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In 'Death's Door,' Chris Campbell weaves a gripping horror novel that delves into the unseen terrors lurking behind closed doors. With masterful storytelling, this suspenseful tale will keep readers on the edge of their seats, questioning what hides in the dark.
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Prologue: The First Whisper

The House on Blackthorn Lane

The house on Blackthorn Lane had stood for over a century, its gabled roof sagging under the weight of time, its windows like hollow eyes staring blindly into the night. The locals called it Whisper Hollow, though no one could remember why—only that the name had clung to it like cobwebs, passed down through generations in hushed tones. The first recorded incident occurred in the winter of 1893, when a young couple, newlywed and full of hope, moved into the house, unaware of the darkness that seeped through its walls. They had laughed at the warnings, dismissing them as superstitious nonsense, but within a month, their laughter had turned to whispers, and then to silence. The husband, Elias Voss, was found in the attic, his fingers clawed into the floorboards, his mouth frozen in a scream that never made a sound. His wife, Margaret, was never found—only her wedding ring, left on the kitchen table, still warm to the touch.

The police report, yellowed with age and buried in the town archives, listed the cause of death as "unknown," but those who had seen the body knew better. Elias’s eyes had been gouged out, his lips sewn shut with coarse black thread, as



Chapter 1: The New Tenant

The House on Willow Lane

The house on Willow Lane stood in eerie silence, its peeling paint and sagging porch betraying a history no one cared to remember. The realtor had called it "charming" and "full of character," but to Daniel and Sarah Whitmore, it was simply the only place they could afford after months of searching. The moment they stepped inside, the air thickened with the scent of dust and something else—something faintly metallic, like old pennies left to rust. The hardwood floors creaked underfoot, groaning as if protesting their presence. The windows, though large, seemed to swallow the daylight rather than let it in, casting long, shifting shadows across the walls.

Sarah ran a hand along the banister, her fingers coming away coated in a fine layer of grime. "It just needs a little love," she said, forcing a smile. Daniel nodded, though his eyes lingered on the dark stain near the base of the stairs—a stain that looked too much like a handprint, fingers splayed in desperation. The realtor had dismissed it as water damage, but Daniel couldn’t shake the feeling that the house was watching them, waiting.

"Some places aren’t just houses. They’re graves with roofs."

That first night, they heard the whispers. Faint, almost imperceptible, like the rustling of dead leaves. Sarah insisted it was the wind, but Daniel knew better. The wind didn’t speak in words.
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The First Night
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Sleep came uneasily. The bedroom, though spacious, felt claustrophobic, the walls pressing in like a living thing. Daniel woke to the sound of scratching—something dragging itself along the floorboards. He sat up, heart hammering, and reached for Sarah, only to find her side of the bed empty. The scratching stopped. The silence that followed was worse.

Then, a whisper from the hallway: "Daniel."

He bolted upright, sweat slicking his skin. The door to their room stood slightly ajar, though he could have sworn they’d closed it. The hallway beyond was pitch black, a void that seemed to pulse with unseen movement. He called Sarah’s name, his voice cracking. No answer.

Downstairs, the kitchen light flickered on.

He found her standing at the sink, her back to him, her shoulders rigid. "Sarah?" he said. She didn’t turn. The faucet was running, the water dark, almost black. When he touched her shoulder, she spun around—her eyes wide, unblinking, her lips moving soundlessly. Then, as if waking from a trance, she blinked. "What are you doing up?" she asked, as if nothing had happened.

Daniel didn’t tell her about the whispers. He didn’t tell her about the figure he’d seen in the hallway, just for a second—a shadow with too many limbs.

The History of 221 Willow Lane

THE NEXT MORNING, DANIEL went to the local library, determined to uncover the truth about their new home. The librarian, an elderly woman with sharp eyes, hesitated when he mentioned the address. "That house has had... unfortunate tenants," she said finally, sliding a yellowed newspaper clipping across the table.

The headline read: FAMILY FOUND DEAD IN WILLOW LANE HOME—POLICE BAFFLED.

The article was sparse on details, but the implication was clear: the previous owners had died under mysterious circumstances. No signs of forced entry. No signs of struggle. Just a family of four, their faces frozen in expressions of pure terror. The house had stood empty for years after that, until now.

Daniel’s hands shook as he read the final line: "The only survivor, a young girl, was found hiding in the attic. She refused to speak of what she saw."

When he returned home, Sarah was in the living room, painting the walls. She hummed softly, her brushstrokes deliberate. The color she’d chosen was a deep, unsettling red. "It’s called ‘Crimson Dusk,’" she said without looking up. "Doesn’t it just... fit?"

The Voices in the Walls

THE SCRATCHING RETURNED that night. This time, Sarah heard it too.

They lay in bed, rigid, listening as something moved behind the walls—a slow, deliberate scraping, like fingernails dragging across plaster. Then, a giggle. High-pitched. Childlike.

Sarah’s grip on Daniel’s arm tightened. "We need to leave," she whispered.

But the house had other plans.

The door to their room slammed shut. The temperature dropped, their breath fogging in the air. From the corner of the room, a shadow detached itself from the darkness—a small figure, its limbs too long, its head lolling at an unnatural angle. It took a step forward.

Then another.

Daniel tried to scream, but no sound came out.
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The Attic
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The next morning, Sarah was gone.

Daniel searched the house frantically, calling her name until his voice gave out. The only place left was the attic. The door, previously locked, now stood slightly ajar.

The stairs groaned under his weight as he climbed, the air growing thicker with each step. The attic was cluttered with old furniture, dust-coated boxes, and—

A single rocking chair, moving slowly back and forth.

On the floor beside it, a child’s drawing. A crude sketch of their house, the windows filled with screaming faces. At the bottom, in shaky letters: "They never leave."

Then, from behind him, a whisper: "Daniel."

He turned.

The last thing he saw was Sarah’s face—her mouth stretched too wide, her eyes black as the void.

"Welcome home."

🔲 The house is more than it seems.

🔲 The whispers grow louder each night.

🔲 The past refuses to stay buried.

🔲 Some doors should never be opened.

🔲 The attic holds the truth—if you dare to look.


Chapter 2: The Unseen Presence

The First Whisper of Dread

THE HOUSE HAD BEEN quiet—too quiet—since the Wilsons moved in. At first, the silence had been a comfort, a stark contrast to the relentless noise of the city they’d left behind. But by the third night, the quiet itself became oppressive, as if the walls were holding their breath, waiting for something to break it. Then came the sounds. Not the creaks and groans of an old house settling—those were expected—but something else. A whisper, so faint it could have been the wind, except there was no wind. A scrape, like fingernails dragging along the baseboard. A sigh, not from any living throat.

Emily Wilson was the first to hear it. She’d been lying in bed, staring at the ceiling, when the whisper curled into her ear like smoke. She sat up, heart hammering, and shook her husband awake. "Did you hear that?" she asked, voice trembling. Mark grumbled, half-asleep, and dismissed it as her imagination. But when the sound came again—a wet, guttural murmur from the hallway—he bolted upright, eyes wide. They sat in silence, straining to hear, but the house had gone still once more.

By morning, they convinced themselves it had been the pipes, or the wind, or a trick of the mind. But that night, the noises returned. This time, they were louder. A rhythmic thump-thump-thump from the attic, as if something heavy were being dragged across the floor. A choked, rattling breath from the baby monitor, though their daughter slept soundly in her crib. The shadows in the hallway seemed to shift when no one was looking, stretching and twisting in ways that defied the dim glow of the nightlight.

"Houses have memories," the old woman next door had told them on moving day, her milky eyes unblinking. "Some of them remember things they shouldn’t."

They hadn’t paid her any mind then. Now, Emily couldn’t shake the words.

The Shadows That Linger

THE DAYS PASSED IN a haze of exhaustion. Every night, the disturbances grew worse. Mark, ever the skeptic, set up recording equipment, determined to debunk the phenomenon. But the recordings only deepened the mystery. The audio files were filled with static, but beneath the hiss were voices—dozens of them, whispering in overlapping layers, none of them human. The video footage showed nothing but darkness, yet the darkness itself seemed to move, pooling in corners like liquid.

Emily began seeing things. A figure standing at the foot of the bed, its face a blur. A handprint on the bathroom mirror, too large to belong to either of them, appearing overnight. Their daughter, Lily, babbling to someone—or something—in her room when no one else was there. Once, Emily walked in to find the toddler giggling, her tiny fingers outstretched toward the empty space above her crib. "Pretty lady," Lily had said, before her laughter turned to tears.

Mark refused to acknowledge it. He blamed stress, lack of sleep, the isolation of their new home. But Emily knew better. The house was alive. And it was watching them.

🔲 The whisper in the hallway

🔲 The thumping in the attic

🔲 The voices on the recordings

🔲 The figure at the foot of the bed

🔲 Lily’s unseen "pretty lady"

The Door That Shouldn’t Be There

THEN CAME THE DOOR.

It appeared overnight in the basement, a narrow, warped thing tucked into the foundation where no door had been before. The wood was blackened, as if scorched, and the handle was ice-cold to the touch. Mark insisted it had always been
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Chapter 3: The Door That Shouldn't Be There
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