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Senna was a young woman in her early twenties, she had found the deal of a lifetime: a dirt - cheap apartment advertised in the morning newspaper. The price was ultimately too good to be true, but she eagerly jumped at the opportunity and signed her lease with them. Today, she was moving in, Senna grabbed the heavy box out of her car and carried it to the front entrance of the Oakley complex, the place she would now be calling home. 

Senna used the weight of her shoulder to push against the door, opening with a loud creak before making her way in. The entrance smelled of mothballs, sure, the place must’ve been old, but again, she didn’t mind. Any questions were overshadowed by her excitement at finally owning her own place. She didn’t have to crash at a friend’s place while she saved up for a home. This would be her home from now on. 

As she made her way through the corridor, she ran into an older woman, whose eyes scanned her up and down.

“I don’t believe I’ve met you?” She enquired with an eyebrow raised quizzically. “Are you a new tenant?” 

Senna offered a friendly smile after repositioning her hold on the heavy boxes she was carrying and tilted her head to the side, around the box. “Yes, I am. I’m Senna.” She spoke brightly. “Moving into apartment 204 today.”

The old woman’s face changed in an instant; her previous curious expression shifted to that of concern. She clutched at her soft, floral housecoat. “Room 204, oh dear,” she repeated to herself. “Are you sure? Did no one tell you about that room?”

“What about that room?” Senna couldn’t help but ask.

The older woman glanced around, as though looking to make sure no one was around before stepping in close, a hand to her mouth in a hushed tone. “Honey...no one who moves into that apartment stays for longer than a month.”

Senna couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “Why? Is there something wrong with the apartment?” She matched the old woman’s volume, speaking in a whisper.

“Isn’t it obvious? They say the place is haunted.”

“Haunted?” Senna repeated. There was something about this that flickered a strange feeling of excitement within her.

“Yes,” the old woman confirmed. “Strange sounds come from that apartment; people have heard and seen ghosts in there. It’s no wonder people leave...if you ever feel unsafe, please come to me; you can stay overnight.” She told her with sincerity, her face softened. “My name is Maud, at apartment 108.”

“Okay...thank you for letting me know, Maud,” Senna replied.

The conversation was short-lived. Senna went into the elevator as the thoughts rattled through her mind. Excitement flickered in her eyes.

Ghost in her apartment. She had read stories about them, but she hadn’t thought they would be real.

The elevator doors closed with a soft thud, and Senna’s heart raced as the old machinery carried her upward. A strange warmth spread through her body, different from anything she’d felt before. Her breathing quickened, and she shifted the box in her arms, suddenly aware of a tingling sensation that traveled from her chest down to her stomach and to her now-aching core.

“That’s... unexpected,” she whispered to herself, pressing her thighs together as the elevator lurched slowly upward, trying to ignore the sensation. 
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