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The Plan

Robert, Michael, Diana, Sheila and Frank, all in the age group 19 to 21, were residents of Gettysburg.  They had been to senior school together, studied and bunked classes together, grew up together like other young people around the nondescript urban setup. They used to spend time roaming aimlessly around the Gettysburg Village Drive together while the girls discussed Stallone movies and Bridgette Jones Diary, and the guys discussed Harley engines, Formula-1 Grand Prix and secretly feasted their eyes on lingerie mannequins in the large Marks & Spencer’s shopping windows, among other things. Some of these days they went for a drive along the moonlit banks of the Lake Heritage in Frank’s beaten-up 1997 Toyota Corolla that his dad handed him down after he went to senior school. Life was good.
The year was 2002. It was Halloween. 

The five friends were lazing out at one of their favorite hangouts on Burnside Drive on Lake Heritage, chatting casually, when Sheila said “Hey guys - why don’t we do something different this Halloween? Something real, something fun, something to remember, you know!” 

“Something like Michael singing Queen of the night opera?” Robert, the brawny hunk with Irish roots, exercised his pungent sense of humor. 
Michael, the soft-spoken, skinny and pale MotoGP fan was the brightest among the lot. He turned a deaf ear at the pull. He was used to it. Diana nudged him with her elbow and burst out in laughter – then everybody laughed.
After some more usual smalltalk, they zeroed-in on a different kind of an adventure this Halloween. Michael suggested they could play Ouija Board. 

“Ouija Board” Michael explained, “is a game through which you can call spirits.” 
“Spirit as in Vodka Martini?” Frank interrupted.

“I mean Ghosts, you jackass” Michael spoke less, but hated interruptions. He continued in his wheezy voice, “I don’t know if you guys believe this, but they are there. And you can really make contact with them. Ouija Board is one such way to call and communicate with such spirits, who are out there, while their bodies have died long back.”

All the others were staring at Michael with wide open eyes – with a mix of amazement and disbelief. But silence prevailed.
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“At least two people are needed to play, but all five of us can play together – it will be more fun. There’s this board, which has A to Z and 1 to 10 written on it. Then you have other common responses like ‘Yes’, ‘No’ and ‘Farewell’ printed on the board. There’s this small thing called a ‘Planchette’, which is a small wooden pointer-like thing, which all players has to touch with a finger while playing. When the spirit arrives, the Planchette moves and points to letters and numbers to make words – that’s how they communicate.”

“The Game is usually played at night, after dark, in candlelight.” Michael continued, as if in a single breath.
“OOOH … real spooky.” Diana said.
“You bet” Sheila almost always confirmed whatever Diana said. “But any idea where we can play this? My mom’s gonna kill me if she knew I am playin’ Ouija.”
“I can host” Frank’s voice sounded a tinge of mystery “I have a Bungalow in the outskirts of the town that belonged to my Grandpa – nobody lives there now.”

“Sounds cooooool” the girls purred with anticipation.

Minutes later, each of them were scurrying back home – to stash their overnight bags with essentials – they were terribly excited about the night-out for Halloween.

The Bungalow

The old bungalow stood silently like a war-ravaged, tired soldier, by the side of the old route 30, about 10 miles from the sleepy town of Gettysburg. The house was ideally tucked at the corner of the street laced with the fencing of bushy shrubs to veil it from strangers. The property belonged to Frank’s grandfather, an investment banker who made reasonable wealth during his time. The bungalow was vacant since the death of the old banker almost a decade ago, after suffering from throat cancer. 
The architecture and build-up of the huge bungalow said quite a few things about itself and its owners. It was an old-fashioned building with the two main thick pillars rising along the entire front elevation. One can guess it was painted in royal white once upon a time, as the remains of an irregular pattern of sun-burnt gray patches formed a unique dull mosaic on the exterior. The olden-days lime plaster had given up in places, exposing the world-war-era brickwork that still held the ageing structure with rock-solid confidence. The entrance in the form of a large archway, the imposing façade, double pitched roof and the bell turret announced its pompous legacy, all of it forming a visually pleasing whole. Intricately ornate large supporting brackets of cast-iron supported the three rather large rounded balconies on the first floor. Thick bushes of moss and cobweb beneath them weaved an uncanny marriage of lifeless shades, resembling a bearded, toothless corpse with an open mouth.
“Wow-ow-ow” … Sheila was the first to break the silence while the captivating eeriness of this brick-lime cenotaph almost hypnotized the five young pairs of eyes, out for some scary fun. “This is yummy, man. Jeeez … whatta helluva hang-out for Halloween, must say.” Sheila was bubbling with excitement.  

“You bet.  Hey Frank – we never knew your grand old man left such a … uh … mansion for you … you dog” Michael looked a bit too excited.
“I knew you’d like the surprise.” Frank winked with an impish grin.  

“Its getting dark guys” Diana quipped.
The Sun had just set about an hour back. Some stray cirrus clouds in the western fringe of the horizon were still playing with the colours borrowed from the sun, but their hues were losing brightness every passing minute now… as if Nature was so eager to slip into the night, impatient to invoke the dark side of the world. An evil charm was gradually diffusing the air.

“Okay. Shall we go in?” Robert broke the brief quietness in air that was getting heavier.
“Sure.” Frank fished out a larger-than-usual old-fashioned key from his left hip pocket. The heavy mahogany door was studded with inlaid brass carvings, mostly hidden under a thick unkempt layer of dust, had a heavy and handsome cast-iron handle and a hash bolt with a grandpa-era lock still hanging proudly. The aged, rusted lock took some effort – and finally clanked open to let out a wiff of stale air of the keyhole, carrying some rust-powder with it – as if the bungalow just breathed. 

“Yo man, let’s boogie with the spirits tonight!” Frank, somewhat triumphant after the tryst with the door, hissed with and a devilish smile, as he held the door wide open for the others to walk in.

The pitch dark internals of the mansion was mercilessly slashed by the crisp, sharp white beams emerging from the two Maglites that Michael and Robert pulled out of their backpacks. Minutes later, they spotted the main switch and MCB board on the wall across the stairs, at a height of more than eight-and-a-half feet. 

“You there,” charged  Robert, standing below the main switch, his animated voice booming in the dark emptiness, “the evil spirit beckoneth thou” as he gestured Michael with the beam of his Maglite to come near him. Michael was the shortest and skinniest among the five, while Robert was the most well-built. Everyone chuckled, as Michael walked up with a disgusted look. In one swift maneuver of his right arm, Robert hoisted Michael on his lap like a soldier with a Union Jack. 

“Fuck you man, you surprised me” Michael yelped in helplessness, from his high position, his waist firmly clamped by Robert’s muscular arms. 
“Turn on that goddamned MCB, you jughead” Robert ended the surprise blandly.
Click. 

Michael obeyed like a 2-year old child. The room & hallway was filled with a dim yellow glow from very old electric bulbs hanging from cobweb-clad wall-brackets, that deserved to be called decorative once upon a time.

“God said light – and there was …” *CLICK* … The gang just started to celebrate in chorus and the lights went off as if somebody was playing a prank. 
Out came the Maglites once more.

“Looks like a power surge” pat came Robert’s expert comment.
“Check if the MCB has tripped” Frank gestured Robert to heave up Michael again. 
The MCB had indeed tripped. An unassuming household gecko hung dead from it ... apparently died from a shock. Michael, held high again by Robert, cringed and removed the carcass and snapped the MCB lever upwards. The dim yellow light came back to fill the dusty hallway.
The house was crammed with antiquated furnishings, yet the huge wall-mirror in the living room added a bit of contemporaneity to the décor. The grayed walls, the low lights, the lonely staircases took one back in time. The ground floor mainly comprised a huge living dining area, restroom, a kitchen and a balcony while the two large Victorian bedrooms accentuated the second floor with its typical aura. 

Out came the Vodka bottles and glasses. Frank opened the seal and poured like a pro. They started drinking, chatting in a casual manner.
Robert and Frank settled at the old worn-out couch.  Diana and Michael went on to explore the adjacent rooms. Sheila was walking from one corner of the room to the other, with the glass of Vodka in her hand, while gazing at each tile, the woodwork and each antique piece of the living room.  

“It’s a wonderful house Frank.  Must say - your grandpa must have been a great connoisseur of art” Sheila said while holding an oriental blue jar of wine from the corner table.  

“Yep” Robert rolled his eyes and went on, “I can almost smell them. A perfect place for a scary Halloween.”   Michael winked at Sheila.  

“Stop it guys. No kidding with the spirits. You never know!” Diana said while walking into the long-unused kitchen, and Frank fished out the wooden Ouja Board from his rather large backpack.
Robert, Sheila, Michael crouched to have a closer look. Diana walked back from the kitchen door.

“EEEEEEEKS”  THHUDD! CLINNGG!
Diana was lying on the floor, her peg of Vodka shattered to a hundred pieces on the floor, her eyes looking at the ceiling, aghast and silenced with the shock of the fall. Her left toe smeared with fresh blood.

It was a rat, lying dead a few inches away. Bleeding profusely from the head. Probably came out of its burrow to check out the unexpected visitors. 
“Woman, you trampled the poor thing with your pencil heel!” Frank found the whole episode quite funny.

“Aaaargh ... You morons – give me a hand ... ouch ... my back” Diana groaned in pain.

They got her up on the couch. Out came the flask of hot coffee from Sheila’s bag. A few swigs of coffee later Diana was feeling better. Apparently nothing was broken.
All this time, Michael was sitting still on a carved wooden chair at one end of the hall. “Its bad. Really bad omen. Blood on the left foot before an Ouija game” he murmured, almost to himself. Nobody heard him.

A few minutes passed in silence. Everybody was staring at the bloody dead rat at the center of the hall. Robert was toying with the Ouija board.

“You know what? I am still not too sure if this simple wooden board can invoke a spirit. It sounds so childish.”  Robert broke the silence and handed the board back to Diana.  

“Buddy, this works. I have seen it work” Michael looked straight at Robert’s eyes as he went on “Believe it or not, you never know what it can do.”
“Chill guys, we will play this. C’mon c’mon lets find out a place to settle down and start” Frank said.  
Michael looked at Diana. In the dimmed light Diana’s eyes were looking dreamy, her cascading blonde hair hung loosely, the white knee-length dress delineated her femininity.  
You look so ummm sweetheart. Michael thought to himself.  
“Hey Mike can you show us how to play this game” said Diana, oblivious of what was going on in Michael’s brain.

Sheila suddenly stood up “Wait for me Mike, I will be back in a minute. Frank, which side is the loo?” Frank pointed towards the door at the far corner of the hall. 

“It’s easy.” Michael went on. “We need to place our fingertips on the edge of the planchette and then focus our concentration on invoking the spirit.  As soon as we connect to the spirit, the planchette will start moving, signaling that the spirit is here.”
Diana looked once at the board and then towards Frank with perplexed eyes “Do you really think it’s that easy?” 
“Lets play and see” Michael replied. Sheila was back.
The Game

They found out a place – it was the king-size bedroom on the first floor. Robert unfurled a dusty brown carpet that was resting against a wall in the corner, and they were all set.

It was pitch dark outside, with not a sound except the occasional rustling of dead leaves in the courtyard, provoked by a stray breeze. A gecko went “Clack clack clack clack ...”
Michael laid down the Ouija Board at the center of the room, on the carpet.  

Robert stopped inspecting the lifeless chandelier hanging from the roof, walked down and took his place.

“Let’s start! I am so excited!”  Sheila sounded impatient as she sat down. 
“Shhhh. Be calm. We are about to invoke a spirit. Try and focus all your attention to the planchette and concentrate”. Michael’s voice echoed in the room.  

Diana, standing near a window, was looking outside. The lonely yellow moon was hanging loosely from the dark sky. The chill in the breeze was turning cold. Suddenly she felt a slight shiver. She slammed shut the window and came over to sit beside Michael. “C’mon lets start” Diana whispered. 
“Wait baby let me create the ambience” Michael  got up and lit 5 candles, and then turned  off the light. An enticing, cozy glow of candlelight filled the room.  The five friends sat. The game began. 

Frank lit the incense sticks to add to the séance mode. 
Michael spoke “Now we begin the game. The first thing we need to do is to purify the place. Now say with me:”

Dear Spirit, 
As I light these candles, bless this sacred place.  
Let the light of their flames radiate love and protection to all four corners of this room.  
I ask at this time that any negative energies be released from this space. 
With a bath of white light, I ask that it be cleansed and neutralized. 
Turn my dwelling into a sanctuary. 
May it be the foundation for your teachings and the inspiration for my higher perceptions.  

The five friends placed their fingertips on the edge of the planchette. 
Silence prevailed. The next few minutes appeared like a few hours.

“Is there anybody else here other than us?” Robert’s question shattered the long silence. 
His voice echoed in the darkness, and dissolved in a deeper silence.  Then a slight ruffle, but it was only the heavy, dusty curtain, which moved ever so slightly.   

They sat for few more minutes, hoping for the unknown to happen.

Nothing.

They interchanged places, again placed their fingertips on the edge of the disc, and the second round began. 

Five minutes passed. The planchette did not move a twentieth of an inch.  
“Hey guys don’t you think that we are missing out something.” Sheila sounded frustrated “It’s almost an hour we have been calling Mr. Spirit in vain. Maybe nobody’s out there?” 
“Sheila, look here...” Michael said in a matter-of-fact tone,  “if all of us do not concentrate together, it wont work.”  

“Okay, let’s start all over again.”  Robert supported Michael. “Let’s start from scratch with the prayer.  And please,  everybody, focus your minds on this board. Let us give one good try - call the spirit earnestly, from our heart.”
Michael said: “Okay now, concentrate and recite with me,”
Dear Spirit, 
As I light these candles, bless this sacred place.  
Let the light of their flames radiate love and protection to all four corners of this room.  
I ask at this time that any negative energies be released from this space. 
With a bath of white light, I ask that it be cleansed and neutralized. 
Turn my dwelling into a sanctuary. 
May it be the foundation for your teachings and the inspiration for my higher perceptions. 

Another minute passed. The air in the room was getting thicker with the smell of burning wax from the candles. And then ... the Planchette moved, ever so subtly, like a quiver. Then it moved again, slowly but steadily this time. 
Robert asked softly “Are you here, spirit?”  The Planchette slowly glided towards ‘YES’, as if animated. In a fraction of a second, the numbing silence prevailing in the room gave way to a loud CREAK - a sudden gush of wind opened one part of the window pane and blew off the candles. 
Sheer lightlessness engulfed the room again, like a black velvet cloak. The wind roared on. 

“Whoever you are, we know you are here, we can feel your presence”, Michael’s voice was hardly audible in the wind. 

Robert moved. Took out his lighter and ignited the candles again. 
In the crimson hue of the candlelight, everybody noticed Diana sitting stiff and silent, staring vacantly at the candle flame, her eyelids frozen in inactivity, bosom heaving slow but deep breaths. Her deep blue eyes were ruby red, her lips almost blue. She was sitting there ... motionless ... like death.  
“Diana? You okay?”  Michael asked. Diana was silent. 
“Diana..” Michael touched her on the shoulder. As if just awaken after a deep slumber, Diana trembled and still wore a vacant look – her eyes moved slowly and scanned the room. 
“I am okay but I am very sleepy” Diana replied slowly, in an almost robotic tone. 
“You can go and take rest. Walk straight along the corridor and take the first right, you will enter the next bedroom.” Frank said. 
Diana slowly stood up, like a frail woman suffering from a long illness, and silently dragged her feet to the next bedroom.  Michael helped her walk steady.
The Halloween party broke without much excitement.  Michael came back to the room.
The candles were still burning. The incense had thickened the air. A strange sense of incompleteness and despair loomed large in the uncanny silence, punctuated by the whistling of the wind rising outside. 

Frank, Michael, Sheila and Robert scattered around the room, centering the abandoned Ouija Board, lazily gazing at the candle flames trembling in the otherwise calm air indoors. All of them had the same thoughts in their mind ... the unfinished game, the spirit that descended, started to communicate... and the abrupt ending.  
“Was it for real? Did it really come?” Sheila broke the silence. 
“I have no clue, but it was really some unusual stuff ... I felt as if there was somebody else in the room apart from the five of us” Frank answered while looking at the four corners of the room. 
Robert yawned with a disgusting noise. “You know, guys, probably the Spirit did not like us much – we should have offered some Vodka. We also forgot to bid goodbye to him at the end of the game.” 

“I am feeling sleepy too. Gonna hit the sack” Michael got up, with a bored expression in his face. He walked past the corridor and entered the next room where he noticed Diana curled up on her half-unfolded sleeping bag. She was too tired to slip herself in the bag, Michael thought, his eyes glancing up her lovely legs.

“You asleep baby?” Michael placed his palm on Diana’s forehead. She didn’t move. Michael got up, switched off the tired old lamp and the room plunged into an eerie darkness. He came back beside Diana, unrolled his sleeping bag and got in. it was not long before the Vodka lulled his nerves to a deep slumber.
The scene in the other room was no different. Four out of the five candles had exhausted, and the fifth had reached its last few minutes. Some molten wax had drooled down and soaked the dusty brown coir carpet. 
Sheila had dozed off on the carpet just beside the Ouija Board. Frank was deep asleep as he sat with his back resting on the decorated round pillar at the center of the room his head stooped forward.

The last candle wick blipped and finally went up in smoke.

Robert, legs spread on the floor and back slumped against the wall, was half-asleep when his almost unconscious eyes saw the shadow that appeared at the door. His sleepy brain sent a chilling signal that ran through his spine at the speed of light, and raised a sharp tingling sensation at the back of his neck ... but before he could shake himself out of his daze, the shadow, moving in swift silence as if floating on air, reached Frank.
Diana! There she was, with disheveled hair, her bloodshot eyes were ruby red with a cruel straight gaze. Her frenzied hair almost covered her pale face as she swayed forth and back as if in a trance.

Diana’s pale white hand snatched hold of sleeping Frank’s head by his hair. One swift maneuver flung Frank’s sleeping body in a somersault, his head still caught in the vice-like grip. Frank gave out a helpless shriek as his neck broke.
Robert was almost awake, tried to shout out but his throat did not have any voice. He wanted to jump up to his feet, but his body didn’t listen to his brain – paralyzed, terrified.
Frank was groaning in acute pain when Robert saw him being dragged past him out to the balcony. Diana banged Frank’s head on the rusted iron railing – dislocating a rod which now pointed outwards like a shrapnel. Diana was groaning in a coarse, throaty tone – as if in boundless ecstasy. She started stroked Franks face like a loving mother ... he had no more strength left to move. A moment later, Frank gave out a muted cry for help as Diana’s five fingers were digging into Frank’s face... in another powerful heave, Diana had Frank’s 5’-11” body flung in the air, over and out of the Balcony, his head still securely clamped in her hand that was coming down in one fast swoop ... ZWHACK ... a red rose bloomed on Michael’s forehead. The broken iron shrapnel had pierced his head from behind and traveled all through. His lifeless body hung among the mantle of cobweb, outside the first-floor balcony. Silence reigned, only punctuated by the sound of blood dripping on the dry leaves underneath.
By now, Sheila was fully awake from the noise, but silenced with the shock as she witnessed the entire detail of Frank’s surgical execution. She was sitting legs spread at the center of the room, her mouth open without a sound and her eyes almost popping out of their sockets, still wondering if this the worst nightmare in her life.

A storm was brewing outside. By now it started raining heavily, with lightening flashes shattering the venomous silence. 

Robert could gather the adrenalin he needed to pick himself up. “Diana stop. STOP. Are you nuts?” He shouted, his hands still shaking from what he saw happening just now. “If you don’t, I will have to hit you. FREEZE.” 

Sheila, not finding anything else around, had grabbed the half-empty bottle of Vodka tightly by the neck, like a club.
Diana, grunting and groaning like a wild bison in heat, had turned back from the balcony and started stepping steadily towards Robert, her hands raised for assault like two King Cobras. She didn’t notice Sheila behind her. CLIINGG ... Sheila shattered a liter-bottle of Smirnoff on Diana’s head from behind with all the force she could muster.
“AAAARRRGH” Diana gave out a hoarse howl that had no resemblance to her natural voice. Nothing apparently happened to her. She turned back and looked Sheila in the eye. Fast as a lightening, her hands caught Sheila by the throat and threw her up - as if like a toy. Sheila hit the ceiling at a height of twenty feet and gave out a feeble scream. On her way down, her right hand hit the chandelier, in a last-ditch act of defense. The old chandelier parted with the ceiling and landed on the floor, just before Sheila crashed on the glass-and-metal rubble, face-down. Half-a dozen vertical glass pencils punctured Sheila’s heart and abdomen, killing her on the spot. As she lay dead, the guzzling stream of her blood started soaking the thirsty carpet.
Robert could guess by now – this was just Diana’s body with something else in her. He had to stop her. Anyhow. He ran out of the room, out in the corridor. Could not remember which way the staircase was. Scaled the railing and jumped. He landed with a thud on the ground floor hallway. He picked himself up and was almost okay to limp. 

And there she was – standing right in front. As if by the power of some evil magic.
“Go away. Leave me alone. I don’t wanna die!” Robert almost pleaded for dear life.

“You will die.” Came the answer, in the same coarse, alien voice, as Diana’s lips moved. The voice hissed and echoed in the dark emptiness as Diana’s ghostly eyes glowed red. “I am thirsty for blood. You filthy rat ... come to Mama. I can’t rest in peace till I have you!”

Robert was running ... limping ... in search of the main door, when he felt something flowing on his body. He could smell alcohol. He could not see clearly in the dark. Then in one huge lightening flash, he saw Diana – she was emptying the vodka bottle on him. She dug her fingers into his tonsils and came closer, opened her mouth and breathed out. She breathed out a flame. Robert caught fire. She let go of his throat.
Robert was screaming, burning, running around with a limp – his entire body on fire ... his hair, his eyes, his face, his clothes were in flames ... his ghastly screams were only surpassed by a dramatic laughter ... the same hoarse voice ... Diana was standing in the middle of the hall, laughing, watching Robert cry out “Spare me! I am burning! Douse the goddamned fire!”.

“So be it” Diana took Robert’s well-built frame in her iron clasp “Let’s douse your fire, you noisy pig.” She dragged him to the bathroom. In the numbing darkness, the bath-tub appeared full. Diana dumped Robert’s burning body into the tub and held his head below the surface. One... two... five minutes. Robert’s struggle to keep alive ceased, as his body loosened up and gave way for the buoyancy in the tub. It was not water. Something thicker, something slightly sticky. Another lightening flash. The tub was filled with blood.
The final prey

Michael came to senses when he heard a strange noise of huge metallic something drop from a height and glass breaking. In the darkness he could not find Diana. With his drunk and sleepy eyes still closed, tried to feel Diana beside him “Baby... Where are you?”  
Diana’s bedroll was still warm, but empty.  Michael sat up straight, fully awake now. He sensed trouble. He walked into the next room. The sharp focused light from his Maglite detected the carpet completely wet with blood. He was frozen to discover Sheila’s body, with her face out of shape from the impact of the fall. The balcony door was open. He spotted Frank’s cadaver pierced through its head, hanging on the outside, his eyes still open. The fear factor gripped him. 

As if by instinct, he started running out. Two ... three panic-stricken jumps on the stairs and he landed on the ground floor hallway. Then he saw her at the other end – coming out of the bathroom. 
“Diana baby! Thank God you are alive! C’mon, lets go. We’ve got some bad trouble here.” Michael ran towards Diana. Diana did not move. Her emotionless gaze fixed at Michael. Her knee-length skirt, her arms smeared in blood. Suddenly she smiled. 
“At last, my final prey” she hissed. Michael stopped at the center of the hall, about six-and-half feet from Diana. He trained his torch on her and noticed the blood all over. An involuntary shriek came out of his throat as he took two quick steps backwards. 

“You... you killed them! What are you?” Michael yelped, almost in tears, “Where’s Robert?”

“I have taken them all. I needed them. I was thirsty. One more to go.” Diana howled in a blood-curdling voice “YOU!”

Michael turned around and started running. He could spot the door quickly. Opened it. Possessed Diana was just about two feet away, chasing him like a bloodhound. Michael was almost outside, when the heavy mahogany door slammed shut. 
Michael groaned in excruciating pain. Half of his left arm, that held the Maglite, was still inside the closed door. The bones are shattered, but the skin and flesh has not amputated yet. He was running out of blood. And time.

He was stuck.
Michael looked up, his vision blurred with pain. Somebody was walking up to him from the huge iron gate, along the pebble-path of the garden. It was Diana, her hands behind her. She reached close. Michael was trembling, just about to lose consciousness. He couldn’t shout.
“Stuck badly, eh? Let me help you. Here.” Her hand came out, a large kitchen knife held in it. 

With one lightening-fast blow, Diana freed Michael from the door. His chopped arm dangling, Michael dropped onto the pebble path, bleeding profusely. 
He was still conscious. He wanted to live. “Run, Mike, run for dear life” he said to himself. He gathered the last bit of strength to find his legs and stood on them. His sight was getting blurred. He started dragging himself towards the gate 
Diana kept watching him like a Hyena playing with an injured dying deer-calf. 

When it was time, she landed a massive jab on the pillar that held the porch. It crumbled, rendering the porch above Michael supportless.  In the next half-second, Michael was transformed into lifeless human flesh, mashed under a few tons of concrete.

The torrential rain went on. Not even a dog dared to venture out on the streets.

A feminine shadow in white knee-length dress casually walked out of the gate, and disappeared in the foggy night. 
----------------------------------

“Smith you take the fire escape staircase. The front door is jammed by the collapsed porch.”- The police officers surrounded the house next morning. They entered through the fire escape staircase at the back, and climbed in through the balconies on the first floor.

“Brutal murders. Each of them were killed differently.” – Their voice slowly faded away as they moved away with the dead bodies. The house was sealed.

The house still remains sealed. But every Halloween night the house comes alive. The five friends sit at the first floor bedroom, encircling the Ouija Board to invoke the spirit.

