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    To the brave readers who stare a little too long into mirrors, wonder what might exist beyond reflections, and still choose to keep turning the page.
To every curious imagination that has ever felt uneasy in a dark room or thought they saw something move behind the glass.
This book is dedicated to those who understand that courage is not about never being afraid—it is about facing the unknown even when the shadows are watching.
May Harper and Eli's journey remind you that friendship, hope, and bravery can shine brighter than even the darkest reflection.
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Chapter 1 — The Antique Glass
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The house looked like it belonged in a ghost story.

Harper Vale noticed that immediately.

As the moving truck rattled slowly up the narrow gravel driveway, she stared out the car window at the enormous Victorian mansion looming above the hill. Dark clouds rolled across the sky behind it while dead ivy crawled across faded gray walls. Tall windows reflected dull evening light like blank staring eyes.

One of the shutters hung crookedly.

The front porch sagged slightly.

And somewhere high above the roof, a rusted weather vane squealed in the wind.

Harper sighed heavily.

“This place looks haunted.”

From the driver’s seat, her father laughed tiredly.

“That’s a very positive attitude.”

“I’m serious.”

He pulled the car beside the porch and switched off the engine.

“It’s old, Harper. Old doesn’t automatically mean haunted.”

Harper raised an eyebrow.

“The creepy mansion hidden in a foggy town says otherwise.”

Her father smiled faintly despite looking exhausted.

The last few months had been rough.

After Harper’s grandmother passed away unexpectedly, they’d inherited the old house in Ravenshade. Her father had sold their apartment in the city almost immediately after losing his job, insisting this move was “a fresh start.”

Harper hated the phrase already.

Fresh starts meant losing friends.

Changing schools.

Leaving everything familiar behind.

And now she was apparently living inside a haunted mansion from a horror movie.

Rain began tapping softly against the windshield.

Perfect.

Her father climbed from the car and stretched stiffly.

“Come on,” he said. “Let’s see the inside.”

Harper stepped out reluctantly.

Cold wind whipped across the hill carrying the smell of rain and wet leaves. The town of Ravenshade stretched below in the distance—a quiet cluster of old buildings surrounded by forests and dark hills.

Everything looked gray.

Even the air felt gloomy.

The front gate groaned loudly as the movers carried boxes toward the porch.

One of them, a tall man with a thick beard, paused halfway up the steps.

“You folks really staying here?” he asked.

Harper’s father frowned slightly. “That’s usually how moving works.”

The mover glanced uneasily toward the upper windows.

“Right.”

Something about his tone bothered Harper.

Before she could ask questions, the man quickly disappeared inside with another box.

The porch creaked beneath Harper’s sneakers as she climbed the stairs.

Then she noticed something strange.

The front door already stood slightly open.

Her father paused too.

“That’s odd.”

He pushed the door wider slowly.

The house smelled like dust, old wood, and something faintly floral beneath it all.

Lavender maybe.

The entrance hallway stretched into darkness beneath a curved staircase. Faded wallpaper peeled from the walls in thin strips, and old portraits hung crookedly above dusty furniture covered with white sheets.

Everything looked frozen in time.

Harper stepped inside carefully.

The floorboards creaked loudly.

Rain pattered softly against distant windows somewhere deeper inside the house.

Then came another sound.

A faint thump upstairs.

Harper froze.

“Did you hear that?”

Her father barely glanced up.

“Probably the movers.”

Except the movers were still outside.

Harper looked toward the staircase uneasily.

For one brief second, she thought she saw movement at the top of the stairs.

A figure slipping silently around the corner.

Then it vanished.

Her stomach tightened.

“Dad...”

But he had already disappeared toward the kitchen carrying boxes.

Harper stood alone in the hallway.

The house felt strange.

Not exactly scary yet.

Just...watchful.

Like someone stood hidden behind the walls listening.

Thunder rumbled outside.

The lights flickered faintly overhead.

Then the grandfather clock near the staircase suddenly began ticking loudly.

Tick.

Tick.

Tick.

Harper nearly jumped.

“That’s not creepy at all,” she muttered.

A voice startled her from behind.

“You must be Harper.”

She spun around.

An elderly woman stood in the doorway leading toward the dining room.

Harper hadn’t heard her approach.

The woman smiled kindly, though her pale eyes seemed strangely tired.

“I’m Mrs. Lindell,” she said softly. “I live down the hill.”

“Oh. Hi.”

“I used to visit your grandmother often.”

Harper relaxed slightly.

At least someone in Ravenshade looked normal.

Mrs. Lindell glanced around the dusty hallway sadly.

“Margaret loved this house very much.”

Harper forced a polite smile.

“I barely remember visiting.”

“That’s probably for the best.”

Something about the woman’s voice changed when she said that.

Harper frowned slightly.

“What do you mean?”

Mrs. Lindell looked toward the staircase.

Then quickly smiled again.

“Nothing important.”

Thunder shook the windows.

The old woman stepped backward toward the door.

“Well. Welcome to Ravenshade.”

Then she paused.

Her expression became serious.

“Your grandmother always kept the attic locked.”

A cold chill moved through Harper’s chest.

“Why?”

Mrs. Lindell hesitated.

For one long moment, she looked like she wanted to say something else.

Instead she simply whispered:

“Some things are better left covered.”

Then she left.

Harper stared after her uneasily.

The rain intensified outside.

And somewhere upstairs—

Something creaked.

The rest of the afternoon disappeared beneath endless unpacking.

Her father tried staying cheerful, but Harper could tell he felt overwhelmed too. The house needed repairs everywhere.

Leaky pipes.

Cracked walls.

Dust covering nearly everything.

Even worse, the electricity flickered constantly whenever the storm grew stronger.

By evening, the movers had finally left.

The huge house suddenly felt much emptier.

And much quieter.

Harper carried a box of books upstairs toward her new bedroom.

The second floor hallway stretched long and narrow beneath dim ceiling lights. Old family portraits lined the walls, their faded eyes seeming to follow her as she passed.

One portrait in particular caught her attention.

A young girl stood beside the staircase wearing an old-fashioned white dress. Her dark hair hung in loose curls around a pale serious face.

Something about her felt oddly familiar.

Harper stopped walking.

The girl couldn’t have been older than twelve.

And strangely enough...

She looked frightened.

Not sad.

Not angry.

Frightened.

A loud BANG downstairs made Harper jump.

The hallway lights flickered.

When she looked back toward the portrait—

The girl’s expression seemed different somehow.

Harper frowned.

“That’s impossible.”

The painting looked exactly the same.

Didn’t it?

A cold draft suddenly swept through the hallway.

Then came whispering.

Very faint.

Almost too quiet to hear.

Harper froze completely.

The whispers seemed to drift from somewhere above her.

The attic.

She listened carefully.

The voice sounded distant and soft.

Almost like someone speaking through a wall.

Then it stopped.

Silence returned instantly.

Harper’s pulse quickened.

“Okay,” she whispered nervously. “Definitely just old house noises.”

Except she didn’t believe that anymore.

Not even a little.

Her bedroom sat at the far end of the hallway overlooking the woods behind the house.

Unlike the rest of the mansion, it felt surprisingly cozy once unpacked. The walls were painted pale blue beneath layers of dust, and a tall bookshelf stood near the window.

Still creepy.

But manageable.

Rain streaked softly down the glass while dark trees swayed outside beneath the storm.

Harper unpacked quietly for nearly an hour.

At one point, she noticed something strange near the closet.

A small silver key rested on the floorboards.

Old-fashioned.

Tarnished with age.

Harper picked it up curiously.

“What does this open?”

The key felt oddly cold in her hand.

Before she could think much more about it, her father called from downstairs.

“Dinner!”

Harper shoved the key into her pocket and headed down.

Dinner consisted mostly of cold pizza eaten from paper plates because half the kitchen appliances didn’t work yet.

Rain hammered the windows while thunder rolled across Ravenshade.

Her father attempted small talk.

“So...new school tomorrow.”

Harper groaned.

“Do we have to discuss that already?”

“You’ll make friends.”

“Easy for you to say.”

He smiled sympathetically.

“I know moving’s hard.”

Hard didn’t even begin covering it.

Harper poked at her pizza quietly.

Then finally asked:

“Dad...did Grandma ever talk about the attic?”

He looked surprised.

“The attic?”

“Mrs. Lindell said Grandma kept it locked.”

Her father frowned slightly.

“Well, your grandmother collected antiques. She probably didn’t want kids breaking anything.”

“Did you ever go up there?”

“Once or twice.”

He shrugged.

“Mostly old furniture.”

Something in his voice sounded distracted.

Almost uncomfortable.

Harper noticed him glance briefly toward the ceiling.

Then quickly change the subject.

That bothered her more than any ghost story could have.

Later that night, the storm worsened.

Wind howled through the trees surrounding the house while rain battered the windows hard enough to rattle the glass.

Harper brushed her teeth in the upstairs bathroom while the pipes groaned loudly behind the walls.

The mirror above the sink looked ancient, spotted faintly with age.

For one strange moment, Harper thought the reflection behind her moved slightly wrong.

Like the bathroom reflection lagged half a second behind reality.

She spun around immediately.

Nothing there.

Only the empty hallway outside.

Harper stared at herself uneasily in the
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