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Chapter 1 

With Halloween around the corner, Nettie Coretta was tasked with writing a spooky article for the local paper. Her boss, Randal Manolo, had suggested chalking up a story about the cemetery but Nettie was much more interested in the abandoned Amish farmhouse that stood on top of a hill like a spectator looking upon the town. For years, it had fascinated her but she had never mustered the courage to venture up that hill. There were too many rumors about disappearances and screams that sounded in the night. 

“Are you sure about this?” her boyfriend asked as he finished up his breakfast. “I don’t want you getting into any trouble while you’re up there.” He grabbed his cup of coffee and finished what was left of it, wishing there were more. Reading his mind, Nettie got up and refilled his mug. 

“I’ll be fine,” she said as she kissed his cheek. “You needn’t worry about me. I can take care of myself.” 

Draven frowned. Something about the whole thing didn’t seem right to him. “Just call me if anything goes astray, okay? I’ll leave my cell phone turned on.” 

“I thought you had that important meeting with the board members today.” 

“I do.” 

“Then, I shouldn’t interrupt you. If anything happens, I’ll call your brother. After all, he’s the one tasking me with writing this article.” 

“He told you to talk to the cemetery undertaker. He said nothing about the abandoned farmhouse.” 

“I don’t know what the big deal is,” said Nettie, waving off his concern. “Besides, that old house is way spookier than some cemetery. Your brother will be much happier with the story I write than the one I would have written.” 

“If you say so.” Draven looked at the clock and saw that he was running late. If he did not hurry, he would make some very important men very angry. “I’ve got to run,” he said before kissing his girlfriend and bounding out that door. 

Nettie stood in the kitchen for a while. Her fears were starting to creep up on her and she was having second thoughts about the whole thing. “Maybe I should just stick to Randal’s suggestion...” she whispered to herself but as she looked outside her window, she saw the farmhouse and it seemed to be calling her name. There was no way she could ignore it. 

***

Her car could only go so far for the road ceased to exist. In its stead was a path made of dirt and potholes. 

She got out and felt her feet sink into the mud. Thankfully, she had thought to wear her rainboots. Overhead, the clouds were rolling in, blocking out the sun. She snapped a few photographs, capturing the ghost town. The Amish had died out about fifty years ago. An epidemic had washed over their numbers and without modern medicine, there started dropping like flies. Word got out that it was some kind of curse – that they had angered their almighty God – and as a result, no one had thought of buying the land. 

The bank didn’t think it wise to pour funds into a project that was sure to fail so they allowed the town to rot underneath the elements. Many of the buildings had collapsed but a few of them remained standing. 

Among them was the farmhouse atop that hill. It stood tall and proud like it was impervious to the blows of nature. 

As Nettie drew nearer, the house loomed above her. “This must have been the prophet’s home...” she whispered aloud. “It’s huge...” 

Curtains flapped against non-existent windows. Nettie suspected that at one point in time they had been white, keep pristine by the prophet’s wife. Now, they were nothing but tattered ragged, stained brown with age and filth. 

The front door was open. It felt like an invitation, urging her inside. 

She stepped onto the porch and the wood groaned underneath her weight like the groan of a ghost, trapped underneath the floorboards. Goosebumps crept along her arms and the hair on the back of her neck stood on edge. The air was thick and it became difficult to breathe. 

“Turn back,” came her voice of reason. “Turn back before it’s too late.”  

But Nettie was already making her way toward the door like some invisible force was taking control of her body and dictating where she went. 

Inside, dust and cobwebs covered almost anything. Her nose twitched with the need to sneeze but she held it back, thinking that the sudden sound would disturb any spirits that might be resting there. “There is no such thing as ghosts,” Draven would have said. But Draven wasn’t there right now and Nettie’s imagination was running wild. 

Click!  

The flash of her camera lit the entire room for a moment. In the mirror that hung upon the wall, Nettie thought she saw a shadow. With her heart beating fast, she approached it. 

But there was nothing there. 

She remembered to breathe and continued her exploration. 

In the kitchen, she stopped dead in her tracks for that was something red splattered against the countertops. The smell of copper was heavy in the air and it made her stomach twist for she knew exactly what that smell was. 

Blood. 

Fresh, too. 

An abandoned knife was left at the scene of the crime, covered in the crimson substance. 

What had happened here? 

“Let the police figure that out,” answered the voice at the back of her head. “Now, get the hell out of here before it’s too late.” 

But Nettie did not heed her own warning. She heard something coming from the hall and her curiosity took hold. Again, that invisible force was in control, pushing her toward the bedroom. The door was open and beyond it was folding screen painted with a garden scene. Two figures stood behind it. They appeared to be of the same height and stature. 

Then, all of a sudden, she witnessed the unthinkable. 

Murder.  

Chapter 2 

Nettie ran as fast as she could but before she could make it out the door, she tripped against an upturned floorboard. She fell forward and crashed into the wall with a loud bang. She saw stars for a moment before the sound of footsteps had her reeling back to reality. 

The murderer had heard her. 

Her blood felt like it had turned to ice and when she tried to move, her body refused to listen. Her heart was beating like a drum, loud enough to make her deaf. 

“Get out of there!” she screamed inside her own head as the footsteps thundered down the hall. It would only be a matter of seconds before he found her. She closed her eyes and the scene replayed itself inside her mind. Even from behind the folding screen, the knife had been clear. But more than that was the gasp of death that escaped from the victim before he fell to the ground – dead. Nettie had no doubt about it. 

She opened her eyes and there he was, standing with his back towards the living room. For some reason, he looked familiar. With her head still spinning from the fall, she couldn’t quite make the connection. 

He looked around. 

Nettie held her breath, terrified. She could only imagine what would happen if she were discovered. 

A groan sounded from the other room. Was the other man still alive? 

The attacker tightened his grip against the knife’s handle and stomped off to finish the job. Now was Nettie’s one and only chance. And she didn’t think twice about getting the hell out of there. 

She ran all the way to her car. Once she got there, she was soaked with rain and her camera was ruined. She cursed under her breath. Her boss would kill her for this. It was her third camera that month and he was getting pretty sick and tired of replacing them. He had threatened to dock her pay if it happened again. 

“Now’s not the time to worry about some stupid camera...” she told herself. “Someone’s being murdered...” A shiver shot through her spine as she said those words. “Murdered.” 

Inside the car, she struggled to start the engine. It kept stalling. She banged on the steering wheel as if that might bring the piece of junk back to life. 

“Oh, come on, don’t do this to me...” she pleaded. Panic started to bubble inside of her. She freaked herself out countless times by thinking she could see him coming down the hill, ready to silence her for all that she had seen. 

Finally, the engine listened to her pleas and started to work with its usual loudness. She didn’t waste a single minute. She threw that baby into reverse and stepped on the gas. But she didn’t go anywhere. The back tires were sinking deeper and deeper into the mud. 

“This can’t be happening. This can’t be happening.” The words kept repeating themselves insider her head. 

Knock. Knock. 

Nettie screamed a blood-curdling scream and jumped so high that she managed to hit her head against the top of the car. 

“Ma’am, I’m going to have to ask you to roll down your window,” an officer shouted through the thick pane of glass. The rain was coming down in buckets, making it very difficult to hear what he was saying. Nettie was just glad to see his blue uniform. The police would know what to do. 

So, she rolled down the window. “There’s been a murder!” she blurted out. 

“Ma’am? Have you been drinking?” 

“No! I’m telling the truth. There’s been a murder in the old Amish Farmhouse. I saw it! Or rather, I thought I did. But I guess he didn’t kill the guy the first time around but he definitely went back to finish the job.” Nettie was speaking fast, her lungs burning as she neglected to breathe. “You have got to believe me!” 

The police officer could see the fright in her features. “You realize that you are trespassing, don’t you?” 

“Can’t you hear what I’m saying?” she yelled, exasperated. “There has been a murder!” 

“Ma’am, I’m going to have to ask you to step out of the car for me. It would seem that you’re in a state of distress.” 

“Distress? Of course I’m distressed. I just witnessed a murder! And you seem to want to do nothing about it!” Acting out of character, she went to pound the man on the chest as if that might knock some sense into him but the police officer was able to restrain her before she could strike a blow. 

His demeanor softened. He could tell that she was scared. “Alright,” he relented. “I’ll go check it out but I want you to stay here and wait for me, okay?” 

“Are you crazy? If I stay here by myself, that guy is going to kill me!” 

“No one is going to kill you.” The officer placed his hand on her shoulder in an attempt to console the woman but she was in a state of hysteria. With a sigh, he nodded his head. “I could get in a lot of trouble for this... But I want you to stay close.” 

“Right,” Nettie nodded her head so vigorously that the police officer thought it would pop right off her neck. “Stay close.” 

Chapter 3 

The trek back up the hill was even harder than before. The rain wouldn’t let up and the ground was becoming slick underneath their feet. 

“Careful,” the officer warned as he caught Nettie by the elbow. 

“Thanks,” she whispered, cheeks burning red. The officer was strong and capable. There was something about him that made her feel safe. So long as he was around, Nettie was sure that no harm would come to her. It was a feeling she had never felt with Draven – even at the start of their relationship. 

“So, I’ve got to ask...” He turned his head to look at her. “What brought you out here on a day like today?” 

“I’m a news reporter. Or, rather, I want to be. Right now, I write back-page articles that no one bothers to read but one day I’ll be on the front lines getting the breaking news that everyone wants.” Nettie found that talking about her ambitions was a good distraction. So, she kept up the conversation and soon discovered that the officer was a rather good listener. She could tell that she had his undivided attention. It made her feel... special, for lack of a better word. Draven was always so busy. She was lucky if she ever got a moment of his time and when she did, he was always distracted by something or the other. 

“Now remember, stay close.” They had arrived at the farmhouse. The officer removed his gun and held it at the ready in case the criminal had decided to stick around. 

“There was blood in the kitchen. Maybe we should start there,” she suggested but when they entered the kitchen, there wasn’t a speck of blood to be found. 

The officer narrowed his eyes with suspicion. “This isn’t some kind of joke, is it?” 

“No!” She shook her head. “I swear, there was blood everywhere. I saw it with my own two eyes. I think I might have gotten it on camera...” she trailed off, remembering that the rain had ruined her equipment. Even if she wanted to show the man some evidence, there would be no way for her to do so. “There was a knife right here. He must have cleaned up the scene of the crime. Killers do that, don’t they?” 

The officer examined the countertop but he could see no evidence of foul play. “Just show me where the murder took place.” 

“In the bedroom,” she answered. “Just down the hall.” 

But there wasn’t a lick of evidence there either. The room looked untouched. 

“He was right there! Behind the privacy screen!” Desperate to prove her sanity, she ran forward but there was nothing there. Her shoulders sagged with disbelief. “How...?” She pulled at her hair, unbelieving. “This can’t be happening...” she whispered to herself. “I’m not insane. I’m not insane.” 

The officer frowned. “Perhaps it might be best if we got you home.” 


“No.” 

“Ma’am—” 

“I said no.”

“Nothing happened here. It is possible that your mind played a trick on you.” 

“No.” 

“Will it make you feel better if I look around, just to be sure?” The officer knew that he


was wasting his time but he wanted to make the woman feel better. Besides, if he returned to his patrol car, he’d be doing nothing but twiddling his two thumbs. “Stay here for me, alright?” 

Nettie did not respond. She felt numb all over as she replayed the scene in her head. It had all felt so... real. She could even taste the copper in the air. 


“Am I losing it?” she thought to herself. She stepped forward and examined every little


inch of space, determined to find some sort of clue. And she found it tucked underneath the rug. It was an old key, heavy and well-made. It was stained with blood. 


Just then, her phone started to buzz. It scared the living daylights out of her. She nearly


Dropped the key. 


The phone continued to buzz. She placed the key in her breast pocket before fishing her


phone from another. On the screen was her boss’s name. No doubt, he had to be wondering where she had run off to. 


“Hello?” her voice was barely a whisper. 

“Nettie?” 

“Yes, it’s me.”

“Why are you whispering?” 

“Look, Randal, something terrible has happened.” 

“You’re breaking up.” 

“I went to the old abandoned Amish town and it was a mistake. I saw something—” She


was just about to tell him about the murder when she sensed someone had walked into the room. They hadn’t made a sound but she could practically feel the warmth of their breath running down her neck. 

She was about to turn around but it was already too late. The attack made his swing, landing a blow at the back of her head. The air came right out of her lungs as she stumbled forward and smashed her forehead into the windowsill. Her vision blurred as a darkness settled against the edges. She tried to blink it away but the darkness kept coming until it was the only thing she could see. 

***

Nettie stayed in that darkness for quite a while. It kept holding her down, making it impossible for her to go anywhere. That didn’t stop her from trying. Even when her limbs burned with agony and all her strength had left her, she kept fighting. 

“I have to get out of here,” she told herself, over and over again, but it was getting harder and harder for her to keep her hope alive. 

Then, one day, she felt the lightest of pressures against her hand. It opened up a ray of light and with it came whispered words that she could not decipher. But somehow, they gave her the strength to trudge through the darkness and towards that light source. It became impossibly bright and for a moment, Nettie thought about turning back but she had already come so far. 

So, she shielded her eyes and braced herself against the pain. It felt like her skin was on fire but still, she persisted. 

And then, all of a sudden, she found herself inside a hospital room. The lights were a little dimmer here but they still stung her eyes. She shifted her body slightly, feeling the mattress springs digging into her back. 

“Nettie...” someone spoke her name. 

She turned her head and saw her boyfriend standing there but there was something different about him that she couldn’t quite put her finger on it. She furrowed her brows together, trying to put two and two together. “Randal?” her voice was barely recognizable. 

“No, honey, it’s me, Draven,” he answered but that didn’t sound right to her. 

“Draven?” she repeated as if that might help her understand. 

“Yes, it’s me.”

She frowned. She knew that this was her boyfriend and yet, the names felt like they had been scrambled inside her mind. 

“It might be best if I explain...” 

Chapter 4 

Nettie listened to Draven’s explanation thinking that she was still caught in some kind of dream. “So, I wasn’t even conscious during my own wedding?” 

“I did what was best under the circumstances, dear.” 

It felt like a spike had been driven through her head. She couldn’t remember properly but she didn’t think that Draven was ever the kind of man to call her ‘dear’ or ‘honey’ all the time. 

For the hundredth time that day, she looked down at her hand and saw the ring on her finger. It was a simple gold band but it lacked a sort of brilliance that she might have expected from her wedding ring. Instead of joy, it made her feel empty inside. 

“The doctor said that you’d probably have a hard time remembering...” 

“Right...” Nettie agreed for she could not recall the event that had landed her in the hospital. She knew it was important but no matter how hard she tried, it was like there was some sort of block on her mind, preventing her from seeing past it. 

“Do you want me to get you anything? The cafeteria food is actually pretty decent.” 

“Sure,” she answered if only to get herself some alone time. The company of her husband was not as reassuring as it should have been. Each time she looked at him, that nagging feeling returned, telling her that something was amiss. 

He watched her leave but not more than a minute later, someone else walked in the door. He had with him a bouquet of flowers. 

His eyes widened when he saw that she was awake. 

“Wait...” she said as some of the cobwebs started to lift from her memory. “You’re...” 

He placed the flowers on the table beside her bed and took up her hand, applying the same pressure she had felt inside the darkness – the pressure that had opened up that ray of light. “You... You saved me.” 

The police officer rubbed the back of his neck. “Hardly. I am the reason that you were attacked. I never should have left you alone like that. It was foolish of me.” 

“What happened?” 

“Honestly... I’ve yet to figure that out.” He took a seat and ran his fingers through his hair. “I pleaded with the chief to investigate but no real work was put into finding the truth. Hell, I was put on the chopping block as the number one suspect. But, I swear, I didn’t do this to you.” 

“I know.” 

“You do?” 

She nodded. “I don’t know how because I can remember a damned thing but I know, without a doubt, that you’re innocent.”


He smiled. There was so much that he wanted to say but just then the doctor walked in


and ushered Nettie into a series of head throbbing questions. Thankfully, the officer stuck around. 

***

“You know, I never got your name,” said Nettie the next time she saw the officer. He was wearing a casual outfit. Nettie guessed that it was his day off. She didn’t want to admit it but he was rather handsome – after all, she was a married woman, even if she had never physical said ‘I do.’ The whole thing still bothered her. It seemed wrong – like Draven had taken advantage of her vulnerability. Countless times, she had thought about discussing it with her husband but she didn’t want to come across as being ungrateful to the man that had taken care of her all this time. She could only imagine the cost of the medical bills after nearly a two-year coma. 

“Seriously?” The officer scratched the side of his head. “Well, that was rather rude of me, wasn’t it?” 

She laughed. “Maybe just a little.” The air in the room felt funny like someone had filled it with an electric charge. All the little hairs along the length of her arms stood on edge. She wanted to get a little bit closer to the officer, like there was some sort of magnetic force bringing them closer and closer together. 

Acting on this impulse, she sat up but the suddenness of it made the room spin. 

The officer was there to steady her, a hand on either shoulder. “Nettie, are you alright?” he whispered with nothing but concern in his voice. 

“I...” 

“Should I call the doctor?” 

“No,” she said. “Just give me a... second.” After a few deep breaths, she was able to compose herself. Slowly, she lifted her head and found that her face was only a few inches away from his. Their eyes locked together and Nettie felt her heart skip a beat. 

“Dwight,” he breathed, at last introducing himself to the news reporter. “My name’s Dwight.” 


“Dwight,” she whispered, feeling a certain strength building up in her core. “Dwight,”


she repeated. “You don’t look like a Dwight.” 

“Oh?” He cocked an eyebrow in question. “So, if I don’t look like a Dwight, then what do I look like?” 

“Hmm...” Nettie was coming up with an answer when her husband walked into the room. 

“What is going on here?” he demanded as soon as he saw the closeness of their lips – the spark in their eyes. 

Dwight cleared his throat. “I was just asking Nettie a few questions about the incident.” 

“She can’t remember,” Draven answered in a very matter-of-fact tone. “Now, if you do not mind, officer, it is time for me to bring my wife home where she belongs.” 

Chapter 5 

Nettie did not remember the place her husband had called ‘home.’ There was a certain coldness to it that made her heart tighten and every time she looked at the man she had married, her heart would tighten a little more. 

Why did she feel this way? 

“Draven, there is something I need to ask you,” she said as she handed him a beer. The game was on and he didn’t like to be distracted but Nettie couldn’t keep letting this unasked question eat her up inside. “What ever happened to Randal?” 

“I told you – he moved to Argentina.” 

“But that just doesn’t make any sense. Why would he move to Argentina?” 

“Fell in love with a girl from there. It’s really not that complicated,” he said as he popped open the beer can. “Now, would you stop nagging me for once?” 

She bit her bottom lip, gnawing at the skin. “I don’t believe you,” she said. It was a risky move on her part. Those words were bound to insight her
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