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      If you crave modern gothic romance, slow‑burn vampire love stories, and emotionally intense paranormal fiction, The Vampire Next Door delivers a haunting tale of desire, restraint, and immortality. Set on a quiet English street where nothing is as ordinary as it seems, this mature vampire romance explores the cost of loving someone who will never age. Perfect for readers of atmospheric gothic fiction and sophisticated paranormal romance — step onto Blackwood Row and discover what waits in the dark.
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      She noticed the house next door because it kept different hours than the rest of the street.

      Blackwood Row was orderly in the way of developments built within the same decade — red‑brick townhouses, narrow front gardens edged with clipped hedges, identical brass numbers polished to a hopeful shine. At nine in the evening the curtains were drawn. At ten, lights dimmed. By eleven, the street rested in a kind of mutual agreement.

      Eleanor Harwood approved of this.

      She had not moved to Blackwood for excitement.

      At sixty‑two, she had no appetite for upheaval. She had lived through enough of that already — career changes, relocations, the long slow illness of her husband, and then the silence that followed it. Silence, she had discovered, was not the enemy people imagined. It was simply space. And space could be shaped.

      She unlocked the door to Number 14 with deliberate care, turned on the hall light, and stepped inside her new home.

      It smelled faintly of fresh paint and something older beneath it — wood polish, perhaps, or the lingering trace of someone else’s life. The estate agent had called it “compact but elegant.” Eleanor would have called it sufficient. Two bedrooms. A narrow staircase. A sitting room that caught the afternoon light.

      Enough.

      She set her handbag on the small console table she had already positioned beneath the mirror and stood still for a moment.

      The quiet settled around her like a shawl.

      No hospital equipment humming in the next room.

      No measured breathing to listen for.

      No clock watched anxiously through the night.

      Just her own pulse.

      Steady.

      Unremarkable.

      She exhaled.

      “I think we’ll do,” she said aloud, to no one in particular.

      By half past nine, she had unpacked the kettle, two mugs, a tin of shortbread, and the small wooden box that held her most important papers. The rest could wait until morning. There was no one to impress.

      She made tea and carried it upstairs, pausing halfway to look out of the landing window.

      The street lay washed in amber from the lamps. Curtains drawn. A cat slipped silently across a driveway. Somewhere further down, a door clicked shut.

      Peaceful.

      She finished her tea in bed with a novel she had already read twice and turned off the light at eleven.

      Sleep came easily.

      It was the soundless awareness of light that woke her.

      Eleanor opened her eyes and lay still, uncertain at first what had disturbed her. The room was dark, but not entirely. A faint glow pressed against the edges of her curtains.

      She frowned.

      The streetlights did not reach this side of the house so strongly.

      She slipped from bed, drew the curtain back a careful inch, and looked out.

      The house next door — Number 16 — was lit.

      Not brightly. Not garishly. But steadily. Every window on the upper floor glowed with a soft, unwavering light.

      Eleanor glanced at the bedside clock.

      1:37 a.m.

      She watched for movement, expecting perhaps the pacing shadow of insomnia, the flicker of a television screen.

      Instead, after a moment, she saw him.

      A figure stood at the upstairs window directly opposite her own.

      Still.

      Not leaning.

      Not shifting.

      Simply standing, hands at his sides, gaze directed outward toward the street.

      Even at that distance she could tell he was tall. Broad‑shouldered. Dressed in what appeared to be a dark shirt, sleeves neat at the wrist.

      He did not move.

      There was something deliberate in the stillness. Not vacant. Not restless.

      Intentional.

      Eleanor did not startle.

      She did not duck behind the curtain like a nervous girl.

      Instead, she observed.

      Perhaps he sensed her. Perhaps he had been looking elsewhere entirely. She could not tell. The glass reflected the streetlight faintly, obscuring his expression.

      After a long half‑minute, he stepped back.

      The movement was smooth. Unhurried.

      The light remained on.

      Eleanor let the curtain fall.

      “Insomnia,” she murmured. “Or grief.”

      She understood both.

      Back in bed, she lay awake longer than she had expected, not from fear but from curiosity. It was unusual to see such a composed silhouette at that hour. Most night‑wanderers betrayed themselves — a restless shift, a distracted tilt of the head.

      He had stood as if time did not press upon him at all.

      Eventually she slept.
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      The following morning dawned clear and practical.

      Eleanor rose at seven, showered, dressed in linen trousers and a pale blue blouse, and began unpacking in earnest. By midday she had arranged her books along the sitting room shelves — history, literature, a few slim volumes of poetry — and hung her coats neatly by the door.

      Several times she found herself glancing toward the front windows.

      Number 16 was closed tight. Curtains drawn fully across.

      No car in the drive.

      No movement.

      “Shift worker,” she decided. “Hospital, perhaps.”

      The explanation satisfied her for precisely twenty minutes.

      By late afternoon, curiosity had returned.

      It was not her habit to concern herself with neighbors. She had lived in flats for years without knowing more than the surnames on the post. But there was something about the careful symmetry of the house next door that suggested occupation without visibility.

      No deliveries had arrived.

      No bins left untended.

      No sign of neglect.

      Someone lived there.

      Someone who preferred night.

      That evening, as the sun lowered and the street softened into gold, Eleanor carried a small box of kitchen odds and ends upstairs and paused again at the landing window.

      The curtains next door remained drawn.

      At eight thirty, the first light flickered on behind them.

      By nine, every upper window glowed once more.

      She found herself waiting.

      At eleven fifteen, he appeared again in the same window.

      This time he stood with his hands clasped behind his back.

      A posture almost… formal.

      Eleanor tilted her head slightly, studying him through the narrow parting of her curtain.

      He was not young.

      Not in the careless way youth declared itself.

      Even at that distance she sensed composure — a kind of contained awareness.

      After several moments, he turned his head slowly.

      Not toward her.

      Toward the sky.

      As though listening.

      The movement was so precise it might have been choreographed.

      A ripple of something — not fear, not quite — passed through her.

      Interest.

      She let the curtain fall more deliberately this time.

      “Well,” she said quietly, “you’re an enigma.”

      She did not yet know how much she disliked unanswered questions.

      Downstairs, the house felt settled now. Lived in. Hers.

      She switched off the lamps one by one, leaving only the small light above the stove.

      As she climbed the stairs, she found herself aware — acutely — of the presence next door.

      Not threatening.

      Simply there.

      Alive in the dark.

      In bed, she resisted the urge to check the window again.

      Curiosity was unbecoming at her age.

      And yet.

      At 1:42 a.m., she woke once more.

      This time she did not rise.

      She lay on her side, staring at the faint glow edging her curtains.

      After a moment, she allowed herself the smallest smile.

      Blackwood, it seemed, was not entirely asleep after all.
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