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For the ones who hear whispers when everyone else hears silence. 
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CHAPTER 1 — THE ARRIVAL 
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The road to Blackthorn County stretched endlessly, cutting through miles of forgotten  forest where the trees grew too close, too twisted, their branches sagging like tired  arms. The deeper they drove, the darker the sky became, as though the sun was sinking  away from this place on purpose. 

Aria sat in the backseat with her headphones on, but she couldn’t focus on the music.  Not when her stomach felt like it was tied in knots. Not when every instinct she had  whispered that something waited at the end of the road. Something old. And awake. 

Her mother turned slightly in her seat. 

“Almost there, honey. A new start. A calmer life. Fresh air.”

Aria forced a smile she didn’t feel. 

Her father cleared his throat. 

“It’ll be good for us. Better than the city. Quieter.” 

Quieter. 

Aria wasn’t sure that was what she wanted. Quiet felt dangerous somehow. Like  silence wasn’t empty here—like it was listening. 

Liam, her nine-year-old brother, pressed his face to the window. 

“Whoa... is that it?” 

Aria leaned forward. 

The mansion emerged through the thinning fog like a dark mountain of stone and  shadows. 

Tall. 

Colorless. 

Heavy with time. 

Its silhouette clawed at the grey sky—sharp towers, narrow windows, and a roof so  steep it looked like spires. Most of the windows were blackened, reflecting no light, as if  the inside was deeper than darkness itself. 

The house didn’t look abandoned. 

It looked expectant. 

Their father forced cheer into his voice. 

“Home sweet home.” 

But the words didn’t fit here. 

The gravel crunched under the tires as the car stopped. The air felt colder instantly, like  stepping into a cellar. As Aria got out, a shiver ran down her spine like a warning finger. 

The front door swung open. 

No one had touched it. 

Her mother laughed weakly. 

“Old hinges. Settling.” 

But the door hadn’t creaked like something settling. 

It had opened smoothly. Too smoothly.

As if something inside had been waiting for them. 

INSIDE 

The moment they stepped over the threshold, a strange heaviness filled the air. Dust  swirled, disturbed by their presence—yet the house didn’t smell abandoned. It  smelled... stale. Like breath that had been held too long. 

The entry hall towered above them, a chandelier hanging like frozen crystal teeth. The  walls were lined with portraits—all of them covered in sheets. The staircase curved  upward, disappearing into shadows the light couldn’t reach. 

Liam tugged Aria’s sleeve. 

“It feels weird,” he whispered. 

She swallowed. 

“A little.” 

A floorboard creaked upstairs. 

Then another. 

Her father froze. 

“Probably the wood... adjusting. Or animals.” 

But the steps had been too measured. 

Too slow. 

Like footsteps. 

Aria’s heart thudded as she looked up the staircase. 

Nothing. 

Just shadows. 

Yet she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was standing at the top—just out of  sight—watching them arrive.

THE FIRST WHISPER 

Later, after boxes were dropped off and the sun began to die behind the trees, Aria  wandered upstairs. The hallway stretched long and suffocating, lined with old  wallpaper that peeled like shedding skin. 

She paused in the center. 

Something felt... off. 

A draft brushed her neck. 

Cold. 

Sharp. 

She turned. 

At the end of the hallway... a door. 

One she didn’t remember seeing when they arrived. 

It was narrow. 

Blackened. 

The wood seemed to swallow the light. 

Aria stepped closer. 

A faint sound drifted through the door. 

Barely there. 

A whisper wrapped in breathing. 

“...Aria...” 

Her blood went cold. 

She stepped back—fast—heart hammering as she stared at the door. The whisper grew a fraction louder. 

“...come... see...” 

Aria turned and ran down the hallway toward her room, slamming the door shut behind  her. 

She pressed her back against the wood, breathing hard. 

The whisper stopped.

But another sound took its place. 

A slow, dragging scrape... 

coming from the hallway. 

Getting closer. 

Aria pressed her hand over her mouth. 

She didn’t dare move. 

The scrape stopped right outside her door. 

Silence. 

Too deep. 

Too heavy. 

Then a soft tap. 

Once. 

Twice. 

Like a finger gently knocking. 

Her phone buzzed on the bed and she nearly screamed. She grabbed it with shaking  hands. 

It was a text. 

From an unknown number. 

DON’T OPEN THAT DOOR. 

Aria’s entire body froze. 

There was no signal here. 

No Wi-Fi yet. 

No one had her number except family. 

But the message was real. 

And someone—or something—was warning her.
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CHAPTER 2 — A HOUSE THAT WATCHES 

[image: ]


Aria didn’t sleep that night. 

She lay frozen under her blanket, staring at the faint crack of light coming from under  her door. Every few minutes, she expected to see a shadow pass by. Or the handle to  twist. Or another whisper to slide through the walls. 

But nothing came. 

The house was silent. 

Completely silent. 

A silence too heavy to be natural. 

A silence that felt aware. 

When dawn finally bled through the curtains, Aria exhaled shakily. She forced herself  out of bed, feeling watched with every step she took. She opened her door slowly and  peeked down the hallway. 

The long corridor was empty. 

Except... 

The black door at the end was gone. 

Just blank wall. 

Her stomach tightened painfully. She touched the wallpaper where the door had been.  The wall was warm. 

Like something had been pressed against it all night. 

BREAKFAST 

Downstairs, sunlight streamed into the kitchen, but it didn’t chase the chill away. Her  mother poured cereal while humming to herself with forced normalcy. 

“Everyone sleep well?” 

Aria sat slowly. 

“I heard footsteps.”

Her father looked up. 

“Old house. It pops, shifts... makes sounds.” 

“These were human steps.” 

He hesitated. Just for a second. 

Then forced a smile. 

“Stress. New place. Your mind plays tricks.” 

Aria clenched her jaw. 

She wasn’t imagining things. 

Liam came running in, pale and shaken. 

“Mom... someone knocked on my door last night.” 

Aria’s head snapped up. 

Their mother frowned. “Your father checked the house. No one was upstairs.” 

“It wasn’t upstairs,” Liam whispered. “The knock came from... inside my floor. Like  someone under the boards.” 

The kitchen went dead silent. 

Her father laughed nervously. 

“Dream, buddy. You’ve been watching too many scary videos.” 

But Aria saw the truth in his eyes— 

He hadn’t slept either. 

Not after hearing the creaks. 

Not after seeing the lights flicker. 

Not after the door. 

THE HOUSE BREATHES 

Later that afternoon, Aria explored the mansion room by room, trying to distract herself.  Some doors were stuck; others swung open too easily.

In a narrow hallway behind the kitchen, she noticed something odd—dust patterns on  the floor. The dust was disturbed in long streaks, as though something had been  dragged. 

Heavy. 

Slow. 

Deliberate. 

The trail led to a small door tucked under the stairs. 

A cupboard. 

Aria hesitated. 

Something cold pressed against her neck—like breath. 

She spun around. 

No one. 

She pulled the little door open. 

The cupboard was pitch-black. 

The smell hit her immediately—damp earth, rot, something metallic. Like old blood. 

She reached inside, fumbling for a light switch. 

Her fingers brushed something. 

Not wood. 

Not fabric. 

Cold. 

Solid. 

Rough. 

She jerked her hand back just as a faint whisper drifted from the darkness inside. “Close it...” 

Aria slammed the cupboard door shut and stumbled back, trembling. 

The house seemed to inhale around her—walls creaking inward, the air tightening like  lungs expanding. 

And somewhere inside that darkness...

She heard it again. 

A heartbeat. 

Slow. 

Steady. 

Coming from the walls. 

As though the house itself was alive. 

Watching. 

Waiting. 

And very, very hungry. 

THE MIRROR 

That evening, the family attempted to settle in. Furniture still boxed, rooms half-empty,  the whole house echoing with distance and cold. 

Aria wandered into a room she hadn’t noticed before—an old sitting room lined with  dusty mirrors. 

One mirror stood taller than the rest, its frame carved with strange symbols. Unlike the others, it wasn’t covered. 

Aria stepped closer. 

Her reflection stared back, pale and tense. 

But something was wrong. 

Her reflection... wasn’t moving right. 

When Aria leaned in slightly, her reflection leaned in slower. 

Delayed. 

A fraction behind. 

Her breath stopped. 

She raised her hand. 

Her reflection raised it too—but her own hand trembled slightly. The reflection’s didn’t. Her heart pounded.

Then the reflection smiled. 

Aria did not. 

She stumbled back, knocking into a side table. The mirror shuddered and the image  snapped back into normal—her own frightened face staring back. 

The smile was gone. 

Her father called from the hallway. 

“Aria? Everything okay?” 

She swallowed and forced her voice steady. 

“Y-yeah. Just... unpacking.” 

But as she left the room, she didn’t notice the mirror behind her shift slightly, as if  turning to watch her leave. 

THE TEXT MESSAGE 

That night, as Aria lay in bed staring at the ceiling, her phone buzzed again. Unknown Number: 

THE DOOR WILL RETURN TONIGHT. 

DON’T OPEN IT. 

She stared at the message, her hands trembling. 

Unknown Number: 

IT WANTS YOU. 

Aria’s throat tightened. 

She typed a reply with shaking fingers: 

Who are you? 

The answer came instantly. 

SOMEONE WHO DIDN’T LISTEN. 

Aria dropped the phone.

A floorboard outside her room creaked. 

Then another. 

Slow. 

Measured. 

Footsteps. 

Coming closer. 

The house was awake again. 

And this time... it wasn’t whispering. 

It was calling. 
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