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It has been over a year since Samuel was turned into the beautiful undead onryo spirit Sayuri thanks to a cursed VHS tape. Now the very creepy girlfriend of her former best friend Harry, the two are headed out for a spooky date in the forest. That leaves their new, rather terrifying daughter into the hands of babysitter Kate, who is in for a rough time . . .
Warning: Dark

I, Onryo - Epilogue
Kate was a little nervous as she walked up the stairs to the house. There was a chill in the air, and that strange red kite hovered eerily still in the air despite the wind, its string shining metal, caught in the branches of a large dead tree. Something about this place just felt off, but money was money, and the ginger-haired teen girl needed it bad. Kate raised her hand to knock upon the door, only for it to open slowly and in complete silence.
“Um . . . hello?” she asked, moving into the doorframe.
Stillness followed. She could hear the crackling of an old TV, and see the light of its flickering grey screen illuminating a section of the hall.  
“Um, Sayuri? Harry? Mr and Mrs Matthews? We spoke on the phone? Um, am I in the right place?”
She looked up the stairs, which receded into darkness, but for two pinpricks of light. Were they . . . eyes?”
“You are in the right place, Kate.”
Kate squealed, spinning around to face the woman who had just spoken behind her. It was like seeing a ghost: the woman was pale, Asian, but with surprisingly large, dark eyes. She must have been partly albino or something, because her irises looked a little red and oddly shaped . . . like little kites. She had a line like a perfectly horizontal scar around her neck, and her hair fell in silken lengths down her body, which was adorned in a stylish white and red kimono that outlined her rather impressive figure. But that stare . . . there was something inhuman in it. The woman wasn’t even blinking.
“S-sorry,” Kate said. “You just startled me! Um, you’re Mrs Matthews, right? Sayuri?”
The woman slowly shook her head. Her neck made a strange sound, like the scar along it was about to tear open.
“We are not married,” Sayuri said. “One day, I shall make him fully mine, as my spirit once desired of Takeo.”
“I . . . I’m sorry, I don’t understand.”
	The woman smiled slowly, her teeth perfect. There was something oddly empty in her expression, though. “It doesn’t matter,” she said. “So long as our beautiful Ruki is taken care of.”
“Yes!” Kate said, more ecstatic now that she was on stabler ground. “Little Ruki. Is she sleeping?”
“No. She’s watching you.”
The creepy woman extended an arm, pointing back up the staircase. Sure enough, a small child, barely a year old, was sitting next to the top of the stairs, staring through the gaps in the wooden railing. She had surprisingly long black hair and pale features like her mother. She also was not blinking.
“Oh, dear!” Kate said, marching up the stairs. “I don’t - I mean, I don’t wish to make offence, but I don’t think your daughter should be up there alone!”
“Don’t worry. She cannot be injured.”
“I’ll, uh, just pick her up. Hi Ruki! I’m Kate, but you can call me Katey! Can I pick you up? Come here, you little beautiful girl.”
But the child was utterly silent, staring at her, though the girl was breathing steadily and seemed healthy, if pale. Kate walked down the stairs with her, back towards Sayuri.
“I don’t suppose you can walk me through, er, where the milk is in the fridge? And where the change table is?”
Sayuri smiled. “I will give you the tour. Come. My boyfriend is nearly finished dressing, and then we must have our date. Where he goes, I have to haunt him.”
“Oh, that’s lovely! Where are you going?”
“To the heart of the forest, beneath its dark branches, open to the night and its power. It won’t be a long date. Short and sharp. Kiri kiri kiri.”
Kate bit her lip. Clearly, these people were weird. “S-sure! Okay! That sounds sweet!”
“It definitely will be. I shall make love to him there. I can’t wait.”
It was definitely TMI, but Kate really needed the money, and they were paying well, so she followed Sayuri on the tour and tried to ignore how offputting the house was, or how everytime Sayuri disappeared around a corner, she somehow seemed to have moved to the darkest corner of the room instantly without making a sound. Thankfully, Kate got the information she needed, and then a fresh pair of feet came down the stairs, much less silent than the creepy Sayuri.
“Sorry, honey! I’m officially not one for cuff links at all! Let’s just go without them. I still look fancy, right?”
Kate turned to see the man, and somehow Sayuri was already beside him, an arm around him, looking at him with adoration. Her neck was bleeding a little.
“Oh, um, hello! I’m Kate.”
“Great to meet you, Kate! Sorry if my girl Sayuri here freaked you out a little. She likes being a bit scary.”
“Um, that’s okay? Sayuri, your neck is bleeding.”
“Yes,” the woman replied. “It is.”
Harry just chuckled and produced a tissue, passing it to his girlfriend. “It’s always doing that. Best to work with it. You’ve met Ruki?”
Kate looked down at the child. Ah, she wasn’t a strange one. The girl just needed to sleep, which she thankfully was right now.
“She’s a real beauty,” she said. “Such lovely skin - so pale!”
“Because she is half-dead,” Sayuri said. “Don’t worry, it doesn’t stop her from being healthy.”
Harry laughed awkwardly. “A joke! She’s always saying stuff like that. Very gothic. Look, we have to go. Thanks so much for this, Kate. Eat what you want, watch what you want. I’m sure Ruki here will be no problem at all!”
Kate smiled, feeling a bit more comfortable as she said farewell to the strange couple - the man who seemed so ordinary next to his partner, who seemed like a living ghost.
“Weird pair,” she muttered. “But hey, you’re not so bad, sleeping beauty! You won’t be too difficult now, will you?”

***

Sayuri floated beside her boyfriend, taking in the wonderful sights of the dark forest behind their house. Strange sounds echoed through the night, and not all of them seemed animal. Harry took it all in stride, holding her hand as he walked, whistling a merry tune.
	“You know, I’m so glad we can finally go on one of our fucked up dates,” he remarked.
	At this, Sayuri giggled, smiling a little too widely. “Our dates are not ‘fucked up’, my love.”
	“Tell that to your bleeding neck. And the creepy red kite following us. And the strange sounds in the woods.”
	“I am an onryo, my love,” she said, voice turning a little more sultry and accented as she lowered herself to walk upon the ground barefoot. “I was never going to be a ‘usual’ girlfriend. Besides, you know how much I need you.” 
Harry grinned. He really, really liked his onryo girlfriend, despite the fact that she was literally dead. And also very creepy. And technically haunting him. And, last but not least, also his formerly male best friend. 
“I love how much you need me,” he said, dabbing at her neck to remove more of the blood stain from where her head was barely attached to her body. “It’s really hot.”
“Mhmmm, yes it is. You made me this way, so you better enjoy it.”
He lowered a hand to playfully squeeze her ass, to which she made a horrifying death rattle sound. That was okay, though. He knew by this point that it was actually an expression of arousal.
“I definitely enjoy it,” he said. “I still sometimes feel bad.”
“Don’t. I love haunting you. I’d never give up this perfect dead body of mine.”
“Yeah, that’s what I keep coming back to that makes me feel less bad about lending you that videotape. You know, the one that turned you into a busty Japanese dead chick.”
She giggled, her laugh echoing unnaturally. She was suddenly on his other side, defying natural laws.
“I know one other thing that makes you feel less bad,” she teased, lowering a hand down to rub his crotch, causing an awakening there.
“God, you know how to play me so well.”
“Because you are mine to haunt and to love and to fuck, dude. Besides, it’s been too long since I gave birth to Ruki. I want you to fuck my ghost pussy.”
“Um, right here?”
Another haunting giggle. She rose unnaturally into the air, pulled up by the bloody kite whose tail was now around her neck once again.
“Just ahead,” she said, pointing further down the dark path. “I found the perfect place for us.”
	Harry licked his lips. By this point, very little surprised him. The creepy onryo stuff was more of a turn on these days than a fear factor. “Lead on then, Sayuri. You’re my spirit girl!”
She laughed. “That’s a good one!”

***

Kate had just relaxed back into the couch, having put Ruki into her bed. The little girl was sleeping soundly, and all was right in the world. She took the remote and changed the channel, but for some reason this place either got dead stations or downright creepy news reports.
	‘-killed three people before being arrested. The man claimed to be a so-called Agent of Darkness, ushering in a dreaded age of-’
	‘Body parts found in her house beneath the floorboards. At least twelve bodies have been recovered, and it’s not known where-’
	‘-born with a desire for drinking blood. The creature defies all explanation by scientists, and there it is, gorging upon human plasma to sustain-’
	“Ugh, there’s nothing on,” Kate said. “Maybe there’s something wrong with the - AGH!”
	She could see two pinpricks of light above the stares. A pair of eyes looking right at her. For a moment, Kate said nothing, did nothing. She calmed her breathing first, then rose from the couch and moved to the stares. Ruki was there, holding the stair railing, looking directly at her with those hollow eyes.
	“How did you . . . did I leave the crib down? I could have sworn I lifted it up. Maybe the catch is broken? God, what the hell am I doing? I’m so sorry, Ruki. Did you want me to hold you?”
	Ruki lifted her arms up. Kate cuddled her, holding her against her chest. The child was strangely cold, as if sucking the heat from the babysitter. “Let’s get you some milk, hmm?”
	She got some from the fridge, sat down on the couch, and began feeding the little girl. As she did so, she kept searching channels, but it kept showing that strange story about the blood drinker. They wouldn’t show a picture of whatever it was, just the boring talking heads. Meanwhile, Ruki drank and drank.
	“C’mon, just show me the weird blood drinking animal already!” she said.
	And then it showed an image of Ruki, the child on the ground, lapping up a pool of blood, a body covered over with a sheet. A body with ginger hair spilling out the side.
	“What the fuck!?” she cried. “Oh shoot, sorry if I scared . . . you.”
	Ruki was still drinking from her bottle, but the bottle was now red. The baby gurgled happily, drinking the sanguine fluid within. Drinking the blood.
	“Oh God, what the hell!?”
	Kate jumped to her feet, still carrying Ruki. She turned the TV off immediately and then ran to the light so she could properly see what she was doing. She hit the switch, illuminating the room. It flickered, turning red briefly, only to correct itself.
	And Ruki was drinking milk. White, ordinary milk. Kate breathed heavily, trying to come to terms with what she’d just witnessed.
	“I . . . how did you? Weren’t you just?”
	The teenage babysitter had to get ahold of herself. She adjusted her hold over Ruki, who was still drinking from the bottle.
	“I’m just tired. It’s this place. It feels all wrong. Sorry for startling you, little gal. Let’s get you back to sleep.”
	But Ruki’s eyes remained wide open, staring deep into her soul even as she settled her back in. Kate tried to see all babies as cute, and this one certainly was, but there was also something deeply unnatural about her.
	“P-please just go to sleep,” she asked.
	Ruki simply stared some more.

***

“Welcome to our new love nest,” Sayuri purred, gesturing to the spot she had in mind.
	Harry raised an eyebrow as he stared at the decrepit formation before him, an eerie sight in the middle of the clearing.
	“Sayuri, you know I love you, freakiness and all. But that is not a love nest. That . . . is a creepy ass well.”
	He gestured to it for emphasis. It was indeed a horror movie-looking well that was overgrown with weeds and seemed to lead down into darkness. 
	“I know it’s a well,” Sayuri said. “But I’m an onryo now, dude. And this onryo wants to have dirty, dark sex in that well with you.”
	Harry swallowed awkwardly. “Look, I’m sure that it’s really hot, but - agh!”
	It was too late. Sayuri was already doing that creepy scuttling thing where her limbs contorted in strange and unnatural directions, bones cracking and remending as she moved on all fours. She crawled into the well and grinned, smiling at him, her neck bleeding a little, her eyes redder than before. Even her skin seemed oily, and while it would have freaked the hell out of Harry a year ago, now he knew enough about his haunting ghost girlfriend that he started to get quite turned on. She only ever got this creepy when she was really wanting to get freaky between the sheets. Or, in this case, at the bottom of a creepy ass well.
	“Follow me,” she beckoned, curling a finger backwards, behind the back of her hand. “Follow me and become one with me forever, Harry.”
	She disappeared into the well, leaving Harry really weighing up his options.
	“Fine!” he declared to the sky. “But next time we just go to a freakin’ pizza place, okay?”
	He moved slowly to the well, cautious of one of his girlfriend’s other proclivities. She’d really become addicted to them while she was pregnant. Jumpscares. That big belly loved to just lurch out of nowhere to surprise him, often from impossible places.
	“Just an ordinary date in a well,” he mumbled to himself. “This is what I get for pranking him all the t-”
	“RREEEEEEE!!!”
	He screamed the very moment she jumped out from the well, her eyes black, her body completely naked, plump breasts pressing against his chest. She planted a kiss on him, then dragged him down, pulling to a stop only at the last second.
	“Holy shit, that was fucking terrifying!” Harry said, even as she tugged at his shirt. “Wait, are these pillows?”
	He looked around, and was surprised to see that Sayuri had prepared a very comfortable little love nest just as she had said; instead of a grungry, wet little space at the bottom of the well, she’d carefully placed plush pillows and even a bottle of wine for them to share.
	“Sayuri, you played me!”
	She giggled. “Of course I did. You loved playing me. So why can’t I play one back on you with my onryo abilities?”
	She bit her lip in that really cute way, her eyes extra red in the shadowed darkness of the well. “Good point,” Harry said. “So it’s fair for me to get you back with mine.”
	He held her body and kissed her passionately, holding her naked body against his. She felt divine, her chest full. God, her breasts were even bigger after her nightmarish pregnancy. Not that it was a bad pregnancy. It was just the stuff of nightmares . . . which was sort of normal for them.
	“You’re so fucking sexy, Sayuri. I love you so much. You’re so fucking hot.”
	“Even after being pregnant with our little Ruki?”
	“Even more,” he said, emphasising the latter word. “I’ll never get sick of you, weird spirit haunting and all.”
	“Good. Because I want to trap you in here with me, Harry. Trap you here forever, so you can never escape.”
	A grinding sound echoed from far above, leaving Harry to momentarily lose his arousal. The well was closing, a heavy circular stone covering sliding across it. Sayuri continued to kiss him, unbuttoning his shirt and stroking his crotch with her hand.
“Um, ahhh - Sayuri, this is g-great and all. Ahh, that feels good. But can we just wait until - is the well closing?”
	Sayuri grinned in her too-wide way. “Why wouldn’t it be?”
	“Um, because I won’t be able to see anything!?”
	At this, she lifted up a long, sharp line of metallic kite string, then quickly flicked it out, shredding his clothing. She began to tear them apart animalistically.
	“Exactly,” she said. “I want to trap you in here forever and fuck my undead brains out, Harry. Right here in the darkness. Now come here already. Be one with me.”
	The well closed over, and the pair were in darkness. Even Harry had to admit he felt a bit scared, but as soon as he felt a pair of lips on his member, he began to relax and enjoy the darkness. He was almost startled when he felt a pair of arms behind him begin to massage his back, but then he realised that a pair of very lovely, very full breasts were rubbing against his skin.
	“Ahhhh, Sayuri,” he moaned, his voice echoing within the creepy well. “It’s really f-fucked up how hot it is that you can - ahhh - detach your head like that. God, I’m such a - mhm - freak!”

***

“Oh God, oh God, you’re s-such a freak!” Kate screamed.
	She had just put Ruki back down. She knew it. The child had finally cried, but the crying was wrong. Like a rasp. Like a death rattle. But after going back down the stairs she’d found the child waiting for her, sitting on the couch, staring. The TV screen was on, playing that awful horror movie. Ruki giggled playfully, shifting from side to side. Finally seeing her act more like a real baby somehow made her creepier.
	“It’s impossible!” Kate exclaimed. “There’s no way you could - oh God!”
	The walls were bleeding. The child giggled, and she quickly ran to grab Ruki, pulling her into her arms. Cracks were forming in the walls, and there were eyes in the cracks, ones that stared right into her.
	“This can’t be real!” she cried. “This can’t be fucking real! I’m sorry, I shouldn’t swear. We need to get you out of here. I know you’re a weird baby but you don’t deserve this. We need to go, now!”
	She ran to the door, opening it, but suddenly an impossible force snapped it shut, then turned the lock. Ruki gurgled happily again, but Kate just squeaked in terror. The drawers in the cupboards around the room were starting to rattle, and the windows were opening and shutting so fast that they could cut off a finger if she tried to get out.
	“What the hell is going on!?” Kate cried. “I don’t understand!”
	She backed up, not knowing what to do. Kate had never believed in the supernatural. She was just an ordinary teenage girl, one who liked watching silly videos and catching up with her friends and wanted to be a phys-ed teacher one day. She didn’t even like horror movies because they terrified her so much, but now she was trapped in one.
	“Holy shit, this place is haunted. This place is really haunted.”
	Ruki giggled again, and as she did so, the lights flickered in time with her laughter before finally shutting off. The realisation hit Kate, and a cold shiver ran down her spine.
	“No. No, it can’t be,” she whispered. She slowly lowered her gaze down to Ruki, who had gone suddenly serious again, the little baby’s eyes unnaturally wide and starting to get redder and redder.
	“You’re the ghost,” she uttered. “You’re a ghost.”
	Suddenly, an awful bang resounded, another exit blocked as the doorways began to slam shut. Kate shrieked, and by mistake she let go of Ruki, falling back on her rear in terror.
	“Oh God, I didn’t mean-”
	The teenage girl’s jaw fell. Ruki was still hovering in the air, her form flickering just like the lights had been. Kate could see right through her, the ghostly child turning slowly several feet above the ground, before righting herself as her wide eyes fell upon her the terrified ginger-haired girl. 
	“Kate!” she said, her voice possessing a strange afterecho. A terrible cry resounded from the child, a wail that could kill. It echoed unnaturally, discordant with her movements, sounding older than it should have. She screamed louder, pounding her tiny fists on her belly, anger exploding from her tiny body like a volcano erupting.
	The baby began to hover closer, closer, closer. Her expression was far too mature for her age, like there was something knowing behind it. She cried again, ink-coloured tears streaming down her eyes with each ghastly wail. Something vast and ancient and terrible, beyond the ken of all mortal kind. A vast darkness that lurked behind the eyes of every beast, behind even the light of the setting sun, just waiting to find its dread release. An evil that was unknowable and yet everpresent, like an oft-seen wanderer upon none-too-distant, known and unknown. 
	“Please,” Kate whispered, falling back as the ghost child hovered over her, its eyes gleaming red, its silky hair floating as if underwater. “Please, please. Spare me. I’m sorry!”
	But the gaze was too terrible, as was the frightening scream. More tears were spilled like oil onto the carpet, the cries making the entire house bang and flicker and howl in tune to the dread wind outside. Kate tried to look away, but the darkness behind those bloody eyes was too horrid to avoid. It drew her in, the child judging her as it screamed. It opened its mouth slowly, and in that moment Kate knew that her life was forfeit, and some eldritch speech from an alien tongue would soon utter foul obscenities, the blackened speech that was anti-life itself. The end of all that was good. The evil at the heart of the world.
	“BURH!” the child croaked, before erupting milk all over Kate’s face.
Ruki suddenly giggled, her crampy stomach settled, and then she fell right into the teenage girl’s arms, softly snoring. The banging and flickering and terrifying omens immediately suspended themselves, then Ruki settled further, making little coos of comfort as her pale body snuggled against Kate.
The teenage girl’s eyes were wide.
“Wait,” she said, trying to keep her voice down. “You just needed fucking burping!?”

***

Harry was still panting after climbing out of the well. His girlfriend’s body had contorted its way up, pulling him up with it, but after so much sex and so many positions in the surprisingly expansive chamber at the bottom of the well, he was positively spent. It didn’t hurt that he and Sayuri had finished the bottle of wine together, and then she’d surprised him with some chilled seafood - his favourite. He, of course, had surprised her with her favourite: live rats. He didn’t watch that particular part of the consumption, but judging from her moans, he’d definitely picked the right feral rodent, something she rewarded him with later when she rode him, her large maternal breasts in his face, there for the fondling and licking.
	“That was tremendous,” he said. “God, I missed sex.”
	“Me too. I missed our freaky sex life. And you speaking Japanese was such a turn on. When did you start learning?”
	Harry grinned. “Two months ago. I wanted to surprise you.”
	“Mmmm, you did. You should do that more. By the darkness, I missed this. It’s been hard ever since becoming an undead mother. Not that I regret Ruki. I love my little ghost girl.”
	“Oh, of course,” Harry said. “I wouldn’t ever give her up. She has your eyes . . . which is creepy. Or at least it should be. Is it weird I find them sort of beautiful?”
	“But you find me beautiful, so it should be no surprise. We should be getting back though. We’ve been gone four hours.”
	Harry checked his watch. “Christ. We said it would be three. We should get back before - oh, Sayuri?”
	“Yes, my love?”
	“Your, uh, head. It’s coming off again.”
	The onryo giggled and righted her head, tying a strip of cloth around the point where she had, technically, been decapitated. “It does that. You know, I don’t know how you function with all your limbs needing to stay attached. We could find out, you know. Make you a ghost with me?”
	Harry threw up his hands defensively. “No thanks! I’m all good!”
	She just smirked. “I was just joking. You know I will do anything to protect you. You belong to me, Harry. You’re all mine. In life and in death.”
	“That’s my girl. Always loyal.”
	They began to emerge from the forest, the pair walking arm in arm, though technically Sayuri was floating eerily. The red kite was soaring above the desiccated tree in their backyard, a reminder of the curse that had made her as she was.
	“And you’re really sure we can’t get rid of it?” Harry asked.
	“Why would we? The Kite is everything. It joins me to you with its bloody tether.”
	“Uh, yeah. Sure. I just think if we ever get neighbours they might find it . . . offputting.”
	“More than your sexy ghost girl babymama who can climb on the ceilings and remove her head at a moment’s notice?”
	“Hmm, good point. I guess we can always scare them away.”
	She pulled him into a kiss. Her lovely full breasts squashed against his chest, and the pair of them moaned as they embraced one another passionately beneath the dismal sky. Harry didn’t even care that her neck was bleeding again; he’d gotten pretty good at ridding his clothing of bloodstains ever since this strange, yet deeply wonderful, relationship had begun.
	“I love you, my Harry,” she said.
	“I love you too. And our little Ruki. It seems so strange to be away from her.”
	“Ah, I almost miss her in my belly. We could always have another one.”
	At this, Harry cocked his head. “I thought you were totally weirded out being preggers. You made those weird screechy noises and also Ruki looked like she was going to rip her way out of you at times. Even I got freaked out, and you’ve given me a high threshold for that sort of thing.”
	She leaned against him, her neck separating from her head on the left side so she could really place herself under his chin. 
	“I know. I was embarrassed. But Ruki was just having fun, and the birth went okay.”
	“You flooded the house with black liquid. It came out of you, man.”
	“Mmhm, but it felt . . . exquisite. Not painful at all. Blissful. And I want to give Ruki a sibling. It turns me on, the idea that I could have more little onryo children with you. Your life mixing with my death.”
	Harry chuckled. “That’s the most death metal shit I’ve ever heard. And a weird turn-on. Okay, I’ll think about it.”
	“I’ll do all the things you like, my Harry. The curse will only make me more . . . passionate.”
	“Okay, now I’m really thinking about it.”
	Their house came into view. The lights were all off, and everything was silent. Harry frowned.
	“Huh. That’s weird. I hope Kate is okay.”
	“Her car is still here. Let’s go see.”
	Suddenly, Sayuri was already at the entrance thirty feet away. Harry groaned.
	“I hate it when she does that!”
	He ran up to the porch and entered the house with her; the door creaked open unnaturally. Midnight darkness had spread all throughout the house, enough so that even Harry felt chills from it.
	“I will go first,” his onryo girlfriend said.
	“Fine by me,” he replied. He took her offered hand and followed her, taking a moment to appreciate the way her backside swayed impressively. She may be an undead ghost, but pregnancy had really given her some wonderfully marvellous curves, something she knew well. 
	“Hey, I bet you never thought I’d be checking out your hot ass,” he remarked.
	“Shhh. Listen.”
	That’s when he heard it. A faltering voice echoing from upstairs. 
	“-when the wind blows, the cradle will rock. When the bough breaks, the cradle will fall, and down comes cradle, baby and all . . .”
It was a strangely unnatural voice, sweet and light and yet possessing a dark edge. Sayuri rushed up the stairs, moving in a terrifying flash step that seemed like something out of a stop-motion horror film, her very motion jerky and unnatural. Harry followed, pulling himself out of the darkness and leaping up the stairs straight towards the nursery . . .
. . . only to find Kate sitting in the creaking rocking chair, holding their little Ruki, singing to her pleasantly. The babysitter’s eyes were ringed with tired lines, and her skin was pale. A white line had appeared in her otherwise lovely hair. Her eyes seemed to flash briefly red in the illumination of the nightlight, but her expression was strangely calm. Ruki was actually smiling.
	“-rockabye Baby, in the treetops, when the wind blows . . .”
	“Um, Kate?” Harry said.
	The girl’s eyes turned blue again, and she looked up, a little startled, before breaking out into a smile.
	“Oh, I’m so sorry, Mr Matthews! Sayuri! I didn’t hear you come in! Ruki just woke up. She wanted a song. She wanted a dark song. She always wants the darkness, you see. She taught me that.”
	Harry blinked, not sure what to make of this. The girl looked . . . off. “Was she . . . well-behaved?”
	Kate smiled widely, her eyes hollow. “Oh, she was just wonderful, Mr Matthews! She is just a darling little thing! Just one little accident and I took care of her. I do wish she wouldn’t possess the television set, however. Or flood your basement with blood. That took some fixing, but I got there in the end! Don’t worry, she was just having fun. It’s her idea of playtime!”
	Sayuri and Harry exchanged a glance. The girl didn’t even seem all that shocked by the fact that the onryo was actually floating several inches off of the ground, or that her head was still just slightly detached on the left side.
	“Kate, is your mind in the right place?” she asked.
	The girl smiled innocently, then shook her head slowly. “Oh no, definitely not. I’m pretty sure something . . . cracked. I definitely don’t feel normal anymore. She’s not a normal child, is she?”
	“Definitely not,” Harry said. 
	“But she’s a good child. I think I can work with her next time.”
	Even Sayuri was taken aback by this. She floated closer and took her child from Kate, who gave a little wave to Ruki as she returned to her mother. Sayuri began to nurse her to help the child back to sleep, but Kate just kept on smiling.
	“You want to . . . keep babysitting?”
	“Oh, absolutely. Ruki has gazed into my soul. She showed me the abyss, and the abyss stared back at me.” She raised her head. Her eyes somehow managed to intimidate even Sayuri herself. There was something obsessive in them. Something fanatic.
	“I am meant to be her babysitter. She has told me this. She has marked me.”
	Harry and Sayuri shared a surprised look again. They hadn’t expected this, of all outcomes. And yet, things seem to have gone well, in a sense.
	“Well,” Harry said, turning his attention back to Kate. “First thing’s first. You’re obviously getting a raise.”

The End
	
