The Ghost II
The sirens are so loud. 
That’s all I remember thinking.
The sound pierced through my ears, worsening the pain. 
The pain. 
It kept getting more unbearable with every second. I screamed internally for someone to do something. But all I got in response was the invisible force crushing my chest a little more. I clung helplessly to every shaky breath as I felt them slowly slipping away. 
No please, not again. 
The screeching sirens grew distant.  
A faint static took over my mind. 
I fought, trying to keep my eyes open. 
But I wasn’t strong enough. 

Beep. 
Beep. 
Beep. 
The sound of sharp beeping slowly brought me back to reality. My vision cleared. The fog melted and left behind a world I wasn’t ready for.
My memory came flooding back. My stomach twisted into knots as I realized there was something really wrong. 
I was not supposed to remember that. 

The hospital room was dark and silent, with cold, sterile air. 
I looked around the room as much as the brace I had around my neck allowed me. 
It was mostly empty.
Mostly.
Because in the darkness, I recognized two figures. I watched my friends sleep in plastic chairs, folded in uncomfortable positions. 
How long was I out for? 
Were they there the whole time?

One of them shifted. 
I held my breath. 
Their head lifted and shook. 
In the tired groan I recognized Maya’s voice. 
She inaudibly whispered something to herself. Then she pulled her blanket higher and began tucking it inside the chair. 
I adjusted the position of my head so the damn neck brace would stop poking me, pillow rustling loudly in the silence. 
Maya froze mid move. She slowly turned towards me. 
“Lee?” she whispered, her words barely audible. 
“Yeah?” I croaked, my voice raw and unsteady. 
Maya stood up, blanked wrapped around her shoulders. 
“Good morning,” she said quietly, sitting down. The edge of the bed slightly creaked under her weight. 
Maya looked at her phone, the screen lighting up her face. I caught a glimpse of a tired smile. 
“It’s currently four thirty a.m.,” she announced softly. “Pretty early to wake up, don’t you think?” 
I smiled, blown away by the fact that she was able to joke in that kind of situation. Yet her words made the darkness feel less heavy. 
“Should I wake up Aiden?” Maya asked, glancing over her shoulder. 
I nodded. 
Maya stood up and walked over to Aiden. The moonlight coming through the window lit up his face. He looked calm, peaceful. For a moment I regretted wanting him to wake up to this mess. 
Maya gently shook his shoulder. 
“Aiden,” she whispered. 
Nothing. 
“Aiden!” she tried again. 
Still nothing. 
“Aiden! Wake up for God’s sake!” Maya whisper screamed. 
Aiden shifted and rubbed his eyes. 
“What the hell are you doing? It’s like one a.m.,” he asked groggily, his voice softer, deeper that usual. My stomach filled up with butterflies. 
“Lee is awake,” Maya told him. 
He shot up like someone had dunked a bowl of cold water on his head. “What?” 
“Go check yourself if you don’t believe me.”
Aiden slowly walked over to my bed, still wrapped in his blanket, his hair sticking out in all directions. 
“I’ll give you guys some privacy,” Maya whispered, tiptoeing out the room. And I could swear I saw a mischievous grin on her face as she left. 
“I’m glad you’re awake,” Aiden said, plopping down next to me. The bed complained once more. 
“How long- “I swallowed hard, trying to get the words out. “How long was I out for?”
“Six days,” Aiden admitted, not meeting my gaze. “You flatlined in the ambulance. They almost lost you,” his voice cracked. 
“I died twice in a week. That has to be a world record,” I wheezed, chuckling a little. 
“That’s not funny,” Aiden protested, but the twitching corners of his mouth said otherwise. 
“And yet, you’re smiling,” I pointed out, my own expression shifting. 
Aiden looked out the window. The first streaks of sunlight started to cut through the night. 
“I missed you,” he whispered. 
“I missed you too,” I mumbled, my cheeks burning slightly. 
Aiden moved his hand, gently wrapping his fingers around mine. The butterflies in my stomach tripled. 
Thud. 
The door swung open. The nightshift nurse barged in, flicking the light switch. Maya trailed in right behind her. 
The sharp LED light aggressively attacked my eyes. I groaned. 
“Move aside, boy,” the nurse practically shoved Aiden off the bed. “You should have called us in right when she awoke,” she lamented. “What if there were complications?” she scolded Maya and Aiden, giving each of them a death stare. 
“Sorry,” they mumbled in unison, though the nurse had already shifted her attention to me. 
“Are you in any pain?” she asked me, examining my body. I noticed her nametag, hanging on her uniform by a safety pin. It said Debra. 
“Not really,” I answered. It was a lie. 
My head felt like it would explode any minute. Images I couldn’t explain popped out from all directions. Hundreds of them. It was like someone had cut up photos into tiny fragments and scattered them into a tornado. 
“Good, good,” Debra nodded.
She proceeded to ask me several more questions, before deciding that I was as fine as I could be lying in a hospital bed and leaving the room. 
The light stayed on.
For the first time, I could see the full range of my injuries. 
Based on bandaging, I had a sprained wrist, broken ribs and a really badly bruised neck. I also felt pressure on my forehead, meaning they had probably stitched the wound near the hairline. 

I yawned. 
“I think it’s time you take a nap,” Maya suggested, adjusting my pillow and blanket. 
“Why? I slept for a week straight,” I argued. With that chaos in my mind, there was no way I was falling asleep in the next few days. 
“You were in a coma. That’s not the same thing,” she said. “Now sleep,” she added firmly. 
I pressed my face into the pillow, pretending to fall asleep. But I stayed awake, drowning in the chaos of my mind. 

It took hours for the torture to stop. The fragments vanished just as fast as they had appeared. 

I became insanely bored. 
Maya and Aiden kept me company only in the afternoons, because as soon as their parents found out I woke up, they refused to budge and sent them to school. Aiden didn’t like that. He argued with his parents right there in the hospital lobby. It made me warm inside knowing he fought so much just to spend time with me. 
But for most of the time, I was alone in the room, stuck in my bed. I had no other visitors than my two friends. Until…

“Lee!” a child’s voice yelled across the room. 
My four-year-old baby sister burst through the door, smiling ear to ear. Behind her stood my mother, her eyes pointed to the floor. She looked uncomfortable. Almost guilty. 
“I brought you chocolate! Your favorite, the one with caramel. And I bought it with my own money!” my sister announced proudly, waving the box in the air. 
I smiled at her, completely ignoring the woman behind her. 
She ran to my bed and jumped up, hugging me with her tiny arms with surprising strength. 
“Hi, Zoe,” I laughed through the pain. “Do you think you could maybe loosen up the hug a little? It kinda hurts.”
“Oh,” Zoe pulled away. “Sorry.” 
“No worries,” I winked. 
“So, when are you leaving this place?” Zoe asked innocently. “Kou and I are sad you can’t play with us.” 
Kou was Zoe’s stuffed animal. 
“We can play now if you want,” I suggested, carefully dodging my sister’s question. 
“Yay!” Zoe jumped off the bed, giggling, and went to set up her toys. 

The door opened. Aiden walked through.  Zoe was just in the middle of serving me her special tea. 
“Oh, hi Aiden,” she squeaked when she noticed him. “Do you want tea?”
“Sure Zoe, that would be very nice of you,” Aiden replied, looking at her with gentleness in his eyes. He sat down on my bed. 
“How are you feeling today?” he asked, looking me up and down with a look that made my heart spin around. 
I shrugged. “Not bad.”
Lie. 
“That’s good,” he noted, but something seemed off. He was too smiley.
“Aiden what is going on?” I frowned. Zoe in the corner started humming. “And where’s Maya? Wasn’t she supposed to come with you this time?”
“I saw Maya’s mom at the school today. She looked mad,” Zoe said casually and went back to playing. 
I raised an eyebrow, staring at Aiden with a question in my eyes. 
Aiden shook his head and mouthed: 
I’ll tell you later. 
The door swung open. My mother stood in the doorway, but didn’t enter the room. 
“Zoe let’s go. You have a doctor’s appointment,” she called out. 
Zoe’s expression saddened. 
“Okay mommy,” she said, packing her stuff. “Bye-bye,” she turned towards me, waving her hand. 
“Bye Zoe,” Aiden and I said in unison. 
As soon as the door closed behind her, I nearly shouted at Aiden: “well, explain.” 
Aiden sighed. “Maya got suspended,” he admitted. 
I almost choked on air. “What?!” 
“To put it plainly, someone at school said a bad word about you. And Maya broke his nose.”
I didn’t know if I should be glad someone stood up for me or amused at how stupid it was. 
“And let me guess, she got grounded?” I half-asked, already knowing the reply. 
“Yep,” Aiden confirmed my thoughts. 
I rolled my eyes. I had been in the hospital for three weeks, and Maya managed to get grounded three times already. 
“How long this time?” I questioned him half-heartedly, reaching for my phone. 
Aiden squinted. 
“It can’t be that bad.”
“Well…” 
Then he dropped the bombshell. 
“She got a month.”
I turned so fast my neck hurt.
“A MONTH!? Are you serious? Over punching a kid because she DEFENDED ME?” 
“Unfortunately.”
“Does it have conditions?”
“No electronics, no going out… and no going here,” Aiden admitted. Never before was Maya forbidden to come visit me. 
“Oh dear” I facepalmed. 

With Maya out of the picture, the boredom grew insane. Aiden was trying his best to be there for me, but he couldn’t be there always. And that’s when it all fell apart. 
Being alone made my mind spiral.
The memories came flooding back with a whole new level of intensity. I started having nightmares filled with horrifying images that made me wake up screaming almost every night. 
I never told Aiden, though he probably noticed something was wrong. Because one day, he sat down by my bed and asked me if he could stay over for the night. Said his parents allowed it. 
I, not wanting to seem suspicious, agreed, but inside I was panicking. The nightmares had gotten so frequent there was no way I would have a calm sleep. 

I didn’t want him to find out. 

As messed up as it felt, I prayed that something would come up. An unexpected trip to grandma’s, family movie night. But the universe was against me. With Aiden setting up his sleeping mattress on the floor, the disaster seemed unavoidable. 
After a quick conversation filled with my forced laughter, I shut off the nightlight. 
I was determined to stay awake for the whole night. 
Yet my body had other plans. 
I felt my eyes closing. 
I fought them with all my will. 
But it was pointless. 
I lost. 


I was standing in the middle of an empty hallway.
The air was filled with faint static, noises were dull and distant, like underwater.
All around me was a thick white fog that made it hard to see.
Still, I recognized the figure moving towards the place I was standing.
It was me.
The fog melted away, leaving behind a corridor I knew, but couldn’t remember where it was. 
Yet, it looked just like I remembered it, with colored signs and posters on the walls and heavy wooden doors.
The Lee in front of me stopped. Blue smoke started coming from behind her, blurring and twisting my vision.
The surroundings changed.
I was still in the same place, but it felt wrong.
The hand-drawn papers disappeared, replaced by blank sheets. The doors all turned the same shade, framing the corridor in regular intervals. The place grew colder.
Lee was staring straight at me, her eyes filled with urgency, a plea to follow her.
She turned and headed for one of the doors.
I followed, my feet not making any sound against the tile floor.
Lee walked into a room with me trailing behind her.
Reality twisted. 
A heard a loud snap. 
The sound was sharp, harsh, like gunfire. It echoed through the room, bouncing off the walls like an invisible ball. It multiplied, coming back with force and increasing volume, until I couldn’t hear anything else. 
I covered my ears, my head exploding and imploding at the same time. 
SNAP.
I was standing on the other side of the room, now facing the door.
The snaping was gone, replaced by silence.
The door handle moved. 
Lee entered the room, looking around, searching for something. 
Or someone. 
“Hello?” her muffled voice reached my ears.
A metal bar hit her in the head, slicing open her forehead. Blood dripped onto the carpet.
I shrieked in horror.
And woke up.


I screamed into the darkness, trying to forget what I saw, get it out of my mind. 
But the image of me sliding down the wall unconscious played in my head over and over like a broken tape recording. 
I cried hysterically, rocking from side to side. I grabbed my hair, screaming for it all to stop. 
The whole world shut off.
I felt a pair of hands wrap around me, bringing warmth. 
“Hey,” Aiden whispered. “It’s okay. You’re safe now.”
I leaned against his chest, sinking into the hug I desperately needed. 
Tears covered his pajamas, leaving a wet spot. 
I listened to his heartbeat, that steady, calming sound. 
My breathing slowly stabilized. 
“What happened?” Aiden asked, running his fingers through my hair in a slow, soothing motion. 
“Nightmare,” I mumbled into his chest. 
“What was it about?” 
“Myself,” I whispered shakily, swallowing hard. “I’ve been having them for a while now,” I admitted. 
“And you never told me?” Aiden’s voice was not angry. 
“I’m sorry,” I apologized. 
“Don’t be. It should be your choice whether you tell someone something or not.”
I let out a long breath. 
“Wait, what do you mean by myself?” Aiden asked, confusion written over his face.  
“I see…I see what was happening when I was dead,” I cried out, more tears suddenly forming. 
Aiden didn’t say anything. Just tightened his hug. 
“It’s gonna be okay.”
That was the last thing I heard before falling asleep. 

I woke up still wrapped in Aiden’s arms. He had dozed off against the bed railing in a position that must have been really uncomfortable. 
“Aiden,” I nudged him. “Wake up.” 
“I’m awake,” he mumbled into my hair, his eyes slowly opening. 
I looked at him, terrified that he’d judge me. He didn’t. 
His eyes were soft, his lips curved into a worried smile. 
“What was your nightmare about?” he asked me gently.
“I had…I saw what happened. How I got kidnapped.”
Aiden nodded encouragingly, prompting me to explain further. 
I told him about the hallway, the changing doors, the metal bar sliding from inside the closet. Told him about the blood on the floor and silence that followed. 
My voice shook as the dream repeated inside my mind. 
“You didn’t see the person?” Aiden asked. He seemed calm on the outside. But I knew that inside, he was freaking out. 
“Just their arm.”
Aiden played with the corner of the blanket, thinking. Then he stopped. 
“Wait…those moments are from before you fell unconscious. How come you don’t remember them naturally?” he wondered. 
I shook my head. “I don’t know.” 
And I didn’t want to know. 

Maya came along with Aiden two days later. 
She noticed the dynamics had shifted right away. 
I spent the next hour telling my friends everything I was hiding. About all the things I saw, how they didn’t make any sense and were like incomplete sentences. About the night I woke up from the coma when I first realized something was really wrong. 
And finally, about all the dreams I’d had so far. 
“I have seen the attacker multiple times, but never more than an arm. Usually, it’s a shadow. It has no silhouette or gender. Nothing that could give away the killer,” I explained. 
“We need to figure out who did that to you,” Maya hit her fist into her palm. “Who knows, he could be after someone else now. We cannot let a psychopath run around freely.” 
“But we have no leads whatsoever,” I put my head in my hands. “There is no way we can track him down with just their shadow.”
“You saw their arm. That could be something,” Maya suggested. 
“Except there was literally nothing unusual about it,” I whined. “No tattoos or scars. I couldn’t even tell if it was male or female,” I added, helplessly letting my hands fall into my lap. 
Maya sighed, turning to Aiden. 
He was sitting by the window, visibly lost in thought. 
“Have you come up with something?” she asked him, sounding a bit sarcastic. “You have been starring outside for the past fifteen minutes.”
“Maybe,” Aiden answered blankly. 
“Lee?” he slowly turned; his eyes dazed. “Do you have life insurance?” 
“I think so,” I agreed hesitantly, not entirely sure. “Why?” 
“Does your family have financial problems?” he completely ignored my question. 
“Well, since dad’s business crashed, we’ve been a bit strapped on cash. But nothing serious. My parents just had to abandon their lavish lifestyle,” I shrugged, having no idea where he was going with that. 
Aiden snapped his fingers. Chills ran down my spine. 
“Exactly,” Aiden exclaimed. 
“Aiden come on, don’t be ridiculous…” Maya shot him a glare. I still had no clue what Aiden was suggesting. 
“I am not,” he defended himself. “Her family grieved for two days. Don’t you think it would be very convenient for them to lose their not-really-loved daughter?”
“Zoe missed her,” Maya argued. 
“Yeah, well, Zoe’s four, so not exactly a valid example for this matter.” 
I finally realized what was Aiden talking about. 
His thought process knocked the wind out of me. I wanted to believe he was being ridiculous, just like Maya had said. But his theory was so…realistic. 
For a second, I hated Aiden for even thinking what he was thinking. 
“Are you really saying she was killed by her own parent?” Maya blew up. She waved his hand in front of his face. “Are you out of your goddamn mind? You’re smart, Aiden, but this is insane.”
“I am not saying that. They had likely hired a hitman,” Aiden shrugged. He was so logical. So cold. His eyes were neutral, not a hint of the compassion I was used to. 
“They wouldn’t,” I whispered. 
But I wasn’t so sure. 

Maya and Aiden stayed there with me, right beside my hospital bed like before. Nobody was talking. We just stared and everything and nothing. 
“Let’s go to sleep,” Maya said finally. She turned to me. “Don’t worry. We’ll be there if anything happens.”
I just nodded and shut off the light. 

The basement ceiling was covered in moss.
There was a puddle on the floor, soaking my clothes. 
And even though there were no windows, the place was not completely dark. 
I heard footsteps somewhere above me. Something heavy was being dragged towards the basement door.
CREAK.
Someone walked in, pulling a giant duffle bag.
Not someone. Something. 
The creature was a shadow, flickering and changing right in front of me, with no real silhouette. If it had a face, it was turned away from me. 
It threw the bag down in the corner. 
Shadow untied the knot.
There was a body inside.
My body.
I gagged.
But Lee was not dead yet.
A cough emerged from her throat.
I tried to stand up, failed. My ability to move was gone.
I was a viewer, watching my own death like a movie. 
Shadow shuffled, startled by the noise.
It grabbed a rope and knelt down to tie Lee up.
She shot up.
She grabbed the rope, threw it in the opposite corner and stood up. 
So did Shadow.
Lee was facing me. Her body was tensed up, ready for a fight that was slowly approaching. 
But her eyes were cloudy, legs shaky, breath shallow and unsteady. 
She will lose. 
“To think that I once cared about you,” Lee scoffed.
Shadow laughed. A hollow, emotionless laugh that made my stomach twist. 
“It’s gonna be easier for you if you don’t resist,” it said, voice dripping hatred.
“Well, I am certainly not gonna make it easier then,” Lee said, clenching her fists harder. 
Shadow lunged at her. She dodged the attack, kicking her leg in response. The hit landed. 
Shadow growled. It’s second move was fast and strong.
Lee fell forward, coughing and clutching her ribs. 
Her face twisted in pain, but she stood up.
“You little,” shadow growled.
It delivered its third blow. Lee was unprepared, failing to stop the punch. 
She lost her balance, hitting the wall and sliding down to her knees.
Shadow grabbed the rope from the corner and threw it around her neck.
No!
 I screamed in horror, knowing what was about to come.
But I couldn’t do anything.
Time slowed down.
Lee shot her arms upwards, grabbing the rope.
She fought, tilting her head back, trying to get out of the deadly grip.
But Shadow was stronger.
It grabbed her hand, twisting it.
The bone snapped. Lee shrieked in pain, helplessly throwing herself from side to side, her arm laying motionless on the floor. 
Shadow tightened its grip on the rope.
A horrible gurgling sound pierced through my ears.
I wanted to throw up, run away and hide. But I was stuck in place. 
Lee stopped resisting. Her body fell to the floor. Her eyes twisted to the back of her head.
I screamed at the top of my lungs, crying hysterically.
Shadow let go of the rope, wiping its hands. 
Lee fell forward. 
It knelt down, examining the body with a psychopathic grin on its face.
I yelled at it to leave it alone, my voice never reaching its ears. 
The place suddenly got lighter.
Shadow’s dark foggy body started changing and reshaping, slowly growing a non-changing outline. 
A human emerged from the shadow; their back turned to me. I stuck my head out, desperate to see their face. 
Then they turned.
And stared right into my eyes. 






