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Dedications

To all my readers—  

May this story give you more than you paid for.  

Thank you for letting these ghosts whisper to you.
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    For my beloved wife and daughters—your love, strength, and wonder are the heartbeat behind every word.
And for the readers—those brave enough to let imagination carry them into worlds without limits.
Thank you for taking the journey.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Grief is like mold, it spreads deeper when we stir it.
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Some stories don’t go viral.

Some vanish.

Buried beneath government silence, lost footage, corrupted files.

Twisted into urban legends. Sanitized. Mocked. Forgotten.

But what happened in Volhynia was real.

What started as a paranormal investigation turned into a countdown.

A glitch in a machine no one understood.

A girl who believed in ghosts.

A virus that believed in her.

Her name was Ava. She wasn’t supposed to be a hero. She just wanted answers.

What she found... was the beginning of something far worse.

This is not the story of how the world ended.

This is the story of how it almost did.
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You won’t find this story on the news.There were no headlines.

No rescue missions.No graves.

Just a handful of names—whispered, forgotten. Just a place—erased from every map.

Her name was Ava.She wasn’t famous.

She wasn’t special. She was just a believer. In unexplained footage. In stories told too late to help the people in them.

She believed that if you looked hard enough, even darkness had patterns.

That the truth could be caught on tape and shared with the world.

She believed all the way up until the night her friends started dying.

They had come to Volhynia to film ghosts.

Instead, they found a virus wrapped in silence.A machine with a memory.

A city that didn’t want to be left alone.

By the time Ava understood what was happening, it was already too late.

The countdown had started.

And the girl who believed in ghosts was forced to watch them die.

One by one.This is her story.

Of the ones she loved.
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[image: ]


I pressed PLAY.

The screen flickered, and a shadowy figure stood motionless in the distance, staring straight into the camera. The footage, grainy at first, gradually sharpened. Two figures appeared—one standing, one collapsed on the ground. The standing figure raised a boot and stomped—stomped—stomped continuously. Blood exploded in every direction, painting the wall in thick, grotesque streaks.

It was horrifying. The kind of horror that made you forget to breathe.

A news reporter’s voice cut in, urgent and trembling:

“We are witnessing a brutal attack unfolding outside a two-story shopping complex, right next to Volhynia General Hospital. Police are preparing a tactical entry. Authorities believe the victim may already be dead.”

The footage jumped to bodycam footage. I recognized the movement—trained law enforcement, moving through narrow alleys in formation. Silent hand signals, cautious steps. The air was thick with dread. I could almost feel it through the screen.

Then, they charged. The bodycam jolted forward. Three seconds later, they reached the scene.

But the killer was gone.

Just... gone. No trace. The victim was still there, bloodied and lifeless, skull caved in. The brutality of it felt personal. The team scanned every inch of the place, but the murderer had vanished without a sound.

The video ended. Silence filled the room.

I didn’t move. No one did. We’d seen plenty of eerie footage before—fake possessions, staged hauntings, even a few hoaxes with decent production value. But this... this wasn’t the same. Something about it gnawed at the edges of my mind like a whisper I couldn’t quite hear.

Lily sat down beside me, eyes wide but calm. Chloe followed, arms crossed tightly. Mark and Max sat on the floor near the window, while Peter leaned against the wall, arms folded, face blank.

“I want full prep this time,” I said. “EMF reader, heat cam, holy water. Everything.”

“We always bring that,” Lily replied gently.

“Then triple-check it. I don’t want surprises.”

We’d been doing this for years—Ava Paranormal Travel, one of the most-watched ghost investigation streams on the platform. But after three disappointing episodes in a row, our credibility was hanging by a thread. This had to count. It had to be real.

Peter scoffed and dropped into a chair. “I’m not filming this one. That’s the fourth viewer-submitted video we’ve gotten this year. The last three were nothing. Just empty buildings and bad Wi-Fi.”

His irritation wasn’t new. Honestly, I was surprised he hadn’t quit already. But I also knew Peter—he hated walking away without answers more than he hated hoaxes.

Chloe sat beside him and leaned in. “Come on, Peter. This one’s different. You saw it. You felt it.”

He didn’t answer. Just stared at the paused video on the screen.

Mark stretched and kicked his boots up on the table. “Can’t wait to meet the ‘supernatural spirit’ that threw furniture at me last time. Hope she missed me.”

Max nudged his boot off the table with a grunt.

I let them banter for a while before I spoke again. “Let’s make this the last viewer submission we follow. If it turns out to be another fake, we go back to doing our own research. Agreed?”

Everyone nodded. Slowly.

Peter sighed. “Fine. But if this turns out to be another costumed creeper playing dress-up in a parking lot, I swear, I’m done.”

Lily smiled. “You say that every time.”

“And every time,” Mark added, “you come back anyway.”

I didn’t laugh. I couldn’t. My eyes were fixed on the frozen frame of the video. Blood on concrete. Shadows dancing. Silence that felt too deep.

Something inside me twisted, sharp and cold.

This one felt different.

This time... the fear felt real.
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