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The Crossing: Whispers from Beyond

Chapter 1: Return to Silver Hollow
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Eleanor Moore had forgotten how quiet the world could be when you were truly alone. The road to Silver Hollow wound like a serpent through the mountains, the thick fog clinging to the forest as if it had secrets to protect. Her car’s headlights barely cut through the gloom, and the eerie stillness made the journey feel like an unsettling dream.

The GPS had given up twenty miles ago, sputtering and freezing before the screen went black. No signal, no map. Ellie felt a familiar tightness grip her chest. The town didn’t like to be found—at least, that’s how it felt. She was driving on instinct now, trusting the faint memory of roads she hadn’t traveled in over a decade. Her breath was shallow, her mind full of the questions that had haunted her for years.

It had been ten years since Simon, her younger brother, had died here. Found in the woods behind the old chapel, his body cold and still. The official story had been suicide, but Ellie had never believed that. Simon had been troubled, yes—but suicidal? No. She remembered the coroner’s voice, flat and clinical: “Death by exsanguination.” The word itself had felt like a betrayal. Simon hadn’t just died—he had bled out, alone in the darkness.

Ellie’s hands gripped the steering wheel tighter. She had been avoiding this place, avoiding the truth. But something—no, someone—had called her back. A nameless pull had begun as a whisper in her dreams, urging her to return. She told herself she was here for answers, to finally close the chapter of her brother’s death. But deep down, she feared she might be opening something far darker.

The sign for Silver Hollow emerged from the mist like a ghost. The wood was warped, its faded letters barely legible: Welcome to Silver Hollow. The “welcome” felt like a lie. The fog thickened, swallowing her car whole as she drove under the sign, as though she had crossed some invisible threshold.

The town unfolded before her like a memory she had tried to bury. The streets were narrow, lined with ancient houses that seemed to sag under the weight of time. Windows were dark, their curtains drawn tight. A few scattered streetlights flickered weakly, but they did little to pierce the oppressive fog. Ellie slowed the car, her pulse quickening. There were no signs of life. It was as though the town was holding its breath, waiting for her.

She parked outside the only inn she remembered—an old, creaky bed-and-breakfast with a crooked sign hanging over the door: The Silver Rest. The name hadn’t aged well, and neither had the building. The wood was peeling, the windows dusty and streaked. The place looked like it had been forgotten, much like everything else in Silver Hollow.

Stepping out of the car, Ellie was hit with a sudden chill that sank deep into her bones. The air smelled damp and earthy, with an underlying hint of decay. Her breath fogged in front of her, and she shivered, pulling her jacket tighter around her body. She glanced up and down the empty street, her unease growing. Not even a single car had passed her since she’d entered town. It was as if Silver Hollow existed in a different time, a place where no one ventured anymore—except for her.

The door of the inn creaked open before she could knock. A woman stood in the doorway, her silhouette framed by the dim light spilling from inside. She was older, with sharp features softened only by the tiredness in her eyes.

“Ellie Moore,” the woman said, her voice a low rasp. “You’ve come back.”

Ellie’s heart skipped a beat. Her name sounded foreign, as though it didn’t belong here. She didn’t recognize the woman, but something about her felt unnervingly familiar. The way she said “back” made it sound less like a return, and more like a reckoning.

“I didn’t realize I was expected,” Ellie replied, forcing a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. Her voice wavered, betraying her calm exterior.

The woman’s expression didn’t change. She stepped aside, motioning for Ellie to enter. “No one leaves Silver Hollow for good,” she said, her voice heavy with something unspoken.

Ellie hesitated on the threshold. The warmth inside was inviting after the cold bite of the night, but it didn’t make her feel any safer. The moment she crossed into the inn, she felt it—a shift in the air. It was subtle, but unmistakable, like the house was watching her, sizing her up.

The floorboards groaned under her feet as she stepped into the small, dimly lit foyer. Old portraits lined the walls, their faces obscured by dust and shadow. Ellie felt their eyes on her, though they seemed to be looking somewhere far beyond her—a gaze fixed not on the present, but on the past.

“You’ll want room twelve,” the woman said, handing her a rusted key. Her bony fingers brushed Ellie’s, sending a chill through her. “Top of the stairs, to the left.”

Ellie nodded, though her heart was racing. She wanted to ask how the woman knew she was coming, but something told her she wouldn’t like the answer. Instead, she took the key and made her way up the narrow staircase.

The inn smelled of dust and old wood, with an undercurrent of something stale. As she ascended, the sense of unease grew stronger. She tried to shake it off, telling herself it was just the exhaustion from the long drive, the weight of her mission pressing down on her.

Room twelve was at the far end of the hall, the door slightly ajar. The key slid into the lock with an eerie ease, and the door creaked open, revealing a small, simple room. A single bed, an antique dresser, and a window that looked out over the fog-choked street.

Ellie dropped her bag on the bed, her body heavy with fatigue. The long drive, the memories, the oppressive silence of the town—it was all weighing on her. She sat down on the edge of the bed, rubbing her temples. She hadn’t even begun her investigation, and already the town was gnawing at her nerves.

But before she could lie down, it happened.

A whisper. So faint, she almost didn’t hear it.

“Ellie...”

Her breath caught in her throat. She froze, her heart hammering in her chest. She glanced around the room—no one was there. But the voice had been unmistakable. She’d know it anywhere.

It was Simon’s voice.
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Chapter 2: The Innkeeper’s Warning
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The next morning came with a blanket of fog so thick that Ellie could barely make out the outlines of the buildings across the street from her window. The air felt heavy, pressing down on her shoulders as she descended the creaky staircase of the inn. She had slept restlessly, her dreams plagued by fleeting images of Simon’s face and strange whispers she couldn’t quite place.

Mrs. Graves, the innkeeper, was seated behind the small reception desk, her hands busy with knitting. The needles clacked together in a steady rhythm, a sound that somehow seemed to fill the otherwise silent inn. Ellie gave a hesitant smile as she approached, but Mrs. Graves didn’t look up.
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