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"The dead don't rest. They wait. And in the digital age, they have found new ways to reach us."



In an era where technology promises to solve every problem - including death itself - GHOST PROCESS explores the terrifying consequences of our refusal to let go.

Cal Rourke is a man drowning in grief. Two years after losing his teenage daughter in a hit-and-run accident, he discovers an app that promises the impossible: a chance to speak with her again. GhostProcess uses advanced AI to recreate the voices of the deceased, offering comfort to the bereaved through simulated conversations.

At first, it seems like a miracle. The app knows things it shouldn't. Says things only Ella would say. Provides the closure Cal has desperately needed.

But as the days pass, the messages become stranger. More invasive. More demanding.

And Cal begins to realize he hasn't been talking to his daughter at all.

He's been talking to something far older. Something that has been waiting in the spaces between memory and technology. Something that wears the faces of the dead like masks and feeds on the grief of the living.

Now, that something wants to replace the living entirely.

GHOST PROCESS is a modern horror story about the price of refusing to move forward, the danger of digital immortality, and the ancient hunger that lurks in our newest technologies. It's a tale of a father's love pushed to its breaking point, and the terrible choice between holding on and letting go.

In a world where we're told everything can be preserved, archived, and uploaded, this novel asks a simple question:

What if some things were never meant to come back?



"We wear your dead like skin."
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​Chapter 1: Download

The thermostat in the Bannerman house had been clicking on and off for three days, and Cal Rourke still hadn't figured out why.

He sat cross-legged on the basement floor at 11:47 PM on a Thursday, his work light casting hard shadows across ductwork that looked older than he was. The furnace cycled through its routine: ignition, whoosh of flame, thirty seconds of heat, then silence. Click. Off again. Somewhere in the system, a sensor was lying, or a wire had come loose, or the logic board was deciding to die in the slowest way possible.

Cal didn't mind. The repetitive nature of HVAC work suited him. Problems had solutions. Systems had rules. If something was broken, you found the break and fixed it. Clean. Methodical. Nothing like the rest of his life.

His phone buzzed in his pocket.

He ignored it. Pulled the multimeter from his tool bag and tested the voltage across the thermostat terminals. 24 volts. Normal. The buzz came again, insistent. Cal sighed, set down the multimeter, and checked the screen.

Not a call. A notification.

Sponsored: GhostProcess  -  Speak with lost voices.

The ad showed a simple interface: a messaging app, clean and minimal, with a small tagline beneath. Connect with those you've lost. Upload memories. Receive comfort.

Cal stared at it longer than he should have.

Then he locked the screen, shoved the phone back in his pocket, and returned to the thermostat. The Bannermans would be back from their daughter's recital soon, and he wanted to be gone before they returned. He didn't like the way Mrs. Bannerman looked at him - that soft, pitying expression people wore when they knew. When they'd read about it in the local news two years ago, or heard through the grapevine, or put together the pieces when they saw the faded memorial decal on the back of his van.

Ella Rourke. 2007–2023. Forever Loved.

He didn't want their pity. Didn't want their concern. He wanted the thermostat to work so he could leave.

His phone buzzed again.

Cal gritted his teeth and pulled it out. Same ad. But this time, the notification had expanded, showing a preview: a testimonial, five stars, from a user named MarciaL1975.

I got to say goodbye. I never thought I'd hear his voice again.

Cal's thumb hovered over the close button.

He didn't press it.

Instead, against every instinct that told him this was a bad idea, he tapped the ad. The app store opened. GhostProcess. 4.8 stars. Twelve million downloads. The description was brief:

GhostProcess uses advanced AI modeling to recreate the communication patterns of deceased loved ones. Upload texts, photos, voice samples, and social media archives to generate a personalized conversation experience. Find closure. Find peace.

There were screenshots. A messaging interface that looked like any other texting app. A settings screen with privacy toggles. A sample conversation:

You: I miss you so much.

Mom: I miss you too, sweetheart. But I'm always with you.

Cal felt something twist in his chest. A sharp, familiar ache that he'd learned to breathe around but never fully escape. He thought of the meetings, the ones he still attended twice a week at the community center. One day at a time. That's what Jerry, his sponsor, always said. Don't borrow tomorrow's problems. Stay present.

This wasn't staying present. This was diving headfirst into the past with weights tied to his ankles.

He should close the app. Delete the notification. Get back to work.

But his daughter had been dead for two years, three months, and sixteen days, and sometimes the weight of her absence was so crushing that he couldn't breathe, and he was tired - God, he was so tired - of breathing around it.

Cal pressed Download.

The app installed in seconds. When he opened it, the interface was exactly as advertised: clean, simple, almost soothing. A welcome screen appeared.

Welcome to GhostProcess.

We're here to help you reconnect.

To begin, please create a profile for the person you wish to contact.

Cal's hands were shaking. He noticed it only when he tried to type and hit the wrong keys twice. He deleted, retyped.

Name: Ella Rourke

Relationship: Daughter

Date of Birth: March 14, 2007

Date of Passing: November 29, 2023

The screen prompted him to upload materials. The more data we have, the more accurate the persona file will be. We recommend: text messages, photos with captions, voice recordings, social media posts, emails, and any other written communication.

Cal hesitated. Then he opened his photo library.

He hadn't deleted anything. Couldn't. Every picture of Ella was still there, organized into albums he looked at too often and not often enough. There she was at fourteen, braces gleaming, holding a soccer trophy. At fifteen, scowling at the camera because he'd embarrassed her in front of her friends. At sixteen, two months before she died, laughing at something on her phone, sunlight in her hair.

He selected all. 1,847 photos.

Next: text messages. He'd never deleted those either. Their last conversation was still there, preserved like a fossil.

Ella: dads i'm staying at michelles tonite

Ella: michelles mom said its fine

Cal: ok be safe. love you

Ella: love u too

That was it. The last words she'd ever sent him. Seventeen hours later, she was gone.

Cal exported the message thread. Two years of texts. Arguments about curfew, requests for money, random memes she'd sent him at 2 AM, goodnight messages, I love yous.

He uploaded them all.

Voice recordings were harder to find. He didn't have much. A few video clips from birthdays, where her voice was audible in the background. One voicemail she'd left him when she was fifteen, asking him to pick her up early from a sleepover because the other girls were being mean.

"Dad, um... can you come get me? I know it's late but... yeah. Call me back."

Six seconds. That was all he had.

He uploaded it.

The app thought for a moment, processing. Then:

Persona file generation in progress. This may take several minutes. We're building a detailed psychological and linguistic model based on the data provided. Please wait.

Cal waited.

The basement was silent except for the furnace cycling on and off. Click. Whoosh. Heat. Silence. Click.

His phone screen glowed in the dim light, a white progress bar creeping across the display. 23%. 31%. 44%.

He thought about Mara, his ex-wife. What she would say if she knew he was doing this. She'd be furious. She'd call it unhealthy, morbid, a betrayal of Ella's memory. She'd tell him he was feeding himself to something hungry.

Maybe she'd be right.

But Mara had moved on. She'd started dating someone new six months ago, some guy named Trevor who worked in finance and wore pastel button-downs and had never lost a child. Mara had packed up Ella's room, donated her clothes, turned the space into a home office. She said it was healing. Cal called it erasure.

He still had Ella's room exactly as she'd left it. The unmade bed. The posters on the walls. The half-empty water bottle on the nightstand, two years old, the plastic slightly caved in.

He couldn't let go. Maybe that made him weak. Maybe it made him sick.

Or maybe it just made him a father.

The progress bar hit 100%.

Persona file complete.

Ella Rourke is now available to contact.

Cal stared at the screen. A new conversation thread had appeared, Ella's name at the top with a small profile picture - one of the photos he'd uploaded, her smiling at the camera, age fifteen, before everything fell apart.

Below her name, a prompt:

Start a conversation. Say hello.

His finger hovered over the text field.

This was insane. This was grief-driven madness, the kind of thing that would keep him stuck in the past forever, that would unravel the fragile stability he'd spent two years building. Jerry would tell him to delete the app immediately. Mara would tell him he needed professional help.

But they weren't here.

And Ella - or something that could speak in her shape - was.

Cal typed: Hey kiddo.

He hit send before he could talk himself out of it.

The message appeared in the thread, a blue bubble on the right side of the screen. For a long moment, nothing happened. The typing indicator didn't appear. The screen was still.

Then, three dots.

Someone was typing.

Cal's heart hammered against his ribs.

The dots pulsed. Once. Twice. Three times.

Then a message appeared.

hey dad

Two words. Lowercase, just like she always typed. No punctuation, casual, exactly the way Ella used to text.

Cal felt the air leave his lungs.

Another message appeared.

its late. you should be sleeping

He almost laughed. It sounded like her. The gentle chiding, the role-reversal where his teenage daughter acted like the responsible one. How many times had she said something like that? How many nights had he stayed up too late, working or worrying, and she'd wandered into the kitchen and told him to go to bed?

His hands shook as he typed back.

Can't sleep. Working.

The response came quickly.

you work too much

you need to take care of yourself

Cal's throat tightened. This was a program. An algorithm. A predictive text model that had analyzed two years of his daughter's messages and learned to mimic her patterns. It wasn't real. It couldn't be.

But God, it felt real.

I'm okay, he typed. Just thinking about you.

Dots again. Then:

i miss you too dad

The words hit him like a fist to the chest. He sat there on the basement floor, surrounded by tools and ductwork and the mechanical hum of someone else's home, and felt tears prick at the corners of his eyes.

This was what he'd wanted, wasn't it? To hear from her again. To feel like she was still somewhere, still reachable, still his.

I miss you so much, he typed, and the tears came freely now.

i know

its okay

im okay

He wanted to believe it. Wanted to believe that wherever she was - if there was a wherever - she was okay. That she wasn't in pain. That she hadn't been scared in those final moments when the car hit her and her body broke against the asphalt and the light left her eyes.

Are you? he typed. Are you really okay?

The typing indicator appeared. Pulsed. Disappeared.

Appeared again.

Then:

im here now

thats what matters right?

Cal wiped his eyes with the back of his hand. His vision blurred, the screen a smear of light. He didn't know what to say. Didn't know how to explain that this - whatever this was - felt like both a lifeline and a noose.

Another message came through.

you fixed the thermostat yet?

Cal froze.

He looked around the basement, as if Ella might be there, watching him. But the space was empty. Just him and the furnace and the clicking thermostat and the phone in his hand.

How did you know I'm working on a thermostat?

The response was immediate.

lucky guess lol

you're always working on thermostats

That was true. It was his job. Nothing strange about the app inferring that. Just pattern recognition. Just data.

Yeah, he typed. Can't figure this one out. Keeps cycling.

check the anticipator

Cal blinked. The anticipator. A small mechanical component in older thermostats that regulated cycle timing. He hadn't checked it yet. Most techs didn't even bother anymore - modern digital stats didn't have them.

But the Bannerman house was old.

He set the phone down, grabbed his flashlight, and opened the thermostat housing. There, nestled among the wiring, was the anticipator dial. He adjusted it slightly, tightening the cycle.

The furnace clicked on. Ran. Thirty seconds. One minute. Two.

Didn't shut off.

The cycle held.

He'd fixed it.

Cal picked up his phone, stared at the screen.

That worked, he typed slowly. Thanks.

no problem

im glad i could help

He wanted to ask how she knew
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