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​When Amy and her new neighbor Kim discover a hidden door in the attic of their new home, they unwittingly release a vengeful ghost that should have stayed locked away. As they uncover the dark secrets of the house's past, they must find a way to trap the ghost before it takes over their lives. Will they succeed, or will the house claim its next victims?
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​1. The Move
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The moving truck groaned under the weight of boxes as Amy wiped sweat from her forehead, staring up at the towering Victorian house that was now, inexplicably, hers. The realtor had called it a steal—three stories, a wraparound porch, and an attic space big enough to be a second apartment, all for a price that made her parents exchange nervous glances. Too good to be true, her mother had muttered, but the deal was signed before they could second-guess it.

Amy’suspected there was a reason the house had been abandoned for years. The peeling paint, the way the floorboards creaked underfoot like whispers, the way the windows seemed to watch her—none of it felt right. But her parents were too busy unpacking to notice. Her little brother, Jake, had already claimed the biggest bedroom, leaving her with the one at the end of the hall, its wallpaper yellowed with age and peeling at the edges.

That night, as she lay in bed, the house groaned like a living thing. The wind outside rattled the shutters, and for a moment, she swore she heard footsteps above her—soft, deliberate, pacing. Just the house settling, she told herself. But when she heard a faint, distant knock from somewhere deep in the walls, she pulled the covers over her head and didn’t sleep until dawn.

The next morning, she met Kim, the neighbor from across the street. Kim was a year older, with sharp eyes and a skeptical smirk, the kind of person who didn’t believe in ghosts—until she did. "You moved into the Holloway House?" Kim had asked, eyebrows raised. "People say it’s haunted." Amy laughed it off, but Kim’s expression didn’t change. "No, seriously. The last family left in the middle of the night. Didn’t even take their furniture."

That was when Amy knew—something was wrong with this house.
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By the third day, the oddities were impossible to ignore.

🔲 The lights flickered at random, even when no one was near the switches.

🔲 Doors opened and closed on their own, always just out of sight.

🔲 A cold spot lingered in the hallway, no matter how high they turned up the heat.

🔲 At night, Amy swore she heard whispering—not words, but a low, murmuring chant, like someone reciting something old and forgotten.

Her parents dismissed it as old wiring and drafts, but Amy wasn’t convinced. She started researching the house’s history, digging through old newspapers at the library. The Holloway House had been built in 1892 by a reclusive doctor, Elias Holloway, who had vanished without a trace in 1923. The house had changed hands dozens of times since, but no one ever lived there long.

Then, she found the article.

"Local Family Flees Home After Unexplained Events—Claims ‘Something Lives in the Walls.’"

The article was from 1987, but the details were chillingly familiar: cold spots, disembodied whispers, and—most disturbing of all—a hidden door in the attic that the family had opened before the hauntings began.

Amy’s stomach twisted. She had to see that door for herself.
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The attic was a cavern of dust and forgotten things—old trunks, broken furniture, and stacks of yellowed newspapers. The air was thick with the scent of mildew and something else, something metallic, like old blood. Kim had come over, flashlight in hand, scanning the beams for anything unusual.

Then, they saw it.

A section of the wall didn’t match the rest—the wood was newer, the nails too clean. Amy ran her fingers along the edge, and with a soft click, a small door swung inward, revealing a hidden compartment barely big enough for a person to crawl into.

Inside, the walls were covered in strange symbols—crude, jagged carvings that looked like they’d been made in a frenzy. At the center of the floor was a rusted iron ring, bolted into the wood like something had once been chained there.

Kim shined her flashlight deeper, and the beam caught something glinting—a small, tarnished locket. Amy reached for it, and the moment her fingers brushed the metal, the door behind them slammed shut.

The temperature dropped. The air grew thick, suffocating. And then, from the darkness beyond the hidden door, something laughed.
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​4. The Awakening
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They barely made it out of the attic alive.

The moment they stumbled back into the hallway, the house seemed to wake up. Lights burst in showers of sparks, the walls trembled, and a guttural, inhuman growl echoed through the floors. They ran, slamming the attic door behind them, but it was too late.

That night, the hauntings began in earnest.

🔲 Shadows moved on their own, stretching and twisting like living things.

🔲 Objects flew across rooms, shattering against walls.

🔲 The whispering became screaming—a woman’s voice, ragged and furious, repeating the same phrase over and over: "You let me out."

Amy’s parents still refused to believe, but Kim knew. "We opened something we weren’t supposed to," she whispered, her hands shaking. "And now it’s free."
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​5. The Truth
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The next morning, they found the locket had opened. Inside was a faded photograph of a young woman, her face scratched out violently, and a single word carved into the metal:

"MINE."

Kim’s research led them to the final, horrifying truth. The woman in the locket was Eleanor Holloway, the doctor’s wife. Local records said she had died of illness, but the truth was darker. She had been locked in that attic, starved, tortured—and when she finally died, her spirit had been bound there, too.

Now, after decades of imprisonment, she was free. And she wanted revenge.

The house was hers. And if Amy and Kim didn’t find a way to put her back, they would be next.
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The house had always felt off to Amy couldn’t quite place why. Maybe it was the way the floorboards groaned underfoot, as if whispering secrets to one another. Or perhaps it was the way the shadows stretched too long in the afternoon light, twisting into shapes that didn’t quite belong. But the real unease settled in when she met her—Kim, the girl next door, whose sharp eyes seemed to see right through the walls of the old house.

Kim wasn’t like the other kids in the neighborhood. She didn’t ride her bike in lazy circles or laugh too loudly at jokes that weren’t funny. Instead, she lingered at the edge of the sidewalk, watching the house with an intensity that made her seem older than her years. The first time Amy saw her, Kim was standing perfectly still in the overgrown yard next door, her fingers tracing the air like she was following invisible threads.

"You feel it too, don’t you?" Kim had asked, her voice cutting through the quiet like a knife.

Amy had pretended not to understand, but the truth was, she did. The house wasn’t just old—it was waiting. And now, with Kim standing there, staring at her with those knowing eyes, Amy realized she wasn’t alone in sensing it.
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Their first real conversation happened on the porch, where the air smelled of damp wood and something faintly metallic, like old pennies. Kim had brought over a plate of cookies—store-bought, but the gesture was nice—and sat down without waiting for an invitation.

"You ever notice how the lights flicker at exactly 9:17 every night?" Kim asked, biting into a cookie with a crunch that sounded too loud in the quiet.

Amy hadn’t. But now that Kim mentioned it, she had seen the hallway light dim at the same time for the past three nights.

"It’s not the wiring," Kim continued, brushing crumbs off her jeans. "I checked. The whole house is fine. But something’s pulling the energy. Like it’s hungry."

Amy shivered, though the evening was warm. She wanted to laugh it off, to say Kim was just being weird, but the words stuck in her throat. Because deep down, she knew. The house wasn’t empty. And whatever was inside it was starting to notice them.
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​The Attic Door


[image: ]


It was Kim who found the door.

They had been exploring the attic, half out of boredom, half out of that unspoken curiosity that had dared to put into words. The space was cluttered with old furniture draped in yellowed sheets, trunks filled with moth-eaten clothes, and a single, rusted rocking chair that swayed ever so slightly, even when there was no breeze.

Then Kim had stopped dead in her tracks.

"Look," she whispered, pointing to the far wall.

At first, Amy didn’t see it. The door was nearly invisible, its edges blending seamlessly into the wood paneling. But once she noticed it, she couldn’t unsee it. The door was small, barely big enough to crawl through, and it had no handle—just a strange, tarnished keyhole shaped like a twisted star.

Kim ran her fingers along the edges. "It’s locked," she murmured. "But I think I know where the key is."
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