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Terror. 

That’s the only word I could use to describe the sight on the bed before me. Blood stained the blue rubber gloves I used to cover my mouth against the hyperventilation. My skin drowned in a cold sweat.

Darlene Cooks, one of our residents thrashed on the bed against the orderlies attempting to hold her while others belt her fragile arms to the railing.

It reminds me of a scene out of “The Exorcist.” The air is tense and almost stifling. The white sheets are stained with crimson, the springs creaking in protest.

She is screaming at the top of her lungs. Then suddenly, she stops and the room grows silent.

“Finally,” Benjamin Webb, one of the orderlies comments. “What in God’s name was this all about?”

I didn’t know how to answer him. Darlene shots back up. Her chest lurched towards the ceiling. Her neck craned, her eyes, devoid of color jerk to look towards me.

She started speaking in a horrifying voice, threatening me and daring me to try and set my sister’s soul free, then settled back down leaving the room speechless.

My heart beat rapidly in my chest. I ran from the room to stand out in the hall trying to catch my breath, questioning why it seemed like no one else noticed what happened.

It’d been this way for the last few months since I moved to the night shift. My sister, Kacey, disappeared five years ago from this very facility.

The police gave up her case after all of the leads grew cold. I remembered crying my eyes out in my college dorm on my last night in nursing school, the weather brutal with the Savannah storms.

My mother’s voice trembled on the other side of the line as she tried to get the fateful news out.

I vowed to find my sister or at least learn what happened to her as I looked at her picture in the ornate frame she sent me for my birthday.

––––––––

The Nevermore Rest Home, so named after the owner’s love of Edgar Allen Poe and his dark writing, had a reputation for being a truly creepy experience. 

Rumor stated it was built over the remains of the asylum where a series of murders were committed. One night the building went up in flames with some of the patients still trapped inside.

This is where my story began. 

I obtained my degree and decided to get a job working the same shift my sister did in the hopes to learn what happened.

The staff, all really friendly with my sister, looked at me with pitying eyes, each never saying a word. They didn’t have to, I knew what they meant.

It didn’t take long for me to realize each of them hid something. Something about the rest home they didn’t want to be let out.

I first started noticing just how sinister the facility was when I asked Doris Mayes, one of the oldest employees, if she knew anything about my sister or what happened to her.

“Oh, I don’t know anything dear,” She said in her partial Scottish accent. Her red hair all up in a tight bun. Her bifocals slipping down her nose from the sweat.

“Your sister quit, Erin. We thought we told you this during your interview,” Francis Tate, the woman many of the employees called old Gritchin’, interrupted.

The first three weeks seemed normal. I worked twelve hour days with nothing to go on in regards to Kacey’s disappearance.

That was when I first saw it. 

The locked wing at the end of the hall. The metal doors were covered with plastic. Chains latched them shut.

When I dared to ask, Doris covered my mouth, her hand clammy. “Don’t you go near that place, you hear,” She said in a trembling voice. “No one goes near that place.”

“Why?” I questioned with a slight head tilt and a furrowed brow.

Doris realized her mistake and became quick to formulate an excuse. “It’s under construction. Lots of dangling wires and such.”

I didn’t believe her but continued looking into whatever information I could find on the hospital.

****

A month after I began my investigation,  strange occurrences began occurring at all hours of the night. 

Phones rang , patients who usually greeted me with smiles suddenly became abusive or thrashing wildly. Then there was our janitor whom no one except me seemed to see.

The encounter with him always seemed strange because he appeared in the same hallway, walking the same direction without fail.

After my encounter with Darlene that morning, I rushed down the hall to the nurse’s station. 

“Erin, what in the world happened? Poor Darlene.” River Gavinson, my fellow nurse asked me. She was new so she didn’t know much about the place.

When I didn’t answer right away, she asked again. 

I took a deep breath to compose myself and picked up the stack of files for my next rounds.

****

“Evening, Erin,” Ms. Ethel Grimes greets me with a smile. “I heard what happened to poor Darlene. Is she going to be alright?”

“Evening, Ethel. She should be okay, she’s calm for now,” I replied setting a tray carrying pills and cup of water on the metal stand next to her wheelchair. “Would you like to go ahead and get your dinner for the evening?”

“You know me well.” She replied with a smile and a patted my leg. 

I left to retrieve her food, passing the mysterious janitor who tossed a wink in my direction. I watch as he once again disappeared down the hallway then continued back to Ethel’s room to deliver her food.

When I arrived, Ethel was sitting in her wheelchair staring out at the storming clouds in the dark. Only the reflections of the rain over the windows lit by the faded street lamp offers the snaking shadows in the room.

“Ethel?” I questioned, slowing my advance. 

The fragile woman didn’t move at first then she looked at me with a sour grimace on her face. “Well, are you going to stand there looking stupid like your sister did or are you going to bring me my dinner?”

My eyes widened in disbelief at the hate I see in her eyes. She begins to cackle, her hair blowing in a manner so unnatural I have no description.

I bolt from the room, forgetting to leave the food tray. Benjamin is walking down the hallway with one of the doctors and I quickly alert them to the situation. 

When we go back into the room, Ethel is limp in her wheelchair. The doctor checks her pulse and shakes his head.

“She’s dead,” They both turn to look at me. “What happened?”

I’m not sure what is going on but after three ghastly encounters in one night. I’m ready to begin investigating further into my sister’s mysterious disappearance.

****

The following day I had off, I decided to go to the library. The sinister sensation I got from the rest home permeated the town. Each face held the same grimace, glaring at me as I made my way into the small building.

At the front desk, the librarian greeted me with a false smile. “What can I do for you?”

“I need all of the newspapers from five years ago,” I begin. “I want to know what’s going on in that rest home.”

“Oh, the old Nevermore? Nothing wrong with it. As a matter of fact, it’s a historical land marker.”

I rolled my eyes. “It was an insane asylum that burned down with over twelve people trapped inside. I saw the news story. It remained abandoned for years until they decided to turn it into a rest home. Now, please give me the papers.”

The librarian did what I asked and I took the papers to a nearby computer station where I proceeded to perform search after search. 

Eventually, I began to uncover some disturbing stories. Strange occurrences at the abandoned building ranged from lights being turned on during the night. One man even reported hearing screams and seeing people in white coats walking the halls.

Page after page told all the same stories until I came upon the story regarding my sister. I printed off the article and put it in my purse to make my way down to the police station.

“Do you remember her?” I asked the clerk as I slammed the article down on the counter. 

The clerk looked up at me with a jerk. “Christ, you scared me half to death.”

I ignored her and tapped my finger on the black and white picture of my sister. “Do you remember her? My sister, Kacey disappeared five years ago at that rest home and no one is doing a damn thing about it!”

The clerk examined the picture. “Oh yeah. I remember this case.”

“You should,” A gorgeous voice spoke up behind me. I turned to see one of the most handsome men I’ve ever seen. He extended his hand to shake mine. “Branson Jakes, I’m an FBI agent called in to handle your sister’s case, among others.”

“Others?”

“Yes. We’ve gotten reports of tourists disappearing around here. Too many to be a coincidence. I’ve been sent to see what’s going on.” Branson smiled at me. His blue eyes piercing the sadness I’d harbored for years.

“Why don’t you come in and we talk?” He continued, directing me towards a more isolated area in the hall. “Now, can you tell me what happened? I tried calling your mother but the number was disconnected.”

“She wouldn’t. She died a month ago. The doctors think it was from a broken heart.”

Branson lowered his head. “I’m sorry for your loss.”

I offered a partial smile in return. “I appreciate it,” I pulled what I’d learned from my purse and handed it to him. “I found these stories in the library.”

Branson looked through the papers, his expression growing more and more disturbed. 

“It's that place, Agent Jakes. There’s something wrong with that place.” I try not to stutter as I spoke to him.

Agent Jakes breathed out a laugh. “Ma’am, I’m an FBI agent, I don’t believe in ghosts and demons. All we have here is your average missing person’s case,” He led me out of the station to my car. “Go home and get some rest. I’ll call you at work for a proper interview.”

That night I wouldn’t get any rest. My mind filled with nightmares of ghostly janitors, demonic possession and the sad eyes of my sister begging for help. 

I woke up the next morning in a cold sweat, my breath heaving in my chest. 

Hurrying to get ready for work, I rushed down the stairs to my car and drive to the Nevermore.

Old Gritchin’ glared at me as I walked in. 

Police officers filled the halls, each one questioning a different worker. Branson stood next to Doctor Ashford. The older man seemed uncomfortable from all of the questions, shaking his head and wiping his face.

When the agent’s eyes landed on me, he ended his talk and came to talk to me. His hand scrubbed down his face.

“Agent Jakes, what happened?” I asked.

“One of the patients somehow got a hold of a kitchen knife. He went on a killing spree, calling the staff murderers and stabbing anyone who crossed him. The whole lunchroom looks like a butcher’s shop.”

“What?”

Branson pulled me aside so we would be alone. “What do you know about this patient, Paul Clark? Did he ever seem violent?”

“No. Paul was always sweet to me. He greeted me with a smile,” I stopped to think about how Paul scowled at me. “At least, when I first met him.”

The pen the agent scrawled with stopped. “At first?”

I looked around before continuing. “Branson, I think my sister might have stumbled on something. I think that’s why she disappeared.”

“What makes you think that?”

“There’s a hallway. It’s at the end of the D-block and there’s chains holding it shut and plastic draped over it. I think something bad happened there. Something these people are trying to hide.”

Branson looked around. “If you’re right about this, then we need to get into that hall. Meet me at the diner on 3rd street at lunchtime.”

I agreed and hurried on my normal rounds. 

The first patient I visited, Aileen Leary, rocked in her rocking chair. A look of fright on her face. She said nothing while I helped her take her pills, her hands trembled when she tried to take the water so I offered to help her.

She shoved me away. “This is all your fault. You and that nosy bitch of a sister. If she’d only minded her own business!”

The voice wasn’t Aileen. It was angry and spiteful.

“Who are you? What’d you do to my sister?” I spat.

Aileen chuckled a dark chuckle. Her face distorted into a hallowing grin. “The same thing I’m going to do to you.”

****

Steam rose from the coffee in the small white mug in front of me. I watched as it reached for the ceiling, too stunned to comment.

“Erin?” Branson asked, trying to get me to reply or take a bite from the untouched food on the table. 

“Were you able to find anything out?”

Agent Jakes took a bite of his own hot cakes. “More than I bargained for.”

“What do you mean?” I inquire while taking a drink from the warm coffee.

“Turns out the fire might not have been an accident. I checked with the fire marshal. He told this same thing to the police but they swept it under the table.” Branson took out his small notebook.

“Agent Jakes.”

“Please, call me Jake. Don’t really like my first name.” His smile offered a light in an otherwise dark situation.

“Jake,” I tried not to blush. “What really happened?”

“There was a doctor who used to work there. A psychiatrist. He would take his patients and perform secret ‘treatments’ on them.”

I took a bite of an egg white. “I take it they weren’t sanctioned by the FDA.”

“Not at all. As a matter of fact, they might not have been treatments at all. I think he was torturing them. One managed to escape and set the fire. Twelve people, including the doctor burned alive.”

My heart raced in my chest. It all felt like a scene in a horror movie. Something I could only imagine as fiction.

“Jake, do you think my sister found something? Something the doctors are trying to hide?”

“Who knows? What I did find, I gotta say, it terrified me.”

I swallowed the knot in my throat. “What did you find?”

Jake cleared his throat, running his hand through his hair. “Well, during the construction, some strange things began to happen in the D-wing. Workers would wind up either disappearing or dying in unnatural ways. It got so bad, they stopped it all together.”

“That’s why the hallway is blocked off.”

“Oh, it gets better. Turns out our dear Dr. Ashford worked at the asylum along with the good doctor. I think he might have been involved.”

Anger joined sadness in my heart. Dr. Ashford was the one who trained me and supported me most when I first began the job.

He told me stories of how good my sister was with the patients and how loved she was by the staff. 

My eyes opened wide. “Jake, did you find out anything about a janitor? Maybe one who worked at the old asylum?”

Jake took some time to ponder. He scratched his five-o-clock shadow and glanced around the room. “Come to think of it, yeah. His name was Willy Giles. An older army veteran. According to his wife, he disappeared shortly before your sister.”

I remembered the name on the old, charred, green uniform the janitor always wore. “Jake, that’s the name of the janitor I see every night.”

“That’s impossible. His body was never recovered.”

“I know it sounds insane but I know that’s the name. What if he knew what the rest home, I mean, Dr. Ashford was up to? What if he was the one who hurt my sister?”

“I don’t think that’s the case.”

I tilted my head. 

“Ashford may be a sleazy low life but I don’t believe he’s the one responsible for the missing janitor or your sister.”

“Are you saying you believe me?”

Jake shook his head. “I don’t know. What I do know is we need to get into those double doors.”

I couldn’t stop myself from smiling. Finally, I was getting somewhere with my sister’s case.

****

Excitement made it hard for me to work the night shift after lunch with Jake. Not only was he attractive but he also did more for me than any of the local police.

A flashing computer screen followed by a whispering voice took my attention from the fluttering heart behind my ribs.

“Rin...” the screen formed white noise briefly before showing the fuzzy face of my sister. “Erin. I don’t have much time.”

I stood over the counter. “Kacey? Kacey where are you?”

Kacey’s eyes glistened with tears. “I’m dead, Erin.”

A gasp escaped me. I felt lightheaded, using the counter to try and balance myself. My lower lip trembled while I fought back tears.

“How?”

Kacey chokes back her tear. “I can’t tell you right now. I won’t have the time. He’ll come and find me.”

“Who Kace? Who?”

“Dr. Rickman. Listen, Erin, you need to stay away. Get away from this place. Please! He knows who you are and what you’re doing. He’ll kill you!”

The screen got disrupted. Another voice echoed over the white noise followed by a scream. 

I grabbed the screen. “Kacey! Kacey!”

Heavy breathing replaced the screams. “I’m coming for you, Erin. You can’t save your sister, now. I’m coming for you.”

****

When I arrived at Nevermore the following day, Jake’s car was already parked there along with a few other officer cars. 

I walked down the hall towards the chained hallway when I stopped and realized the path I walked matched the janitor’s. 

It suddenly made sense as to why he repeated the same path. He acted like a directional arrow, guiding me towards the double doors.

Jake saw me and offered a sly smile. “Good morning. Glad you could make it. We’ll talk as soon as I can get a minute.”

“How did you manage this?” I asked Jake while we stood in front of the double doors previously locked by chains. 

“Easy. I’m good at my job.” He joked and continued his conversation with Benjamin.

Dr. Ashford stood behind us trying to explain away why they’d been locked in the first place. 

Jake explained to him that he didn’t care and shoved a warrant in his face. 

At first glance, the hallway looked like a rundown, incomplete construction zone. Plastic lined the walls. Wires dangled like tendrils from unfinished light fixtures.

It smelled of mold, mildew and rust. The air dank, humid and stale. From the looks of it, more of the construction remained undone than finished.

Inside, I knew something wasn’t right about the place. It felt eerie.

Jake turned his flashlight on and illuminated both sides of the hall. “Okay, I’m officially creeped out.”

I nodded and joined him as we crept down the hall. I decided it was a good time to tell him what happened at the computer the night before.

“Jake, I don’t expect you to believe what I’m about to tell you but,” I cleared my throat. “My sister contacted me on my shift last night.”

He turned to look at me over his shoulder. “How?”

“Via the computer screen.”

“Like what, video call?”

“No. Jake, she told me to stop looking for her. That she’s dead and trapped here. I think this place is haunted by ghosts who want to escape. I think they’re the fire victims.”

I tried hard to keep my voice down, knowing how insane I sounded.

The sound of a pipe hitting the floor made us both jump. A cold burst of air took my breath away and I knew. I knew I was being watched.

Room after room, officers and crime scene investigators processed each and every scene. Nothing was found except what one would find at a burned down, reconstruction site.

“Well, there’s nothing here. No torture table, tools, nothing.” Jake sighed, putting his hands in his pockets.

“Dammit!” I yelled as I kicked a piece of plastic on the floor. 

All seemed hopeless. Like I’d once again hit a dead end.

I fell to my knees, sobbing. Jake knelt next to me and started rubbing my back.

“I can’t do this anymore, Jake. I should just accept she’s gone and move on with my life,” Jake wrapped his arm around my shoulder. 

“It’ll be okay. We’ll find something,” He lowered his voice to a whisper. “Why don’t you come to my place tonight?”

I looked up at him to find his cheeks red with blush.

Jake cleared his throat before continuing. “What I mean is, I don’t think you should be alone. We can have dinner and then we’ll come back tonight to see if we can find anything else.”

Wiping the tears from my eyes, I smiled, nodding.

****

When I got to Jake’s apartment, I had to take a moment to take a breath before knocking on his door. It’d been a while since I’d dated and I often found myself nervous. 

Jake opened the door wearing a white t-shirt and blue jeans. His usually styled hair appeared more messy, his blue eyes almost shining beneath its dark color.

“Hey.” I said, blushing and looking towards the floor.

“Hey,” He replied, raising my eyes to meet his. “You look beautiful. Come on in.”

It surprised me to learn he liked to mix rustic with modern. The distressed, wooden cabinets and furniture pieces looked well when coupled with the black leather of the sofa and chairs.

A flat screen tv sat on the top of an electric fireplace with a PS4 mounted in the shelves. Games lay stacked beside it collecting dust.

Books sat upon the glass coffee table. From the looks of the covers and the titles, I could see they were a variety of genres: horror, thriller, crime drama and suspense all sat together in a neat stack.

“You like to read or game more?”

Jake chuckled. “I like to read. The game system is mainly for me and the guys to have some fun on the weekends.”

He offered me a seat on the sofa while he went to the kitchen to get some drinks and drain what smelled like pasta.

When he returned, he carried two wine glasses and a bottle of red wine. 

“Hope you like pasta and wine. I wasn’t sure what to make since this is the first time in a while since I’ve entertained such company.” He sat down next to me and opened the wine to pour us both a glass.

I wanted to pry further to learn what he meant. “You mean you don’t get asked out by multiple women?”

Jake took a sip of the wine. “Not in a while.”

“Hmm?” I probed further.

He sighed and leaned forward on his elbows. “Let’s just say I haven’t been too honest. I have a reason for requesting this  case.”

My chest tightened with worry that he might be looking for his girlfriend or wife. 

Jake must’ve seen it because he added. “My brother. He was one of those being treated at the psych ward before it burned down. Before he was murdered, he called me.”

“Oh God. Jake,” I reached out to sit my hand on his knee. “What happened?”

“Turns out he was one of the patients tortured to death by Dr. Karl Rickman. I came here to find some sense of justice against that place. I had no idea it’d burned down and been built over until I got here.”

Baffled, I wondered why no one told Jake what’d happened. “Why didn’t they tell you?”

Jake shrugged. “Guess those were some details my superiors felt were unnecessary for the sake of the case. Either way, I have to find out what the hell is going on there.”

As if on its own, my hand rubbed soothing circles on Jake’s knee, roaming up his thigh to rest on his forearm. He looked at me and I could tell we both knew.

Our first date wouldn’t end with just dinner.

During the night, the same sense of cold filled the room making me jerk awake and sit up to find myself in Jake’s bed. 

I cursed myself since we were supposed to go back to the rest home but wound up in bed instead. I reached over to try and find Jake only to find he’d gone.

“Jake?” I called out and got out of the bed to see if he’d gone to the bathroom to no avail.

Through the whole apartment, I walked, calling his name and trying to see if his keys were still where he hung them. 

I found they too were missing.

Angry, I returned the bedroom to get my shoes on and get my purse.

My phone rang on the bedside but showed only a three digit number: 666. I picked it up to hear a harsh breathing noise.

“Who is this?”

A snicker followed by raspy words gave me my answer. “You know who this is. You’ve been too curious for your own good.”

“Dr. Rickman,” I replied, scared. “What do you want?”

“You. Come back to me and we’ll get to know each other better.”

“You’re dead. I saw your obituary, your tombstone. What have you done to my sister? Why did you take her?”

The spirit laughed. “Death is only another beginning. Your sister was a bad girl too. She needed to be punished, so I took care of her. Now, listen. You will come to me, in the hallway, tonight or I promise, your boyfriend will meet the same fate.”

Oh my God, he has Jake? How? When? 

“Erin, are you there? Did you hear me?”

I squeezed my eyes closed. My teeth clenched. 

“Erin?” Rickman repeated. In the background I could hear Jake’s scream and the sound of something resembling electricity. 

“Jake!”

Another laugh. “Better hurry, love. Not sure he can take much more.”

The phone clicked and remained silent.

****

At the rest home, all was quiet. On the front of the double doors, I saw the yellow tape reading: Condemned for Presence of Asbestos.

Rain soaked my body from the top of my head down to my toes. I wondered how they’d managed to evacuate the building so quickly. 

Then my thoughts went to Ashford and what Jake told me about him possibly being Rickman’s accomplice.

I broke the tape and squeezed through the double doors on the back of the building. I knew from my time spent there that it was heavily rusted and weak.

Using the light on my phone, I looked around the darkness to try and navigate the storage room. An eerie green light from beneath the wall in front of me brought my attention to the shelving in front of me.

I knelt to feel a draft of air. Then I knew. This wasn’t the same storage closet I’d been in so many times. 

“I wouldn’t do anything foolish if I were you.” The voice of an old man broke through the darkness.

I whipped around to see the janitor. “Willy?”

The ghost nodded. “That’s me, Willy Giles. Glad you finally said somethin’ to me.”

“I’m sorry. I thought I was crazy. Why did you try so hard to help me?”

Willy giggled. “Not all of us here are bad. Mostly we want to get out of this hellhole to our final resting place. He’s the one who keeps us here. I figured if you knew what happened to Kacey, you’d be the one to help.”

“Is it true? Did Rickman take my sister?”

The ghost nodded. “Not him exactly but he possessed Earl Stivers and stabbed her in the back. The body he cemented in these very walls.”

“Earl Stivers?”

“Yep. He was a friend of mine. Worked as the technician. Sweet guy until he got possessed. Be careful, Erin. Rickman’s one scary bastard. There’s a reason we’re afraid of him.” Willy disappeared before my eyes.

I swallowed a knot in my throat, gathering the courage I needed. Not only had the vindictive bastard killed my sister, he’d turned some of the sweetest people into monsters and now threatened the man I liked.

Shoving the shelves as hard as I could, I broke through the rotted drywall.

Jake lay upon the ground, unconscious.

“Jake!” I picked him up and held him. “Babe, please wake up!”

“He’s been drugged, Erin.” 

The familiar tone of voice made the hair on the back of my neck stand. I looked up to see none other than Dr. Darrick Ashford.

“Dr. Ashford, I don’t understand.”

Darrick chuckled. “You wouldn’t. You’re still learning the dark secrets I tried so hard to hide for all these years.”

“You. You’re Rickman.”

He nodded, offering a show bow. “That was my name but as you can see, I’ve found a new one.”

Disbelief and rage churned my stomach, making me nauseated. “You killed all of those people. Murdered my sister. If you’re still alive, how did you appear on the screen?”

“Ah, but you see, I’m not alive. This meat suit I’m wearing has served my purpose for almost a decade. The beauty of it is, he offered it to me. See, dear Darrick was my partner. He was the one who set the fire and brought me the victims to torture.”

The more the ghost spoke, the more confused I became. The truth was I didn’t care. He was going to pay.

I kissed Jake’s forehead and laid him back down on the floor, covering him with my jacket. “Why did you want me to come here?”

“You mean you don’t know? I killed your sister for putting her nose where it wasn’t wanted. I tried to warn you. Your patients all told you to leave and asked why you were being as stupid as your sister.”

“You’re a monster and you deserved to die like one. You’re
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