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For you, the reader, for those seeking to immerse themselves in a story that few know.

"Other friends have already flown away from me; into the morning, he will forsake me, as my former hopes."

EDGAR ALLAN POE
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Olivia Anderson finally arrived at the city of New York, boarded a flight from Portland and ended up arriving after nearly six hours, exit the airport and took a taxi to the metro station where rose on the right. During the trip, she could not help thinking, in what was the cause of Sebastian not to share on the phone what so important; in spite of the pressing of the situation, he understood when she had to delay the trip, due to the wedding of his mother Chloe with the lord, Ian Marshall, and only when they departed from the honeymoon was that she was able to make the flight.

To tell you the truth, Olivia was excited, as it was the first time, in which he found himself face-to-face with who was almost more than a year of dating at a distance, through video chat, video calling, and different types of messenger. I felt nervous, but at the same time was anxious, perhaps it should not have to pick up their hair, brown almost blond, in a ponytail still best to leave it to the wind, a little more makeup, a dress and some heels instead of the jeans are worn, blouse yellow, and shoes that she wore, finally, while I was thinking all this, the metro stopped at the station where it was supposed to go down, so he left his seat and carrying his backpack out of the car, although to maintain the look to the front she went next to Sebastian Collingwood, without realizing it, even though he was so attentive and calling it by his name, grabbed it out of that trance, Olivia turned around looking at the smiling face of Sebastian, with her hair, but short, blond, face, shaving, thin, but in shape, and he was wearing some jeans classics, t-shirt black short sleeves who lip-synched to teach their arms better, and on his feet, putting on his sneakers. She to see him forgot all the uncertainties that bothered, and ran towards him impulsively hugging it, then looked at each other intently, and for the first time we kissed, the happiness you radiated was palpable to the touch, there was no why to wait more time, as they were the complement of the other, knew each other so well that the relationship had not been hindered by the passion that tends to cloud judgement, no, of course not, Olivia and Sebastian were a couple unquestionably, and now finally came the moment of the encounter that much awaited.

Unlike what tends to happen in movies, and described in books, a romantic moment will no longer be possible too in a public place, much less in the subway station, with people constantly passing hasty, and slapping each other, it becomes annoying. With all this in mind, Sebastian offered to carry the backpack of Olivia, she said that it was not heavy as it had only been a few changes of clothes, your phone and wallet, but he insisted and Olivia ended up accepting. Sebastian, taking into account that passed noon, he invited her to lunch at his favorite restaurant: How was your day!

Olivia was hungry during the trip only ate granola bars and a sports drink, all for the nerves of the meeting, and without hesitation he accepted gladly, being as well as the two embraced, for the contact made you feel so out of the subway station by taking a taxi.

Both were seated at one of the best tables in the restaurant, Sebastian knew the owner and booked in advance, they had lunch tuna salad and for dessert they ate a small portion of chocolate cake, once the food they remained for a long time there, talking about their lives while they drank coffee. Olivia was proud of Sebastian for his tireless work as a writer, being a fan, which I read first, no one in all the books of her boyfriend, it was as well as ended up to congratulate him due to his recent publication “The roses of Miguel”, a romantic novel of fifty-two pages, which was on sale in ebook format, it had good reviews from the readers and the simplicity of the work was sublime, being at that time when Olivia asked how they arose their ideas.

—Always think I know exactly what I'm writing —said Sebastian— but the truth is that you never know it in truth. Ground to start from a specific point, but then I let go and the ideas are flowing alone, sometimes reading a book from another author, or watch a movie, as well as to hear a music manage to make me inspire to end up having a better idea than I thought to write, originally. But what do you think of it?

Olivia was surprised by the question, I wasn't sure what to answer, Sebastian understood perfectly well that answered for her, saying.

—You're still finding your way, Olivia no need to be ashamed. I do not found my way until I was twenty-four years, just imagine. Until the age of twelve, I thought it would be an archaeologist, then I thought that the acting would be my thing, but I'm not convinced never to represent, but rather to create, I went to the university to finish studying marketing and publicity, but after getting my degree I couldn't understand what the significance of it. Only there was a constant in my life and it was the writing, so that twenty-three years I collected all my manuscripts, I had to scan, I edited and updated, and thanks to the modernity I published my first book of short stories, the twenty-four years old, since then I can't imagine my life doing anything else for a living.

She smiled with security, in the words of Sebastian made her feel relieved, not was judged not to conform to the parameters of the society moderna but that was being encouraged to afford to enjoy, something that certainly deserved it after what we suffered in Crowswood, the remoteness of his people and the company of the man she loved gave him a genuine peace, something that he had not felt in a long time.

—I really like the photograph, " answered Olivia— art and urban landscapes simple, I have taken some time, but in the end I'm safe, I plan to study photography and maybe move to New York, that is what I want for me.

The face of Olivia was lit, the happiness overflowed by all his being, but he felt that it touched the clouds with the hands when Sebastian said, that if he wished to do so he had known they could do that she will be taking a private course, and after graduation the same as would have jobs, starting as an assistant, but later would scale, maybe in two years would be a professional photographer, and even would get his own studio.

Abruptly, Olivia was gripped by a sense of guilt, realizing that he never had spoken to him about the events that plagued his life, yes, he shared his father's murder at the hands of her late ex-boyfriend Steven Dier, as well as all the acts of officers, but never mentioned the curse that weighed on her and her friends, on her face it was visible that something the grieved, Sebastian was no fool, but neither wanted to push it so he continued talking about the benefits of studying in New York, narrating as he, who has always lived in the city, after get your college degree he began a long journey to find employment, the labour market was hard, but it helped him to begin to try their luck with their books, the problem was that many publishers of online journals did not want to, or answer your emails, until the order was tired by trivia, deciding to start to publish independently, this allowed him to have greater control over their works, but he admitted that in his early books were the order of the typing errors, in addition't able to understand what systems to use to format their jobs, the creation of a cover appropriate, all this meant that their sales were minimal, in his first year as a writer only won four dollars, this is far from discourage forced him to improve and to be an editor seriously, assuming his new role as a multi-tasking, performing as well as author, editor, and publicist. To end by sharing that he lived with his parents until the age of twenty-five years of age, then moved to his own apartment, the same was not very far from the restaurant and could easily walk.

Olivia no longer endured more so seeing as Sebastian opened a way as sympathetic and gentle, did not hesitate to begin to narrate, little by little, everything that happened to her and her friends, but understanding the implausible, the facts began in the following manner.

—You may think that I'm insane, but I must tell you something important about me.

Sebastian heard with attention and silence, every word that Olivia shared with him, even she confessed that.

—Mrs. Harris warned us that we should never share anything of what happened, as the people of Crowswood is not ready to accept that the land where he grew up, is a source of possibilities of the supernatural, something that no one wants to think, it is for this reason that the legend of the preacher Michael J. Richard, continues to be nothing more than a local history. In addition to ms. Michelle Harris revealed to us that everything that we do, has not put an end to anything, only his emissaries fell, but the presence that infected Crowswood you will never have to go away, and every inhabitant of the village, as if it were a game of chance sickly, may fall from grace, for no apparent reason, at any time. And if I share this, at the risk of you think that I am crazy, it is because, I don't want to have this relationship with you keeping a secret that weighs on me, so to hide it would be comparable to lie, and I don't want to do it. Now you know the truth, and if you think that I'm losing the reason, believe me that I will understand, I will not bother you.

Sebastian had been attentive to every word that came out of the mouth of Olivia, and when it ended he said, to quiet the same, that he was sure that she was telling the truth, admitting that he thought and that in fact I should not worry, he would never think that she was crazy because he fully trusted his word.

Sebastian looked at the time on your mobile phone noticing that it was two in the afternoon, he stood up and took Olivia by the hand, proposing to stay in your department, if and when she wanted to as well, since they had not talked before, but ended up accepting and together they departed.

Located on the 21st floor of the building Melback Room, the apartment was well furnished and decorated, were abundant in the walls of the collection pieces and photographs of the landscape. In the hall there was a bike, accompanied by three pairs of dumbbells that Sebastian showed up, cheerfully, as the area of the gym, then presented the kitchen-dining room, and in the end it was the guest room in front of his, making it clear that each had their own bathroom.

After unpacking, Olivia took a shower, while Sebastian put into practice all their culinary skills, cooking dinner.

Close to six in the evening they both took a seat at the table, so as to taste the specialty of Sebastian, pasta with sauce, and parmesan cheese, and to drink, a bottle of wine harvest 1948.

The time had almost flown by, while they talked about so many things I wanted to share since it had been almost a year, but then came the inevitable question on the part of Olivia, who did not hesitate to share your concerns.

—Why hast thou believed? Just did it, without incurring in details, or to resist, alleging possible suggestions or bad interpretations.

Sebastian felt uncomfortable, but he was sure that it must manifest the truth as well that began in the following manner.

—I wanted to come to New York, because I had to tell you something... very strange that happened to me...

Olivia understood immediately what he meant, finishing the sentence for him, saying “Crowswood”. Sebastian nodded, but he admitted that he never knew that she could be part of the key of it all until she herself confessed during that afternoon, Olivia no doubt Sebastian did not want to hurry and confess how much he loved him but in fact the way it was, and this caused you to trust him, listening to his story.

—One magic night —he went on to say Sebastian— in which both crossed our paths, I was looking for the house that I had inherited from my great-grandmother, Clotilde Townshend, who I never knew anything until I got this strange letter. After that we said goodbye I went on my way. I'm not sure how long I was walking, but I remember to have found the house, I remember, called to the door several times until finally, convinced that no one was waiting for me, I don't know why I did it, the legal advisor told me that no one would be there, and finally feeling very stupid I used the keys that gave me the lawyer...

—Forgot certain things from that night?

—If, in fact if. I remember only a few moments accompanied by huge gaps mental —admitted Sebastian— I tried everything to remember, therapy, treatments in order to exercise the memory, and even hypnosis, but it didn't work, at least not as I expected.

—What are you talking about?

—Triggered terrible nightmares in me, but nothing that is useful. In terms of what happened in that house I don't remember, I have short images in my head, a fire, and a lady strange cover by flames, then everything became a blur up until dawn; then I woke up in the same house, but it was reduced to rubble by fire, as it is, I was unscathed, or so I believed.
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