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Foreword
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“In the Shadow of the House”—a novel about fear, survival, and the strength of the human spirit.

In an old, abandoned house steeped in secrets and a dark past, a drama unfolds that tests the limits of fear, courage, and love. Diana and Liam, a young couple searching for a new beginning, step into what looks like a dream home and meet a waking nightmare. Unsettling sounds, uncanny incidents, and a presence that never looks away push them to the edge of body and mind.

True horror takes shape in a person whose malice knows no bounds, far beyond shadows and creaking floors. This is a story of unimaginable evil and the unshakable force carried by love and the will to live.

The journey leads from the claustrophobic confines of a house toward a fierce hope that fights for light. “In the Shadow of the House” blends a gripping thriller pulse with psychological drama about the shadows we leave behind to move forward.
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Chapter 1: Move-In
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The car jolted along a narrow, gravel road that wound like a sleeping snake through the fog-choked forest. Trees stood close together, their bare branches reaching for the overcast sky, and the leaves below formed a carpet that crackled under the tires. Diana looked out the passenger window, her hand resting on her husband’s thigh.

“It’ll be great, Diana,” Liam said. His voice carried confidence. A spark of unease flickered in his eyes. “A fresh start. Peace at last.”

Diana gave a thin smile while her stomach tightened. “Yes... peace,” she echoed, as if tasting the word. Another feeling moved through her—a warning she couldn’t shake. Maybe it rose from the cold that seeped out of the woods, or from the silence so complete it felt loud.

When they reached the house, her breath hitched. It stood larger than she had imagined. A villa of dark stone rose from the mist like a hungry animal. Windows stared like empty eye sockets, and the facade lay under veils of moss. A trace of decay hung in the air, edged with damp earth.

“A dream, right?” Liam grinned as he pulled the handbrake. Even he felt the weight that pressed over the place like an unseen veil.

Diana stepped out, tightened the scarf at her throat, and studied the facade. Her fingers brushed the cool, rough stone, and a shiver ran down her arms. “It looks like it has stories to tell,” she murmured. She shook her head at her own imagination.

Before they could slide the key into the old, icy lock, a rough voice sounded behind them. “You’re not the first.”

Diana flinched and turned. An old man stood there, a face cut by deep lines beneath the shadowed brim of his hat. His clothes were worn, his hands cracked. “The house doesn’t forget.”

“Hello,” Liam began, polite and a little irritated. “Are you our neighbor?”

The man gave the smallest nod. His eyes fixed on Diana with an intensity that made her grip Liam’s arm. “A new start, yes? You think you can find it here?” He snorted and turned to go. “Some never saw the end. Only the beginning.”

“What do you mean?” Liam called after him. The man had already vanished among the trees.

Diana shivered. She couldn’t tell whether the cold caused it or the man’s words, which settled in her thoughts like a dull ache.
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Chapter 2: First Impressions
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The lock gave a dull clack as Liam turned the key, and the massive wooden door swung inward with a protesting squeal. A cold, musty breath rolled out—moisture, old wood, a hint of decay. Diana held her breath. It felt like stepping into a throat that wanted to swallow them.

“It’s... charming,” she murmured as she crossed the threshold. The floor yielded under her feet with a creak that rang too loud in the quiet.

“It needs a little love and care.” Liam aimed for a light, encouraging tone; a thread of doubt ran beneath it.

The hall lay dark. Windows on the far side of the house let in the last light of day. Long shadows crept over walls papered in faded patterns, and the air felt heavy, as if it had stood still for years. Their steps echoed, and a sense of company moved at the edge of Diana’s awareness.

“I’m not sure, Liam.” She drew her scarf close. “It feels strange. Like someone is watching.”

Liam turned and offered a calming smile. His eyes studied her with care while his gaze kept testing the corners. “New place. You’re not used to it. Old houses make sounds. They have quirks.”

“This feels different.” Her fingers slid along the banister. The wood was cold and splintered, as if it pushed her hand away. “It feels like the house breathes.”

Liam gave a quiet snort. He turned his face from her and surveyed the dark edges of the hall. “How about you start on the kitchen? I’ll check the heat.”

Diana nodded and moved deeper inside. The floorboards groaned under her. Something seemed to shift below. A faint, almost inaudible creak answered her steps—separate from her own movement.

“Liam?” she called. He had already gone down to the basement. The door fell shut with a dull thud.

A tremor ran along her back. She kept going. In the living room, white sheets covered the furniture, as if someone had left in haste and tried to hide every trace. Small details spoke louder: a fallen candlestick on the floor, a yellowed picture frame hanging askew.

Her steps slowed. A loose board complained under her weight. She knelt and pried it up with shaking fingers.

Something lay beneath. Small. Wrapped in fabric so stained by age and dirt that its color had drained away. She lifted it out and unwrapped it.

A child’s bracelet. The beads had faded; some were missing. A small metal tag bore a name scratched in thin letters: Emily.

A chill moved over her skin as she studied the bracelet. It felt heavy in her hand, as if it carried stories she did not want to hear.

“What did you find?” Liam stood behind her. She flinched.

“It was hidden here.” She held out the bracelet. Her hand shook. “It belonged to a child.”

Liam frowned, took the bracelet, and studied it. “Someone left it here. The house has a long history, Diana.”

“Why was it hidden under the floor?” Her voice barely rose above a whisper.

“Maybe no one hid it.” He sighed and gave it back. “Listen. You’re overthinking. Old house, old stories. It proves nothing.”

She wanted to believe him. The bracelet lay in her palm and kept a quiet fear alive.
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Chapter 3: First Night
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Night settled heavy over the house, a darkness that seemed to swallow everything—even the thin lines of light behind the bedroom curtains. Diana lay awake, eyes fixed on the ceiling, where shadows slipped like fleeting faces.

Beside her, Liam breathed slow and even. Sleep had taken him quickly, the way it comes to someone who needs a few hours away from the weight of the day. Diana could not follow. Something in this house felt wrong.

It began softly. A faint sound, like an old piece of furniture shifting. She closed her eyes and tried to ignore it. The sound came again—a creak, then a light scrape that moved somewhere in the house.

Diana pushed herself up, heart beating faster. She held her breath and listened. The noises grew clearer, closer. Footsteps. An uneven gait crossed the boards, a limping rhythm along the hall.

“Liam?” Her voice was a whisper, hoarse with fear. She shook his shoulder. “Liam, wake up.”

He murmured, blinked, and opened his eyes. “What is it?” His voice came thick with sleep.

“Listen,” she hissed, pointing at the door. “Someone is inside.”

He sat up, listened for a moment, and shook his head. “Wood settles. Old houses expand and contract. No one is here.”

“Those were steps.” Her voice climbed higher than she wanted. She bit her lip.

Liam drew a long breath, swung his legs out of bed, and stood. “I’ll check.” He stepped into the hallway. His shadow slid around the
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