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As she was about to close her email for the night and go to sleep, Sara heard that familiar little beep. A new message was waiting for her. It was an email sent through her YouTube account, which she had filtered as soon as her channel had taken off. It was only 9 months ago that she started uploading videos of her adventures but she had really started ghost hunting years earlier. As a kid, she and her brother would dare each other to go into the creepy abandoned houses on the other side of town. They fascinated her with their old architecture and their decrepit walls. She couldn’t believe that houses that looked so lifeless, used to be alive with the sounds of families. Somehow, they never scared her, though she pretended to be for her brother. 

She truly loved exploring them. What she loved even more was the attention she got from telling her friends about her brave trips inside. She never had enough of that. From the age of 8 and all the way through high school, she regaled anyone who would listen of dark stories filled with supernatural events that she made up off the cuff. Not everyone believed her but it was hard to deny how good of a story teller she was. 

And as a new college graduate from a media arts school, she had dedicated her first year of adulthood into creating this persona of an extreme ghost hunter. Her success was overwhelming, even to her, and her fame seemed to grow exponentially every day. She was now even recognized on the street and asked for autographs. That, of course, made all of her sleepless nights and uncomfortable overnight stays in creepy old houses worth it. 

The email was still bold as she clicked on it. It was an invitation to fly across the country to Louisiana sent from “The Conservation Collective of Pre-Civil War Phantasmal Plantations”.  She read it carefully.

Dear Ms. Sara Elliot,

The Conservation Collective of Pre-Civil War Phantasmal Plantations would like to extend an invitation for you and your crew to spend a night in one of our oldest and most spectral houses. It is called “The Lynch Plantation” named after its original owner, although its name holds appropriately with its history. Mr. Lynch was said to be the cruelest man in the south and lynched all of his slaves when he found out that the war had been won by the north. Surprisingly though, his story is not the one that the locals remember. Called Pi Beta Die by the locals, this house’s last use was to house a sorority for the local university. 15 years ago, the maintenance man assigned to the house had a psychotic break and killed all 24 members of the sorority then hung himself on the porch outside.

It is our belief that the Lynch Plantation’s history is enough to interest you but to further encourage you to create an episode for this house, we have arranged all of your travel and accommodations. You will see the details in the attached document. 

The Conservation Collective of Pre-Civil War Phantasmal Plantations seeks to get more publicity and therefore more funding for our cause so please send your reply as soon as possible. 

Best Wishes,

The CCPCWPP  

She was hooked. Instead of going to bed as planned, she stayed up all night reading and researching the sordid history of the plantation. It was even more incredible, terrifying and mysterious than they had let on in the email. She knew that a night in this house would solidify her as YouTube’s leading Ghost Hunter and may even lead to her getting her own show. She knew her fans well. They would love the creepy historical aspect and eat up the sorority massacre with a spoon. When she was too excited to wait, she dialed the number of her main camera tech Lila. 

“Its 6:45am Sara, you better have actually seen a ghost,” she grumbled. Lila wasn’t a morning person and she had known Sara for long enough to know that most of her “ghost sightings” were fake and in fact was one of the people responsible for how real their “encounters” looked. 

“Lila, if you wake up now and listen, I’ll buy you Starbucks and give you a raise,” Sara said. She knew Lila couldn’t resist coffee.

“What is it?” she asked, sighing. 

Sara beamed with enthusiasm. She knew that it was coming across through the phone because as she explained the email, Lila became more and more alert and excited. 

“This could be huge for us Sara!”

“So you’re in?” Sara said, knowing that she didn’t even need to ask. 

“Duh!”

“Ok ,we have to get the guys to agree too.” Sara coached.

“Just promise them an adventure and to keep them when you get your own show,”  Lila said nonchalantly. Of course the rest of the crew would agree. The guys were in their mid-twenties and could be pacified with a cheeseburger. 

The next few days were filled with preparation. Sara responded to the email to agree to the trip and outlined what she needed when they arrive and explained who she was bringing. The impression she got from the responses were that the more the merrier. Finally, they were all on a plane from Washington to Louisiana. The guys slept the whole way, snoring loudly of course. Sara and Lila sat together to write the script for the background and opening. They would shoot the outside of the plantation and house during the day and have shots of Sara explaining all the details she found about the mass lynching and murders.

By time they arrived, Sara and Lila had all of their shots planned and a script all laid out. Even though they were itching to go straight to the old house, The Conservation Collective of Pre-Civil War Phantasmal Plantations contact insisted they check into a hotel and get settled and rested. They would begin their investigation and shooting tomorrow. They were all smiles and splurged on room service and watched TV on the flat screen. The hotel was obviously very old but well-kept and the rooms were modernized for the guests’ comfort. The lobby was small but elegant with two rows of white pillars that led out to the street. After they were stuffed, they decided they needed to walk it off by exploring the bustling town around them. 

It was a warm October night so they skipped their jackets and made their way down the old fashioned road. The buildings were tall and thin and the antique street lights cast long shadows against them which no one else seemed to notice. The group weaved their way in and out of the busy streets watching the locals as they enjoyed the many bars and cafes. Andrew, one of the sound techs was mesmerized by the voodoo shops he saw and dragged Colin, another camera guy, in with him. He bought them all incense and they laughed as they all wandered the streets with the potent twigs. Finally they settled on a quiet smoky café. Knowing they had to be awake and alert the next day, they all opted for coffee or tea. As they sipped the delicious, hot beverages, they began to discuss the plan for the next day.

“Ok, I think we should be all packed by 11am. I want to make sure we can get to the location and have plenty of time to explore the plantation before sunset. We also need time to shoot the outside shots with the narrative and set up camp inside for the night,” Sara said. 

“I agree,” Lila said. “Colin, I know you have that 4k camera that can work in low light. Hoorah for that. I was thinking we'll start outside and work our way in. We'll shoot like we always do, start in the living room, I'll explain the history of the house then we'll pretend we'll hear something and head upstairs.”

“You want me to add a sound effect in post?” Colin asked. 

“Yeah, of course,” Lila said. “As long as its not too cheesy. Has to sound real. Like a ghost screaming or something.”

“I have no idea what that would sound like,” Colin laughed.

Lila covered her mouth and made a groaning sound. “Like that.”

“Sounds like a bullfrog with indigestion.”

Well, you know what I mean. We'll worry about all that later.”

“Done deal.”

“Of course, we will have to wait until we see it in person to make the final decisions but Sara and I have pretty much memorized the property maps and house floorplans.” Lila finished.

“How creepy is it that it’s called “Lynch”?” Andrew said. 

Matt, their back-end video editor, chewed on some cookies as Andrew glanced his way. 

“What? Just cuz I’m black you look at me?” Matt said jokingly. Andrew gave him a little, playful shove and they laughed. 

“I’m just saying...” Andrew said with a laugh, “If there is some sort of evil ghost there... you might be the first to go.” 

Colin nudged Matt, “Don’t worry man, I got your back!” Then they all started laughing. 

Sara really enjoyed her crew. They were as silly as they were serious and worked as hard as she did. But they also brought her out of her head and gave her time to be sarcastic and have fun. She smiled at them. Then she saw a young woman lean over to Andrew.

“Excuse me... Uh... were you talking about going to the Lynch Plantation?” she asked, looking more than a little concerned. 

Andrew grinned, apparently not picking up on her trepidation. “Yep! First thing tomorrow!” 

The blood drained from her face. “Why... why would you go there?” she asked, her voice shaking.

“See that girl over there?” Andrew pointed to Sara. The girl nodded and Sara gave a little wave. “Well she is a ghost hunter and also a tiny dictator. We go where she tells us,” he said sarcastically. A tone this young woman missed. 

She looked directly at Sara. “You need to stay away from there.” 

Sara laughed nervously. “Oh come on... It’s just a house. We will be there one night and that will be it.”

The young woman looked even more terrified. “You’re staying the night?!” she asked. Her voice carried enough that the rest of the people in the café turned to look at them. The soft music in the background stopped playing. 

Sara and her team suddenly were the center of attention. Something that Sara was only comfortable with when it was filmed, not live. She looked at all the faces staring back at her. “Yea... that was part of the contract. My team and I have been paid to make a show for it... to raise money to restore it. It will bring more tourism to this town.” 

“Restore it?” the young woman asked. “We don’t want it restored and we certainly don’t want any tourists coming here only to be killed by going in that house.” 

The other patrons in the place nodded their heads in agreement. 

“Listen, I have been all over the United States. I have stayed in over a hundred haunted houses. Nothing violent has ever happened and no one has ever been hurt.” Sara said, choosing her words wisely. She wanted to tell them that all of this ghost business was crazy and that she had never encountered anything supernatural, but she didn’t want that to get out and damage her show’s credibility. 

“All due respect... you’ve never stayed in this house.” Another guy said from the corner. Sara’s crew looked around at the petrified faces.

“So none of you ever go there? Even out of curiosity?” Colin asked.

“The last person that went there out of curiosity was found hanging from the porch the next day.” The young woman replied.

“Maybe he was depressed and chose to off himself there.” Andrew suggested while rolling his eyes. If anyone was a skeptic, it was him.

“He was my brother,” she said. Andrew looked mortified and wished his tea had a shot of whiskey in it.

“Oops,” he muttered, wishing he could say more. 

“I’m sorry for your loss but we were paid to do something and we never back out of a contract.” Sara said while Andrew stared at the table in front of him. “Now, I think we should be going.” She said as they all stood up.

They shuffled out of the café and began walking towards the hotel quietly. They were all silently trying to brush off the many warnings they had just heard and get their excitement back. 

“It’s ok guys, some places just really buy into this crap.” Lila offered.

“Yeah... but we have never had that reaction from any other location,” Matt said. “Those folks are serious about this shit.”

“Come on guys,” Sara said. “This is a beautiful, creepy, historic building. It’s going to be great, AND safe.” They were probably just hazing the out of towners. I bet they're probably in there right now laughing their asses off at scaring us. Well, we'll let them think that way.”

“Hey, uh... excuse me! Wait!” They heard someone say behind them. They turned. It was another young woman who had been listening silently in the café. She ran up to them and stopped. “Sorry, its just... we were wondering... who paid you to come here?” 

“Um, it’s a group called The Conservation Collective of Pre-Civil War Phantasmal Plantations. I believe they support and restore these kinds of places all over the south and have a lot in this area. I looked them up, their headquarters is just on the other side of town next to a Piggly Wiggly on 2nd street.” Sara replied. 

The girl looked around at the group with a strange expression. “That part of town has been completely abandoned for 10 years. There was a hurricane that destroyed it and we didn’t have enough money to restore it... and as far as I know, there has never been a group by that name in this area. And I have lived her my whole life. I really don’t think you should go to the plantation... someone is setting you up.” 

Sara looked uneasy but Andrew stepped forward. 

“Listen, we appreciate your concern but I am sure there is a reasonable explanation. No one would spend this much money on a prank. Now tell all your buddies at the café that we aren’t backing down.” 

Sara looked at the girl. If anyone had spoken to her like that she would have just let them walk straight into a moving car. But this girl stood there with panic on her face. She knew she couldn’t say more but still looked like she wanted to stop them somehow. Her facial expression gave Sara goosebumps but before she could even consider breaking the contract, Andrew and Colin started leading her toward the hotel. 

“This town is full of crazies.” Matt said under his breath. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Sara didn’t sleep well that night. The scene in the café played in her head over and over. She lay awake listening to everyone else snoring. Finally, she flopped over to look at the clock. It was 3:19 am. She groaned quietly. She thought about how excited she had been for this and managed to talk herself back into the adventure before her, deciding that the townies just didn’t get out much and had possibly seen too many movies. She fell asleep.

By 11am exactly, their van was packed and any trace of hesitation from the night before was gone and the silliness had returned. Colin was shooting footage of their drive on his phone. Sara and Lila were taking selfies with all of the equipment. Andrew was driving, as always and Matt was snoozing in the front seat. 

After a 40 minute drive, passing through the town, driving past the university, they finally pulled up to a large flat expanse. There was a dirt road jetting off to the left and a large sign above it that was covered in dust. Matt jumped out and managed to jump up to wipe the dust away. Sure enough it said “LYNCH”. Colin couldn’t help it, and he jumped out to take a picture of Matt standing under the sign with both hands flipping him off and a huge grin. They all giggled and rolled their eyes. Then they took off down the dusty dirt road. The large house grew as they neared it.

“I knew it was a mansion but I guess I didn’t think it would be this big.” Lila said.

“What do you think a sorority was thinking in buying something like this?” Sara asked.

“Simple, they could have keggers and ragers without the neighbors complaining.” Colin said. He was the only one who had been a part of Greek life. A part of his past he tried to suppress.

They pulled up to the front of the house and climbed out. For a moment they just stood, appreciating its old fashion beauty and its size. It was gigantic. The wrap around porch alone was bigger than Sara’s apartment. Sara and Matt continued to look over the house and the land while Lila, Colin and Andrew unpacked the equipment. When they finished, Lila walked up to Sara to make a game plan.

“It’s hard to believe that the townspeople wouldn’t want to save this place. It’s so beautiful.” Sara whispered.

“I know. Like look over there! Past that field it looks like there is a pond and small wooded area. And this tree over here would be great for a giant swing...” Lila said as she approached an old Oak tree that was closest to the house. 

“Its really big. Like really big. This is going to be our best shoot yet,” Sara said. 

“Where should we start?” Lila asked. 

Sara looked around thoughtfully. “Ummm... let’s begin with the civil war history of the plantation and slaves with the fields in the background. Then I will walk to the tree and end at the porch when I talk about the sorority massacre. Got it?” 

Lila nodded once and set up her camera. She began rolling as Sara started to talk.

“Hello, today we are in Louisiana at their best kept secret haunted destination. The Lynch Plantation is over 200 years old and has a most interesting history. Built by a Slave trader and his wife in the early 1800s, this plantation was one of the largest and most profitable in the area. Although aptly named for the fate of over 300 slaves, the Lynch plantation actually received its name from the slave trader who built it. James and Mary Lynch became exceedingly wealthy from the cotton cultivated here. Once the war was won by the north, they knew that their way of life would never be the same. Already know to be a cruel master, James Lynch decided that his final act of rebellion against the north was to kill all of the slaves he held. Most of them were hung from the branches of this oak tree but the younger children and smaller women were drown in the pond at the back of the property. 

Then the bodies were collected, placed in a pile and burned at the entrance where you can still see bits of burn marks today. Only 5 years after the mass lynching, Mary Lynch suffered a psychotic break, claiming that the ghosts of those she helped kill were haunting her. She stabbed her husband and then hung herself on the porch right here. But perhaps the most famous suicide on this porch was that of mass murderer Gary Lindale. Gary, a maintenance man from the university was hired specifically to look after the needs of this house while it served as the Pi Theta Kai sorority house. He lived in a small servant house that used to stand just over there but has since been demolished. One night, Lindale snapped, much like Mary Lynch and went on a murdering spree killing every single sorority girl inside. He then called 911, left the phone off the hook and hung himself in the exact same place as Mary. 

This house certainly is one of our more chilling explorations and we invite you to join us for a night at the Lynch Plantation.” Sara said and stopped. That was the cue for Lila to stop rolling. It never ceased to amaze her that Sara could do these on the first take with no notes in front of her. She was a natural. 

“Let’s say we explore, take pictures and maybe some landscape footage?” Sara asked Lila and Colin. 

Andrew and Matt were right behind, having a heated debate about which sorority girls they thought were the best partiers. Sara and Lila tuned them out, focusing on the expanse in front of them. The sun beat down and even in mid-October, the heat made them sweat. For a moment, Sara imagined what it would have been like to harvest in this heat as a slave. She let herself mourn the loss of the hundreds of innocent lives. She didn’t believe in the afterlife so she hoped that death was a welcomed rest for them. They explored until the sun got low in the sky. 

“Guys we should go inside and set up now.” Matt said, turning to the house. They picked up the equipment from the ground outside and walked up the creaking steps to the front door. Lila pulled out a small camera and filmed Sara as she turned the doorknob and pushed. The door gave way with a small squeak. They slowly made their way inside. The entry way was covered in dust but other than that, it looked as though the owners had just stepped out for a moment. There was furniture set up as if company was expected. The long dining room table was set as though the sorority girls were going to sit down to dinner together. They made their way down the hall and through each room. Colin and Lila were shooting footage of everything. Finally they made their way to the living room. It was beautifully decorated and the fireplace even had logs in it ready to be lit. 

“Matt and I will set up the cameras in the rooms and upstairs. Lila, you and Colin make sure that the feeds are working and tell us about positioning.” Andrew ordered. He was excited. While the rest were busy with their tasks. Sara decided to watch the footage they had gotten before including her intro. She sat on the dusty old sofa and turned on the camera. The footage was even better than she had hoped and for a moment, she was extremely grateful that she had found such talent in Lila. As the video wrapped up she saw the frame of the entire house. Once more she took in the beauty until she noticed something. She paused the video and zoomed in. Up on the second floor in one of the bedroom windows stood a woman in a very old dress staring directly into the camera.

Sara took in a huge gasp of air and blinked. She looked again and the figure remained. She waved her hand toward Lila. 

“What is it Sara?” She asked seeing Sara’s horrified face.

“Colin, can you see me? How is this?” They heard from the microphone attached to the camera that Andrew was placing.

Lila moved over and looked at what Sara was pointing at. They replayed that part of the video and they were both speechless. They continued to watch through to the end and that was when they saw something even more startling. As Sara had approached the porch and was explaining Mary’s hanging, the woman disappeared from the window and suddenly appeared right behind Sara holding a noose. They both gasped in fear. 

“That’s good Andrew, I think that’s the best shot.” Colin said into the walkie talkie. 

Sara and Lila looked up to see the screen that Colin was watching. The video feed was of Andrew in the same room that the woman had been in in the video. “Andrew!” They both shrieked. Colin jumped in surprise. 

“What?!” Andrew said from right behind them. They jumped and turned to him.

“How... you were just...” Sara stuttered. 

“There is a 30 second delay. Geez what’s wrong with you two?” He asked. They showed him the video while Colin helped Matt navigate setting up a camera in another room on the second story.

Andrew was just as stunned as they were. “I was just in there and there was nothing weird...” He said trying to talk himself down. 

Then Lila got an idea. “Colin play back the footage you have of Andrew setting up the camera.” She said. 

“What..? Why?” He asked confused. He had been too distracted to hear their conversation.

“Just do it.” Sara screeched. He did and they saw the room in night vision. It glowed in a soft green and they saw Andrew fumbling with the equipment. 

“How long have you been doing this for now Andrew?” Colin teased but no one laughed. 

Then just as Andrew leaned over to place the camera and backed away they saw her. The woman was right behind him holding a noose. Colin, who hadn’t heard anything before that jumped back and screamed. “What the F***?!” They watched Andrew leave the room and the woman with the noose remained staring into the camera, unmoving. Then finally she turned her head and seemed to float out of the room. 

They sat watching the camera in silence until the walkie talkie beeped, startling all of them. 

“Colin, Colin! Is this ok? I don’t want to be up here alone any longer. It gives me the creeps!” Matt said. 

Colin immediately switched the video feed to Matt’s camera only to see a close up of his face. 

Sara held her breath. She wondered if the woman would appear in that room too. She grabbed the walkie talkie.

“Matt... uh... can you back up so we can see the room.” She said with her voice shaking. They watched for 30 seconds and then saw him nod at the camera and back away. Just as they got a glimpse of the room, the feed cut and they heard a thud. 

“Matt!” Sara screamed. They watched the screen and saw that it was flashing between black and night vison. When it stopped flashing, it showed something that drained Sara’s blood. It was the woman holding the noose and standing next to a tall man in the same period clothing. And at the bottom of the screen they could see Matt’s still body. 

Andrew and Colin jumped up and ran to the staircase. Lila and Sara could hear their heavy footsteps above them. Lila stared at the screen with a strange expression on her face. 

“Wait... that man... I’ve... I’ve seen him before. She reached for her laptop and opened it to a bookmarked page. It was an article from a newspaper covering the massacre of the sorority sisters. There were pictures of all 24 victims and a picture of the man who killed them. It was the same man. 

Sara and Lila looked at both images in utter confusion. Then the feed from the room was cut completely and just as suddenly, the power went out. The darkness surrounded them and they screamed. In the corner of the room, a giant clock struck the hour. It was only 10 pm but it felt so much later. After the last chime, the power came back on and everything was quiet. Lila and Sara first checked to make sure the other was ok then looked around them. But when they looked at the walls, both felt as though the wind had been knocked out of them. All of the paintings, pictures and decorations were upside down.  

They bolted up and ran to the stairway. As they climbed they saw the upside down portraits smiling sadistically at them. That’s when Lila first saw it. Blood splatter on the wall. It looked fresh. 

“Andrew! Colin! Matt!!??” She screamed and they ran up the stairs. 

“Down here.” Andrew’s calm voice beckoned them to the last room on the right. Matt was sitting on the floor and Andrew was standing next to him.  Colin was fiddling with the camera.

“I just told him what we saw.” Andrew explained. “He doesn’t believe me.” Matt was clutching his head. 

“What happened? Did they get you?” Sara asked breathlessly.

“Not you too... listen guys this isn’t funny ok? My head hurts from knocking it on that shelf and I am not in the mood for a practical joke.” Sara was about to try to reassure him that it was no joke when they heard the door behind them creak. 

They turned to see a beautiful blond girl standing in the doorway. Her hair was disheveled and there was blood dripping from the side of her mouth and oozing from her sides and arms. “He’s coming. You’d better run... although it never helped any of us.” She said as her cold blue eyes looked past them to the window. 

Then the lights went out again and flashed back on. She was gone and all that remained was a bloody hand print on the door frame. 

“Believe me now?” Andrew said. Sara had no idea how he could care about that at a time like this. 

“We need to leave.” Sara said rushing to the door. But as she ran into the hall, she saw the same man as before wearing modern clothes and wielding a large knife. She saw blood splatter l lining the walls. He was blocking their way to the stairs. She looked around at the other bedroom doors that were slightly ajar. None of them would protect them. Then she looked up. There was a rope that pulled down a ladder to the attic. 

“You guys!” She said as she yanked it. The man at the end of the hall started walking slowly towards her, undeterred by her possible escape. They all scrambled up the ladder and slammed the entry way shut before the man with the knife could reach them. They heard nothing. They sat in the dusty attic and silently tried to think of how to escape from the top floor of a mansion without going back into it. Though they were not really safer than before, the attic gave them a false sense of security and they all tried to breathe. Lila looked over at a box near them. She pulled out a very old painting. Though it was dark, she could make out that it was a couple. She pulled out her phone and used the light to look at the image. When she saw it clearly, she nearly dropped it. 

It was the same man and woman they had seen in the video. But not only that
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