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CHAPTER 1 (The Uninvited Guest)
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As it was getting dark Lucas was alone in his small house, trying to read the book. He was a man of quiet habits, preferring silence over the chaos of noises and crowds. He had a natural talent for reading people's intentions, a skill that had grown sharper over the years as he spent countless hours watching others from a distance. He kept to himself and spoke little, a silent observer who seemed to blend into the background. Those who interacted with him found him polite, perhaps even charming, but always a little distant as if he stood a few steps removed from the world around him.

He had an old house located at the edge of town, near a forest, far enough from the main street that fell silent as night settled. His room held only what he needed- an arm chair near a small bookshelf. A table cluttered with books and papers, and a single lamp casting a faint. The house had a chill to it's an air of emptiness that made the silence feel heavier, especially at night. The surrounding area was quiet and still, and on most nights, Lucas was alone in that stillness. The atmosphere inside was one forgotten comfort, as if the house had not felt warmth or light for a long time. The few personal touches Lucas had added seemed almost accidental. A coffee cup left by the window, a worn blanket draped over the armchair. The lamp on the table flickered slightly, as if struggling to hold onto its dim light.

The clock showed just past ten as Lucas sat alone in his room, his eyes scanning the pages of a book. It was totally silent over there. But then a sudden ring at the doorbell shattered the silence. He wasn't expecting anyone. Lucas sat the book down and moved slowly, glancing through the small peephole in the door. In the dim light, a woman stood there, her figure just visible. She looked unsettled, maybe even desperate. He was confused for a while either to open a door or not. After a brief pause and a few more rings of the doorbell, he opened the door crack, just enough to see her face clearly a mix of tense and pleading in her expression.

"Please...... I don't know where to go", she said, her voice low, barely above a whisper. There was a tremble in her tone that suggested urgency, but no sign of immediate danger. Lucas hesitated for a moment but then motioned her inside. She stepped in glancing over his shoulder, as if someone might be following her. Her gaze finally settled on Lucas, observing him with an intensity that made him slightly uneasy. She introduced herself as Lea. She was beautiful in a way that felt almost unreal, the kind of beauty that made people pause mid-thought. She had dark, flowing hair that cascaded over her shoulder, catching the dim light and casting soft shadows on her face. Her eyes were a deep, intense shade, framed by dark lashes that gaze her almost hypnotic quality. She wore a dark coat that hugged her frame, elegant yet simpler. Her voice was soft but clear, holding a tone that suggested she was used to getting attention without asking for it. Lucas couldn't quite place it, but there was something captivating in the way she looked at him, something almost magnetic.

As they sat facing each other in Luca's dimly lit living room, Lea began speaking in a calm tone, her voice soft yet commanding his full attention. They exchanged pleasantries, Lucas offering her a warm drink, attempting to ease the strangeness of the night. But suddenly the shadow fell over her expression, her smile fading as she shifted in her seat. Her eyes took on a different light and clouded by fear perhaps even desperation. "Lucas", she said, her voice dropping to a whisper, " I don't know how to explain this, but something terrible happened tonight". Her hands trembled slightly, betraying the calm exterior she had shown moments before. Luca's brow furrowed his focus sharpening as he leaned forward. "What happened?" "My husband....... He's out there somewhere in the forest injured ". Lucas:"What "?

Lea took a shaky breath, struggling to continue," It all happened so fast", She murmured. "We were out there, just the two of us, taking a walk through the forest trails......and we saw him". Lucas:"Saw who?"

"I don't know who he was, but he was tall and much taller than anyone I've seen. He wore a wide brimmed hat that cast a shadow over his face, but I could still see.....the scar." She whispered, lifting a hand to trace her cheek as if the image was seared into her memory. " A deep, jagged line across his face. And his eyes.......they were just cold, empty." She swallowed her voice shaking as she continued. "He wore a black coat, one that nearly swept the ground as he walked. We heard him before we saw him, the crunch of leaves and branches breaking under his heavy steps. And then he was just there............. standing in our path." Lucas leaned in, caught by her words, feeling a chill run down his spines as he imagined the figure she described.

"My husband tried to reason with him, but he didn't say a word. He just...... moved toward us." Her voice broke" The next thing I knew, he pulled something out......a knife, long and serrated. It caught the moonlight just enough for me to see its edge. My husband told me to run, but I couldn't........... not at first ". She paused, taking a shaky breath, clearly struggling to go on. "He tried to protect me," she whispered, her voice breaking. "But he.......was overpowered. The man attacked him and I watched him fall. I couldn't do anything, and the next thing i knew, I was running through the trees. I don't even remember how i escaped, but........somehow I did." She looked up at Lucas, her eyes pleading, her voice barely a whisper. "He's still out there, somewhere, and I don't know if he's alive. I need your help".

The room felt colder, the weight of her story sinking into the silence. Lucas struggled to process everything she'd told him. Lucas's eyes narrowed slightly, his mind working quickly as he watched her. Something felt off. When he first opened the door, she hadn't seemed so unsettled. There was a calm in her that didn’t quite match the story she was telling now. Why the sudden change? Why was her story slipping between calm and frantic as if her own emotions couldn’t settle? His doubt began to grow, like an itch at the back of his mind. Was she telling him the truth? He couldn't be sure, not with the way her demeanor kept shifting. His curiosity deepened, though a thin thread of mistrust began to wind through it.

A thick silence hung between them, stretching uncomfortably as Lucas processed everything she’d said. The room felt smaller now, the quiet almost suffocating. Finally, she broke the silence, her voice trembling. “Lucas... I don’t know what else to do. I can’t go back out there alone, not after... after what happened. But if he’s still alive... I have to know.” Her eyes lifted to meet his, wide and pleading, searching his face for any trace of compassion or understanding. “Please,” she whispered, her voice barely audible, “will you help me? Can you... go and look for him?”

Lucas cleared his throat, breaking the uneasy silence. “Listen,” he said, trying to steady his voice, “if this is as serious as it sounds, we should call the police. They’ll know what to do, and they can—”

“No!” Lea’s voice was sharp, almost a whisper yet forceful enough to make him freeze. Her eyes flashed with a fierce, almost panicked intensity. “No police... please, not yet.”

Her response caught him off guard. He watched her closely, noting the way her hands clenched tightly together, her knuckles white. “Lila, if your husband’s really hurt out there, they’re the ones who can actually help. I can’t just—”

“Lucas,” she interrupted, her voice quivering, a mix of fear and urgency. “You don’t understand. If we call them, it’ll take time. They’ll ask questions, protocols... I don’t have time for that. If he’s still alive... if he’s still out there...” Her voice broke, her words hanging in the air like a desperate plea. “I just need someone to go see, to find him before it’s too late.”

He could feel the weight of her gaze, her desperation like a vise tightening around him, making it hard to breathe. Everything about this situation felt off, but the sheer panic in her eyes held him captive, forcing him to listen. “Lucas,” she whispered, leaning forward, “he’s my husband. I have to know if he’s alright. Please... I just need you to check. If he’s...” She choked back her words, her breath shallow. “If he’s gone, then we can call the police. But if there’s a chance, even the slightest, that he’s alive, then every second matters.”

He hesitated, wrestling with himself. Every instinct screamed at him to refuse, to push back, to let someone else handle it. The logical side of him was hesitant, distrustful, reminding him of the gaps in her story, the way her tone had shifted from calm to frantic. He felt himself walking a line between suspicion and sympathy, his mind wrestling with every detail, every look, every inconsistency. Was she lying? Or was she simply a woman who’d been through a nightmare, clinging to him as her last hope? But there was something raw and painfully sincere in her expression that clawed at him, compelling him to act, despite the shadow of doubt.

“Alright,” he said finally, feeling his resolve slip, his words barely a murmur. “I’ll go. I’ll... I’ll check.”

Relief washed over her, her eyes filling with gratitude. “Thank you, Lucas,” she breathed, her voice thick with emotion. “I don’t know how I’ll ever repay you.”

But as he turned away, heading to prepare himself for what lay outside, he couldn't shake the gnawing sense that he was about to step into something far darker than he understood. A web of secrets and that Lea wasn't fully revealing..
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Chapter 2 (Into The Web)
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Lucas reluctantly agrees to go with Lea. As they step out from his house into the quiet, dimly lit street, a shiver of doubt runs through his mind. The darkness seems thicker tonight, each shadow casting an eerie depth that heightens his suspicion. He questions why he didn’t just call the police, why he felt compelled to follow a stranger with a story that sounds increasingly improbable.

The silence between them grows, with Lea walking a few steps ahead with a small light, her figure barely visible in the night. Each step feels heavier, each glance around a reminder of the unknown path he’s stepping into. Yet, despite the voice in his head urging caution, he continues, drawn into a current of mystery that he can’t quite resist.

The path is narrow, flanked by towering trees whose branches weave together above. A sliver of moon hangs low in the sky, casting only a faint, silvery glow that struggles to penetrate the thick branches overhead. The dim light barely illuminates the narrow trail, leaving Lucas to rely more on his instincts than his sight. The forest hums with life, filling the silence between them with unsettling sounds—the distant howl of wolves, the rustle of unseen creatures moving through the brush, and the constant chirping of insects that only seem to grow louder with each step.

As they press deeper into the woods, Lucas can’t shake an unsettling feeling. The path grows darker and narrower, yet Lea seems completely unaffected by the shadows and sounds surrounding them. She moves with steady confidence, as if this trail is familiar to her, untouched by the fear her own story should have inspired.

Lucas trails behind, his mind racing with questions. The air is thick with tension, yet Lea seems unbothered, unburdened by the horror she described only hours earlier. His fear grows, not from the darkness around them but from the woman in front of him, whose composure feels both unnatural and unnerving. Each step stirs a new doubt, an unanswered question. Why does she seem so at ease? And why, despite his instincts telling him to turn back, does he continue to follow her deeper into the unknown?

After what felt like an eternity of silence, shadowed steps through the forest, Lucas finally glimpsed something through the dim moonlight—a shape lying still on the ground. The silence pressed around them, broken only by the distant rustle of leaves and the occasional howl in the distance, an eerie symphony that heightened his unease. Lea, walking just a pace ahead, suddenly stopped, her eyes fixed on the figure sprawled across the forest floor.

Lucas felt the weight of the night close in on him, confusion and doubt swirling within. Lea’s husband lay there, pale and unmoving, his face concealed by shadows, a sight both unsettling and oddly surreal. Lucas found himself rooted in place, unable to look away, yet paralyzed by a strange reluctance to move closer.

Before he could gather his thoughts, Lea’s demeanor shifted. Her controlled, determined expression fractured, giving way to trembling hands and a voice edged with desperation. “He’s alive. He has to be,” she choked out, tears beginning to streak her face. In an instant, she was on her knees beside him, cradling her husband’s face, her voice rising into a frantic plea.

“Please, help me carry him somewhere safe. We can’t leave him here... your house, it’s close.” Her words hung heavy in the night air, and for a long moment, Lucas hesitated, his instincts warning him to pull back. He looked down at the lifeless form, sensing that whatever life remained in Lea’s husband was slipping away, if it hadn’t already. Everything about the situation felt wrong, but her desperate eyes, the panic breaking through her voice, pressed on him, leaving him with little room to refuse.

Lucas felt a surge of unease rise within him. “I should call the police or an ambulance,” he said, pulling his hand instinctively into his pocket. “When we get to the street, we can rush him to the hospital.” But as his fingers searched, his heart dropped—his phone wasn’t there. He searched again, patting down his coat, hoping he’d simply missed it, but it was nowhere to be found. He must have left it back at his house... or lost it somewhere along the way.

“Please,” she whispered, gripping his arm tightly, “we don’t have time. Can we just get him to your house?”With no other choice left and the unsettling realization that they were completely alone out here, Lucas reluctantly nodded. He bent down, lifting her husband’s limp body onto his shoulder, his mind racing as they began the slow, silent walk back through the forest, deeper into the unknown.

Lucas struggled under the weight of the man’s body, each step feeling longer and heavier than the last. His mind buzzed with strange and uneasy thoughts, heightened by Lea’s shifting behavior beside him. She walked in silence, yet her calmness seemed out of place, adding to his growing sense of dread. With confusion swirling and fear gripping him tighter with every step, Lucas finally reached his house, unsure of what he was bringing inside.

As they finally stepped inside his dimly lit house, Lucas gently lowered Lea’s husband’s body onto the floor. The man lay motionless, his pale face and limp form suggesting he might already be gone. Lucas glanced at Leah, expecting to see grief or desperation—but instead, there was an odd, almost relieved expression softening her face. The subtle shift in her demeanor felt unsettling, as if the tension had lifted for her in some unspoken way. The strange calm in Lea’s eyes left Lucas uneasy, a creeping sense of suspicion beginning to cloud his thoughts.

After a brief pause, Breaking the silence, he turned to her, his voice cautious yet direct. "Lea... he looks like he’s already dead. Don’t you think we should call an ambulance and the police?"

Lea’s eyes shifted, barely meeting his, and Lucas's unease grew. “Is he... really your husband?” he pressed, his tone growing firmer, each word carefully measured. “Or is there something else going on here that you’re not telling me?”

For a brief moment, her expression faltered, and Lucas could see a shadow of something he couldn’t place—fear, perhaps, or something more calculated. The questions multiplied in his mind, each one feeding a rising suspicion that he was now entangled in something he didn’t fully understand.

As Lucas’s questions hung in the air, Lea gave no response, her expression unreadable. She barely looked his way, her gaze fixed instead on the body lying motionless on the floor. The silence pressed down on him, making him uneasy. He felt a surge of frustration. If Lea wouldn’t answer, he needed to take action himself. Recalling that his phone was missing, he remembered a backup he kept tucked away in his bedroom. With a quick, uncertain glance at Lea, he excused himself under the pretense of looking for something useful.

Moving down the dim hallway, the weight of everything that had just happened began to settle in. His mind raced with questions and doubts—none of this felt right. As he reached his room, he began searching drawers and shelves, shuffling through the odds and ends he barely noticed on a regular day. His hands were shaking, his heartbeat thundered in his ears.

After rummaging through various drawers and finally finding the old, dusty phone tucked away in a corner, Lucas’s fingers trembled as he powered it on. He felt a wave of urgency, almost desperation, propelling him back toward the living room.

He hurried down the hallway, his heart racing, ready to dial for help and get answers. But as he stepped into the room, he froze. The space was empty except for the lifeless body on the floor. Lea was gone, leaving only a lifeless body sprawled on his living room floor, and he felt the walls closing in.

The house, once a quiet refuge, now felt like a trap—a place that had gone from stillness to chaos with Lea’s sudden disappearance. He was the only one left with this stranger’s body, no witnesses, and not a trace of proof that Leah had ever been there. He tried to steady himself, but every logical thought slipped away. Desperate to make sense of it, he turned and bolted out the front door, scanning the yard, the street, even the shadowed edges of his property. No sign of her.

He called her name into the darkness, his voice swallowed up by the night, but there was nothing. Only the stillness, an unsettling silence that hung over him like a fog. He searched around, peering into the shadows, the trees, looking for any hint of her retreating figure, any proof that she’d even been there at all.
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