
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The House She Haunts

Abby Woodland


Copyrights

Copyright © [2024] by [Abby Woodland] 

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Remember to look to see the future as positive, the past as a lesson, and the present as a chance to change the world...
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The Start

Lauren woke with tears streaming down her face once again, shaken by another haunting dream. This time, she had foreseen her grandmother's passing from a stroke—a recurring theme in the unsettling precognitive visions that had plagued her for months. At just fifteen years old, she bore the weight of a peculiar gift: the ability to foresee deaths before they happened. Her aunt Jade was the only one who believed in this strange ability, calling it a gift of precognition. But for Lauren, it felt more like a curse.

The morning sun cast a soft glow through her bedroom window as she sat up in bed, her thoughts racing. Her grandmother, Lucy, had always been a pillar of strength and love in her life. The thought of losing her was unbearable, even more so knowing that it wasn't just a fear but a premonition she had seen in her dreams.

She swung her legs over the side of the bed and rubbed her tired eyes, trying to push away the lingering images from her dream. The hospital room, the beeping machines, the hushed voices of worried family members—all too vivid, all too real. She shivered despite the warmth of the morning, her body still caught in the grip of the dream's emotional turmoil.

With a sigh, she stood and padded across the room to her desk, where her phone lay charging. As she picked it up, a small wave of relief washed over her—it was a Saturday, which meant no busy school day ahead. However, the weight of her dreams and the impending loss hung heavily over her thoughts.

A ping from her phone made her jump, and she saw a text message from Aunt Jade. 

Jade: You awake? You had a dream about grandma, didn't you? 

The message confirmed what Lauren had already feared—her aunt not only knew about her gift but knew that she was struggling from it.

Lauren: Yeah. 

Her fingers hovered over the keys for a moment before she typed again. 

Lauren: Should I tell Dad?

Jade: No Let the adults handle it. You know how they are. Just be careful.

Her aunt had replied swiftly. Guess that meant she really wanted this to stay a secret. Lauren nodded to herself, grateful for her aunt's guidance yet conflicted about keeping such a heavy secret from her parents. She knew they loved her deeply, but the topic of her dreams always led to uncomfortable conversations. They dismissed them as overactive imagination or stress-induced nightmares, refusing to entertain the possibility of precognition.

As she pondered her next move, her thoughts drifted back to the first time she realized she had this gift. It had been a year ago, during a particularly vivid dream about her neighbor's dog passing away. She had woken up distraught, only to receive a call from her neighbor later that morning delivering the sad news. Since then, similar dreams had haunted her regularly, each one a painful reminder of her inexplicable ability.

Her phone buzzed again, pulling her back to the present. Aunt Jade was calling this time. She hesitated for a moment before answering, unsure of what to say.

"Hey, Lauren," Aunt Jade's warm voice greeted her. "How are you holding up?"

"I'm okay," Lauren replied softly. "Just trying to process everything."

"I know it's not easy," Aunt Jade said sympathetically. "But you're strong, Lauren. Stronger than you think."

Lauren managed a weak smile, grateful for her aunt's unwavering support. "Thanks, Aunt Jade. It means a lot."

"I'm here for you, always," her aunt reassured her. "Now, I'm going to call Uncle Jim and Aunt Sara. They're taking care of things with Grandma Lucy right now. I'll keep you updated, okay?"

"Yeah, okay," Lauren replied, her voice catching slightly. "Take care, Aunt Jade."

"You too, sweetheart. We'll get through this together," Aunt Jade said before ending the call.

Lauren set her phone down and leaned back in her chair, her mind swirling with conflicting emotions. She felt a sense of relief knowing Aunt Jade would handle the difficult conversations with her parents, yet a part of her longed to share her burden with them. How could she explain something so inexplicable, so unsettling?

Hours passed in a haze as Lauren helped her parents with household chores, her mind drifting back to her grandmother's warm smile and comforting presence. The impending loss weighed heavily on her heart, overshadowing the mundane tasks of the day. As afternoon turned to evening, the house filled with hushed conversations and the occasional sound of stifled tears—a solemn preparation for what lay ahead.

Lauren retreated to her room as the day drew to a close, seeking solace in the familiar sanctuary of her thoughts. She closed the door behind her and sank onto her bed, exhaustion tugging at her eyelids. Despite her weariness, sleep eluded her. Fear and uncertainty gnawed at her mind, threatening to engulf her in their relentless grip.

Night descended like a heavy blanket, enveloping the world in darkness. Lauren lay awake, her thoughts consumed by the events of the day and the dreams that haunted her nights. She stared at the ceiling, the soft glow of her bedside lamp casting shifting shadows across the room.

The sound of her parents' voices drifted through the walls—a murmur of shared grief and whispered memories. She listened intently, straining to catch snippets of their conversation. The weight of their sorrow hung heavy in the air, a tangible presence that filled the room with unspoken sadness.

Time seemed to stretch endlessly as Lauren lay there, caught between wakefulness and dreams. Her mind drifted back to the recurring nightmare that had plagued her for weeks—the shrinking room, the twisted figure, the whispered name. Fear gripped her heart like a vice, squeezing tighter with each passing moment.

Suddenly, a chill swept through the room, raising goosebumps on her arms. She sat up abruptly, her senses on high alert. A presence—a palpable, unsettling presence—seemed to fill the room, lingering in the shadows like a specter. Lauren's breath caught in her throat as she scanned the darkness, searching for some sign of what had disturbed her.

A faint rustling sound drew her attention to the corner of the room—a movement so subtle, she almost missed it. Her pulse quickened as she watched, fear and curiosity warring within her. Was it her imagination playing tricks on her, or something more sinister?

A shiver ran down her spine as the presence seemed to draw closer, its energy palpable yet intangible. She felt a strange sensation—an icy coldness, like tendrils of frost spreading through her veins. Her heart raced as she struggled to comprehend the inexplicable force that seemed to surround her.

"I am not possessed," she whispered fiercely to herself, though doubt lingered at the edges of her resolve. The fear of the unknown gnawed at her, threatening to overwhelm her fragile sense of control.

Suddenly, she sensed movement—a subtle shift in the air, a presence so close she could almost feel its breath on her skin. Panic surged within her as she realized she was not alone. "Get out of my body!" she screamed silently, her voice echoing in the silence of the room.

"No! You are mine, Lauren," echoed a voice—an eerie imitation of her own voice, distorted and malevolent. The words sent a chill down her spine, freezing her in place.

Her body tensed as the presence seemed to envelop her, suffocating her with its oppressive weight. She struggled against it, fighting with every ounce of strength she could muster. "No," she gasped aloud, her voice trembling with defiance. "I will not let you take me."

A surge of determination flooded her senses as she pushed back against the unseen force, summoning every ounce of courage within her. "I will not let this thing possess me," she vowed silently, her resolve steeling against the encroaching darkness.

With a sudden, jolting clarity, she realized she had to confront this fear head-on. She closed her eyes, focusing inward, searching for the inner strength she knew lay within her. Slowly, she felt the oppressive presence begin to recede, its hold weakening with each passing moment.

"You cannot have me," she whispered fiercely, her voice a defiant declaration against the darkness. "I am stronger than you."

The room fell silent, the tension dissipating like a fog lifted from her mind. Lauren sat trembling on the edge of her bed, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She had faced something dark and unknown, and though shaken, she had emerged victorious.

Exhaustion swept over her like a tidal wave, her eyelids heavy with weariness. She lay back against the pillows, her mind finally at peace. As sleep claimed her, she knew the battles ahead would be daunting, but she also knew she possessed the strength to face them.

In the quiet darkness of her room, Lauren surrendered to sleep, her dreams free of shadows for the first time in what felt like an eternity. She had confronted her fears and emerged stronger, ready to embrace the uncertainties of her gift with newfound courage.

As dawn broke, casting a gentle light through her window, Lauren stirred from her slumber. The weight of her dreams lingered, but so did a sense of resilience—a quiet determination to navigate the path ahead, armed with the knowledge that she was not alone.

She rose from her bed with a newfound sense of purpose, ready to face whatever challenges her gift of precognition brought her way. With each step forward, she carried the memory of her grandmother's love and the strength of her own resolve, a beacon of hope in the face of uncertainty.

The journey ahead would be fraught with challenges, but Lauren knew she was capable of facing them—all because she had found the courage to confront the darkness within and emerge stronger than before.

Years Later

Lauren had been haunted by the dream of being possessed every night since she turned fifteen. Over the years, she had grown accustomed to its eerie presence, and it no longer filled her with fear. However, the last few nights had been restless ones. Now, at twenty-four, she finally had the means to strike out on her own. Working her way through college, she managed to graduate debt-free, thanks in part to a small fortune left to her by her late grandmother.
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