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      “Airlifted?” Jenny asked, still on her hospital bed. Mia shook her head the noise of the television had her attention, but she was zoned out. The sudden voice snapped her out of it. “Who was airlifted?” Jenny asked again.

      Mia thought about it. “Tamara and Charlie,” she said. Jenny looked at her. “The crazy one lived?” she asked, and Mia nodded. “Yeah. I guess they found him, but he was, well,” she paused and tried to think of how to say it. “Insane. Raving about the ghosts, and he attacked three nurses. I heard him screaming before they knocked him out. They took him away,” Mia replied.

      Jenny was impressed he made it out with his life, she was glad that no one would believe him either. This was one story that needed to disappear. She did her best not to think about the reality she had to live with now, maybe forever, and wondered how she hadn’t lost her mind in the process. Who knew, maybe there were different kinds of insanity, and she had one of them.

      The intense pain brought her back to the now, and she took a shallow breath to try and control the pain. “You okay?” Mia asked, and she just nodded.

      “Is it really over?” Jenny asked. “I think so, everything feels right, doesn’t it?” Mia asked, and Jenny shrugged. It was three in the morning, and she was in a hospital room with wounds from a ghost that she hoped to kill for the second and last time. Was kill the right word? Banish maybe. It was hard to be sure of anything anymore.

      “Yeah, I think you’re right. I think it’s over,” she replied, and there was nothing more that needed to be said. Jenny didn’t want to sleep. Those dreams were sure to take her back to that damn forest, but the morphine drip made it hard to do much else.

      “Don’t worry. I’m not going anywhere. Get some rest,” Mia said and held her hand. “Okay, don’t you dare be gone when I wake up,” she said and tried to smile. It felt like she managed to do it before she closed her eyes. Despite being afraid of whatever nightmares sleep would bring, the warmth of Mia’s hand helped keep it away. Even still, just before she fell asleep, she could have sworn she heard that dreadful scream of a bear in the distance, a fading echo.

      Mia looked out the window. This small town was nice and all, but she knew too much. The secrets, the blood. All of it was just too much. She couldn’t wait to leave this place behind, and if it were up to her, never come back.

      She was sure due to the ghost situation Jenny would want to come back, just to visit Matt. She didn’t want to think about it. The dead were supposed to be dead. There shouldn’t be a place where they were trapped.

      The idea of all of it, the whole weight of the horror was getting to her. Without realizing it, Mia had an iron grip on Jenny’s hand and forced herself to let go. “I hate this place,” she said without even thinking about it. It had taken so much.

      She leaned back into the chair, took a breath while turning off the TV. She half expected to see the face of that damned bear on the screen as it went black, but there was nothing. She shut her eyes and did her best not to think about the past. She had to let it go, and now was a good time to start that process.
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      Tamara lay on the operating table. The team saw it, but they couldn’t believe it. Wild animal attacks were rare, but they were the closest hospital that could handle it. “Jesus, how does anyone live through that? You can see her spine,” a nurse said and, while not grossed out by the wounds, still managed to be shocked.

      “This is what bears do. This idiot must have attempted a selfie with one, and it attacked. It doesn’t matter let’s just close this mess up before she dies,” the doctor replied and got over the vicious nature of the wounds.

      “Her vitals are stable. I mean, I see the damage, but look at the monitors; it’s almost as if she’s sleeping. I don’t get it,” another nurse said as she started to double check the machines to make sure they were all normal.

      “Ladies, it’s late, and this one ruined a slow night. Let’s just take the win and finish this before something else goes wrong,” he replied through his surgical mask and got to work. The wounds were dry, as if whatever had cut through her had drained the moisture from her body.

      It didn’t make sense, but neither did random bear attacks this late in the year. The flesh felt like it was leather, dead. The team worked for hours. Each long, jagged wound carefully bound together one at a time.

      Hours later, the grim work was finished, the team was exhausted but also a little weirded out. “What kind of patient doesn’t bleed? I mean, not even a little?” she asked, and the surgeon didn’t know the answer. “Listen, if you want to worry about it, fine, but do it after you finish up and get her into a recovery room. Let’s just put this one behind us and not think about it too much. I’m tired, so are you. We can worry about it later,” he said and backed off.

      The two nurses looked at one another. “Sure,” the one on the left said. The surgeon was happy to leave the operating room. It was a simple job, but it just didn’t feel right. It was like working with calluses on the bottom of a foot rather than normal skin. He pushed it out of his mind as the gloves and operation gear came off.

      As he washed his hands, he glanced up through the window and swore that just for a second Tamara’s eyes were open, and they were solid green. He blinked, and they were closed as before. “What the hell?” he asked, but by the time he did, they were closed. It had been a long day. He was tired and delirious, too.

      The two in the room with her looked back at him. He gave the thumbs up with a weak smile, then he walked out of the room and back to his office the paperwork could wait for now. Still, those green eyes. He couldn’t get them out of his head.

      The surgeon sat down in his chair and leaned back. He had questions and the small town hospital hadn’t answered any of them. His hand reached for his phone when it rang. He wasn’t sure if he was psychic, or it was just a random act of the universe. He answered it. The phone number was unlisted, but that was common in his line of work.

      “Hello?” he asked.

      “Did the girl who was attacked by the bear live?” the voice on the other end asked. “Yeah, who is this?” he asked, confused at the aggressive tone of voice. “Listen, my name is Henry. Once the woman is stable, you need to ship her back here as soon as you can and, for God’s sakes, keep her sedated,” he said.

      “How the hell did you get this number, who are you?” the surgeon asked the sudden urgency of the other voice snapped him back to attention. “I told you, my name. That woman is, I’m telling you she’s possessed. No messing around. The minute she wakes up, you and anyone there is in for a bad time. If you can get her back here, we can take care of her,” Henry said, his normally deep voice sounded afraid.

      “I don’t know if this is some backwoods racism thing or what, but she’s injured, and for all I know, you’re the ones who did this,” he paused. “On the other hand, this has been a weird case. I’ve never seen one quite like it,” he said.

      Dismissing the bloodless wounds and the flash of green eyes was hard to do. “Okay, tell me more,” he said. “It’s an insane story. Not so insane if you believe in evil. I’m sure you’ve heard of Bayok?” Henry asked.

      “No,” he replied, “it doesn’t register.” There was a small, frustrated sigh on the other end. “Okay, long story short. That woman is possessed by a psychotic ghost of a bear. We’re sure of it. I know, insane, but you had to notice something wasn’t right, right? I mean, I know you’re not stupid, think about it,” Henry said.

      “I don’t know about your story, but I do know something’s not right with that one. The pain she’ll be in will be extreme, so I’ll keep her sedated for as long as I can. Listen, someone will come for her, and after that, it’s all out of my hands. We have records she was here, so if she goes missing from a hospital room, there are going to be questions,” Bill replied against his better judgment.

      “That’s all I can ask I’ll send a driver up as soon as I can,” he replied, then the line went dead. The doctor put the phone down and stared into the black screen. “What am I doing, this is insane. A ghost of a bear, really?” he asked himself, but in the past few hours, his life had taken a left hand turn into the strange, and the story of a possessed woman wasn’t so hard to believe.

      One way or another it would be out of his hands. He opened up a drawer and pulled out a flask of whiskey, opened it and took a small swig, it didn’t help. All he wanted to do now was go home. He put the flask away, stood up. He got three steps toward the door when it opened.

      The man jumped back a little. “Tracy, don’t you know how to knock?” he asked, then calmed down. She rolled her eyes. “We need you in the recovery room. She’s waking up,” Tracy replied with a worried look on her face.

      They both knew this was impossible. No one recovered that fast. “If she wakes up now, it’s going to be torture. We can’t let her wake up,” he replied. Tracy wasn’t sure what he meant by can’t. She didn’t ask and the two of them ran back to the recovery room.
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      Tamara lay there in her gown, her vitals were on a steady rise. “What the hell, who messed up the dose?” he asked as he walked into the room.

      “No one, it’s exactly as it should be,” Tracy replied and didn’t know what to do. “Well, turn it up,” he said, and the obvious fear in his voice made Tracy do a double take. “She can’t take more, she’ll die, and—” Tracy was cut off, he pushed her out of the way and turned up the pump as high as it could go.

      Tamara’s vitals began to slow down a few seconds later. “What the hell, Bill, you’re going to get us both thrown in jail,” Tracy replied, and he didn’t believe it.

      “I think we’re in over our heads with this one,” he replied. She’d known Bill to be grounded and sane, still he sounded afraid now. “What aren’t you telling me?” she asked, and Bill moved forward. He pulled the gown to the side and looked at the wounds.

      “Nothing you can’t see for yourself, come here,” he replied. Tracy looked at the four wounds. They didn’t look near as bad as they had before, that surprised them both. “I got a call. They told me this woman is cursed, possessed maybe. We need to keep her under as long as we can,” Bill said and pulled the cloth back. He didn’t feel good.

      Tracy was at a loss with this situation. “Ghosts, curses?” she asked. “Is it worth the risk to ignore it?” Bill asked, and she looked at the body again. She didn’t look evil, just asleep.

      “Well, if she dies, let it be known that I didn’t agree with keeping her at such a high dose,” Tracy said and walked out. The truth, leaving felt good. All of this paranoid behavior gave her the creeps, too.

      Bill walked out behind her and closed the door. “I’m going home,” he said. Tracy turned to talk to him, but he was already gone. “Great,” Tracy didn’t know what she was supposed to do about the situation, but it was almost time for rounds. They would keep her distracted. Save for the random airlift animal attack, it was a quiet morning.

      The sun hadn’t even risen yet, and Bill was already on his way home. Ten years on the job, and she figured you just made your own schedules. The thoughts raced through her mind, everything from what she’d seen in the room to what she was going to do ten minutes from now. She made her way to the break room and sat down.

      She was alone, her feet hurt, and after her last morning rounds, she was going home. The insane story Bill told, possession? That didn’t make any sense. The more she thought about it, the less logical it seemed. Sure, the patient was waking up, and that was, in theory, impossible.

      Bill had lost his goddamn mind and—her thoughts stopped. Footsteps started racing towards the room. Someone was running. She tensed up, imagined the patient breaking through the door. The fast footsteps didn’t stop.

      Tracy held her breath as whoever it was stopped at the door. Maybe they were trying to think of words to say. Then the doorknob turned, and someone walked through. Tracy jumped at the other nurse’s arrival.

      “Tracy, the bear victim, I don’t understand it, she’s, I was in checking on her, the vitals were weird and—” Tracy stopped her. “Breathe, think, use your words, Anna,” she replied. She stopped. “The wounds are gone,” Anna replied. “I mean it, all gone. Scars, stitches, everything. If she wakes up, we’ve got no reason to hold her,” Anna replied.

      “Well, I’m convinced something’s not right. Bill was talking nonsense, possession, something. He might need a psych eval, too. I’m not in charge, call Neil, it’s his call,” Tracy said. Anna looked nervous. “You know what he’ll say,” Anna replied. Tracy rolled her eyes. “Fine, forget him. We’ll handle it,” she replied and stood up.

      “Ten bucks says by the time we get back there she’s gone,” Anna said. “Oh, shut the hell up, will you?” Tracy replied.

      The two of them made their way back down the hall. Anna was ahead of her, doing her best to not act scared anymore. Tracy knew better.
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      They got to the recovery room, and the lights were off. Even the monitors were dark. The viewing window, black. They stopped a few feet before the door. “She’s in there,” Anna said. “I can see those eyes,” she said. Tracy looked, but saw nothing.

      “We have to go in there, we need to check,” Tracy replied. “No, no, we can’t. I have a bad feeling about all of this. You need, I just,” Anna was losing her words to panic, staring into the black. “Are you going to be okay?” Tracy asked. Anna’s fear started to infect her, too.

      “No, damn it. This is insane. Call security. We shouldn’t go in there. Please we can’t open that door, don’t you feel that?” Anna said and took a step back. Tracy didn’t feel anything. The dark room was creepy, but for all she knew, there was nothing else in there anymore and it was out here with them. If Anna called security, chances were high that she’d be a blubbering mess.

      Tracy walked to the phone, picked it up, and dialed the number. “Yeah, something strange is going on in room one eighty-eight, could you send a couple of people up here? Bring flashlights, it’s dark inside,” Tracy said, then nodded. “Okay, thanks,” she said and hung up the phone.

      “They’ll be here soon,” Tracy said. Anna hadn’t moved from her spot. “I don’t want to be here. Can’t you feel it? It feels so cold,” she said. Tracy looked at Anna’s arm, and she was shivering. Her left hand clutched the cross that hung on her neck.

      “Come on, you don’t need to be here. The sun will be up soon, and we can both just go home,” she said. Anna didn’t understand why she felt so terrible. It was as if something had a hold on her soul.

      “I can’t stay here,” Anna replied. Tracy wasn’t sure if Anna heard anything she had said or not. Tracy grabbed her by the arm and started to lead her away when a hand slapped against the glass, then it slid down with a familiar slow squeal.

      Anna jumped, and Tracy didn’t, but it took everything she had not to. Then footsteps behind them. Two large men in white with nametags moved down the hall Tracy read their names. “In there, be careful, she’s inside,” Tracy said. “Stand back, we’ll take care of this,” Ron said. Tracy didn’t know Ron or anyone on security. She’d never had to call them before.

      Ron and the other moved to the door. Ron knocked on it. “Miss, I’m going to need you to turn the light on and move to the back of the room,” Ron said, the other man looked annoyed, everyone was tired. For a couple of seconds, nothing. Then a distinct tapping came from the other side of the wooden door.

      Everyone on the other side was tense, the air was heavy and cold. “Ted, get away from the door, this isn’t right,” Tracy said as the chills crawled up her spine. Anna took a step back, she was ready to run as her muscles tensed up from some unknown terror on the other side, in the dark.

      “I’m sure it looks worse than it is. Stand back and let us do our job,” Ted replied and put his hand on the doorknob. “We read the file on the way down, this isn’t a big deal, we got this,” Ron said, “sure, the situation is a little weird but hey, things get weird once and awhile, right?” he replied, took a breath to calm his nerves in the situation.

      Ted had enough. He took a deep breath and started to turn the silver knob when a force far greater than anything he expected pulled the door open, and him into the dark with it. Ted let go and tried to run but a hand caught him by the back of the neck as he spun around. Then it pulled him into the black. The door slammed shut.

      Ted was screaming from the other side, words muffled through the glass and the wall. The door shook violently, then with one last rattle, dead silence. Blood seeped under the doorframe and into the carpet.

      Ron, horrified, jumped away from the door. “What the hell, what the—” he was cut off. “We need to call the cops, now,” Tracy said, staving off the panic inside the best she could. “What the hell,” Ron repeated himself, all the blood had drained from his face as he stared at the dark and expanding stain in the carpet.

      “Cops, now,” Tracy yelled. Anna couldn’t take it anymore. She turned and ran down the hall without a word. Ron backed farther away and pulled out his phone he unlocked it. “What the hell?” he asked again. Tracy knew that Ron wouldn’t be the best one to talk to the cops right now she took the phone and called 911.
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