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Introduction

Some places are forgotten for a reason. 

Deep inside abandoned forests, hidden beneath old legends and buried secrets, certain horrors wait patiently for someone curious enough to uncover them. What begins as adventure can quickly become survival when fear itself turns alive. 

Falling For Danger is a dark psychological horror thriller about friendship, grief, survival, and the terrifying truths people try to escape from inside themselves. 

This story blends supernatural suspense, emotional trauma, found-footage terror, and psychological fear into a nightmare where reality slowly collapses. 

Once you enter the Hollow—

It may never let you leave. 
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Thank You For Reading

Thank you for reading Falling For Danger. 

As an independent author, reviews are the lifeblood that keeps books alive and help new readers discover stories like this one. 

If you enjoyed this story, please take 30 seconds to leave a quick rating or review on your favourite reading platform. Your support truly makes a difference and helps future books reach more readers around the world. 

Every review, recommendation, and share means more than you know. 

And remember—

If you hear bells ringing in the dark…

Don’t answer them.




Chapter 1 — The Last Road Trip

The July heat clung to the city like a second skin as Ethan Walker shoved the final backpack into the rear of Mason Reed’s battered black SUV.

“Careful with that,” Mason called from the driver’s seat. “There’s expensive equipment in there.”

Ethan slammed the boot shut anyway. “Your ‘expensive equipment’ is mostly cracked camera lenses and energy drink cans.”

“That’s called artistic chaos.”

From the pavement, Chloe Bennett snorted with laughter. “No, that’s called being disgusting.”

The six of them stood outside Mason’s apartment building just after sunrise, surrounded by duffel bags, hiking gear, sleeping mats, and enough snacks to survive a small apocalypse. The air smelled faintly of petrol and hot concrete while traffic growled through the streets nearby. 

To anyone passing by, they looked like ordinary friends heading off on a summer adventure. 

Nobody could have guessed how badly it would end. 

Ethan leaned against the SUV for a moment, rubbing sweat from the back of his neck as he watched the others argue over seating arrangements. 

Mason, as always, held a camera in his hand. 

“Alright,” he announced dramatically, pointing the lens towards himself. “Day one of the Black Hollow expedition begins now.”

“Oh God,” Lily muttered.

The camera swung towards her instantly. 

“Lily Carter, tell the audience how excited you are to possibly get murdered in the woods.”

She pushed the lens away. “I’m excited to survive five days without internet.”

“Terrifying challenge,” Chloe added.

Ryan Foster climbed into the back seat beside his younger sister Emma, already wearing hiking boots despite the boiling weather. 

“You lot complain too much,” Ryan said. “This trip’s going to be brilliant.”

Emma looked far less convinced. 

At nineteen, she was the youngest of the group and had spent the past week sending Ethan messages asking if they were absolutely sure about trekking through an isolated forest with almost no phone signal. 

Now, standing beside the SUV with her arms folded tightly, she looked as though she regretted agreeing to come. 

Ethan noticed. 

“You alright?” he asked quietly.

Emma forced a smile. “Yeah. Just tired.”

It wasn’t true.

He could tell by the way she kept glancing towards the road as if debating whether to leave before they even started. 

But before he could ask anything else, Mason clapped loudly. 

“Everybody in. We’ve got eight hours of driving ahead.”

Groans filled the air. 

Chloe pointed accusingly at him. “If you play that awful road-trip playlist again, I’m jumping out of the car.”

“You wound me.”

“You deserve wounding.”

Despite himself, Ethan smiled. 

For the first time in months, things almost felt normal again. 

That surprised him. 

Especially because Lily was there. 

He tried not to look at her as everyone climbed inside, but he felt her presence immediately — the familiar perfume, the soft rustle of her jacket, the tension that always seemed to exist between them now. 

Six months earlier, they had been inseparable. 

Now they barely knew how to speak to one another. 

The break-up had been ugly. Not dramatic or explosive, but worse in some ways. Quiet disappointment. Hurt that lingered. Too many things left unsaid. 

Ethan still didn’t fully understand where everything had gone wrong.

Maybe neither of them did. 

Mason started the engine with a horrible grinding noise. 

“Come on, sweetheart,” he whispered to the dashboard. “Don’t embarrass me today.”

The SUV rattled violently before finally roaring to life. 

“Miracle,” Chloe said.

They pulled onto the road just as the morning sun climbed higher above the city skyline. 

At first, the journey felt exactly like every summer trip they had taken together before adulthood began pulling them in different directions. 

Music blasted through broken speakers. 

Ryan sang badly on purpose. 

Emma laughed harder than Ethan had seen her laugh in weeks. 

Even Lily relaxed eventually, resting her trainers against the dashboard while scrolling through old photos on her phone. 

Hours passed quickly. 

The crowded streets slowly disappeared behind them, replaced by endless highways, small towns, and stretches of forest that seemed to grow thicker the farther north they travelled. Mason recorded everything. 

Petrol stations. 

Road signs. 

Arguments over snacks. 

At one point he shoved the camera directly into Ethan’s face.

“Important interview question,” Mason said. “If a serial killer attacks us in the forest, who dies first?”

“Definitely you,” Ethan replied immediately.

“Wrong. I’m the charismatic one.”

“That’s exactly why you’d die first.”

Chloe leaned between the seats. “Actually, Emma would survive because horror films never kill the quiet girl.”

Emma rolled her eyes. “Thanks for the confidence boost.”

Lily glanced out the window. “You’re all acting like this trip is cursed already.”

“Maybe it is,” Ryan joked.

Nobody laughed quite as much after that. 

By late afternoon, dark clouds had gathered above the mountains ahead. 

The road became narrower and rougher, twisting through dense woodland. 

Phone signals started cutting out. 

Mason checked the navigation system twice. 

“Please tell me we’re not lost,” Emma said.

“We’re not lost,” Mason replied.

A pause. 

“Technically.”

Chloe groaned loudly. “Fantastic.”

Rain began falling shortly afterwards. 

Heavy drops hammered against the windscreen while fog rolled between the trees lining the road. 

The atmosphere inside the vehicle slowly changed. 

The earlier excitement faded into tired silence. 

Even the music stopped. 

Ethan watched the forest pass by outside his window and felt an uncomfortable tightness growing in his chest. 

The trees here looked ancient. 

Too still. 

Too dense. 

He couldn’t explain why, but something about the place unsettled him immediately.

Almost as though the forest itself were watching them arrive. 

“Creepy,” Emma whispered softly.

Apparently, she felt it too. 

An hour later, the SUV finally rolled into a tiny roadside town buried deep within the mountains. 

Most of the buildings looked decades old. 

A faded grocery shop. 

A diner with flickering lights. 

A nearly abandoned petrol station sitting beside the main road. 

Mason pulled in beside the pumps. 

“Last stop before civilisation disappears,” he announced.

The rain had eased slightly, but the air felt colder here. 

Sharper. 

Ethan climbed out first and stretched his aching legs while the others wandered towards the small shop attached to the station. 

Inside, fluorescent lights buzzed overhead. 

The shelves were half empty. 

An elderly man stood behind the counter reading a newspaper. 

He barely looked up when they entered. 

“Evening,” Mason said cheerfully.

No response. 

Chloe exchanged an awkward glance with Ethan before grabbing crisps from a shelf. 

Emma wandered near a display of postcards while Ryan searched for drinks. 

Everything seemed normal until Mason mentioned the forest. 

“We’re heading up to Black Hollow tonight,” he said casually while placing snacks onto the counter. “Any idea where the trail entrance is?”

The old man froze. 

Not dramatically. 

Just enough for Ethan to notice. 

Slowly, the man lowered his newspaper. 

His eyes moved across the group one by one. 

“You kids camping there?”

Mason grinned. “That’s the plan.”

The silence that followed felt strange. 

Heavy. 

Outside, thunder rumbled across the mountains. 

The old man finally spoke again. 

“People disappear in those woods.”

Nobody answered immediately. 

Then Ryan laughed awkwardly. “You serious?”

The man ignored the question. 

Instead, he looked directly at Ethan. 

“If you hear somebody calling your name out there,” he said quietly, “don’t answer.”

A chill crawled down Ethan’s spine.

Chloe forced a nervous laugh. “Right. Creepy mountain warning. Classic.”

But the old man didn’t smile.

“You should turn around while you still can.”

For the first time all day, nobody had a joke ready. 

Even Mason looked uncomfortable now. 

Eventually, he cleared his throat and handed over cash for the snacks. 

“Well,” he said lightly, “that definitely made me feel safer.”

The old man said nothing else. 

As they left the shop, Ethan glanced back once. 

The man was still watching them through the window. 

Watching as though he already knew they weren’t coming back.

Outside, the rain started falling harder again. 

And somewhere beyond the dark mountains ahead, Black Hollow Forest waited for them. 

The road beyond the petrol station felt like the edge of the world. 

Rain hammered against the SUV as Mason drove deeper into the mountains, the headlights barely cutting through the thick fog curling across the asphalt. The small town disappeared behind them within minutes, swallowed by darkness and rain until it no longer felt real. 

Inside the vehicle, nobody spoke much anymore. 

The old man’s warning lingered in the air like smoke.

“If you hear somebody calling your name out there, don’t answer.”

Ethan tried convincing himself it was just another local ghost story designed to scare tourists. Every isolated town in America had legends. Haunted lakes. Vanishing hitchhikers. Murdered campers. 

Black Hollow was probably no different. 

Still, he couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling sitting heavily in his chest.

Beside him, Lily stared silently out of the window, her reflection pale against the glass. Every now and then


























