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    To the brave readers who listen carefully to whispers in dark hallways, stare too long at moving shadows, and wonder what secrets old buildings keep after midnight.
To every curious imagination that has ever felt watched when no one else was there.
This book is dedicated to those who understand that courage is not about never feeling fear—but about facing the darkness even when it already knows your name.
May Mason, Ivy, and Eli's journey remind you that friendship, hope, and bravery can shine brighter than even the deepest shadows hidden inside Raven Hollow.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Shadows do not need eyes to watch you.
They do not need doors to enter.
And once a shadow learns your name, it never truly forgets."
— From the hidden warnings beneath Raven Hollow
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Chapter 1 — The Whisper in the Hallway


[image: ]


Rain hammered the taxi windows as Mason Reed stared up at Raven Hollow for the very first time.

The apartment building rose above the street like a giant shadow against the stormy evening sky. Most of its windows were dark. Rust streaked the brick walls beneath broken gutters, and old fire escapes clung to the sides of the building like crooked metal skeletons.

Lightning flashed overhead.

For one brief second, the building looked almost alive.

Mason swallowed hard.

“That’s it?” he asked quietly.

His mother looked up from counting folded bills in her purse.

“What?”

“This place.”

She followed his gaze toward the towering apartment building.

RAVEN HOLLOW APARTMENTS

Several letters on the glowing sign had burned out years ago, leaving only faint flickers of red light.

R VEN H LL W

The sign buzzed softly in the rain.

His mother sighed tiredly.

“It’s temporary.”

“You said that about the motel.”

“That was different.”

Mason looked back toward the building.

No.

It didn’t look temporary at all.

It looked like the kind of place people entered and never escaped.

The taxi driver shifted nervously in his seat.

“You sure you wanna stay here?” he muttered.

Mason’s mother frowned.

“Excuse me?”

The driver avoided looking directly at Raven Hollow.

“Nothing. Just... folks around here talk about this place sometimes.”

Mason immediately became interested.

“What do they say?”

His mother shot him a warning look.

The driver shrugged.

“Old building. Strange noises. Weird tenants.” He lowered his voice slightly. “People say the hallways change at night.”

Mason’s mother groaned softly.

“Please don’t start ghost stories.”

“I’m serious.”

Lightning flashed again.

The taxi driver stared uneasily at the apartment windows.

“Personally,” he muttered, “I wouldn’t live here if somebody paid me.”

Mason looked closer at the building.

Several windows on the upper floors seemed darker than the others.

Not unlit.

Empty somehow.

Like holes cut into the side of the building.

Then he noticed something else.

Someone stood watching them from a fourth-floor window.

A tall figure.

Perfectly still.

The next lightning flash came—

And the figure vanished.

Mason blinked.

Maybe he imagined it.

“Come on,” his mother said tiredly.

The taxi driver quickly unloaded their suitcases onto the rain-soaked sidewalk before practically jumping back into the cab.

“Good luck,” he said.

Then he drove away immediately.

Mason watched the taillights disappear down the wet street.

The city around Raven Hollow felt strangely quiet despite the storm. Most nearby buildings looked abandoned or boarded shut. Water rushed through overflowing gutters while thunder echoed between narrow alleyways.

His mother grabbed two heavy suitcases.

“You taking the backpack or just staring dramatically at the creepy building?”

Mason picked up his backpack reluctantly.

“You noticed it’s creepy too.”

“I noticed it’s cheap.”

That usually ended arguments these days.

Ever since Dad disappeared, everything became about money.

Cheap apartments.

Cheap food.

Cheap motels.

Cheap everything.

Mason tightened his grip on the backpack straps.

Three months ago his father vanished during an archaeological research trip somewhere near Turkey. Nobody explained much afterward. Adults just used words like “missing,” “complicated,” and “still investigating.”

Then came the moving.

And the silence.

His mother rarely talked about Dad anymore.

Whenever Mason asked questions, she always gave the same answer.

“We don’t know anything yet.”

But Mason could tell she had already started giving up hope.

That scared him more than anything.

The front doors of Raven Hollow creaked open with a long groaning sound.

Warm stale air drifted outward smelling faintly of dust, old carpet, and cigarette smoke.

Mason stepped inside cautiously.

The lobby looked ancient.

Cracked black-and-white tiles covered the floor. A massive chandelier hung crookedly overhead with half its bulbs burned out. Old mailboxes lined one wall, many hanging open or broken.

Somewhere deep inside the building, pipes rattled loudly.

An old man sat behind the front desk reading a newspaper beneath a flickering lamp.

He looked about eighty years old.

Thin.

Gray-haired.

Sharp-eyed.

Without lowering the newspaper, he said, “You’re late.”

Mason’s mother blinked.

“We had trouble finding the place.”

“Most people do.”

The old man folded the newspaper carefully.

His eyes settled on Mason first.

Too long.

Studying him.

Then he looked at Mason’s mother.

“Apartment 4B.”

He slid a rusted key across the desk.

“Elevator’s broken.”

“Of course it is,” Mason muttered.

The old man ignored him.

“Name’s Mr. Vane. I manage the building.”

Mason noticed something strange.

Mr. Vane never smiled.

Not even politely.

The storm thundered outside.

One of the lobby lights flickered overhead.

Mr. Vane glanced upward immediately.

Almost nervously.

Then he lowered his voice slightly.

“If you hear knocking after midnight, don’t answer your door.”

Mason’s mother laughed awkwardly.

“Very funny.”

“I’m not joking.”

Silence settled across the lobby.

Mason stared at the old man.

Mr. Vane looked completely serious.

His mother picked up the apartment key quickly.

“Well... thanks.”

The old manager watched them walk toward the staircase.

Just before they disappeared from the lobby, he called after them quietly.

“And keep your windows locked.”

Mason looked back.

“Why?”

Mr. Vane’s eyes shifted briefly toward the dark hallway behind the front desk.

Then he answered softly.

“Things wander at night.”

The stairwell smelled damp and old.

Each step groaned loudly beneath Mason’s feet as he followed his mother upward through the building. The farther they climbed, the colder the air became.

The fourth floor hallway stretched long and dim beneath flickering ceiling lights.

Apartment doors lined both sides like silent watchers.

Most looked old and scratched.

A few had multiple locks bolted across them.

Mason noticed something else immediately.

Every apartment door had mirrors hanging nearby.

Small mirrors.

Large mirrors.

Decorative mirrors.

Some cracked.

Some covered with cloth.

Almost every tenant seemed to keep one near their doorway.

Weird.

His mother stopped outside Apartment 4B.

The brass numbers hung crookedly on the old wooden door.

“This is home now,” she said quietly.

Mason stared at the hallway around them.

One of the ceiling lights buzzed loudly overhead before flickering out completely.

The hallway became darker instantly.

“Great,” he muttered.

His mother unlocked the apartment door.

The inside looked slightly better than the hallway.

Slightly.

Old hardwood floors creaked beneath their feet. The wallpaper peeled in several places. A tiny kitchen sat beside a narrow living room with dusty windows overlooking the street below.

Mason wandered toward the far bedroom.

His bedroom.

It barely fit a bed and dresser.

Rain tapped softly against the windows.

A tall closet door stood slightly open near the corner.

The room felt cold.

Not freezing.

Just colder than the rest of the apartment.

His mother dropped a box onto the kitchen counter.

“We’ll unpack tomorrow.”

Mason looked toward the bedroom mirror hanging above the dresser.

Something about it bothered him immediately.

The reflection looked too dark.

He stepped closer.

Just himself staring back.

Messy dark hair.

Tired eyes.

Nervous expression.

Normal.

Still...

The room behind his reflection somehow looked deeper in the mirror than in real life.

Like the reflection contained more shadows.

“Mason?”

He jumped slightly.

His mother stood in the doorway holding two paper takeout bags.

“Chinese food?”

“Depends. Are we emotionally eating again?”

“Absolutely.”

That actually made him smile a little.

They ate dinner sitting on unpacked boxes while rain battered the windows outside.

For a while things almost felt normal.

Almost.

Then his mother’s phone rang.

Mason saw the
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