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    To every young reader who has ever paused outside a closed door and wondered what story waited on the other side—
May this book remind you that courage begins with curiosity, and that the greatest mysteries are often solved with kindness, patience, and an open heart. Not every creak in the darkness is something to fear; sometimes it is simply a forgotten story waiting for someone brave enough to listen.
May your imagination always lead you toward hope.
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Chapter 1: The House with the Endless Hallway
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The summer sun shone brightly as Ethan pressed his forehead against the car window, watching green fields and winding country roads stretch into the distance. Twelve years old and always eager for adventure, he had spent the entire trip imagining what his grandmother's famous old house would be like. His parents had often told stories about the grand Victorian mansion where they had grown up, describing its tall windows, carved staircases, and rooms filled with family treasures collected over generations.

Beside him, his ten-year-old cousin Lily hugged her backpack tightly.

"Do you think Grandma's house is really as big as everyone says?" she asked.

Ethan grinned. "I hope it's even bigger."

Lily gave him an uncertain look. "I hope it's not."

Their parents laughed from the front seats.

"You'll love it," Ethan's father said. "Just remember not to wander around too much on your first day. That house has more rooms than you can count."

Before Ethan could ask another question, the family car turned through a pair of ancient iron gates.

The mansion appeared beyond rows of towering oak trees.

Even from a distance, it looked enormous.

Three stories rose into the clear blue sky, crowned by steep roofs and brick chimneys. Ivy climbed the gray stone walls, wrapping itself around windows with elegant white frames. Wide porches surrounded the house, and colorful flowers bloomed in carefully tended gardens.

"It looks like a castle," Ethan whispered.

"It looks haunted," Lily replied.

Their grandmother stood waiting on the front steps, smiling warmly.

She wore a soft blue sweater despite the summer weather, and her silver hair was neatly tied back in a bun. Her bright eyes sparkled as she hurried down the steps to greet them.

"My wonderful grandchildren!" she exclaimed, wrapping each of them in a warm hug. "You've both grown so much."

Ethan smiled.

"It smells like cookies."

Grandmother laughed.

"I made cinnamon cookies this morning. I thought you might be hungry after such a long drive."

Within minutes, everyone was carrying suitcases inside.

The front door opened into a magnificent entrance hall unlike anything Ethan had ever seen.

A glittering crystal chandelier hung from the high ceiling.

A polished grandfather clock ticked quietly beside the staircase.

Paintings of serious-looking ancestors lined the walls.

The wooden floor gleamed as sunlight streamed through colorful stained-glass windows.

Every room seemed larger than the last.

There was a library filled with thousands of books.

A music room with an old grand piano.

A dining room large enough for dozens of guests.

A conservatory overflowing with green plants and butterflies fluttering near open windows.

Everywhere Ethan looked, there was something new to discover.

"This place is amazing," he said.

Grandmother smiled.

"It has been in our family for over a hundred years."

They spent the afternoon exploring.

Ethan counted fireplaces.

Lily admired tiny porcelain animals displayed inside glass cabinets.

They discovered winding staircases, hidden reading corners, and balconies overlooking the gardens.

The house felt alive—not in a frightening way, but in the comforting way old places sometimes do, filled with memories that seemed to linger in every room.

As evening approached, the family gathered for dinner.

Grandmother served homemade soup, warm bread, roasted vegetables, and freshly baked pie.

Everyone shared stories and laughed together.

When darkness finally settled outside, Ethan noticed how different the house suddenly felt.

The cheerful sunlight disappeared.

Long shadows stretched across the walls.

The windows reflected only darkness.

The wind whispered softly through the tall trees outside.

"It's much quieter now," Lily murmured.

Grandmother nodded.

"Old houses have their own nighttime voices."

"What do you mean?" Ethan asked.

"The wood expands during warm days and settles after sunset," she explained. "The floors creak. The pipes hum. The windows sigh when the wind blows."

Lily forced a smile.

"I guess that's normal."

"It certainly is."

After dinner, Grandmother showed the cousins to their bedrooms on the second floor.

Their rooms sat across from each other along an unusually long hallway.

Ethan stepped into his room first.

It was beautiful.

A brass bed stood beside a large window overlooking the gardens.

Shelves held adventure novels and old board games.

A writing desk faced the window, where moonlight would surely fall at night.

Lily's room next door contained floral wallpaper, a rocking chair, and shelves filled with classic storybooks.

"I like it," Lily said softly.

"But..."

"But what?"

"The hallway feels strange."

Ethan looked outside her room.

She was right.

The hallway stretched much farther than expected.

Most hallways ended after several doors.

This one seemed almost endless.

Portraits hung every few feet along the walls.

Tall lamps stood between polished wooden tables.

The ceiling lights glowed warmly, yet the corridor appeared to grow darker the farther it stretched.

At the very end stood a single wooden door.

Unlike the others, this one was darker.

Older.

Its brass handle had lost most of its shine.

Scratches marked the wood as though time itself had slowly carved tiny lines across its surface.

"What's that room?" Ethan asked when Grandmother joined them.

Her smile faded ever so slightly.

"Oh."

She glanced toward the distant door.

"That room isn't used anymore."

"Why not?"

"It simply isn't."

Ethan expected a longer explanation.

None came.

"Can we look inside?" he asked.

"No."

The answer arrived immediately.

Grandmother's voice remained gentle but unusually firm.

"The door stays closed."

Lily quickly nodded.

"I don't want to see it anyway."

Grandmother placed a comforting hand on her shoulder.

"That's probably for the best."

Then she smiled again, as though trying to change the subject.

"Now, who's ready for hot chocolate before bed?"

The rest of the evening passed pleasantly.

They played card games.

Grandmother shared funny stories about Ethan's father getting lost in the garden maze as a child.

Everyone laughed until bedtime.

Eventually the house grew silent.

Outside, crickets chirped beneath the moonlit sky.

Ethan lay comfortably beneath a thick quilt.

Sleep refused to come.

Everything was too interesting.

The old house.

The portraits.

The enormous library.

And especially...

That mysterious door.

He sat up and glanced at the clock beside his bed.

11:42.

Only the faint ticking of the hallway clock reached his room.

Then—

Creak...

A floorboard somewhere outside shifted.

Ethan smiled.

Grandmother had explained that.

Old houses made noises.

Another sound followed.

Creak...

Creeeak...

This one lasted longer.

It almost sounded...

Like a door opening.

He climbed quietly out of bed.

The hallway outside remained softly lit by small wall lamps.

Nothing moved.

Everything looked perfectly ordinary.

He stepped into the corridor.

The polished floor felt cool beneath his bare feet.

The house seemed asleep.

Far below, the grandfather clock began preparing to strike midnight.

Its gears clicked softly.

Ethan looked toward the end of the hallway.

The distant wooden door stood exactly where it had earlier.

Closed.

Still.

Silent.

The first bell echoed through the house.

Dong...

A second followed.

Dong...

As the clock continued counting, Ethan noticed something unexpected.

The hallway felt colder.

Not freezing.

Just noticeably cooler.

A gentle draft brushed past him.

His eyes remained fixed on the old door.

Halfway through the clock's chimes...

The brass handle moved.

Ever so slightly.

Ethan held his breath.

The handle slowly turned.

Without anyone touching it.

A tiny gap appeared between the door and its frame.

Then—

Creeeeeeeeak...

The door slowly opened several inches.

No footsteps.

No voices.

No one stood nearby.

Only darkness waited beyond the narrow opening.

Ethan stared without blinking.

The old hinges groaned softly.

The hallway seemed quieter than silence itself.

Every instinct told him to walk closer.

Just one more step.

Just enough to peek inside.

He had barely taken a single pace when another voice broke the silence.

"Ethan?"

He spun around.

Lily stood outside her bedroom, clutching her blanket.

Her face had turned pale.

"Did you hear that?" she whispered.

Before Ethan could answer—

Thump.

The mysterious door stopped moving.

Slowly...

Almost gently...

It swung shut again.

Click.

The latch settled into place.

The hallway warmed ever so slightly.

Everything became still.

Lily hurried toward Ethan.

"I told you this house is scary."

Ethan couldn't take his eyes off the far end of the corridor.

"I saw it."

"What?"

"The door opened."

Lily shook her head.

"No one touched it."

"I know."

They stood silently for several moments.

Finally Ethan spoke.

"I think there's something behind that door."

Lily grabbed his arm.

"Promise me you won't try to find out."

Ethan hesitated.

His curiosity burned brighter than ever.

The house had welcomed them with sunshine, laughter, and warm cinnamon cookies.

But now, beneath its peaceful appearance, it seemed to be hiding a secret that had waited patiently for years.

A secret that revealed itself only when the clock neared midnight.

Ethan looked once more toward the silent door at the end of the endless hallway.

It stood perfectly still again, as though nothing unusual had happened.

Yet he knew what he had seen.

The question echoed through his mind long after he returned to bed.

What
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