Dancing with the Devil

In London on 19th July 2008, Jenny was leaving her job after a long day of hard work. She was tired, and in a hurry to come back home. The night was like a dark hole. One of those nights that seem to suck oxygen right out of the air… She arrived home. As she was placing the key into the lock of the door, she suddenly realized the complete darkness that was around her. The wind got stronger, it was pouring. She opened the door and entered the house. Jenny put her handbag, her keys, and her coat on the table, went to the kitchen and made herself a drink. She returned to the living room and sat on her armchair. She heard a noise, first really faint, it was becoming noisier and noisier. It came to the door. It was as if someone was knocking at the door. She slowly approached the door and asked: " Who is it?".  Nobody answered and it stopped knocking. Jenny thought it was surely a child who was playing a trick, but it knocked again. She was scared, angry but above all she was curious. She suddenly opened the door, there was no one there but she felt a soft breeze on her face. 

***

She locked the door; she felt strange, the atmosphere of her house was not as usual. She returned to the living room, and sat on her sofa. But she couldn’t remain seated; something or someone urged her to stand up. She did so, closed her eyes and began to dance. She could not stop dancing. She had the feeling that someone was dancing with her. 

***

When she opened her eyes, Jenny was not in her living room anymore. She stopped dancing. All had changed. She was in a beautiful castle, where a ball was taking place. Jenny thought she was dreaming; it was unbelievable. She was wearing a superb red evening gown; the most beautiful dress she had ever seen. A man came to her. He had black hair and dark eyes.  He approached Jenny and said: "Would you like to dance?". Jenny shook her head to say yes. He took her hand, and began to dance again. She felt tired while she was dancing. She felt so tired. She looked at her hands; they looked like the hands of an old woman. This man was drawing her youth. She tried to fight against him but she could not stop dancing. Suddenly, Jenny fainted. 

***

She opened the eyes. She was in her armchair. Someone was knocking at the door…

