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	The House Knows You

	 

	A psychological sci-fi horror about a house that knows you better than you know yourself

	
 

	Chapter One — The Letter

	 

	Rain hammered the windows of St. Mary’s Archive Hospital as Elena Vale pushed another cart of forgotten files through the silent corridor.

	Midnight shifts were always the same.

	Dust. Silence. Old paper.

	And the feeling that her life had stopped years ago.

	
 

	She adjusted her glasses and glanced at the clock above the hallway.

	2:13 AM.

	The hospital lights flickered once.

	Then twice.

	Elena froze.

	A cold draft slipped through the corridor although every window was closed.

	“Perfect,” she muttered. “Haunted hospital again.”

	
 

	She continued walking until the cart wheels suddenly stopped.

	Not slowed.

	Stopped.

	As if someone was holding them.

	Elena frowned and pulled harder.

	Nothing.

	Then she noticed it.

	An envelope resting on top of the files.

	Black paper.

	Silver ink.

	Her name written in elegant 

	
 

	handwriting.

	ELENA VALE

	Her stomach tightened.

	She looked behind her.

	The corridor was empty.

	“Nope.”

	She grabbed the envelope quickly, shoved it into her pocket, and forced the cart forward. This time the wheels moved easily.

	By the time she reached the archive room, rain thundered violently outside.

	
 

	The old door creaked shut behind her.

	Alone again.

	Elena placed the files on the table and stared at the envelope.

	She didn’t remember seeing it before.

	Slowly, she opened it.

	Inside was a single letter.

	And a key.

	A beautiful antique key made of black metal.

	Her hands trembled slightly as 

	
 

	she unfolded the paper.

	Miss Elena Vale,

	You have been named the sole heir to the estate of Alistair Ravenscroft.

	Per the conditions of the will, you are required to reside inside Ravenscroft Manor for thirty consecutive days.

	If you leave before the thirty days are complete, the inheritance will be revoked permanently.

	
 

	Transportation will arrive tomorrow night.

	Do not ignore this letter.

	You have already been chosen.

	Elena stared at the page.

	Her pulse pounded in her ears.

	She read the name again.

	Alistair Ravenscroft.

	One of the richest men in the country.

	Dead three days ago.

	Everyone knew that.

	But she had never met him.

	
 

	Never seen him.

	So why would a billionaire leave her his fortune?

	A loud sound exploded somewhere upstairs.

	Elena jumped violently.

	The lights flickered again.

	Then the archive room went dark.

	Complete darkness.

	Her breathing sharpened.

	“Hello?”

	No answer.

	Only thunder.

	
 

	Then—

	A whisper.

	Very close to her ear.

	“Don’t go to the manor.”

	Elena spun around.

	Nothing.

	The room was empty.

	Her heart slammed against her ribs.

	She reached for her phone and turned on the flashlight.

	The beam crossed old shelves… dusty folders… metal cabinets…

	
 

	Then stopped.

	At the far end of the room.

	Someone was standing there.

	Tall.

	Motionless.

	Watching her.

	Elena’s breath caught.

	The flashlight flickered.

	For one second, she saw pale eyes staring directly into hers.

	Then the figure vanished.

	The shelves behind it were empty.

	
 

	She backed away slowly.

	“No. No, absolutely not.”

	Her phone buzzed suddenly in her hand.

	Unknown Number.

	With shaking fingers, she answered.

	“…Hello?”

	A man’s voice spoke calmly.

	Deep.

	Cold.

	“Miss Vale.”

	“Who is this?”

	
 

	A pause.

	Then:

	“If you value your life… burn the letter.”

	The call ended.

	Silence swallowed the room.

	Outside, lightning split the sky.

	And for the first time in years…

	Elena felt something stronger than exhaustion.

	Fear.

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Two — Ravenscroft Manor

	
 

	 

	Elena did not sleep.

	Not even for a minute.

	The letter remained on her kitchen table beside the strange black key while dawn slowly crawled through the cracked apartment windows.

	By morning, she had convinced herself it was a scam.

	By noon, she had almost believed it.

	By sunset…

	
 

	A black car was waiting outside her building.

	Elena stood frozen behind the curtain.

	The vehicle was impossibly elegant. Long. Silent. Expensive enough to cost more than her entire apartment complex.

	A man stepped out of the driver’s seat.

	Tall.

	Perfect posture.

	Black gloves.

	
 

	He looked toward her window as if he already knew she was watching.

	A chill ran down her spine.

	Her phone vibrated.

	Unknown Number.

	Again.

	She answered carefully.

	“…Hello?”

	The same cold male voice spoke.

	“You were told not to go.”

	Elena swallowed hard.

	“Who are you?”

	
 

	“You still have time.”

	“Time for what?”

	A pause.

	Then:

	“To survive.”

	The call ended.

	Elena stared at the screen.

	Her instincts screamed at her to stay home.

	To burn the letter.

	To lock every door and pretend none of this existed.

	But another feeling rose stronger 

	
 

	inside her.

	Curiosity.

	And something else.

	A strange pull she could not explain.

	As if part of her already belonged to Ravenscroft Manor.

	The driver never spoke during the trip.

	Rain followed them across empty roads while the city lights disappeared behind thick forests and endless darkness.

	
 

	Elena watched the world outside nervously.

	“How far is this place?” she finally asked.

	The driver kept his eyes on the road.

	“We are almost there, Miss Vale.”

	His voice sounded oddly rehearsed.

	Like someone repeating lines.

	Thirty minutes later, the forest opened.

	And Elena saw it.

	
 

	Ravenscroft Manor.

	Her breath stopped.

	The estate rose above the cliffs like something torn from a nightmare.

	Massive towers.

	Dark windows.

	Stone walls covered in dead ivy.

	Lightning flashed behind the manor, illuminating the entire structure for one terrifying second.

	It looked less like a home…

	
 

	And more like a prison.

	The iron gates opened slowly before them.

	No guards.

	No cameras visible.

	Only silence.

	The car rolled forward.

	As they approached the entrance, Elena noticed statues lining the pathway.

	Human statues.

	All with damaged faces.

	Every single one.

	
 

	“Why are the faces broken?” she whispered.

	The driver did not answer.

	The front doors opened before the car even stopped.

	Several people waited inside the entrance hall.

	Men and women dressed in black.

	Watching her.

	Judging her.

	Hating her.

	Elena stepped out slowly.

	
 

	The rain had stopped.

	But the air felt heavy.

	Wrong.

	An older woman approached first.

	Elegant.

	Sharp eyes.

	Diamond necklace.

	“You must be Elena.”

	Not warm.

	Not welcoming.

	Just cold disappointment.

	“I’m Vivienne Ravenscroft,” the 

	
 

	woman continued. “Alistair’s widow.”

	Elena nodded awkwardly.

	“I… I think there’s been some mistake.”

	A few people behind Vivienne laughed quietly.

	Cruel laughter.

	Vivienne stepped closer.

	“There was no mistake.”

	Before Elena could answer, another voice interrupted.

	Male.

	
 

	Calm.

	Dangerously calm.

	“She should come inside before the storm returns.”

	Elena turned.

	And saw him.

	Tall.

	Dark hair.

	Grey eyes sharp enough to cut through glass.

	He stood near the staircase with one hand in his pocket, studying her with unsettling intensity.

	
 

	Not curiosity.

	Recognition.

	As if he knew her.

	Her pulse quickened instantly.

	Vivienne’s expression hardened.

	“This is Lucien Ravenscroft,” she said coldly. “My son.”

	Lucien walked toward Elena slowly.

	Every movement controlled.

	Precise.

	When he finally stopped in front of her, the entire hall seemed 

	
 

	quieter.

	His eyes moved briefly toward the black key in her hand.

	And for the first time…

	His calm expression cracked.

	Just slightly.

	“You have the key,” he murmured.

	Elena frowned.

	“What key?”

	But Lucien ignored the question.

	Instead, he leaned closer.

	Close enough for only her to hear.

	And whispered:

	
 

	“Whatever happens tonight… do not open the east wing door.”

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Three — The East Wing

	
 

	 

	The mansion did not feel alive.

	It felt awake.

	Elena noticed it immediately as Lucien led her through the endless halls of Ravenscroft Manor.

	The walls seemed to watch her.

	The silence breathed around her.

	Even the floor beneath her feet creaked too slowly… too deliberately.

	Every portrait they passed 

	
 

	carried the same expression.

	Cold eyes.

	Empty faces.

	Dead people pretending to still belong to this world.

	“You’re pale,” Lucien said without looking at her.

	Elena tightened her grip on the black key.

	“I just drove three hours into a horror movie.”
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