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INTRODUCTION
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Jack Mercer awoke in a cold sweat, his heart pounding as the shrill cry of the alarm echoed through the bedroom. Cursing under his breath, he fumbled for his phone - the device read 8:15 AM. He was dreadfully late for work. Jack leapt out of bed, stumbling into the hallway of his modern suburban home in a panic. 

––––––––
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But as he made his way downstairs, Jack's surroundings seemed to shift and morph around him. The sleek hardwood floors transitioned into aged, creaking planks. The contemporary decor melted away, replaced by heavy oak furnishings and oil lamps flickering with ghostly flames. A chill ran down Jack's spine as he realized with dawning horror that he was no longer in his own house - but rather, a sprawling Victorian manor straight out of the 19th century.

––––––––

[image: image]


Trembling, Jack opened the front door, only to be greeted by a grim visage. The sunny suburban street had vanished, supplanted by a dreary village shrouded in fog. Twisted trees clawed at the slate-grey sky as ominous figures skulked through the mist, their sinister whispers carried on the morning wind. A public hanging scaffold loomed in the distance, noose swaying hypnotically. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
- R :
e N
BEST SELLLN G AUTHOR





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





