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Prologue
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The house had stood for over a century, its bones creaking with the weight of forgotten memories. As a child, he had lived there with his uncle, a quiet man who rarely spoke of the past. The boy remembered laughter echoing through the halls, the scent of old books, and the way the attic door always seemed to open on its own. But time had eroded those memories, leaving only fragments—like torn pages from a book he could no longer read.

Now, as a man with a family of his own, he returned. His wife, warm and skeptical, and their twins—a boy and a girl—full of curiosity and secrets they hadn’t yet learned to hide. The house welcomed them with silence, but it was not empty. It remembered.

The twins were the first to notice. They spoke in whispers, finishing each other’s thoughts, drawing things they had never seen. They saw shadows where no one should be, heard voices in rooms long sealed. Their parents dismissed it as imagination, but the house knew better. It had waited patiently, storing every echo, every sorrow, every truth.

And now, it was ready to speak.
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Chapter One
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The Return

The house rose out of the trees like a memory the earth had tried and failed to bury. Vines clung to its siding-like veins, pulsing faintly in the dying light. The windows were black, depthless, as if the glass had long ago surrendered to whatever watched from behind it.

The man stopped the car at the foot of the drive. The engine ticked as it cooled, each metallic click swallowed by the heavy silence that pressed in from the woods.

No one spoke.

The twins sat motionless in the back seat, their faces pale in the dimming glow. They weren’t looking at the house. They were listening to it.

His wife touched his arm. “You’re shaking.”

He hadn’t realized he was. His fingers trembled against the steering wheel, a faint echo of something deeper, something old stirring in his bones. The house had always done this to him. Even as a child, he’d felt it watching.

He swallowed. “It’s just nerves.”

But the house disagreed. He felt it the moment he stepped out of the car: a subtle shift in the air, a tightening, as if the house were drawing breath after a long sleep.

The twins climbed out behind him. The boy’s eyes were wide, reflecting the house’s silhouette. The girl’s gaze was fixed on the upper windows, her expression unreadable.

“It’s awake,” she whispered.

His wife stiffened. “Sweetheart, what—”

The girl didn’t blink. “It knows we’re here.”

A cold wind slid down the drive, stirring the dead leaves at their feet. The man felt it coil around his ankles, tugging gently, like a hand urging him forward.

He forced himself up the porch steps. The boards groaned beneath his weight—not the natural complaint of old wood, but something slower, deeper. It sounds like a throat clearing.

The key his uncle had mailed him years ago felt heavier than it should have. He slid it into the lock. The metal turned with a soft, eager click.

The door opened before he pushed it.

A breath of air drifted out—cold, stale, and tinged with something sweet and rotten. The scent of a place that had been sealed too long with its own secrets.

The house exhaled.

Shadows clung to the corners like living things. The wallpaper, once floral, had darkened into a pattern that resembled twisting branches or veins. The air felt thick, as if the house were pressing its weight against their lungs.

The twins stood at the base of the staircase, staring upward.

The man followed their gaze.

At the top of the stairs, the darkness was wrong. It wasn’t the absence of light—it was a presence. A shape. A figure standing perfectly still.

His breath caught.

Then the figure dissolved into the shadows, as though it had never been there at all.

The boy spoke first. “Dad... the doors open.”

“What door?” his wife asked, though her voice trembled.

The girl answered. “The attic.”

The man’s stomach dropped. “You can’t see the attic door from here.”

“We don’t have to,” the boy murmured.

And then the house confirmed it.

A slow, deliberate creak drifted down from above.

Wood shifting.

A hinge stretching.

A door opening.

The attic door.

The sound was unmistakable.

The girl’s voice was barely audible. “It remembers you.”

The man felt the house settle around them, the floorboards tightening beneath his feet, the walls leaning in ever so slightly.

Not welcoming.

Claiming.

Chapter Two

The House Breathes

The night settled over the house like a shroud.

The man lay awake long after the others had fallen asleep, staring at the ceiling as the old beams shifted and groaned above him. The sounds weren’t random. They had rhythm. Intention. A slow, dragging pulse that reminded him of something he couldn’t quite name.

A heartbeat.

He turned onto his side, but the sound followed him — a faint, steady thump that seemed to echo through the walls, through the floorboards, through his bones. He pressed a hand to his chest just to be sure the rhythm wasn’t his own.

It wasn’t.

Down the hall, a soft whisper drifted through the darkness.

Then another.

Two voices overlapping, weaving together like threads pulled from the same spool.

The twins.

He sat up.

The house seemed to lean closer as he swung his legs over the side of the bed. The floor was cold beneath his feet — not the chill of old wood, but something deeper, like the cold of a cellar where sunlight had never touched.

He stepped into the hallway.

The air felt thick, as if the house were holding its breath.

A faint glow seeped from beneath the twins’ bedroom door. Not lamplight. Not moonlight. Something softer. Warmer. Like the glow of embers buried under ash.

He pushed the door open.
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opened his eyes a moment later, and the glow beneath them faded, swallowed by the dark.

“What were you doing?” the man asked, though he wasn’t sure he wanted the answer.

The twins exchanged a look — one of those silent conversations that lasted only a heartbeat but seemed to carry entire paragraphs.

“We were listening,” the boy said.

“To what?”

The girl tilted her head, as if surprised he didn’t already know.

“The house.”

A chill slid down his spine. “It’s the middle of the night. You should be sleeping.”

“We can’t,” the boy whispered. “It’s too loud.”

The man swallowed. “What’s too loud?”

The girl lifted a finger and pointed upward.

The attic.

A soft creak echoed through the ceiling, as if something had shifted its weight directly above them. The man felt the sound more than heard it — a low vibration that settled in his chest.

“It’s walking,” the boy said.

His voice was barely audible.

“It walks when it remembers.”

The man’s breath caught. “Remembers what?”

The twins looked at him then — really looked — and for the first time he saw something in their eyes that made his stomach twist.

Recognition.

“It remembers you,” the girl said.

Another creak.

Another shift.

Another slow, deliberate step from the attic above.

The man backed away from the door.

The twins didn’t move. They only watched him, their faces pale in the dim light, their expressions unreadable.

“It’s coming closer,” the boy whispered.

The house groaned in agreement.
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Chapter Three
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The Attic Stirs

The man didn’t sleep.

He lay in bed with his eyes open, staring into the dark as the house shifted around him. Every sound felt deliberate now. Every groan of the beams, every whisper of settling dust, every faint scrape from somewhere above.

The attic was awake.

He could feel it — a pressure in the air, a weight on his chest, as if the house were leaning down to listen to his breathing.

Beside him, his wife slept fitfully, her breaths shallow and uneven. Once, she murmured something in her sleep, a soft plea he couldn’t make out. He reached for her hand, but her fingers twitched away, as though recoiling from something cold.

A thump echoed overhead.

Not loud.

Not violent.

Just... intentional.

He sat up.

The room felt smaller than it had been before, the walls closed, the ceiling lower. The air was thick, heavy with the scent of dust and something faintly sweet — the same scent that had drifted from the attic door earlier.
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When the children stepped into the hallway, something
shifted, not visible, not loudly, but enough that both
paused. The air felt misaligned, like a memory trying to
settle in the wrong place. The boy turned around and
girl's gaze flicked upward. Neither spoke, but both knew
the house was not greeting them. It was remembering
them.





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image016.png
Dimly lit room with aged wallpaper, cracked
floorboards, and faint dust in the air. Pose: Twins sitting
cross-legged, foreheads nearly touching, eyes closed,
hands clasped. Atmosphere, The air between them
subtly shimmering not glowing, but warping slightly,
like heat haze or memory.

Not visibly in a way he could point to — but he felt it. A

T T SR R






OEBPS/d2d_images/image007.png
A Gothic Psychological Mystery

PHIL SINGER





OEBPS/d2d_images/image018.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.jpg





