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To my professor(s) who helped inspire this story and pushed me to learn from it, love you lots.
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Some stories are written for entertainment.

Others are written because they refuse to stay silent.

Tarot is a work of dark fiction rooted in mythology, fate, and the consequences of curiosity. It explores how belief, intuition, and desire can blur the line between power and destruction. This story does not aim to glorify violence, occult practices, or death—but rather to examine how easily humans underestimate forces they do not fully understand.

This novel was written for readers who enjoy supernatural horror, psychological tension, and morally complex characters. It is meant to unsettle, provoke thought, and linger after the final page.

Enter with an open mind—and remember: every choice has a cost.

Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction.

All characters, locations, religions, spiritual practices, rituals, and events described in this book are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

This book contains graphic violence, death, and mature themes, including horror elements that may be disturbing to some readers. Reader discretion is advised.

Nothing in this book should be interpreted as encouragement or instruction to engage in occult practices, rituals, or spiritual belief systems. 

The author does not endorse harm, violence, or illegal activity.

This work is intended for entertainment purposes only.
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Chapter 1: The road to New Orleans
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The afternoon sun beat down on the old Louisiana plantation as Natalie climbed into the back of the Volkswagen bus. She settled into her seat, slipped in her earbuds, and let the music wash over her. In the front, Trisha twisted around, calling back toward the rear of the vehicle.

"Are we about ready to get going?”

Leo's voice came from behind the bus, upbeat and excited. "Yeah, guess we are. Just got done putting in the ice chest."

He had that thick country accent, that swagger that made everything sound like it was no big deal. He slammed the back door shut and made his way around to the passenger seat, dropping in with a satisfied grunt.

Trisha leaned forward, turning the key. The bus sputtered, backfired, groaned like something dying, then finally caught. She fell back into her seat as they pulled out from the driveway onto the dirt road.

"Hope this damn bus makes it all the way to Orleans," she muttered, agitated. "My mistake getting a crappy antique."

Leo shot her a look, arrogant but flirty. "Ah we'll be fine. I know how to deal with cars, so you got a handyman."

They were cruising along nicely when they hit the potholes—several of them, one after another, jolting the bus so hard it stopped dead. Trisha slammed the wheel, her head rocking forward with the force of her anger.

"Damn!! I hate these country-ass roads!"

She gripped the wheel with both hands, sinking back into her seat, forcing herself to take deep breaths before driving again.

"Shit, that was a doozy all right," Leo groaned.

From the back, Natalie's soft voice floated forward. "God, I feel like I'm gonna puke..."

Soon they were speeding up on the highway, cars bustling around them as they approached the city. Natalie pulled out her earbuds, watching the tall buildings slide past her window. Leo sighed, drawn out and lame.

"I'm ready to be there, and we only just started... Lord have mercy. How long till we're there?”

"Roughly four hours, so chill," Trisha stated calmly.

They left the city behind, entering what looked like a ghost town. Leo laughed sarcastically as he read the sign. "Entering Summerton? What a shitty name. It looks like one of those old western films my dad made me watch growing up."

Trisha's voice went droopy, unfortunate. "It's got a sad and depressing vibe. I can't stand to look at this shit. Everything's falling down and abandoned. I can't believe it.”

"Looks like it would've been a wealthy town at one point," Natalie observed. "I seen a few oil derricks close by."
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