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Disclaimer

AUTHOR'S DISCLAIMER

The content of Ghosted: A Love Triangle Beyond Life and Death is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. The characters and events portrayed in this book are products of the author's imagination and are intended for entertainment purposes only.

Copyright Notice

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without the prior written permission of the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review or scholarly journal.

Content Advisory

This book may contain themes and content that some readers may find sensitive or triggering, including but not limited to discussions of love, loss, and paranormal elements. The author does not endorse any actions or behaviors depicted in the story, and readers are encouraged to approach the material with an open mind and consider their personal comfort levels.

Legal Disclaimer

The author is not liable for any damages arising from the use of or reliance on any information provided in this book. The information is provided "as is" without warranty of any kind, express or implied, including but not limited to warranties of merchantability or fitness for a particular purpose.

Health and Safety Disclaimer

The author is not a licensed therapist, counselor, or medical professional. Any advice or recommendations given in this book are based on personal opinion and experience. Readers should seek professional advice for any mental health or medical issues they may have.

By reading this book, you acknowledge that you have read and understood this disclaimer and agree to be bound by its terms.
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Chapter 1: Fresh Start, Old House
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Amelia Evans gripped the worn leather steering wheel as her car rumbled down the narrow, winding country road. Tall trees lined either side, their dense branches blotting out the sun and casting eerie shadows across the gravel path. Her stomach twisted with a mix of nerves and anticipation as she neared her destination.

Wellington Manor.

The name itself had a weight to it, like a place that had seen centuries pass by, full of secrets and stories locked within its ancient walls. She had chosen it for its solitude, an old manor house in the middle of the countryside, far away from the noise and chaos of the city. After her divorce, she needed peace. A place to heal, to breathe, to paint. And, most importantly, a place to be alone.

Her ex-husband, Steven, had moved on quickly, leaving Amelia with a hollow feeling of displacement. Their marriage had ended not with a bang, but with a slow unraveling of love and connection. The divorce papers were now tucked away in a box somewhere in the back of her car, but the weight of it all still hung heavy on her.

As her car crested the final hill, Wellington Manor came into view. It stood proudly atop a small rise, its gray stone walls weathered by time but still imposing. Ivy crawled up its sides, winding around tall, arched windows like nature's own attempt to claim the building. A wrought iron gate stood open, creaking in the breeze, as though it had been waiting for her arrival.

Amelia pulled up in front of the house and killed the engine. Silence enveloped her. No honking cars, no city sounds. Just the soft rustle of leaves and the distant chirping of birds. It should have felt peaceful, but instead, a slight unease curled at the back of her mind. Shaking it off, she grabbed her suitcase from the backseat, slammed the car door shut, and made her way up the front steps.

The old wooden door creaked as she pushed it open. Dust motes floated lazily in the streams of late afternoon light filtering through the high windows. The grand foyer stretched out before her, with dark wood paneling, a spiraling staircase, and a heavy chandelier hanging from the ceiling.

"Home, sweet home," Amelia muttered, setting her suitcase down with a thud.

The house smelled of aged wood and something faintly floral, like lavender mixed with the scent of forgotten rooms. Despite its slightly run-down appearance, the place had charm—tall ceilings, grand windows, and the promise of space she so desperately craved.

But there was something else. A heaviness. As if the air itself held the weight of years gone by. She brushed the feeling aside, chalking it up to her nerves. After all, this was a big change—leaving her old life behind for a fresh start. It was bound to feel strange at first.

She wandered through the house, familiarizing herself with the space. The library was magnificent, with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves and dusty tomes that looked as though they hadn’t been touched in decades. The dining room boasted a long, polished table that could seat twelve, though Amelia couldn’t imagine ever needing that much space for herself.

Her footsteps echoed in the stillness as she explored upstairs. The bedrooms were large, each with its own unique character, but she chose the one with the best view of the rolling hills. She stood by the window for a moment, taking it in—the sweeping countryside, the distant silhouette of trees against the fading sky. It was beautiful, but there was something unnerving about the stillness.

"Don’t be ridiculous," she muttered to herself. "It’s just a house."

After unpacking a few essentials, she headed back downstairs. As she passed the grand staircase, she thought she heard a faint creaking sound. She froze, her hand gripping the banister. The noise stopped, and the house was quiet again. It must have been the old wood settling, she reasoned. Old houses made noise. That was all it was.

Still, the feeling of being watched persisted.

She tried to brush it off as she made herself some tea and settled into the cozy living room. The fire crackled softly in the hearth, casting flickering shadows across the walls. Amelia curled up with a book, telling herself to relax. She’d been here for only a few hours, and already her imagination was running wild.

As the night crept in, the wind began to howl outside, rattling the windows. The fire dimmed, and with it, the warmth in the room seemed to drain away. Amelia shivered and set her book aside. The house was still—too still. She stood and stretched, listening to the ticking of the old grandfather clock in the corner.

And then she heard it.

A faint sound, like something—or someone—moving upstairs. The creaking of floorboards. Soft, almost imperceptible footsteps.

Amelia’s heart skipped a beat. She stood frozen, straining to listen. Maybe it was just the wind. Or the house settling. But the footsteps grew louder, more distinct, like someone was walking down the hall above her.

“Hello?” she called out, her voice wavering slightly.

There was no answer. The only response was the soft groan of wood and a faint, almost melodic whisper carried on the wind.

Amelia's pulse quickened. She told herself it was nothing—just the house playing tricks on her. But she couldn’t shake the feeling that something was there. Something unseen.

She headed up the stairs, her footsteps slow and deliberate. The second floor was dark, the hallway stretching out in front of her like a long, forgotten memory. She reached the landing and peered down the corridor. Nothing moved, but the air felt heavy. Oppressive.

Amelia laughed nervously. "Old pipes," she whispered, forcing herself to turn back toward her room.

But as she walked away, she could have sworn she heard the faintest sound of laughter echoing behind her.

She hurried to her bedroom, shut the door, and leaned against it, her breath shallow.

“Just nerves,” she whispered to herself again, though her heart pounded in her chest.

But deep down, she wasn’t sure she believed it.
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