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Day Seven 

I wish I could take it all back now. 

Of course I do. But hindsight is 20/20, as they say. 

The book rests next to me on the ground, covered in dust and my blood. I pick it up for the last time and open to the first page, thinking of when I’d done it for the first time and regretting it. 

Proceed no further. 

The curse within these pages will bring you to your knees... 

Day One

“Here.” Jenny tosses a bag in my direction. 

I barely even look up in time to register it flying towards my face, but my instincts kick in and I catch it before it makes contact. It’s as heavy as a bunch of bricks. And after all the things I’d seen that day, I wouldn’t have been shocked to find out the bag was full of bricks. 

“A little warning would have been nice.” 

My knees pop as I return to a squat near my makeshift desk. Sweat, dirt, and dust coat my skin and I am again relieved that we wear gloves when I see how black my palms have gotten from handling all this crap. I open the bag. Books, not bricks.  

“Sorry.” Jenny laughs. “I thought you were looking at me. But that’s the last one. Log its contents so we can get the hell out of here.”

I roll my shoulders with a groan. “About time too.” 

I pull the books from the bag one at a time and add their titles to the list on my clipboard. We’d spent the last ten hours clearing out a storage unit of a dead client and compiling a log of every single item inside while we did it. 

Every. 

Single. 

One.

That included the dirty socks we found in a corner. And a moldy sandwich in a ziplock bag. And I didn’t even want to consider the questionable things in the jars we found underneath an old car. 

But with these last seven books, we were finally done for the day and I was looking forward to the longest shower of my life. 

But the last book in the bag didn’t have a name on the spine or the cover. I rolled my eyes and flipped it open to the first page. It was also blank. I would have simply logged it as a journal, but it so obviously wasn’t. 

My patience wearing thin, I flipped forward a few more pages until I found the first one with anything on it. 

Words, neatly typed and evenly spaced, lined the pages and numbers sat at the bottom of every page. So, not a journal. But I still couldn’t figure out what it was. 

Jenny peeled her gloves off to toss in the trash and shot a glance my way. I raised the book to eye level and read the first line out loud. 

“Proceed no further. The curse within these pages will bring you to your knees.” I raised an eyebrow at Jenny and she giggled. “To my knees, huh?” 

She held her hand out for the book and skimmed the page further. But she’d only scanned the next few lines before her face lost all its color and she snapped it shut. “I don’t like that. Don’t read it.” 

“What? Why?” I looked the book over again, but didn’t open it. “I need to put something on the log.” 

“Just put... textbook or something. Let’s get out of here.” She had her hands shoved in her pockets and she looked around the storage unit like she’d heard a strange noise coming from a corner. 

I rolled my eyes again and tried to hide the strange sense of unease I now had from how she was acting. But I couldn’t help it. Suddenly, I was getting the heebie jeebies too. 

I leaned forward to write something on the clipboard, but then changed my mind. Jenny’s attention lay elsewhere, lost in her own thoughts now, and I only pretended to fill in the last line on the page. Then I tucked the book into my bag and straightened up. 

“Okay. All done. Let’s get out of here.” 

Jenny forced a smile and rushed out of the storage unit. I pulled the gate down and replaced the lock. 

“Okay, uh, I’ll type these up and send them over to the lawyer.” I waved the clipboard. I didn’t usually offer to do paperwork, but I didn’t want Jenny to notice I hadn’t added the book to the manifest. She’d ask too many questions. Besides... I’d technically just stolen from a dead man. 

“Okay.” She hugged herself as though she’d gotten a chill, even though the evening was warm. “I’ll see you in the morning.” 

We parted ways at our cars and I groaned as I bent to get into the driver’s seat. My bones creaked and cracked as though I’d been sitting in a cramped space all day. 

Oh wait, I had been. 

I laughed at my little joke and drove home. 

Day Seven 

The first page of the book is full of warnings and turn back statements. I scan over them for the dozenth time. I should have listened. I should have taken Jenny’s reaction as a sign enough to put the book back. But my curiosity got the better of me. Just like it always did... 

If you keep reading, you will be exposed to secrets of the universe. These secrets will damage your mind and change the way you see the world around you. 

Heed this warning. If you turn the page, it will already be too late... 

Day Two 

When I wake up the next day, the first thing I think about is the book. I’d been tempted to read it the night before, but I had been so exhausted after I took a shower that I’d crashed almost at once. 

But after I was refreshed, so was my curiosity. I hurry from my bed and start a pot of coffee, and then dig the book out of my bag. The cover is just as blank as I remember it. I run a hand over the surface. 

In the darker light of the storage unit, I’d thought it was black. But now I see it is more of a deep green with faded gold lines around the frame. The edges of the pages are also gold. 

It is truly a very nice book in pretty good condition, considering how old the thing must be. 

I sit at the kitchen table, the aroma of coffee filling my senses and flip it to the first page. I read over the warnings about not proceeding past that page and how it would change everything for me if I did. 

With a shrug, I turn the page. 

I squint, but can’t make sense of it. There were diagrams and formulas and strange symbols, and none of them appear familiar to me. I keep turning pages, but only find more of the same thing. 

I don’t see what the big deal is, but by the fifth or sixth page, a headache throbs behind my eyes and I figure I’d had enough strange science for the day. 

Maybe I’d take it to the library and see if anyone there understood it. 

But right now, I need some headache pills and to get to the office. I close the book and rub my eyes. 

If by ‘bring me to my knees,’ it had meant make me feel like a dummy who hadn’t even graduated kindergarten, I guess it had kept its promise. 

Day Three

The next day, I meet Jenny at yet another storage unit. I’d hoped we were done with these for a while, but apparently the same client had had more than one unit. When I woke up, my headache still lingered on the edges of my brain. I’d suffered through the pain and nausea of it the entire day before and was more than disappointed now to find the suffering continued. 

But I got up and went to work anyway, dark sunglasses on my face to save me from the worst of the light. 

“What’s wrong with you?” Jenny asks when I get out of my car and flinch at the sound of her car door slamming shut. “Did you drink last night or something? Thanks for the invite.” 

I fIght the urge to roll my eyes, certain it would make me cry, and shake my head a little instead. Her voice was like nails against the inside of my skull. “No. A migraine. Been since yesterday.” 

“Mhhmm...” She looks me over with a frown, but I’m not sure if she was convinced. But she doesn’t press it. 

We’d known each other for a long time and I count her as one of my best friends. I don’t remember ever having a migraine before today, so I understand her hesitation. But there was a first for everything. 

Luckily she’s already opened the storage unit, so I don’t have to survive the shriek of the pulley system and rattle of metal. I step up next to her in the doorway and groan again. There are so many piles of crap in this one I doubt we’d finish in one day. 

“Yup. I was thinking the same thing when you pulled up.” 

Jenny passes me the clipboard and pen and picks up the closest box. 

We work in relative silence for the first hour. Jenny hummed to herself and shoots me sideways glances now and then. I think I’ve been making uncomfortable noises at each and every sound, but I wasn’t sure. I forced myself to move and classify what she hands me. Every movement shoots another lightning bold through my brain. 

After another hour, Jenny was about to hand me a box, but then recoils after she sees my face. 

“Oh my god, are you okay?” 

“What?” I hadn’t been okay all morning. Did she just now notice? 

“Your nose is bleeding. Like a lot.” 

I raise a hand to my face., Once I acknowledge it, I wonder how I hadn’t noticed before. The blood had spilled from my nose and over my lips and chin. I literally watched it drip into my lap. But I’d been ignoring it, just trying to get the work done so I could go home and go back to bed. 

Jenny snatches the clipboard away before I get blood on that, too. 

“Come on. I’m going to take you to the emergency room.” She grabbed my arm and tugged, but I resisted. 

“No, it’s okay... I just need to sleep.” 

“Stop. You look like death’s cat threw up. Let’s go.” 

I let her pull me to my feet this time, and we leave the storage unit, only a fraction of the work done. When she pulls the door down to lock it, I scream and drop to my knees with my hands over my ears. It was like my entire head had just split in half. 

“Oh, shit. Sorry, sorry, sorry.” Jenny helps me to my feet again and drags me toward her car. “We need to hurry. This can’t be good.” 

And the panic in her voice struck a chord and made me realize the possibilities of what was happening. 

And the first thing I consider... is the book.

Day Four

I wake up to the sound of beeping and a shuffling shoes. My eyes feel like they’re glued shut and I rais my hand to rub at them. My hand drags a tangle of tubes and wires and I’m not sure if my hand got anywhere near my face. I groan and try to roll over.

What was going
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