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    To the brave readers who hear strange sounds in the night, wonder what lies behind locked doors, and still find the courage to keep reading.
To every curious imagination that has ever paused at a midnight knock and imagined who—or what—might be waiting on the other side.
This book is dedicated to those who understand that courage is not the absence of fear, but the choice to face the unknown despite it.
May Ava and Mason's journey remind you that friendship, hope, and truth are stronger than any shadow that knocks in the dark.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some knocks should never be answered.
Some doors were locked for a reason.
And when the darkness comes calling at midnight, it may already know your name."
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Chapter 1 — Three Knocks at Midnight
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Rain followed Ava Parker all the way to Hollow Creek.

It poured endlessly against the car windows while dark pine trees blurred past beside the highway. Gray clouds covered the sky so completely that afternoon already looked like evening.

Ava rested her forehead against the cold glass and watched raindrops slide downward in twisting paths.

Everything felt far away.

The road.

The trees.

The town ahead.

Even her own thoughts felt distant lately.

Her father drove silently beside her gripping the steering wheel tighter than necessary. The radio played softly, but neither of them really listened.

Silence had become normal since the separation.

Not angry silence.

Not shouting.

Worse.

The quiet kind.

The kind where nobody knew what to say anymore.

Ava glanced down at her phone.

Three unread texts from Mom.

Did you make it yet?

Love you.

Please call tonight.

Ava locked the screen without replying.

Not because she was angry.

At least... not completely.

Mostly she just didn’t know how to feel.

Two months earlier, life made sense.

Now her parents lived in different towns.

Her dad barely smiled anymore.

And Ava was trapped inside a rainy place called Hollow Creek surrounded by forests and old houses.

“Almost there,” her father said quietly.

Ava looked up.

The highway curved downhill toward a small town tucked beside dark woods and steep cliffs overlooking the ocean.

Hollow Creek.

The entire place looked gray.

Gray sky.

Gray streets.

Gray buildings huddled together beneath endless rain.

Even the ocean beyond the cliffs looked dark and cold.

A crooked welcome sign appeared beside the road:
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Below it, somebody had scratched strange marks into the wood.

Three long lines.

Like claw marks.

Ava frowned slightly.

“That’s comforting.”

Her father glanced at the sign.

“Huh.”

Rain hammered harder against the windshield.

The town streets looked almost empty despite the early hour. Old storefronts lined narrow roads while flickering streetlights reflected off wet pavement.

Everything in Hollow Creek looked old.

Not charming old.

Tired old.

Like the town had been slowly forgotten.

Ava noticed something else too.

Nearly every house had lights on despite the daylight.

Warm yellow lights glowing behind curtains.

As if nobody in Hollow Creek liked darkness very much.

Thunder rumbled softly overhead.

Then the car turned onto a narrow street lined with attached brick townhouses.

Tall skinny buildings crowded together beneath dripping rooftops.

Most looked normal enough.

Until Ava saw the last townhouse near the end of the block.

Its windows looked darker than the others somehow.

The old brick exterior appeared stained almost black from years of rain.

And the attic window at the very top stared down like a single empty eye.

Her father parked along the curb.

“Well,” he said carefully, “home sweet home.”

Ava stared at the townhouse.

“You bought us a haunted building.”

Her father actually smiled a little at that.

“It was cheap.”

“That’s exactly what people say before ghosts happen.”

Despite everything, he laughed softly.

That sound surprised Ava more than the creepy house.

For a second he almost sounded like himself again.

Then the smile faded.

And the silence returned.
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The townhouse smelled like dust, rainwater, and old wood.

Floorboards creaked loudly beneath every step while pipes groaned somewhere inside the walls.

The living room looked small but cozy with tall windows facing the rainy street outside.

Still packed with moving boxes, though.

Everywhere.

Ava dragged one upstairs while her father wrestled with kitchen chairs downstairs.

The staircase twisted tightly toward the second floor beneath flickering yellow lights.

“Your room’s at the end of the hall,” her father called.

Ava climbed higher.

The second-floor hallway felt colder than downstairs.

Three doors lined the narrow corridor.

Bathroom.

Her father’s room.

And hers at the very end beneath a small attic staircase leading upward through a ceiling hatch.

The attic door caught Ava’s attention immediately.

Old black wood.

Heavy iron handle.

And strange scratches carved across the surface.

Three scratches.

Deep enough to cut through paint.

Ava frowned.

Weird.

She stepped into her bedroom.

The room itself looked decent enough.

Small bed near the window.

Old wooden desk.

Bookshelves.

Rain tapped softly against the glass overlooking Hollow Creek below.

At least the view looked nice.

The ocean stretched dark and endless beyond town rooftops while fog drifted through distant pine trees.

Ava dropped her backpack onto the floor.

Then noticed something strange.

The wallpaper near her bedroom door bulged slightly outward.

Like something behind the wall pushed gently against it.

She stepped closer carefully.

The bulge disappeared instantly.

Ava stared at the wall for a second.

Then shook her head.

“Okay. No creepy thoughts on day one.”

Downstairs, her father called:

“Pizza tonight?”

“Obviously.”

“Excellent answer.”

Ava smiled weakly despite herself.

Maybe Hollow Creek wouldn’t be completely terrible.

Maybe the old townhouse only looked creepy because of the rain.

Maybe—

THUMP.

A loud sound echoed above her ceiling.

Ava froze.

Another THUMP followed overhead.

Slow footsteps crossed the attic floor.

Creak.

Creak.

Creak.

Her pulse quickened slightly.

“Dad?”

The footsteps stopped instantly.

Silence filled the townhouse again.

Then her father shouted from downstairs:

“What?”

Ava looked slowly upward toward the attic hatch.

“...Nothing.”
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By evening, the rain still hadn’t stopped.

Wind rattled windows while Hollow Creek disappeared beneath thick fog outside.

Ava sat cross-legged on her bedroom floor unpacking books while music played softly through headphones.

Downstairs, her father cooked spaghetti badly.

Normal sounds floated through the house.

Pans clattering.

Cabinets opening.

The television murmuring quietly.

It should’ve felt comforting.

But the townhouse still felt... strange somehow.

Too quiet between noises.

Too still.

Every creak inside the walls made Ava glance toward the attic hatch overhead.

The footsteps never returned though.

At least not yet.

Later that night, after dinner, Ava finally called her mother.

The conversation lasted only ten minutes.

Long enough to feel awkward.

Too short to fix anything.

“You doing okay?” Mom asked gently.

Ava sat beside the rain-covered bedroom window twisting headphone cords nervously around her fingers.

“Yeah.”

“That sounded fake.”

Ava sighed softly.

“I just
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