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CHAPTER TWO 

It was nearly midnight, and Nick stood before the decaying 

facade of the bookstore. Its darkened windows were thick 

with grime, the door an ancient slab of heavy wood that 

seemed out of place amid the more modern shops lining the 

street. The bookstore had the eerie air of a nightmare, and 

Nick couldn’t help but smirk at his own thought. 

“A nightmare on Elm Street,” he murmured with a dry 

chuckle, immediately regretting the comparison as a cold 

shiver ran down his spine. 

He reached for the door handle, hesitated, then 

pressed the latch. The mechanism groaned before yielding, 

and the door swung inward with surprising ease. A small bell 
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tinkled faintly as the door brushed it, the only sound to break 

the oppressive silence. The floor was a vast canvas of dust, 

untouched except by the arc of the door’s opening. Cobwebs 

sagged between shelves that somehow defied time and 

decay, held upright by the weight of the dusty books they 

harbored. Moonlight seeped through the filth-coated 

windows, illuminating the suspended dust in ethereal 

beams. The air was thick with the scent of old paper and 

neglect. 

Nick paused, battling the grip of hesitation, but the 

dual forces of desperation and curiosity pushed him forward. 

The bell tinkled again as the door clicked shut behind him. As 

his eyes adjusted to the dim light, a path revealed itself—a 

corridor of forgotten tales leading deeper into the store. 
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Nick took a cautious step, the ancient floorboards 

protesting under his weight. The room seemed to breathe 

with the whispers of forgotten stories, their voices barely 

audible in the still air. Shadows danced in the flickering 

moonlight, turning the shop into a cryptic maze. 

His eyes flitted over the shelves, wondering what lay 

ahead in the depths of this place. The cryptic letter echoed in 

his mind, urging him to embrace the unknown. But even as 

curiosity tugged at him, a gnawing sense of danger lingered. 

He straightened his posture, determined to face whatever 

waited. 

He moved deeper into the labyrinth of books, his 

steps muffled by layers of dust. An occasional groan from the 

floor punctuated his slow progress, adding to the surreal 
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atmosphere of the place. Then, out of the gloom, a dim light 

appeared—a soft glow spilling from an old reading nook. 

Nick’s heart pounded. The light emanated from a 

desk bathed in the glow of an antique lamp. Behind it, seated 

in a worn leather chair, was the cloaked figure he had 

glimpsed that rainy night. The figure’s face remained hidden 

beneath its hood, only the weathered hands visible as they 

traced the pages of an open book. 

Without a word, the figure stood and gestured to the 

chair across the desk. Nick hesitated but was drawn forward 

by a silent compulsion. He lowered himself into the chair, 

wary but curious, as the figure leaned in closer, its features 

still obscured by shadow. 

“Nicholas Corelli,” the voice was soft, ancient, “a 

lost soul standing at the crossroads. Your despair echoes 
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through the pages of fate, but within these pages lies an 

opportunity.” 

Nick blinked, torn between skepticism and intrigue. 

The figure spoke again, weaving a tale of three ancient books 

with the power to alter destinies. These long-forgotten tomes 

held stories that could rewrite the very fabric of a person’s 

life. 

The figure reached into the shadows and pulled out 

a small, weathered journal, its leather cover cracked with 

age. 

“Take this,” the figure said. 

Nick hesitated but, unable to resist the magnetic pull 

of the moment, reached for the book. As his fingers closed 

around it, the figure spoke of alternate realities, hidden 

truths, and the path he must take to find the ancient tomes. 
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“These pages will guide you,” the figure continued. 

“But beware—the path is fraught with obstacles. You must 

never allow the books to fall into the hands of the Evil One.” 

Nick, startled by the ominous warning, asked, “How 

will I know who the Evil One is?” 

The figure fell silent, and apprehension crept over 

Nick again. But the skepticism that had shadowed his heart 

began to ebb, replaced by a flicker of hope. 

 

The ticking of a grandfather clock filled the silence, 

counting the moments as if marking a turning point in time. 

The cloaked figure gestured toward the passage through 

which Nick had entered. 
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Nick stood and began to leave but paused. When he 

turned back, the figure had vanished, though its voice 

lingered, reverberating through the shelves: 

“Embrace the stories within, Nicholas Corelli. 

Rewrite your destiny. This midnight meeting has set you on a 

new course.” 

With those final words, the lamplight flickered out, 

plunging the bookstore into darkness. Clutching the journal, 

Nick left the store, stepping into the cool night air, the weight 

of despair lifted by the promise of a new path. The encounter 

had indeed shifted his destiny, and the ancient book in his 

hands whispered promises of a life rewritten. 
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Back at his apartment, Nick found that the journal’s entries 

were not only next to impossible to decipher, but no matter 

how carefully he attempted to open the book’s cover, it 

always opened to one of the passages in the middle. And no 

matter how many pages he flipped backward towards the 

front, he could never reach the beginning of the book, nor 

could he reach the end of the book when he flipped forward 

through the pages.  

Hope began to dwindle as hour after hour Nick tried 

to work out the meanings of the cryptic writings and symbols. 

As a sliver of orange-red appeared at the eastern horizon 

signaling the appearance of dawn, he tossed the journal onto 

the coffee table in frustration. It landed on the table surface 

on its spine and splayed open. At the same time, the pantry 
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door opened an inch or so and a pale beam of light was cast 

on the floor and opposite wall. 

Nick sat silent, taken aback by the suddenness of 

the opening of the pantry door and of the light that spilled into 

his apartment. There was no light inside the now empty 

pantry, and the door had never before opened of its own 

accord. Slowly, he stood up and walked with apprehension 

toward the pantry door. When he stood before the slightly 

open door, he reached for the knob. It was only then that he 

realized that he had been holding his breath, and his lungs 

were yearning for some fresh oxygenated air. He breathed out 

and in slowly then gripped the knob. 

THUD! The noise behind him sent a double shot of 

adrenaline through his body and caused him to physically 

start. He whirled around just in time to see Carver run along 
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the floor from the spot on the bed where he had been dozing 

a moment before. Before he could stop the cat, Nick watched 

as Carver darted past him, pushed the door open with his 

nose, and squeezed himself into the pantry.  

“No! Carver, No!” Nick called out. But the cat was 

already beyond the pantry doorway. Without thinking, Nick 

pulled the door open fully, not knowing what he would see 

inside. And what he saw sent his mind reeling.


