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If only he had believed, he might not have died tonight.

James Jones had never believed in the stupid power of Ouija boards. They were simply dumb, stupid and utterly pathetic. He simply couldn’t understand why any remotely intelligent person would ever believe in such utter crap. 

He had lived in Hell’s Place, a nice enough large council estate in Canterbury, England, for at least a decade now and he still didn’t want to even touch a Ouija board. 

James couldn’t really understand why anyone would actually complain about living in Hell’s Place. Sure, it was a council estate at the end of the day so the houses were small, a little dark and cheap but James still liked it. It just meant he could spend money on nice things like holidays and gadgets and helping people.

It was only last weekend he had been donating to a local homelessness charity.

James wasn’t too bothered by the oddities of Hell’s Place even, because he knew he would never go missing, die or nothing weird would happen.

He was pretty sure the local university students were making up half the rubbish anyway. No one actually went missing in Hell’s Place because this was just a normal, perfectly dull council estate in England of all places.

Little did he realise how stupid he was. 

James sat on his wonderfully warm, soft and cosy brown armchair. He had always felt safe whenever he came home from working at the local university as a cleaner, and just allowed his slim frame to sink into the soft well-worn leather. He had heard that a lot of the local university students were loving Ouija boards but James just didn’t want to listen to them and their rubbish.

It wasn’t even that the damn boards were sinful or any of that religious crap. They were simply insanity and an accident waiting to happen.

James sat on his armchair and flicked through the stupid comedies, dramas and all the other films playing on his brand-new smart TV. The pictures were so bright, so dazzling and James really did love his life.

The rich aromas of basil, tomatoes and minced garlic filled the entire living room from the deliciously cheesy pizza he had brought on the way home from work. The amazing pizza was sitting on the oak coffee table in front of him just waiting to be eaten.

James was just about to devour the cheesy goodness when a bright white flash shone through the curtains. James rolled his eyes, he had never liked the rubbish, half-ripped brown curtains he had had for the past ten years.

He had no idea why he hadn’t changed it from the last owners, but this was Hell’s Place. The main road was facing the garden and the living room window was facing some trees.

It was impossible for there to be any bright lights, especially from a car.

Someone knocked on the door. Once. Twice. Three times.

James forced himself up. He didn’t bloody need this, he had been cleaning all day and now he only wanted to rest and watch crap on TV. He didn’t need this rubbish.

James went across the horrible blood red carpet, something else he hadn’t actually been bothered to change for the past decade. He went over to his dirty white front door. 

And he opened it.

An icy cold breeze wrapped round him as soon as he opened the door but it was typical. No one was there. It was just some bloody dumb university students playing “knock down ginger” or whatever the idiots called it these days.

James went back and sat down in his armchair. Except his pizza and gone and a Ouija board was there.

“What the hell?” James asked.

He had to admit that the board was actually beautiful for a change. He had never seen such artful ivory and bone carvings with the bright white polished board looking so seductive, perfect and tempting.

James wanted to look away but he couldn’t. James was almost sad that his father was dead, because he really would have loved the craftsmanship. 

He looked around. There was no one in the house. The entire house was deadly silent and he didn’t feel like he was being watched.

James stood up and went to knock the board away but he couldn’t. He wanted to, he really, really wanted to but his body didn’t let him.

He supposed he could have a little go on it. At least he could prove once and for all how stupid, pathetic and dumb Ouija boards actually were.

James sat back down in his wonderfully soft armchair and he touched the small triangle palette that he was fairly sure wasn’t there a moment ago. 

He could have sworn the air was crackling, humming and vibrating with a strange energy but the more he tried to focus on the sound the harder it was. He wasn’t sure if there was a sound or not.

“Do you work?” James asked, not sure how this crap was meant to work.

The palette shot over to the “yes” on the board.

James jumped.

That wasn’t normal. He hadn’t moved it. He hadn’t even really touched it.

James placed his hands back on the armchair. He couldn’t allow his mind to play tricks on him.

“Are you dangerous?” James asked.

Then he blinked and he found his hands were on the palette as the board spelt out “depends”. 

James couldn’t believe this. Maybe the pizza was off, mouldy and this was just some weird trick someone was playing on him. This simply couldn’t be real.

James took his hands off the board completely and he sat on them. There was no way he was touching that thing again.

“What does it depend on?” James asked.

He blinked again and he screamed and he realised his hands were glued to the board as the letters glowed and spelt out a single phrase: “how badly you want to live”

James tried to move, he tried to scream, tried to look away. He couldn’t. James could only stare at the glowing letters as they got brighter and brighter and brighter. 

“I want to live,” 

“Do you?” a deep female voice asked.

James looked around for the voice but he couldn’t see anyone. Ther living room was still perfectly normal, the house was silent and everything was normal. 

Except the damn voice and Ouija board.

“You don’t exactly have much to live for?” the voice asked instead of making it a statement.

“Of course I do. I have my work, my house and my...”

James gasped as he realised his life wasn’t as ideal as he wanted it to be. He didn’t have a girlfriend, family or even friends. He was completely invisible to everyone else in the world.

He simply went to work and came back home. He didn’t do anything else with his life.

James hissed as his arms sank deeper and deeper into the Ouija board until he was elbow deep in the damn board.

“What are you doing?” James asked.

“Exactly what I want to do. You do not believe in my power so I am showing you exactly how powerful I am. If you accept my power then you will
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