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    To the brave readers who listen carefully to strange noises in the dark, wonder what hides beneath old houses, and still choose to keep turning the page.
To every curious imagination that has ever heard a whisper after midnight or felt uneasy near a locked basement door.
This book is dedicated to those who understand that courage is not about never feeling fear—it is about facing the darkness even when it knows your name.
May Liam and Emma's journey remind you that truth, friendship, and hope are always stronger than the voices hiding in the shadows.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some voices should never be answered.
Some doors beneath the earth were sealed for a reason.
And once the darkness learns your grief, it will whisper forever, begging to be heard."
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Chapter 1 — The Whisper Beneath the Floor
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Rain followed Liam Carter all the way to Elder’s Ridge.

It rattled against the car windows while gray clouds swallowed the mountains ahead. Endless pine trees lined the narrow roads twisting through the countryside, their dark branches bending beneath cold autumn wind.

Liam rested his forehead against the glass and watched water slide across the window in crooked lines.

Everything felt wrong lately.

The road.

The weather.

The silence inside the car.

Even the sound of his own thoughts felt different now.

His mother drove carefully along the muddy highway gripping the steering wheel too tightly. Soft music played from the radio, but neither of them really listened.

That had become normal after the divorce.

Long quiet car rides.

Careful conversations.

Both pretending everything was okay.

Liam glanced down at his phone.

One unread message from Dad.

Call me when you get settled, buddy.

Liam locked the screen again without replying.

He didn’t know what to say anymore.

Three months earlier, life had made sense.

Now his parents lived in different states.

His mother cried when she thought he wasn’t looking.

And Liam was moving into a creepy farmhouse in the middle of nowhere beside a town called Elder’s Ridge.

Thunder rumbled softly in the distance.

His mother finally broke the silence.

“We’re almost there.”

Liam looked up.

The road curved downhill toward a small town surrounded by forests and steep hills covered in fog.

Elder’s Ridge looked old.

Not old in a cozy way.

Old in a forgotten way.

Dark rooftops clustered beneath gray skies while narrow streets twisted between weathered buildings. Most shops already had lights glowing in their windows even though it was barely afternoon.

The entire town looked tired.

A rusted wooden sign stood beside the road:
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Below the painted letters, somebody had scratched strange marks into the wood.

Three long crooked lines.

Like claw marks.

Liam frowned slightly.

“That’s comforting.”

His mother glanced at the sign.

“Hm?”

“Nothing.”

Rain hammered harder against the windshield.

The road continued past town toward open farmland and thick forests beyond the hills.

Soon houses became farther apart.

Then disappeared completely.

Finally the car turned onto a muddy gravel driveway winding through dead trees.

And there—

At the top of the hill—

Stood the farmhouse.

Liam immediately wished they kept driving.

The house looked enormous beneath the storm clouds.

Three stories tall with dark wooden siding faded almost black from years of rain.

A wraparound porch sagged slightly beneath hanging vines.

Several windows were boarded shut.

And near the roof—

An old weather vane squealed softly while turning in the wind.

The farmhouse stood completely alone.

No nearby neighbors.

Only woods.

Endless woods surrounding the property in every direction.

Thunder cracked overhead.

Liam stared at the house.

“You bought us a haunted farm.”

His mother actually laughed a little at that.

“It was cheap.”

“That’s exactly how horror movies begin.”

She smiled weakly while parking beside the porch.

Despite everything, hearing her laugh helped.

At least for a second.

Then the smile faded again.

And the silence returned.

––––––––
[image: ]


The farmhouse smelled like dust, old wood, and rainwater.

Every floorboard creaked loudly beneath their footsteps while the wind groaned softly through cracks in the walls.

Liam carried boxes through the narrow hallway trying not to notice how dark the house felt even during daytime.

The living room looked huge with faded wallpaper and tall windows overlooking dead cornfields beyond the hill.

Most of the furniture came with the house.

Old couches.

Dusty bookshelves.

A grandfather clock standing silently near the stairs.

And hanging above the fireplace—

A faded portrait of a family Liam didn’t recognize.

The painted faces looked strangely serious.

Almost frightened.

His mother noticed him staring.

“Previous owners probably left it.”

“That’s not creepy at all.”

“Liam.”

“Kidding.”

Mostly.

Thunder rumbled again outside.

The kitchen sat near the back of the farmhouse beside a narrow staircase leading upstairs.

And directly across from the kitchen—

A basement door stood beneath weak yellow lights.

Old wooden door.

Heavy iron handle.

Three deep scratches carved into the surface.

Liam paused immediately.

“Mom.”

She looked up from unpacking dishes.

“What?”

He pointed toward the basement door.

“Did you do that?”

His mother frowned slightly.

“The scratches?”

“Yeah.”

She walked closer.

“Huh.”

The marks looked deep.

Like something sharp dragged hard across the wood.

Three long claw-like lines stretching nearly from top to bottom.

Cold prickles crawled briefly across Liam’s arms.

Then the basement door creaked softly by itself.

His mother jumped.

The door moved only an inch before stopping.

Wind probably.

Hopefully.

She forced a smile.

“Old houses settle.”

Liam stared at the dark crack between the basement door and frame.

Something about the darkness below looked wrong somehow.

Too deep.

Too still.

Then his mother nudged his shoulder gently.

“Go pick your room before I take the good one.”

That distraction worked.

Mostly.
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Liam chose the bedroom overlooking the woods behind the farmhouse.

The room itself looked decent enough.

Old wooden bed.

Desk beside the window.

Tall shelves filled with dusty books somebody forgot years ago.

Rain streaked the glass while fog drifted slowly between distant trees outside.

At least the view looked nice.

If you ignored how isolated the farmhouse felt.

Liam unpacked quietly while the storm worsened beyond the windows.

Thunder rolled endlessly over Elder’s Ridge while branches scratched softly against the roof overhead.

Every now and then—

The farmhouse creaked strangely around him.

Not normal settling noises.

Long slow groans inside the walls.

Almost like the house breathed.

At one point Liam could’ve sworn he heard footsteps downstairs.

Heavy footsteps crossing the kitchen floor.

He leaned toward the bedroom doorway listening carefully.

Silence followed.

Then his mother shouted from downstairs:

“Pizza tonight?”

Relief hit instantly.

“Obviously.”

“Excellent answer.”

Liam smiled slightly.

Maybe things would improve eventually.

Maybe Elder’s Ridge wouldn’t feel so strange after a few weeks.

Maybe the farmhouse only looked creepy because of the storm.

And maybe—

THUMP.

A loud sound echoed beneath the floorboards.

Liam froze instantly.

Another THUMP followed.

The sound came from below his room.

From somewhere inside the house itself.

His pulse quickened slightly.

“Mom?”

No answer came immediately.

Then his mother shouted from downstairs:
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