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It was the spring of 2009, and Cassie sat cross-legged on her bed, a textbook open in front of her but entirely forgotten. The sunlight filtered through gauzy curtains, casting shifting patterns across the wooden floor of her bedroom. In her hand, she turned the strange amulet over and over, the metal warm—unnaturally so—against her skin.

“What are you?” she whispered, studying the intricate etchings on its surface.

The amulet didn’t respond, of course. But sometimes... sometimes it felt like it could.

Her older sister, Brandi, had returned to her house in a quiet neighborhood across town. It was weeks ago. Her smile was a little more fragile than before, and her eyes carried the grief of losing her close friend, Heather. 

Cassie, now eighteen and homeschooled through her final year of high school, was supposed to be settling back into a normal routine. Math problems and history essays. Graduation plans. College applications. But after everything that had happened at the mansion on Hollow Ridge, “normal” felt like a word from a forgotten language.

The memories clung to her like fog: the fallen angels, the demon, the shadows, the power that had surged through her when she’d used the amulet to help banish them, the terror, the exhilaration, the clarity.

Something inside her had awakened that night—and it refused to go back to sleep.

She pushed the textbook aside and leaned over the trunk at the foot of her bed. It had belonged to Rose, the previous owner of the amulet, and was filled with old papers, trinkets, and personal effects. Most of it had been untouched since their parents had purchased the estate. But Cassie had been methodically going through every item, hoping for clues.

That’s when she found it—a worn leather-bound journal, tucked beneath a false bottom in a wooden chest. The pages were yellowed and brittle, ink smudged in places by age or possibly tears. The handwriting belonged to someone long gone—a scholar who had clearly spent a lifetime chasing the secrets Cassie now held in her hands.

"Five Divine Relics," she read aloud one evening, her voice barely above a breath as she traced the faded ink. "Keybearers... chosen to safeguard and wield..."

Her stomach dropped.

The amulet wasn’t just some tool to ward off evil spirits. It was ancient—one of five. Each relic was tied to a primal force, and together, they could reshape reality. The journal warned of corruption, of the seductive whisper of power that crept into the minds of those who dared to wield the relics.

She felt it sometimes—that whisper. Especially at night, when the world was quiet.

Just a taste, the voice seemed to murmur. Think of what you could do. Think of who you could save.

But Cassie shook her head every time.

Not like that. Not ever.

She flipped the page and stared at a passage underlined in red ink:

"Many who came before fell to the relic’s seduction. Few resisted. None remained unchanged."

That thought haunted her as she continued her research. She dug through occult websites, library archives, even old chat forums. She posted questions under a pseudonym, and soon enough, she started getting answers.

That’s how she heard about them.

The Astral Dreamers.

They were more than a myth—more than just a network of supernatural scholars and relic hunters. They were a secret society that had existed for centuries, dedicated to protecting the world from threats beyond the veil. Guardians. Watchers. Warriors. Some were born into the calling. Others, like Cassie, were chosen by fate.

The more she uncovered about them, the more she felt... drawn. As if her entire life had been steering her toward this path.

Brandi noticed the shift.

“You’re not sleeping again,” she said gently one night, standing in Cassie’s doorway, her arms crossed.

Cassie looked up from her notebook, eyes ringed with fatigue. “There’s too much I don’t understand.”

“You’re allowed to take a break, you know. You’re still a kid.”

“I’m not a kid anymore,” Cassie said quietly, almost to herself. “Not after what we saw. Not after Heather.”

Brandi walked in and sat beside her. “You’re right. You’re not. But that doesn’t mean you have to carry the weight of the world alone.”

Cassie nodded, appreciating the comfort but knowing deep down that the burden was hers now. The amulet had chosen her.
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One phone call changed everything. Her phone rang just days before her spring break trip to Salem, where she’d been invited to a secret gathering of supernatural scholars known as the New England Conclave at the University of Salem. Unknown number. New Orleans area code.

She almost didn’t answer.

But something told her to.

“Hello?” she said, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “Cassie?” a woman’s voice replied, low and deliberate. My name is Emily Johnson. I was told that you had helped with a recent paranormal case. I saw postings on social media. My brother is missing, and I think it’s occult related.”

“What’s your brother’s name?” she asked.

“Bobby. Bobby Johnson.”

A silence passed between them. Then Cassie said, “I’m sorry to hear that. What are the details? Can you tell me more about what happened?” Cassie asked, leaning forward in her chair.

Emily took a deep breath, staring out the window as the worry tightened in her chest. “It’s been three days. The police haven’t found any signs of forced entry, ransom note, or nothing. It’s like Bobby just vanished into thin air.”

Cassie frowned. “That’s strange. Was he acting differently before he disappeared?”

“Yes,” Emily admitted. “He had been obsessed with researching our family’s past. Initially, I thought it was just a phase, but then he found some old journals from our great-grandfather, Jonathan Lockwood. He became convinced that our family was connected to some secret society—something to do with the occult.”

Cassie’s interest was piqued. “What kind of secret society?”

“I don’t know,” Emily admitted. “But he kept talking about an ancient artifact hidden in our estate. He was determined to find it. Then, three days ago, he stayed overnight at the old house alone... and the next morning, he was gone.”

Cassie’s fingers tightened around her phone. “Do you have anything else? Any strange messages or symbols?”

“There were strange symbols in the attic, and some of Bobby’s notes mentioned something about a portal. I don’t know what to believe anymore,” Emily said, her voice cracking with emotion. “Please, Cassie. I need your help.”

Cassie grabbed a notepad and jotted down Emily’s information. “I’ll look into this and get back to you as soon as I can.”

After ending the call, she immediately dialed her older sister, Brandi.

“We’ve got another case,” Cassie said, skipping pleasantries. “A guy named Bobby Johnson disappeared in New Orleans. His sister thinks it’s occult-related. Something about an artifact and their great-grandfather’s involvement in a secret society.”

Brandi sighed on the other end. “Alright, I’ll book us tickets. We leave in the morning.”

After the call ended, Cassie stared at the amulet, which glowed faintly in the dim light.

Calls like this were becoming more frequent, and she was starting to feel like a two sister Ghostbusters operation.

She had remotely investigated the others and taken no physical action. This case felt different; they needed to go. Even the amulet seemed to say, "Let's do this."

She exhaled, already feeling the weight of the mystery settling onto her shoulders. Another missing person. Another supernatural case. And if what Emily said was true, this one was going to take them deep into the shadows of New Orleans’ past.

Whatever lay ahead in New Orleans was her calling, not Salem, and she knew she was past the point of turning back.

This was her path now.

And it was just beginning.
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Call for help

Bobby’s sister ended the call and slowly lowered the phone to the kitchen counter, her fingers trembling slightly. She turned to face her parents, who had just finished their conversation on the landline across the room. The worry in their eyes mirrored her own.

“I got through to the girl from Delaware,” she said, her voice tight with hope and exhaustion. “Cassie. The one from the online story about the mansion on Hollow Ridge—the missing people. She and her sister Brandi are coming here to help.”

Sitting at the edge of the dining table, Bobby's mother let out a long, weary sigh and gave a small, hopeful smile. “Good,” she said, brushing a tear from her cheek. “That’s good. We’ve... we’ve hired someone too. A private investigation team out of Houston. They specialize in this kind of thing. Paranormal, occult... all the strange stuff the police won’t touch.”

Bobby’s father, who hadn’t spoken much since the disappearance, nodded slowly. “Between the two teams, maybe... just maybe we’ll get some answers.”

The house fell quiet again, the kind of silence that carried weight. The walls of the living room, once filled with laughter and Bobby’s booming footsteps, now seemed to listen in with solemn reverence. A picture of him in his football jersey sat framed on the mantle. His smile in the photo almost looked like it belonged to a ghost.

It had been three days since Bobby Johnson had vanished without a trace.

According to the investigators, there were no signs of struggle. No witnesses. Not a single clue.

The police had already closed the case as a "probable runaway." They stopped returning the family's calls.

But his mother knew better. “He would never just leave,” she whispered more to herself than anyone else.

And they all knew what place the rumors pointed at.

That old, broken house at the edge of town. The one whispered about since their grandparents' days.

The cursed place.

Bobby’s sister looked out the window toward the forest line beyond the backyard. The shadows seemed to stretch just a little too long that evening.

She whispered, “Hold on, Bobby. We’re not giving up. Help is coming.”
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Bobby had always called New Orleans home, a city pulsing with life, music, and hidden histories.

Four years earlier, Katrina had caused widespread death and destruction. The city was slowly getting back on its feet but was only a shadow of its former self. Many people fled and never returned, but the Johnson family had remained.

Bobby’s family inherited an old three-story house near a historic family cemetery on the outskirts of downtown, curiosity mingled with apprehension. The house, once belonging to his great-grandfather Jonathan Lockwood, stood weathered and foreboding, vines creeping along its walls like nature's silent sentinels.

“Are you sure about this place?” Bobby asked as they pushed open the rusted gate. It creaked in protest, revealing an overgrown garden beneath the looming shade of ancient oaks.

His parents exchanged glances but nodded. "It’s part of our family history," his father said. It’s time we see what’s inside."

Despite the house's eerie presence, Bobby couldn’t shake the thrill of discovery. As they explored the rooms, dust thick in the air, an odd sensation settled over him—as though unseen eyes tracked his every move. He dismissed it as nerves, but the feeling grew stronger the deeper he ventured.

His parents had tired from the initial walkthrough and decided to head home, but Bobby asked to remain. They agreed that he would take a Taxi home later.

On the third floor, an attic door caught his attention. Unlike the rest of the house, it was locked, almost deliberately concealed behind a bookcase and forgotten relics. His pulse quickened. A hidden door meant secrets. Determined, he searched until he found a rusty key tucked in the study's pages of an old book on the Amazon. With a deep breath, he unlocked the attic door and stepped inside. A narrow staircase went upward into the darkness. At the top of the stairs was an old light bulb dangling on a power cord.

The air was thick with the scent of age, and mounds of forgotten belongings were draped in cobwebs. Shadows twisted in the dim light as he moved carefully, his eyes scanning the space. A peculiar closet stood apart in a distant corner, its wooden surface etched with strange symbols that seemed to shimmer faintly.

Bobby ran his fingers over the carvings, a strange hum vibrating beneath his touch. Something about it felt alive. When he opened the door, two chests lay inside—one ornately decorated, the other plain and unassuming. The symbols on the first chest matched those on the closet door.

Placing it onto the attic floor, Bobby exhaled sharply. The air turned cool, sending a shiver down his spine. He found aged trinkets, photographs, and letters bound in faded ribbon. He gently unfolded the pages, his great-grandfather’s words coming to life.

The letters spoke of a place called Mysteria, a hidden city deep in the Amazon jungle, rumored to hold secrets beyond human comprehension. Jonathan Lockwood had been part of a secret order, the Guardians of Mysteria. He had spent his youth searching for ancient artifacts, mapping paths to lost temples, and protecting knowledge from those who would exploit it.

Bobby’s breath caught as he read on. Mysteria was no myth. It was a place where the spiritual and physical worlds intertwined, where portals to unknown dimensions existed. It was said to house a force that could reshape reality itself—a power some sought to claim, while others vowed to protect. A sacred relic was the key.

The second chest sat before him, its simple wooden surface unassuming. With trembling hands, he lifted the lid. Inside, he found more letters and a map, its edges burnt, its markings faded but decipherable. Bobby traced the
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