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It started with a whisper. 

 

Barely more than a breath, carried on salt, wind, and memory. HTe 

kind of sound you dismiss - until you hear it again. And again. 

She wasn’t supposed to be here. 

No one is. 

The last family left decades ago. The ferry only comes when it’s paid 

in cash. And the old maps don’t even name it anymore. Just a smudge 

of land, swallowed by sea and time.  

But the island remembers. 

And when the girl stepped onto its shore, something woke. 

It had waited long enough. 




Chapter 1 

The tires hummed against the road in an almost hypnotic rhythm. Jade stared out the passenger-side window, arms crossed tight, watching trees flash by like they were guarding something just out of view. The farther they drove, the less she recognized – fewer houses, more trees, patches of fog rolling low across the hills like spilled milk. 

Her mom, Elena, tapped the steering wheel with her thumbnail, a nervous tic she didn’t even seem to be aware of. Her dad, Daniel, sat stiff in the passenger seat, eyes on the GPS, like not looking at wife would make the tension disappear. 

No one spoke. 

Jade sighed, loud enough for effect. “You know, if this is supposed to be some magical family reset, the energy is… really not giving.” 

“Can we not?” Daniel said, not turning around. “Just for a few hours?” Elena said nothing. Her grip on the wheel tightened, knuckles white. 

From the backseat, Liam stirred. “I think I’m gonna throw up.” 

“Not in my car, you’re not,” Elena said automatically. 

Jade rolled her eyes. “We’re not even on the boat yet.” 

But she didn’t blame him. Something about the winding road felt wrong – too smooth, like they were being drawn into something instead of heading toward it. 

They passed an old, abandoned gas station – overgrown, sign half-fallen. A cracked sticker clung to the remains of the pump: ISLE WATCHERS CLUB – STAY AWHILE. Jade shivered. 

A moment later, they rounded a sharp curve and the water appeared – gray and wide, with a lone ferry waiting at the dock like it had been sitting there for decades. 

“Great,” Daniel muttered. “Dead on time.” 

They parked in the gravel lot. No other cars. Just wind. 

As they climbed out, Jade reached into the glove compartment for her earbuds and found something else instead – a wrinkled tourist brochure for Numa Isle, the kind you’d see in a highway rest stop. The paper was damp at the edges. On the back, someone had scribbled in pencil: 

“She never came back.” 

She stared at it, heart skipping. Then quickly folded it and shoved it in her hoodie pocket. 

 

The ferry groaned as it pulled away from the dock, engine rattling beneath their feet. Jade stood alone at the back, watching the shoreline disappear in the mist. 

There were maybe three other passengers – a young couple who looked like they regretted this trip already, and an older man sitting inside with a thermos and a crossword. No one spoke. No one made eye contact. 

The boat’s crew was minimal: one captain behind glass, and a deckhand who looked like he hadn’t slept in weeks. He passed by Jade once, nodding. 

“You headed to the cabins?” he asked. 

She nodded. 

He glanced over his shoulder, then back at her. “Hope you’re not staying long.” 

She blinked.”What?” 

But he’d already moved on, muttering to himself. 

The wind picked up. Something skated across the water – a dark ripple, fast and narrow, too big for a fish, too smooth for a log. Liam appeared beside her, arms tucked inside his coat. 

“Did you see that?” he asked. 

Jade followed his gaze. “See what?” 

He didn’t answer. His face was pale. 

The boat shuddered as it pushed into thicker fog. 

 

The dock groaned under their weight as they stepped off. A rusted “WELCOME TO NUMA ISLE” sign creaked in the breeze, barely hanging on its bolts. The air smelled of salt, wood rot, and something slightly metallic. 

They dragged their luggage up a narrow path, wheels catching on stones. At the top of the hill stood a cabin – long and low, with dark wood siding and windows that reflected too much and too little at the same time. 

“It’s bigger than I thought.” Elena offered weakly. 

“No signal,” Daniel muttered, staring at his phone. “Perfect.” 

Jade trailed behind the others, the brochure burning in her pocket. As they approached the door, she noticed a small, carved wooden totem nailed above the frame – a face with hollow eyes and a wide, unnatural grin. 

“Cool,” she said dryly. “Definitely not cursed.” 

Inside, the cabin was… clean. Too clean. Like it hadn’t been used in years and was only pretending to be welcoming. 

Her room was at the end of the hall. She dropped her bag on the floor, noticing something odd – a small, spiral-bound journal sitting on her pillow, closed. No dust. Like someone had left it there for her. 

She picked it up. 

Blank pages. Old paper. But something about it made her throat go tight. 

A soft wind rattled the windowpane. 

 

Dinner was tense. Canned soup, stale crackers, no complaints. Everyone pretended it wasn’t weird. 

Elena tried to get the fire going. Daniel tried not to sulk. 

Liam pushed food around his plate. “Can we leave tomorrow?” 

“We just got here,” Daniel snapped. “Give it one night.” 

Liam didn’t argue. He just got up and went to his room without another word. 

Later, Elena lay in bed, eyes wide in the dark. Daniel snored beside her, a deep, oblivious rhythm. 

The room felt wrong. 

She sat up, listening. 

There – faint, deliberate. Footsteps on the porch. 

She held her breath. Waited. They came again – slow, pacing. Too heavy for a racoon. Too slow for a person in a hurry. 

She opened the door a crack and looked out. 

Nothing. 

The wind chime tinkled once, then stopped. 

She stepped outside, barefoot. 

“Hello?” she called. 

No answer. Just the woods. Silent. Watching. 

She stood still for a long time before going back inside. She didn’t wake Daniel. Didn’t say a word. 

 

Jade sat cross-legged on her bed, the journal open in front of her. 

Still blank. 

She felt silly. Like she was waiting for something to write itself. But the silence of the house was pressing in, and she could feel the way that deckhand had looked at her. 

She shut the book and turned off the light. 

Just as she was starting to drift, she heard it – soft, drawn out, like breath on glass: 

“Ella…” 

She bolted upright. 

No one was there. Nothing outside the window but trees. 

She checked her phone again. Still dead. 

She didn’t sleep. 

Down the hall, Liam tossed and turned. 

In his dream, he was standing at the edge of the woods. The cabin loomed behind him. Something called his name – but not in a voice he recognized. It was higher. Feminine. 

When he turned, he saw her – a girl, maybe a teenager, standing just at the tree line. Hair over her face. One bare foot lifted, like she was about to take a step forward. 

Then she opened her mouth – and a sound like static poured out. 

Liam woke up gasping, drenched in sweat. 

He turned toward the window and froze. 

There, in the fogged glass, was a handprint. Small. Child-sized. Pressed from the outside. 

He pulled the covers over his head and didn’t move again until morning. 

Down the hall. Jade stared at the closed journal. The air in her room felt different now – heavy and expectant. 

And somewhere just beyond the trees, something took a slow, deliberate step toward the cabin. 

We’re not alone here.  




Chapter 2 

 

Jade awoke to the sound of nothing. 

Not the gentle hum of a fridge. Not birdsong or wind through the trees. Just stillness – so thick and absolute it made her sit up in bed, as if the silence had weight. 

Her phone, still dead, offered no anchor to time. A glance at the narrow slant of pale light cutting through the curtainless window told her it was morning. Or almost. 

She rubbed her eyes and climbed out of bed, crossing the cool wooden floor in bare feet. The journal on her nightstand remained closed, but she could feel it staring at her. Waiting. 

In the hallway, the floor creaked under her steps - loudly. The house had a strange way of making everything louder, like it was amplifying each sound just to remind them they were no longer in the world they knew. 

In the kitchen, Elena stood in front of the coffee maker, unmoving.  

“It’s not working,” she said flatly when Jade appeared in the doorway. 

Jade nodded once, arms folded over her chest. “Figures.” 

Elena finally turned. Her face was pale and drawn, lips pressed together in a thin line that betrayed a night without rest. “Did you hear anything last night?” 

Jade froze. “Like what?” 

Elena hesitated. “Nothing. Just… I thought I heard someone outside. 

Jade considered telling her. About the whisper. The name. But instead, she said, “This place is weird.” 

Daniel appeared behind them with a yawn and a groan, already annoyed. “Power’s out?” he asked, like it was an inconvenience rather than a concern. 

“The fridge isn’t running,” Elena said. “And the lights didn’t come on.” 

“I’ll check the breaker,” he muttered, already walking away. 

Jade opened the fridge, confirming the worst. Warm air drifted out. The inside was dark and empty - even though they had unpacked groceries just yesterday. “Where’s all the food?” 

Elena leaned in, confused. “We brought two coolers…” 

Jade stared at the empty shelves, her fingers brushing the cold plastic edge. Not cold enough. “It’s like no one ever opened it.” 

Neither of them said it, but they both were thinking it: someone had touched their things. Or moved them. Or worse - they never brought them in at all.  

 

Jade couldn’t sit still. The walls of the cabin felt like they were inching closer the longer she stayed inside. 

So she walked. 

Out past the porch. Down the trail that wound into the woods, almost hidden behind a thicket of ferns. The moment she stepped off the path, the quiet happened. 

The forest felt old. Older than anything she’d walked through before - not just in years, but in presence. The trees were massive, thick-limbed, and moss-covered. The air smelled of earth and rot and damp stone. 

She paused behind a tree with deep grooves down its bark, like claw marks. They were old, but unsettling. Too wide to be from any small animal.  

There were no birds. No insects. Not even the whisper of wind. 

She should’ve turned back, but something pulled her forward. Like she was following a thread only she could see. 

After what felt like ten minutes, the path split. Left or right. 

She took left. 

The trail narrowed and sloped downward. Thorns caught at her hoodie. A glint of metal caught her eye. She pushed past a cluster of branches and stopped. 

There it was - a rotting post, its wood gray and splintered. Nailed crookedly to it was a rusted metal sign: 

Numa Isle Conservancy - Do No Disturb 

But someone had scratched out Conservancy with what looked like a knife. Below it, carved directly into the post: 

Buried don’t stay buried. 

Jade stared at the words, feeling their weight. 

The post wasn’t just a warning. It was a memory. 

And it wasn’t meant for tourists. 

She heard a sound behind her - a faint snap of a branch. Spinning, she saw nothing. 

But the trees felt closer now. 

 

Liam had always liked the quiet. 

Not this kind. 

He sat cross-legged in front of the den’s old cabinet, pawing through puzzles and board games, trying to find anything to distract from the unease that had taken root in his chest the night before. 

Something fluttered as he pulled out an old box of cards - a slim envelope, yellowed at the edges, slid between the boards. He grabbed it before it could slip away. 

Inside, one photograph. 

Four teens stood arm-in-arm in front of a small, wood-planked building. It had a tin roof and a single door slightly ajar. Their clothes screamed early 2000’s - cut-off shorts, graphic tees, one girl in chunky sneakers. 

Three of them were smiling. One was not. 

She stood a little apart from the others, long dark hair hanging over one shoulder, hands at her side. Her expression was unreadable - not quite sad, but aware. 

Liam flipped the photo over: 

“Summer ‘03. Me, Anna, Mason, and Ella. 

His heart gave a thud. 

He read it again. 

Ella. 

The name Jade had whispered in her sleep. 

The name that made his skin crawl even though he didn’t know why. 

He looked back at the photo. The girl - Ella - stared back. 

He could almost swear her eyes had been looking at something else the first time he saw her. 

He shoved the photo into his hoodie pocket. 

The room was suddenly colder than it had been. 

Behind him, a board creaked - long and slow. 

 

The journal was waiting for her.  

Jade sat on her bed, legs pulled to her chest, staring at the nightstand like it might bite. She hadn’t touched the journal since yesterday. 

Still, she knew it had changed. 

When she finally opened it, her breath hitched. 

The once-blank page now had three lines written in her handwriting. Not just similar - hers. The curves, the slant, the pressure of the pen. But she hadn’t written them. 












