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Rain tapped against the windshield in a steady rhythm, like the sky was whispering something it didn’t want him to understand. Adam sat behind the wheel, staring at the house he had just inherited—a house he had never seen before, yet somehow felt familiar.

It was a Victorian structure, tall and brooding, with long windows veiled by heavy curtains and a roof that sloped like it was bowing under the weight of time. The neighborhood was silent. No people. Just bare trees swaying like old fingers in the wind.

The front door creaked open with a long groan, releasing a gust of cold air that smelled of aged wood and forgotten years. Inside, everything was covered in white sheets, like ghosts had fled in a hurry and left their skins behind.

On the dusty table lay a letter, written in a trembling hand:

> “Adam, if you’re reading this, then you are now the Keeper.

> Do not open the door in the basement...

> unless you’re ready to see what cannot be unseen.”

He smirked. “Family drama?” he muttered.

But he had no idea how much would change after that night
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The storm had settled into a quiet drizzle by the time Adam finished exploring the ground floor. The house was larger than it looked from the outside—hallways that seemed to stretch too far, doors that opened into rooms with no windows. It felt... off. Like the house was breathing.

He found the basement door behind the kitchen, half-hidden behind a tall cabinet. The key was already in the lock.

He hesitated.

The letter’s warning echoed in his mind:

> “Do not open the door in the basement...”

But curiosity is a stubborn thing. He turned the key.

The door creaked open, revealing a narrow staircase that descended into darkness. The air was colder here, damp and metallic. He flicked the light switch. Nothing. Of course.
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