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    To the brave readers who love wandering past abandoned houses, uncovering hidden rooms, and listening for whispers in the dark after midnight.
To every curious imagination that has ever wondered what secrets might still live inside the last house at the end of the street.
This book is dedicated to those who understand that courage is not about never feeling afraid—but about stepping forward even when the shadows are waiting beyond the door.
May Sophie and Lucas's journey remind you that friendship, hope, and bravery can shine brighter than even the deepest darkness hidden inside the Hollow House.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some houses are empty.
Some houses are haunted.
And some houses are waiting for someone lonely enough to open the door."
— From the forgotten warnings of Willow Lane
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Chapter 1 — The Empty House on Willow Lane
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Rain fell softly over Graywick the day Sophie Bennett arrived.

The small town looked almost colorless beneath the cloudy afternoon sky. Rows of old houses lined narrow streets while dead autumn leaves skittered across sidewalks in the cold wind. Everything felt quiet in a strange way, like the town was holding its breath.

Sophie pressed her forehead against the car window and watched rainwater race down the glass.

Graywick already felt different from the city they left behind.

Smaller.

Older.

Lonelier.

Her older brother Ethan sat beside her in the back seat wearing headphones and pretending not to notice anything around him.

Which was normal.

Ever since their father died eight months earlier, Ethan barely spoke anymore unless somebody forced him to.

Their mother tightened both hands on the steering wheel while following the GPS through winding roads.

“We’re almost there,” she said softly.

Nobody answered.

Silence had become common in the Bennett family lately.

Not angry silence.

Sad silence.

The kind that settled quietly into rooms and stayed there.

Sophie glanced down at the cardboard box resting in her lap. Inside sat the last photograph taken of her father before he got sick.

He stood beside the lake near their old apartment smiling while wind blew through his dark hair.

Healthy.

Alive.

Normal.

Sophie quickly looked away before tears could start again.

She hated crying in front of Ethan.

He always looked uncomfortable afterward, like he wanted to help but didn’t know how.

The car turned onto a narrow road lined with tall dead trees.

A faded green sign stood crookedly beside the street:
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WILLOW LANE
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Their mother smiled weakly.

“This is us.”

Sophie looked up.

The road stretched longer than the others they’d passed through town.

Older houses sat quietly behind overgrown hedges while rusted mailboxes leaned sideways near cracked sidewalks.

Most of the homes looked normal enough.

Until Sophie saw the last house at the very end of the street.

And immediately forgot how to breathe for a second.

The abandoned house towered over Willow Lane like something out of a nightmare.

Dark wood covered the outside walls beneath a steep roof lined with broken shingles. Dead vines crawled across cracked windows while huge leafless trees twisted overhead like skeletal hands.

A rusted iron fence surrounded the property.

And every upstairs window looked completely black.

Sophie stared.

“That house is creepy.”

Ethan finally glanced up from his phone.

Then frowned slightly.

“Whoa.”

Their mother slowed the car near a smaller blue house directly across the street from the abandoned property.

“Well,” she said carefully, “that’s... dramatic.”

Sophie couldn’t stop staring at the old house.

Something about it felt wrong immediately.

Not just old.

Empty.

Like nobody had lived there for a very long time.

And yet—

The upstairs windows somehow looked watchful.

Thunder rumbled softly overhead.

The dead trees surrounding the house creaked in the wind.

Sophie lowered her voice slightly.

“Who lives there?”

Their mother parked the car.

“I don’t think anyone does.”

“That somehow makes it worse,” Ethan muttered.

The abandoned house sat at the very end of Willow Lane where the road simply stopped.

Nothing stood behind it except woods and darkness stretching beyond Graywick.

Rain tapped steadily against the windshield.

Sophie shivered.

Then she noticed something strange.

One upstairs curtain moved slightly.

Just a tiny movement.

Like somebody stepped away from the window.

Her pulse quickened.

“Mom.”

“What?”

“I think somebody’s inside.”

Both Ethan and their mother looked toward the house.

The upstairs windows remained dark and motionless.

Empty.

Their mother sighed softly.

“Probably the wind.”

Maybe.

But Sophie wasn’t completely sure.
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THEIR NEW HOUSE SMELLED like dust, cardboard, and fresh paint.

Compared to the abandoned mansion across the street, the little blue house looked warm and normal.

Mostly.

The floors creaked loudly.

The kitchen faucet leaked.

And the upstairs hallway lights flickered occasionally.

Still, it felt better than the tiny apartment they’d stayed in after leaving the city.

At least this place had a yard.

Even if the grass was mostly dead.

By evening, half the living room filled with unpacked boxes while rain continued falling outside.

Ethan carried another box upstairs without speaking.

Their mother worked quietly in the kitchen unpacking plates.

Sophie wandered toward the front window automatically.

The abandoned house stood across Willow Lane beneath gathering darkness.

Even now, she couldn’t stop staring at it.

The place felt wrong in ways she couldn’t explain.

The dead trees surrounding it bent strangely in the wind.

And every upstairs window remained black.

Like empty eyes.

“You’re staring again.”

Sophie jumped slightly.

Ethan stood behind her holding a box labeled BOOKS.

“That house gives serial killer vibes,” he added.

Sophie snorted softly.

“That’s oddly specific.”

“I watch documentaries.”

Thunder rolled above Graywick.

Sophie lowered her voice.

“Do you think somebody actually lives there?”

Ethan glanced toward the mansion.

“No lights.”

“No cars.”

“No movement.”

He shrugged.

“Probably abandoned.”

Then he paused.

“Still creepy though.”

Very creepy.

The front doorbell suddenly rang.

Everyone jumped.

Their mother appeared from the kitchen wiping her hands.

“I’ll get it.”

Sophie remained near the front window while rain streaked the glass outside.

The abandoned house looked darker now beneath the stormy sky.

Then she noticed something else.

A swing hanging from one dead tree branch near the fence.

The swing moved slowly back and forth by itself.

Creeeak.

Creeeak.

Even though the wind had stopped.

Cold prickled across Sophie’s arms.

A moment later, voices echoed from the front hallway.

Their mother laughed softly.

“That’s very kind of you.”

Sophie turned.

Three kids stood inside the doorway holding a plate covered with foil.

Two boys and one girl.

Probably around Sophie’s age.

The tallest boy wore a gray hoodie and freckles across his nose. Beside him stood a smaller girl with curly dark hair and rain boots covered in mud.

“Hi,” the girl said awkwardly.

Their mother smiled warmly.

“These are the neighbors from down the street.”

The tall boy lifted the plate slightly.

“My mom made cookies.”

Sophie stepped
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