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Introduction

Our Love Fed the House is a journey through love, courage, and the unknown. It explores how passion and trust can transform even the darkest places into living legacies. Within these pages, you will meet Mira and Rowan as they navigate a house that is alive—not just with memory, but with heartbeat, spirit, and emotion. 

This novel blends romance, suspense, and psychological intrigue to create an immersive experience that challenges the boundaries between love and fear, past and present, life and memory. 

Prepare to be captivated, moved, and enthralled—because this is more than a story. It is a heartbeat you can feel. 
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Chapter 1: The Arrival

The first thing Mira noticed about the house was how quiet it felt. 

Not the peaceful kind of quiet people search for when they leave the city. This silence felt deeper, almost heavy, like the place had been holding its breath for a long time. 

The gravel road that led to the property was narrow and uneven. Rowan’s truck moved slowly over the bumps, the tires crunching against loose stones and dry leaves. Tall trees lined both sides of the path, their branches leaning inward as if they were trying to hide the house from the rest of the world. 

Mira sat in the passenger seat, watching the building come into view. 

“There it is,” Rowan said softly.

The house stood alone at the end of the road. 

It was large—larger than the pictures they had seen online. Three stories tall with wide windows and a deep front porch that wrapped around the front like open arms. The paint had once been white, but years of rain and wind had turned it into a pale, peeling gray. 

Mira leaned forward slightly. 

“It looks… older than I expected,” she said.

Rowan smiled faintly. 

“Old just means character.”

“Or problems.”

He laughed quietly but didn’t argue.

The truth was, neither of them had many choices. After everything that had happened in the city—the lost job, the rising rent, the endless stress—they needed somewhere new. Somewhere cheap. Somewhere far away from the life that had slowly worn them down. 

This house had appeared online almost like a miracle. 

Too cheap. 

Too big. 

Too remote. 

And yet here they were. 

Rowan parked the truck near the crooked wooden fence that marked the edge of the property. The engine shut off with a tired shudder. 

For a moment neither of them moved. 

The forest around them whispered with the sound of wind moving through branches. 

Mira studied the house again. The windows were dark, reflecting the cloudy sky above. 

“Still time to turn around,” she said, half joking.

Rowan reached over and squeezed her hand. 

“We promised each other a fresh start.”

Mira nodded slowly. 

A fresh start. 

That was the whole reason they had come here. 

Rowan stepped out of the truck first. The autumn air was cool, carrying the scent of damp earth and pine needles. Mira followed him, pulling her jacket tighter around her shoulders. 

Up close, the house felt even bigger. 

The front porch stretched nearly the entire length of the building. The wooden boards creaked under their feet as they climbed the steps. 

Rowan pulled a small key from his pocket. 

“The realtor said the lock might stick,” he said.

Mira glanced over her shoulder at the empty road behind them. 

No neighbors. 

No other houses. 

Just forest. 

“You don’t think it’s haunted, do you?” she asked lightly.

Rowan chuckled. 

“If it is, I hope the ghosts help with the renovations.”

He pushed the key into the lock. 

For a second it refused to move. 

Then it turned with a dull click. 

Rowan slowly pushed the door open. 

The hinges groaned loudly, the sound echoing into the dark hallway beyond. 

Cool air drifted out of the house. 

It smelled faintly of dust and old wood, the kind of scent that gathers in places left alone for too long. 

Mira stepped inside beside him. 

The entry hall was wide and tall, with a staircase rising along the left wall. The wood banister was worn smooth from years of hands sliding along its surface. 

Dust floated in the pale light coming through the front windows. 

“It’s beautiful,” Mira whispered.

Rowan looked surprised. 

“You think so?”

She nodded. 

Even in its worn condition, the house had something special about it. The tall ceilings, the large windows, the quiet spaces that seemed full of forgotten stories. 

“It just needs love,” she said.

Rowan smiled at that. 

“Well,” he said, setting their small bags down on the floor, “good thing we have plenty of that.”

Mira laughed softly. 

But as she walked deeper into the hallway, she felt a strange sensation she couldn’t explain.

The house felt aware. 

Not alive exactly. 

But present. 

Like something inside its walls had noticed their arrival. 

Outside, the wind moved through the trees again. 

And somewhere in the dark upper floors of the house, a faint board creaked. 

The sound was soft. 

So soft that Mira almost convinced herself she had imagined it. 

Almost. 

By late afternoon, the house had begun to look a little less abandoned. 

Sunlight filtered through the tall windows, cutting pale lines across the dusty floors. Mira had opened as many windows as she could reach, letting the cool autumn air sweep through the rooms. It carried away the stale smell that had settled inside the house over the years. 

Rowan worked quietly nearby, dragging old furniture toward the back door. 

Some of it was broken beyond repair—chairs with missing legs, a warped coffee table, a bookshelf that leaned dangerously to one side. Whoever had lived here before had either left in a hurry or simply stopped caring. 

Mira wiped dust from the kitchen counter with an old cloth she had found in a drawer. 

“I still can't believe someone just left all this behind,” she said.

Rowan grunted as he lifted a heavy chair. 

“Maybe they didn’t want to move it,” he replied.

“Or maybe they couldn’t.”

Rowan paused for a moment. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Mira shrugged, trying to sound casual. 

“I don’t know. It just feels strange.”

The truth was, the house carried a certain weight to it. Not something she could explain clearly—just a feeling that the rooms had witnessed things long before they arrived. 

Rowan set the chair down near the door and stretched his back. 

“Every old place feels strange at first,” he said. “Give it time.”

Mira nodded, though she wasn’t completely convinced.

They continued cleaning for the next couple of hours. 

Dust covered nearly every surface. Mira sneezed more times than she could count while sweeping the wooden floors. Rowan found a stack of old newspapers tucked inside a cabinet in the living room, their yellow pages crumbling at the edges. 

The dates were decades old. 

“Look at this,” he said, holding one up.

Mira glanced at the paper. The headline was faded, but she could still make out the year. 

1989.

“That’s older than I am,” she said with a small laugh.

Rowan folded the paper carefully and set it aside. 

“Maybe we’ll learn a little history about this place.”

Mira wasn’t sure she wanted to.

As the afternoon stretched toward evening, they finally cleared enough space in the kitchen to unpack some groceries Rowan had picked up earlier that morning. 

Bread. 

Canned soup. 

Coffee. 

Simple things to get them through the first few days. 

Rowan leaned against the counter while Mira arranged the food inside the old refrigerator. 

The appliance hummed loudly once it was plugged in, but it seemed to work. 

“See?” Rowan said. “We’re making progress already.”

Mira smiled. 

“Slow progress.”

“That’s still progress.”

She closed the refrigerator door and looked around the kitchen. 

The room had started to feel warmer somehow. Less like an abandoned building and more like a place people might actually live in. 

But just as she turned toward Rowan, something moved behind him. 

The kitchen door leading to the back hallway slowly drifted open. 

Neither of them had touched it. 

Mira froze. 

“Rowan,” she said quietly.

He turned around. 

The door continued to move, inch by inch, until it rested fully open against the wall. 

Rowan frowned. 

“Did you open that earlier?”

“No.”

He walked over and pushed the door closed again. 

The wood made a dull clicking sound as it met the frame. 

“Old hinges,” he said casually. “Probably uneven floors too.”

Mira nodded, though the explanation didn’t completely calm the uneasy feeling that had crept into her chest. 

She tried to brush it off. 

After all, the house had been empty for years. It made sense that things might shift or settle. 

Still, as the light outside began to fade, the quiet inside the house seemed to grow heavier. 

That evening they decided not to worry about choosing a bedroom yet. 

The upstairs still needed cleaning, and they were both too tired to deal with it. 

Instead, Rowan carried their mattress from the truck and placed it in the center of the living room floor. 

It looked small inside the wide space, surrounded by tall walls and dark corners. 

But it would do for now. 

They ate their simple dinner sitting cross-legged on the mattress. 

Canned soup and bread had never tasted so good. 

“Tomorrow we’ll tackle the upstairs,” Rowan said.

Mira nodded. 

“Deal.”

By the time night fully settled over the forest, Rowan had already fallen asleep beside her. His breathing was slow and steady. 

Mira lay awake staring at the high ceiling above them. 

The house was full of small sounds. 

Wood shifting. 

The faint rattle of pipes somewhere deep inside the walls. 

Wind brushing against the windows. 

She told herself it was normal. 

Old houses always made noise. 

Still, sometime after midnight, Mira heard something that made her hold her breath. 

A single creak echoed from the floor above. 

Then another. 

Slow. 

Measured. 

Like someone taking careful steps across the empty hallway upstairs. 

Mira sat up slightly, listening. 

The sound stopped. 

Silence returned. 

She stayed awake for a long time after that, staring toward the dark staircase. 

Eventually she convinced herself it was nothing. 

Just the house settling. 

But deep inside its quiet walls, something had already begun to notice them. 

And it was listening. 

Morning arrived slowly in Alder Hollow. 

The sunlight pushed its way through the tall living room windows, spreading across the wooden floor like a pale blanket of warmth. For the first time since they arrived, the house didn’t feel quite as heavy.

Mira woke to the smell of coffee. 

Rowan stood in the kitchen doorway holding two steaming mugs. 

“Good morning,” he said, handing one to her.

She sat up on the mattress, brushing a loose strand of hair from her face. 

“I must have finally fallen asleep.”

“You did,” Rowan replied. “Right around three, judging by how many times you turned over.”

Mira smiled weakly. 

“I think this place talks in its sleep.”

Rowan raised an eyebrow. 

“Meaning?”

She hesitated. 

“Just… noises. The house shifting. Pipes. Floorboards.”

Rowan shrugged. 

“That’s normal for a place this old.”

He took a sip of coffee and glanced toward the staircase. 

“I’m heading into town in a bit,” he added. “We need more cleaning supplies and a few tools.”

“Already?”

“The sooner we fix things up, the sooner this place will feel like home.”

Mira nodded slowly. 

“Alright.”

After breakfast Rowan grabbed the truck keys and headed outside. 

The engine roared to life, then faded as he drove down the gravel road toward town. 

Soon the forest swallowed the sound completely. 

For the first time since arriving, Mira was alone in the house. 

The silence returned almost immediately. 

But it felt different during the day. 

Less threatening. 

Almost curious. 

Mira decided to explore the upstairs. 

The staircase creaked under her steps as she climbed. The wood felt smooth and worn beneath her hand as she ran her fingers along the banister. 

At the top of the stairs, a long hallway stretched in both directions. 

Four doors stood along the corridor. 

Three of them were slightly open. 

She began with the first room. 

Inside she found an empty bedroom with faded floral wallpaper peeling gently from the walls. Dust covered the floor, but sunlight poured through the tall window, making the space feel peaceful. 

The second room looked like it had once been a child’s bedroom.

A small wooden dresser sat in the corner. One drawer hung open slightly. 

Mira stepped closer and pulled it








































































































































