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	The Ghostly Guardian

	 


 

	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 Lonely Child
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	Lucy stared out the car window as the familiar faded into the unfamiliar. Rows of houses gave way to open fields, then to dense trees that curled in close to the road, casting long shadows across the windshield. The tires crunched over a gravel path, jarring her from her daydream. Her heart sank. Another move. Another town. Another beginning she hadn’t asked for.

	She wrapped her arms tighter around her backpack, the one constant companion through it all. Inside were her most treasured books—their worn covers and folded corners a record of how many times she'd read them to escape the ache of always being the new kid.

	Her parents' voices drifted from the front seat, murmuring about boxes and movers and internet hookups. Lucy tuned them out. She’d heard it all before. No matter how beautiful the new place was, it never felt like home.

	The car pulled to a stop.

	The house before her loomed larger than she'd expected—an enormous, weathered Victorian, draped in ivy and shadow. Its pointed rooftops reached for the clouds, and its windows reflected the gray sky like watchful eyes. Wind rustled the trees surrounding it, and the air smelled of damp leaves and distant rain.

	Lucy stepped out cautiously. Gravel shifted beneath her sneakers. The house didn’t just look old—it looked ancient, like it had been standing long before her parents were born. It had that feeling some places carry, as if it were holding its breath.

	Her mother smiled nervously. “It’s... charming, right?”

	Lucy managed a shrug. Charming wasn’t the word she would’ve used. Mysterious, maybe. Haunted, definitely.

	As her parents busied themselves with unpacking boxes and directing movers, Lucy wandered toward the front porch. The wood creaked beneath her steps, and the door groaned as it opened, like it hadn't been used in years. The scent of dust and something sweeter—lavender or maybe old perfume—wafted toward her.

	The foyer was dimly lit, the only light coming from tall windows on either side of a grand staircase. The wallpaper was faded and peeling in spots, but the house held onto its elegance—ornate woodwork, carved banisters, and a chandelier that swayed ever so slightly, though no breeze stirred.

	Lucy climbed the staircase slowly, her fingers grazing the smooth banister, eyes scanning portraits of strangers with hollow gazes. It was beautiful, in a forgotten kind of way. She felt like she had stepped inside one of her books—a gothic mystery just waiting to unfold.

	Room after room revealed a history of its own: a dusty piano in the parlor, a claw-foot bathtub with rust around the edges, a nursery with faded wallpaper of moons and stars.

	Yet, despite the grandeur, the house felt... empty.

	Lonely.

	Almost as lonely as Lucy herself.

	She paused in a hallway on the second floor, the silence pressing in around her. Then, just as she was about to turn toward the staircase again, she heard it—a giggle.

	Soft. Faint. Delicate as the chime of a music box.

	Her breath caught.

	She turned sharply, but the hallway was empty. The sound was so brief she wondered if she’d imagined it. But before she could convince herself it was nothing, she heard it again. This time, a little louder. Playful. Curious.

	Lucy’s skin prickled with goosebumps. Her heart pounded in her chest, equal parts fear and something else—something like excitement.

	She took a tentative step forward, peering into one of the nearby bedrooms. Empty.

	Another giggle, this time farther down the hallway.

	“Hello?” she called softly, almost afraid of hearing an answer.

	There was no reply. Just silence. Thick and waiting.

	A door creaked open farther down the hall.

	Lucy’s fingers curled around the strap of her backpack. She wasn’t sure what she expected to find—but in that moment, she knew one thing for certain.

	She wasn’t alone.

	And for the first time in a long while… she didn’t mind.

	 


Chapter 2 
Mysterious Happenings
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	The next morning, Lucy awoke with a flutter in her chest. The sound of the giggle still echoed in her ears—soft, musical, unmistakably real. It had followed her into her dreams, drifting through dim hallways and swirling shadows. She couldn’t remember the details, but she’d woken with the sense that someone had been waiting for her.

	As the sunlight filtered through her window, Lucy pushed back the covers and sat up, her eyes scanning the room. Everything looked ordinary: the floral wallpaper, the old wooden dresser, the boxes still stacked in corners waiting to be unpacked. But the air felt different—charged with quiet possibility.

	Something had happened last night, and Lucy was determined to find out what.

	She started by retracing her steps from the day before—past the portraits in the hallway, down the sweeping staircase, into the grand parlor with its dusty furniture covered in sheets. Every creak of the floorboards made her pause. She wanted to believe there was someone—or something—trying to make contact.

	That evening, she was sitting at the long, oak dining room table, her math homework spread out in front of her, when she heard it: a faint thud from the ceiling above. Then another. Then… pacing.

	She stilled, pencil hovering above the page.

	The footsteps were slow and deliberate—heel, toe, heel, toe—moving steadily back and forth above her head. The room above was supposed to be empty. Her parents were still in the den, and she hadn’t seen them come upstairs.

	She waited for the sounds to stop. They didn’t.

	A chill snaked down her spine.

	“It’s just the house settling,” she whispered to herself, repeating one of her father’s favorite phrases.

	But deep down, she knew better.

	Later that week, Lucy stood in the kitchen, pulling a granola bar from the pantry when she heard it again—that same unmistakable giggle. This time, right behind her.

	She spun around so fast she nearly dropped her snack.

	“Mom?”

	No answer.

	“Dad?”

	Silence.

	The kitchen was completely empty.

	She held her breath, her eyes sweeping across the room. Shadows clung to the corners, and the soft hum of the refrigerator seemed louder than usual. Nothing moved. Yet the feeling of being watched prickled at the back of her neck like static electricity.

	The giggle hadn’t been imagined. It was real, and it had been close.

	But the strangest moment came a few nights later.

	Lucy lay in bed, covers pulled up to her chin, eyes fixed on the ceiling. The wind outside rattled the windows softly, and the moon cast pale light across her floor.

	Then it happened.

	The mattress dipped.

	Just slightly at first, then deeper—as though someone were sitting at the foot of the bed.

	Lucy’s breath caught in her throat. She didn’t move. Didn’t blink. Every muscle in her body tensed, frozen with fear and curiosity.

	She could feel it—weight, real and solid
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