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    To the brave young readers who love haunted hallways, mysterious whispers after midnight, flickering lights, and secrets hidden behind old apartment walls.
To every curious imagination that has ever wondered what might answer back when strange knocking comes from the darkness.
This book is dedicated to those who understand that courage is not about never feeling afraid—but about standing firm even when shadows move through the halls around you.
May Caleb and Mia's journey remind you that friendship, hope, and bravery can overcome even the darkest visitor hiding behind the walls of Ravenscroft Manor.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some doors are locked for a reason.
Some whispers should never be answered.
And some visitors do not leave once they are invited inside."
— From the forgotten warnings of Ravenscroft Manor
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Chapter 1 — The Knocking at Midnight
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Rain followed Caleb Turner into the city.

It streaked across the car windows in crooked silver lines while thunder rolled somewhere beyond the crowded streets. The windshield wipers squeaked back and forth endlessly as traffic crawled between tall buildings glowing in the dark afternoon.

Caleb leaned against the passenger-side window and watched blurry reflections slide across the glass.

Everything looked gray.

Gray roads.

Gray sky.

Gray buildings stacked tightly together like giant concrete boxes.

Nothing like home.

Well...

Old home.

He still wasn’t used to calling it that.

His mother tightened both hands on the steering wheel.

“We’re almost there.”

Caleb didn’t answer.

He kept staring outside while rainwater raced down the window beside him.

Three months ago, everything had been normal.

Or at least close to normal.

Then came the arguments.

The late-night shouting.

Doors slamming downstairs.

His father sleeping on the couch for weeks.

And finally—

The divorce.

Now Caleb and his mother lived in a city nearly four hours away while his father stayed behind in their old town.

Every time Caleb thought about it, something heavy settled inside his chest.

His mom glanced at him carefully.

“You okay?”

“Fine.”

That answer came automatically now.

She sighed softly.

“You know your dad’s going to call tonight.”

“Yeah.”

Silence filled the car again.

Rain hammered harder overhead.

Caleb adjusted the hood of his sweatshirt and looked toward the GPS screen glowing on the dashboard.

One name blinked across the map:
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Even the apartment building sounded creepy.

“You still haven’t shown me a picture of this place,” Caleb muttered.

His mother smiled weakly.

“It’s old, but the rent was affordable.”

“That usually means something bad.”

“It means we’re saving money.”

Caleb frowned.

“That’s adult code for ‘the building probably has rats.’”

His mother laughed softly for the first time all day.

“No rats.”

“You sure?”

“...Pretty sure.”

That was not comforting.

The car turned onto a narrow street lined with tall brick apartment buildings. Most looked old, their windows glowing faintly through rain and fog.

Then Caleb saw Ravenscroft Manor.

And immediately sat upright.

The building towered over the street like something from an old black-and-white movie.

Dark brick walls stretched eight stories high beneath dozens of narrow windows. Iron fire escapes zigzagged across the outside while stone gargoyles crouched near the roofline.

A flickering neon sign glowed above the entrance:

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

RAVENSCROFT MANOR


[image: ]


One of the letters buzzed weakly.

The building looked ancient.

Not charming old.

Haunted old.

Caleb stared.

“That place definitely has ghosts.”

His mother parked beside the curb.

“It has apartments.”

“It has gargoyles.”

“They’re decorative.”

“No normal building has decorative gargoyles.”

Thunder cracked loudly overhead.

The building seemed even taller now somehow.

Watching.

Waiting.

A cold little shiver crawled down Caleb’s back.

Rain soaked them almost instantly as they carried boxes inside.

The lobby smelled like old wood, dust, and something faintly metallic.

Ancient chandeliers hung from the ceiling while faded red carpets stretched across the floor toward a creaky elevator at the far wall.

Everything inside Ravenscroft Manor looked worn and tired.

The wallpaper peeled near corners.

The lights flickered occasionally.

And somewhere deep inside the walls, pipes groaned softly.

Caleb glanced upward uneasily.

“This place feels weird.”

His mother adjusted a cardboard box against her hip.

“It’s just old.”

“Yeah, haunted-old.”

A voice suddenly spoke behind them.

“Most people say that their first day.”

Caleb nearly jumped.

An elderly woman stood behind the front desk reading a magazine beneath a tiny lamp.

She wore huge glasses and a purple sweater while a fluffy gray cat slept beside her.

The woman smiled faintly.

“I’m Mrs. Delaney.”

Caleb’s mother relaxed immediately.

“Oh! Hi. We spoke on the phone earlier.”

The woman nodded.

“Apartment 7B.”

Caleb looked toward the elevator.

“Seventh floor?”

Mrs. Delaney smiled again.

“Best view in the building.”

“Great,” Caleb muttered. “Higher up for ghosts to throw me out the window.”

His mother gave him a look.

Mrs. Delaney chuckled softly.

“You joke now.”

That answer hung strangely in the air.

Caleb frowned slightly.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

The old woman simply returned to her magazine.

“Nothing at all.”

The elevator groaned loudly when they stepped inside.

Its metal walls rattled while ancient cables creaked overhead.

Caleb stared at the flickering floor numbers nervously.

“This elevator sounds like it’s dying.”

“It’s perfectly safe,” his mother said.

Then the elevator suddenly jerked violently between floors.

The lights flickered.

Caleb grabbed the railing instantly.

“Oh, that’s comforting.”

Mrs. Delaney’s voice crackled softly through the old speaker overhead:

“Don’t worry. Ravenscroft settles at night.”

Caleb frowned.

“What does that even mean?”

No answer came back.

Apartment 7B sat near the very end of a long narrow hallway.

The seventh floor felt strangely quiet compared to the lobby below.

Too quiet.

The hallway lights buzzed softly overhead while old framed paintings hung crookedly on faded wallpaper.

And at the far end of the hall—

A single door stood chained shut.

Heavy locks wrapped around it.

Caleb slowed slightly.

“That’s weird.”

His mother struggled with their apartment key.

“What is?”

“That door.”

She glanced briefly down the hallway.

“Oh.”

The chained apartment looked dark compared to the others.

Dust covered the doorframe while thick rust coated the locks.

Nobody had opened it in a long time.

“Why’s it chained up?”

“No idea.”

That immediately made Caleb more curious.

His mother finally unlocked Apartment 7B.

The apartment itself looked much nicer inside than Caleb expected.

Small but cozy.

Dark wooden floors stretched through a tiny living room while rain tapped softly against large windows overlooking the city.

An old radiator hissed in the corner.

The place smelled faintly like cinnamon and dust.

Caleb wandered toward the hallway leading to the bedrooms.

“Do I get my own room?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, this place is already better than I expected.”

His mother smiled tiredly.

“See?”

Then the apartment lights flickered briefly.

Caleb looked upward immediately.

“...Still haunted though.”

His bedroom sat near the back corner of the apartment beside a large window overlooking the alley below.

The walls were painted dark blue, and an old vent rested near the ceiling above the bed.

Rain tapped softly against the glass while distant thunder rolled across the city.

Caleb dropped his backpack onto the floor.

Then noticed something strange.

The wallpaper near one corner looked scratched.

Tiny marks covered the wall beside the vent.

Like somebody had dragged fingernails across it repeatedly.

Caleb frowned.

“Weird.”

His mother appeared in the doorway.

“What?”

He pointed toward the scratches.

“Did the last kid living here own a tiger?”

She looked briefly confused.

Then shrugged.

“Probably old damage.”

Caleb touched one of the scratches carefully.

The mark looked deeper than he expected.

Almost carved into the wall.

A sudden metallic CLANG echoed somewhere inside the building.

Caleb
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