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“Okay girls.”  Zaire spoke, “I know this isn’t ideal for everybody, but this is our last chance to raise our supernatural energy in hopes of a higher rank. I don’t know about any of you, but I refused to not be a part of the MW Society. If you are not willing to enter the cursed house, now is your chance to back out. I won’t hold it against you. You will still be a part of the group.”

Zaire took her time to look at each face of the twelve girls that sat before her.

The girls dressed in their nightgowns and silk dresses sat in the circle, the light from a small flame lit against their skin, eyes barely visible as they swapped eye contact. Not a single person dared to speak up.

Taking in a deep breath, Zaire continued, “Okay, looks like I have my answer. Now that we all have made up our minds, let’s get some rest, ladies. Tonight, will be the final night we will be powerless.”

––––––––
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The morning came and the group packed their suitcases and loaded onto the bus.

As Zaire sat in the driver’s seat, she looked through the rearview mirror at the saddened, long faces of the girls she swore to protect. The Timeless Scarlets was a coven she created for orphan girls with supernatural powers.

The look on their faces gave her further motivation that this needed to be done. It had to be done, for the sake of their lives. Her girls have been through so much, and losing their status because of their low-ranking power made the group weak in spirit.

Without the backing of the Magical Women’s Society, they would lose their funding. The magic they had barely made them eligible, now because of new guidelines their removal was evident.

Kiley sat with her sister by her side, holding her close arm wrapped around her shoulder. “Everything is going to be fine, Aviana. I promise. Once the séance takes place and we increase our energy, the Magical Women’s Society will have no choice but to rank us. I know that for a fact.” She leaned close to place a soft kiss on Aviana’s forehead.

“I wish mom was here. We wouldn’t have to go through this.” Aviana closed her eyes trying to hold back her tears.

“I know, sweetie. I know.” Kiley rubbed her shoulder. 

“I know you don’t want to hear it, but I resent that we have powers. It’s bad enough they’re not strong enough for us to have an actual alliance. It’s brought us nothing but problems.” Aviana confessed.

Kiley didn’t respond. She knew deep down inside herself; she felt the same way. But someone needed to keep them motivated.

Zaire drove the coven across country from upstate New York to Ikle, Idaho.

The cursed house sat on the corner of the road, surrounded by overgrown grass and bushes.

The only house within a twenty-mile radius. Nothing but open fields and dense forest surrounded the home. It stood old and gray, splinters eroding on every edge of the wooden planks. Pieces of the window seals swayed in the wind. The glass was coated in dust. The wooden beams were filled with cracks. But still, the structure refused to fall.

The cursed house was open to anyone who dared to visit. Nothing to stop them from entering except their own will. Zaire drove the bus on the grass a few feet from the door. 

As the girls gathered their bags, Zaire went inside the old Victorian home first.

She coughed as years of dust invaded her lungs. Cobwebs and ant hills were the tenants. She looked around in disgust, then went back out to let her coven know the plans.

“I will admit it’s worse than I expected, but it has been vacant for twelve years. Which is why we brought cleaning supplies. So, let’s get started.”

The girls masked up and gloved down, opening every window they could find. They began sweeping, swatting, and disinfecting, taking the opportunity to search every nook and cranny of the house. 

The girls giggled and gossiped as they paired up to tackle the mess. Their findings weren’t anything special. Just lost treasures that appear when you deep clean your house. They assigned a box to hold all their findings. Barrettes, old watches, worn shoes, crystals, old photos and cracked phones.

Aviana stood in the hallway watching the sudsy sponges rub against the walls. As her coven members walked past, she overheard their conversation.

“Do you really think this séance will work?” Sapphire asked. 

“It just might, I heard Zaire comes from a long line of supernatural humans. But we can’t just rely on her power alone to carry us. This séance has to work, if not. I don’t know what to do with my life.” Gaze answered in a hush tone. 

Aviana instantly felt the knots in her stomach grow tighter. She didn’t know what to make of their gossip. She knew one thing for sure, if she had the opportunity to run away she would. Her power scared her more than anything. 

After scrubbing all the dirty walls, she could find. She explored the home until she discovered a long hallway. At the end of it was a staircase that led to an attic. 

Aviana had a strange eerie feeling. A feeling that shouted at her that something dark was at top of the steps. But curiosity got the best of her. 

She took a hard gulp as the bucket full of studs shook as it floated beside her. 

The steps creaked with each step, moans of the old home crying out to her. The door was covered with white wallpaper coated with lavender plants. Splattered with dots of crimson. As she slowly reached for the door handle, a shadow swept across the door gap.

Her eyes widened as she took in a sharp gasp. The bucket dropped as she bolted down the stairs. As she rounded the corner...

“Oh, Jinx, I’m sorry, I—I.” Aviana said breathlessly as she looked over her shoulder. 

Jinx raised her eyebrow, “Is everything alright?” she looked in the same direction.

“Uh, yeah I just thought I saw something.” Aviana pressed her lips into a smile. 

“Alright, you should stay in a place where you’re always in sight Aviana.”

“Yeah, sure thing.” Aviana didn’t dare to tell her sister or anybody what she saw. She wasn’t going to be the reason the coven missed out on a ranking. 

When the girls finally completed their cleaning, they had turned a dusty palace into a somewhat livable space. 

It was near sunset. After the girls chose their rooms and unpacked, Zaire called for a meeting in the living room.

They assumed their appointed position in their séance circle each lighting a small candle placing it in front of them. 

“I’m sure some of you are questioning the history of this house. Allow me to give you the story so you understand why I believe this house will be the key to our future.”

She inhaled a deep breath before she began, “Over one hundred years ago, when the average human powers were omnipotent, there were people capable of all sorts of things. One of them lived right here in this very house: Katherine Octive and her twelve-year-old daughter, Amelia.”

She took a short pause as she watched the faces of her coven staring back at her with thirst in their eyes.

“It was said Katherine had intense power, but nothing compared to Amelia. Katherine had the power to command. She traveled from city to city making a living as a con artist. Rumor has it they were chased out of civilization because people had grown scared not of Katherine but Amelia. A lot of people winded up missing, never to be seen again. Even till this day, their bodies have never been recovered. It was said that Amelia had the power to open portals. Despite being blind she had a vast imagination and could bring her thoughts to reality. People believed Katherine used Amelia to eliminate anyone who wanted to harm her or refused to pay for her services. But it was never confirmed.” Zaire took a deep breath.

“The story goes that on the night of a new moon, while Katherine slept, Amelia went into the attic and opened several portals. Out of those portals came creatures, the undead, wielding knives that burned with a black flame. They had dark grayish-blue skin, like the colors of the portals she would open.”

Aviana grabbed her sister’s hand tight as her eyes exploded in horror, a small gasp escaped her mouth.

“It’s okay. It was a long time ago. You’re safe now.” Kiley assured, squeezing her hand back.

“Days later, some drifters came and found Katherine in her blood-soaked bed. Her body covered in hundreds of stabbed wounds. By some miracle Katherine was still alive. It was said with her dying breath Katherine commanded her daughter to be protected and live by any means necessary. They found Amelia barely clutching to life in the attic a deep stab wound in her back. Eventually, Amelia was sent to a psychiatric ward. She went crazy after learning of her mother’s death. Then one day, her cell was empty. No one knew how she escaped, seeing as her room had no window and was guarded twenty-four-seven.”

Zaire took a moment of silence to catch her breath.

“I know you guys are questioning what that has to do with us. Tonight is the very same night, a hundred years ago, when Amelia opened those portals, letting in the undead. According to my sources, every twelve years the portals open for three days. The residents in this town have confirmed the presence of an energy surge during this time every twelve years. I’m hoping with our séance we can harvest that energy and the spirit of Amelia to gain her power. Once that happens, we can be assigned a rank.”

She looked around at the blank faces expecting a look of resistance or regret. “Wow, I wasn’t expecting this. You girls look... composed to say the least.”

“We already knew the history of the house. Well at least some of us did
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