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Goth Big Step
Sisters Protect

Me From Ghosts

Introduction: When
Shadows Have Shadows

There is a peculiar silence that falls over a
house at three in the morning. It is not the
peaceful  quiet  of  a  sleeping  home,  but
something  heavier,  something  that
presses against the eardrums until every
creak  and  groan  sounds  like  a  whisper
from another world. For most people, this
is merely an unsettling thought—a fleeting
fear dismissed with a rational explanation.
For  me,  it  was  a  weekly  occurrence,  a
terror  that  l ived  under  my  bed  and
breathed cold air down my neck. That is,
until  my  world  collided  with  a  pair  of
raven-haired,  silver-studded  guardian
angels. The premise sounds like a strange
indie  film or  a  niche  webcomic:  Goth Big
Step Sisters Protect Me From Ghosts.



But for  me, it  became a surprising,  and
surprisingly  effective,  reality  of
supernatural  defense and unlikely  family
bonding.

The Arrival of the
Darkness

When my father remarried, I was prepared
for the typical adjustments: a new house, a
new  school,  and  a  new  mother  figure.
What  I  was  not  prepared  for  was  the
immediate  infiltration  of  a  specific
subculture.  My new stepmother had two
daughters from a previous marriage, and
they arrived with a cloud of black eyeliner,
band t-shirts,  and an aura of  deliberate,
dramatic gloom. They were older than me
by  a  few  years,  and  their  names  were
Raven and Morticia—names that seemed
chosen by destiny itself for their perfectly
morbid aesthetic.

I will admit, my first impression was one of
i n t i m i d a t i o n .  T h e y  s e e m e d  t o
communicate in a language of sighs and
eye rolls, and their room was a sanctuary
of black candles, occult posters, and a very
suspicious  looking  book  that  I  was
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convinced was a spell tome (it was actually
a very elaborate art  journal).  I  assumed
they would ignore me, or worse, torment
me with all the creative cruelty that only
older  siblings  can  muster.  I  was  not
entirely  wrong  on  the  first  part,  but  the
torments they had in mind were not of this
world.

The Unseen Guests of
the Victorian

Our  new  home  was  a  fixer-upper,  a
sprawling  Victorian  house  with  creaking
floorboards  and  a  history  that  the  realtor
conveniently  failed  to  mention.  The
previous  owner  had  been  an  eccentric
collector  of  antique  dolls  and  mourning
jewelry—a detail that should have been a
massive  red  flag.  Within  the  first  week,  I
started experiencing the phenomena that
would become my nightly nightmare.

It began with small things: objects moving
in  my  peripheral  vision,  the  feeling  of
being  watched  in  the  shower,  and  a
persistent draft in my room that seemed to
come  from  inside  the  walls.  Then,  the
touches  started.  A  cold  hand  on  my



shoulder when I was alone. A whisper of
my  name  in  my  mother's  voice,  even
though  she  had  passed  years  ago.  The
worst was the figure—a shadowy, hunched
presence that would stand at the foot of
my bed, watching me with a hunger that
was  not  for  food.  I  was  terrified,  sleeping
with the lights on, my grades slipping, and
my nerves frayed to breaking point.

An Unlikely Alliance

My  new  family  noticed  my  decline.  My
stepmother  offered  warm  milk  and
reassurances. My father suggested a sleep
study.  But  Raven  and  Morticia  saw
something  else.  One  evening,  after  a
particularly  violent  episode  where  a
framed  picture  literally  flew  off  my  wall,
the  two  Goth  gir ls  appeared  in  my
doorway,  their  expressions  unreadable
behind  their  heavy  eyeliner.

“You have a visitor,” Raven said, her voice
flat. “A very rude one.”

“He’s  been  feeding  off  your  fear,  you
know,” Morticia added, stepping into my
room. She didn’t walk so much as glide,
her  long  black  skirt  sweeping  the  floor.
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“You’re  like  a  psychic  buffet  for  him.  You
have to stop being so tasty.”

My  relief  was  immediately  replaced  by
confusion. They were taking this seriously.
They  were  not  mocking  me.  They  were
diagnosing  the  problem.  It  was  in  that
moment that the central truth of my life
became  clear:  Goth  Big  Step  Sisters
Protect  Me  From  Ghosts  was  not  a
weird fantasy; it was my new reality. They
had been dealing with the paranormal all
their  lives,  having grown up in  a  house
that  was,  by  their  description,  “a  major
hub for ectoplasmic activity.”

The Tools of the Trade

I quickly learned that my step-sisters were
not  just  a  stylistic  choice;  they  were  a
highly  specialized  team  of  paranormal
defense experts. Their “witchy” aesthetic
was, in fact, a practical uniform for dealing
with spectral entities. The elaborate silver
jewelry  they  wore  was  not  just  for
decoration;  it  was  polished  with  specific
herbs and salt washes to act as repellents.
Their black clothing was chosen because
many spirits, they explained, are drawn to
bright colors and emotional energy. They



were chameleons of the dark, blending in
with the very shadows that haunted me.

Their  methods  were  unorthodox  but
effective.  Here  is  a  glimpse  into  their
ghost-busting  protocol:

Salt Circles: Not just for slugs. A
ring of sea salt around my bed was
my first line of defense. It created a
barrier that the spirit could not cross
without expending significant
energy.
Sound Cleansing: They used a
specific frequency of music—mostly
low, droning industrial tracks that
sounded like a dying engine. It was
not pleasant to listen to, but it was
deeply irritating to spirits.
Psychic Shielding: Morticia taught
me a simple visualization technique.
I had to imagine a black mirror
around myself, reflecting all
negative energy back to its source. It
was like learning to build a mental
fort.
Banishment via Boredom: The
most surprising tactic. They would
sit in my room and have extremely
boring conversations about taxes
and lawn care. Spirits, Raven
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claimed, thrive on drama and fear.
Boredom was their kryptonite.

A Nightly Routine of Dark
Protection

The dynamic of our house shifted. Dinner
conversations, once awkward, turned into
tactical  briefings.  “How  was  the  presence
today?” “Did you feel the cold spot shift?”
“Did  you  remember  to  recharge  your
obsidian?” We became a family united by
a common, invisible enemy.

Every  night  before  bed,  my  step-sisters
would perform a ritual. They would check
the salt lines, burn a specific blend of sage
and  lavender  (they  called  it  “Goth-ass
incense”), and then sit with me for exactly
fifteen minutes.  They would  tell  me about
the  history  of  the  house,  the  lore  of
different ghosts, and the best ways to piss
off a poltergeist (apparently, ignoring them
is the ultimate insult).  This was my new
bedtime story, and it was far better than
any fairy tale.

The ghost,  a  grumpy Victorian-era  tailor
named  Mr.  Grimshaw  according  to  my
sisters’ research, was not happy with this



new arrangement. He would try to rattle
my windows or make the lights flicker. But
my  step-sisters  were  relentless.  Raven
would yell at the empty air, “Grimshaw, we
are trying to watch a movie! Knock it off or
I  will  sage  your  entire  timeline!”  And
incredibly, the rattling would stop.

The Turning of the Tide

The true test came on the night of a full
moon. Mr. Grimshaw, emboldened by the
lunar  energy,  decided  to  make  a  final
stand.  The  temperature  in  my  room
dropped to freezing. My breath misted in
the  air.  The  shadow  figure  materialized,
but this time, it was not a silent watcher. It
spoke, a sound like gravel being ground in
a wooden box. “Leave this house.”

Before I could scream, my door flew open.
Raven  and  Morticia  stood  there,  not  in
their  usual  PJs  (which  were,  predictably,
black silk), but fully armed. Raven held a
device that looked like a cross between a
taser  and  a  sonic  screwdriver.  Morticia
carried a bag of salt the size of a bowling
ball,  a  look  of  fierce  determination  on  her
pale face.
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“You  do  not  touch  our  little  brother,”
Raven said,  her voice low and powerful.
“He is under our protection.”

What  followed  was  not  a  Hollywood  fight
scene with flying furniture.  It  was a battle
of wills. The two Goth girls stood on either
side  of  me,  chanting  a  low,  resonant
phrase in a language I did not recognize.
They were  grounding me,  anchoring  my
energy  to  the  room.  The  shadow  figure
swirled  and  shrieked,  but  it  was  being
pushed back,  compressed,  weakened by
their  combined  force  of  will  and  their
unwavering, darkly loving protection.

The Aftermath and the
New Normal

Mr.  Grimshaw  did  not  vanish.  He  was
contained.  Morticia  found  an  old  sewing
box in the attic, which she claimed was his
“focal  object.” They sealed the box with
iron chains and buried it in the backyard,
far from the house. The haunting stopped.
The house became quiet, peaceful even, in
a  way that  it  had never  been since we
moved in.

The  experience  changed  our  family



dynamic forever.  I  no longer saw Raven
and Morticia  as  scary  or  strange.  I  saw
them as my protectors, my sisters in all
but blood who wear a uniform of black and
a  constitut ion  of  steel .  I  began  to
appreciate the philosophy behind the Goth
subculture. It is not about glorifying death;
it is about acknowledging the darkness so
that it cannot take you by surprise. It is
about  finding  beauty  and  strength  in  the
shadows,  and  using  that  knowledge  to
protect the light.

Why This Works:
Analyzing the Principle

On the surface, the idea of Goth Big Step
Sisters  Protect  Me  From  Ghosts
sounds  like  a  comedic  trope.  But  upon
reflection,  there  is  a  profound  truth  to  it.
Goth  culture,  at  its  heart,  is  deeply
pragmatic about the supernatural. It does
not shy away from the macabre; it studies
it, understands it, and often, likes to dress
like  it.  This  fearlessness  is  a  powerful
weapon  against  entities  that  feed  on
terror.

Fear as Fuel: Spirits, in most1.
paranormal theories, are energized
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by emotional resonance, particularly
fear. A typical person is a battery of
delicious terror. A seasoned Goth,
however, is a brick wall. They have
seen the monster, and they think its
fashion sense is tacky.
Knowledge is Power: My step-2.
sisters had read more books on the
occult, folklore, and demonology
than any priest or paranormal
investigator. They knew the history,
the rules, and the loopholes. They
were prepared because they were
interested.
Aesthetic Defense: The dark3.
clothing, the silver, the *look* of
being unapproachable is a powerful
deterrent. It signals to a spirit that
you are not an easy target. You are
not prey. You are a peer, or perhaps
a superior.
Found Family Strength: The bond4.
that formed out of necessity became
a source of incredible resilience. We
were not just a blended family; we
were a coven of mutual protection.
We had each other’s backs against a
world that was literally more than it
seemed.



Living Under the
Protection of the Dark

Life is  different now. I  have my own black
t-shirts. I have a small collection of crystals
on  my  desk—not  for  fashion,  but  for
function. I learned to see the beauty in the
gloom and the safety in the shadows. The
fear  that  once  paralyzed  me  is  gone,
replaced by a sense of  empowerment.  I
know that  if  I  ever  feel  that  cold  touch
again, I have two of the most terrifyingly
capable guardians a person could ask for.

People  at  school  still  find  my  family  odd.
They see two pale, pierced, black-clad girls
waiting  for  me  after  class,  and  they
whisper. Some kids make jokes. But they
do not know that these girls can exorcise a
spiteful spirit with a library book and a bag
of salt. They do not know that they are the
bravest people I have ever met.

Conclusion: The Bond
That Binds the Shadows

The saying goes that you cannot choose
your family. But sometimes, the family you
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receive is exactly the one you need. I did
not choose to have Goth big step sisters. I
did not choose to live in a haunted house.
But  the  convergence of  these  two facts
created something incredible: a shield of
sisterhood woven from black thread and
silver  chains.  My  step-sisters  taught  me
that  the  dark  is  not  something  to  be
feared,  but  something  to  be  navigated,
understood,  and  sometimes,  befriended.
They protect me not just from the ghosts
in my room, but from the lingering terror
that lives in the corners of my own mind.
They are the guardians of my peace, and
they look amazing doing it. In the end, the
most  effective  protection  against  the
darkness is not a cross or a crystal—it is
the unwavering love of  someone who is
not afraid of the night.


