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Prologue

 

 

“And this is Evelyn,” Melissa said as they walked into the final room of the orphanage. “Evelyn has been with us for a few months now. We found her wondering around without any idea of who she was or where she came from.”

“That’s so sad,” Karen said, kneeling by the little girl. “Hi, Evelyn, my name is Karen.”

“Hi,” Evelyn said shyly before going back to her dolls.

“How old are you, darling?” Karen asked softly, her husband Aubrey standing right behind her.

“They say I’m about thirteen, but I don’t know and I don’t have a birthday.”

She looked at Karen with big sad eyes and Karen knew she was the one; this was the little girl she and Aubrey had been looking for their entire lives.

Chapter One

 

 

At fourteen years old Evelyn was small for her age. Her mother, Karen Jones, always said she was not small - she was petite. Still, Evelyn was the shortest girl in her class and even her younger brothers were almost as tall as she was.

She was so happy that her mother and father had picked her from the orphanage. Without them she might have had to stay there until she was old enough to leave and start her own life. Now, though, she knew what being in a family meant and she was excited to be a part of it. 

Evelyn had spent the better part of the last year getting to know as much about her family as she could, and then came the most exciting news - they were moving!

Karen decided the children needed to be out of the city and in a more natural environment, so Aubrey found a job outside of the city and they began packing their things.

When they arrived at their new home it was everything Evelyn had hoped for. The stunning large wooden house looked like a proper cabin, especially with the backdrop of beautiful woods behind it. It was as if they would be permanently camping. Her brothers were excited too and, the minute they arrived, they all tumbled out of the car and raced each other to the house.

They heard their father calling from behind them to be careful, but they didn’t care. They wanted to find out where their rooms were.

Braydon, the second eldest, took the bedroom directly opposite their parents; he was still a bit scared of the dark, even though his father insisted he was too old for that, and he liked to be near his parents in case the power went out. 

Mickey and Nicky, her five-year-old twin baby brothers, picked a room overlooking the woods that was their back garden.

Evelyn wandered around, trying to figure out which one should be hers; there were so many.

“Found one yet?” Karen asked. 

“No, not yet,” Evelyn said.

“Well, there is a secret room,” her mother teased.

“Where?” Evelyn asked, excited already.

Karen giggled and took her daughter’s hand, leading her to the end of the corridor. The house was bigger than it appeared outside and they had to make their way through a large hallway to get to a door. 

“Here,” she said, and opened the door.

It led to a set of stairs.

Evelyn glanced at her mother curiously, before slowly ascending. The stairs seemed old, but didn’t creak under her weight as she climbed to the room her mother thought would be perfect for her.

At the top was an ornate-looking door and Evelyn smiled as she twisted the copper handle and pushed it open.

Karen followed her up, peeking in and saying, “This is the big kids’ room.”

Evelyn grinned and entered. “It’s lovely,” she said, awestruck by how huge it was. 

The space was as wide as the two rooms plus the corridor below them and high enough so that Karen could stand without hitting her head.

“There’s a bay window over there,” Karen pointed out. “We can set up a nice little reading nook there.”

Evelyn looked to where her mother indicated and smiled again. “This room just feels right, Mama.”

Karen brushed Evelyn’s hair out of her face. “Let’s go grab your stuff and bring it up.”

Evelyn ran downstairs ahead of her, hollering, “I got my room!” before rushing by her father, who called over her, “Slowly, Evelyn, you’ll fall,” before he chuckled and went to Karen.

 

 

“Did she love it?” he asked.

“She did,” Karen responded, kissing Aubrey on the lips. “I think this is going to work out great,” she said when they broke apart.

“As opposed to the blind panic you felt when we first decided to move?” he asked, caressing her cheek.

“This is a new start for us, love; a real start. A place where we are all on equal footing because we are all new to here. This will make us close as a family.”

Aubrey kissed her again, whispering against her lips, “I know, I love you.”

Karen smiled. “I love you, too, but I’ll love you even more once we have offloaded everything.”

She marched herself downstairs to find Evelyn in the back of the truck, helping her brothers with their boxes.

“Both of you take this one,” she told the twins. “It’s heavier than it looks.” 

Karen couldn’t be prouder of her daughter and the way she had acclimatised to being part of their little family. Karen climbed into the truck to give her a hand. 

“Let’s see, this one is for my room, so let’s put it this side for now,” she mentioned as she shifted a box. “Here we go, this is one for your room. Do you need help carrying it?”

Evelyn shook her head. “Nah, I’m good, I carried them all to the truck, so I know how heavy they really are.” She climbed off and Karen passed the box to her. 

 

 

Evelyn made her way upstairs towards her room, admiring their new home as she did so. She was excited about this new chapter in their lives and couldn’t wait to see what her new school would be like once summer holidays were over. 

Her brothers came running down the stairs next to her and she repeated their dad’s warning, “Slowly or you’ll fall,” but they ignored her as they sprinted towards the truck to get more things.

As she climbed to her room, she couldn’t help but feel there was something familiar about this, as though she had been here before. It felt as if she was accustomed to having an upstairs room, which made no sense at all, because as far back as her memory did go, she couldn’t recall ever having one.

The familiarity made the hair on the back of her neck stand up. Was someone watching her? She set the box down in the centre of the space and slowly swivelled, looking around carefully. 

It really was perfect for her. The big bay window let in so much light and she would make a comfortable reading nook in it, surrounded by all the wonderful books her parents had bought her over the last year at book stores and yard sales.

Her bed would go under the eaves; it would look great there. She then noticed a door hidden by the roof beams and moved over to it. Pulling it open, she found a huge closet and squealed.

“What?” Aubrey asked as he came upstairs. “Oh, you found your walk-in closet, did you?”

“I love it, daddy!” she said, even happier with her room now. She launched herself into his arms and hugged him tightly; making him drop the box he was carrying.

“Whoa, careful now, baby,” he said with a chuckle, kissing the top of her head. 

That was when everything went black.

 

 

It was late in the evening, dinner finished, and she played with her little sister on the floor. She was young; she knew she was younger than she was supposed to be, but, oh, she couldn’t recall how old she actually was. Her mother sat in a nearby chair, knitting away as she hummed along to a song playing on the radio.

The front door opened and closed and she scrambled to get up. Someone important was home, but she couldn’t remember who.

A man appeared at the doorway and her little sister gurgled at him. She squealed happily and ran to jump into his arms. He lifted her into the air and chuckled before lowering her onto his hip and kissing her on her head.

 

 

“Evelyn?”

“Honey, wake up.”

“Evelyn, are you okay?”

Evelyn gradually blinked herself awake. She was on the floor with both her parents over her. Vaguely she was aware that her brothers lurked just down the stairs, trying to see what was going on.

“You scared us, darling,” Karen said, stroking her cheek. “I think we should take you to the hospital; you just collapsed in dad’s arms.”

Aubrey was pale and in shock, gripping Evelyn’s hand tightly in his.

Evelyn sat up and rubbed her head. “No, I’m fine, I promise.”

“Get up slowly,” her mother ordered, helping her into a sitting position.

“I’m fine, Mama, I promise.” 

Her parents watched her closely as she glanced around her room. “I love my room.”

“Well, don’t love it so much you pass out on me, kiddo,” Aubrey said.

“I promise I’m okay now,” she responded, getting up. 

Her parents stood as well and Karen hugged Evelyn to her. Evelyn loved the way her mom smelt of flowers and wood. She pulled away and gave them a reassuring smile.

Aubrey nodded. “You start unpacking; I’ll bring the rest of your stuff up. Mom and the boys will organize us lunch.”

“Is Evelyn okay?” Mickey asked from downstairs.

“Yeah, is Evelyn gonna die?” Nicky asked directly afterwards.

“No, you two,” Karen said as she left the room.

Evelyn giggled and rubbed her head again, wondering why she had passed out and about the dream she had. It seemed so real. 

She did as her parents asked and started to unpack her things, waiting as her father brought more and more of the furniture up. She began to rearrange the room to suit her. She put her puffy bean bag by the bay window, along with several of her plush toys and throw cushions, to make it into a comfortable spot. She made sure her bookcase was within reach and unpacked her books. 

Picking up a brown book, leather bound, she stopped. She couldn’t recall getting this one, and opened it to the front page. It was a journal of sorts, but on the first page someone had written ‘Kiara’s book’. She wondered who Kiara was and why she had her book. Flipping through the pages, she found nothing written there, so she put it on her bookshelf to use later on. 

“Evelyn?” Aubrey called up the stairs. “Lunch is ready, darling.” 

“Coming,” Evelyn responded, getting up from her seat on the floor and leaving books strewn there as she ran down the stairs two at a time to join her family for a picnic on the lounge floor.

Chapter Two

 

 

The days passed by in a blur as the family got their home up and running. Between unpacking everything, Aubrey and Karen were also insistent the children get rid of any books, toys or clothes they didn’t use anymore. They hadn’t had a chance to throw anything away while packing. Originally they were supposed to move in the following month, but the previous occupants moved out early and it was then a case of pack up everything and go. 

They designated a big box downstairs for everyone to deposit stuff into, which would go to the orphanage where Evelyn was adopted from.

Evelyn loved the idea, and each time she unpacked a box she selected two or three items to give to the children she had left behind. She was so grateful to the orphanage for finding her and giving her shelter, she could never thank them enough.

She also told her mother that she planned to do a bake sale at school to raise funds for the orphanage. Her mother thought it was a great plan and said she could ask the orphanage to give Evelyn a letter of recommendation for community service to go on her college application. Evelyn didn’t do it for that reason, but saw that as an added bonus.

 

 

Days turned into weeks and, before they knew it, the happy family celebrated their first month in their new home. The orphanage had received the donated items and the children spent most of their time playing or reading.

Karen and Aubrey trusted Evelyn to take care of the boys while they were at work. Evelyn saw this as a huge responsibility. Karen and Aubrey saw it as an opportunity to reinforce that Evelyn was the older sibling in the family, regardless of where she came from.

Evelyn woke the boys up each morning and prepared their breakfasts. While they watched TV she would tidy the house for her mother; making the beds, doing the laundry and dishes, and ensuring the boys didn’t track dirt through the house when they came in from playing outside.

All in all it was a peaceful existence and Evelyn was glad that her parents had decided to move their family out here to the outskirts of the city, where no one would bother them.

 

 

On a Friday morning Evelyn woke up to the sound of her parents talking in the kitchen as they got ready for work. She yawned and came downstairs, greeting them each in turn and giving them a hug. She sat at the counter and had her breakfast as they discussed their plans for the weekend. Most of their weekends so far had been spent fixing up the house and this weekend was going to be no different. They wanted to paint the twins’ bedroom and redo the putty on the windows to make them more secure.

Evelyn zoned out as her dad discussed what else he wanted to do around the house and instead focused on finishing her cereal, letting her mind wander.

She stared out of the window as she did this, thinking of what she wanted to do this day while her parents were at work. Her father was employed at the local hospital as the in-house psychologist, while her mother had secured a position at a beauty salon a few miles away. Both were happy with their new positions, as far as Evelyn could tell, and she was pleased to take care of her siblings. 

So lost in her thoughts was she that it took her a moment to realize the face of a woman with long black hair blocked out the window view. Evelyn stared at her, trying to comprehend what she was seeing, when suddenly she felt a stab in her belly, as though someone had just punched the air out of her. Frightened, she jerked and fell off her chair, hitting the floor hard.

Karen and Aubrey were at her side immediately, fussing over her.

“I saw someone by the window,” Evelyn said, tears forming in her eyes from the pain of the fall. “She was standing right there.”

Aubrey looked over at the window and then went to the back door, flinging it open and walking out. He looked around and came back inside.

“There’s no one there, honey.”

“She was there, I swear,” Evelyn pleaded.

“Well, she’s gone now,” Karen said, stroking her hair. “Come on, let’s finish breakfast and get you cleaned up. Dad and I have to go to work.”

“What if she comes back?” Evelyn asked, and then felt foolish. She had let her mind drift and maybe it was playing tricks on her. She was fourteen, not four.

“Then call Mom,” Aubrey said. “She’s just up the road.”

Evelyn nodded and wiped her tears away, sitting on her chair. She glanced at the now empty window and resumed eating her breakfast.

Both Aubrey and Karen kissed her head as they left and she couldn’t help but stare at the window long after they were gone, almost willing the strange woman to show her face again, if for no other reason than to assure Evelyn that she wasn’t going insane.

Time ticked by and pretty soon Evelyn realized it was time to wake the boys. She rinsed her dishes and made them their breakfast - each had a different cereal they liked - before she went upstairs and gently woke them. 

While they ate their breakfast downstairs, Evelyn showered and dressed hurriedly, worried they weren’t safe while she was busy. She took a moment to feel foolish. Of course they were safe; this was their routine every morning.

Once dressed, she entered the kitchen where the boys were busy rinsing their dishes. “Right, go get dressed and you can play outside for a bit.”

They cheered and ran upstairs.

She called out, “Dad said no running,” before she re-washed their dishes and packed them away. 

While the boys got dressed, she tidied the kitchen. They soon funnelled through the backdoor to play in their backyard. She could keep an eye on them from both the kitchen and the living room, so she always started cleaning those rooms first.

Once the living room was spotless, she called them in, laying down newspaper on the floor so they could wipe their shoes on it.

They came in, albeit reluctantly, and played video games while she cleaned the rest of the house, beginning with their bedrooms.

She didn’t mind the manual labour; she was used to cleaning up after younger children at the orphanage. The nuns there often said that Evelyn was a saint for helping, and that without her they would spend all day cleaning. Small children couldn’t fend for themselves, that’s what they would say, so it was up to the bigger kids and adults to take care of them.

Evelyn had just finished making Braydon’s bed and was putting his clothes in the hamper, when she heard squabbling downstairs.

“Stop fighting,” she called.

“Evelyn,” Mickey whined, “Evelyn, they aren’t giving me a chance.”

“Give Mickey a chance,” she called down.

“He’s lying, Evelyn,” Braydon responded, and they started squabbling again.

It culminated in fists being thrown and Evelyn having to go downstairs to separate them. 

She scowled at each in turn. “That’s it; you’re all confined to your rooms until Mama gets home.” She took the twins’ hands and led them out the room. “Come, Braydon.”

“No,” her eldest brother said defiantly, “you’re not the boss of me.”

“When Mama and Daddy aren’t here, I am in charge.”

“You’re not even my sister; they just felt sorry for you,” he said, and Evelyn knew he regretted the words the moment they were out. Little kids could be so spiteful without really meaning to be.

Evelyn took the twins upstairs and put them in their room before coming back downstairs.

“Turn it off, Braydon,” she demanded.

Braydon ignored her and continued to play his video game, until Evelyn turned the console off, followed by the TV, ignoring Braydon’s protests. She then picked him up and carried him towards the stairs.

He fought back, punching her in her lower back and kneeing her in the stomach as he screamed, “Let me go! Let me go! Let me go!”

Evelyn tried to ignore it, but as he was really hurting her, she yelled back, “Stop being such a brat, Braydon!”

“I’m telling my mama!” he screamed, kicking her again and connecting with her thigh this time.

She barely managed to get him upstairs before tossing him on the carpet. “Go to your room before I phone Mama and tell her how you’re behaving.”

“You are not our boss,” he said.

Mickey and Nicky were at their door, watching events unfold.

Braydon got up and squared off against Evelyn. “Move!” he demanded, “before I tell Mama to return you to the orphanage.”

“At least Mama wanted me,” Evelyn said. “She had to have you, but she chose to have me.”

Braydon pushed her and, surprised, she just stood there, before she pushed him back. He then launched himself at her, punching her in the face. They both froze, staring at each other.

Suddenly Evelyn shoved him backwards, making him trip. “You brat,” she said. “You stupid horrible little brat.”

Mickey helped Braydon up while Nicky moved to calm Evelyn down. In her anger, she pushed Nicky from her and, before they all knew what was happening, Nicky had tumbled down the stairs and landed with a loud crack at the bottom. His shrieks, Evelyn was sure, could be heard from across the county.

Evelyn hurried to where he was trying to get up, his left arm absolutely useless.

“My arm! My arm! My arm!” he shrieked. “Mama!”

Evelyn bit her lip and then shouted, “Braydon, call 911!” 

She tried to sooth her baby brother, but he wouldn’t stop shrieking.

Nicky screamed himself hoarse by the time the ambulance arrived to assess the situation. They gave him something for the pain and to calm him before they called the parents and explained which hospital they were taking Nicky to.

 

 

Those were the longest hours of their lives as they waited for their parents to bring Nicky home. When Aubrey and Karen arrived without him, all believed he had died, and they burst into tears, talking over one another.

Karen held her hand up. “He has to spend a few days in hospital. His arm is broken.” There was a chill to her voice and she looked at Evelyn. “What happened?”

Aubrey stood beside her, his arms crossed over his chest.

Evelyn stared at the floor. “Braydon wouldn’t listen to me …”

“Look at us when you’re talking,” Aubrey said, “Don’t mumble to the floor.”

Evelyn’s eyes filled with tears and she looked up at her parents as she explained what happened between Braydon and herself, and how Nicky had fallen down the stairs.

Karen pointed upstairs. “You’re grounded, no dinner,” she said to Evelyn. “I want you to go to your room and pack up all your nice things for Dad to take out. There will be no reading, no television, no anything while you are grounded, except thinking about how badly you behaved today.”

“But Braydon …” Evelyn started.

“Braydon was wrong, but you were the responsible one, Evelyn. You were in charge and if that is how you act when you are in charge, then I cannot trust you to look after the boys.” 

That hurt Evelyn more than any part of her punishment. Karen was disappointed in her and had referred to ‘the boys’, not her brothers. Her heart shattered as she ran upstairs and slammed her door closed behind her, falling into her bed and letting her tears soak her pillow.

What she did not see was the figure standing in her mirror, a pale woman with black hair, watching her.

Waiting for Nicky to come home from the hospital felt like a lifetime. He was kept there for three days before he returned, his arm set in a cast. 

Mickey and Braydon were quick to ask if they could draw on it and the three of them disappeared upstairs to the twins’ room.

Evelyn was reluctant to join them. In fact, she waited at the top of the stairs as Nicky came home and watched how everyone fussed over him. Once it was decided they were coming upstairs, Evelyn got up and returned to her room without a word.

A few minutes later there was a quiet knock at the door and Karen asked, “Can I come in?”

“Yeah,” Evelyn responded miserably.

Karen came inside and sat on the edge of the bed, but Evelyn turned her back on her, hugging her pillow with tears already threatening to spill over.

The last three days had been hell for Evelyn, because she was sure she had sealed her fate and that her family now hated her. She hadn’t eaten, wasn’t sleeping properly and kept seeing shadows out of the corner of her eyes. She had the strangest dreams that woke her during the night.

Last night, she dreamed that she was in a scary, dead forest. The pale woman was there and a branch from a tree snapped and killed her. It had felt so real, like a lost memory.

Exhaustion made Evelyn feel even more emotional than she did already, and that was why she wanted to cry now. She had just realised that this was the first time Karen had checked in on her since she accidentally broke Nicky’s arm.

“Honey?” her mother asked. “Honey, please talk to me.”

Evelyn’s tears spilled and she sobbed into her pillow.

She felt her mother's reassuring hand on her back, rubbing it gently. “I’m sorry we were so hard on you, Evelyn,” Karen said, reaching up and stroking her daughter’s hair lightly. “We were just so frightened.”

Incredulous, Evelyn sat up, pulling away from Karen. “You were frightened? What about me? I was terrified!” She let her tears run down her face and didn’t care that her nose had started to snot. “It was an accident! I didn’t mean for it to happen and you just sent me away.”

“Honey, please let me explain.”

“You’re going to send me back to the orphanage, aren’t you?” Evelyn demanded, and stood up. “Well, fine then, I’ll pack my things; I won’t even take anything you bought me.” 

Karen looked both shocked and hurt and quickly rose. “N-no,” she stuttered, “no, Evelyn darling, is that what you thought?” She rushed to Evelyn and pulled her into a tight hug. “No, my darling, that isn’t what we wanted to do at all.”

“I was punished for an accident, though,” she sobbed into her mother’s chest.

“I know, and we are so sorry about that, but we were so worried about Nicky and so angry about what happened, when it could have been avoided. You were punished for fighting, not for hurting your brother. We understand it was an accident, my darling, we know you wouldn’t hurt your brothers on purpose.” She stroked Evelyn’s hair more. “And you’re going nowhere, darling. You are one of us and you’re stuck with us, I’m afraid.” 

Evelyn hugged Karen back, letting her emotions out as she sobbed, comforted that she wasn’t going anywhere, but still sad that poor Nicky had a broken arm. Karen held her until she calmed down.

“Now why don’t you go wash your face and come out of your room for a bit? Mickey and Braydon are playing in the backyard; why don’t you go play with them?” she offered.

Evelyn nodded and went to her bathroom, splashing cool water on her face as Karen left the room.

As she raised her head to look in the mirror, she jumped with fright. Staring back at her was her own reflection, but with black eyes and blood dripping from her mouth.

Evelyn stumbled backwards, tripping over her hamper and hitting the floor hard. Using her hands, she scooted onto her knees and slowly raised herself up. When she looked at the mirror again her reflection was gone entirely. She shook her head; the lack of sleep was really getting to her.

She went downstairs, pausing to hug Aubrey tightly, which got her a kiss on the head. She also checked in on Nicky, but he was asleep in bed, his broken arm propped up on a pillow so he would be more comfortable. A pang of guilt ran through Evelyn’s body once more, but Karen had said it was okay, so it was okay.

She passed her mother, who gave her a reassuring smile, before she left to go outside.

Technically, their backyard was the grassy field behind the house, but there weren’t any fences to actually mark the territory, and often the kids would play in the woods just outside of the grassy area. 

Evelyn followed the little walking path made from years of footsteps going this way. She didn’t have to go too deep into the forest to find her brothers playing by a stream.

She walked up to them. “Hey, guys.”

“You’re grounded,” Braydon said, not looking up. “You’re not allowed outside.”

“Mom said I could come out and play with you.”

“We don’t want to play with you,” Braydon said and Mickey immediately copied him with, “Yeah, we don’t want to play with you.”

Evelyn was hurt, but knelt beside them and said, “Bray, look, I’m sorry about what happened the other day, okay?”

“I’m not, I meant every word. Ever since you came to our family everything has been worse. We even had to move houses because of you.”

He stood and walked away from her, Mickey tailing him closely.

“Besides,” Braydon added, “you’re just a dumb girl, we don’t want to play with you and that’s that.”

Evelyn frowned. “Fine, then I’ll go play by myself.”

“Fine.”

Braydon and Mickey turned their backs on Evelyn.

Evelyn frowned and got up, stomping off into the woods without looking back. She understood that Braydon was just angry because he had also gotten into trouble. She could go tell their parents, but she felt that getting him into more trouble would just make the situation worse.

She sighed and slowed down, trying not to let the anger get to her. She noticed a shadow move ahead of her and looked up sharply, scanning her surroundings for anything that could have caused the movement. Moving a little closer to where she thought she saw it, she found a little girl standing there.

“Hello,” Evelyn said. “What’s your name?”

“Maggie,” the little girl said. “Do you want to play with me?”

Evelyn smiled. “Sure.” She was excited to have made a friend, even if it was just a little girl.

“Can’t catch me,” the girl called before running off.

Evelyn chased her, but the little girl knew the woods better than she did, and seemed to be faster than Evelyn could anticipate. Soon she had fallen behind and stopped.

“Wait! I need … I need to catch … my breath.”

She looked around, but there was no sign of the girl at all, not even the sound of footsteps. Trying to get her bearings, she wasn’t sure how far into the woods she was, or which way home lay. She turned on the spot and standing right behind her was the same little girl, this time as tall as Evelyn, but her face was contorted, as though something was squeezing her insides and causing her great pain.

Evelyn took a step back and raised her hands to protect herself. “Are you okay?”

“Do you want to play with me?” A demonic voice issued the request from the little girl’s mouth, and Evelyn was frightened.

The girl’s head started to twitch as though someone were banging it against something, and the next thing Evelyn knew the little girl’s head exploded and blood shot everywhere, including all over Evelyn.

She shrieked, screaming and running away in the direction she thought they had come from. The sound of demonic laughter followed her as she moved. She stopped and looked back, but there was nothing behind her except for beautiful, tall trees and long, lush undergrowth. She wiped at her face, but found that the blood and brains has disappeared. She shivered slightly and walked back towards their house, or at least what she hoped was the direction of the house.

As she walked she thought about Braydon, and how angry he was with her. She couldn’t help but feel angry too. Perhaps the little girl was a friend of his, they were about the same age, and they had decided to play a cruel prank on her. Braydon would do something like that. He loved those stupid horror movies and special effects.

The more she thought about it, the angrier she got, until she stopped suddenly and blacked out.

 

 

Everything was dark as Evelyn walked through weeds and vines. It felt as if everything in the forest was holding her back, waiting for her, calling to her.

Suddenly a large dog appeared out of nowhere and barked at her. Frightened for her life she picked up a rock and hit the dog in the head. It slumped down, and to ensure it couldn't get up and follow her, she hit it again and again until it no longer resembled a dog at all

 

 

Evelyn came to and found herself on her knees. A small puppy was in front of her, its small head completely crushed from being bashed with a large rock that lay next to it, covered in blood.

She looked at her hands and her eyes widened in fright as she realised she had just killed a perfectly innocent puppy. She looked around and realised it had to be the neighbour’s; she was sure she had seen it playing with their child in the backyard.

Disgusted and nauseous, she scooped up the limp body and the rock and carried it deeper into the woods. She felt like she might vomit as she started to dig. At first she tried using a branch, but it was useless and so she used her hands to scratch out a shallow grave for the little animal.

His dog tag read Odin and tears spilled down her face as she lowered him into the makeshift grave with the rock and covered it up.

She tried to wipe her hands on the inside of her dress, but it made no difference; she was filthy and would have to come up with a good reason for being so when she got home.

Quickly she made her way to the house, but luckily no one was in sight. Everyone was either in their rooms or in the garage as she ran upstairs and got changed, washing the mud and blood from her hands and from under her fingernails.

She went back into her bedroom and was about to collapse on her bed and cry when she noticed her full-length mirror out of the corner of her eye. Blood rushed from her face and she felt dizzy as she read the word written in blood: MURDERER.

Chapter Four

 

 

As they were finishing dinner, the doorbell rang and the sound of a child crying could be heard.

Aubrey, frowning, got up and went to see what the commotion was about.

“Kids,” he called, “please come here.”

All four children trooped to the front door, looking at Aubrey curiously.

“The family next door have lost their puppy; you haven’t seen it, have you?”

Nicky and Mickey nodded, and Mickey said, “We saw it yesterday in the front yard with the girl that’s crying, Daddy.”

Aubrey tried not to smile at how cute they were. “Okay, but did you see it today?”

The twins shook their heads.

“Braydon?”

“Maybe Evelyn ate it,” Braydon said, crossing his arms. “She’s that kind of a freak.”

“Braydon!” Karen admonished. “I am so sorry, Mrs …” She paused.

“Breeze, Mrs Breeze.” They shook hands. “And it’s okay; I know how siblings can be sometimes.”

Evelyn frowned. “Maybe Braydon stole it and is hiding it.” 

“Evelyn,” Aubrey said in a warning tone. “Mrs Breeze, Mickey, Nicky and Karen will help you look. Please excuse me while I deal with my kids.”

Mrs Breeze nodded and stepped aside for Karen and the twins to join him.

Evelyn suffered a huge pang of guilt, as she knew where the puppy actually was. She might not have eaten it, but she had certainly killed it.

Now, though, she had bigger problems to worry about. Aubrey stood over both her and Braydon, his arms crossed.

“You two embarrassed us,” he said. “How dare you speak to each other like that, and worse, in front of people who don’t even know us?”

Evelyn stared at her feet, ashamed of what she had said, and especially because of what she did.

Braydon, however, was feeling braver, as he said, “I didn’t tell you to bring home a freak, did I? I said I wanted a little sister.”

“Braydon, stop it.”

Evelyn couldn’t stop the anger that built up inside her. “What is your problem, Braydon?” she said, pushing him.

“Evelyn!” Aubrey moved between them.

“I know you hurt that dog, because you’re a weirdo,” Braydon said and, for a moment, Evelyn panicked that perhaps Braydon did know what had happened.

“You probably ate it raw,” he added.

“Screw you,” Evelyn said.

Aubrey held a hand out for each of them, keeping them apart as he yelled, “Enough!”

Both fell silent, glaring at each other.

“I thought you two would have learned what happens when a family fights. Is it not enough that Nicky’s arm is broken? Do you really want to repeat the other day?”

Braydon pulled away from Aubrey. “She broke Nicky’s arm, just FYI.”

“To bed with you, mister,” Aubrey said. “I’ll be up to deal with you on your own.” 

For the first time that day Braydon showed real fear, knowing what was coming from his father for his insolence.

Aubrey turned to Evelyn. “You too, go to your room and stay there. I want you to think about what you have said and done and I want to know what you are going to do to change your behaviour towards you brother.”

“But he starts with me …” she said, but was quickly cut off.

“I don’t care who starts!” Aubrey shouted. “I am ending it NOW!”

Both children ran up the stairs quickly and separated at the top to go to their rooms. 

Evelyn was too angry to cry as she slammed her door shut. This was the most horrid week ever and it was because of Braydon. She wanted to punch something, anything; she just wanted to vent her frustration on whatever she could find.

But there was nothing to vent to or on, so she chose to calm down by splashing water on her face, feeling all the while hot and bothered and angry. When washing her face didn’t help, she decided to take a shower. At least that would prolong the peace until her father gave her a lecture. He wouldn’t come in if she was showering.

Feeling better once she had steaming hot water running through her hair and over her body, she stood still for a moment, her head tilted slightly forward so the water ran down her back to ease the tension of the day.

She remembered the puppy, and how squashed its head had looked from being beaten with the rock. Was there something wrong with her? Was she mentally ill? Why had she done that?

Next she remembered the lifelike dream she had and how she thought she was being attacked by a large dog. She thought of all the strange dreams lately, of the shadows she saw, and somehow she knew they were all connected to the strange, pale woman that kept cropping up, even in her reality.

Her parents wouldn’t believe her if she told them. As far as they were concerned, they were as safe as could be. To be honest, Evelyn didn’t want to bother them with stuff that made her seem odd, but she did need to let them know, so they understood her. Her mom said that she was part of their family forever, but she couldn’t help but feel it was not really the case. It felt like any moment they would realise how weird she was and send her back to the orphanage. 

Washing herself as she pondered her problems, she wondered how she was going to fix the situation without alerting her parents or making them worry. She couldn’t think of anything and it was becoming difficult to breathe. The space was thick with steam and the air felt thicker than it should be.

Shutting the water off, Evelyn stepped out of the shower and wrapped up in a towel. She walked over to the basin and wiped the mirror clean. The problem, though, was that her reflection didn’t wipe its side clean at all. 

Evelyn froze, staring in horror at her mirror image; her breathing grew heavy as though she couldn’t get enough oxygen to her lungs. She felt dizzy; the world was spinning too fast while she was standing still.

Her reflection smiled, although she did not smile. It raised its hand, when she stood still. Although her hands were empty, her reflection held a knife. The knife lifted to the reflection’s throat and she dug it in, slicing the skin open from left to right.

Evelyn shrieked and punched the mirror, shattering it and cutting herself in the process.

“Evelyn!” Aubrey called, running upstairs. “Are you okay?” He ran into the bathroom without thinking.

Evelyn clutched her towel to her, but it was quickly soaked with blood.

“What did you do?” Aubrey demanded. “Oh god, Evelyn, really, I expect better of you.”

“My reflection, Daddy, it was …”

“Your reflection? Your reflection is just that, Evelyn, a reflection. Get dressed so I can see your cuts. I’ll be outside.” He sighed and left, closing the door behind him.

Evelyn cried silently as she put clothes on in her bedroom. She couldn’t believe how much she had cried lately, everything seemed to be going wrong. She did her best to keep her clothes free of blood as she got dressed and then called for her father.

He came in with a bandage and antiseptic wash. He sat with her on her bed and, shaking his head, started to clean her cuts.

“Your mother is being easy on you because she feels like you are still adjusting, but, Evelyn, I don’t accept this behaviour.”

“But, Daddy, I really did see my reflection …”

“I’m talking,” Aubrey said over her. “Your little fight with Braydon was unacceptable to begin with, and now another fight tonight. You are the older sibling; what has gotten into you?”

Evelyn watched as he tied the bandage around her arm, and sniffed. “Nothing,” she said.

“Don’t take that tone with me, young lady. I am not your mother.”

Evelyn looked away and across the room, her eyes widening when she saw the pale woman in the reflection of the bedroom mirror. She stood there, next to Evelyn, staring at her. Evelyn looked behind her, but there was nothing there. She looked back at the mirror to see the pale woman now staring directly at her, blood running from her mouth.

She wanted to direct Aubrey’s attention there, but he was so cross with her she knew he would think she was making it up to get out of trouble.

“I’m sorry, Daddy,” she said finally, when he was done wrapping her arm.

“You will be sorry,” Aubrey said, getting up. “You’re grounded. Indefinitely.” Aubrey collected her favourite books from her shelf, as well as her phone and her radio. “While you will not be allowed any of your favourite things, you and Braydon also have to spend three hours each day doing chores together,” he explained. “And if you so much as glare at each other, I will add more days to your punishment. Do you understand me, Evelyn Ann?” 

She hated that he used her full name. He had never done so before and it felt like something stung her, deep in her heart. She glanced at the mirror, but the pale woman was gone.

“Yes, Daddy, I understand.”

“Good, now bedtime,” Aubrey said. “I don’t want to hear another peep out of either you or your brothers tonight.”

“Did they find the puppy?” she asked curiously, wondering if her little makeshift grave had been discovered.

“No, they think it may have gotten hit by a car, but it’s too late to look for it now.” Aubrey turned on the lamp in her room and switched the main light off. “You have ten minutes to turn the lamp off and I’m coming to check.” He left without another word, not even a goodnight.

Evelyn wanted to get up and smack Braydon for the trouble he got them into, but it would just cause more problems. She couldn’t believe that little brothers created so many problems and could be so nasty. It had been a year and he had never acted like that towards her before; well, before the move. He clearly blamed her for it, which wasn’t fair; it was their parents’ decision.

She didn’t have time to dwell on it, because she knew her father would be true to his word and come and check if she had gone to sleep. She climbed into bed and snuggled into her pillows. The room appeared eerie through the reflection of the broken mirror in the bathroom. She got up quickly and took one of her smaller blankets, draping it over the mirror. As she was about to leave, the blanket shifted a little and she froze.

Suddenly a hand reached out through the broken mirror and grabbed her by the throat, choking her. She tried to claw at the blanket, at the hand; she tried to pry away the fingers, but whoever it was, was too strong. She began to lose consciousness when there was a knock at the door and the hand let her go. She collapsed to the floor just as Aubrey walked in.

“Evelyn, I said it was bedtime. Stop fooling around and acting up and go to sleep,” he said.

Tears rolled down her cheeks as she made her way to bed, scared that once he left her, whatever body was connected to that hand would come out of the mirror and attack her again.

“Goodnight,” he said as he switched off the lamp.

“Night,” Evelyn said meekly.

Chapter Five

 

 

The days that followed her breaking her mirror were the worst Evelyn had ever experienced. Each day brought with it more challenges, more horror and more restless nights.

The worst part for Evelyn was that she and Braydon fought almost constantly now. If he wasn’t taking her things without permission, and breaking them most of the time, he wasn’t doing his share of the chores or helping her with the instructions her parents left them.

The more they fought, the longer their punishment became, and each time Aubrey took more and more of their possessions away from them.

Braydon often blamed Evelyn for this, saying if she wasn’t around then they wouldn’t have this problem. Evelyn tried her level best to be patient and kind, but Braydon wore her down and more often than not it resulted in her slapping him, snapping at him or retaliating in some form.

Adding to her stress was the pale woman. She came every night and either stood over Evelyn’s bed staring at her, or she attacked by scratching her.

Karen noticed the scratches one morning and had a sit down with Evelyn, saying that acting out by hurting herself would gain her no brownie points and, if she continued, Karen would be forced to send Evelyn for psychiatric treatment. This was the exact opposite of what Evelyn attempted to achieve. She wanted her family to be happy, not worrying about her. 

At the mention of getting Evelyn special treatment for hurting herself, Braydon started acting up even more, saying nasty things such as “Evelyn should just kill herself already” or “You didn’t do it right or you’d be dead.” Karen was horrified by what he said, especially for his age, and he was banned from watching any further horror movies, because they clearly were too adult for him.

This fuelled the fire more.

Karen and Aubrey juggled their schedules so that one was always home to ensure the children didn’t kill each other, but unfortunately a day did eventually come when both were going to be out of the house at the same time.

Aubrey laid down the ground rules after Karen left and swore to God, if any one of them fought, or if he heard that they fought, or if they whined when he got home, or the chores weren’t done, he would personally give each and every child, even Nicky, a hiding so hard they would feel it well into their adult years.

This, of course, didn’t do much and Evelyn knew Braydon wouldn’t be able to hang onto his tongue the whole day.

 

Karen did not want to scare her children, so when Evelyn briefly mentioned having nightmares, she said it was just a manifestation of her guilt, and they would soon pass. Something about Evelyn seeing things nagged at her, though, and she couldn’t help but feel as if it was all too familiar.

One Monday evening she did some research; perhaps Evelyn had read a news report or something similar that had triggered her unease. The only item she found was an article about a family brutally murdered in their beds, survived by their daughter, now held in a psychiatric facility. 

What really piqued Karen’s curiosity, however, was that Evelyn alluded to incidences she would not have gotten from a news report. In fact, the likelihood of Evelyn even coming across an article like this was absurd. 

Karen decided to put her mind at ease by visiting the daughter who had survived the attacks to find out if the few details Evelyn had provided matched those Amari remembered. Perhaps Evelyn was there, and these were memories floating to the surface. The thought gave Karen the chills and she felt she definitely needed to know now, in case her daughter needed psychological care. She would do anything to protect her little girl.

She planned it for a Friday, when she knew Aubrey should be home. Unfortunately, the night before she planned to go see the girl; Aubrey got a call from a patient he had to meet up with. Her drive there and back would be long and Karen considered rescheduling, but Aubrey pointed out that the kids would be fine and reassured her he would be home as soon as he was done with his patient.

Karen went ahead with her plan and, after bidding everyone goodbye, she left for the day, telling them she was working.

 

 

 

The drive to the facility was peaceful and Karen reassured herself that everything would be okay. Their family would be just fine; she would make sure of that.

She looked in her rear-view mirror and for a second she swore she saw someone sitting in her back seat. She swerved and hit the brakes, narrowly missing another car, which hooted at her. She turned in her seat the moment she stopped, but there was no one there.

The stress of Evelyn possibly remembering her life was really getting to her. She was even seeing things. If Karen was truly honest, she was most terrified that Evelyn would remember her family, and Karen would have to give her girl back. Or worse, Evelyn’s family had also been murdered and the shock of seeing something like that had caused the memory loss.

Karen pulled back onto the road, pushing the speed limit as she made her way to the asylum.

The place was not what she was expecting. For one thing, it was bright and colourful and full of life. The orderlies and nurses were friendly and the patients seemed quite content.

She lied to the nurse and said she was an old friend of Amari’s, come to cheer her up. After hesitating, the nurse finally said it was so nice that Amari finally had a visitor and took Karen to the day room where Amari sat, building a puzzle.

“Amari?” Karen asked. Amari looked up at her and before she could say anything, Karen sat down and said, “It’s me, Karen, your old friend.”

Amari eyed her, noticed the nurse watching, and said, “Okay.” She muttered to the nurse, “It’s fine.”

The nurse left.

Karen laced her fingers together. “Thank you. I’m in desperate need of your help.”

Amari seemed confused. “Who are you?” she asked. “And how could I possibly help you?”

“My name is Karen Jones and I have a daughter I adopted. She has nightmares that remind me of how your family was murdered.” Karen took a photo of Evelyn out and slid it across the table, explaining the whole story and why she was there, ending it with a quick, “Please, if you know anything, tell me.”

Amari reached for the photo. As soon as she saw Evelyn, her eyes widened and her breathing quickened; she dropped the photo and stood up.

“You’re not safe!” she screamed. “You’re not safe; your family is not safe!”

The orderlies and nurses looked in their direction and started to make their way over.

“What do you mean?” Karen asked, standing up as well.

“You’re not safe!” Amari screamed again. “She’s the one. She’s Kiara. There’s the proof. She killed my family.”

The orderlies tried to calm her, but she pulled away from them.

“Your family isn’t safe, she’s a killer! Your family is not safe! Get them out! Get them out now!”

The nurses approached Karen and insisted she leave. Karen was shaking as she picked the photograph up and left the day room. She could hear Amari screaming as the orderlies led her down the hall.

 

 

The children started off by making breakfast together, simply ignoring each other as the four of them sat around the table and ate their food. After that they split up to do their chores. 

Evelyn opted to clean the twins’ room and their parents’ bedroom, because Braydon would be downstairs for most of the morning doing the living and the dining room. That way they could avoid each other.

They managed to make it all the way to lunch without a single fight and Evelyn believed they might just make it through the day.

“I need the mop,” Braydon said to her as she cleaned the bathroom.

“I’m almost done with it,” Evelyn said, still mopping.

“I want it now,” Braydon responded and grabbed it with both hands, tugging it.

Evelyn tugged it back. “I’ll literally be done in five minutes, Bray.”

“Don’t call me Bray; that’s what my family calls me,” he sneered.

“Oh, sorry, Braydon Andrew Aubrey Junior Jones,” she said, knowing that using his full name irritated him most.

A massive tug of war ensued over the mop. Evelyn held back, scared that if she tugged too hard Braydon would get hurt. He had no such qualms. 

Eventually Evelyn got annoyed and decided to tug hard, and Braydon let go at the same time. Evelyn fell backwards, knocking her head on the toilet, and everything went black.

 

 

Kiara didn’t care about the animals that lived in the forest. She would kill them all. She would kill this entire forest …

 

Her father brought home that pale woman, Raven, as his new wife … as though she could control Kiara. What a ridiculous notion …

 

Kiara killed Maggie and felt so thrilled by it; everything she ever wanted was falling into place.

 

She killed her mother and enjoyed the feeling of warm blood gushing into her hands as she slit her throat from left to right …

 

Kiara dominated everything. Kiara would not be stopped.

 

 

Evelyn woke up on the floor, acutely aware of who she had been in her previous life. Kiara. Free from that damned book that Raven had trapped her in. She remembered everything from her past, her true past. She remembered where she had gotten rid of her parents, her sister, and then Amari’s parents.

Kiara remembered murdering Amari’s parents and then leaving the farm lands, looking for somewhere new to settle, but there had been an accident and she hit her head. She suffered memory loss and that was how she landed up at the orphanage.

Now this lovely family had adopted her, but oh, if they only knew what Kiara actually was and what she was capable of.

She opened her eyes and found Braydon standing over her with a scared look in his eyes.

“I thought I’d killed you, Evelyn,” he said. “Please, please don’t tell mom and dad.”

Kiara sat up; it felt strange being called Evelyn, but that was how they knew her now. 

She shook her head and muttered, “It’s okay. I won’t say anything.” She got up and Braydon hovered, worried he had really hurt her. “Now, now,” she added, “let’s just hug this out and everything will be okay.”

Braydon let out a sigh of relief and came to Kiara for a hug, mumbling into her, “I’m so sorry I was so mean. I won’t do it again.”

“No, you won’t,” Kiara said, before she grabbed his hair and started slamming his head into the tiled wall. She didn’t stop until she knew he was dead and his body fell to the floor.

 

 

In the parking lot Karen took out her phone and dialled the house.

Evelyn answered. “Hello?”

“Evelyn, is daddy there.”

“Not yet, mommy,” Kiara answered, smiling. “Do you want me to ask him to phone you?”

Evelyn sounded different and suddenly Karen was afraid.

“Where are your brothers?” she asked as she walked towards her car, her hand shaking terribly.

“Asleep, mommy,” Kiara answered. “They are all asleep.”

Karen bit her lip. “Okay, I’ll be home soon.” She ended the call.

She sped away from the hospital, racing home.

Kiara couldn’t believe she had lost over a year of her life because of hitting her head. Now that the idiotic boy was out of the way, she needed to find a way to dispose of the rest of her so-called family.

She felt nothing for these strangers that had taken her in, not even as she went from room to room, inspecting the family photos taken in the last year. The way they held her, kissed her, comforted her - it meant nothing to her, because Kiara simply didn’t feel.

Walking past a mirror, she saw Raven standing there, staring angrily at her.

“Still after me, then?” Kiara said, laughing aloud. “You fool of a ghost. You can’t hurt me now. You’re dead.”

Kiara moved away from the mirror and went to the window, looking down at one of her little brothers playing in the forest behind their house. He darted from tree to tree, no doubt playing some sort of imaginative game he had created to keep himself entertained.

It brought to mind the puppy she had killed, except, instead of feeling guilt, now she felt a sense of glee. It filled her with intense happiness to know that she had killed that disgusting little rat of a dog. The method was a bit gruesome, but Kiara had a knack for crushing heads; it was, after all, how she had disposed of Maggie.

Maggie.

She had seen Maggie in the forest and, as she looked down now to find that little boy again, she saw both Raven and Maggie standing there, staring up at her.

Mickey, oblivious to their presence, ran through them, peeking around a tree and then running for another.

It was strange to see him pass straight through what looked like a solid human being, but they were just ghosts. Manifestations that came with being who she was; they could not hurt her. That was possibly the most important thing of all - they could not hurt her.

A door opened and closed downstairs and she heard Aubrey call out, “Kids? I’m home.”

She put on the sweetest smile she could and went downstairs.

“Hello, Daddy” she said sweetly, giving him a hug. “I missed you!”

“Did you guys fight while I was gone, Evelyn?”

Kiara shook her head. “No, daddy, we didn’t fight at all. Braydon was tired, though, so he’s having a nap right now.”

Aubrey nodded and went to the living room, tossing his jacket on the back of a couch. “Okay then. Do you want to watch a movie?”

“No thanks, daddy, but you relax; I’m going to go make you some coffee.”

Aubrey smiled. “Thanks, sweetheart. Now this is the behaviour I expect to see.”

Kiara gave him another award-winning smile before hurrying to the kitchen to make coffee.

While she waited for the water to boil, she perused the cupboards, looking for the perfect weapon to use on her new ‘daddy’ to end his suffering, just like Braydon’s.

The one locked kitchen drawer just screamed perfection to her. She opened it and found some serious knives in there. Selecting the sharpest one she could, she set it aside.

After making the coffee, she brought it to Aubrey and put it down next to him, before going back for the knife so she could end him.

On her way back the phone in the kitchen rang again. Previously it had been their mother; she was probably calling once more to make sure Aubrey had arrived.

Somehow, Kiara didn’t know how exactly, Karen knew the truth. Kiara needed to do this quickly and quietly if she wanted to ensure that she killed everyone in the house before Karen got home. What a lovely sight it would be for her to walk in and see the death and destruction Kiara had created, right before Kiara snuffed out her life as well.

She went to the phone and answered it. “Hello, mommy,” she said, confident that she knew who it was.

“H-h-hi, darling,” Karen said, clearly nervous. “Is Daddy not home yet?”

“Daddy’s home,” Kiara said, smiling as she played with the knife in her hand, the phone in the crook of her neck.

“Can I speak to him, please?”

“Daddy can’t come to the phone right now,” Kiara replied. “He’s busy.”

She hung up and went back to the living room, where she found Aubrey on his favourite sofa, the sports channel on.

“Who was that, darling?” Aubrey asked without turning around.

“It was mommy.” Kiara came to stand behind him.

“What did she want?” Aubrey asked, mostly focused on the moving pictures in front of him.

“To save you,” Kiara said before she raised the knife and quickly slit Aubrey’s throat open, the blood spraying high and far as she cut through the arteries and veins in his neck.

He grabbed at his throat and got up, stumbling around and choking on his blood as he looked at her, wide-eyed. He fell to his knees, one hand still trying to hold his neck together as he crawled forward, trying to reach her.

“There, there, Daddy” she said, “it’ll all be over soon.”

She leaned down and kissed him just before he collapsed on the floor, bleeding out on the rug. She stood there for a moment, simply watching the blood pool around him. It was extremely satisfying to watch. She couldn’t resist, and kneeled, touching the blood lightly with her fingers before bringing them to her lips to lick clean. It was warm and thick and tasted metallic. It was as good as she remembered it being.

Mickey laughed from somewhere outside and it brought Kiara out of her reverie.

She went to find him.

 

 

Karen drove like the devil was chasing her. She had not liked the sound of Evelyn’s voice when she answered the phone. In fact, it hadn’t sounded like her beautiful daughter at all. A stranger had answered the phone, fear had flooded Karen’s body and she was sure Amari was correct - her family was in danger. 

The sound of police sirens behind her made her look into her rear-view mirror and then check her speed. She cursed softly and slowed to a stop.

The officer climbed out of his car and walked to her side.

“License and registration, please,” he demanded.

“Sorry, Officer, I know I was going a bit fast, but I’m concerned about my children.”

“License and registration now,” he stated.

Karen reached into her glove compartment and pulled out her papers, passing them over to him, saying again, “Please, I need to make sure they are okay.”

“Do you know how fast you were going, ma’am?” he asked her, ignoring her statement. “Fast enough that I can either arrest you or give you a fine.”

He looked at her over his sunglasses and she fell silent, hoping to be done with this so she could leave.

The officer took his time writing out the ticket, sounding out each letter as he wrote it as though deliberately trying to irritate her. Karen did her best to keep her temper in check.

He returned to her side of the car and handed her the ticket. “Now you need to stick to the speed limit.” he said.

Karen looked at him desperately. “Look, I’m really worried about my kids, so if you could please accompany me to my house. Please.”

He sighed. “I’m going to make sure that you stick to the speed limit. I’ll leave you at your house.”

Karen nodded politely and put the ticket in her bag before starting her car again. She waited for the officer to pull out in front of her before she moved back into her lane, driving the speed limit behind him. All she wanted to do was overtake him and race back home, but she knew the officer would arrest her and then she would not be able to help her family at all.

Chapter Seven

 

 

Kiara left the house and headed towards the forest, ignoring Raven and Maggie standing just outside the door, staring at her. They didn’t scare her anymore. She was free of them.

She stopped to listen and could hear footsteps retreating between the trees; Mickey was still playing his game.

Kiara moved towards the noise and found him playing near the stream. He looked up as she approached.

“Hey, Evelyn, have you seen Braydon? He promised to play with me, but he hasn’t come out yet.”

Kiara smiled sweetly at him. “Braydon decided he wanted a nap, so I came out to play a new game with you.”

“A new game?” Mickey enquired. “What new game?”

“Hunters,” Kiara decided on the spot.

“How do you play it?”

“Well, it’s real simple. You’re the deer and I’m the hunter; you have to escape me or I get to kill you.”

Mickey giggled. “How will you kill me?”

“By cutting out your heart, Mickey,” she answered.

Mickey giggled again, not taking her seriously at all. “Okay, but you have to give me a five-count head start,” he declared before taking off.

Kiara smirked and started after him immediately, muttering to herself, “Five.”

Mickey hopped from rock to rock and turned back frequently to see if he was being followed. Every time it looked like he was going to look back, Kiara hid behind a tree. She wanted to prolong this; she wanted to enjoy her hunt and her kill. She would kill him in the end, as she had promised him.

Mickey continued to move in front of her and when she realised where he was going, she changed direction to cut him off. The knife she had hidden behind her back while she spoke to him was now out in front of her, in case she ran into him earlier than expected.

She saw him up ahead, crouching behind a rock and looking the opposite way to see if she was following him.

Kiara suppressed an excited giggle as she sneaked behind him, wrapping an arm around his throat and saying, “Got you.”

Mickey squirmed to get away, but Kiara was too strong. 

“Evelyn, you’re hurting me,” Mickey whined as he tried to pull away. “I’ll tell Daddy.”

“I’m not Evelyn,” Kiara whispered into his ear, “and Daddy’s dead.”

She stabbed him in the throat and pulled the knife sideways across, so that blood sprayed in front of them like a sprinkler turned on full blast. She pulled the knife out and turned him to face her, his blood seeping onto her hands. He gargled a few times, trying to take a breath, before collapsing to the ground, dead. 

When she looked up, Maggie and Raven stood there, glaring at her with empty eye sockets.

She inclined her head and took a step towards them. “You can’t hurt me now.” Kiara smiled brightly.

Raven disappeared, but Maggie remained.

“Where’d she go? She scared?” Kiara asked.

Maggie shook her head.

“Then what? What is she going to do?” Kiara asked, but Maggie just smiled at her. “What is she going to do?” Kiara yelled at the ghost of her little sister, but nothing was given away.

Maggie slowly faded away in front of her eyes and just for a second Kiara experienced a twang of fear.

She shook it off and started the walk towards the house. She had one more person to take care of before her mommy got home. She wanted to make sure Karen saw everyone dead before she was dealt with. She hadn’t realised how far out she had gone until she made her way back. She would have to hurry if she wanted to be done in time.

 

 

Nicky loved lying in bed and reading; it was his favourite pastime. It was the reason he wasn’t really that mad at Evelyn for breaking his arm. Sure, it hurt, and now that it was healing it was itchy, but for the most part it just meant he got to hang out in bed and read all the time, instead of being forced to play stupid outside-games with his brothers.

Braydon always dictated what they played and he hated it; it was why he went to Evelyn’s side when the fight started. Mickey would always be on Braydon’s side.

Nicky thought he heard something and put his book down, going to look out the window. It was Evelyn, coming out of the forest covered in something dark and red. It looked like blood.

What didn’t make sense to Nicky was that she somehow looked like Evelyn and didn’t look like Evelyn, all at the same time. 

Nicky was frightened, and wasn’t sure why. It was his sister, he knew her, he loved her. Still, something was off. 

He left his room as quietly as he could, cradling his arm, and went to hide under his parents’ bed. He soon heard her footsteps as she came upstairs, calling his name softly.

“Nicky … Nicky …” 

It didn’t sound like Evelyn and he was petrified now.

Whatever that was, it wasn’t his sister.

 

 

Kiara entered the house and went upstairs slowly, calling, “Nicky? Nicky?”

She had seen him at the window and knew he had seen her coming towards the house. She was sure he was hiding. She sensed his fear from the way he looked at her. 

Kiara investigated the twins’ room, but didn’t find him there.

“Come out, come out, wherever you are,” she called. “It’s me. It’s Evelyn.”

She didn’t expect him to actually come out; he obviously knew better, but still, she would find him. It was getting darker outside and she heard the rolling thunder of a storm starting.

“Nicky?” she called again, before heading to Braydon’s room.

She heard shuffling in her parents’ bedroom and smiled to herself as she quietly made her way there.

 

 

Karen pulled up to the house and waved at the officer who had followed her. “Will you come in with me?” she asked.

He shook his head. “Look, ma’am, I’m already way out of my jurisdiction just being here. I’m going to have to call this in to the locals. I’ll be back with help in a few minutes. You just wait right here.”

The officer drove off and she waited a few seconds before running towards the house. She slammed the door open.

“Guys?” she called. “Evelyn? Aubrey?” she called again.

She walked into the dining room and found Nicky hanging there, his throat cut. She shrieked and, as she turned to look away, she walked into the knife that Kiara held out. 

“Hello, mommy.”

Epilogue

 

 

When Karen came around, she sat on the forest floor. Her belly was warm and she felt sleepy. There was a sharp pain in her abdomen and she looked down to see her stomach soaked with blood. She looked up again to see Evelyn standing in front of her with a knife. No, it couldn’t be Evelyn; she could see in her eyes that her daughter was long gone.

“Who are you?” she asked, feeling as though she was running out of breath.

“My name is Kiara.”

“You killed my son. Where is the rest of my family?” she asked, looking around. “Where are my children? My husband?”

“I thought I was your child, mommy,” she said. “I thought you were stuck with me forever.”

“You’re not my daughter; she’s gone.”

“Not gone,” Kiara explained. “I just remembered who I am.” 

“You killed that girl’s family,” Karen said, shivering as a fever took hold of her. “You’re going to kill me.”

“You’re already dying, mommy,” Kiara said, “but this has inspired me. See, you have given me a new way forward. Poor Kiara, the little orphan girl. Imagine the families I will have access to.”

Karen shook her head. “No, I won’t let you.”

“You do not have the power to stop me.”

“But I do,” Amari said from a few meters away.

Kiara shifted to look at her. “Amari, I was wondering where you were. I spared you the last time we were together.”

“Raven protected me, and she protects me now.”

Lightning flashed across the sky and standing in Amari’s place was Raven, who quickly changed back to Amari once the lightning was gone.

“Possession is not only for the evil of this world,” Raven/Amari said.

“Raven,” Kiara sighed, “I thought I got rid of you in that other forest.”

Karen’s head rolled forward and Raven looked at her. “She’s your last victim, Kiara.”

“You can’t stop me,” Kiara smiled. “There is nothing you can do to stop me.”

Raven held up a leather-bound book. “Oh, but I can.”

Staring at the volume, Kiara showed true fear. “No! No! You will not trap me in there again.”

She rushed towards Raven, but before she could raise her knife to plunge it into Raven’s heart, Raven lifted a gun to Kiara’s head height and said, “Who said anything about trapping you?”

Kiara froze just as Raven pulled the trigger, blowing a hole straight through Kiara’s skull.

Raven then smiled and swung around, leaving Amari’s body and walking away
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