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 “Finally. Everything is unpacked and put away. I think I’m really gonna like this place.” 

Emily stood back to take in the full view of her new apartment as she put the last picture frame 

on a table. She had a place all of her own. It was the first time she had ever lived apart from her 

parents and younger sister. It was a small, but quaint, one bedroom apartment in a fairly new 

complex. It had boring cream walls and carpet, but with the pictures of friends and family she 

had placed everywhere, it looked quite homey. Feeling satisfied with her hard work, Emily sank 

down onto her welcoming, oversized couch. 

**** 

 Thursday afternoon, after a long day of classes, Emily returned home. She parked her 

silver Honda Civic in the parking lot and walked up the sidewalk to her apartment. Just as she 

reached her door, her neighbor was walking out of his apartment. He stopped when he saw her 

and introduced himself.  

“Hi, I’m Brendon. You must be my new neighbor.”  

Emily just stared at him for a few seconds, taken aback by his good looks. She took in his 

tall muscular body, shaggy brown hair, and the most piercing green eyes she had ever seen.  

Finally, she composed herself and answered him. “Um, yeah. I’m Emily. It’s nice to meet 

you Brendon.”   
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“Look, I’m running kind of late for work, but perhaps you’d like to join me for dinner 

tomorrow night? I have a new recipe I’ve been dying to try.” Brendon flashed her an award-

winning smile as he waited for her reply.  

His offer took her by surprise, but trying to be a polite neighbor, she agreed. Plus, she 

was new to the state and hadn’t made any new friends yet; not to mention the fact that he was 

absolutely gorgeous. 

 “Great!” Brendon responded, a little too enthusiastically. “I’ll see you tomorrow night at 

seven.” He lightly touched her shoulder as he passed.  

Brendon’s eagerness was a little off putting, but Emily thought, maybe he’s just one of 

those overly friendly types as went inside and set her backpack down by the door. She took her 

shoes off, and went to the kitchen to fix a bowl of Ramen noodles (the meal of champions for 

college students). She sat down on the couch to eat and turned on the TV, but found herself 

tuning out the news and thinking about Brendon instead. 

 He was so good looking. I wonder why he would want to have dinner with me. He was 

just being polite. That had to be it. Trying to be a good neighbor, I’m sure.  

Emily absentmindedly ate her noodles, her mind still wandering.  

I mean, why in the world would he want to have dinner with me? He’s gorgeous and 

I’m…well, not. I could afford to lose about twenty pounds, I’m not very tall, and I definitely 

wouldn’t call myself pretty. I’m just average looking. A Plane Jane. I mean sure, my mom  tells 

me I’m pretty, but she’s my mom…she’s kind of obligated to feel that way.  

Emily was just finishing off her dinner when something caught her attention. Her eyes 

flashed to the kitchen and she was suddenly overcome with a sense of fear, but nothing was 

there. She shrugged it off and got up to put her empty bowl in the dishwasher.  
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When Emily got home from work the next day, her stomach fluttered with nervous excitement. 

“This is stupid.” She said aloud, even though no one was there to hear her. “Getting all worked 

up about some guy that’s way out of my league.” Regardless, she jumped in the shower and 

started getting ready. While she blow dried her shoulder length, mousey brown hair, she couldn’t 

help but feel excited. When she was finished doing her hair and make-up, she strode over to the 

closet to choose an outfit. She pulled on a deep green v-neck that complemented her hazel eyes, 

and her favorite pair of jeans. On her way out the door, she stepped into a pair of flip flops.  

 Emily was so nervous, she felt like she was going to throw up and crap her pants 

simultaneously as she lifted her hand to knock on Brendon’s door. He answered after one short 

knock, and his appearance nearly made her gasp. The way his black t-shirt clung to his perfectly 

sculpted body made her knees feel like Jell-O. 

 “Hi,” Brendon greeted her eagerly, “I was just about to walk over to get you. Come on 

in.” 

 “Thanks,” Emily said as she walked inside. His apartment had the same dull colored 

walls and carpet, but like Emily, he had brought his own touch to the place to make it feel more 

like a home and less like a rented apartment. The walls contained many art pieces, such as metal 

sculptures and abstract paintings. He must be an artist, Emily thought as he led her to the kitchen 

table.  

 “I’m really glad you could join me for dinner. It’s been kind of quiet and boring around 

here lately,” Brendon said as he pulled a chair out for her. 

 He already had their plates on the table. He had made chicken fettuccini with garlic 

bread. “Dinner looks great,” Emily said as she sat down. 
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 They ate in awkward silence for awhile, then he began to ask her questions. “So, what 

brings you to Baton Rouge? Are you from the area?” 

 “No, I’m from Illinois. I grew up in a small town called Streator, not too far from 

Chicago. I moved here for school. I just started my freshman semester at LSU. What about you?” 

she asked, looking at him with genuine curiosity.  

 “I’m from here. I work downtown as an artist.” He responded. 

 “Oh, are these your pieces on the walls?” she asked, impressed.  

 “Yes, do you like them…” Brendon’s sentence broke off as the lights in his apartment 

started flickering. They both looked at each other in confusion. This made Emily uneasy. 

Something about these apartments really gave her the heebie-jeebies. Ever since she “saw” 

something in her kitchen yesterday afternoon, she’d felt like someone was watching her.  

 “I’ve had a really nice time tonight Brendon. Thank you for dinner, but I think I’d better 

be getting home now. I have a lot of homework to do,” Emily said as she started to get up.  

 This action really seemed to irritate Brendon. “No, really you don’t have to go. It must 

just be some problems with the electrical wiring. Stay and have a glass of wine with me,” he 

offered, trying to persuade her. 

 It worked. Emily agreed to stay for one glass, even though she didn’t really like the taste 

of wine, and her better instincts told her not to. They sat on his couch and drank their wine while 

conversing lightly. Brendon seemed honestly interested in Emily. She’d never had such an 

attractive guy pay so much attention to her before—and she liked it. It made her feel attractive, 

and interesting; she was never very confident. His interest in her made her feel special and 

wanted, giddy even.  



 
 

5 
 

 A half hour later, Emily finally insisted that it was time for her to go. “Really Brendon, I 

have an early class in the morning.” 

 “Okay, okay. I’ll walk you to your door.” He held out his hand to help her up. 

 When they reached her door, Emily’s stomach curled into a ball from nervous 

anticipation. She didn’t have much experience in the dating department, so she didn’t know what 

normal protocol was after an evening like this. Was this considered a date? Would he try to kiss 

her? Should she shake his hand, give him a hug, a light punch on the shoulder? 

  Emily’s thoughts were cut short as Brendon leaned down and kissed her lightly on the 

lips. Her head was swimming. Everything felt woozy, as if she had spent the entire night 

drinking, instead of having one glass of wine, but Emily was kind of a lightweight. Brendon gave 

her one last smile, while starting intently into her eyes, then turned and went back inside his 

apartment.  

 Her head was still spinning as she unlocked the door and stepped into her own apartment. 

Emily walked to the bathroom to wash her face and brush her teeth before she went to bed.  As 

she reached for a hand towel to dry her face, her heart stopped. She stared into the mirror in 

horror. She couldn’t have possibly just seen what she thought she saw…right?  

After a few seconds, that felt more like minutes, Emily started breathing again; still 

staring at the mirror in shock. In a flash, as quick as lightning, she had seen a girl standing 

behind her. She was tall and slim, with immensely pale skin. Her hair was long and jet black, 

with a thin sheet of bangs covering her forehead. She had this look in her eyes that Emily 

couldn’t place. She looked angry, but there was something else there…fear, desperation, 

anguish? She didn’t know, and she really didn’t want to find out. 
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**** 

 

A few weeks went by and Emily hadn’t seen the girl again. Every time Emily’s mind 

would wander back to that night, fear swept over her body, like a rush of frigid, arctic air. She 

tried hard to convince herself that it was just her imagination running amok, but deep down 

Emily knew what she had seen that night. She would never forget the look on the girls pale face, 

the depth of agony in her brown eyes.  

Emily hadn’t seen much of Brendon lately either, just a few times in passing. What did 

that mean? Was that night just a fluke? Did he regret kissing her? Maybe he was just really busy 

with his artwork. She tried to convince herself that was it, she liked him a lot. She found her 

thoughts wondering back to him day after day, and every night while she lay awake in bed. The 

way his soft lips had lightly pressed against hers, the way his skin had felt and smelled, the 

warmth of his strong body so close to hers….snap out of it! She thought in agitation. There’s no 

way he could possibly be interested in you, a loser from Streator, Illinois. Get a grip! He’s just 

trying to spare your feelings by not having to reject you in person. 

Just then Emily heard a light tapping on the door. Taken aback, she hesitantly got off the 

couch to answer the door. “Who is it?” she tentatively, ready to grab the big umbrella by the door 

and beat a creeper with it if necessary.  

“It’s me, Brendon.”  

At this reply Emily felt her heartbeats become turbo charged. She felt faint at the thought 

of his face, those gorgeous green eyes. She pulled herself together and opened the door.  

“Hi.” Brendon greeted her with a perfect smile, showing off a set of pearly white teeth.  

Emily couldn’t think straight for a moment. When she finally gathered her thoughts she 

responded in a confused tone. “Hi. Umm, what’s up?” 
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“Nothing much. I feel kinda bad for not seeing you in a while. I’ve just been really busy 

with work lately. I didn’t want to give you the impression that I didn’t like you or something.” 

Another flash of that dazzling smile.  

“Oh,” was all Emily could manage to say. She felt so much lighter, like some giant load 

had just been lifted off her shoulders. Relief flooded through her. Oh my God! Maybe he really 

does like me! This can’t seriously be happening! He’s so perfect, just standing there like a Greek 

God, straight out of ancient Greece.   

Brendon interrupted her train of thought. “You wanna come hang out? I just rented some 

movies.” 

“Yeah, sure,” Emily answered, a little too eagerly. She grabbed her keys off the table by 

door and followed him to his place. 

“I hope you like scary movies,” Brendon teased as he put a disc into the DVD player. 

“I’ll go get us a glass of wine while the previews play.” 

Emily sank down onto his couch to watch the previews, butterflies the size of 

pterodactyls flapping around in her stomach. All of a sudden, she felt a rush of horror that 

drained all the blood from her face. She couldn’t move, she couldn’t scream; she was paralyzed 

with fear. All she could do was stare, her eyes wide with terror.  

Standing, not two feet in front of her, was the girl. The crazed look on her face was so 

intense Emily thought it would burn right through her. The girl didn’t disappear like a lightning 

flash this time. She just stood there, staring.  Emily took in the dead girl’s full view. She had on a 

white sundress. There was, what looked like, a stab wound in the middle of her chest, blood 

surrounding it. And she was sort of translucent, not completely solid.  
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In the blink of an eye, the ghost was suddenly at Emily’s side. “GET OUT!” she hiss-

whispered harshly in Emily’s ear. Emily thought she might die of fear. Brendon emerged into the 

living room then with two glasses of red wine. Just like that, the girl was gone. Vanished, leaving 

no trace that she had ever been there.  

Emily was relieved when Brendon sat next to her. She felt a little safer; despite the fact 

that many questions were whirling through her head, like a tornado. Oh my God! What is going 

on? Why is this chic haunting me? What did I ever do to her? And what did she mean ‘get out?’ 

Did she use to live here? But I’ve seen her at my place too. Emily tried not to hyperventilate as 

her mind was wheeling with these thoughts.  

Brendon looked at her, looking a little concerned. The color still hadn’t returned to 

Emily’s face. He handed her a glass of wine, and she took it with an unsteady hand. “What’s 

wrong?” Brendon asked, slightly amused. “Are you scared already? The movie hasn’t even 

started yet.” This brought a smile to his lips.  

“What?” Emily asked, disoriented from the situation. Finding her way back to reality, she 

realized what Brendon was talking about. “Oh, yeah. That’s it. I’m just scared about the movie.” 

She absentmindedly went to take a sip from her glass, hoping the wine would calm her nerves, 

but she noticed that the glass was shaking…and not because of her own nervous hand. Abruptly, 

the glass shattered, splattering red wine all over her lap and the couch. 

Emily was frozen with shock, fear, and confusion. What just happened?! I must be losing 

my mind! This can’t be real. Stuff like this just doesn’t happen in real life. She quickly started 

apologizing to Brendon. Told him that she must have gripped the glass too tightly. She couldn’t 

tell him a ghost did it, he would think she was nuts.  
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“I better go home. This kind of seems like a bad omen for the night. I have school in the 

morning anyways. Sorry about the couch,” she told him in a shaky voice, getting up from the 

couch. 

As Emily headed for the door, he put himself in front of her path. He seemed really 

perturbed, not about the spilled wine all over his living room, but that Emily was leaving. “No, 

please stay. I have some sweats you could put on, and no big deal about the couch. Please?”  

“I really should go. Maybe another night,” Emily responded, as she ducked under his arm 

and out the door. Panic started to overtake her senses. She had to get out of there before she had 

a panic attack or fainted.  

Once she made it safely inside her apartment, she instinctively locked the door, deadbolt 

included. Of course, it was not like a locked door would be any kind of a challenge for a freaking 

ghost. Still shaking with fear, Emily crept wearily to her bedroom. She wheeled around at a loud 

sound coming from her front door. “BOOM! BOOM!”  

Before the racket could fully register, the ghost reappeared at her side. Emily didn’t know 

which event to be more afraid of, but before she had time to sort it out, the ghost spoke. 

“You have to get out of here,” she hissed. She was gone in almost the same instance. 

Emily was completely disoriented. Her head refused to wrap around the two horrifying 

situations that were occurring simultaneously.  

Without warning, the ghost reappeared. “I said get out of here,” she growled. “He’s 

crazy.” 

“Who’s crazy?” Emily asked in panic, finally able to find her voice. “What is going on?” 

The ghost glared at her, conflict raging in her dark brown eyes. “Look, my name is Alice. 

I use to live in this apartment. I…” her soft whisper of a voice trailed off. She clenched her fists 
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together and her forehead creased with frustration. Her corporal form seemed to shimmer in and 

out of existence, like she was having a hard time holding a physical presence.  

“BOOM, BOOM!” sounded from the front door again, making Emily jump.  

With unnatural speed, the ghost moved in front of Emily, their faces inches apart. “I use 

to date your neighbor, Brendon,” she told Emily emphasizing every word she spoke. “He roped 

me in the same way he did you; acting like a prince right out of a fairy tale. But once he has you 

roped in…” Alice’s words broke off and she closed her eyes, concentrating as her body blinked 

in and out of existence.  

“What?” Emily demanded, terror flushing every other sense out of her body. “What 

happens after he has you roped in?”  

Emily’s panic suddenly brought Alice back to awareness. “He…” Alice struggled to get 

the words out. “He kills you,” she says, dejectedly.  

The whole room seemed to crumble around Emily. She couldn’t breathe or think. Her 

head was spinning out of control as what little blood was left in her face drained.  

With lightening speed, Alice disappeared then reappeared behind Emily. “I thought that if 

I just scared you enough, you would move. I mean, no one wants to live in a haunted apartment, 

but you wouldn’t leave!” Alice told her through clenched teeth. “I tried to scare you again 

tonight at his apartment, but you wouldn’t budge. Then you almost took a sip of that wine!”  

In another too fast movement, Alice was face to face with Emily again. “He put drugs in 

it Emily! That’s why I shattered the glass,” Alice said, agitation coloring her baby soft voice.  

“BOOM! BOOM!” The banging continued on the door. The noise made them both jump 

this time.  

“Come on Emily. I know you’re in there.” Brendon coaxed in a crazed tone.  
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“BOOM! BOOM!” he banged again. And then it stopped. 

Alice looked at Emily for a brief second, pain burning in her eyes, then vanished like a 

puff of smoke. Emily blinked, stupefied. Could this really be happening? Was a ghost really 

talking to her, and was a psycho neighbor really trying to kill her?  

Before Emily could even finish her thought process Alice was back. “He’s going back to 

his place. I don’t know how much time we have,” Alice said rapidly. “You have to go! Grab 

your cell phone and call the police. You’re gonna have to make a run for it. Drive as fast and as 

far away from here as you can. Please! Now! Go!” 

The sudden fierceness in Alice’s voice seemed to snap something into place. Emily 

grabbed her phone and dialed “911” as she snatched her car keys from the table and darted out 

the door.  

“Hello, this is 911, what is your emergency?” the operator asked. 

“Yes, this is Emily Malone. There’s someone after me…I think he wants to kill me.” 

Emily managed to choke out. Tears were flowing freely now. She shook uncontrollably with 

sobs.  

“Okay, calm down, honey. Are you at 3195 Park Street?” the operator asked. 

“Yes, please send someone. I don’t know where he is. I’m heading for my car now…” 

Before Emily could finish her sentenced the phone flew out of her hand and shattered on 

the sidewalk. Emily lay on the ground next to the broken remnants of her cell phone. Through 

her fading vision, she could see Brendon standing over her with a crow bar in his hand. It had 

blood on it.   

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             

Emily woke up in a dark, cramped space. Her head felt like someone was squeezing it in a vice. 
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She couldn’t see anything, but she suddenly felt the air turn cooler. Someone whispered in her 

ear.  

“I’m so sorry Emily. I should have watched him more carefully, made sure you had 

enough time to get out.” Alice whimpered in her ear.  

“Alice? Where am I? Where’s he at? What’s gonna happen to me?” Emily’s voice was 

barely audible through the silent sobs.  

“No!” Alice demanded. “This is not going to happen again! I will get you out of here. Do 

you hear me? I will!”  

The temperature of the cramped space was suddenly back to normal. “Alice?” Emily 

cried in a desperate whisper. But she wasn’t there. 

Before Emily could work herself up into a good panic, Alice returned. “I think I’ve found 

a way out. We’re in his bedroom. Now don’t freak out…” There was a long, deafening pause. 

“You’re in a…box.” The way Alice had said “box,” made Emily fearful.  

“Box? What kind of box is this big…” Emily trailed off, realizing why Alice said ‘box’ 

in that manner. It was a coffin. Claustrophobia started to kick in, and Emily felt herself begin to 

hyperventilate.  

“Stop. Calm down” Alice commanded in a firm, but gentle voice. “I am going to get you 

out of here alive. Do you hear me?” she asked, stressing every word. 

“Yes.” Emily whimpered.  

“Okay, he’s in the kitchen drinking whiskey. He thinks he’s won. I don’t think he knows 

you called the police, so we just have to keep you alive until they find you. 

“This is a whole new level for him. He simply stabbed me. I’m not quite sure what he has 

planned for you, but he won’t get that far. I promise. I’ll have to distract him.”  
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Within a fraction of a second Alice disappeared, then reappeared on Emily’s other side, 

causing her to jump. “He can’t see me. I’ve already tried to freak him out. I was stuck here for 

months before you moved in and no one could see me. For some reason you can. I realized it that 

day in the kitchen when you snapped your head in my direction. I didn’t know what to do, so I 

disappeared. That’s when I made it my mission to get you to leave, no one is safe here. You 

didn’t go around him for weeks, so I thought you were over him…but then tonight happened.” 

She was at Emily’s other side again. Her soft voice took on a contemplative tone. “Okay. 

He can’t see me, so I’ll have to try messing with the lights again. I can manipulate electricity, 

and when I concentrate really hard, I can move objects. I’ll just watch him, and only act if he 

heads this way. I won’t let him near you.” 

Emily was alone again in the “box”. Alice had gone to carry out her plan. Emily hadn’t 

believed in God for quite some time now, but she began to pray harder than she ever had. Please 

let me make it out of here alive. I’ll move back home and live with my parents. I’ll be a good role 

model for my little sister. PLEASE…I don’t want to die! 

In the background she could hear the faint sound of police sirens in the distance. Thank 

God! Emily thought to herself. But how will they know which apartment I’m in? He’ll hear them 

too. What will he do? The sirens were getting closer and closer. They stopped. They were in the 

complex now. It was just a matter of time before they find the right apartment. 

 Alice reappeared in the coffin with Emily. “The police are in the complex, I tried to 

signal them to his apartment by making the lights by the front door flicker, but they didn’t see it. 

Brendon knows he’s running out of time. I have to do something,” Alice’s sentence broke off 

abruptly. She was gone again.  
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 Emily strained her ears, listening for any sound that meant help was coming. “CRASH!” 

She heard a window shatter. The police must have heard it too, because a few seconds later 

Emily heard banging on the front door. 

 The bad news was that Brendon heard it too. His time was running short. 

 Emily was frozen with fear as she heard someone pry the lid off of her makeshift coffin. 

She didn’t have time to react, or even scream. Brendon’s hands were around her neck in a flash, 

squeezing. They were like iron clads, unstoppable. This is it...Emily thought as she stared into 

the green eyes of a heartless, beautiful monster. Everything started to go dim. She could see the 

blurry image of Alice behind Brendon, almost hear her screaming. She saw the words her lips 

formed.  

  “NO! Emily, hold on! PLEASE, hold on! Let go of her! Stop it! Stop it! STOP IT!”  

 Emily could see Alice shaking with rage. Without warning a jagged shard of glass from 

the broken window flew across the room, and lodged itself into Brendon’s throat. His grip on 

Emily’s neck loosened. He faltered for a moment, a look of defeat and disbelief overshadowed 

his face. He brought his hands slowly up to his throat and dislodged the blade of glass. Blood 

started flowing freely from the wound, coating Emily’s face and hair. With a look of defeat and 

disappointment, he slumped down to the floor. Dying. Dead.   

 “Emily! Emily!” Alice called as she appeared at her side.  

 Emily started to regain consciousness. Within a few minutes the police had busted down 

the front door and came barreling towards the bedroom at the source of the commotion.  

 They found Emily in the coffin, red marks around her neck, covered in blood. Their eyes 

widened when they saw Brendon’s body, blood soaking the carpet around him.  
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 One of the officers grabbed a walkie-talkie from his belt and spoke into it. “Dispatch, I 

need a bus right away. We have an injured party. I repeat, I need a bus to 3195 Park Street, 

apartment 42.”  

 He knelt down beside Emily to check her vitals. “It’s okay, honey. My name is Sergeant 

Renolds. We’re gonna get you out of here, sweetie, just stay calm.” He held her hand for several 

minutes, then the EMT’s arrived. They carefully lifted her onto the stretcher, revealing the 

damage the crow bar had done to the back of her head for the first time.  

 

The EMT’s were getting her ready for departure outside, while the cops finished taking her 

statement. They walked a few feet away to talk to the EMT’s, giving Emily a chance to talk to 

Alice.  

 “Thank you, Alice. You saved my life. I would dead by now if you hadn’t of done 

that…” Emily trailed off, sorrow and tears flooded her hazel eyes. “Is there anything I can 

possibly do for you Alice?” 

 “Actually, there is.” Alice replied “They never found my body. They just filed it as a 

missing persons report. They only looked for a week before claiming that I must have just ran 

away. My parents know better than that. They know I’m dead. Can you please tell the police 

where my body is? It’s in a pond in the woods behind the Episcopal Church on State Street. You 

can tell them he told you about it when he tried to kill you. My parents deserve some closure.” 

 “Of course, Alice.” Emily responded with desolation.   

 Emily and Alice exchanged one last glance at each other. “Don’t forget to tell them,” 

Alice said. In the blink of an eye she was gone.  

 


