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Exorcising Tara’s Bunny Spirit.

By Tidbit!
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“Tidbit was possessed by horny bunny energy while writing this. Hop hop.”

––––––––
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Tara March rapped her knuckles on the door, took a step back, and bit her lip. She double-checked the sign hung up in the window again. Yep, ‘Paranormal Investigations and Exorcisms Done Cheap!’. This was the place. It had taken her a while to find it — it wasn’t on any maps. Tara toed the metal grating of the fire escape and looked back down the puddle-strewn alleyway to the road. 

“Probably not much money in such a niche business,” she murmured to herself. It would certainly explain why this particular business was tucked away above the back of a Chinese restaurant. The wind whipped by again, and she grabbed to secure her beanie even as her skirt lifted up.

She waited another few seconds before checking her watch, knees rubbing together out of either suspense... or something else. Sure enough, she was here during the advertised time that it would be open. “Maybe no one’s in,” she thought to herself. “It means I can go home and shove my fingers—NO! Bad Tara!”  

She checked for a ‘back in five minutes!’ sticker or sign — just as a crash from inside made her jump. She leaned forward to peek through the window but couldn’t see much behind the drooping leaves of a houseplant and the glare of the white clouds overhead, reflected on the glass. There was another crash, and she hurriedly opened the door.

Within was an unkempt ‘office entryway’ with a too-large desk sitting directly ahead, partially in front of a door. It was missing chunks, and random splotches of paint decorated it. The desk leaned on an angle. Her first thought was that it looked as if it had been recovered from a landfill. She was right.

Something moved from within the room ahead, and her eyes darted up to see a little ball of blue light hover past the door, followed by a man getting thrown in the opposite direction with a yelp. Her nerves were replaced with concern, and she scooted around the salvaged desk to peek through the door. She found a young man in a lab coat getting to his feet, and a giggling spectre staring him down.

A gasp escaped her at the sight of the spectre, and the young man’s head snapped to her. He had cloves of garlic around his neck, a rosary wrapped around one arm, and a dreamcatcher in the other — held aloft. As his eyes met hers, she forgot the danger and wondered how they’d look staring down at her bare chest.   

“Oh, hello!” the man said with a polite smile, breaking her out of her fantasy. He gave her a quick nod before turning back to the spectre. “I’ll be with you right away!”

Tara watched as the ghost sent sparkling knives of aquamarine magic his way, which he dove to the floor to escape. The sharp ends stabbed into wood rather than flesh, and he was back on his feet in an instant, whirling around to shove the dreamcatcher at the blue ball. 

“Relinquish your power in the name of Steryar!” he declared, and the blue ball giggled.

“Nope!” it snickered, raising two little nubby arms.

“Psy?” he asked, standing a little straighter. “Does that do anything for you?”

“Other than make me shake my little booty, nope.”

The man cleared his throat and pushed his glasses further up the bridge of his nose.

“Let’s see... Danny DeVito? Kasane Teto? King James 6th and 1st? Sherlock Holmes? Are any of those gonna work?”

“No, but you’re getting warmer,” the spectre giggled.

“Uh, Agatha Christie?”

The little blue spectre yowled in pain, its little nubs attempting to cover itself. A powerful wind blew through the office, sending stray pages whirling around as it all rushed to the dreamcatcher. Tara had to hold onto her beanie with both hands.

“No! No! Please! I’ll be good, I promise!” the blue spectre pleaded as the man raised the dreamcatcher up, sucking the ghost into it. “I’ll behave! Nooooo...”

The blue ball was sucked into the dreamcatcher in a corkscrew, a pathetic yowl its last utterance before hitting the strings with a splat. The man jumped towards a fish tank and slapped the dreamcatcher down — and everything stilled. 

The only sound was the flutter of loose pages stubbornly refusing to settle as the dramatic tension died in a single moment. During the quiet, Tara realized just how much destruction the little thing had wrought. Bookshelves were now bare, their contents strewn across the floor haphazardly. The raggedy furniture was now ruined. Odd artifacts were tipped over or thrown aside, and it was impossible to tell where they were supposed to be. Or what they were supposed to be, for that matter.

The man regained his composure, standing straight and clearing his throat. He began stripping off his magical accessories as he approached Tara, offering his hand with a smile.
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