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    For the ones who carry quiet grief—who pretend to sleep through the whispers, who walk into new rooms with heavy hearts and haunted minds.This book is for you: the lucid ones, the silent screamers, the wanderers who've felt the cold touch of memory in your dreams and still found the strength to wake up.You are not alone, even when the world is quiet.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Dreams do not knock. They slip beneath the door, silent and sharp, and wait for you to fall asleep."— The Dreamer's Cycle
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Chapter 1: Arrival in the Fog
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Elise had never been good at goodbyes, especially not when they involved places like Black Hill Academy. The moment her parents drove off, leaving her standing on the edge of the long, winding road, she had known the feeling wouldn’t leave her for a while. Something about the way the fog clung to the mountain, thick and oppressive, seemed to press against her chest. The school was eerily quiet—its silence wasn’t peaceful, it was like a warning.

She looked up at the towering stone buildings of Black Hill, their windows dark, their edges blurred by the low-lying mist. The academy’s gothic architecture loomed like a sentient presence, its sharp angles and spires reaching toward the sky like twisted fingers. The whole place felt off, out of place, like it wasn’t meant to exist here—or anywhere.

"Welcome to Black Hill, Elise," the driver said, his voice gravelly as he opened the door. He didn’t wait for her response before stepping back toward the car. He was already looking at his phone, a silent dismissal.

Elise didn’t mind. She didn’t need to talk to him. She had learned early on that silence was often the only companion that understood her. And today, it seemed that silence had a lot to say.

She grabbed her duffel bag, the familiar weight of it a strange comfort against her side. When she turned toward the stone steps that led up to the school’s entrance, her eyes caught something. A flash of red at the corner of the doorframe.

A symbol.

It was carved into the wood, jagged and sharp, like something that had been scratched into the surface with a knife. Elise didn’t recognize it, but there was something unnerving about the way it pulsed beneath her gaze. Like it was alive.

"It's just a symbol," she told herself, but the knot in her stomach tightened anyway.

As she made her way inside, she passed a group of students standing in the lobby. They were huddled in a cluster, speaking in hushed tones, and their eyes flicked toward her as she passed. Their gazes were heavy, almost expectant.

She ignored them, focusing on the stone staircase ahead. The sound of her boots echoed in the cavernous space, filling the silence between them like a promise. Elise had never liked feeling watched. The feeling of being an outsider, as if her every movement was being examined, wasn’t new to her. It was something she carried since the accident.

Her brother, Noah. He’d been everything to her. The kind of person who made every place feel like home, every silence a conversation, every room filled with laughter. But now...

She shook her head. She couldn’t let herself go there.

The dorms were tucked in the far corner of the building, their heavy oak doors closed like vaults. The dim hallways were lined with portraits of students from decades ago. Their eyes seemed to follow her, their painted faces caught between curiosity and suspicion.

The air here felt different. Heavier. Like it had absorbed too many secrets over the years. Elise reached her room, the door already ajar, and stepped inside. Her new home—or what would have to pass for one, at least for the next year. The room was small, sparsely furnished with a single bed, a desk, and a closet. The window looked out toward the mist-covered mountain. Beyond that, the forest stretched out, dark and endless.

As she set her bag on the bed, her eyes were drawn to the bedframe. There, carved into the wood just below the headboard, was another symbol. A deeper groove, darker and more intricate than the one on the door. It looked almost like a tree, but with roots that seemed to twist into shapes she couldn’t quite decipher.

She ran her fingers over it instinctively, her skin prickling with the sensation of something... wrong. As her fingertips brushed against the grooves, the air grew colder. The hairs on the back of her neck stood up, and she pulled her hand away, heart thumping in her chest.

“What the hell?” she whispered under her breath.

A knock on the door interrupted her thoughts. She jumped, turning quickly, her pulse racing. A figure stood in the doorway—tall, with dark hair that fell in messy waves around her face. She was dressed in the standard Black Hill Academy uniform, a gray skirt and blazer, her expression unreadable.

“I’m Mara,” the girl said, her voice soft but direct. “I’m here to show you around.”

Elise nodded, still feeling the ghost of the strange symbol on her fingers.

Mara’s gaze flicked over to the bedframe. Her lips pressed into a tight line, and Elise could have sworn she saw something like concern flash in her eyes. But it was gone too quickly for her to ask about it.

“There are rules here,” Mara continued, her tone now colder, more deliberate. “The first rule is—never go to the North Wing. Don’t ask why, just stay away from it.”

Elise frowned. “Why?”

Mara hesitated, then shrugged, almost nonchalantly. “It’s where things get... strange. People go in, but they don’t come back the same. Some don’t come back at all. You’ll hear rumors about it, but don’t listen. If you stay out of it, you’ll be fine.”

The warning felt strange—like Mara was hiding something, but Elise couldn’t quite place what.

“Thanks for the advice,” Elise said, her voice cool, but a knot had begun to form in her stomach. The North Wing? What could be so bad about it?

But Mara didn’t give her a chance to ask any more questions. “I’ll check in on you tomorrow. You’ll need it. Welcome to Black Hill.”

With that, she turned and disappeared down the hall, her footsteps echoing in the distance.

Elise stood there, staring after her. She felt the pull of the North Wing, a strange curiosity that she couldn’t explain.

And then, the whispers began.

Soft, barely audible at first, like a breeze in the trees or the distant murmur of a conversation she wasn’t meant to hear. Elise’s gaze flicked to the window. Outside, the fog seemed to thicken, rolling in from the mountain as though something were drawing it closer, something alive, something waiting.

She closed the door and locked it behind her.

Tonight, she would sleep. But she wasn’t sure she would wake up the same.
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Chapter 2: The First Night
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The mist clung to the windows like a living thing, pressing in, blurring the edges of the world outside. The room was still, but Elise couldn’t shake the feeling that something—somewhere—was moving. It was always like this, right after she arrived at a new place: a restless sensation creeping along the edges of her mind, an itch she couldn’t scratch, a whispering echo she couldn’t quite understand.

Elise had promised herself she wouldn’t dwell on the past—not here, not now. But even as she lay in bed, the thin sheets twisted around her legs, she felt Noah’s absence like a weight on her chest. It wasn’t the kind of grief that ebbed away with time. No, it was the kind that anchored itself deep in the bones, pulling her under. And as the silence of Black Hill surrounded her, it felt like a strange echo of the silence left by his death.

Her eyes fluttered closed, the quiet pressing against her skull, a lullaby she couldn’t resist.



The dream came swiftly, as it always did. It wrapped around her like fog, pulling her deeper, darker. Elise was standing in a hallway, the air heavy with dust and something worse—a stench of rot. The walls were scorched, charred black, but they pulsed with an unearthly rhythm, as if they were breathing.

She wasn’t sure how she’d gotten here, or why she was here at all. The hallway stretched before her, its end swallowed by an impenetrable darkness. The floor beneath her feet was cold, gritty with ash. Every step she took, the world seemed to shift, distort, like she was walking on the edge of something, teetering between nightmare and reality.

It was then that she saw it—the door at the far end of the hall. It stood ajar, a sliver of darkness beckoning her. The North Wing. She didn’t know how she knew it, but she did. The door... it was calling her.

Before she could move, a low, dragging noise reached her ears. A shadow moved in the corner of her vision, just outside the reach of the flickering light. Elise turned, heart hammering in her chest, but all she could see was that same darkness stretching out before her.

Then, it emerged.

A figure. Tall, hulking, the air around it thick with something... wrong. The figure stepped forward slowly, its form blotting out the light in strange, disjointed movements. It had no face—just a shifting, empty void where one should be. But the thing that made her breath catch wasn’t the absence of features. It was the liquid darkness dripping from its limbs, thick and viscous like black ichor, pooling on the floor around it.

The thing moved closer, and with each step it took, the ground beneath her feet seemed to tremble. Elise tried to back away, but her legs wouldn’t move. They were frozen, as if cemented to the spot. The thing’s presence—its very existence—suffocated her, stole the air from her lungs.

Then, it spoke. Its voice was nothing like she’d ever heard. It was a low, guttural growl that felt more like a command than a sound, an empty whisper that scraped against her soul.

“You are not meant to be here, Elise.”

The words resonated deep within her chest, the name it spoke—a name she had never shared with anyone here—shivering through her like cold steel. It took another step forward. The ichor dripped from its fingers, leaving dark, burning stains on the floor.

She opened her mouth to scream, but no sound came. She tried to turn and run, but her body refused to obey. All she could do was stand there, rooted to the spot, staring as it loomed closer, closer.

Its hand reached out, long fingers curling toward her throat.



Elise shot upright in bed, gasping for air, her heart slamming against her ribs like a drumbeat. The room was still, quiet, the fog pressing against the window as it had been before. But the lingering weight of the dream pressed down on her, the darkness still heavy in her chest. Her breath came in short, ragged bursts, and she felt the raw sting in her throat, like the remnants of a scream that hadn’t been released.

She reached up to touch her neck, her fingers trembling as they brushed against her skin. There were no marks, no bruises—nothing physical to explain the suffocating sensation that still gripped her.

But as her hand moved down to her arms, she froze. The skin there was raw, scratched in long, jagged lines. The scratches were thin, barely breaking the surface, but they were unmistakable—like something had raked across her skin with purpose.

Her chest tightened as she pulled the sleeves of her shirt up to look at her arms more closely. Blood had already begun to crust around the scratches. Not deep enough to leave permanent marks, but deep enough to hurt.

And that wasn’t the worst of it.

Her nose was bleeding. Thin rivulets of dark blood streaked down to her lips, the metallic taste burning at the back of her throat.

“Elise?” a voice called, muffled through the door. Her eyes snapped toward the sound, her pulse leaping in her throat.

Mara. She was here, on the other side of the door, knocking softly.

“Are you okay?” There was concern in her voice now. A little too much concern for it to be casual.

Elise wiped her nose with the back of her hand, then pressed her fingers to the floor, steadying herself as she slowly stood. She glanced at the clock. It was still early—well before dawn. The dream felt so real. Too real.

“Yeah,” Elise managed, though her voice trembled. She took a shaky breath and wiped her face, wiping away the blood. “I’m fine. Just a bad dream.”
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