was a little upset. 

"I'm sorry." I felt like I was going to fall asleep. 

"It doesn't matter anymore," he sighed and kissed my forehead. "The point is, someone attacked you and almost killed you. 

" "It's just that I heard gunshots inside the house and I got scared. 

" "My little one," he stroked my hair again, "one of the officers got scared by a noise, probably a rat, and those shots went off... and that's all." 

"And now you're telling me," I laughed softly, and so did he. "Did you catch the person?" I asked. He 

remained silent. 

"No," he seemed to clench his fist, "that bastard escaped... but don't worry, we're investigating, and I promise I'll catch him. 

" "I know, you always do..." Then I fell asleep.

I never dreamed. Well, that would be incorrect... I never remembered my dreams since my mother died; no matter how hard I tried, I never could, but...

- Who are you? - whispered a hypnotizing voice. 

"Lauren," I said, not knowing why I was answering her. 

-Why me? you invoked You're not like the others. 

" Me?" I asked, confused. 

-I'm talking to you. 

-I didn't do any such thing. 

-You did it, If not, you wouldn't be alive. 

I woke up without understanding what had happened. A very strange dream, my first dream in a long time that, to be honest, had seemed more like a conversation. 

"It's good that you're awake because I brought you food," I heard my dad enter the room. 

"T-Thanks," I tried to clear my mind. "I'm starving." I sat up more firmly, although I felt a stabbing pain in my lower back. 

"Careful," he helped me. "It's only been a few days. 

" "Days?" I looked at him, astonished. 

"Yes, you've been here three days," he said calmly. 

I couldn't believe it, so long... 

"But if everything goes well, you'll be out tomorrow," he smiled. 

"And school? 

" "You're a smart girl, Lauren. Missing a week won't matter." 

"The school year has barely started and I'm already missing," I scolded myself. 

"It doesn't matter, your health comes first, so eat." She handed me a tray with a glass of water, some gelatin, and some chicken broth, and I ate it quickly, greedily. 

... 

I spent the rest of the day with my dad, watching very boring television programs. 

Then, while we were watching a low-budget movie about natural disasters, someone knocked on the door.

"Hey, is that okay?" I heard his familiar voice. 

"Sure," my dad invited him in. 

"You came, Nico," I smiled at him. 

"Of course, best friend," he smiled slightly, intimidated by my father's presence. 

"Lauren will benefit from your company, Nico," my dad interrupted. "I'll let you two chat, I'll go get some fresh air. " 

"Okay," I smiled at him as I closed the door. 

Nico stayed still until my dad left, and then he quickly approached, sitting on the bed. 

"Were you scared of dying?" he asked morbidly. 

"I'm fine, thanks for asking," I mocked. 

He adjusted his glasses. 

"Sorry. " 

"It doesn't matter...and not as much as I thought," I answered while fiddling with my hands. 

"No?" He looked at me, surprised. I 

shrugged indifferently. 

"Leaving this world didn't worry me. I just wanted to see my dad and know he was okay." 

"So you were scared, or at least afraid to leave him alone," he stated. 

I watched him for a split second, then stopped playing. 

"All I know right now is that I want to know what happened there. 

" "I'm glad you're interested." He took down his backpack and took out something, some papers. 

"What's that?" I asked, more interested. 

"Some news and rumors have come out these days... about that matter. 

" "Let me see." I picked up the bunch of leaves and accidentally cut myself. I looked at the blood that was coming out but didn't give it any importance; it would heal. 

I quickly glanced at the writings. " 

They all talk about a satanic ritual being performed there," my friend began, "a person being murdered in order to summon something. " 

I looked at the leaves. 

"I know, I was next to that corpse," I continued watching while a lump formed in my throat. 

-Yes, but what you don't know is that the purpose of this ritual was not achieved since two sacrifices were supposedly needed. Yes, the first person died but the second person is alive... I mean you... 

I quickly directed a surprised glance at Nico. 

-So I ruined that person's plans? 

Nico made a strange face. 

-How do you know it was only one person? 

-Because I heard it," I said, remembering his ugly voice. -Although there was another girl... but I don't think she's involved, she looked extremely scared. Anyway, I think my dad has more information than I do. 

-You're smart... -he smiled -way to go, the daughter of the chief of police. 

I smiled at his rude comment. 

-You know, Lauren? I'd like to know more about this. -His eyes shone with desire. 

-Me too, -I answered with interest. -When I get out of here, we'll investigate what happened. 

-Great. -His smile increased. 

I smiled back...I hoped this was a good idea.

... 

After chatting with my friend for a while, night fell and my dad "kindly" kicked him out.

"I'll stay here," my dad smiled, sitting down in an armchair. 

"Go home," I watched him, as he seemed very uncomfortable. "No, I'll stay here like I have for three days." He tried to 

relax but couldn't. " 

You fool," I rolled my eyes, "but thanks for taking such good care of me." " 

That's what parents do. 

" He leaned back in his uncomfortable armchair, and I did the same in my bed.

Then silence reigned for a couple of hours, hours during which I couldn't sleep a wink.

"Are you asleep?" I asked after a long time of being awake. 

"Yes," he whispered. 

"Nico told me that I ruined that person's plans." I spoke in the singular, trying to get some information out of him. 

He sighed, annoyed. 

"That boy is a gossip." 

"Don't get mad, Dad. We were just talking about that. 

" "Just so you know, it's not 'that one,' but 'those ones. 

'" "What? I thought it was just the one who hurt me. " 

"We found a woman crying under the stairs; apparently she was also involved. 

" "But she seemed so scared. 

" "That's in the past, daughter," he said sharply. "I know you saw horrible things, and I just want you to forget it. 

" "But..." 

"Will you do it?" he insisted. 

"Yes," I said, resigned. 

"Are you sure? 

" "I will, believe me." I smiled as if he could see me. "Goodnight, Dad. 

" "Goodnight, little one."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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I opened my eyes. It was already morning and I just wanted to get out of that place. 

I hadn't realized I hated hospitals. 

I rubbed my eyes and for a second I looked at my finger strangely. 

I had cut myself the day before... And now the wound was gone, it had healed too quickly even for a cut. 

No, it was my imagination. Small cuts healed that fast. 

I looked at the couch, my dad wasn't there.

"Good morning," a middle-aged doctor entered the room. 

"Good morning," I greeted. 

"I'm Dr. Henry," he was holding some papers. "I have good news for you, Lauren." 

I looked at him expectantly. 

"Your wounds have healed very quickly, actually too quickly," he laughed. "But that's good, you can go home now. 

" "Really?" I smiled. "Thank you, doctor. 

" "It's nothing, just rest for a couple of days. 

" "I will. 

" "Well, your dad should be processing his discharge papers right now, so I'll be leaving. " 

I nodded. 

"Thank you very much." 

He gave me one last smile and left. 

I sighed in relief. I could finally leave.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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"Walk slowly," my dad asked me as I entered the house. 

"Yes, Dad," I said with a small smile. 

And finally, we entered my sweet home. 

I sighed happily. 

There were Amelia and Luce. 

"Hey Lauren," Amelia smiled, giving me a warm but not so tight hug. "I'm glad you're better. We were all worried about you." 

"Thanks," I smiled back. 

"It's great to see you back," Luce said without much interest, faking a smile.

"Bitch." 

I was surprised by that thought. As much as I hated her, I'd never thought that way about her. 

Luce quickly went back to her room, forgetting I was even back.

"Do you need anything, sweetheart?" Amelia asked. 

I shook my head with a smile. 

"I just want to be in my room. 

" "It's okay, little one." My dad took me by the waist and gently helped me up to my room, then left me alone.

I sat up in my bed, still feeling a throbbing sensation, but it was noticeably weaker. I took in everything; even though it had been so little time, I missed my room. 

I lay down and tried to relax, until sleep overcame me.

... 

I felt very thirsty. I opened my eyes, looked around, and realized it was already dawn. 

I got up and looked out the gigantic window. 

The small yard looked desolate since it was so late at night, and all I could make out was the faint light from the streetlights. 

I touched the glass of my window, and at that moment, something scared me. Through the reflection, I recognized what I swore was a silhouette inside my room. 

I turned back to my room, but no one was there. I looked back at the window, and the thing was still there...

My heart beat faster than usual. 

I closed the curtains but stopped, afraid to turn around again and find something or someone there. I slowly approached my bed, ignoring whatever was with me. 

I grabbed my sheets and covered my body, squeezing my eyes shut, like a little girl who'd just seen a monster, hoping it wouldn't continue right in front of me. 

Then someone pulled the sheets back, making them fall. I backed up against the headboard and saw it perfectly. 

Even in the darkness, I could see that human figure standing in front of my bed.
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"Dad!" I screamed loudly and fearfully, before he approached me. 

I saw him move and get closer, closing my eyes until I heard the door open abruptly. 

"What's wrong?" My dad grabbed my shoulders. 

"S-There was someone there," I pointed fearfully at the entrance, "there was an intruder, a man watching me." 

Soon Amelia and Luce appeared. 

"No one's there, daughter," my dad said after looking around the room. 

"He was there," I said fearfully. " 

She's going crazy," Luce mocked, who was scolded by her mother, and they immediately left. " 

You probably dreamed it," she said again, trying to calm me down. 

"Dad, I'm telling you, he was in front of my bed, believe me," I begged him, even more upset. 

"Daughter," he hugged me, "you saw horrible things in that house, it's normal for you to be scared and have nightmares." 

I didn't say anything else in my defense. 

"Maybe," I whispered. 

"Do you want me to stay here?" he asked. 

"Yes." 

He immediately lay down beside me. 

"Calm down, daughter." He hugged me, and I curled up as much as I could, trying to fall asleep. 

I managed to do so after almost two hours... 

But I still had that doubt. Who had been there?

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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Three days. 

Three days I slept in fear that that person or thing would appear again, luckily it didn't.

Finally today was Monday and I could distract myself at school and stop thinking about crazy things.

After waking up I grabbed my things and went down to breakfast like I normally did.

"Good morning," I greeted Luce. 

She didn't return my greeting. 

"And my dad?" I asked. 

"Working." She continued chatting with someone on her phone. 

I sat next to her and poured myself a bowl of cereal, which I began to eat in silence.

We soon finished breakfast and headed to school in her car. 

Still with that same stranger attitude. 

" 

See you at the exit," I said to Luce as we walked down the hallway. " 

Whatever you say, weirdo," she rolled her eyes and went to sit next to her friends. 

She really hated me.

"Hi," Nico greeted me. 

"Hi," I said listlessly. 

"What's wrong? 

" "Nothing," I smiled at him. 

"You're not going to tell me? 

" "No," I shook my head, amused. 

"Bad friend. 

" "I am," I laughed.

We headed to the classroom where our morphology teacher would be teaching. 

"Hey Lauren, are you feeling better now?" asked Caroline, a classmate who was always very sweet to me. 

"Yes," I smiled, sitting down in my seat. 

"We all heard what happened to you," Noah, another classmate, observed. " 

You're the best! You avoided those guys' tricks," Emily gushed. " 

Yeah," I sighed, "everyone's told me the same thing. 

" "You're much nicer than your stepsister now," Caroline told me as I turned to look at Luce, who was looking at me with disgust. 

"That's what I told her," Nico approached. 

I ignored his comments out of respect for Luce.

"Good morning, class," the teacher came in and looked at me curiously. "Oh, I see you're back, Miss Lauren. 

" "You're obviously a senile old man," something in my head said.

"Y-Yes, Professor," I replied, trying to ignore that. 

What had that been? 

" "I'm glad," he faked a smile. 

"It shows." 

Seriously, what was wrong with me?

Everyone returned to their seats as the teacher settled into his seat. 

“Fine,” he continued, “since everyone showed up today, I’ll give you a pop quiz. ” 

Everyone protested. 

Unbelievable, my first day of school, my first period, and a quiz was waiting for me. 

“It would be better if you shove your quiz up your ass.” 

I was surprised by that. I would never have thought that, no matter how angry I was.

"Are you okay, Lauren?" Nico asked from beside me. " 

You went pale." "I'm fine," I smiled weakly. 

"If you say so," I heard him say, and all I could do was watch. 

Nothing was okay.

-Okay -the teacher placed a sheet of paper on my desk- I'll hand out some papers, don't start until I'm done handing them out. And Miss Lauren- he looked at me once more. 

-Send. 

-You don't have any problem with the test, do you? 

»Even if you did, I'd still take it« 

-N-No -I denied- Nico helped me study but I have to admit I wasn't expecting this return to class. 

-Don't worry, you'll get used to it. 

»Idiot« 

-Y-Yes -I stood still, what the heck?

"You can begin. You have the rest of the class to complete the test. 

" "Why don't you just tell him to fuck off?" " 

Shut up," I whispered to myself. 

I started by writing my name and continued with the questions. I was surprised to find they were actually quite simple thanks to the notes Nico had given me. 

Half an hour later, I got up from my seat, grabbed my things, and headed over to his desk. I left the test on his table.

"Thank you so much, Miss Lauren." 

I smiled weakly at her. Then Luce pushed past me. 

"Here you go, teacher," she smiled, putting down her test. " 

Thank you. I'm glad to have two such good students. See you tomorrow." 

We walked away and left the classroom.

"Who gave you the test?" Luce stopped me by grabbing my arm. 

I laughed. 

"No one," I broke away. 

"Bitch." " 

You finished before me, and you didn't even come. 

" "That's because I have friends who gave me the notes," I smiled 

. "Dumbass, " she started to walk away. 

"Bitch," I said without meaning to. I'd never said anything like that before. I started to leave before she could complain, but she turned around abruptly and slapped me. 

I stayed still. 

"Hit her." "She deserves it."

I had promised my dad I'd get along with that girl. 

I sighed deeply... and stayed in place until she left. 

I clenched my fist and quickly headed to the bathroom. 

I entered and splashed water on my face, I was incredibly upset. 

"You should have hit her." " 

Shut up," I whispered again while looking at my wet reflection. 

"You hate her a lot, don't you?" " 

Of course not," I frowned. Why did she speak with that voice? 

"You do." " 

I don't hate her, I just don't like her that much. 

" "Idiot." " 

Shut up, why do I keep talking to you?" 

Then a girl entered the bathroom, Caroline.

"Who were you talking to?" she looked at me curiously. 

"Oh," I pulled out my phone and showed it to her. "A friend." I smiled and walked out, seeing her puzzled expression.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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I couldn't attend the rest of the classes; my head was hurting so much. 

I just stayed in the garden until it was time to let out, but I knew that since I had upset Luce, she would abandon me and not take me home.

"Hey, where have you been all day?" Nico appeared. 

"I wasn't in the mood for classes," I smiled at him as he sat next to me. 

"So why didn't you go home? " 

I shrugged. 

"I just wanted to be here. 

" "Do you want to go somewhere? 

" "Yes, please," I smiled weakly. 

"Let's go get some ice cream. " "Okay, 

" 

I stood up and followed him. 

We sat on a bench in the sports center while we ate our delicious ice cream. 

"Are you really not going to tell me what's wrong?" my friend insisted. 

I looked at him, even sadder. 

"I don't know, Nico. My dad must be right, and I'm traumatized by what I saw. 

" "Are you talking about the man who was in your room? 

" "Yes, but also..." I sighed, my skin crawling with goosebumps. "I've been hearing a voice in my head. 

" "Your conscience?" He adjusted his glasses. 

-No, - I thought for a moment - I don't think so... that voice tells me things... bad. Things I would never say or do. 

We looked at each other for a second. 

- What do you mean? 

- Like the morphology teacher is a senile old man... 

Nico chuckled. 

- That's not bad at all, it's healthy for you to think that. 

- The way he said it was mean. 

- I think it's your inner voice. 

I observed him. 

- He also called Luce a bitch and I accidentally told him so. 

He chuckled. 

- Then it's good that you listen to it and that way you get your true impulses out. 

I observed him thoughtfully. 

- That scares me more.

... 

I walked into my house around five in the afternoon. 

"Daughter, where were you?" My dad greeted me. 

"Sorry, I was with Nico," I smiled, looking at his uniform. 

"Luce said you didn't show up for your classes." He looked at me seriously. 

I rolled my eyes. 

"You really hate her." " 

I felt sick and didn't want to go to class," I ignored the voice. 

"So why didn't you come home?" 

"Because I'd be alone here." 

My dad sighed. 

"I think it was a bad idea," he grimaced. 

"Going back to school?" I asked. 

He nodded. 

"No, Dad, I promise I'm better. Tomorrow I'll attend school as normal. 

" "Fine, but if anything else happens, let me know right away," he hugged me. "I love you, little one, don't forget that. " 

"I love you too. 

" "Cheesy."

"Dinner," we heard Amelia's voice from the kitchen. " 

Let's go." We both headed to the dining room where Luce was already. 

I watched her for a second but sat down, ignoring what had happened in the school hallway. 

We ate in complete silence and then went to sleep.

I changed into my comfy two-piece pajamas and sat down on my bed. 

I sighed heavily. 

"I'm going crazy," I said to myself. 

"You're not crazy." 

That voice came again. 

"If I wasn't, I wouldn't be talking to you. Whatever you are, you're causing me to go crazy." 

I could feel the voice laughing. 

"We're all gifted with a certain touch of madness. Don't waste it, Lauren." 

I felt a chill run down my spine. 

The sound of my name after those words truly terrified me. 

"What do you want?" I asked. 

"I'm just checking something out." 

That confused me even more. 

"Who are you? What are you?" I insisted. 

"Deabru." 

I remained silent. What was "deabru"? 

"What does that mean?" I asked again, this time more dazed. 

I got no answer. 

I lay down and stared at the white ceiling. 

"Deabru?"
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​4.Brands.
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I was listening to Jumpsuit by Twenty One Pilots, a great song that helped distract me while Luce was driving to school.

"Hey," Luce snatched my hearing aid from me. 

"What?" I said, tired of her bad attitude. 

"Our parents are going out to dinner tonight, so I'll bring some friends over. 

" "Good for you," I said without much interest. 

"I don't want you to show up. " 

I gave her a dirty look. 

"It's my house, Luce. 

" "I don't care. Go with your friend Nico or whatever you want." 

I sighed heavily. 

"I'll do it, but only to avoid trouble, not because you say so, and you'll explain it to my dad. 

" "Whatever you want," she smiled victoriously, but I didn't say anything else. 

I put my hearing aids back in and waited for us to arrive.

... 

As always, when we entered school, we separated, each one with his friends as if we didn't know each other, until we got to the classroom.

"Hey Nico," I sat down next to him. 

"Hi." He wasn't looking at me, just reading a book titled Coffin Meat. 

"Is it a good book?" I watched him. 

He looked up from his book for a moment. 

"It's really good, you should read it. 

" "I have a better idea," I began. "Could you tell me more details... today at your house?" I smiled 

. Nico looked at me, blankly. 

"Why today? And why at my house?" " 

Because Luce doesn't want me at my house," I sighed. "Can I stay over at yours? 

" "Sure," he went back to his reading. "Only if your strict dad lets you. 

" "He's never cared about that; he knows we're just good friends. 

" "Then you're invited. 

" "Great. You really saved me from having to put up with Luce and her friends."

The professor entered the classroom, and we both stopped our conversation to pay attention to him. 

The rest of the day passed by in a normal way.

... 

We were walking through the quiet neighborhood where Nico lived, except for the abandoned house that was very close... 

"Hey, have you heard anything else about the house?" I asked Nico. 

"No, the truth is I haven't looked into it. 

" "We could do that today." 

"If you want," he adjusted his glasses with a bit of "disinterest," but I knew deep down he was dying to know everything about this matter. 

"And will your parents be home?" I continued asking him. " 

I don't know, probably my mom because as far as my dad is concerned, he's working as usual. 

" "Okay then, we could... 

" "Hey," Nico whispered to me, "here comes Mrs. Marie." 

I directed my gaze to the front, at that moment the neighbor who had called the police the night of the incident walked beside me. 

For a second she looked at me and I thought she would continue on her way, but as soon as I looked away, she grabbed me tightly by the wrist.

"Mrs. Marie, could you please let me go?" I tried to say politely while Nico just watched me. 

"What happened to you, little angel?" She looked at me with pity, and that upset me. 

"Nothing..." I assumed she meant that I was in the hospital. "If you're talking about that night, don't worry, I'm fine now." I tried to smile at her. 

But she just looked at me more worried. 

"That evil is following you, it always has, but now it's closer." She squeezed my wrist tighter. 

I complained. 

"Please, stop," I asked her more seriously. " 

You have to go to a Father, you have to get rid of that evil before it's too late. 

" "Mrs. Marie..." I didn't know what else to say to her; I was starting to get scared. " 

Let go of her." My friend pushed her away with a sudden movement, took my hand, and we ran away from the place until we reached her house.

My breathing was rapid when we finally crossed the threshold of his house. 

"That woman is crazy," my friend complained. 

"Don't say that." I rubbed my wrist, which still hurt. 

"She is," he whispered agitatedly. "Just look at the disgusting way she treated you." 

I watched him; I couldn't deny he was right about that.

"Hi," his mom came out of the kitchen with a rag in her hands and immediately smiled at us. "Lauren, it's been a while since you last visited." 

"Hi, ma'am," I greeted, less flustered, and looked at her reddish hair, identical to her son's. "Sorry I didn't come, but Nico wasn't inviting me." 

We both looked at my friend in denial. 

"You know this is your house, Lauren," Nico said. 

I smiled.

"Hey," Nico turned to his mom this time, "can Lauren stay over tonight? 

" "Sure!" the lady smiled happily. "In fact, I'll make you some chocolate chip cookies." " 

Thanks, mom," Nico said, "while we go up to my room to do some homework." 

"Okay," she observed, "make yourself at home, little girl." 

"Thanks, ma'am." 

Then she went back into the kitchen, and we went up to the bedroom...

-Sorry for the mess, Nico began removing some things from his bed. He wasn't expecting visitors. 

"Nico," I watched him smiling, "we've known each other for years. I know you're messy, and I don't care if you're in a mess here." I sat on his bed, sitting on some dirty clothes. 

"You're just a girl after all," he whispered, taking off those clothes. 

I snorted and rolled my eyes. 

"We're best friends," I reminded him. 

Then he looked at me. 

"Do you really think so? 

" "Don't you?" I faked a sad face. 

"Of course!" he shouted, but he immediately felt sorry for his reaction. "You're the only one who knows my secret." 

"And you know mine," I smiled sweetly. "And that's why, right now you're going to help me investigate what happened in that place because Mrs. Marie gave me the creeps. And please, don't say no because I know you're a pervert and you love this kind of thing." 

Nico smiled more relaxed, immediately took his computer from a drawer and sat next to me... 

-What do we start with? 

I smiled. 

That was my best friend. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

[image: ]


I opened my eyes slowly and looked at Nico beside me. After hours of searching, we gave up and fell asleep. 

I sighed. 

It was probably already late at night... 

I got up without waking my friend and got ready for a proper night's sleep. I took a pair of pajamas out of Nico's closet. A while back, I had left them at his house, along with other clothes, for emergencies like this. Yes, I really liked having sleepovers at his house. 

I took off my pants and put on the small gray shorts. Then I took off my blouse so I could put on the gray shirt with a kitten in the center, but then I jumped when I felt hands on my back. 

"What are you doing?" Still scared, I turned around and found my friend, who was just examining me with his eyes. 

"What happened to your back?" he asked, a little scared. 

"What are you talking about?" I approached the small mirror on the wall and somehow saw my back. 

I was speechless. 

On my lower back, there were some sort of hand scratches. They looked painful, but I didn't feel any pain or discomfort at all. 

"I don't know what that is," I said, still trying to remember if I had hit something or fallen or hurt myself in some strange way. 

"Does it hurt?" he asked, touching my back. 

"Not at all." I immediately put on my shirt because I really didn't want to see those strange marks. 

"But how did you get them? 

" "I don't know," I looked at him, confused. "I really don't know. This morning I showered like usual, and I swear I didn't notice them. 

" "Marks like those don't just make themselves." His expression was serious. 

I watched him and opened my mouth slightly. 

"Do you think I got them?" I frowned. 

"No, I didn't say that. 

" "But you implied it. 

" "Maybe it was an accident, with some branches or something," he tried to correct his mistake. 

"Maybe," I said seriously, "but I swear I didn't do them. I would never hurt myself. 

" "I believe you, Lauren," he smiled calmer. 

"Then it's time to sleep." 

I lay down on the bed next to Nico, but I was really scared. What, or rather, who, had done that to me?
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​5.Involved.
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I woke up really tired. I yawned and looked at Nico, which made me laugh. His red hair was completely disheveled and his body was in a very uncomfortable position; he was such a lazy bum. " 

Get up," I gently pushed him. 

"No," he curled up again in his blue blankets, "just five more minutes." 

I rolled my eyes. 

"I'll take a bath while you sleep your 'five minutes.'" 

He nodded sleepily. 

I grabbed my clothes from a drawer and headed to the hallway bathroom. 

I turned on the shower and started taking off my clothes. 

I looked at my back in the mirror; those marks were still there, but they were less visible now. 

I had to stop thinking about it; I must have hurt myself on something without realizing it... 

I let the water clear my mind; I loved the water, the shower. Maybe in my next life I'll be a fish. I laughed at the thought and continued soaping my body...

After a few minutes, I turned off the tap and wrapped a towel around myself. 

Someone knocked on the door. 

"Are you finished?" I heard Nico's voice. 

"Yes, just a moment." I started getting dressed and a few moments later I came out. 

"You're taking a long time." He looked like he was about to take a shower since he wasn't wearing glasses, which I thought was really nice because his hazel eyes were beautiful. 

"It didn't take me that long, besides, you were asleep." I left, allowing him to enter. 

"It's late for school," he closed the door. "Go ahead and have breakfast while I finish." 

"Okay." 

I heard the shower running and went downstairs to the kitchen.

"Good morning," I greeted Nico's parents, who were having breakfast. 

"Lauren," the man smiled at me and spoke in his deep voice, "it's been so long since I've seen you around here. " 

"I've been busy, I guess you know," I smiled. 

"Yes, I heard about the accident you had. 

" "That's over now," I sat down next to him. 

"And Nico?" his mom asked. 

"He'll be right back, he's getting ready. 

" "Oh, well, you can have breakfast in the meantime." She handed me a plate with a couple of pancakes. 

"Thanks, enjoy."

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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"I've been thinking a lot about something," Nico began as we walked to our Health class. 

"What?" I said as I texted my dad. 

"Those... marks. 

" "Shh," I silenced him. "I already told you it's nothing. 

" "Yeah, of course, nothing," he looked at me worriedly. 

"Fine, I don't know how they appeared, but it's not that bad..." " 

Until it gets worse." 

"Okay," I gave him a hug, "don't worry, I'll tell you anything that happens to me." 

"You better because I'll repeat, that's not normal. 

" "Stop being such a worrywart," I pulled his cheek.

"Aww, what a cute couple," Luce appeared behind me. 

"Hey, Luce," I greeted her calmly. 

"Hello and goodbye." She walked past me and into the living room. 

"She's so annoying," Nico said in frustration. 

I just smiled at her in affirmation, then we walked into the living room and sat next to Caroline.

And the rest of the class was really interesting. We went through the theoretical part of CPR, and when it was over, we continued with Biology class. I was really bored with that class. The teacher always spoke slowly and at the end, he'd let us do a presentation or an essay on the topic we'd covered... The worst part was enduring two hours of the same thing, but I had to get through it; it was essential that I learn about it. 

... 

Then we had our free time, where Nico and I bought some hamburgers and sat on the grass in a planter to continue talking about the same topic that had been interesting and worrying us so much lately.

"Look," he showed me a page on his phone that discussed immortality. 

"So what's this?" I asked, uncomprehending. 

"It's something I researched while the biology teacher was giving his class. 

" "Shouldn't you have been paying attention?" 

"It wasn't interesting at all." He handed me his phone.

I read the following: 

According to tradition, immortality is a common attribute of many beings; God, for starters, is the immortal being par excellence, but angels, demons, and our own souls are also immortal. To this day, the immortality of any of the aforementioned beings has not been scientifically proven; however, there are many religious fanatics who believe this can be achieved through the performance of rituals that most people would find satanic. Most researchers of this type agree that the way to do this is through human sacrifices to invoke beings who will grant us the much-desired immortality.

I exchanged glances with my friend. 

"Do you think that's what they wanted to achieve?" I asked him as if he had all the answers. " 

Yes," he said confidently, "the desire of these people is to seek eternal life through the sacrifice of others, exactly what happened in that house." 

"Now that you mention it," I paled, "I remember that when that person stabbed me, they said something like 'thank you for your sacrifice,' although I hadn't quite understood the meaning of their words; with this, everything is crystal clear." 

"See! I'm right," he waved his hands excitedly. 

"That's possible, but..." I sighed. "Why don't we just leave this alone?" I smiled, or at least I tried to. 

"Leave it?" he said, a little disappointed. 

"I think I'm starting to obsess over what happened that night, and the more I think about it, the more paranoid I get. 

" "But..." he looked down, "it's okay, I'll leave it for you." 

"Thanks, Nico. 

" "Just one last thing," he looked at me, worried. 

"Tell me." 

"What if you were somehow involved with that?" 

"Of course I was," I said obviously. "They tried to use me as a sacrifice. 

" "No, I mean, what if something from beyond gave you those marks?" 

"Absolutely not," I said seriously. "That's not real. 

" "You're right... but let me know if anything else happens. 

" "I will, but stop thinking about it and eat your burger." 

He nodded, and we both continued devouring our food, but I couldn't deny that his words had scared me...

After a fifty-minute break, we headed to our next class: Math. 

Nico went ahead while I went to the bathroom; I entered through the small brown door and looked at myself in the mirror, smoothing back some stray hairs on my forehead. 

Then I heard a noise, a woman moaning in the last bathroom stall. 

I sighed in disgust; surely a couple was having sex. Ugh. 

I decided to get out of there, but before I could, the bathroom door opened, leaving me with my mouth hanging open.

"Luce?" I said, confused. 

She looked at me with fear and anger. 

"What are you doing here?" she yelled furiously. 

"I came...to the bathroom." I tried to see the boy inside, but she stopped me. 

"Then go," she demanded. 

"Who is it?" I frowned. 

"My boyfriend," she said simply. 

"Do you have a boyfriend?" I raised both eyebrows. " 

Obviously, I'm not like you, and stop questioning me." She grabbed my hand and threw me out, closing the door. 

I wasn't expecting that. 

I headed to the living room, still curious to know who Luce's supposed boyfriend was.

From outside the classroom I noticed that the teacher had arrived so I entered quietly and without being able to tell Nico what I had seen.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Finally, the school day was over. I was walking with Nico toward the exit. 

"Is Luce going to drive you home?" he asked. 

"Yes," I remembered what I'd seen in the bathroom. "By the way, I have something to tell you about her, but you can't tell anyone. 

" "Tell me." He looked at me without much interest.

"Hey," I heard Luce's voice and stayed quiet. "Let's go now." She grabbed my wrist and dragged me outside to her car. 

"Why are you so aggressive? I didn't even get to say goodbye to Nico," I complained. " 

Then you can talk to that kid," she started driving, "but don't you dare tell him or anyone else what you saw." 

"I won't." I realized I was almost telling my best friend something that was very personal to Luce. " 

Good." Then she put on one of those popular songs on the radio and we stayed in silence until we got to the house.

... 

-We're here! -Luce shouted as soon as we entered. 

-Hi! -My dad appeared. 

-And my mom? -Luce asked him in a good tone, unlike how he treated me. 

-She went to the store, she'll be back in a bit so we can eat. 

-Okay, then I'll go up to my room for a while! -His next action was to leave with his cell phone in hand. 

-And you? -He looked at me 

. -Me? -I smiled at him. 

-How did you spend your time with Nico? -Good 

! -I smiled, sitting down on the couch next to him. 

-So what did you do? 

-Well, nothing interesting, the usual: homework, watch a movie, and go to bed early like good kids! -I smiled at him 

. -I'm glad you're behaving. 

-What are you insinuating, Dad? -I joked. -Nothing, 

little one! -He turned on the television and we started watching an action movie like the ones he liked.

The rest of the afternoon, after lunch, I locked myself in my room to do homework and relax while listening to music. At least I felt calmer because the voice in my head was gone. Of course, I was still thinking about everything I'd talked about with Nico... I just hoped everything would stay as calm as it had been that day.
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​6.Conflicts.
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A new day. I left my room to have breakfast with my family, but all I found was Amelia. I said good morning to her and sat down with her to eat some waffles I had made.

"And my dad?" I asked. 

"He had to leave for work really early. He's been working a lot lately," she smiled at me. 

"Oh... 

" "Mom!" Luce appeared and hugged her tightly. "I'm so happy. 

" "So?" Amelia gave her all her attention. 

I just watched them. 

"My math teacher emailed me to tell me I could win a scholarship to study abroad. She said my grades were the best in the class."

Amelia smiled happily. 

"Congratulations, daughter!" She hugged her again. "To celebrate, I'll make you a very special breakfast." 

Then her phone rang. 

"Wait a moment," she took the call and went out into the garden. 

"Aren't you going to congratulate me, stepsister?" She looked at me with superiority. 

"Congratulations," I said, taking my plate to the sink even though I wasn't completely finished. 

"Jealous? 

" I stopped. 

"Not at all," I smiled. "What's more, if you win that scholarship, I'll be really happy, of course for your happiness." 

I earned an angry look from her. 

"You're so envious, Lauren. 

" "But I'm telling you I'm happy for you," I turned around. " 

Of course, you'd be happy to be without me, because you know I'm much better than you. 

" "I'm not competing with you," I said sincerely. "But you're right, in part I'd be happy if you left so there wouldn't be any more absurd fights." 

She looked at me again angrily. 

-I wish you had died in that shitty accident.

»She's so stupid, you should make her pay« 

The plate fell on me, breaking into a thousand pieces, but not because of Luce's rude comment, but because of what the voice had said, the voice I thought was gone. 

«Is everything okay?» Amelia ran in to help me. 

«S-Sorry,» I whispered nervously, picking up the fragments. 

«Leave her alone, Mom, she's clumsy. 

» «Daughter,» she scolded her. 

«Sorry, Amelia,» I smiled weakly, «it's just that... Luce said something horrible and it confused me...» 

«What did she say?» she asked me. 

«Nothing, forget it. » 

«Tell me,» she asked. 

«I...I wish I had died there.» 

Amelia glared at her daughter. 

«You're a gossip!» Luce glared at me angrily. 

«Luce! How could you say something so horrible?» 

"But Mom, she..." 

"Don't fight over me," I watched them and headed to the living room. "I'd better go to school." 

Then I left the room, listening to Amelia continue scolding Luce. 

But what really worried me was that voice.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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I walked down the hallway of the school, until I reached my classroom where some people were already. 

"Hey Lauren," Caroline smiled, standing next to me. 

"Hi," I smiled weakly at her. 

"Hey, I know you just got back to school, but you're really smart and..." she took out her math notebook, "could you help me with a problem?" 

"Sure," I smiled and began to explain. 

After a few minutes, she understood everything perfectly. 

"Thanks a lot!" she smiled. "Yesterday I asked Luce for help, but she didn't want to. 

" "She's just like that," I rolled my eyes, watching Luce walk into the classroom, also looking at me .

"Good morning," the teacher came in immediately, ushering everyone into their seats. 

"Hello," Nico came in next, seeming to have arrived in a hurry. 

"Hello," I greeted him. 

"I have something very important to tell you," he said anxiously. 

"Me too, but you tell me first." 

"After class," he then turned to face the front. 

I looked at the teacher, and the class began.

... 

After two hours of math class, I was walking down the hall.

"Hi again," Nico smiled. 

"Hey, are you going to tell me now?" I watched him curiously. 

"In the morning I saw..." 

"Lauren," Emily caught up with us. "Can we go to your house today? 

" "Go? Who?" I was surprised by his sudden request. 

"Caroline, Noah, and I can study what we saw in math, please." He put his hands up in a pleading position. "You're very good at explaining. 

" "Okay," I gave him a small smile. 

"Cool, I love you." Then he ran off. 

"Can I come too?" Nico asked, having not moved at all. 

"That's not even a question," I smiled. "But now tell me what you saw. 

" "Oh yeah," he had that emotion on his face again. "Your stepsister is with James." 

I stopped abruptly. 

"J-James?" I said nervously. "James, the most popular idiot?" 

He nodded repeatedly. 

-I don't believe it, Luce is with that gigolo, - I sighed, remembering that I had seen her having sex with him in the bathroom. And also knowing that that guy was no good. 

-I know, it's incredible even for Luce... 

-Well...it's her life, - I tried to downplay it, -at the end of the day, we all know how stupid James is and I know they won't last a week... besides, Luce already hates me enough for me to butt into her business, - I continued on my way. 

-I guess you're right, - he smiled, -now you tell me. 

I looked at him as we walked to our next class. 

-I heard that voice in my head again. 

Nico adjusted his glasses and looked at me, really surprised. 

-And then? 

-And now, he didn't say anything important, -I lied to him for the first time. 

-Really? 

-Yes, -I kept walking. 

-Okay... -He looked at me, unconvinced.

At least he didn't ask any more questions, and I continued with that little lie throughout the day. 

Until finally, it was time to go home.

... 

When I got home, the first thing I did was throw my backpack on the couch and invite everyone in. 

"Come in," I let them settle in the living room. 

"Is your dad home?" Noah asked, with the same nervousness Nico always had. 

"No," I sat down on the couch. 

"What a relief," he smiled, settling into the chair. 

"Do you guys want something to eat?" I asked. 

"Yes!" they answered in unison. 

"Well, let's go to the dining room... I think we have pizza."

We all headed there, and luckily for me, Luce wasn't there. 

I brought out some plates, set them on the table, and then served each one a slice of pizza leftover from the day before. 

Afterward, we ate, chatting about school, and I felt really relieved that that voice wasn't there. 

After we finished eating, we headed to the living room to start studying.

"So what's this formula for?" Emily showed me something in her notebook with a frustrated expression. 

"So I can calculate the circumference," I said. 

"Oh..." She fell silent. 

"Any other questions?" I watched them, but no one said anything. They seemed a little confused by all the information, but much more confident about the subject. 

"So," I continued, "what do you want to do now? 

" "Watch a movie," Noah smiled. "I'm tired of all that math." 

Everyone nodded. 

"If you want me to," I got up from my seat to grab a movie from a drawer.

"Wow, all your friends are here," I heard Luce's voice coming from the entrance. 

"Any problems?" I watched her. "None. 

" She approached Nico provocatively, and he just froze. 

I pulled him towards me. 

"Leave him alone." I 

gave her a dirty look. She giggled. 

"You owe me one for this morning, so I'll take it out on your boyfriend." 

My friends looked at us expectantly. 

"He's not my boyfriend, and besides, you're the aggressive crazy one," I reproached her. 

She came closer to me, about to slap me, but I stopped her hand and squeezed it. 

"Let me go," she pulled away aggressively. "You're an idiot, Lauren." 

"Don't you know any other one?" I looked at her tiredly. 

"She's a bitch," the voice said.

"You're a bitch," I blurted out. I heard my words and realized my mistake. Again. 

"I passed it to you once, but not now." Luce was really red-faced. Then she launched herself at me, pulling my hair. 

"Let me go!" I yelled, pulling her back. 

"You let me go!" she shrieked in her high-pitched voice. 

"You started it! You're crazy!" We were still the same.

"Enough, Lauren," I heard Nico say.

"You're two-faced!" he said. 

"You're crazy!"

"That's enough!" Arms pulled me away from Luce. 

"Dad," I whispered, looking into his angry eyes, as well as Amelia's. 

"Please, guys, back off," my dad said in a stern voice. 

All my friends quickly headed to the door and left without another word. 

"What's wrong? I thought you'd get along better," he said sternly. 

"Tell your daughter," Luce complained. "She tried to slap me! 

" "No, it's not true!" I yelled. "It was her!" 

My dad sighed, touching the bridge of his nose; he was about to explode. 

"Both of you go to your rooms. 

" I didn't say anything else and went upstairs, as did Luce.

"I hate you," I heard her whisper. 

I ignored her and went into my room. 

I combed my hair a little with my hands; my head ached from all the pulling.

Suddenly my dad walked in. 

"I didn't do anything to her," I said before he started his speech. 

"I know." He sat down next to me on my bed. 

"If you believe me? 

" "Amelia told me what Luce told you this morning. 

" "There you go, she treats me horribly. 

" "That's not the problem, daughter. 

" "So?" 

"Ever since the abandoned house, you've been more receptive to her attacks. Before, you ignored her. 

" "Really?" I watched him. "I'm sorry, Dad. I'll try to control myself, but don't expect me to put up with her insults." 

"I understand, and believe me, I'll talk to her, too." He pinched my cheek. "And I don't want to tell you this, but the next time we see one of these fights, you'll both be grounded until you're old women. 

" "I understand," I said more calmly. " 

Good night, little one." 

"Good night," I smiled at him, lying down.

After I saw him close the door, I sighed and closed my eyes, trying to sleep, but I couldn't help thinking that he was right. For the first time, I had responded aggressively because of that voice, and it was also the second time I had blurted out calling him a bitch, and I truly regretted it. 

What was happening to me?

... 

It was nighttime, everything was silent. I yawned and decided to get up and get some water, but suddenly I felt like I was being watched, and that made me nervous.

I got out of bed and tried to look around. Nothing, just that silence that made my skin crawl. 

I walked to the light switch at the entrance to the room; I needed some light to calm down. 

I reached for it, and then someone intercepted it. 

I tried to pull it away, but the man held me tight.

"Don't scream like last time, okay?" he spoke seductively. 

I remained silent. 

That voice sounded so familiar. 

Then he came up to me and flipped the switch, allowing me to see what he looked like.

A boy. 

He was a boy who looked my age but was really attractive. I felt a tingle all down my spine... I really couldn't help thinking he was really sexy, hotter than anyone I'd ever met.

"W-Who are you?" I asked, more scared than shocked. No matter how handsome he was, he'd entered my room uninvited. 

"I told you, a deabru," he smiled evilly but beautifully. 

I remembered that voice in my head, that same voice saying deabru, I remembered researching that word, ignoring it because a deabru was a demon.
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​7.Treatment.
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With just those words I fell back onto the bed... 

He stood there looking at me with superiority.

"Afraid?" He smirked at my reaction, and his expression sent a pleasant sensation down my spine. 

But I didn't dare speak, because it must have been a bad joke. He couldn't be a demon, much less the one pestering me. 

That individual crouched down to my eye level and leaned closer, revealing his black eyes, truly black. I'd never seen anything like them, irises so dark and enchanting. 

He leaned closer and caressed my cheek, and I guessed his perfidious intentions. 

I slapped him, which only made him smile. 

How could he possibly want to kiss me?

"I expected nothing less from someone who knows how to pretend so well. 

" "Get out of my house," I ignored his words and stood up straight. "I don't believe that you're a demon, it's not possible. You just want to bother me about what happened in that house and you also want to make a nuisance of yourself." I clenched my jaw. "Get out or I'll call my dad who, as you know, is a police officer." 

He burst out laughing, the situation amused him greatly. 

"The one who's bothering me is you." He sat down on the small sofa in front of me. 

"Of course not." I gave him a dirty look. 

"No? You summoned me," he looked at me with a truly attractive and malicious smile. "Now enjoy the consequences. 

" "What?" I said, not understanding. 

"There's a lot that intrigues me about you. I can't understand how you hide the evil inside you, I don't even understand why I can't know your greatest fear. 

" "I'm the one who doesn't understand what you're talking about. Go away, crazy. " 

-Let's recap," he smiled. "You performed that ritual to summon me and become a demon like me." 

I remained silent. Was he referring to what happened at the house? 

"Wait," I looked at him, confused. "I don't understand anything, and to begin with, I don't believe in demons. 

" "You don't believe even when I can enter your mind and chat with you?" He licked his perfect lips. "I even manipulated you into calling your annoying sister a bitch... twice. 

" "You... did you say all those things?" 

He nodded satisfied. 

"I don't believe you," I said, unconvinced by such barbarity. 

He got up from his place and approached me... I stepped back until I hit the headboard. 

"I'm very impatient, Lauren." His tone of voice was chilling to me. 

"I just don't understand why you did that... because if what you're saying is true, you should know that... I didn't summon you." 

He looked at me curiously. 

"You did it," he said, convinced 

. I shook my head. 

-No, I only accompanied my dad that night to that place, and there some people had killed another person and tried to kill me...- I spoke quickly and confusedly. 

He stood up and approached the window. 

-Were you the sacrifice? 

-I-I think so,- I said unsure. What kind of conversation was that? 

-So you're the one who didn't let me take his soul. 

-What?- I asked, more confused. 

-The second sacrifice,- he looked at me again, -I tried to take your soul as you were dying, but...- he looked at me with what seemed to me to be hatred, -for some reason I couldn't... I assumed it was because you had idiotically tried to kill yourself, you know, there are so many myths about summoning demons. 

-But it wasn't like that,- I looked into those terrifying and seductive black eyes,-I-I don't know who summoned you or why, so leave me alone. In fact, I don't even know who you are. 

He looked at me indignantly. 

-Don't you know who I am? -He moved a little closer, and I was afraid he was going to try to kiss me again. -I'm Jarek, a very virtuous demon who punishes evil people who want to be demons like me... 

-But I'm not evil, -I tried to explain. 

He smiled amusedly. 

-I'm not sure if that's true. There's something about you that I find shocking...it's actually exciting. Let's just say you're too good to be true...but anyway, -he continued, -I don't care if you didn't summon me. You'll help me find whoever did. 

-Why me? -I asked, scared. 

-Because if you don't find that person, -he moved closer to me, his eyes shining, -I'll take your soul. 

I froze with fear. 

-But that's not...

Then he kissed me. 

I squeezed his arms, trying to get him to let go, but he wouldn't. He forced his tongue into my mouth and soon bit my lip. 

What the heck was going on?! 

I watched him, blushing and scared, as my lip started to bleed.

"You'll help me because every moment I spend with you will be an opportunity to bring out that evil side of you that even you don't know and that I think you don't want to get to know." 

He caressed my neck, and my breathing stopped for a moment. 

What should I do? I couldn't even yell at him for what he'd just done; I was still in shock. But... I had to buy time and think clearly.

-For now," he smiled, "figure out who the fuck summoned me while I keep an eye on you because I actually find it fun to be your conscience and... pervert you." He approached my lip and wiped away the blood that was oozing out. "Understand, little one? 

Oh no. I was seriously going to faint."

throat dry. "Can Nico... help me?" He looked at 

me curiously. 

"The redhead?" 

I nodded. 

"Sure, it'll be really fun to do it together," he winked at me, "good luck convincing him." 

Then he vanished; there was no one else in the room but me.

My body was shaking. I was afraid of that demon and his dirty intentions... 

I knew I shouldn't involve Nico, but I needed his support, I needed someone to tell me I wasn't crazy. 

The next morning I would tell him everything. 

I just hoped he would believe me. 

I fell onto my bed and stared at the ceiling. 

My mind was blank. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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After getting dressed and rushing through everything, I left home very early, before I could meet up with Luce or my dad. 

I headed to school; I urgently needed to talk to someone.

I arrived at school and walked into the Conformation classroom. 

"Hey, Lauren," Nico greeted me. 

I smiled at him and watched as Emily, Noah, and Caroline approached. 

"Everything okay? Yesterday you and Luce..." Emily began. 

"Everything's fine," I said quickly. "Everything's been resolved, although Luce probably hates me more."

"Why the hell are you giving them explanations about your life?" - again the voice bothered me, correction, now I knew his name was Jarek and he was a demon.

"I'm glad, we were all scared when we saw your dad," Caroline smiled embarrassedly. 

"Don't worry..." I tried another smile.

The teacher arrived and the rest of the day passed relatively peacefully... without Jarek's interruption.

... 

I was staring into space. I was truly dazed, worried, upset, scared, and in shock. I felt like I was still asleep.

"Hey," Noah said to me as he packed his things, "could we study tomorrow?" 

"No," I looked at him and tried to smile. "I'm sorry, I just have something really important to do." 

"Okay, I'll do it later," he seemed incredulous. " 

See you tomorrow," Emily said, and then everyone else. 

I walked out the door like a zombie.

"What do you have to do tomorrow?" Nico caught up with me and looked at me with interest. 

"About that..."

"Let's go," Luce appeared demandingly. 

"Your sister again? Make her leave." " 

I need to talk to Nico," I said seriously, trying to ignore whatever mean thing the expletive was going to say. 

Luce rolled her eyes. 

"Fine, fine by me." Then she disappeared into her car. 

"If she weren't so infuriating, I'd find her attractive."

I couldn't stand his comments. I sighed heavily.

"So?" Nico was still looking at me. 

"I-I need your help," I said desperately. 

"Tell me," he adjusted his glasses. 

I kept walking. 

"I think something very bad is happening to me," I whispered. 

"Actually, I was going to tell you that you look like you're terrified." 

I stopped. 

"I am," I took his hand tightly. "I need to know who did the ritual in that house," I whispered even though there was no one around. 

"But you said we should forget about it," he sounded very surprised. 

"Tell the smart guy that things have changed." " 

I know, but it's something very important. 

" "Well... it's okay," he didn't seem very convinced. "If you want, we can spend tomorrow investigating, but seriously, you're worrying me." 

"Believe me, when I tell you everything, you'll be just like me." 

That made him look at me more confused. 

"Okay... then I'll see you at your house. 

" "No," I denied. "I would prefer us to meet somewhere other than our houses." 

"It's okay," he thought for a moment, "in the park? 

" "It's fine there," I relaxed a little. 

And we continued walking toward our homes. " 

I think this is very strange and mysterious," he said suddenly. 

"You have no idea." " 

You'll see that what I tell you tomorrow will sound even stranger," I replied. 

Nico looked at me curiously. 

"Can you give me a preview?" he asked. 

"No." " 

No," I said without thinking, realizing that I was obeying that voice.
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​8.Your fear
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I walked to the park where I was supposed to meet Nico and sat on a bench to wait for him. Luckily, there weren't many people there, just the occasional jogger or pet walker.

I played with my hands over and over again... I knew Nico was my unconditional friend, but I wondered how he'd take it all. Would he think I was crazy? How would I convince him if I didn't even believe it myself?

"I'm here, Lauren," he smiled, pulling me out of my thoughts. 

"Hi," I greeted him nervously, and he sat next to me. 

"Now are you going to tell me? 

" "Y-Yes... but promise you won't think I'm crazy. 

" "I promise," he said slowly. 

"Okay," I took a breath. "Remember the voice in my head? 

" "Yeah, what does that have to do with it?" he asked, interested. " 

I recently discovered that everything is connected to the ritual. 

" "What?" He adjusted his glasses. " 

The day before yesterday, a... boy named Jarek showed up at my house and told me he was the one talking in my head. 

" "Uh-huh," he said incredulously. "And then? 

" "Don't look at me like that," I asked. "I'm sure he's not lying, because no human can do what he did. " 

Nico remained silent. 

"He's a demon, and someone tried to summon him. He thought it was me, but now that I explained it to them... 

" "Wait," he looked at me with wide eyes. "You believed all that?" 

-Not at first, but now I do... And the only way he'll leave me alone is if I help him find out who summoned him, and I can't do that, not alone. I need your help. 

-No, - he looked at me seriously. 

-But Nico... 

-It was fun to investigate the subject, but I think you've taken it too seriously, - he stood up to leave, -you even believed that nonsense from some stranger... You're one of the smartest people I know, and I can't imagine you believing that. I'd better go.

I knew you wouldn't believe me.

-Hey -someone stopped him and I watched him. 

-W-Who are you?- my friend said, a little intimidated by... 

-Jarek -he smiled, making even my friend blush, but how could he not be left with his mouth open when he looked just as attractive as the last time. Now he was wearing black jeans and a navy blue short-sleeved shirt that outlined his torso. 

-Hey -I spoke to the demon- leave Nico alone, he doesn't want to help me. 

-I thought I was your friend -he smiled flirtatiously. 

-I am -he interrupted. 

-Then you should help her -he cornered him against a tree. 

-What are you doing? -I frowned at how he treated him. 

The demon smiled and approached Nico. 

-I'm trying to convince him to help -he fixed his eyes on the redhead. 

-You're just lying to my friend to get her to help you with nonsense, of course I won't participate -he said trying to portray confidence but I knew the fear he was feeling. 

"I'm not lying," he stroked Nico's chin, who became extremely nervous. "She knows it's true and I can prove it to you. 

" "H-How?" he stammered. 

I stood still, trying to understand what was happening. 

That guy had taken my friend's chin in his hand and planted a kiss on his lips, sticking his tongue in the other's poor mouth. Did he kiss everyone?

When he finally walked away, Nico and I were shocked. 

"I know your secret, Nico," he smiled evilly. 

Nico paled, and I did too. 

"I-It's impossible," Nico whispered. 

"I know you're gay, and you're afraid of people finding out because you've been rejected so many times. " 

Nico woke up from his trance and looked at me. 

"Did you tell her, Lauren?" He seemed upset and about to cry. 

"Of course not." I looked at the guy; everything was so confusing. "Obviously 

she didn't tell me," he smiled amusedly. "I can figure out a person's worst fear... almost everyone's, except this girl's," he looked at me curiously. 

"Don't lie, she told you." Nico looked at me with teary eyes. 

"No," I tried to convince him, "I swear. 

" "Well, I don't believe you. 

" "Ugh, unbelieving humans, look and learn," interrupted the demon, who addressed a woman who was passing by. 

Nico and I watched him. 

“Excuse me,” he smiled kindly. “These kids want to be sure that I know their worst fear, so,” he touched the lady’s shoulder and then giggled. “So that’s your worst fear?” 

“What are you talking about?” the lady said, full of confusion. 

“Believe me, I know worse,” Jarek turned to us. “This lady cheated on her husband with another man and she’s afraid that he’ll find out and leave her on the street.” 

The lady turned pale. 

“Who told you?” she whispered. “Please don’t tell my husband or else... 

” “They see it.” He looked at us with those deep eyes, ignoring the poor woman’s concern. 

“Leave her alone,” I complained and took them both by the hand and went to another part of the park where there was no one.

... 

We stayed in a desolate part, that demon sat placidly on a bench while Nico and I were tense. 

"I think it's clear that I don't lie, right?" He smiled slyly. 

"Yes... please don't tell anyone my secret," Nico asked, almost pleading. " 

He won't." I hugged my overwhelmed friend and gave Jarek a look of disgust. 

"I won't do it as long as you help us, little Nico, will you?" He crossed his arms. 

"I will," he said with resignation. 

"Great!" The demon stood up cheerfully. "Then I'll go, I have nothing else to do here." À plus tard" Then he vanished.

"Are you okay?" I whispered to Nico. 

"Do you think he'd be capable of telling anyone?" He was still worried. 

"You heard him, he won't do it as long as we help him." I tried to sound confident, but even I had doubts that his word could be trusted. 

Nico nodded weakly. 

"Calm down," I caressed his cheek. 

"I can't rest easy... if he's already hurt you, I can't imagine what more he could do. This is all crazy. 

" "Nothing bad will happen," I smiled. "Some marks on your back or a kiss won't do anything. 

" "Did he... kiss you?" He looked at me with his mouth open. 

I sighed. 

"It doesn't matter... he just wants to be annoying. 

" "And was it as unpleasant as what happened a moment ago?" 

I smiled embarrassedly. 

"We both know he's not a bad kisser." 

Nico let out a nervous laugh. 

"Okay... so, can I help you?" He wiped his tears and adjusted his glasses. 

"Sure, and thanks," I smiled. 

"So how do we get started? 

" "I have this idea that... I could look into my dad's files." I looked at him, and he seemed stunned. 

"What's wrong?" I asked, puzzled. 

"Nothing," he tried to hide it. 

I sighed. 

"I know this looks bad, but I'm doing everything to get back to normal, and believe me, it'll never change who I am." 

"You better," he seemed sad and worried, "because I couldn't bear to lose my best friend." " 

That will never happen. "

After that we headed to our first place to investigate.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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"Make sure no one comes," I whispered to Nico, searching through my dad's desk drawers. " 

You said no one was there," he looked at me from the office's entrance door. 

"There's no one there, but anyone can show up unexpectedly. 

" "Just hurry up," he said. 

I started searching everywhere. There were several files on various cases, but nothing from that night. 

"They're really slow with this."

I jumped in my place when I heard that voice behind me. 

"W-What are you doing here? How did you get in?" I looked at that demon. " 

First, I came to help you because my plans got canceled and I was bored of waiting and second, I can enter with a snap anywhere I want." He got really close to my face making me step back. 

"If you want to help you can look there." I pointed to a drawer and still smiling he approached it. 

I approached another and continued searching. 

Didn't he get tired of bothering me?

... 

I found some files on people who had stolen or committed minor crimes. For a moment, I thought about skipping that information, but I remembered my dad had always said never to ignore the small details. 

I opened a folder and was glad I did. 

The photo of the girl from that night was there. 

"Hey," I called Jarek, "she was there that day." 

Jarek approached me and took the folder in his hands. 

"It says here," he began to read, "that her name is Ashley Fernandez and she's now confined in the St. Louis Psychiatric Hospital because she lost her sanity after the accident." 

We both looked at each other. 

"Are we going to see her?" I asked. 

"Of course, she probably knows." He closed the folder and left it where it was. 

"Now that you have what you wanted, can we go?" Nico asked, frightened. " 

Sure." I headed for the exit, and Nico left before me. Just at that moment, Jarek wrapped me in his arms, watching me with his unique eyes.

- W-What are you doing? - I inadvertently remembered the night before and ran my gaze over his fleshy lips. 

- What are you doing? - He smiled maliciously. - Do you expect me to kiss you again? 

- Of course not. - I tried to get away but he held me tighter. 

- Humans are so predictable. - He laughed 

. - Can I... ask something? - I tried to calm down. 

- What? - He gently ran his hands all over my lower back making me shudder. 

- Why did you think I was a bad person? 

He smiled even wider. 

- I didn't believe it , I still do. 

I opened my mouth slightly. 

- Many people try to summon demons. - He moved closer to my mouth. - There are people who are pure evil and then there are those you remind me of... they have sheep's skin but their insides are so - He sighed as if he had had a mental orgasm - they are worse than those who show their evil. 

"That's not..." 

"With every second I spend with you, I'm just trying to bring out that side of me, and I see that I'm succeeding. 

" "It's not true," I said firmly. 

"We'll see." He gave me a soft kiss on the corner of my lip. "We'll see each other tomorrow to look for that girl, and it's best if you get out of here before anyone else gets here. You don't want to get into trouble." He moved away from me.

"Goodbye, Nicolas," he said to my friend, who was still standing in the doorway watching the whole spectacle, then Jarek vanished. 

"L-Let's go," I said to Nico, and we both headed to my room, still dazed.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​9.Provocation.
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I woke up ready to start my routine. It was 10 a.m. 

I got up, grabbed some clothes from my drawer, and headed to the bathroom to take a shower. 

While I let the water heat up, I started thinking about what a difficult day it would be. Just thinking about having to go with that demon and Nico on a pointless mission...stressed me out. It stressed me out to think that my poor friend would have to put up with that guy's bullying.

I sighed, thinking of something later, and began to take off my pajama bottoms so I could shower. I threw them into the dirty clothes basket and immediately went to take off my blouse...

"Good morning!" I heard a shout. 

I jumped in my place just as that demon entered the bathroom. 

"What are you doing here?! How did you get into my house?" I was confused and embarrassed because even though I wasn't naked, I was pantsless. 

He looked me up and down, and I felt even worse. My cheeks were probably red as a tomato. 

"How immodest," he mocked. 

"What are you doing here?" I repeated. 

"I came to see you, Lauren," he smiled amusedly. "And don't worry, no one saw me come in." He leaned against the bathroom wall. 

"Couldn't you wait for me to get out?" I gave him a dirty look. 

"If I had, I would have missed this sight..." He continued watching me. 

"Get out of here!" I yelled, angrily, redder than before. 

"Woah, I've never seen you upset," he faked a surprised expression. 
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