The Portals keeper

"What's wrong? Did the world explode again?"

"Hmm. oh... this time it was invaded by tiny bacilli from outer space, they ate away everything"

"You know, you really need to relax more Ron, this isn't normal."

"I know, it's just that I have all this work that needs to be finished, the books don't edit themselves you know?" He smiled

"Well... I still think you're overworked, you should just take another vacation."

"I don't think the bosses heart can take that much"

"I'm not joking Ron"

I know, it's getting worse, not a decent night of sleep in a month.

Every night was great in Holland, until the minute he got back it was back too.

These dreams are really unnerving and all the shrink, for all the money I pay the bastard can say is that I'm overworked.

Every night the world ends, and there's nothing I can do, from an ecological disaster to an all-ending nuclear war. This time it was bacilli, eating away at everything. And as always I was one of the last to die. Just thinking back gives me shudders, actually FEELING them eating away at my body, starting from my stomach and spreading in what seemed a couple of seconds.

"NO! NOOOOO! NOOOOOOOOOOOO!" Ron screamed as he woke up screaming and sweating again.

Having woken up so abruptly for a second he thought he was dead. Destroyed by the asteroid. But slowly the realization came upon him that it was just a dream, and he relaxed some.

Looking at the white ceiling he cursed this dependence on having to sleep here.

He knew that whenever he slept elsewhere the dreams would stop, he slept terrific on the holiday he had just taken, but when the dreams stopped the ghosts came. Those of his father and mother, his grandfather and sometimes even of his infant sister.

All had lived in this very house; it had been in his family for five generations he had been told. His shrink said the ghosts were just a 'manifestation of his guilt' for leaving the house of his family. He didn't believe that, he couldn't believe it was just his imagination when everything in the room moved around and he couldn't sit decently without having the chair pulled from under him. The only thing safe on that holiday was his bed, so he did everything in there and seldomely got up for anything. He even went as far as to piss in a bottle, just to avoid most of his bathroom trips.

But he couldn't keep that up all his life!

He had no choice but to live with these dreams and take so many sleeping pills it was damn near suicidal, they cut the dreams down to once every four days.

As he lay there, exhausted, he decided to take some more pills and hope that he wouldn't have another dream tonight, he'd rather risk an overdose.

As he was talking to his bathroom he noticed that the carpet was feeling cold, almost like stone. He looked down and saw nothing out of the ordinary and thought it must be his imagination, working over-hours after another one of those damn dreams.

He got to the bathroom and turned the lights on, it was too much for his eyes after all that darkness so he had to squint for a minute. He made it a habit to turn on the light at these late night pilltakings since he once accidentally swallowed laxents instead and spent the whole night on the toilet, not the best way to get rid of those dreams.

Taking two more pills he sighed, knowing that he probably wouldn’t have any more dreams tonight. At least that was a good thing.

Turning off the light again he paused a moment to let his eyes get accustomed to the light and suddenly noticed that, whereas the carpet had been cold, the tiles in his bathroom were warm, if not hot. “Strange” he murmured to himself, and thought of doing a little experiment, it was going to take the pills at least another 30 minutes anyway.

Because his bathroom and bedroom were only separated by a small hallway he decided to put one foot on the carpet and one on the tiles, if there was really that much of a temperature difference between them it would be much more noticeable. So he opened both doors placed his left foot on the carpet. What he wasn’t prepared for though was what followed.

FIRE!

Flames licking both feet!

He removed first his right and then his right feet from the carpet and tiles unto the lament of the hallway and felt a normal temperature on it. A bit cold, but at least not freezing. He stood there, dazed and confused for a moment, unable to grasp what had just happened.

And as he reflected on it he suddenly realized that the fire wasn’t even hot, just painfully. He looked carefully at his feet in the dim light but saw no signs of burns.

Thinking he was losing his mind he decided that he had hallucinated it and thought it must be a side effect of the pills.

Carefully he stepped back on the carpet, feeling that it was normal room temperature and with as big a steps he could take he dove back in bed, slamming both doors shut.

He made a mental note to call the doctor in the morning to ask about the side effects of these pills and if he didn’t have any without hallucinatory side effects, thinking that the dreams on their own were scary enough he didn’t need these hallucinations too.

And with this he fell asleep again.

“Rise from your slumber and welcome me!”

“Uhhhmmmmm… hmmm… let me sleep”

“Want me to show you the end of the world again?”

With this Rons eyes popped open.

“Who is this?” He asked, praying that he hadn’t gone completely psycho and that it was a voice from his mind.

“Look and see” The voice said from behind him.

Not wanting to turn around, he did anyway, curiosity got the better of him.

What he saw forced a shriek from him and he jumped out of bed, back against the window.

Sitting on a chair was a creature red like blood with horns and hooves, the Devil for sure.

“No need to fear me, you’ve already experienced me so many times”

“Wha… wha… who are you?”

“You should be able to see, after all I’ve taken a form that corresponds with how you think I should look.”

“Leave me alone!” he yelled after which he said his thanks, the only form of prayer he’d ever learned.

“What food has He ever given you?”

He continued to pray, with his eyes closed, hoping he would go away.

“STOP THAT FOOLISHNESS!” the Devil said with such force that it shocked the hell out of Ron, he immediately stopped.

“What good is praying to God in the devils lair anyway?”

“Wha… what do you mean? This is MY house, it has been in my family for FIVE generations!” he said, gripping ever faster on the ridge.

“And all of them now mine, I have chosen this house to be my portal, you should be honored” Satan said in a very casual manner, as if he didn’t have a care in the world

“I don’t care, just leave me alone! And get out of MY house” Feeling confident enough to inch his way to the door.

“That won’t help you, your mine, you just don’t know it yet.”

Lunging for the door he burned his hands on the knob.

“STOP DOING THIS! I don’t want anything to do with you, you want the house? TAKE IT! Just let me go!”

“You don’t want that.” He said, obviously disapproving

“Yes I do!”

“Then so be it”

And with that the door opened of its own and Ron got out of there as fast as he could, running out into the street with only his boxers, he didn’t care, he just wanted to get away.

Knocking on Silvia’s door at four AM wasn’t exactly the smartest move but he knew of nowhere else to go. At least she took him in, heard him out and let him get some rest, which is all he really wanted. He was surprised though to be awoken at 10 am by a nervous Silvia.

“What’s wrong? I thought you’d gone to work?” He said, still half asleep

“I did.” Silvia was obviously shaken up, because she sounded like she had just taken too much coffee “But everybody got to get home after the news reached us.”

“What news?”

“Hold on.” She said as she turned on the TV in the bedroom, immediately it showed a reporter saying:

“This is a sad day indeed, astronomers have confirmed that an asteroid as large as the entire continent of America is hurdling towards earth at near the speed of light, the origin of this object is unknown but it is on a collision course with earth. The object is due to arrive in three hours and will is sure to end all life on earth, total chaos has broken out on the street as people all over have begun looting and…” after that Silvia turned the TV off.

“WE’RE ALL GOING TO DIE!”

Ron couldn’t believe his ears but immediately knew who was responsible for this. And he also knew what to do.

“No we’re not” He said, calmly “I need to leave now, and you’re probably not going to see me again, so… take care.”

And with this he got out of bed and headed towards where he knew he must go. Home.

“ I knew you would return” He said on the same place as he had before, only now even more casual, having thrown his arm around the back of the seat and facing him.

“Did I have any choice?”

“Of course you did, the usual, die of join me, only this time you provided me with the way best to kill you.”

“To scare me you mean?”

“And to scare you too.”

“You knew I couldn’t let what you have in mind happen. What do you want from me? My soul?”

“Oh no, why take something I would’ve gotten anyway? I want you to serve me.”

“Serve you? In what way?” He stood determined now, arms crossed and mind made up, there was no way he was going back to face these dreams become reality.

“Do you think I would leave my portal unguarded? I can’t be everywhere, I need someone to watch over it”

“Why me?”

“Why not? As you said you are the sixth generation to be in this house and you are the perfect intermediary to earth.”

“Six? I thought I was the fifth?”

“Well, your ancestors didn’t know of Ronald Vanderbilt, a pioneer who said up his tent at this very spot, I’ve spent a long time plotting this Ronald Vanderbilt”

And as he said that, the pieces all felt into place and he knew he really DIDN’T have a choice, only a destiny.

And from then onward the house was a portal for all that is evil, guarded by a human who tuned into a demon, scaring everyone away from the house. His final act of disobedience, hoping none would befall the faith he had.

