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Chapter One
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Amber

Two years earlier

They betrayed me. 

At sixteen, I was home alone, which didn’t happen too often. I was excited to have my boyfriend over, and he invited our friends. We watched a movie, everything was cool. But well, I wanted my boyfriend’s attention all to myself since I wasn’t sure when we would have another moment like this, so we sent our friends on their way. 

I had no reason to suspect that Darren Pearson and Callum Pine would ever do anything to hurt me. They seemed harmless. They both had a disability, which made them slightly mocked at school. Darren had Tourette's, and Callum walked with a limp. Even though Darren had Tourette's and was made fun of by some, he still managed to gain recognition for being a jock, a skinny jock but one nonetheless. At the same time, Callum mainly was an outcast because people were less compassionate than they should’ve been. 

I defended them whenever they were picked on, and I tried to make sure that they knew they had a friend in me. I never discriminated against them for something they couldn’t control and treated them the way they deserved to be treated, as equal human beings. I had never done anything to offend them as far as I was concerned. 

Yet, they lay in wait until after my boyfriend left and I was alone again. I was getting ready to go to bed when the house went dark. I jumped. Although I was old enough to not be afraid of the dark, I still was. My heartbeat was going crazy, and I hoped the electricity would come back soon. I was scared to move from where I was standing, in the corner of the hallway leading to the living room. I waited with my eyes closed, whispering to myself, hoping that the light would hear my plea and come back for me. I heard the click of electricity and the whirring sound of energy flowing that followed. 

Relief washed over me, and I took a great big sigh, opening my eyes to see Darren standing next to me with a creepy smile on his face. “What are you doing?” I asked him, wondering when he had come back in. I was about to yell at them to stop messing around when my eyes caught the knife in his hand. He laughed when he saw my fear and I screamed, running away from him. I made it all the way to the door, fiddling with the lock until finally, I had it open. I was looking behind me as I ran, and I had the next great big shock of my life when I ran into Callum. I started screaming at him, telling him that Brian was chasing me with a knife, hoping that he would protect me, but he just laughed. He put his hand over my mouth and placed his knife at my neck, pulling me back inside. 

Callum released me and pushed me across the room. I was trapped, and I wasn’t sure what to do next. I wasn’t even sure what was happening, but somehow, the fact that they were laughing and I knew they loved watching horror movies had me thinking that they were playing a huge, cruel joke on me. I stumbled a bit as I stared at them both, looking at me with a smile on their face. 

“Ha ha, very funny. You can stop now,” I said, trying to catch my breath. 

“Are you scared, Amber?” Darren asked me with a stupid whisper. 

And chills ran through my body. I didn’t lie. I was. “Yeah, you scared the shit out of me. You were successful; job well done. But you can’t just run around playing with knives like that; you could really hurt somebody,” I reprimanded him. 

He twitched and looked at me like he was offended, crumpling up his face. “Oh, we’re not playing.” He swiped at me and missed. 

I grew angry. “If I get out of this alive, I’m going to punch you so hard, you’ll forget your own name. Don’t do that again.”

That made them mad, as if knowing that I didn’t believe them tested their ego. Callum took a swipe at me, too, and this time, he didn’t miss. It landed on my shoulder. He laughed like a crazy person, and Darren's eyes grew wide along with mine; only his were filled with excitement. I realised that this was not a game. I started to run again when Darren caught up to me and drove his knife into my back. The pain was so sharp and destabilizing that I fell to my knees. 

“Please, stop.” I broke into tears, gasping against the pain. But what quickly followed was a knife to my neck, another one to my head and one to my arm. The stabs kept coming. They were relentless, and I blacked out from the intensity that each piercing insertion into my body caused. 

I tried to wake myself up, squinting my eyes shut and opening them again. At first, I was too disoriented to tell that I was standing over my body in my house with white walls and tiny bits of blood splatter on them. I felt lighter, and I was confused as I heard the front door slam. I turned around to see my lifeless body soaked in blood and covered with lacerations laid out on the floor. What was happening? Was I dreaming? 

It was then I realised that the body was never going to rise again, and I wasn’t going to be able to go back inside of it. In the next minute, I didn’t think about it. I just chased after them, jumping in their car with them while they had no clue I was there. They were in shock, gasping at what they had just done. They shook with adrenaline and fear. They didn’t want to be caught. But what made me realise they were monsters was that they weren’t just shocked or afraid. They were so proud of what they had just done. It was like they succeeded at something important, a goal they had set for themselves that they never thought they’d reach, and now they had. And that goal was to kill me? Why? I didn’t remember doing anything to them, anything at all. And if I did, couldn’t we have talked about it? 

I wanted to crash their car into a tree so that I could confront their ghosts. But I became aware pretty quickly that there was nothing I could do. All I could do as a ghost was watch them. If I could, I would move things and write stuff, like the movies I’d watched had suggested, but I didn’t know how. I wasn’t sure yet how to do anything like that. All I knew was I couldn’t physically harm them, not the way I wanted to. 

As I tried to grab them, my arm just went right through. I jumped over them to grab hold of the steering wheel, but I couldn’t grasp it. I threw myself back against the backseat of the car in frustration.

I couldn’t figure out for the ‘life’ of me why the people I thought I could trust would kill me so viciously. This made absolutely no sense to me, so I decided that I wasn’t going to leave their side until I found the answers.

I watched them as they did everything from that moment on. I was there when they tried to get their stories together among themselves, and I felt helpless. Even more helpless than I was as they shoved their knives inside me. I can still feel the moment the blade pierced my skin and slid through my throat, out the back of my neck. 

I rubbed my hand against my neck and looked at my arms and legs. I found it remarkable that I didn’t have any physical evidence of the wounds on me; they were only on my corpse, still waiting in the living room for my parents to discover. All I could think about was the shock they’d face of walking in on a dead body, much less their own daughter. That thought ‘killed’ me. I wanted to be there with them when they got there, but at the same time, I didn’t want to lose track of these two pieces of trash, just in case they decided to disappear.  

They turned a camera on in the car and talked about how it felt to kill me. They were nervous when they spoke; their voices shook as if they didn’t realise what death really meant and looked like. I couldn’t believe how ridiculous they were. Callum was a lot calmer about it when he spoke. He had no emotional reaction at all; it was like this was normal for him, something that he had thought about doing forever. The only emotion he showed was when he barked at Darren to stop whining and get his head straight. 

As they filmed, though, I remembered that they were always filming me, filming everything, and if they could film at a time like this, I wondered what else they could have on camera?

Callum dropped Darren home, and it was Darren who had the camera, so I followed him because I needed to know what was on the film and if I could use it to lead investigators to them. I wasn’t sure how I would do that yet, but I was taking it one step at a time. 

Darren got home late and snuck past his parents’ room to go into his own. In there, he paced up and down in madness. In a split decision, he went toward his desktop. He started messing around with his camera, his anxiety evident as his finger shook and he couldn’t seem to grasp the SD card. 

He put the SD card in his computer, and soon after, he was accessing all the video files stored on it. He began to download them, and I stood over his shoulders, wanting to make everything move faster, needing him to push play on one of them already. Still, all I managed to do was stall it, realising that maybe I could affect things in the external world, as long as it was a gadget, something that could be plugged in. This gave me hope, and I kept the information stacked away, hoping I could use it to work in my favour when I was ready.

There were several videos, and they all took some time to load, but once they did, he jumped up from his chair, walking through me to put the lock on his door before going back to his chair and turning the volume on his computer down low. 

I breathed a sigh of satisfaction as a video played and showed Darren and Callum on screen. 

“Aw, man. You know what would be awesome?” Callum said as Darren pointed the camera at him. 

“What, dude? Tell the people.” He laughed. 

“You know how boring it can sometimes get, right? Like, don’t you get bored of all the expectations of being a human? Or being “normal”. Ugh, it’s so boring. You’re pretty popular; you’re a jock or something like that, so you’re expected to be the cool kid. But what’s cool about throwing a ball? No offence. High school is just so dumb, man. Everybody has these little groups and these standards that we must all conform to. Then we become adults, and man, I look at my parents, and I hope I’m never anything like them. I don’t want to be like everyone else. I want to be remembered for something.” His face looked strained and red, and his veins were visible as if he were making a monumental speech. 

“Okay.” Darren guffawed. “And what would you like to be remembered for?”

“Think about it. Think about guys like Bundy, man. They had a great idea; they were just clueless about how to execute it. They got to affect life and death, man. That’s pretty powerful. If only they weren’t complete morons that ended up being caught. I could do them one better. They didn’t know what they were doing, but I’d know what I was doing,” Callum announced. 

I was flabbergasted by what I was watching. I wondered if Callum was okay, genuinely okay in the head. I began to question why I even befriended them in the first place. I didn’t know they were like this. And you know what, maybe if they would’ve told me, I would’ve still given them the benefit of the doubt. Perhaps I would’ve even tried to help them. That’s how naive I was. As I stared at the monsters on the screen, I realised nobody could help them. They couldn’t even grasp the simple concept of wrong and right. And it was simple. If it was going to cause harm to someone else who didn’t have it coming, don’t do it. Even then, “had it coming” meant something different to brainless fools. 

Darren’s response shocked me even more. After hearing someone say something like this to him, you would think he would be like, “Dude! Are you even okay? What’s wrong with you?” 

Instead, this fool laughed along with him like a clown. “Yeah, man! That would be cool!” Oh my goodness, dummy and dumber.

This was infuriating me. I wanted to knock both of their heads together. 

“You think so?” Callum asked Darren.

Darren shook his head and pointed the camera around to his face. “Yeah, that sounds like awesome, dude. Can you imagine? Our names being on people’s lips because we were so mean and scary?” 

Yup, it’s confirmed. I think their brains are fried. 

“Well, we should do it then,” Callum said.

Darren laughed. “Yeah, right.” He rolled his eyes.

“No, I’m serious,” Callum said in defence, as if he felt insulted that Darren laughed at him. 

And that was the first video of many, showing them planning to kill, talking about it in public with no one to hear them and stop them. 

I began to feel fuzzy, and I froze when I heard my voice and saw myself on the screen. They decided that I would be their first victim. They talked about me like I was an experiment, something they had to test their fantasies on. And they spoke with no regard to what I’d have to go through or how my family would feel about it. In fact, they laughed when mentioning my family.

I feared that they would get away with covering their tracks, and I began to panic that someone else would die if I didn’t do something to stop them. If I still had bones, that would have chilled them. I was supposed to be their first victim out of many. 

I decided to get his attention with the computer screen again, but all I could manage to do was make the video scratch. I could feel the vibration of current running through me, even though I had no ‘body’, nothing to vibrate, essentially. I didn’t feel that way in the car, so I figured it was because I was standing next to an electrical outlet. I went toward the computer cords and held them in my hand. I felt a pull like I could be sucked into the wires. The screen scratched again, and Darren sat back in confusion, hitting a key on his keyboard to try to get it to stop showing those colourful distortions as the video played. 

Hope sprang anew within me at the thought that maybe I was not as helpless as I first thought. So I tried my luck at talking to him as I held on to the cord. I heard myself, but the audio was not clear enough. Even as I knew what I was saying, the sound came back simply as distorted voices joined with their own voices on the video. There was no way that he was going to hear it. I could only pick it up because it was my voice. For him, it sounded like slowed-down voices, all chattering together. Pure static. 

I wasn’t ready to give up, though, however frustrated I was. I went up to the audio box, still holding on to the cords as I spoke into it. Instead of becoming clearer, the only sound that came out was high-pitched and deafening. Darren freaked out and tried to silence it so that it wouldn’t wake his parents, but the volume buttons wouldn’t work. He almost knocked his CPR to the floor in an effort to get to the power button, which he held down until the PC powered off. 

He went out in the hallway to check if his parents had woken up but lucky for him, they hadn’t. This frightened him, and he wondered if this was a sign that everything would go horribly wrong for them. Never mind what they had done to me. He went back to his room, locked the door, and threw himself in his bed, rubbing aggressively at his face before taking out his phone to call Callum. 

“They’re gonna get us, man,” he said in a panic as soon as Callum answered. 

“Will you just relax? How are they gonna catch us? There were no witnesses,” Callum responded with calm. 

“Yeah, but our prints are all over the place!” Darren said in a loud whisper.

“And she was our friend,” Callum said as if Darren was an idiot, which he was, to be fair, but so was Callum. Neither of them was the brightest crayon in the box. In fact, it took an idiot to murder someone in cold blood, someone who was never a threat to them. It took an idiot to seek thrill in murder just because they’re bored. Only an idiot could believe they would do something as dumb as this, then go as far as filming it and expect not to get caught. 

I mean, how stupid could one get? To try to rationalize it to themselves, to justify that the stupid thing they want to do actually makes sense instead of finding something else to thrill them, something else that doesn’t intentionally harm someone. If you’re looking for a thrill, go jump out of a plane, I don’t know.

“Of course, our prints are all over the place,” Callum continued. 

“I don’t know, man, I think we better go talk to the cops,” he said.

“You must be out of your mind,” Callum responded, which I had to say, again, he wasn’t wrong, but he kept forgetting to include himself. 

“No, hear me out,” Darren began. “They’re gonna come to look at us, friends or not, because our prints were at her place. Everyone will be a suspect, right?” he asked Callum. 

“Right?” Callum said tentatively. 

“So I say we go to them and establish our alibi,” he said. 

“Why would we do that? Why not just wait until they come to us?” Callum asked Darren. 

“So we can get ourselves cleared up as soon as possible,” Darren said. 

“Yeah, then we’re going to look even more suspicious. Find some way to wait, man,” Callum said and hung up the phone. 

Darren was furious and threw the phone across the room. Four days passed, and he was pooping himself. 

After I established that they weren’t going to run because the two of them didn’t have a complete brain cell between them, I left and spent time with my family and loved ones. I wanted to comfort them and tell them not to cry. Let them know that I was right there. But I also mourned their loss, knowing that I was on the ‘other side,’ and there was this transparent border between us where I could look in, but they couldn’t look out and see me there. Knowing I’ll never be able to feel their hugs again broke me. 

A few more days went by, and Darren was right; everyone was a suspect, including my parents and my ex. I wanted to yell at the investigators and lead them to the proof that would convict the actual killers. But I kept facing a brick wall. I began to feel hopeless again, like I would be tortured in this spiritual life by being left here, by myself, just to watch things happen in front of me, watch my loved ones be dragged through the mud and watch my killers walk free without being able to do something about it. I’d have no control over getting justice for myself and the people I loved. 

That’s until my lucky break came. I spent my time between my home and Darren’s home because Darren had the film and I went anywhere the film went. So when I found out Darren was arranging to meet with Callum so they could discard it, I was there. They took it into the woods, far from where any of us lived, and they buried everything they used, along with the SD card, their clothes and shoes that they wore that day. 

Darren went one step further, hesitantly deleting all evidence of the videos from his computer since they were oh so precious to him. 

“Okay, with no evidence, they can’t pin this on us,” Darren said, with dirt on his pants and shirt. 

“Yeah, that’s the idea.” Callum was equally as dirty, holding the shovel. 

“So, this means we can go to the cops now, right? Clear our names? They won’t find anything to link us back to the crime, so they won’t have a story?” Darren asked Callum. 

“I guess,” Callum agreed. 

Great, they were going to dig their own graves just by showing up at the police station, which excited me but landing themselves in prison wasn’t enough for me. I needed to see them suffer for what they did to me and what they put my loved ones through. And I was going to figure out a way to make it happen.
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Chapter Two
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Samantha

Two years later

––––––––
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MY MOM AND DAD RECENTLY got divorced after she found out he was cheating on her. She had fallen into great depression about it. She couldn’t bear to live in the same town with him and his new boo. So when the stars shone down on her, and she was offered a pretty lucrative opportunity in a small town, Idaho, she took it. 

Today was the first time I’d seen the house. She was so excited when she found it, telling me about how affordable it was. It wasn’t anything grand or expensive-looking, but it wasn’t in bad condition, except for the plant that grew on the side of the house. I didn’t mind it, though; it looked artistic. The home was concrete and wood, painted in cream with light blue trimmings. And something about the house felt like it was inviting me in. I helped with the bags and boxes. Most of our furniture, including our beds, weren’t going to arrive until tomorrow, the earliest, the delivery company said. 

So we picked up an air mattress for each of us on our way here, and that was where I was going to sleep tonight. As I entered the house, it felt alive. Like it breathed, and I found the experience strange. I’ve always had weird feelings like that as if inanimate things could communicate with me. Still, it made me feel crazy, so I didn’t tell anyone about it, and I tried to ignore it myself. I shook against the cold that brushed across my neck and placed our stuff on the shiny wooden floors. They really sent someone in here to clean this place up. Whoever had the task did a great job. Everything sparkled, but of course, mom still expected us to clean because she wasn’t sure what the cleaners used to clean it and if it just looked clean but was crawling with germs. 

So that’s the first thing that we did, we wiped down the floors, the walls, and the ceilings and washed the windows even though we had just driven across the country for three hours to get here. I didn’t really want to have to do this, but she was not messing around, and I was too tired to complain, so I just went with it, elated when it was finally time to eat because I was starving. 

After dinner and packing some stuff away, we got ourselves clean and headed to our separate bedrooms for the night. It was pretty spooky sleeping by myself on the first night in a new house and area I was unfamiliar with. But I was fifteen; I wasn’t going to go into my mother’s room to complain about the monsters in my bed. I was going to have to find a way to sleep, which seemed impossible, but I was game to try it because my body ached, and I was exhausted. 

I closed my eyes and whispered to myself that I was safe; everything was okay. I heard something tap against my window, and I jumped, looking up to see if I saw anything, but it was probably just a stick or leaf from the tree. I tried to calm my beating heart and take slow, steady breaths trying to convince myself that that was all it was. I forced myself to close my eyes again, and I could swear that I heard whispers. 

“You’re just in your head, Sam,” I whispered to myself as I tossed around the blown-up plastic that squeaked as I moved, causing me to jump again. 

Okay, this was going to be quite the night, I thought as I started shaking my body to act as a rocking mechanism to soothe myself to sleep. And before I knew it, I was out. I didn’t realise I was out until I was awoken to the sound of my name that came out in a static. “Sa-a-am”

I jumped up, opened my eyes, and fell off the mattress, squinting against the dark to look around the room. Was there someone in here? I slowly got up from the floor and felt around the wall for the light switch since I didn’t remember exactly where it was. My heart raced as my anxiety increased during my struggle to locate it, and when I finally did, I switched it on in a rush. There was no one else in the room but me.

Heck, it must have just been my nerves. I was tempted to run into my mommy’s room and push past my pride, even if it was just for tonight. I sat up for a bit, my eyes heavy with sleep as I tried to convince myself there was nothing to worry about. 

Then I heard what sounded like the clinking of keys, so I jumped up to open my door and look outside. I didn’t see anyone. I put the lock on my door and sat rocking in my room. I was wide awake now. I was not going to sleep tonight for anything.

I heard it again. My name, in static. I felt a tug on my heart, and I knew that I had to tap into this energy that I’ve always had, even if I felt crazy doing it. If it turned out I was actually crazy, then have mercy on me. But I’d go crazy anyway if I kept trying to ignore it. And I wasn’t going to be able to sleep if I didn’t prove to myself that I had nothing to worry about.

I closed my eyes and took deep breaths. I felt the flow of my blood moving through my body. I was so sensitive; I could feel it as it brushed across every organ in my body. I trembled because I was terrified of myself and what I would see. My body entered survival mode, and it kept telling me to run; but I wasn’t going to let my mind be made a fool of, so I sat it out and waited until I could breathe normally. 

When it got to the point where I forgot I was in the room and that I was even sitting here doing this, I saw something that scared the heck out of me. I saw our living room, but it was filled with furniture, there were pictures of a family hanging on the wall, and there was laughter in the house, the sound of the TV playing. The sounds soothed me, and I subconsciously guessed that it was probably the family that lived here before us. 

In the blink of an eye, the room grew dark. It felt cold. The laughter was gone, and it felt like there was a stranger in the house. I heard a beating heart, and I smelled blood. I heard screams, and then in my head, the lights began to blink, only allowing me to make out images of a boy that faded in and out. I couldn’t get a clear picture of him. There wasn’t just one boy, though, there were two, and they felt evil. 

They felt like predators seeking prey. The right side of my head, next to my eye, grew numb, and there was a sudden heavy pulse there as if someone had just touched me. Somehow, it didn’t frighten me enough to open my eyes. I was in a trance, and I wasn’t ready to get out of it. I had to see who those guys were; it felt important. Laughter came again, but this time it wasn’t comforting. I felt something move across my scalp, and I guessed it was my spider senses. 

Another scream and then vicious thumps followed by laughter before I heard gurgling. Then there was silence. And like it was just thrown in my head at full speed, I saw the image of a girl lying in a pool of blood on the floor of my new living room.
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Amber

In the last two years, I’ve seen people move in and out of this house, and I tried to reach each and every one of them, but they always got too spooked even though I wasn’t trying to scare them. At least, not in the beginning. They’d feel me when I entered the room, and they’d talk about the eeriness of the house. Eventually, they’d leave. And after a while, I could sense the ones who were just going to be pointless to get through to, and in frustration, I did everything I could to spook them so that they would leave me alone here. I messed with their lights, their phones as they charged them, their televisions, their blenders, toaster, washing machines, you name it. Anything that could be plugged in. 

I couldn’t bear the thought of being in the prison cells with the nasty boys and not being able to get through to them, then coming back home to people in my home who couldn’t help me. And I couldn’t really go to many places. Only to where the boys went, since they murdered me and I was allowed to attach to them as a result, and my home because that’s where I lived and died.
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