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!!A Thank You !!

Dear Reader,

Thank you for choosing to step into the haunting world of The Woman Beyond the Fields. Your time, imagination, and emotional connection to this story mean more than words can express.

Stories live only when they are read, felt, and carried forward in the hearts of readers—and you have given this novel that life. Across countries, cultures, and distances, your curiosity and courage to explore a tale of fear, guilt, and redemption bind us together in a shared experience.

May this story linger with you long after the final page, stirring thoughts, emotions, and reflections in the quiet moments.

With sincere gratitude,
S. Kumar
(and heartfelt thanks from Sudhir Kharwar)

The Haunting Begins 

	Arrival / Introduction to the village

	First unexplained deaths

	Fear, denial, superstition

	Appearance of the woman’s spirit
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The Truth Unearthed)

	Investigation into village history

	Conflicting testimonies

	Moral decay and guilt

	Revelation of the woman’s fate


The Reckoning 

	The cost of silence

	The ritual / act of truth

	Sacrifice, confession, or justice

	Ending the haunting — at a price
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Chapter 1
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The Village That the Road Forgot

The road to “Greyfen” did not end so much as it gave up.

One moment it was there—narrow, cracked, hedged by dying hawthorn—and the next it thinned into something more like a suggestion, a pale ribbon of gravel dissolving into mud and grass. The signpost announcing the village leaned at an angle that suggested it had been struck once and never bothered to recover.

GREYFEN
Population: 127
Someone had scratched through the number and written 119 beneath it in charcoal.

Eleanor Moore noticed this as the bus pulled away, its engine coughing like a smoker fleeing the consequences of his habit. The sound faded quickly, swallowed by the moorland mist, until there was nothing left but silence—thick, deliberate silence, as though the land itself were listening.

She stood alone at the roadside with her suitcase, the cold already biting through her coat. November had come early this year. Or perhaps it never really left this place.

Greyfen lay below her, crouched in a shallow valley like something ashamed of being seen. Stone cottages clustered close together, roofs sagging under years of damp and neglect. Smoke rose from a handful of chimneys, thin and grey, barely distinct from the fog that pressed low against the earth.

There was no sound of children. No dogs barking. No wind through trees.

Just the distant toll of a bell.

Once.
Pause.
Twice more.
Eleanor frowned. It was not the hour for church bells, not on a Tuesday afternoon. The sound seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere at once, rolling across the fields and slipping into her bones.

She tightened her grip on the suitcase handle and began the walk downhill.



Greyfen smelled of wet stone, woodsmoke, and something faintly sour beneath it all—old water trapped where it should not be. The cottages were older than they looked, their walls built of rough granite darkened by generations of rain. Curtains twitched as Eleanor passed, though no one stepped outside to greet her.

She counted doors as she walked. Thirty-two houses on the main stretch alone, all occupied, all silent.

At the center of the village stood a square no bigger than a tennis court. A dry well sat at its heart, capped with a rotting wooden cover nailed shut. Someone had painted a symbol on the boards in white chalk: a rough circle slashed through with jagged lines.

It had been smudged, as if someone had tried—and failed—to erase it.

To one side of the square stood the village shop, its windows cluttered with tins and faded packets. A bell hung above the door, blackened with age. Eleanor hesitated before pushing it open.

The bell rang sharply, too loud in the confined space.

Inside, the air was warm and stale. Shelves bowed under the weight of goods that looked untouched for years. A woman stood behind the counter, her hair pulled back so tightly it seemed to stretch her skin.

She looked up.

Her eyes flicked first to Eleanor’s face, then to her suitcase, then—briefly—to the door behind her, as if expecting someone else to follow.

“You’re not from here,” the woman said. It was not a question.

“No,” Eleanor replied. “I’m staying at the Carter house. I wrote ahead.”

The woman’s mouth tightened.

“Did you,” she said softly.

She leaned forward, lowering her voice. “You shouldn’t have.”

Eleanor blinked. “I’m sorry?”

But the woman had already straightened, her expression shuttered.

“That’ll be five pounds for the bread,” she said, sliding a loaf across the counter that Eleanor had not realised she’d picked up.

As Eleanor paid, she noticed the woman’s hands were shaking.



The Carter house sat at the far edge of the village, backed directly onto the fields. Beyond them, the land sloped upward into the moors, where fog clung stubbornly, never fully lifting even in daylight.

The house itself was large and hollow, its windows dark and unwelcoming. It had once belonged to a family that mattered, Eleanor knew that much from the sparse records. Now it belonged to no one.

Or so she had thought.

The key turned reluctantly in the lock. Inside, the house smelled of dust and cold fireplaces. Her footsteps echoed as she explored the ground floor—parlour, kitchen, a narrow staircase curling upward like a spine.

She dropped her suitcase in the parlour and moved to the window.

From here, she could see the fields clearly. They stretched on in uneven patches, bordered by dry stone walls that crumbled in places. A footpath cut through them, leading towards a small copse of trees in the distance.

Something pale flickered at the edge of her vision.

Eleanor leaned closer to the glass.

There—near the tree line—a figure stood motionless. A woman, perhaps, dressed in something light-coloured. Too light for the weather.

“Hello?” Eleanor called, though she did not know why.

The figure did not move.

A moment later, the fog thickened, swallowing the trees—and the woman—with unsettling speed.

Eleanor stepped back, her heart beating faster than it should.



That night, Greyfen did not sleep.

The bell rang again after dark, slow and deliberate. Eleanor lay awake in the unfamiliar bed, listening as its echoes crept through the house. Once. Pause. Twice.

Then the screaming began.

It came from somewhere outside, distant but unmistakably human. A woman’s scream—raw, terrified, and cut short too abruptly to be natural.

Eleanor was on her feet before she realised it, pulling on her coat, fumbling for the torch she’d packed. She stepped onto the front step just as other doors opened along the street.

Villagers emerged, faces pale, eyes hollow. No one spoke. They looked not at one another, but towards the fields.

The fog had returned, thick as wool, rolling low over the ground. And within it—

She saw her.

The woman stood at the edge of the square, her feet not quite touching the ground. Her dress hung in tatters, soaked dark at the hem as though dragged through water. Her hair clung to her face, obscuring most of her features.

Except her eyes.

They were open, wide, and fixed on the villagers.

On all of them.

A man beside Eleanor whispered, “She’s back.”

The woman’s mouth opened.

And every light in Greyfen went out at once.

The dread will deepen. The village will begin to break.
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End of Chapter 1
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Chapter 2
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What the Fog Left Behind

Darkness did not fall over Greyfen—it arrived.

One moment the square was lit by the weak yellow glow of lamps and windows, and the next it was swallowed whole, as though the village had been dragged beneath deep water. Eleanor gasped as the sudden absence of light robbed her of depth and distance. Somewhere nearby, glass shattered. A child began to cry and was abruptly silenced.

The woman’s scream did not return.

Instead, there came a sound far worse.

Footsteps.

Slow. Bare. Wet.

They moved through the square with deliberate patience, each step pressing into the earth with a faint, sucking sound, as if the ground itself resisted letting her go.

“No,” someone whispered. “Not tonight.”

Eleanor’s torch flickered to life in her shaking hand, its beam slicing a narrow path through the dark. It caught fragments only—stone walls, frightened faces, hands gripping doorframes. No one ran. No one screamed.

They knew better.

The footsteps stopped.

The air grew colder, sharp enough to sting Eleanor’s lungs when she breathed. Her torch beam wavered and landed on the well.

The boards nailed across it were slick with moisture that had not been there before. The chalk symbol—half-smeared earlier—now gleamed bright white, freshly redrawn.

A voice spoke, low and broken, as though forced through a throat that had long forgotten how to shape words.

“Do you remember?”

The voice came from everywhere.

Eleanor felt it brush past her ear, curl around her thoughts.

A man dropped to his knees.

“I’m sorry,” he sobbed. “God help me, I’m sorry.”

The fog shifted.

The woman stood beside the well now, closer than before. Her face was still obscured by hair, but Eleanor could see the outline of her mouth stretched into something that was not quite a smile.

“Sorry,” the woman repeated, tasting the word. “You were sorry then too.”

She lifted one arm.

The man screamed as though something had seized him from within. His body arched backward unnaturally, heels scraping against stone as he was dragged—no, pulled—across the square towards the well.

“Help him!” Eleanor shouted.

No one moved.

The man’s fingers clawed at the boards, nails splitting, blood dark against pale wood. For one terrible moment, his eyes met Eleanor’s.

“Please,” he said.

The boards shattered inward.

The well swallowed him whole.

There was no splash. No thud. Only silence.

Then the lights flickered back on, weak and uncertain.

The fog retreated as quickly as it had come.

The woman was gone.



No one spoke for a long time.

Eventually, a man with a stooped back and a weathered face straightened from where he had crouched beside the well. He wore a heavy coat despite the damp and cold, and his eyes were rimmed red with something older than fear.

“That’s enough,” he said hoarsely. “Back inside. All of you.”

Eleanor recognised him from the parish records she had studied before coming here.

Thomas Hale. Acting village head.

“What about him?” Eleanor demanded, gesturing towards the broken well. “We can’t just—”

“He’s dead,” Hale said flatly. “And if you value your life, you’ll forget you saw how.”

She stared at him. “A man was just taken by—by something. We need to call the police.”

A murmur rippled through the crowd. Fear, sharp and immediate.

“No,” Hale snapped. “No outsiders.”

The shopkeeper woman Eleanor had met earlier stepped forward, her face grey. “They won’t help. They never do.”

“Never?” Eleanor echoed.

Hale’s jaw tightened. “Go home, Miss Moore.”

“How do you know my name?”

His eyes flicked to the Carter house. “We know who comes here.”



Eleanor did not sleep.

The house creaked and settled around her, each sound magnified in the quiet. She lay awake, staring at the ceiling, replaying the moment the man’s eyes had met hers.

Do you remember?

At some point before dawn, she heard movement outside.

Soft footsteps passed beneath her window, slower than human, too measured. She held her breath until the sound faded into the fields.

When morning finally came, it brought no comfort.

Greyfen looked unchanged in daylight—still bleak, still withdrawn—but something fundamental had shifted. The well was boarded up again, hastily this time, the wood fresh and pale. Someone had placed flowers beside it. Wilted ones.

Eleanor stepped into the square just as two men emerged from a cottage carrying a sheet-wrapped shape between them.

No one followed.

No prayers
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