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    To the fearless young readers who love dark forests, hidden caves, mysterious legends, and stories that send chills down their spines.
To every curious imagination that has ever wondered what might be watching silently from the shadows beyond the trees at night.
This book is dedicated to those brave enough to keep exploring even when fear whispers for them to turn back.
May Noah and Ava's adventure remind you that courage is not about never being afraid—it is about standing together and facing the darkness anyway.
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Chapter 1 — The Cabin in Pine Hollow
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Noah Bennett knew something was wrong with Pine Hollow the moment they passed the broken sign.

The wooden sign leaned crookedly beside the narrow mountain road, half-covered in moss and vines.

WELCOME TO PINE HOLLOW

Someone had scratched deep marks beneath the words.

Almost like claw marks.

Noah stared at them through the car window as rain dripped steadily from the gray sky above.

“You okay back there?” his mother asked.

Noah looked away from the sign.

“Yeah.”

His older sister Ava glanced up from her phone.

“You’ve been weirdly quiet for the last hour.”

“I’m tired.”

“You always say that right before something creepy happens,” Ava replied with a grin.

Noah rolled his eyes.

“You literally think every old place is haunted.”

“That’s because old places usually are haunted.”

Their father laughed from the driver’s seat.

“Well, this place definitely *looks* haunted.”

Noah looked out the window again.

Tall pine trees crowded both sides of the road so tightly they almost blocked out the sky. Fog drifted between the trunks like pale smoke, and the deeper they drove into Pine Hollow, the darker the forest became.

Noah checked the GPS screen on the dashboard.

No signal.

Again.

“We’re seriously staying out here for two weeks?” he asked.

His mother smiled.

“That’s the point. No city noise. No distractions. Just nature.”

“Nature probably has bears.”

“Or serial killers,” Ava added helpfully.

Their mother sighed.

“Thank you, Ava.”

Ava smirked and returned to her phone.

The road curved sharply uphill.

Rain tapped against the windshield while thunder rumbled faintly in the distance.

Then Noah noticed something strange.

A figure stood between the trees ahead.

Tall.

Still.

Watching the car.

Noah sat upright immediately.

“Dad.”

“What?”

“There’s someone in the woods.”

His father slowed slightly.

“Where?”

But the figure was gone.

Only dark trees remained.

Noah frowned deeply.

“I swear I saw someone.”

Ava glanced up lazily.

“Probably a deer.”

“Deer don’t stand upright.”

“That sounds exactly like something a deer would want you to think.”

Noah ignored her and kept staring at the forest.

For the rest of the drive, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something moved between the trees beside the road.

Always just out of sight.

Always watching.

Twenty minutes later, the cabin finally appeared through the fog.

It stood alone near the edge of the forest overlooking a dark lake far below the mountain slope.

The cabin looked old but sturdy.

Two stories tall.

Wooden porch.

Stone chimney.

And enormous pine trees surrounding it on every side.

Noah stepped out of the car and instantly smelled rain, wet dirt, and pine needles.

The air felt colder than he expected.

A gust of wind rattled the trees overhead.

Somewhere deep in the forest, a branch snapped loudly.

Noah looked toward the woods automatically.

The trees stretched endlessly into darkness.

Something about them made his stomach tighten.

“Well,” his father said cheerfully while unloading bags, “what do you think?”

“It’s creepy,” Noah answered honestly.

Ava climbed out beside him and looked around.

“I kind of love it.”

“Of course you do.”

Thunder rumbled again overhead.

Their mother pointed toward the porch.

“Let’s get inside before the storm starts.”

The cabin creaked softly as they entered.

Inside smelled dusty and old, like books forgotten in an attic.

A stone fireplace sat in the living room beside huge windows overlooking the woods.

Mounted deer heads stared down from the walls.

The floorboards groaned beneath every step.

And everywhere Noah looked, shadows gathered in the corners.

“This place definitely has ghosts,” Ava whispered dramatically.

Their mother gave her a warning look.

“Don’t start.”

Ava grinned.

Noah tried laughing, but something about the cabin made him uneasy.

It felt too quiet.

Not peaceful quiet.

Watching quiet.

Their father carried bags upstairs.

“You kids can pick rooms.”

Ava immediately rushed toward the larger bedroom overlooking the lake.

“Mine!”

Noah groaned.

“You always steal the best room.”

“That’s because I’m older.”

“By two years.”

“Still counts.”

Noah ended up with the smaller room at the end of the upstairs hallway.

It wasn’t terrible.

A narrow bed sat beneath a window facing the forest.

A wooden dresser leaned crookedly against one wall.

And an old lamp with a yellow shade glowed softly beside the bed.

But the moment Noah entered the room, he noticed something strange.

The window was already open slightly.

Cold air drifted inside.

He walked over slowly and looked out.

The woods stood frighteningly close behind the cabin.

Tall black pine trees crowded together tightly.

And beyond them—

Darkness.

Even though it was still afternoon.

Noah frowned.

For one brief second, he thought he saw movement deep between the trees.

A pale shape slipping behind a trunk.

Then thunder cracked loudly overhead, making him jump.

Rain suddenly poured against the roof.

The storm had arrived.

That evening, the Bennett family ate dinner beside the fireplace while rain hammered the cabin windows.

Their father attempted to make chili.

Attempted being the important word.

“It tastes like burnt ketchup,” Ava announced.

“It absolutely does not.”

“It absolutely does.”

Noah laughed for the first time all day.

Their mother shook her head smiling.

“Your father cooked. Be grateful.”

“I am grateful,” Ava replied. “Grateful I still have taste buds after this.”

Their father threw a napkin at her.

For a little while, everything felt normal.

Warm.

Safe.

The storm raged outside while the fire crackled softly nearby.

Noah almost forgot the strange feeling he’d had since entering Pine Hollow.

Almost.

Then the lights flickered.

The room instantly darkened.

Ava looked up.

“There it is.”

“There what is?” Noah asked.

“The haunted-cabin power flicker.”

Their father sighed heavily.

“It’s a storm, Ava.”

The lights steadied again after several seconds.

But Noah noticed something odd.

One of the windows above the kitchen sink looked blacker than the others.

Like something stood outside blocking part of the rain.

Noah stared at it.

Then lightning flashed.

For one split second, the forest outside illuminated bright white.

And Noah saw a figure standing between the trees.

Tall.

Thin.

Watching the cabin.

Then darkness returned.

Noah’s heart skipped painfully.

“Did you guys see that?”

Everyone looked at him.

“See what?” his mother asked.

“There was someone outside.”

Ava immediately grinned.

“Ghost hunter Noah strikes again.”

“I’m serious.”

Their father stood and looked through the kitchen window.

Rain poured heavily outside.

Nothing else.

“No one’s out there.”

Noah frowned.

But he had seen someone.

He knew he had.

Later that night, the storm grew worse.

Wind howled around the cabin hard enough to shake the walls.

Tree branches scraped across the roof.

And thunder rolled endlessly through the mountains.

Noah lay awake in bed staring at the ceiling.

The cabin made strange noises constantly.

Floorboards creaked.

Pipes groaned.

The walls popped softly.

Every sound made him more nervous.

Around midnight, lightning flashed outside his window.

The forest lit up bright white for one second.

Then darkness returned.

Noah rolled over and checked his clock.

12:17 AM.

Another flash illuminated the woods.

This time Noah sat upright instantly.

Something stood outside his window.

His breath caught.

Two glowing eyes floated between the trees.

Pale yellow.

Unblinking.

Watching him.

Noah froze completely.

The eyes remained perfectly still in the darkness.

Too high off the ground to belong to an animal.

Far too high.

His pulse hammered painfully in his chest.

Another lightning flash lit the woods.

The eyes vanished.

Noah held his breath.

Maybe he imagined them.

Maybe they were reflections.

Then slowly—

The eyes appeared again.

Closer now.

Much closer.

Floating between the trees directly behind the cabin.

Watching his window.

Watching him.

Noah grabbed his blanket tightly.

The eyes didn’t blink.

Didn’t move.

Only stared.

Then something else appeared beside them.

Another pair of glowing eyes.

Then another.

And another.

Noah’s blood turned ice cold.

Dozens of glowing eyes stared from the woods now.

Different heights.

Different distances.

All fixed directly on the cabin.

A branch cracked loudly outside.

Noah nearly screamed.

The eyes shifted slightly between the trees.

Something was moving out there.

Several somethings.

Then came the sound.

Crunch.

Like footsteps on wet leaves.

Slow.

Heavy.

Circling the cabin.

Noah scrambled out of bed and rushed toward his bedroom door.

He nearly collided with Ava in the hallway.

She looked pale.

“You heard that too?”

Noah stared at her.

“You saw the eyes?”

Ava nodded immediately.

“There are things outside.”

Thunder exploded overhead.

The cabin lights flickered violently.

Their parents’ bedroom door opened across the hall.

“What’s going on?” their mother asked sleepily.

“There’s someone outside!” Noah whispered.

Their father grabbed a flashlight from the dresser.

“Nobody’s outside.”

“Yes there is!”

Another crunch echoed from outside the cabin.

This time even their father heard it.

The hallway went silent.

Then came a low sound from outside.

Not quite a growl.

Not quite human either.

Something in
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