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  Foreword



When Althea Hutchinson, a spirited New Yorker, marries the suave French entrepreneur Méraud Favreau, she believes her life has finally fallen into place. However, the honeymoon is cut short when Méraud entrusts her with an unusual task in his picturesque hometown of Dijon, France. Eager to assist and explore this beautiful city, Althea packs her bags and sets off on this unexpected adventure.




But the cobblestone streets of Dijon hold secrets far beyond their charming facades. As Althea delves into her mission, she encounters bizarre occurrences that unravel the very fabric of reality—whispers in ancient alleyways, shadows that seem to shift on their own, and cryptic messages hidden within the city’s towering walls. Each mysterious phenomenon sails her deeper into a whirlwind of fear and uncertainty, challenging her understanding of what she thought was true, both about France and her marriage.




When she returns to New York, Althea carries more than just her lover’s lingering kiss; she bears a revelation so startling it reshapes her idyllic life alongside Méraud, sending their world spiraling into chaos. As truths long buried emerge and suspicion stirs the air between them, Althea must confront the haunting past of a city where love, betrayal, and history collide.




“The Walls of Dijon” is a gripping exploration of love’s complexities and the shadows lurking beneath the surface of our lives. As readers journey alongside Althea, they will grapple with the themes of trust, the quest for identity, and the unsettling reality that sometimes, the greatest mystery lies within ourselves. Prepare for an emotional rollercoaster that will leave you questioning everything you think you know about the ties that bind us.






I

Part One: The Confines
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  Chapter 1: The Parisian Dream, Fractured

  
  




Althea Hutchinson traced the rim of her champagne glass, the bubbles tickling her nose. Four months married, and still giddy. Méraud, her charming, sophisticated Frenchman, had swept her off her feet. Their New York apartment, a haven of imported silks and hand-carved woods from his retail chain, “L’Art de la Maison,” was a testament to their shared life.




But lately, a faint unease had begun to simmer beneath the surface. Méraud seemed… distant. His trips back to Dijon, frequent during their courtship, had resumed with a renewed intensity. He attributed them to business, of course. He needed to sell an inherited apartment, a property proving stubbornly difficult to offload. The tenants, he claimed with a frustrated sigh, were all terribly sensitive.




“Darling,” he’d said, his eyes the color of rich cognac, “I hate to ask, but could you handle it? My presence is crucial here. You have such a knack for… diplomacy.”




Althea, ever the dutiful wife, agreed. A month in Dijon? It sounded idyllic. A chance to immerse herself in French culture, explore its culinary delights, and finally put a face to the city Méraud spoke of with such nostalgic fondness. She envisioned sun-drenched afternoons in cafes, the scent of fresh bread lingering in the air, and the satisfaction of closing a deal for her husband.




She confided in her sister, Shana, on a video call, her excitement bubbling over. “Imagine, Shana! Truffle hunting, chateau tours, and maybe even find some inspiration for my own interior design blog!”




Shana, ever the pragmatic one, raised a skeptical eyebrow. “Just be careful, Althea. Dijon is not exactly a party city like New York.”




Her best friend, Collette Flowers, however, was wholeheartedly supportive. “Oh, Althea! Think of the Instagram potential! I’m living vicariously through you already!”




Althea laughed, her anxieties momentarily forgotten. Dijon awaited.
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  Chapter 2: Echoes in Dijon

  
  




Dijon greeted Althea with a hushed elegance. The city was ancient, its cobblestone streets whispering stories of dukes and dynasties. The apartment Méraud spoke of was located on a quiet street, tucked away from the bustling center. It was spacious, undeniably beautiful, with high ceilings and intricate moldings. But an unsettling chill permeated the air, despite the warmth of the late spring sun.




The first few days were a whirlwind of appointments. Potential buyers, each with their own quirks and demands, paraded through the apartment. Althea, armed with her charming American accent and a genuine desire to please, navigated the negotiations with grace.




She religiously kept in contact with Shana and Collette, recounting her adventures over patchy video calls. “The food is incredible! I had escargots last night, Shana, you would have hated them! And the wine… oh, the wine!”




But as the days passed, a subtle unease began to creep into her reports. The apartment felt… wrong. The shadows seemed to lengthen in the corners, the air growing heavy and oppressive after dusk. She dismissed it as jet lag, the strangeness of being in a new city.




Then came the disturbances. A faint whisper in the dead of night, like a sigh carried on the wind. A sudden draft, despite all windows being sealed. A persistent feeling of being watched.




She tried to rationalize it. Old buildings creaked. Pipes groaned. But the feeling persisted, growing stronger with each passing day.








  
  3

  
  
  Chapter 3: The Wedding Dress

  
  




One night, sleep evaded her. The weight of the silence in the apartment was suffocating. She tossed and turned, her mind racing with anxieties both real and imagined. Finally, she rose, intending to brew a cup of chamomile tea.




As she walked down the hallway, a flicker of movement caught her eye. At the end of the hall, near the entrance to the master bedroom, stood a figure. A woman.




Althea’s breath caught in her throat. The woman was tall and slender, draped in a shimmering white gown. A veil, as white as the dress, obscured her face. A wedding dress.




Althea froze, her heart pounding against her ribs. “Hello?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.




The figure didn’t respond. It stood motionless, its silhouette stark against the dim light.




Then, slowly, the figure began to drift towards her.




Terror seized Althea. She stumbled backwards, her hand flying to her mouth to stifle a scream. The air grew cold, a bone-chilling cold that seemed to seep into her very bones.




As the figure drew closer, Althea caught a glimpse beneath the veil. A pale face, contorted in an expression of unimaginable grief and rage. Eyes burning with an icy fury.




The figure raised a hand, a skeletal hand that seemed to claw at the air. And then, a voice, raspy and filled with a venomous hatred, echoed through the hallway.




“Méraud…”




Althea turned and fled, scrambling back into her bedroom, slamming the door shut and locking it. She huddled against the door, her body trembling uncontrollably.




This was no ordinary disturbance. This was something far more sinister.
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  Chapter 4: Trapped

  
  




Sleep was impossible. Every creak of the floorboards, every rustle of the curtains, sent shivers down her spine. As soon as the sun began to peek over the horizon, Althea stumbled out of bed, determined to escape the apartment.




But when she tried to open the door, it wouldn’t budge. She pushed, she shoved, she even threw her weight against it, but the door remained firmly locked in place.




Panic began to set in. She tried the windows. Locked. Unyielding.




She was trapped.




Days blurred into a nightmare. The disturbances intensified. Objects moved on their own. Doors slammed shut. The temperature plummeted, even during the warmest part of the day. The figure in the wedding dress appeared more frequently, its mournful eyes following her every move.




Althea tried to contact Méraud, Shana, Collette. But the cell service in the apartment was inexplicably weak. Her calls went straight to voicemail. Her texts remained unsent.




She was completely alone, at the mercy of whatever malevolent force had taken hold of the apartment.




She understood now. The apartment wasn’t just haunted. It was a prison. And she was the prisoner.














