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	The Haunted Dollhouse

	 


 

	Investigator Briefing

	 

	Before you continue…

	Sabine Blackwood has left a message regarding this case file.

	What you hear may change how you read what follows.

	Listen first.

	Then proceed.
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Chapter 1 
The Mysterious Inheritance
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	Lily stared at the ancient, creaky dollhouse, her fingers hovering above its dusty surface. It sat in the far corner of her grandmother’s attic like it had always belonged there—majestic, eerie, and untouched by time. The air smelled of mothballs, wood polish, and something else—something older. Something she couldn’t name.

	Sunlight filtered through the narrow attic window, casting golden beams through the dust. The dollhouse stood taller than any Lily had ever seen—nearly up to her waist—with intricate carvings, a shingled roof, and delicate windowpanes that shimmered when the light hit just right. It was almost… regal. But not in a comforting way.

	“What do you think, Lil?” her mom asked gently from the doorway.

	Lily didn’t answer at first. She was too busy scanning the dollhouse’s details—each tiny flower box, every brick laid in perfect symmetry. Her fingers itched to open the tiny wooden door, but something in her stomach twisted at the thought.

	“I don’t know,” she finally said. “It’s… creepy.”

	Her mom chuckled softly. “That’s exactly what your great-aunt Helen said the first time she saw it. But it became her favorite thing in the world.”

	“Really?” Lily turned to look at her mom. “Wasn’t Aunt Helen a little… weird?”

	“Eccentric,” her mom corrected, smiling. “She always said the dollhouse had a mind of its own. That it ‘watched over the family.’”

	Lily frowned. “Watches over us? Like… literally?”

	Her mom shrugged. “It’s just a story. You know how older generations get attached to things.” She paused, then added, “But she did insist it be passed down to someone who would ‘understand its presence.’ That’s why it’s yours now.”

	Lily blinked. “Mine?”

	Her mom nodded. “She left it to you in her will.”

	Lily turned back to the dollhouse. In the silence that followed, she felt a strange pull—like the house was holding its breath, waiting for her to get closer.

	As she knelt beside it, she gently pushed open the front door. The hinges creaked—an impossibly realistic sound for something so small—and inside were fully furnished miniature rooms. A grand dining room, a sitting parlor, a staircase with a curling banister. Tiny oil paintings adorned the walls, and a fireplace sat in one corner, its embers carved in glassy red beads.

	“Wow,” Lily murmured. “It’s… kind of amazing.”

	She reached into the dining room, where four porcelain dolls were seated around a long mahogany table. Each doll wore Victorian-style clothing—lace, velvet, high collars. Their porcelain faces were delicate, hand-painted, and far too detailed. Their expressions weren’t cute—they were intense. Lifelike. One, a young girl with her hair in two tight braids, seemed to be staring straight at Lily.

	She gently touched the girl's shoulder.

	A gust of cold air whooshed past her ear. Lily gasped and jerked her hand away.

	The attic was still again. Silent.

	“Lily! Come down and help us unload the boxes!” her dad called from the bottom of the stairs.

	Lily stood, her heart pounding in her chest. She glanced back at the dollhouse one last time—and froze.

	The doll she had touched had shifted. She was no longer seated at the table. Instead, she now stood at the dollhouse window, one tiny hand pressed against the glass, her face turned directly toward Lily.

	“Mom?” Lily whispered.

	But her mom had already gone downstairs.

	Behind her, the chandelier inside the dollhouse flickered once—just once—casting twisted shadows across the attic walls.

	Lily knew, in that moment, this dollhouse wasn’t just old.

	It was alive.

	 


Chapter 2 
The Unsettling Discovery
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	The next morning, Lily found herself once again climbing the creaky attic stairs, a sense of dread tightening in her chest. She told herself she just wanted to “get a better look” at the dollhouse in daylight, but deep down she knew it wasn’t curiosity that pulled her—it was something else. Something stronger.

	The attic was quiet, dust dancing in shafts of pale morning light filtering through the small window. She hesitated at the top step, half-expecting to see the tiny porcelain girl still standing at the window like she had the night before. But the doll had returned to its seat at the dining table.

	Lily's skin prickled. The memory of the doll moving—no, standing—had haunted her all night. She hadn't told her parents. How could she? They’d say she imagined it. That she was tired, or it was a trick of the light. But Lily knew what she’d seen.

	She crossed the attic floor cautiously and knelt in front of the dollhouse. From this close, it looked almost…normal. Too normal. Every room was in perfect order, every piece of miniature furniture still in place. Yet the air around the dollhouse felt colder than the rest of the attic, as if the temperature dropped the moment she came near.

	Her eyes were drawn again to the young girl doll in the old-fashioned lace dress. She was seated at the head of the table, her hands resting neatly in her lap, porcelain face fixed in a delicate smile. The same doll that had been standing upright in the window the night before.

	Lily reached out hesitantly, her fingers brushing the tiny woodwork of the dollhouse window. It was cool to the touch—cooler than it should’ve been in an attic that trapped heat like a greenhouse. She leaned closer, searching the doll’s painted face for some kind of flaw or mechanism that might explain the movement.

	But there was nothing. Just then, a loud creak from the stairs made her yelp and whip around. “Lily!” came a voice. Emma’s voice. Lily exhaled in relief as her best friend appeared at the top of the attic steps, brushing cobwebs from her hoodie.

	“You’re seriously up here again?” Emma said, eyebrows raised. “I figured you bailed on me yesterday because you were busy cleaning or unpacking, not... hiding out with eerie dolls.”

	“I was going to come outside,” Lily said, standing up quickly, “but I couldn’t stop thinking about this dollhouse. Then something really weird happened last night—”

	Emma’s eyes locked on the oversized dollhouse. “Okay… whoa. That thing looks like it belongs in a museum—or a horror movie.” Lily crossed her arms. “Tell me about it.”

	Emma stepped forward, crouching low to examine the intricate details. “Dude, these dolls are so detailed. They look handmade.” She squinted at the dining room. “Why do they look like they’re... waiting for something?”

	“I think they are,” Lily muttered
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