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Chapter 0: A Memory That Wrote Her
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BEFORE THE PAGE.
Before the bell.
Before the book was bound...
There was a whisper.

It didn’t speak in words.
It spoke in absences.
In the space between reflections.
In the silence between names.
She was not born into the story.
She was remembered into it.
Written backward — ink bled through forgetting.
The Ninth was not summoned.
She arrived.
They say she came before the mirror cracked.
Before the bell rang wrong.
Before the candle burned without flame.
They say she once was a page...
...and then a sentence...
...and then a seal that refused to hold.
She walked into the book like someone coming home to a house that shouldn’t exist —
and still knew where the light switch was.
Her footsteps weren’t carved in dirt.
They were pressed into vellum,
in ink that refused to dry.
You may not know her.
But something in you does.
Because the book didn’t begin with a title.
It began with a shadow.
And if the words feel familiar —
if the mirror twitches when no one else is near —
if the name Leticia tastes like something once lost in fire —
Then maybe, just maybe...

You were part of the memory too.
Even if you forgot
who remembered you first.
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The Mirror Remembers First
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THEY BURIED THE EIGHTH seal in a well.
They thought it would drown.
But it floated.
They forgot the ninth.
Or pretended to.
It wasn’t buried. It wasn’t sealed.
It was simply reflected — and left behind glass.

The stories whispered of masks, bells, names carved into teeth.
But none of them spoke of the mirror.
The one that didn’t show your face.
Not yours.
Not yet.

Your mother once covered it with cloth — said mirrors can open things you can’t close.
Said they don’t just reflect what’s there.
Sometimes they reflect what’s coming.
When you asked what that meant, she only said:

“If it ever speaks, don’t answer.”

But it did.

And one night, without light, without reason...
you listened.
The voice didn’t speak like others.
It wrote.
It scratched.
And when it was done, your breath fogged the mirror just enough to reveal the word beneath the glass:

Welcome back.

Not everyone heard the sixth bell.
Not with ears.
It rang through bones. Through reflection. Through memory.

And when it did...

You didn’t blink.
The mirror did.
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Chapter 1: Something Is Writing Me
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YOU DREAM IN INK NOW.

Not blood, not light — ink.
Thick, breathing ink that slides down stone and paper alike.
It moves like a thing that was once part of you, but no longer obeys.
You wake, hands stained.
The black journal — the one you didn’t open, the one you swore was blank — is open again.
Not to a page.
To a passage.
You read the words:

"Leticia.
You are not possessed.
You are aligned."
And then below, in a second hand:

"Please. Stop reading aloud."

You don’t remember speaking.
But your throat aches.
The walls of your room are damp with condensation...
and words.
They’ve begun appearing like mildew. Names, phrases, drawings of eyes.
One is written in reverse.
You only saw it when you passed the mirror.

The window is shut.
The lock untouched.
But on the inside of the glass, drawn in fog, is a symbol you now recognise:

Lucifer’s eye.

Except it’s closed.

You try not to touch the mirror.
But your reflection leans closer anyway.
You mouth something you don’t mean.
And from the other side, the mirror mouths something else.
You don’t understand the language.
But you know what it means.
It means:
You’ve begun.
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Chapter 2: The Names in the Fog
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THE FOG DID NOT ROLL in.
It arrived.
One moment, the window overlooked your neighbour’s dying apple tree.
The next, nothing but grey. A wall of cold breath pressed against the glass, thick and unmoving — like a thing alive. Watching.
You tapped the window.
It tapped back.
You blinked. Just condensation, you told yourself. You touched the glass again. Your fingertip met dampness.

And then, in the mist, a shape began to write itself.

At first, just curves.
Then a loop.
Then the letter “L.”
You wiped it away. It smeared across the pane like ink underwater.

But it came back — stronger.

L...E...T...I...C...I...A.

Your full name. Written backwards. As if someone on the other side was calling you into the fog.

You turned away to calm your breath.

The name vanished.

But when you returned to the window, another word had appeared — smaller, above your own.

“Return.”

And then another.

“Repent.”

And finally:

“Remain.”

The rest of the house fell into a strange hush, like someone had turned the world’s volume knob halfway. Every clock had stopped ticking. Even the creaking floorboards beneath your feet held their breath.

You reached for your journal.

You hadn’t written in it — not really.
But it had been written in.
Pages and pages now scrawled in the same hand, repeating a phrase in a spiral:

“You were never the one who left.
You were always the one who remained.”

Later that night, you stepped outside.

The fog parted for you.

Only for you.

Each footstep revealed more names — not carved, not printed — but hanging in the mist like lanterns.

You recognized some of them.

Elias.
Selene.
Mr. Whitlow.
Even Agnes.

They floated there, flickering softly. Familiar ghosts in foglight.

And beneath them all — beneath every name — one word repeated, pulsing faintly:

“Obedient.”

Except yours.

Yours read:

“Watching.”

.
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Chapter 3: The Teeth in the Drawer
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YOU WOKE WITH SOMETHING in your hand.

It was small. Cold. Heavy with the kind of weight that doesn't belong to objects but to secrets.

You didn’t open your fist right away.
You feared what your fingers might remember.
When you finally did...

It was a tooth.

Human. Not yours.

Still wet.

You didn’t scream.
But your reflection did.
From the mirror near your bedside, your image stared back — lips parted, a soundless wail caught behind glass. Your hand moved. The reflection didn’t.

That was when you opened the drawer.

You hadn’t used it in years — a little wooden thing from childhood, painted with stars that had long since peeled away.

It smelled of cedar and candle wax.
But inside...
Teeth.
Dozens. Some milk teeth, some adult. Some filed into points.
All human.
And worse — they were labelled.

Small slips of paper, handwritten, pinned to each with tiny brass tacks.

Elias — Right Lateral Incisor
Agnes — Lower Molar (burnt)
Selene — Canine (fractured)
Yours — Baby Tooth (First Lie)
There was one still loose, unlabelled — the one in your hand.
It was fresh.

And then, the whisper.

“Nothing is taken.
Only remembered.”
You turned.

No one stood there.

But a shadow lingered in the mirror. It didn’t move like a person.
It moved like a choice.

You began to sort the teeth.
Not because you wanted to.
Because the fog outside grew thicker every time you resisted.
And as you worked, the pins bled through the paper.
Names blurred.
Except one.

Lucifer.

It had no tooth.
Only the paper.
Blank.

Waiting.
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Footnotes in Red Ink
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THE PAGE IS BLANK, mostly.
Except for the margins.
There, someone has scribbled words that don’t stay still:

“She wasn’t supposed to remember.”
“Ink doesn’t lie, even when blood tries.”
“What is read cannot be sealed again.”
And then, curving along the page’s edge in a circle, a sentence that reads differently depending on where you start:

“You wrote this book before you were born.”

The ink smudges under your fingertips.
But it never disappears.
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