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	Kaya Skovdatter

	 


// Begin transcript.

	Archival Tag: Slake House Livestream, DB940-11-L58

	This transcript is produced under authority of the Crown, and is not to be removed from Archives, under express order from Admin.

	 

	Playback of Fragment 1 begins here. Archival footage, and this accompanying transcription, is from the second posted instance of the original material. Said instance appears to have been recorded off the initial livestreams uploaded to the Who Hunts, We Hunt, Let’s Gooo! YouTube channel starting at approximately 3:30 AM BST (10:30 PM EST local to broadcast source, per channel metadata) on 17 April, 2027, and subsequently removed on the morning of the 18th. 

	Investigation confirms no DMCA request was filed and the upload appears GDPR compliant; the original broadcasts were simply scrubbed. A video stitching together all three original livestream feeds, using damaged but collated footage, was quickly reposted to the Candid Cryptids forum on the morning of 18 April, 2027, using a heavily rerouted IP – whose originating backtraced address does not appear to exist. 

	Subsequent postings have been frenetic and short-lived after the second posting, too, disappeared. The video continues to pop up randomly in increasingly small and obscure corners of the internet at the time of compiling this material. Quality and connectivity of content has degraded with additional uploads, so only the Archive’s copy of the first re-upload – recorded automatically by Eagle Eye’s algorithm on first appearance – is used for this transcript.

	 

	NB: Though the source material included three simultaneous livestreams, cutting in and out at various points of recording, “livestream” will be used in the singular throughout to refer to the broadcasts as a whole, in respect of the use of the compiled video being addressed, and for general ease of transcription. //

	 

	A screen flickers to life at night, the camera panning awkwardly across a dark wood, before the frame comes to rest on the exterior of a house sitting high atop a grassy hill. Though the frame of the house still exists, it’s been gutted by fire. Blackened smudges have licked up, ravenous, along windows and open doors. Heavy scores of soot elsewhere marring its once-proud oak. The house is old; the kind of ancient that breathes decay and leads unwary travellers down paths into culverts and deadfalls and laughs low and long as they land broken and begging for aid.

	 

	<< Less extemporizing in your copy please, L. We’ve talked about this. Also, you are at some point going to put this in proper transcription format, yeah? We don’t want another one of these gone off to Archives looking like … this. >> 

	 

	<< Oh my god, I will get to it. >>

	 

	The camera’s POV flips to selfie mode, the face of the whitest of white girls filling the screen. She can’t be much over twenty, her features pale, and her eyes all but manic as she keeps them wide for effect.

	“Yo my boo-bitches, it’s ya girl, Bailey! We out here for the fans, the OG stans, the bitches with the plans, no cap my mans we are the movers and shakers, the rollers and the ballers, the motherfucking B-B-B-Boo Creeeeeew!” she yells into the night. Followed by yipping wolf howls echoed by two other voices off screen. “Coming at you liiiiiive from shady motherfucking Mar-row-mont!” she finishes, throwing up a shaka with her free hand.

	She slides left, still in shot, to make room for the equally white kid, male-presenting, who drifts into shot beside and behind her, throwing up the devil horns with his free hand, shooting his own livestream with the other.

	“Ya boy Brandon taggin’ in, and we are go! That’s right, we outchea findin’ the ghoulies and ghosties, dead bitches and the toasties! And to-DAY – to-DAY – we are here at the site of the crispiest of crisps, victims of the sickest fuckin’ burn, the specters of Slake Houuuuse. Home of the deadest of the dead. We are gonna give you some live fucking ghosties, my toasty roasty crew!”

	“Live and on cam, right Bs?” shouts Bailey.

	“You know it!” shouts back Brandon. “You feeling me, Bryce?”

	Brandon bounces off camera, bopping his head as he swings his own camera round to take in the third member of their crew, a tall, androgynous white streamer in a hoodie with the cowl pulled up over their head that mostly conceals their features. Who just says, “Word,” in a frighteningly deep voice.

	“’Cause this place is haunted as SHIT!” says Bailey. She leans back into centre focus of her shot and throws up the wrong gang sign.

	“’Cause get this, spooky fans,”—chimes in Brandon; the livestream’s focus shifts as he sets his own phone camera to selfie mode—“this place burned down during an orgy. An orgy.”

	“Yo, they was coming hot, bitch!” says Bailey.

	“They went out hot!” says Brandon, followed by an “Ohhhh!”

	“Yo, you think we’ll meet some ghosts with some … burning desires?” says Bailey. She bites her lower lip, aiming for sexy but getting pout, as she pulls the camera’s focus up and back to catch the thrusting of her hips. And then fast angles it back down and in to focus so close on her face we can see her pores, and pulls in tighter still until we can see just one eye, looming messily large in the camera. Deep red veins visible in her sclera, her pupil blown wide. “We got dead people all up in here,” she whispers in a voice just a key too elevated to be faking being high.

	“And we gonna go wake these motherfuckers UP!” yells Brandon as he bounces in place again.

	None of them notice the glint of light in one of the upper windows – a soft illumination, flickering like a candle, passing across one of the panes. So slight it’s almost missed. An artefact of the cameras perhaps. Or a reflection of light from the crew. 

	“Booyah!” shouts Bailey.

	Her camera catches their fistbump.

	 

	// The scene crackles and cuts out. Though the original livestream appears to have been uninterrupted, filming for several hours, what remains is fragmented and with each transfer or upload presents as an ongoing chain of copies of copies. Later versions are reduced to the kind of crackle, static, and decay generally found in grindhouse reels, which likely only aided the recordings’ quickly accrued cult status. //

	 

	* * *

	 

	// Fragment Two begins here as the footage cuts back to Bailey. There’s a clear break between the prior material and the three principals actually entering the house. But no usable footage remains of that transitional state.

	By the time we catch up with Bailey, she’s already separated from the other two members of her crew. //

	 

	“Yoooo,” Bailey whispers, panning her camera around the almost pitch-black interior. “We all seein’ this? Gotdamn, rich and ready motherfuckers out here partying it up in a fucking palace,” she finishes, dissolving into breathy giggling.

	Her camera sweeps across panels falling off walls, staircases cobwebbed and shining with moonlight creeping through dirty windows and cracks in the ceiling and the house’s exterior.

	The room Bailey moves through appears to have been at one time some form of parlour << Would love to confirm this before the transcription goes to Archives, L. >> and connects to other rooms glimpsed through shadowy doorways. Those other rooms equally dilapidated, the house gutted by heavy fire that must have swept through the interior like a hurricane. << Again, L., concise for the record, please. >>

	“It’s like…” Bailey says as she moves around corners, and her camera’s light catches portraits with features devoured by char, and turn-of-last-century-furniture, “the house is breathing,” she whispers excitedly. 

	She pauses for the audience to listen. And we can hear it, too: the soft susurrus of something just at the edge of the audio. It might be wind or might be voices. The recording isn’t clear enough to say for sure.

	“Can you hear them?” Bailey whispers. She flips the camera to selfie mode, closing in on her own face, and we can see her pupils are diluted still wider. Her breathing is shallow and ragged. “Their voices filling the house. Their memories bleeding through.”

	A warm light passes behind Bailey, the girl oblivious as it falls across her back, haloing her features. What appears to be a figure half a head taller than Bailey passing behind her. Bailey still unseeing as she wipes a hand across her brow, sweating now.

	Her eyes unfocus, confused, as she looks at her hand. At how it’s lit up from behind her. She starts as a woman’s burning palm falls on her shoulder, one long finger landing at a time after it in a slow, sensuous roll. And with gentle but firm strength it turns her.

	Bailey screams and fumbles her camera, grasping for it as it tumbles in the air. The scene becomes a wild dance, glimpsed in whirling slivers as the camera catches the blazing light filling the room – almost painful to behold.

	The camera corrects, jostling a last few times as Bailey finally catches it. She holds it low as she tries to back away, the camera angled up near her hip, forgotten in her panic.

	But the naked, full-figured ghost doesn’t let her move. Her hand a velvet vise.

	“Holy fu—” Bailey starts before the camera captures the ghost sweeping in to cover Bailey’s lips with her own. Her burning hands going to either side of Bailey’s face.

	The YouTuber mewls a moment, and then her breath hitches, and she falters. The ghost’s tongue making impressions in Bailey’s cheeks as it roams.

	As Bailey melts into the kiss, the ghost removes one hand from the young woman’s face to reach down for the camera, then hands it off to someone else off screen. The unseen figure now carrying the phone holds it, hands steady as a rock as they record the ghost cupping Bailey’s face with both hands again to deepen the kiss. Bailey moaning hard, her nipples gone visibly erect under her shirt.

	Then the ghost’s hands are helping Bailey shrug out of her jacket. Bailey helping her along, throwing it behind her. Bailey’s hands roaming the woman’s exposed breasts, squeezing them in a way that says she has less experience with women than she’d like – but clearly desires more.

	The spirit’s hands move to help her, showing her how to knead and tease her nipples, all while keeping their lips mashed together.

	It’s Bailey who breaks the kiss to come up for air, lips still warm from where the ghost’s smiling face sheds heat, the spirit’s long fingers tangled in the mess of Bailey’s hair.

	The spirit presses up flush against her this time, and Bailey can feel her clothes burn away as the fire consumes them. The sudden touch of her naked body against the ghost’s setting her hyperventilating as the ghost runs her tongue across Bailey’s lower lip and disentangles one delicate hand from Bailey’s hair to trail it down her breast and across her nipple. 

	Bailey sucking in air as the ghost flips her hand so her fingers point down, not breaking the movement as that blazing hand travels all the way down her belly and on to her slit, only stopping to play with the hair of her mound. The ghost looks at Bailey, her pearly, luminous smile crooked up at one corner, bared teeth a touch too sharp. Waiting for Bailey to answer her unspoken question. Bailey swallows hard, and nods, and the ghost slips her hand down and rubs a long finger up and down through Bailey’s slit. 

	Bailey leans forward to kiss the ghost fingering her, but the spirit leans back and smiles wider as she leads Bailey by her gripped hair, and a crooked finger one knuckle deep inside her slit, toward a desk burned beyond any recognition of the wood’s original colour. The fire having eaten the wood’s true shape too until only hints of its original filigree remain. The ghost doesn’t let go of Bailey’s hair, or her pussy, until the ghost’s ass is backed up against the desk and she pulls Bailey in tight to kiss her once more. The ghost waiting until her tongue is in Bailey’s mouth before she finally slides a finger fully into the YouTuber’s cunt. Bailey moaning as the ghost works her slit, letting her knuckle massage Bailey’s clit as she speeds up.

	 

	<< Jesus, L. This is for archival purposes. Does it have to be this … detailed? >>

	 

	<< The brief said to be thorough. So, I am being thorough. >>

	 

	Just as the YouTuber is on the verge of climaxing, the ghost pulls out her fingers, getting a moue of distress from the young woman. Only for the ghost to pull back entirely, Bailey’s lips left reaching for the spirit’s, before the burning woman smiles coyly, and hoists herself back up and onto the desk. Bailey watches with glazed eyes, panting hard as the spirit lies back and raises her legs so her feet can rest on the edge of the desk, one hand going to play with her own clit, while she brings the one that was buried in Bailey’s slit to her mouth and sucks leisurely on several fingers at once.

	The living woman can’t take her eyes off the ghost’s
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