
Where The Dead Still Love

By SUNIL S. 




Copyright

© 2026 SUNIL S. All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or otherwise— without prior written permission from the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works. 




Dedication

To those who dare to love beyond fear, and to the restless hearts who know that even in darkness, hope survives. 




Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is purely coincidental. 

The content in this book contains themes of horror, supernatural events, and mature situations. Reader discretion is advised. 
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Introduction

Love can survive death. Or at least, that’s what Cynthia learns when Alex returns in ways she could never have imagined. Where the Dead Still Love is a Gothic romance-horror tale exploring the thin boundary between desire, grief, and the supernatural. 

Set in a Western Gothic landscape of crumbling houses, restless cemeteries, and whispers that never die, this novel is about how love anchors us, how loss shapes us, and how courage can emerge even when the dead are watching. 

Prepare to follow Cynthia and Alex through terror, longing, and choices that defy the living—and the dead. 
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Chapter 1: The Whisper of Forgotten Graves

The house had not been empty. 

That was the first lie Alex told himself when he turned the rusted iron key and felt resistance—as though something on the other side leaned against the door, listening. 

The manor sat at the edge of Blackthorne Cemetery, its stones crooked like broken teeth rising from the earth. Ivy strangled the walls, but the windows were intact. Too intact. Dark, glossy, watching. 

Alex stepped inside. 

The air was wrong. 

Not stale—warm. As if lungs had exhaled moments before he entered. 

The door shut behind him without a sound. 

The foyer smelled of damp wood, old candle wax, and something faintly sweet beneath the rot. Not perfume. Not flowers. 

Decay softened by memory. 

Alex’s boots echoed once—then the sound died unnaturally fast, swallowed by the house. The silence afterward pressed in, thick enough to weigh on his chest. 

He whispered her name before he could stop himself. 

“Cynthia.”

The house answered. 

A floorboard creaked upstairs. 

Alex froze. 

Rational explanations lined up in his mind like soldiers: settling beams, rodents, wind. He clung to them desperately. But none explained the warmth—or the way the air shifted, as though pleased he had spoken. 

He moved deeper inside. 

Every room felt used. Not abandoned. Chairs were pulled slightly away from tables, as if recently vacated. Curtains stirred without breeze. Dust lay uneven, disturbed in places where footsteps should not exist. 

In the parlor, the mirror still hung above the fireplace. 

Alex avoided it. 

He remembered standing there years ago, Cynthia behind him, arms wrapped around his waist. Her chin resting on his shoulder. Her breath fogging the glass. 

He crossed the room quickly, heart hammering. 

The bedroom was worse. 

The bed remained made—too carefully. The sheets smelled faintly metallic. Iron and earth. He touched the mattress. 

It was warm. 

Alex recoiled. 

“No,” he whispered. “That’s not possible.”

The warmth faded instantly, as if withdrawn. 

Then came the sound. 

Breathing. 

Not his. 

Slow. Controlled. Intimate. 

It came from behind him. 

Alex turned. 

Nothing stood there—but the air pressed inward, shaping itself around an invisible form. The candles on the dresser flickered violently, flames bending toward the empty space beside the bed. 

His skin prickled. 

Then—fingers. 

Cold. Damp. Pressing lightly against his wrist. 

Alex screamed and stumbled backward, crashing into the bed. The candles went out simultaneously, plunging the room into darkness. 

In that blackness, something leaned close to his ear. 

He felt lips that were no longer alive. 

And Cynthia whispered—

“You came back to me.”

Her voice was not hollow. It was hungry. 

Alex’s breath came in sharp gasps. He could feel her everywhere now—the weight on the mattress, the depression beside him, the smell of freshly turned soil mixing with old perfume. 

“I waited,” she said. “Do you know how long the dark is… when no one remembers you?”

His mind screamed to run. His body would not obey. 

“I died loving you,” Cynthia continued softly. “Did you think that would stop?”

Something brushed his throat. 

Her mouth. 

He felt pressure—not teeth, not yet—but suction. His vision blurred as warmth left him, drawn from his skin, his breath, his pulse. 

Alex choked. 

“Cynthia—stop—”

She pulled away with a shuddering inhale, as if savoring him. 

“I don’t want to hurt you,” she whispered.

The lie was almost gentle. 

The candles reignited. 

Alex was alone. 

But on his wrist—purple bruises bloomed, shaped unmistakably like fingers. 

From the window, the cemetery watched. 

And beneath the earth, something smiled. 





Chapter 2 – The Church That Rejected Her 


Alex did not sleep. 

The house would not allow it. 

Every time his eyes closed, the sensation returned—the pressure of invisible weight on the mattress, the phantom dip beside him, the memory of breath that had not belonged to the living. He lay rigid, staring at the ceiling where shadows crawled like insects trapped beneath the plaster. 

When dawn finally bled through the curtains, it was thin and colorless. Morning felt like a lie the world told itself. 

Alex sat up slowly. 

The bruises were still there. 

Four distinct marks circled his wrist, darkening overnight into something deeper than bruising—almost purple-black, like frostbite blooming beneath the skin. They throbbed faintly, not with pain, but with awareness. As if they remembered the shape of her hand. 

He touched them. 

Cold traveled up his arm. 

“Get a grip,” he muttered aloud, his voice hoarse. Speaking felt necessary—proof that he was still solid, still breathing. 

The house answered with silence that felt deliberate. 

He dressed quickly and left the bedroom without looking back at the bed. 

Outside, Blackthorne Cemetery stretched across the hillside, its iron gates hanging open like a mouth that had forgotten how to close. The fog had not lifted with the sun. It clung to the ground in low, rotting sheets, curling around headstones, swallowing names. 

Alex told himself he was only going out to clear his head. 

He knew he was lying. 

The path to Cynthia’s grave was burned into his memory. He could have walked it blind. His boots sank into damp soil as he moved downhill, each step heavier than the last, as though the earth itself resisted him. 

The grave appeared before he was ready. 

Something was wrong. 

The ground around the headstone was uneven. Not subtly—violently. Soil lay piled to one side, clotted and dark, still wet. The grass surrounding it had been torn up, roots exposed like snapped veins. 

