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Episode 1: 'The Camera Never Lies'
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It started as a harmless experiment—Jessie wanted to document a week in the life of her best friend, Mila Thomas, for a film class assignment. Mila, the It Girl of Briar Heights High, agreed on the condition that Jessie stay out of frame unless necessary and capture everything, especially the mundane. The filming began on a foggy Monday morning, the kind where the school looked more like a prison than a place of learning. Mila, with her tousled hair and a caffeine addiction she called self-care, stood outside the gates with her phone in one hand and an iced coffee in the other.

“Make me look important,” she told Jessie with a wink. Jessie rolled her eyes and hit record.

That first day passed uneventfully. Mila posed for footage, offered a few on-camera life tips like, “Don’t let a boy hold your heart unless he’s also holding your hair back after bad sushi,” and waved at classmates who all seemed to adore her. Jessie caught every angle—her light, her magnetism, her glittering armor of popularity. But even from behind the camera, Jessie noticed it first: a flicker. A student across the hall paused a beat too long watching Mila. Not in awe, not even in envy. Just watching. Still. Unblinking.

At the time, Jessie chalked it up to high school weirdness. But then it happened again. And again.

By Wednesday, the film project was overflowing with oddities—strange reflections in the bathroom mirror, flickering hallway lights when Mila passed, a humming sound picked up by the mic that didn’t exist in real life. The footage grew more unsettling the more they reviewed it. One scene showed Mila walking past a row of lockers while her reflection in the glass paused and... smiled. Long after Mila had walked on.

“It’s a glitch,” Mila insisted, chewing a strawberry Twizzler like it held the answer. “Just digital static. You said this camera was old, right?”

Jessie didn’t answer.

By Friday, things shifted.

It was after school when Mila decided to return a book to the library. Jessie followed, camera in hand, the familiar red light blinking as she recorded Mila’s back. The halls were empty—eerily so. Mila rounded a corner and froze.

At the far end of the hallway stood a tall figure. Not moving. Not facing them. Just standing there. Dressed in plain clothes. Too still. Too silent.

Jessie zoomed in slightly.

“Can I help you?” Mila called.

No answer.

Jessie’s camera lens caught something strange—an outline, a faint shimmer around the figure, as if the air around them rippled.

Mila stepped back. “Jess... turn it off.”

But Jessie didn’t. Not until the figure blinked out of existence like static on a screen.

The next day, Mila started having migraines. Short memory lapses. Her phone glitched constantly. She said weird things in her sleep—words Jessie couldn’t place, even when she replayed them over and over.

That weekend, they met at Jessie’s house to review all the footage again. This time, they saw it clearly: in scene after scene, hidden in reflections or shadows or background crowd shots—students watching Mila. The same ones. Always silent. Always there. Never blinking.

Jessie paused one clip. “That’s not normal.”

“No,” Mila said softly. “It’s not.”

They didn’t know it yet, but they’d already entered the spiral. What began as a simple school project was quickly becoming a breadcrumb trail—and someone was erasing the crumbs behind them.

Mila rubbed her temples, glanced out the window at the approaching dusk, and whispered the words Jessie would later replay a hundred times:

“They’re not watching the footage, Jess. They’re watching us.”
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Episode 2: 'Rewind, Reveal'
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It was 2:13 a.m. when Jessie woke to a flashing screen.

Her laptop had opened itself again, the editing software active, the latest recording from school queued up in the timeline. She was sure she’d closed everything. Shut the lid. Even unplugged the charger. Yet here it was—playing frame by frame, without sound. Her camera bag still zipped across the room.

In the footage, Mila stood at her locker, casually chatting with Paige, the dance team captain. It looked normal at first. Then Jessie noticed: every time Mila blinked, the faces of the people passing behind her distorted—just slightly. A warp here. A slow-turning head there. Unnatural smiles. Too wide. Too still.

And in the middle of it all, Mila... totally unaware.

Jessie dragged the timeline scrubber back, frame by frame.

There. A boy. Back turned. Then he turns his head—fast. Too fast. Looking at the camera. Dead at it. His mouth moves, just once, and the audio is mute.

Jessie leaned closer.

She rewound.

The same boy was in the footage from three days earlier. And again, always facing away—until the exact moment Mila blinked. Then he'd look. Speak. Stare.

Sunday morning, Jessie met Mila at the park, shaky with lack of sleep and caffeine.

“You’re not going to believe this,” Jessie said, pulling out her laptop. But Mila looked dazed. Pale. Her iced coffee sat untouched.

“What’s wrong?” Jessie asked.

Mila’s voice was quiet, careful. “Do you remember the morning we filmed at the quad? That group of guys with Aiden?”

Jessie nodded. Aiden was the brooding senior who’d been acting oddly philosophical lately. Always scribbling in notebooks. Barely spoke unless asked. But his eyes tracked Mila every time she walked by.

Mila swallowed. “That afternoon I went home and—my bathroom mirror fogged before I even turned on the water. Then it said something.”

Jessie blinked. “It said something?”

“I wrote it down.” Mila pulled a wrinkled napkin from her pocket. On it, scrawled in shaky pen:

YOU ARE OUT OF FRAME. RETURN TO THE SCRIPT.

Jessie stared at the words. “They think you’re ruining their plan.”

“Or maybe... I’m remembering one.”

Later that night, they watched more footage. This time, Jessie set up filters to enhance contrast and slowed the playback.

Scene after scene, Mila was the center. But around her—the same faces. The same postures. Like extras in a play, always rotating around her.

And something else.

In one clip, filmed in the school library, a girl brushed past Jessie’s camera and dropped a sticky note. They hadn’t noticed before.

Jessie paused the video.

Mila reached for her bag. “Wait,” Jessie said. “There.”

On screen, the note read:

She isn’t one of us. She’s a trigger.

Mila’s blood ran cold. “They’re talking about me.”

Jessie exhaled slowly. “Or... someone wants us to believe they are.”

Suddenly, her speakers emitted a garbled crackle. The screen dimmed. Then—

Footage began playing automatically. Not theirs. A girl, alone in a dark room. Crying. A soft whisper repeating, low and distant:

“If she remembers, we all vanish.”

Mila slammed the laptop shut.

And in that instant, the lightbulb above them flickered and burst with a pop, plunging them into darkness.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Episode 3: 'Blackout Memory'
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The next morning, Mila’s mother called Jessie in a panic.

“She didn’t come home last night. Do you know where she is?”

Jessie’s breath caught. “She left around midnight. Said she was heading home.”

“She never made it.”

Jessie dropped her phone and ran.

When Jessie found her, Mila was sitting in the middle of the school football field at dawn. Alone. Barefoot. Her knees pulled to her chest. Around her—perfectly spaced in the grass—were five black feathers. Each curved at the tip, each pointing inward like a compass. A circle of silence.

Mila blinked slowly when Jessie reached her.

“Did they take you?” Jessie asked softly.

Mila didn’t answer. Her lips were dry. Her skin pale like paper left out in the rain. On her wrist, written in ink, were the words:

Don’t speak until it’s safe.

Jessie pulled out her phone to record but Mila stopped her.

“They said they’d know. If I speak on camera again.”

Back at Jessie’s house, she gave Mila a hoodie and a cup of tea. Neither helped.

When Jessie left the room for just a moment, her laptop turned on again. Another video queued up by itself. This one... live.

It was the inside of a school bus.

No one was driving.

And in the back row, a boy Jessie didn’t recognize smiled at the camera. A low hum vibrated through the speakers. His voice, low and knowing:

“You’re circling too close. She’s not one of us. But she’s also not one of you anymore.”

Then static.

Later that day, they met Aiden.

They hadn’t planned to, he just... appeared.

He was standing outside the film classroom, staring at the mural that covered the back wall: a swirling storm of blues and purples—an abstract design that looked like nothing until Jessie saw it on camera.

Then it looked like an eye.

“I know what you’re doing,” Aiden said, voice cool and calm. “It’s a mistake.”

“You don’t want to be seen,” Mila said. Her voice was stronger now. “That’s the threat. Not exposure to daylight. Exposure to truth.”

He raised an eyebrow.

“It’s not about being evil, is it?” Jessie added, filming again. “You’re not monsters. You’re just... fragile. If people see what you really are, you lose the illusion. You lose your power.”

Aiden didn’t deny it.

Instead, he smiled gently. “Ask yourself—why do you remember?”

Mila froze.

“You’ve been in this loop before,” he whispered. “You keep breaking it. That’s your curse.”

He leaned in, close enough for Jessie’s mic to catch his last words:

“This isn’t your first time being hunted. Just the first time you’re filming it.”

Then he was gone.

That night, Jessie reviewed all the footage again and spotted it—one scene from Episode 1.

A group photo Mila had walked past. A class picture from years ago.

In the back row, almost too blurry to see, stood Jessie.

And next to her—

Mila.

Same face. Same posture.

Only... the photo was dated five years before they met.

Jessie’s hand trembled as she paused the video and rewound it, frame by frame.

In the still, Mila's eyes were glowing faintly.

Like they remembered something the rest of her had forgotten.
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