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Chapter One: The House on Willow Lane
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The moving truck rumbled away, kicking up dust as it disappeared down the narrow gravel road. Daniel Harper stood at the edge of the driveway, keys in hand, staring up at the house that was supposed to be their dream come true. The Victorian mansion loomed before him—three stories tall, with ornate woodwork, arched windows, and a tower that pierced the grey July sky like a finger pointing to something unseen.

His wife, Sarah, stepped out of the car, brushing crumbs from their toddler's shirt. “It’s even more beautiful than in the pictures,” she said, her voice soft with wonder.

Daniel nodded, though he felt something else entirely. A heaviness in the air. The kind you can’t name but feel in your bones.

Their daughter, Lucy, ran past them, her little feet slapping the stone steps. “It’s like a castle!” she squealed. “Do I get the tower room?”

Daniel forced a smile. “We’ll see, princess.”

The front door creaked as he unlocked it. The hinges moaned like something ancient and weary. The smell hit them first—aged wood, mothballs, and something faintly sweet. Almost like roses. But decaying ones.

Inside, the foyer stretched high, with a grand staircase curling up to the second floor. Dust motes danced in the beams of sunlight slanting through the stained-glass windows. Furniture covered in white sheets gave the illusion of ghosts frozen mid-step.

Sarah pulled the cover from an old velvet couch, sneezing immediately. “We’ll have to air it out,” she said.

Daniel wandered further in, brushing his hand along the faded wallpaper. He paused beneath the chandelier, looking up. A faint sound. Maybe just the old pipes. Or... footsteps?

He shook it off.

By evening, the house was bustling. Boxes littered the floors, laughter echoed from room to room, and Lucy had claimed the tower as her fairy-princess domain. The Harpers sat on the porch swing, watching fireflies spark in the dusk.

“You really did it,” Sarah whispered, leaning into him. “We’re here.”

Daniel kissed her forehead. “New beginnings.”

But as night fell and the shadows deepened, the house seemed to shift. The walls creaked louder, the air grew still. And from the attic—far above even Lucy’s room—came the faintest thud.



At 2:13 a.m., Daniel’s eyes snapped open.

He wasn’t sure what had woken him. Maybe a dream. Maybe not.

Then he heard it.

Thump... thump...

Slow, deliberate footsteps. Not from the hallway. From above.

He sat up. The ceiling fan spun lazily. Sarah was asleep beside him, undisturbed. He strained to listen.

Thump. Pause. Drag.

It was coming from the attic.

He slipped from bed, careful not to wake Sarah. He padded through the hallway, passing Lucy’s room. Her door was ajar. He peeked in. She was curled up beneath her unicorn blanket, breathing softly.

But her rocking horse was swaying gently, creaking back and forth.

Daniel frowned. The window was closed.

His gaze shifted upward. The attic door—a square panel in the hallway ceiling—was open just a crack. It hadn’t been like that earlier. He was sure of it.

Swallowing his unease, he pulled down the ladder. It unfolded with a rusty clatter. He climbed slowly, flashlight in hand, every step groaning under his weight.

The attic was dark, the air thick and stale. The flashlight beam swept across boxes, old furniture, and—

He froze.

In the far corner, by the broken window, stood a tall, narrow figure.

Daniel’s breath caught in his throat.

But as he stepped closer, he realized—it was a mannequin. Dressed in a moth-eaten suit. Its face cracked and pale.

Relief flooded him, followed by embarrassment. Just junk. Leftovers from whoever lived here last.

He turned to go.

Then the flashlight flickered.

And in that split second of darkness—he heard it.

A whisper.

Close. Just behind his ear.

He whipped around. The attic was empty.

Nothing but silence.



The next morning, Daniel said nothing about the attic. No point in worrying Sarah. Probably just his imagination. Or maybe the house settling. That’s what old places did. They groaned, they whispered, they moved.

Lucy was in the dining room, drawing with crayons. Her paper was covered in black scribbles and a crude figure with long arms and no face.

Daniel crouched beside her. “Hey, sweetheart. Who’s that?”

She grinned. “My friend. He lives upstairs.”

Daniel felt a chill run down his spine.

“Upstairs where?”

“In the attic,” she whispered, as if telling a secret. “He watches me sleep.”

Daniel stared at the drawing. “What’s his name?”

Lucy shrugged. “He won’t tell me.”
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Chapter Two: A Door That Won’t Stay Shut
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The attic door slammed shut sometime during the day. Daniel noticed it while carrying up a box of winter coats. The pull-down ladder had vanished into the ceiling, flush as if it had never been opened.

He stood beneath it for a moment, unsure if he should pull it down again. His mind replayed the whisper from the night before—the way it had coiled around his ear like warm breath. But there was nothing now. Just a quiet hallway and sunlight pouring through the stained-glass window at the end.

He didn’t open it. Not this time.

Instead, he went back downstairs, where Sarah was organizing bookshelves in the study and Lucy was humming in the living room.

“Did you close the attic door earlier?” he asked casually.

Sarah looked up. “No. Why?”

“Nothing,” he said, forcing a smile. “Just thought I’d left it down.”

“Maybe the hinges are spring-loaded?”

“Maybe.”

But the look in her eyes lingered longer than his answer.



That night, it happened again.

Thump. Drag. Whisper.

Daniel sat up, heart pounding. 2:13 a.m.—same time. He checked the baby monitor on the nightstand. Lucy was asleep. Soundly, even. No movement.

He stepped into the hallway. The attic door was open again. Ladder down. Waiting.

Daniel exhaled sharply. This time, he grabbed the broom from the closet and used its handle to push the ladder back up with a metallic click. Then he shoved a chair beneath it, just in case.

He returned to bed, muscles tense, unable to sleep.

In the early morning, Lucy padded into the bedroom.

“Daddy,” she said softly, “why’d you block the stairs? My friend couldn’t come play.”

Daniel’s skin prickled.

He sat up slowly. “Lucy... did you go up there?”

She shook her head. “No. He comes down when it’s dark. He knocks on my wall.”

Daniel glanced at Sarah, still sleeping.

“What does he say?” he asked.

Lucy leaned in close, as if afraid someone else might hear.

“He says you don’t believe in him.”



Later that day, Daniel called the previous owner. An older woman named Evelyn Claybourne. She had sold the house quickly and below market value. He’d never asked why.

Now he wished he had.

The phone rang five times before someone picked up.

“Hello?” Her voice was frail.

“Mrs. Claybourne? This is Daniel Harper. I bought your home on Willow Lane.”

A long pause.

“Oh,” she said. “Yes. I remember.”

“I was just calling to ask... did you ever have any issues with the attic?”

Silence again. Then, faintly: “It doesn’t like to stay closed.”

Daniel gripped the phone tighter. “What do you mean?”

“I mean exactly what I said.” Her tone was tired. “It opens. It always opens.”

“Did anything... happen? Up there?”

She didn’t respond immediately. “You’re not the first to ask. Or the first to hear him.”

Daniel’s stomach dropped. “Who is he?”

“I don’t know his name. But he’s old. Older than the house. If you hear him, you must not answer. Never speak to him.”

“But—”

The line went dead.



That evening, Daniel found the attic door shut again. No one admitted to touching it. He tested it—tugged the rope handle. The door didn’t budge. As if something on the other side was pushing back.

Then he noticed the hallway light flickering. It dimmed... then sparked out.

Darkness.

A sudden breeze swept through the corridor, even though the windows were sealed.

Behind him, the attic door creaked open on its own.

The ladder descended slowly, each joint clicking into place like bones resetting.

Daniel didn’t breathe.

At the base of the ladder, something scraped.

He backed away, refusing to look up.

A soft giggle—Lucy’s voice—echoed from above.

But when he turned around, he saw Lucy standing in the living room, her face pale.

“Daddy,” she whispered, “he says he’s almost ready.”



That night, Daniel locked the attic door from the hallway with a padlock he bought at the hardware store. Then, just to be sure, he hammered two nails through the sides. He even taped a wooden cross to the panel.

“Bit much, don’t you think?” Sarah said when she saw it.

“Just until I figure out what’s going on,” he muttered.

Sarah folded her arms. “You’ve been acting strange ever since we moved in.”

“Because this place is strange.”

She touched his arm gently. “You think
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