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Chapter 1: Learning Death
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Running. I’m running. Why am I running? 

Elena saw trees blur past her as she continued running. Elena saw trees blur past her as she continued running. Off in the distance  thunder gurgled in the sky, yet it hadn’t started to rain. 

Something is behind me. I can hear something chasing me. Find out what it is. Why won’t I look back? 

Elena keeps running but the path she’s on is dark and it’s  ending; she can’t let it get her. Keep going through the trees, Elena, whatever you do don’t stop running. Stumbling over tree roots but she refuses to stop. Tree branches swing with the wind, and she dodges as many as she can. But one catches onto the dark brown sweater she’s wearing. She pulls the   sweater. 

Take off the sweater. Take off the sweater. 

Elena continues tugging  the sweater,   trying to get it free. Her body won’t listen to her mind. The tree won’t let go of her sweater forcing Elena to finally give  up and  release    it.

Ripping the sweater off her body, she throws it to the ground and continues to run. Whatever’s chasing her is gaining on her and she refuses to let it catch her. She feels a drop of water hit her face before the rain breaks from the clouds and it starts to pour. The water is freezing cold, and all Elena wants to do is give up. She can barely see an inch in front of her, but she won’t give up. Elena trips over a fallen tree branch but when she rises to continue running, her ankle won’t let her go as fast as she was before. Pain is shooting through her body; she won’t make it much farther. 

Stop. Stop running. Why won’t you listen to me?

But she doesn’t. She keeps running and hopes that soon enough she’ll come upon someone who can help her. But she also has no idea where she is. She’s freezing and the rain is coming down harder than it was before. And then, she stops running against her will. She’s falling. She tries to reach up and grab for anything she can. But everything she touches; her grip slips out of. 

This is a dream. This is a dream. Wake up! Wake up! 

Her body is not her own. She has no control over what is happening and what is going to happen. She is living someone else's last moments like they were her own. She just has to live through it and hope that it can give her clues that the person this memory belongs to can’t.

She hears someone laughing from the cliff above. The person that was chasing her. They followed her to the cliff. They had to have known it was here. Was this their plan all along? 

Who? Who’s plan? 

She’s almost to the ground and Elena prays she wakes up before she can hit the ground. She would rather not wake with unexplainable bruises for another night. The water drops hitting her are like ice, continuing to pelt her as she falls. The person on the top of the cliff is screaming something and she has to strain her ears to hear them. 

“You could have lived. You should have told me what I wanted to know,” the voice said.

She closes her eyes and waits for the ground to claim her. 
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Chapter 2: The Ghost
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Elena jolts awake, gasping for air and clutching her throat, remembering the way she felt when she was falling. She was able to reach out and turn the lamp on her nightstand on. Elena could still smell the rain from when she had fallen. She wasn’t dead - yet, though she knew that there might come a day when she wouldn’t be able to wake up from the dreams, they sent her. Elena didn’t die but she knew that someone did. And that someone sat waiting in her wooden chair at the edge of her bed. There was a light skinned woman, blonde hair flowed loosely to her shoulders, and her blue eyes sparkled. Wearing a white shirt with jeans and sneakers, all soaked and covered in mud. Elena waited until the woman in her chair spoke first. 

“I finally get to talk to you. I’ve been waiting for a while it seems. Though apparently time is not what it was,” the spirit said.

“I don’t really know how it works either. All I know is that you - dead people - come to me when you’re ready to finally find out why you’re stuck here and need help to move on,” Elena said.

“And you’re the lucky one who gets to help, huh?” The spirit asked.

“Lucky and me are two words who don’t really go together. I like to help but I also know sometimes I must say no.” Elena told the ghost.

“Will you say no to me?” The spirit asked.

“Depends on what you need. Having sex with someone for you is off limits.” Elena told her, remembering a past encounter with a difficult spirit.

“Eww. No. I need you to solve my murder.” The spirit said. 

“Your murder?” Elena asked, hoping this spirit might have more information about her death than some other spirits have had in the past. 

“Yes. My husband will be requesting you. I faded out before I could get the day. I guess I’m still getting the hang of being dead. I need you to take the job and find out who killed me.” The spirit told her. 

Natalie, Elena’s best friend barged into the room. She stared at Elena sitting up on the bed and at her staring at the wooden chair. Natalie couldn’t see the ghosts Elena helped but she always said that Elena looked different when she was speaking to the dead. She could never describe it adequately to Elena, but she also said that the only way people would notice it, would be if they knew her.

Natalie and her boyfriend, Demetri, had a rocky relationship with Elena ever since she was forced to tell them about her so-called gift because of an accident. Natalie had refused to speak to Elena for a few weeks after she knew, and even though they were on icy terms, Natalie still checks on her when she thinks Elena is having her nightmares.

They were the only people who knew her secret along with her brother, Peter. But Elena hadn’t counted on him in a long time seeing as she hadn’t seen him in years. 

“Are you okay?” Natalie asked, looking around the room, as if she could see the ghost Elena was talking to. 

Natalie herself couldn’t see the ghosts Elena helped but she always said that Elena looked different when she was speaking to the dead. She could never describe it adequately to Elena, but she also said that the only way people would notice it would be if they knew her. It took a while for Natalie to get over the fact that the only reason she was told was because she had messages from a spirit to give to both Natalie and Demetri.  Natalie refused to speak to her for a couple of weeks after she found out. Even though they were on icy terms, Natalie would still check on her when she thought Elena was having her nightmares.

“Are you okay?” Natalie asked, looking around the room, as if she could see the ghost Elena was talking to. 

Elena had been expecting a ghost to show up for the past few days because of the dreams that she had been dying. She was always shown the last memory they had before they arrived. No matter how horrific it could be. 

“I’m fine. I was being introduced to someone that needs help.” Elena answered Natalie.

“Okay, hope you guys have a good conversation.” Natalie told her, nodding her head, and then disappeared the same way she had come in. 

Focusing back on the dead person still sitting in her chair who she still didn’t have a name for - she continued the conversation as if it had never been interrupted. 

“Do you know anything about the person that killed you?” Elena asked her, knowing that she might not remember anything except for her family and that she had died.

Most of the people who asked for her help could only remember how they died, not the why or the who. Some of them even forgot who they were and who their loved ones were if it was a traumatic death that had been personal. 

“It was a woman, I believe.  I don’t - I can’t remember anything other than that. Though I have tried to remember. Repeatedly.” The spirit answered, her form already started to fade. Newer ghosts had a hard time keeping a solid form for long periods of time, Elena had learned. 

“Where did you die?” Elena asked. 

“Illinois. I died in Valencia.” The woman replied.

“I will see when the first flight out there is available in the morning. And I will figure out everything else then, Mrs...” Elena told her, realizing that she still didn’t know the ghost's name. 

“Sandrah. Sandrah Wavers. Thanks for helping me.” Sandrah told Elena before she vanished into the air.

As soon as Sandrah disappeared, Elena laid back down. She wondered what excuse she would use this time for her work. Elena was an FBI agent and took time off from work when she needed to so she could help the ghosts that came to her with their unfinished business.  Elena didn’t know though if her boss would allow her the time off.  

Once she had finally fallen asleep, she had dreamed about Sandrah’s death over and over again until the morning. Elena would keep having the same dream or rather nightmare until she could solve Sandrah Wavers’ murder or until she figured out what her vision was trying to tell her. 
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Chapter 3: Natalie and Demetri
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Elena woke up screaming as this time she felt Sandrah hit the ground hard, and her bones snapping. It was a miracle that Natalie or Demetri hadn’t run into her room as both of them had moved in with her after the accident and had never moved back out. Though Elena didn’t mind it even though their relationship hadn’t been the same since the accident, she liked having the living as close as possible. It’s how she knew she was still a part of it, the fact that they could still hear and talk to her.  

Running to the bathroom, Elena looked in the mirror, whispered repeatedly while stripping down and getting in the shower, “I am alive. I am alive.”

Elena let the hot water fall over her and she let her body turn red from the heat as she scrubbed the non-existent dirt from her and tears fell from her eyes. Sometimes, she wondered why she had been chosen to have this ability and why there was no one to help her while she was growing up with it. Or even to help her with it now. She saw seeing these dead people as a curse. She had been forced to learn at an early age by her older brother that telling people what she could do was not an option and especially to never tell her father. Even though she hated what she could do and what her gift had done to her life, she would never turn away someone in need. Living person or non-living person. Her mother always told her, ‘Live life as you would want to be treated.’ Elena used that as a rule to her life. And for the dead. Because if she was dead and someone could see her, Elena hoped they would help.

Elena always wondered if she could have inherited the ability because she couldn’t see ghosts until after her mother had been buried and her mother had been the first ghost she ever saw. That was one of the reasons she had fallen in love with her ability at first. She was able to say goodbye to her mom and hear that she was loved one last time before her family fell apart. The same day she got it was also when she started to hate it because she had to relive her mother’s death for a second time when her mother’s ghost had moved on. 

Elena turned off the shower when the water turned ice cold. She stood inside the shower for a minute before drying off. This was one of the reasons she was glad that her room had an attached bathroom. She didn’t have to worry about scaring her roommates with the bruises she acquired during the night. The bruises the dreams had left her with didn’t hurt but they were cause for questions about what her abilities could do to her - she still didn’t know the extent of it. Elena hadn’t told Natalie and Demetri about how she relived the last memories of each spirit, and what she was left with when she did.

It was hard enough coming clean about how she could see ghosts when she had to solve their friend Ben’s unfinished business. A couple months ago, Natalie, Demetri, Ben, and Todd, Demetri’s brother, had all decided to go out while Elena stayed in. They were in a car crash that night. Ben had suffered the most injuries and had died at the scene while Todd had been presumed dead, his body never being found. When Ben came back as a spirit, Elena had no choice but to tell Natalie and Demetri in order to help him. But there was no point in telling her friends how the dreams affected her. It would only make them worry. 

They never spoke of the night of the accident, and she didn’t want to be the one to bring it up. She didn’t want them to ask if she had dreams about the accident. She didn’t want to tell them she felt everything he felt, heard everything he heard, saw everything he saw, and felt everything he felt up until the moment he took his last breath. She didn’t even know if she could as she was still investigating the crash and they didn’t know. Elena was about ninety percent sure their accident wasn’t an accident. As of now, she would have to put that investigation on the back burner so she could solve Sandrah’s murder.  

Elena walked slowly to her closet and picked out an outfit that she hoped would cover all the bruises the dreams had given her. Long sleeve t-shirt, loose pants and black boots. She had started putting her hair up when she heard the arguing coming from the kitchen. It was getting louder and louder. She pulled her hair tight into a messy bun before walking out into the house and heading straight to the kitchen. She needed her morning coffee before she checked flight times and prices. If they had decided to have an argument in the kitchen instead of their bedroom, it must not be that private or personal.  Elena walked into the kitchen and saw that the clock read five. If she didn’t get them to stop yelling soon, their neighbor was going to be knocking on their door with a complaint.

As Elena stepped out of the room, she heard Natalie tell her boyfriend, “We pay rent, Demetri. She needs us to be here.” Natalie told her boyfriend, conveying her anger thoroughly. 

“No, she doesn't, Natalie. Stop using her as an excuse.” Demetri said, his anger fading to resignation. 

Elena had a feeling that the “she” kept referring to was her, which meant she would have to figure out what they were arguing about - she hoped it could be resolved soon. She was a bad thinker on an empty stomach.

Closing her eyes and accepting that she wouldn’t have any coffee until Natalie and Demetri stepped away from the coffee machine, she bit the bullet and announced her presence,

“It is five in the morning. Couldn’t you have had this arg- conversation at a regular time?”

Demetri and Natalie both turned their heads towards her, their faces did nothing to hide that they were talking about her. 

“How long were you standing there?”  Natalie asked, trying to gauge how much Elena already knew. 
“Long enough to know I am apparently part of why this argument is happening.” Elena circled her hands around Natalie and Demetri, “And I really don’t like to be part of anyone's argument. Makes me feel bad. And right now, I feel bad, I’m tired and I don’t have any coffee.” 

“It’s not about you.” Natalie replied, starting the coffee machine. 

“I asked Natalie to move out with me. I found a house for us.” Demetri told Elena slowly.

“That’s great.” Elena replied, still not knowing the subject of the argument if they had good news.


“No, it’s not. Natalie said no.” Demetri answered.


“Why?” Elena replied automatically, not understanding why Natalie wouldn’t choose to move in with Demetri. She loved him and had been talking about them moving out together for a while now; Elena didn’t know why she would say no. 

Natalie slammed down the mug she had pulled out of the cabinets down on the counter. She whirled around, facing Demetri and spat, “You had no reason to tell her that, Demetri. I already told you how I felt about it.”

“Yeah, now I know where I stand in our relationship too. I’m going to take a shower before I say anything else.” Demetri tells Natalie before heading into the bathroom. 

Elena hoped he remembered to bring clothes with him or at least a towel. She did not want a repeat on when she walked in the house and finding    both of her roommates coming out of the bathroom butt-naked. That was something she wished she could erase from her mind. 

Elena walked over to Natalie to comfort her. It was going to be a little harder than usual as their relationship hadn’t been the same since Natalie had learned about what Elena could do.  She used to always know what to say to comfort her but recently, she hasn’t been able to. They’ve been growing further and further apart since Elena had told her about being able to see the dead. 

“Is there something you want to talk to me about?” Elena asked, grabbing a mug and the coffee pot.

“I don’t want to bother you with my living problem.” Natalie told her pouting, “You already have too much on your plate.”

Elena bumped her shoulder into Natalie’s, feeling a little guilty and a little angry that her best friend felt like this, “I wouldn’t be much of a best friend if you couldn’t talk to me. Even when you think I have too much on my plate, I will never be too busy for my best friend. And I like dealing with living problems. Reminds me that I’m not...”

“You’re not...” Natalie gestured for Elena to continue her sentence.

“Dead yet. Reminds me I’m still a part of the living. So, can you tell me why you said no to moving in with the love of your life. Your words, not mine.”

“We pay you rent, Elena. I don’t want to just leave you hanging.  And I’m afraid. We’ve never lived alone together. We have always had roommates and I don’t know, I’m afraid that without a roommate we might not be able to last.” Natalie told her. 

“Do you love him?” Elena asked.

“Yes. More than anything in the world. You know that.” Natalie told her, as she poured the coffee into a mug.

“Then take a leap and don’t be afraid.” Elena said as she took a sip of her coffee after adding sugar, “You and Demetri are so in love, Natalie, and this is going to be awesome for you guys. Plus, you’re not leaving me - you’re just moving a couple more blocks away. We will always be best friends and you can visit anytime.”

“Promise?” Natalie asked, hugging Elena from the side.

“Yes. Promise.” Elena told her, even if she didn’t truly believe the words    herself, as Natalie left for her room. 

The moment you leave will probably be the last time you speak to me. 

Elena was making her second cup of coffee when her cell phone started to ring. Seeing the call was coming from her office, she immediately answered, “This is Elena Slater.” 

“Elena, it’s Taylor.” Taylor was the person that Elena reported to, and she had never called this early in the morning unless she was being called in on a case. This must be serious.
How can I ask for time off? Whatever she’s calling about has to be important and there is no way I’m going to be able to say no to anything she asks. 
“Taylor, how may I help you?” Elena said. 

“You’ve been asked to help on an active case in Valencia.” Taylor answered her.

“What case?” Elena couldn’t believe the luck she was having. If she had a job in Illinois, she wouldn’t have to take any personal time. 

“Sandrah Wavers.” Taylor said, shocking Elena, “She was murdered a couple of days ago. The husband has stopped cooperating with the local police and has stated that he will only talk to one person. And that one person is you. He’s apparently looked you up. He won’t say why but he wants you working on his wife’s case.” 

“Is this where we think the trafficking ring might be?” Elena asked.

“Yes. That's why you’re going down. Focus on the case but keep your eyes peeled out for anything that has to do with that without drawing attention to yourself. So, will you be able to do this?” Taylor told her.  

“Am I on the clock for this or...” Elena would have gone no matter what but she wanted to know. There was only one time that she had ever investigated for the FBI without being paid and it was because it was an off-books investigation. 

“You’ll be getting paid while you’re down there.” Taylor told her.

“I’ll fly down today if I can get a plane ticket.” Elena told her boss. 

“You don’t have to worry about that. I have you scheduled on a plane leaving for Valencia at noon. Just go to the counter, show your ID, and you’ll be on your way.” Taylor said.

“I’ll get packing and get all my things squared away.” Elena said.

“There will be a man waiting for you at the airport. Umm, his name is,” Taylor said, and she could be heard ruffling papers through the phone, “Alec Rustle. He’s the detective on the case. He'll be picking you up and dropping you off at your hotel. He'll also be your partner for the duration of your trip as this doesn’t technically fall under our jurisdiction.”

“Okay. I’ll call you when I get down there.” Elena told her boss as she ended the phone call.

Elena was stunned. This had never happened before, though her actually working the case would make it a lot easier to get information on Sandrah’s death. She also didn’t know how Sandrah’s husband would know her rate of solving crimes, or who she was. 

Should I be worried?

She didn’t know anyone who lived in Valencia, but Chicago was a different story. 
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Chapter 4: Remembering Family
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Packing her suitcase, Elena knew she should tell Natalie and Demetri she was heading out sooner than later. But she refused to knock on their door and interrupt whatever they were doing. Elena didn’t know how long she would have in Valencia before she was pulled back, so she packed a months’ worth of clothes and two pairs of shoes. She was a little sad she was going to live alone again but she was excited she would be able to talk to the spirits that visited her freely. Though both of her roommates knew her secret, they still looked at her weirdly every time she talked to a spirit in front of them.

Her suitcase packed, Elena decided to make breakfast instead of getting something to eat while she was at the airport. Dragging her suitcase to the kitchen, she slid it underneath the dining room table, only for her to stop when she saw feet. Sitting in one of the chairs was Sandrah - still caked in dirt and mud. 

“Did you get a call from my husband?” The ghost asked as soon as Elena saw her. 

Elena finished sliding the suitcase under the table before answering.

“No but I will be going to Valencia to help look for your killer. Your husband refused to cooperate unless I was on the case.” 

“He always gets his way.” Sandrah giggled before disappearing. 

Elena should have asked about her husband and if he could have had anything to do with her death, but she would find out for herself. Dead or living, they always wanted to keep their secrets. She took the eggs and bacon out of the fridge and started cooking. By the time Natalie and Demetri showed themselves again, there were two bacon and egg sandwiches already on the table with a cup of coffee for each and she was putting hers together. 

Looking at the clock, Elena had a couple of hours to go before she would head out to the airport. She would leave around nine so she could get there by ten and have a couple of hours to get through security especially since she would be bringing her gun with her. She sat down at the table and began eating.

“I made breakfast.” Elena stated the obvious to Natalie and Demetri, as she pointed to the food on the table, who were still standing in the doorway. 

Natalie and Demetri made their way to the table and started to eat when Natalie asked, “Why is there a suitcase underneath the table?”

“I have a case in Illinois. I’ll be heading down there today.” Elena told them while getting up for another cup of coffee. 

“FBI or ghost case?” Demetri asked, looking around as if a ghost was watching them. 

“Both.” Elena told him, “And she’s not here right now.”

“When do you have to leave?” Natalie asked, taking a sip from her coffee.

“I have to be on a plane that leaves at noon.” Elena told her, as she washed her plate and mug. 

“We can drive you to the airport,” Demetri told her, “So you don’t have to leave your car there.”

“Thanks, D.” Elena told them while waiting for them to tell her the news she was supposed to get this morning. They hadn’t had breakfast all together since the accident happened. Her friendship with Natalie and Demetri finally seemed to be getting better.

“We decided to move in together after all.” Natalie told Elena, pecking Demetri on the cheek. 

“That’s great.” Elena told them. 

“Really?” Demetri asked. 

“Yes. I loved having you guys here. But I’m glad I won’t be walking in on you guys anymore. It's been scarier living with you than when I’m chasing a criminal.” Elena told them. 

“Funny.” Natalie rolled her eyes at Elena as she took her and Demetri’s dishes to the sink. 

After Natalie had washed their dishes, Elena went to wash her own. Pulling up her sleeve so it wouldn’t get wet, she finished washing her dish and put it away. Turning around, she saw Demetri staring at her, his eyebrows drawn together in worry and Natalie next to him, trying to get his attention.

“Lena - What’s... what’s wrong with your wrists?” Demetri asks and Natalie’s eyes swing over to Elena.

Looking down at her arms, Elena saw that her wrists were bruised and there was an imprint on them. Elena knew that the imprint was from being cuffed and it looked like she had rubbed her wrists against the cuffs for a long time as they were open cuts on both of them. Right above the cuts were sort of what looked like a lichtenberg figure crawling up her arms. 

Pulling down her sleeves as quickly as she could, Elena said, “Nothing. I’m fine.”

“That’s not nothing, Lena.” Demetri scoffed, “It looks like you were tortured.”

“Were you... tortured?” Natalie asked, her voice low as if she was trying not to scare anyone. 

“NO! I wasn’t tortured.” Elena yelled and then continued when she saw the disbelief on her friends faces, “It’s just a side effect.”

“A side effect from what?” Demetri asked. 

Elena had never wanted to tell them more about what happened between her and the dead people she met but with the concern covering Demetri’s face, she had no choice. They wouldn’t let her walk out the door without getting an answer or trying to take her to the hospital to get checked out. Neither of those were an option for someone like her.

“When a ghost needs my help, they come to me. But while I am helping them, I relive what happened to them before they died. Sometimes, their injuries show up on me. It’ll go away in a couple hours.” Elena gestured to her arms. 

Natalie’s jaw dropped and Elena could see Demetri’s eyes widen, both shocked at what Elena told them. Demetri was the one who responded first, “Elena this shouldn’t be happening to you. You need to get this... this so-called gift to stop before it kills you. You need to go to the hospital or-”

Every good thing that she had felt from breakfast vanished in an instant. Their friendship would never go back to before they knew about her gift, and she regretted them ever having to know about it. They weren’t comfortable about what she could do, and she didn’t think they ever would be. 

How could he even suggest that?

"And what, Demetri? Go to the doctors and tell them what. I see dead people and when I help them, I get their injuries. They would lock me up before you could say boo. I don't know what my ending will be, but I know I won't become some rat in a lab as they poke and prod me, trying to figure out how the hell I can do what I can do. Or locked in a mental hospital with therapists telling me that I’m imagining being able to speak to ghosts." As the alarm rang on her phone, she saw that if didn’t leave now, she would miss her flight. "If you'll excuse me, I have to catch a flight."

Before Elena could leave, Natalie stopped her as she said, “We’re just trying to help, Elena.”

She didn’t understand why but that sentence broke her. 

“Trying to help with what?” Elena told them. “Today was the first day we had a normal conversation since Ben and Todd died. And that was only because you were worried about moving in together. I have been struggling for the past few weeks, knowing that I’m going to lose both of your friendships because of what I can do. What I could do since my mother died. I see it in the way you guys have avoided me for the last few months. Or look away every time I come out of my room. So, if you could do me a favor, please stop pretending that you care.”

Grabbing her suitcase, Elena went to walk out the door. 

“I thought I was giving you a ride.” Demetri said.

“Don’t bother. I’ll catch a cab.” Elena called back as the door slammed behind her and she ran.

Exhausted from the nightmares of Sandrah’s death, Elena decided that she would take a nap on the plane. The plane ride would be around three hours without any delay. At a young age, Elena realized that the nightmares weren’t as bad if she were surrounded by people. 

Getting her gun on the plane was always the difficult part as not many people believed she was a federal agent due to her gender. But she had made it through and turned off her phone. She wasn’t looking forward to the text messages
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