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    For my daughter: thank you for the custard, the ghosts, and the magic of your imagination. 
 
To the reader: thank you for stepping through the creaky door of Number 42 to find the fun. May this adventure bring you as many giggles as Cosmo has hidden in his shimmering pockets.
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​Chapter 1: The Unwanted House
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The iron gate didn’t just creak; it shrieked a rusted, high-pitched protest that seemed to echo through the very marrow of Rebecca’s bones. It was a warning, she decided, though her father, currently wrestling a particularly stubborn cardboard box from the bed of their rented van, didn’t seem to notice. To him, this wasn't a "haunted heap" or a "relic of the Victorian era's bad moods"—it was "potential."  To Rebecca, as she stood on the overgrown gravel path of Number 42 Blackwood Lane, it looked like a house that had been holding its breath for fifty years and was just about ready to exhale something unpleasant. The house sat hunched back from the road, a jagged silhouette of gables and chimney pots that pierced the bruised purple of the late afternoon sky. It was a tall, narrow thing, built of soot-stained brick and draped in ivy that looked less like a plant and more like a thousand hairy green fingers trying to pull the building back into the earth. No one else had wanted it. The estate agent had practically performed a celebratory jig when the papers were signed, leaving them with a heavy iron key that looked like it belonged to a medieval dungeon.

"Come on, Becky! Grab the 'Kitchen-Fragile' stack and let’s get a move on before the rain starts!" her dad called out, his voice muffled by the sheer volume of packing tape and bubble wrap that now defined his existence. He was a man currently governed by the physics of boxes—tall ones, short ones, ones that smelled vaguely of old newspapers and damp basements. He moved through the house like a frantic architect of cardboard, building temporary walls in the hallway and barricading the fireplace with crates of encyclopedias. For Dad, moving was a logistical puzzle to be solved with caffeine and sheer stubbornness. He didn't have time for the way the air grew ten degrees colder the moment they crossed the threshold, or the way the dust motes danced in the shafts of dying light like tiny, frantic ghosts. He was already halfway up the stairs, a tower of boxes obscuring his face, his footsteps heavy and rhythmic against the groaning floorboards.

Left to her own devices in the cavernous entryway, Rebecca felt very small. The house smelled of lavender, stale tea, and something deeper—the scent of time itself, thick and undisturbed. While the thuds and crashes of her father’s industry provided a distant soundtrack, the silence in the corners of the rooms felt heavy, almost intentional. She began to wander, her sneakers squeaking softly on the parquetry floor. Every room was a cavern of shadows. In the dining room, the wallpaper featured a pattern of faded roses that seemed to wilt further as she watched them. In the library, the shelves were empty, yet the air felt crowded, as if the stories previously housed there had left behind invisible imprints. She found herself drawn to the dark spaces—the gaps under the heavy oak sideboards, the velvet-shrouded recesses of the bay windows, and the terrifyingly dark maw of the cellar door.

It was in the kitchen, midst the chaotic sprawl of her father’s "essentials" box, that the first oddity occurred. Rebecca was peering into the deep, shadowy pantry—a place where the light didn't quite reach—when she heard it. A soft, wet thwack. She froze. Behind her, her dad was grunting as he shoved the refrigerator into its new home.

"Did you hear that, Dad?" she whispered, her eyes widening as she stared into the pantry’s gloom.

"Hear what? The pipes? Old houses have more indigestion than a toddler at a birthday party, honey!" he shouted back, wiping sweat from his forehead with a grimy sleeve.

But it wasn't the pipes. Rebecca leaned closer, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. In the furthest corner of the pantry, tucked behind a shelf, she saw a flicker of something—not a mouse, not a shadow, but a flash of pale, translucent movement. It looked almost like a puff of smoke that had decided to take a shape. Suddenly, a copper saucepan, which had been sitting securely on the counter, didn't just fall—it leaped. It flew through the air with a mischievous arc and landed squarely in a bucket of soapy water with a gargantuan splash.

"Becky! Watch what you’re doing!" her dad scolded, though he wasn't really angry, just exhausted.

"I didn't touch it! It jumped!" she protested, but he was already heading back out to the van, muttering about the location of the Allen keys.

Rebecca turned back to the pantry. The shadow seemed to stretch toward her, mocking and elongated. She felt a sudden, inexplicable draft of icy air whistle past her ear, accompanied by a sound that was dangerously close to a muffled, giggling snort. The house wasn't just old; it was occupied. And as she watched a single, dusty marble roll slowly out of the shadows and stop exactly at her feet, Rebecca realized that while her dad was busy unpacking their lives, something else was very busy trying to pack them back up again.

The adventure hadn't just begun; it was currently hiding under the floorboards, waiting for the lights to go out.
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Chapter 2: Strange Sounds at Night
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Rebecca woke with a sharp, gasping breath, her eyes snapping open into the profound darkness of her new bedroom. The air felt heavy and charged, pressing down on her. For a terrifying, disorienting second, she couldn't remember where she was. The ceiling was too high, the shadows too angular, and the smell was all wrong—not her familiar home, but the scent of old wood, lavender, and dust.

Then, with a jolt, memory returned. The move. Blackwood Lane. The "unwanted house."

She sank back against the thin pillow, her heart doing a frantic tap-dance against her ribs. It was just a bad dream, she told herself. Just the leftover adrenaline of a long, exhausting day spent navigating mountains of cardboard.

Then, the sound came again, severing the fragile silence.

Thump... thump... thump.

Rebecca froze, her body turning to stone beneath the covers. It was the distinct, unmistakable sound of footsteps. Slow, deliberate, heavy footsteps. They weren't coming from the ceiling or the floor below; they were right outside her bedroom door, pacing across the bare floorboards of the hallway.

She pulled the duvet up to her nose, creating a makeshift cotton fortress. She strained her ears, listening so hard they felt strained.

The footsteps stopped, right in front of her door.

Rebecca held her breath, expecting the brass doorknob to twist at any moment. But the handle remained still. Instead, a new sound slid through the gap beneath the door.

A whisper.

“Rebecca... Rebeccaaa...”

It wasn't her father’s voice


















































	Strange footsteps at night (Heavy, not cat-sized).

	Whispering voices (Said "Rebecca," not "Mrrp").

	Objects moving on their own (The pencil and the drawing).

	Bells ringing for no reason (Without a physical trigger).

	Flour footprints (Dancin’ marks... but also paw prints).

	A highly suspicious cat.
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