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"Dude, this house is awesome!" Marcus yelled as he came through the door.

"Yeah, it's been in my family’s possession for generations," I laughed.

"We should throw a party!" Neil smiled.

"No!" I shook my head. "My Grandma is out of town, and she is letting me stay here for spring break," I told my friends. "I am not even supposed to have friends over!"

"Come on," Leon grabbed my shoulders. "It will only be a few friends, we swear!"

"Only a few, no wild parties!" I told them.

They all looked at me and nodded.

I knew I shouldn't believe them.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"WHAT HAPPENED TO A few people!" I yelled as the house was filled with people, drinking and eating.

"Word got out," Marcus shrugged. "Not our fault!"

"No, they are making out on my grandma's couch!" I yelled as I pushed through the crowd.

I was trying to minimize the damage to all my Grandma's prized possessions. "Dude, would you chill the fuck out!" Leon snarled at me. "You are ruining everyone's time!"

"I don't give a fuck!" I shouted as I shooed people out of my Grandma's study. "My Grandma will have my head if any of these things break or get a smudge. "Would you stop trying to fuck each other on the fucking couch!"

"This party is lame," one of the guys said as I snatched the beer out of his hand.

"There is the fucking door!" I pointed as I took more things away.

"What is your problem?" Marcus asked.

"I said, no wild parties," I poured the beer down the sink. "You don't understand my grandma's a fucking witch, she will know instantly the moment she steps in the house if something is wrong!"

"Yeah right," Neil laughed. "There is no such thing as witches!"

I am a witch. A female voice said.

"No, you're goth," I shook my head. "Just because you dress in all black and have pale skin, doesn't make you a witch!"

I was glad to see that my efforts to kill everyone's fun were working, as most of the people were leaving.

"And what makes your Grandma a witch?" the woman asked.

"If everyone leaves, I will show you!" I challenged her.

"Okay, everyone get the fuck out!" Marcus yelled.

The others joined in as they went around the house, telling everyone to leave. I spent the time cleaning up, and Joyce, the goth female, helped me.

"There are some nice things," Joyce said as she helped me.

"Yeah, my Grandma inherited this house from her Grandma and so on. It's one of the oldest houses in the state," I responded, staring at a painted picture of my Great Grandmother.

"She looks fucking creepy as fuck!" Leon smiled.

"Yeah, she does," the blonde on his arm said.

"Who the fuck are you?" I asked.

"Steven!" Leon shouted.

"I said everyone, that meant everyone," I said.

"Then she goes as well," Marcus said.

"And my friends go with me," the blonde said with her hands on her hips and pushing out her chest.

"The only reason he wants you is because you have big tits," I said as I stared at her. "Leon always falls for the girls with the big tits!"

"That's fine by me," the blonde said as she wrapped her arms around him.

"What the fuck ever," I shook my head.

"Now will you show us?" Marcus asked.

"Okay," I replied as I took them upstairs.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I LOOKED AROUND THE old attic as all of them walked everywhere.

"I can't even stand in my attic," Joyce said.

"It's bigger than our dorm!" Marcus laughed.

"In the old days, attics were storage rooms," I shrugged. "They used to put everything up here: old furniture, suitcases, everything they didn't want or need, either went into the basement or the attic."

"This place has a basement?" the blonde asked.

"Yeah, but if you think this is scary, you won't want to go down there," I smiled.

The other girls that had come with the blonde shook their heads.

"We do!" the guys laughed.

"Trust me you don't!" I said as I ventured further back. "Here it is."

"Holy fuck!" everyone said as I peeled back a black curtain.

"Dude what the fuck is your grandma into?" Neil asked as he walked forward.

"This is some deep black magic," Joyce said as she looked at the books and the large vials of stuff.

"I was always told not to come in here," I shrugged. "My mom made me promise never to go past the curtain. Every time we came to visit Grandma, she would make me promise."

"What the fuck is in this?" Marcus poked a large jar of black goo. Then, a small skull appeared as he twisted it around. "Fucking hell!" he yelped.

"Look at the big strong guy jump," one of the girls laughed.

"I didn't jump I was ...." Marcus said.

"Startled," Neil jumped in to save his best friend.

"Yeah, startled," Marcus grinned.

"Bullshit you were scared," the girl laughed.

Then she screamed as Leon picked up a blanket that was covering what looked like a table, but when he took the blanket off, it was a coffin.

"What the actual fuck!" Leon exclaimed. "Your grandma has a coffin in her attic!"

"There isn't anyone in it, right?" Joyce asked.

"I don't know, I never went past the curtain," I shrugged.

We all stood next to the large black and silver coffin. It was made of dark black wood and silver metal in the shape of a cross or what looked like a cross.

"Open it," Leon stared at me.

"Do not open it," Joyce instructed as she looked at me. "We should go, right now!"

"Yeah, I am with the goth chick!" the blonde said.

The other girls all started to leave. "Fucking girls!" Marcus laughed.

"We should leave also," I said, grabbing the blanket and putting it over the coffin. "Come on."

"Just when it was getting fun!" Neil whined.

"There is a reason women outlive men," one of the girls said. "We know when to say it's time to go!"

"Or we shouldn't do that," another said.

"Or let’s not do something stupid!" the blonde added. "Like opening a fucking coffin in a creepy attic!"

"Yeah, but men have more fun because we do stupid shit!" Neil laughed. "We wouldn't have gone to the moon if some guy said hey, we should go see if it is really made of cheese!"

"No one said that!" I quipped. "But the premise is correct."

"Never invented submarines or any of the cool shit if women were in charge," Marcus said. "We would still be knitting and sitting on the porch scared to do anything!"

"Fuck you!" the blonde said.

"We are leaving!" the others said as they made their way to the door.

"It was fun," Joyce said. "Your Grandma seems like a cool witch. Hopefully, I can meet her, and she can teach me."

"Doubt it," I shrugged. "She likes to keep to herself."

I closed the door as they all left.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"FUCKING BORED!" MARCUS said as we sat in the living room eating pizza and drinking beer.

"Let's go back upstairs!" Neil said.

"No!" I exclaimed.

"Yeah, I want to see what's in the coffin!" Leon said as they got up.

"I said no!" I stood up.

"Dude like you could stop us," Marcus pushed me aside.

He was much bigger than me, and I knew there was nothing I could do to stop them. "Seriously, this is a bad idea!" I followed close behind them.

"You can go back down and stay in the living room, fucking pussy!" Neil laughed.

"Or go find the girls and you can sync your times of the months," Leon grinned.

We made it back into the attic and went straight for the curtain. I was hoping they would turn back and realize this was a really bad idea.

My mom always said to leave my Grandma's things alone and never touch anything she always told me. I knew there was a reason, and I never touched anything, not because I didn't want to, but because of how scared my mom looked anytime she told me.

"Alright," Leon asked. "Where is the key?"

"I told you I didn't know anything!" I answered. "Let's go back down. We can play video games or make prank phone calls!"

"Fuck it!" Leon said as he went back outside the curtain. "I saw something back here," his voice trailed off. "Found it!"

"Now that's what I am talking about!" Neil high-fived him as he returned with a mallet.

"No!" I shouted, but Leon held me back as Marcus started banging on the large lock.

The loud banging of the mallet hitting the large metal lock reverberated around the large attic, and then the lock gave way and fell to the floor. "Now we get to see what's inside!" Neil chuckled.

"Fucking books!" Marcus shouted as hundreds of books and old scrolls were all neatly put inside.

"See, nothing," I said, pulling away from Leon. "Can we please go back downstairs!"

"They must contain some good spells or shit, if she locked them away," Leon pushed me down to the floor.

"Like you can fucking read," I slowly stood up.

The situation was getting out of my control; they were all picking up the old books and flipping through them.

"Anything that will give me a big fucking dick?" Marcus asked as the others flipped through the books and opened the scrolls.

"Aren't you one already?" I asked.

"What did you say?" Marcus asked.

"Stop, we still need him," Neil laughed as he stopped Marcus from approaching me. "I can't read any of this shit!"

"Read it!" Leon shoved a large book into my chest. "Or Marcus will punch you in the face!"

"Gladly!" Marcus grinned.

I had no choice. I opened the book and started reading. "Nothing here, just some basic potions to remove warts, or skin tags," I shrugged as I turned the page. "A potion to stop the loss of hair."

"You need that one," Marcus laughed at Neil.

"Boring!" Leon took the book away from me.

I eyed the big book in the coffin. It had a skull on it. I hoped they didn't see it.

"Aha!" Marcus said as he followed my eyes. "He doesn't want us reading this one!"

"Come on," I tried to say, but they all stared at me. "My grandma is a scary woman, if she finds out."

"You will be in trouble, not us!" Neil laughed.

"Read it," Leon said.

"Guys, seriously, let's just...." I started to say, then Marcus punched me in the chest.

All the wind came out, and I fell to my knees.

"Next one will be aimed at your face!" Marcus said. "Now fucking read it!"

"Okay," I responded as I stood back up. "Okay, don't punch me again!"

I read the first few pages, then stopped. "Guys this is some serious shit, please let's..."

I stopped as Marcus raised his fist.

"It's a summoning book," I said. "Shows how to summon demons and other creatures from their realm to this one."

"Now we are talking!" Leon and Marcus high-fived.

"One of those succubus demons," Neil nodded quickly. "I heard they are sex addicts if you can get one under control it will give you the best sex of your life!"

"Yeah, what he said," Leon said.

"But they drain your life while they do it," I said as I read my Grandma's book.

"So, what's the point in summoning one?" Marcus asked. "You're not telling us everything."

"If," I said, wincing as he pulled his arm up. "If you can keep it here, the longer it stays under your control, the more women will fall for you."

"Plus it will fuck us, right?" Leon asked.

"Yes," I sighed.

"Alright let's summon us a fucking succubus thingy
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