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Blurb 

"A scar that binds blood. A curse that devours generations. And one man who dares to burn 

himself in order to save the rest."

Michael, the thirteenth son of a cursed bloodline, carries a mark on his face—and in his soul—

that he cannot escape. When his wife Anđela begins to see shadows that aren’t there, Michael 

is forced to confront the dark inheritance he has spent his life denying.

As past and present blur, Michael must choose: surrender to the curse or defy it, even if it means sacrificing everything he loves.

A chilling psychological horror novelette about family, guilt, and the terrible weight of 

legacy—perfect for fans of Stephen King and Silent Hill video games.

 

Dedication

For those who walk with shadows, yet still search for light.

Stories are not born from silence. They rise from whispers we try to ignore, from questions that 

haunt us at night. The Thirteenth Son came to me as a question: what does it mean to inherit a 

curse you did not choose?

I wanted to explore the thin line between guilt and destiny, and how love—fragile, flawed, 

desperate—can stand against even the darkest legacy.

This novelette is short by design, like a scar carved into the page. Every word is meant to cut 

close to the bone.

Thank you for stepping into the shadows with me.

— V.S. Lenard

 

The Thirteenth Son is a psychological horror novelette (approx. 5,000–7,000 words) that 

explores themes of inherited guilt, family curses, and the fragile power of love.

Michael, marked since birth as the thirteenth son, struggles against a generational curse that 

has consumed his ancestors. Haunted by visions, burdened by his wife Anđela’s suffering, and 

stalked by the enigmatic Samuel, he is drawn inexorably toward a violent confrontation with 

his own fate.

Written in a lyrical yet unsettling style, this story blends gothic atmosphere with modern 

psychological tension. It offers readers not only fear, but also reflection— asking whether 

curses are truly supernatural, or if the darkest inheritance is simply being human.




Chapter I – The Return

The house smelled of dust and rain-soaked wood.

Michael stepped inside slowly, every board creaking like a warning. The shutters rattled 

though the wind had not yet come. He could feel the weight of the place pressing down on 

him—the house remembered.

At the table sat Samuel. His face was calm, almost too calm, as if it were carved to hide the 

tremor beneath. He gestured to the chair opposite.

“You’ve come back,” Samuel said. His voice was neither welcome nor rejection—it was a statement, a nail driven into the air.

Michael lowered himself into the chair. His fingers brushed the scar on his chest again, hidden 

beneath the fabric, but burning all the same.

“I had no choice.”

“There’s always a choice,” Samuel answered softly, eyes fixed on Michael like a candle flame staring into oil. “But sometimes the choice is not between good and evil. Sometimes it’s between silence… and the scream.”

The words clung to Michael’s skin. He thought of her.

Anđela.

Her laughter, once bright, now felt like a ghost in his memory. The bed where she had slept still carried the imprint of her body, though she was gone—taken, swallowed by the same darkness that now stalked him.

Samuel poured two glasses of wine. The liquid was dark, darker than it should have been. Michael did not drink.

“You came back to face it,” Samuel whispered. “But the mark will not wait. And neither will 

he.”

Michael looked up sharply. “He?”

Samuel’s eyes did not waver. “Karl. Or Oton. Or both. Names are masks, Michael.

What hunts you has worn many.”

The silence stretched until it broke with the faintest sound—like nails dragging across glass. From the farthest corner of the room, the shadows seemed to bend inward.

Watching. Waiting.

Michael’s throat tightened. He wanted to call out, to ask, to demand. But all he said was:

“She was my wife.”

Samuel nodded slowly, as though the word itself had power. “Yes. And love is the only blade sharp enough to cut the curse. But are you willing to bleed for it?”

The mark flared against Michael’s chest.

And in that flare, he swore he heard her voice.

 




Chapter II – The House That Breathes

The storm came without warning.

Rain pounded the roof, and the old house seemed to inhale and exhale with each strike of 

thunder. Michael walked the hallway, his hand grazing the cracked wallpaper, the dampness 

seeping into his palm. Every step echoed like he was not alone.

He passed the door to the old nursery. It was closed, but he felt the draft escaping from the 

crack at the bottom—warm, almost like breath. His chest tightened. He gripped the handle but 

could not bring himself to turn it.

“Not yet,” he muttered.

From the parlor, Samuel’s voice drifted, low and steady, speaking words that were not prayers, nor curses—something in between. Michael leaned against the wall and listened. The syllables crawled into his ears like insects.

The mark on his chest pulsed in answer.

The house moaned with the storm, but beneath the thunder there was another sound.

A lullaby. Sweet, broken, carried on the air.

Anđela’s voice.

Michael staggered forward. He flung open the nursery door— The room was empty.

Only the small rocking chair moved, swaying gently back and forth, though no hand had 

touched it.

The lullaby stopped.




Chapter III – The Visitor

That night, Michael could not sleep. He sat by the dying fire, his eyes heavy, his body aching, but his mind wide awake.

The door creaked. Slowly. Deliberately.

A figure stepped inside.

Michael rose at once.

“Karl,” he whispered. The name tasted of rust and old blood.

The man—or what once had been a man—stood in the doorway, tall, shoulders bent as if 

carrying the weight of centuries. His eyes glowed faintly, not with light, but with hunger. The 

rain dripped from his clothes, but he did not shiver.

“You carry it well,” Karl said, voice like grinding stone. His gaze dropped to Michael’s chest, to the invisible mark that now burned so hot Michael thought it might scorch through his shirt.

Michael clenched his fists. “You took her.”

Karl tilted his head. “No. She followed.”

The words carved into him like knives. Michael’s breath came hard, ragged. “You lie.”

Karl stepped closer. The shadows wrapped around him like a second skin. “Do I? Or do you fear the truth—that love draws deeper than blood, deeper than death? She saw me, Michael. And she chose the dark.”

The fire snapped and died. The room plunged into shadow. Only Karl’s eyes remained, twin 

embers in the black.

Michael’s voice broke, but he forced the words: “She was my wife.”

Karl leaned forward, his whisper colder than the rain outside.

“Then she will be your undoing.”

 




Chapter IV – The Depths Beneath

Michael couldn’t escape the feeling of being watched.

The shadows stretched unnaturally long in the hallway, curling like tendrils reaching for him. The walls themselves seemed to groan under the pressure of something unseen. He could feel the heartbeat of the house, slow and heavy.

He descended the stairs carefully, each step creaking in protest. When his foot hit the bottom, a sharp, cold draft swept past him. He froze.

Somewhere in the distance, there was movement. A figure, hunched, moving like smoke 

through the cracks. The door at the far end of the basement stood ajar, a sliver of light spilling from within.

“Who’s there?” Michael called out. His voice was weak, shaking.

No answer.

A sound broke the silence. A shuffle, slow and deliberate, dragging across the stone floor. The stench of mildew and decay filled the air. He moved toward the door, drawn in by the whisper of his own name.
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