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(English Translation)

Prologue 

The mist stretched across the landscape, engulfing the estate like a sea of thick gray clouds. The old mansion, frozen in time, seemed to silently watch over the outside world, its shattered windows like dead eyes staring without breath. The wind whispered faintly through the barren trees, emitting almost human-like wails, while the darkness of twilight grew increasingly oppressive.

The manor, with its stone walls eroded by centuries of abandonment, was a monument to oblivion. It had witnessed generations come and go, each carrying their own sorrows, laughter, and tears. But there was something more here. Something supernatural that had escaped the forgetfulness of time. A curse sealed within the very foundations of the house. A presence, as old as the manor itself, that knew neither peace nor end.

The legends surrounding this place were many. Tales of wandering specters, dark rituals, and shattered dreams were whispered, yet no one dared to speak of them openly. Those who ventured too close to the manor mysteriously vanished, swallowed by the shadows that danced upon its crumbling walls. And yet, despite the terror this place inspired, a group of brave—or perhaps foolish—souls was preparing to step into this cursed dwelling.

They had come for a reason. They had come to uncover the truth behind the whispers of ancestors and the shadows of spirits. But the truth was never what it seemed. And the curse of the forgotten manor was only the beginning of their descent into horror.

Chapter 1 : The Invitation to Mystery

The plane had landed a few hours earlier, and the group of young adults had taken the road toward Degrès Manor. Tarek, the most skeptical among them, was the first to notice the changes in the air. The closer they got to their destination, the darker the sky seemed to become, with clouds forming in ominously dense waves. But that only added to the thrill of the adventure—or at least, that’s what he told himself.

“We’re about to end up in a horror movie if this keeps up,” he joked, casting an amused glance at Zola, who was sitting next to him in the car.

Zola, a sharp-eyed young woman, shook her head with a smile, though a slight shiver ran down her spine. “You’re only saying that because you haven’t seen the manor yet. It looks... how should I put it... a little too perfect for an abandoned place.”

“It’s just an old building,” Tarek replied, clinging to his usual rationalism. “I’m sure it’s all just a legend. You’ll see, it’ll just be a pile of dusty old stones.”

Kwame, sitting in the back of the car, turned his head toward them with a smirk. “Yeah, but they say the manor was built on ancient land. A former colonial estate. Doesn’t that seem a little... curious to you ?”

Amina, the quietest of the group, watched the landscape pass by through the window. There was something in the air, a vague unease she couldn’t quite name. She didn’t dare say it out loud, but a part of her felt that this adventure might turn out to be much darker than she had imagined.

At last, Degrès Manor loomed before them. It was massive, its gothic architecture imposing an almost supernatural presence. The walls, worn by time, were covered in ivy and moss, and the tall, narrow windows seemed to be watching them. The manor’s grounds were surrounded by dense hedges, like a fortress built to keep the outside world away.

“It looks like a haunted house,” Amina murmured as she stepped out of the vehicle.

Kwame chuckled. “We’ll see about that.”

Tarek, however, couldn’t shake a lingering unease. Everything, from the moment they had first glimpsed the manor in the distance, felt... strangely oppressive. But he quickly brushed the thought aside. There was no reason to be spooked by something like this. It was just an old building with a dark history, nothing more.

They moved toward the massive wooden entrance door. A large knocker in the shape of a lion’s head hung on it, but instead of looking welcoming, it seemed almost menacing. A sharp knock echoed as they struck it.

A few moments later, the door slowly creaked open on its hinges. An elderly man, dressed in a black suit, stood in the doorway, an enigmatic smile on his lips.

“Welcome to Degrès Manor,” he said in a low, almost ceremonial voice. “I am Leonce, the caretaker. You are expected.”

The group exchanged glances, slightly perplexed. Leonce stepped aside, inviting them in, and as they crossed the threshold, a sudden chill enveloped them. The interior of the manor was vast—almost excessive—with high ceilings adorned with ancient frescoes. Portraits of unknown ancestors lined the walls, their gazes seeming to follow every movement.

“You will settle in the main hall,” Leonce explained, leading them through dimly lit corridors. “There is a fire in the hearth. You may rest before you begin exploring the premises.”

The group followed him in silence, absorbed by the grandeur of the place and the eerie stillness that filled it. Leonce left them in a large room, decorated with antique furniture and thick carpets. The windows overlooked an abandoned garden—a desolate landscape that only added to the manor’s sense of isolation.

“It’s... beautiful,” Zola murmured, though her expression betrayed a hint of unease.

“It’s a little too quiet, don’t you think ?” Kwame replied, glancing around. He sank into an armchair, his smile more nervous than he would have liked.

Without another word, Leonce disappeared into the shadows. The group remained there, alone with their thoughts, as the hours slowly passed—almost as if the manor itself was watching them.

Chapter 2 : The Whispers of the Old Manor

After settling in the grand hall, the group dispersed, each eager to explore the manor in their own way. Tarek walked toward an imposing bookshelf, its shelves overflowing with ancient books whose bindings were worn by time. Zola, curious, approached a large window overlooking the overgrown garden. She silently noted how the trees seemed to lean strangely toward the house, as if trying to swallow it.

Kwame wandered around the room, observing the paintings covering the walls. Portraits of men and women dressed in period clothing stared intensely, their gazes so fixed it felt as if they were watching him. A shiver ran down his spine when his eyes met those of a woman with piercing eyes. The artist had captured an unsettling glint in her gaze, but the image also seemed... alive.

Amina stood near the fireplace, her hands clenched around her coat. She felt strange, as if an invisible pressure was pressing down on her chest. The air was heavy—too heavy. She closed her eyes for a moment, trying to shake off the sensation, but something lingered. Something almost imperceptible, like a whisper. A soft breath, barely audible, seemingly coming from the very walls.

"Did you hear that ?" she suddenly asked, her voice slightly trembling.

The others turned to her, surprised.

"Hear what ?" Tarek responded, still engrossed in his book.

Zola stepped closer to Amina. "What’s wrong?"

Amina slowly turned to her, eyes wide. "It was like a whisper... like someone was calling my name."

Kwame, now standing near the window, shrugged. "It’s probably just the wind or the house’s echo. It’s an old building, after all."

Tarek, still buried in his book, remained unconcerned. "I see nothing here but dusty relics and books that smell like mold."

Amina wasn’t convinced. "No, it was... different." She turned toward the staircase, her gaze briefly settling on the door of a room at the top. The shadow beneath the door seemed darker than in the other rooms, as if it were trapped in a permanent night.

Suddenly, a deep noise echoed through the hallways. A door upstairs slammed shut, followed by a strange, almost imperceptible groan that vibrated through the air. The tension in the room heightened instantly. Everyone froze.

"Who... was that ?" Kwame asked, a hint of nervousness in his voice.

Despite their apprehension, they cautiously moved forward, curiosity mingling with fear. The noises had come from a room upstairs, directly above the grand hall. The air grew colder as they climbed the stairs, and a sense of unease settled over them.

Leonce was nowhere to be seen.

They reached the upstairs hallway. A wooden door with finely carved moldings stood before them. It was slightly ajar, and a faint draft of icy air seeped through the opening.

"There’s something in there. I can feel it," Amina murmured, her gaze lost in the darkness beyond the door.

Despite his hesitation, Tarek stepped forward. "It’s just an abandoned room. You’re imagining things."

He slowly pushed the door open. Inside, a large room appeared almost empty, except for old furniture
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