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  CHAPTER 1


Acold Atlantic wind brushed up against the skin of the black sedan. The car moved through the residential neighbourhood of the small town in Nova Scotia at the speed of a man out for a midnight stroll. The streets were vacant. With the seasons changing, young and old alike were driven indoors in the moonlight hours. Only the occasional Victorian streetlight provided company. Occasionally, a tree clinging desperately to the last of its leaves would reveal itself as a silent, withering companion. 
The sedan’s driver, who remained obscured behind tinted windows, observed each house. Even from within the steel and plastic cocoon that insulated him from the chilled air, he could feel the pulse of each wooden structure. To the driver, each house was much like a person. It carried a history, or a “presence,” as he sometimes called it—a record of the hopes, dreams, and traumas that had been infused into the property by the souls that, throughout time, had called it home. 
As he passed house after house, wave after wave of emanated emotions washed over him. Some felt bright and happy, while others were filled with worry. All interesting—but not what the driver was seeking. It wasn’t until he felt the presence of the tall, white two-story house that the driver knew he’d reached his destination.
To any homebuyer, it would be a dream house. It was built in Edwardian fashion, and was an inviting property with an open lawn leading to a front porch. A triangular roof capped the two stories, and a round turret rose like a spire with a conical roof on one edge of the property. Indeed, the home was a majestic sight that hid the sorrow and oppression emanating from its wooden walls. The driver felt its freezing and claustrophobic embrace.
He pulled up to the front of the property and stopped with a soft crunch of tires on leaves. Stepping out, he kept one arm firmly on the door as he turned to view the house. A tall man with a lean build covered by a long black overcoat, the driver observed the property to which he’d been called from behind thin-framed oval glasses whose lenses were as dark as obsidian. Then he closed his eyes. Stilling his mind, he focused on the unnerving presence he felt seeping out of the house itself.
Immediately, he felt trapped. As the driver continued to open himself to the presence of the house, he could feel himself being watched. Drawn to the top window of the turret, he raised his gaze to the shadows there. Though he couldn’t make out who was watching him, he could feel their eyes peering down at him. 
After retrieving a leather briefcase from the backseat of the vehicle, the driver walked towards the porch. With each step, he took in more of the property. He imagined the many families who had made it their home over the years, some with more happiness than others. 
His knock was answered quickly, and the front door opened with a drawn-out creak that was hardly welcoming. Standing in the doorway was a middle-aged woman in sweatpants and a T-shirt. The dark circles under her eyes and her straggly hair revealed her duress. This wasn’t surprising, given the anxiety that had permeated her voice during the phone conversation they’d had a month prior. 
“Good evening, miss. I’m Lucien.” Lucien’s voice was calm and held an air of authority. Given the nature of his work, he found it best to get introductions out of the way as quickly as possible. Otherwise, his clients would fumble about trying to be hosts.
It was understandable. It wasn’t entirely common to invite a necromancer into one’s home.
“Thank you for coming,” the woman said with a nervous smile. “Please come in.”
In the hallway's light, Lucien caught sight of himself in a mirror. His skin, though healthy, was pale. Atop his head was flowing hair the colour of metallic silver that waved and rippled down to the base of his neck. It seemed to shine as the light fell upon it. 
“Can I take your coat?” she offered, as she closed the door behind him. 
Lucien took off his glasses with gloved hands and placed them in the front pocket of his coat. He gazed at the woman with eyes that matched the colour of his hair. It was the gaze of a man who knew much but equally kept much hidden.
“That won’t be necessary,” Lucien said. “Your son. Is he here?”
“Yes, this way.” The woman’s smile was desperate.
She led Lucien to the dimly lit living room, where a young boy sat on an antique couch playing with a set of model cars. Hearing his name, the boy shifted his attention from the cars to the visitor.
“Please sit,” Lucien instructed the woman and her son, who both did so without complaint on the sofa in the room. Lucien then sat in a lounge chair opposite the sofa and placed his briefcase aside.
“Has the activity increased since we last spoke?” Lucien asked the woman.
The woman hesitated for a second. “Yes. It’s not just flying pots and pans anymore. It’s… it’s… well…”
As the woman tried to get her story out, Lucien concentrated on the presence to ascertain its location in the home. The feeling of sorrow and oppression was certainly stronger now. A dark cloud was hanging above the woman and her child. Especially the boy. 
“Has your son had any new experiences over the past month?”
The woman nodded and turned to the boy. “It’s okay. Just show him.”
The boy looked at Lucien momentarily, then glanced at his mother before lifting his shirt and turning around. Lucien could almost see the woman’s heart sink at the sight of the three bright red gashes across her son’s back.
Lucien kept his expression neutral as he knelt to examine the wounds.
“It was her,” the boy said quietly.
“Her?” Lucien asked.
“The girl. The girl in my room. She comes at night.”
“Go ahead, son,” the woman softly spoke into the child’s ear as she hugged him. “Tell him.” 
“We used to play in my bedroom at night. Mommy didn’t like that and told me to stop playing at night. When I told her I couldn’t play at night anymore, she said bad things would happen.”
The boy was about to continue when Lucien shook his head, signaling any further description was unnecessary. The necromancer could piece together the timeline of events now. The boy’s reluctance to continue interacting with the spirit had triggered the entity. What had started as banging noises, items disappearing and reappearing, clothing being found torn, and the whispers of unfamiliar voices in the dark had taken a more sinister turn. 
When the boy recounted his story, Lucien could feel the sorrow and oppression that pervaded the house taking a more concrete form. He couldn’t yet entirely visualize the entity responsible, but he could tell it was residing in the house's upper floors.
“You can get rid of her, can’t you?” The woman’s question was little more than a cry for help. An attempt by a scared mother to regain some form of control amid the terrifying situation.
Lucien unbuttoned his coat. Underneath was a collared dress shirt and slim-fitting charcoal-colored khaki pants, whose black surface seemed to shimmer slightly. Standing up and then kneeling, he opened his leather briefcase and took out a pouch. 
“Come here,” Lucien said, beckoning the woman and child to him. Once they were both in front of him, the necromancer stepped back a few paces and then walked in a circle around them as he poured out the contents of the pouch.
Once the circle was completed, Lucien placed the pouch back in his briefcase. He then proceeded to take out of the briefcase a small leather bag, which he clipped to the left side of his belt.
“What are you going to do?”
The light bulbs illuminating the living room dimmed—a sign that the presence infesting the home was now aware of him.
“Stay in the circle,” Lucien said. “It will protect you both. Whatever you hear, do not leave the circle until I return.”
As Lucien straightened, he unintentionally gave the woman a glimpse of his sheathed dagger. He saw the fear in her face but didn’t take any action to reassure her. It would do little to explain his plan to her. 
Leaving the woman and her son, he walked out of the living room and up the adjacent narrow staircase. With each step, he could feel himself being drawn to the room at the top of the turret, from where he’d felt himself being watched earlier. Upon leaving the stairwell and finding himself in the equally narrow hallway of the upper floor, Lucien could feel the weight of the negative presence tug at his very being. It felt more malicious now, as if it was growing angry about his exploration. When he reached the room that was undoubtedly the focal point of the presence, Lucien unlatched the leather bag fastened to his belt.
As he walked into the room, he felt like a layer of ice had settled on his exposed skin, sending chills. Taking his cell phone out of his pant pocket, he turned on its flashlight, which sent out a stream of blue light that matched the moonlight drifting into the room through a window. Closing the door behind him, Lucien took in his surroundings. The necromancer was certainly in the boy's room. Race car sheets lay clumsily on the bed, and dinosaur posters hung on the walls. He could feel the sorrow and oppression all around him. The home was indeed haunted.
After removing a piece of red chalk from his leather bag, he traced the edges of the window. He then sat on the bed and laid his phone beside him before unsheathing the dagger that hung from his belt. It was an intricate and ornate tool. The hilt was wrapped in black leather and had a circular pommel, and each wing of the cross guard was etched with many runic symbols. At the centre of the guard was a skull with two red gems in the eye sockets. The skull was bordered by a medieval-style triangle similar to what one might have seen on shields during the Crusades. The blade itself was longer than most hunting daggers and was the colour of polished obsidian. At the base, it swooped in like an arrowhead before widening and coming to a defined slender point. Gripping the dagger, Lucien slowly removed the glove from his left hand and placed it beside his pocketed glasses. 
With the tip of the dagger, Lucien pricked one of the fingers of his left hand and watched as the blood dribbled down his pale skin. Running his bleeding finger over the flat of the blade, he began to chant in Latin before closing his eyes. The ancient words helped him bring forth his intent, which opened his mind to meditation. He allowed his consciousness to be enveloped by the darkness that he felt around him. The necromancer’s senses dulled, and the weight of his body lightened as the Ethereal darkness fully embraced its willing offering. Only when he found his consciousness fully enveloped by the void in which the presence dwelled, did Lucien open his eyes.
He was still in the young boy's room, but it had become a changed place. The closet door, which had been closed before, was fully open, revealing only a deep, dark maw. The moonlight had intensified. Mist ebbed and flowed in waves that wafted about seemingly without direction, and the room was soon filled with seafoam green light, revealing walls with cracks that hadn’t existed moments earlier. All telltale signs that the necromancer had successfully entered the Ethereal. The realm where restless souls gathered.
Turning to his left, he saw the ghost of a young girl with braided hair beside the bedroom window. She turned towards him, and her face bore the sorrow he’d felt earlier. With tiny hands, she clutched a small doll tightly.
Lucien stood from the bed and lowered the dagger to his side. “You don’t belong here,” he said, in a tone firmer than the one he’d used with the woman and her child. “Why are you here?”
“I can’t leave.” The girl’s voice was almost a whisper. 
“You’re dead. You can’t keep hurting these people.”
The girl lowered her head. “I don’t want to. He makes me.”
He? 
The ghost of the girl certainly accounted for the sorrow that permeated the house but not for the energy of oppression. He was now sure of it—there was something else here. Something older and far more dangerous.
The necromancer strode towards the window while keeping the closet door in his peripheral vision. The carpet, which had felt firm before, was now soggy as if it had taken on damp earth characteristics. Raising a finger that still slowly dribbled with blood, Lucien delicately ran it along the chalk outline. Then, backing off, he watched a white light shine through the window. The window disappeared as the light grew in intensity until only a square of pure white remained. The girl's ghost turned briefly towards the light and then to the ornate blade Lucien held. 
He addressed the spirit in a kind tone to reassure it of his intent. “It won’t hurt, I promise. I can help you to cross over. To leave here.”
Lucien realized his mistake, having his back to the closet door as the ghostly girl raised her head, her eyes wide with terror. The feeling of oppression that terrified the house residents came over him entirely. 
“SHE WILL NEVER LEAVE!” 
The voice was harsh and guttural. The necromancer whirled around to see a shadowy shape burst from the closet door. It moved so quickly that Lucien could not raise his dagger in self-defense. Like a rag doll, he was tossed against the closed bedroom door on the other side of the room. The impact caused the necromancer to drop his dagger, and he felt himself pinned against the door by the emergent force. 
The details of the shadowy figure could now be seen in the mystical light that illuminated the Ethereal. It was equally as tall as Lucien, and its emaciated form presented skin that clung so tightly to the bone that the outlines of the skeleton were visible. Its eyes were so sunken they might as well have been pits. Its nautical-style clothes were tattered and worn. The figure looked like the corpse of a sailor or fisherman recently dredged from the sea. In the centre of the entity’s chest was a large bloody gash that hinted at its mortal demise. 
Spectral hands dug into Lucien’s chest, sending pain throughout the necromancer’s body. Lucien could feel the anger and hatred of his attacker. This was no mere spirit like the young girl, who watched the confrontation in sheer terror. This was a far more sinister entity. One of the tortured souls whose time in the Ethereal had caused it to lose its humanity. 
“SHE IS MINE. AND SO ARE THEY!” 
The screams of the sinister entity scraped against Lucien’s ears as he struggled against the tortured soul. Despite its malnourished form, it possessed a greater strength than a living man's. Knowing that physical resistance would be futile, Lucien reached into the bag on his belt and retrieved a metal tin. He flipped a switch on it to reveal a layer of metal underneath the lid with a series of perforations. Thrusting the tin at his attacker while still holding it, Lucien watched as its contents spilled out. The combination of rock salt and other minerals that Lucien had prepared crackled as it fell upon the entity. The tortured soul howled as the minerals eroded bits of its form and withdrew its hold on Lucien.
Managing to climb to his feet, Lucien tossed more of the contents of the tin on the sinister entity, causing it to further howl in pain as it fell to the mist-covered floor. 
The ghostly young girl rushed





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
\ 1
NI OURS

= ==

MR SPCKT





OEBPS/images/82a46ed3-4d52-452a-9a07-e72b1e26a6c4.png
g2

Dreamweaver
Press +







