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    To the curious readers who always wonder what secrets hide behind locked doors.
To those who believe every mystery deserves to be solved, every forgotten story deserves to be told, and every voice deserves to be heard.
This book is dedicated to you.
May Emma's journey remind you that courage often begins with a question, friendship can shine light into the darkest places, and the truth is worth seeking even when it seems hidden by fear and time.
As you turn these pages, may you discover mystery, adventure, and wonder—and remember that no one should ever be forgotten.
Especially not a child whose story still waits to be told.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The most frightening ghosts are not always the ones that haunt old houses. Sometimes they are the forgotten stories, hidden truths, and lost names waiting patiently to be remembered."
In every quiet town, there are secrets buried beneath the surface. Some are hidden behind locked doors. Some are written in fading journals. And some linger in the shadows, waiting for someone brave enough to uncover the truth. Because memories may fade, but the past never disappears completely—and neither do those who have been forgotten.
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Chapter 1 — The Locked Bedroom
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The first thing Emma Holloway noticed about Briar Glen was the fog.

It covered everything.

The roads.

The trees.

The old fences stretching across empty fields.

Even the sky looked swallowed by thick gray mist as the moving truck crawled slowly along the narrow countryside road toward the mansion.

Emma pressed her forehead against the cold car window and frowned at the blurry landscape outside.

“This place looks haunted.”

Her mother sighed from the driver’s seat.

“We’ve talked about this.”

“Yes,” Emma replied. “And I still think moving into a creepy old mansion in the middle of nowhere is a terrible idea.”

Her mother smiled tiredly.

“It’s not a mansion.”

Emma looked toward the enormous shape slowly appearing through the fog ahead.

“It absolutely is.”

The house stood atop a low hill overlooking Briar Glen like something forgotten by time.

Tall black windows stared down through drifting mist while ivy crawled across faded stone walls. Three stories rose above dead flower gardens and rusted iron fences twisting around the property.

The place looked ancient.

Not cozy old.

Lonely old.

The kind of house where secrets hid inside walls.

Thunder rumbled faintly somewhere beyond the distant woods.

Emma crossed her arms.

“Please tell me we’re not staying here forever.”

“Just until we get back on our feet.”

That answer again.

Ever since Dad left last year, everything became temporary.

Temporary apartment.

Temporary school.

Temporary jobs.

And now—

Temporary haunted mansion.

Fantastic.

The moving truck disappeared ahead through the iron gate while Emma’s mother parked beside the front steps.

For several seconds, neither moved.

Wind whispered softly through dead trees surrounding the property while fog drifted across the yard in pale waves.

The house watched them silently.

Emma already hated it.

Her mother shut off the engine.

“Ready?”

“No.”

“That wasn’t the question.”

Emma grabbed her backpack anyway.

The moment she stepped outside, freezing wind swept across the hill carrying the smell of rain and wet earth.

The mansion looked even bigger up close.

Several upstairs windows had been boarded shut, and the wraparound porch creaked beneath the weight of years and weather.

Somewhere nearby, a crow cried sharply through the fog.

Perfect horror-movie atmosphere.

“Your grandmother loved this place,” her mother said quietly while climbing the porch steps.

Emma glanced toward the dark windows.

“She also died here.”

The words slipped out before she could stop them.

Her mother’s expression tightened briefly.

“Emma.”

Guilt twisted in her stomach immediately.

“Sorry.”

The front door groaned loudly as her mother unlocked it.

Cold dusty air drifted outward from the darkness inside.

And beneath the smell of old wood and mildew—

Something else.

A faint strange smell Emma couldn’t place.

Like damp paper and smoke.

The entrance hallway stretched enormous and shadowy beyond the doorway. Faded wallpaper peeled from the walls while a giant staircase curved upward toward dark upper floors.

White sheets covered old furniture throughout the house like silent ghosts.

And despite the dusty silence—

The mansion didn’t feel empty.

Emma felt it instantly.

The strange heavy sensation of being watched.

Her mother forced brightness into her voice.

“Well.”

The word echoed through the hallway.

“It just needs cleaning.”

Emma stared upward toward the dark second floor.

“Or an exorcism.”

The moving men carried boxes inside while Emma wandered cautiously through the downstairs rooms.

Everything creaked.

Floorboards.

Staircases.

Doors shifting in distant drafts.

The house constantly whispered to itself.

The kitchen looked old but usable.

The library smelled strongly of dust and old books.

And the dining room contained a giant grandfather clock that had stopped ticking years ago at exactly 11:47.

Emma noticed because the frozen hands somehow bothered her immediately.

Outside, fog thickened around the mansion windows while gray afternoon light slowly faded darker.

The house seemed to grow larger as shadows stretched through its hallways.

By evening, rain began tapping softly against the roof.

Emma carried another box upstairs toward her bedroom when she noticed the hallway.

The second-floor corridor stretched longer than it should’ve somehow.

Dim wall lamps cast weak yellow light across faded carpets and dusty family portraits staring down from the walls.

Most of the bedroom doors stood open.

Except one.

At the very end of the hallway.

The locked bedroom.

Emma slowed immediately.

Unlike the other rooms, this door looked newer somehow.

The dark wood had been polished recently, and a brass keyhole gleamed faintly beneath the hallway lights.

A strange symbol had been scratched lightly into the paint near the doorknob.

Almost invisible.

Emma stepped closer carefully.

The hallway suddenly felt colder.

She glanced behind her.

The staircase stood empty.

Only silence filled the upper floor.

Then she noticed something else.

The wallpaper around the locked door looked damaged.

Not peeling naturally.

Scratched.

Long thin marks covered the faded wallpaper beside the frame like fingernails dragged repeatedly against the wall.

Cold unease slid slowly down Emma’s spine.

“What happened here?”

No answer.

Only the soft sound of rain tapping against distant windows.

Emma reached carefully toward the doorknob.

Locked.

Of course it was locked.

She crouched slightly to peer through the keyhole.

Darkness.

But not ordinary darkness.

The kind where shapes almost seemed to move if you stared too long.

Then—

A floorboard creaked behind her.

Emma spun instantly.

Her mother stood halfway down the hallway holding unpacked blankets.

“You found it.”

The words sounded strange somehow.

Careful.

Emma pointed toward the locked door.

“What’s in there?”

For one second, her mother looked uncomfortable.

Then she forced a shrug.

“Just an old storage room.”

“That’s not what storage rooms usually look like.”

Her mother avoided looking directly at the door.

“It used to belong to your grandmother’s younger brother.”

Emma frowned.

“I thought Grandma was an only child.”

Silence.

Rain tapped harder against the roof overhead.

Then her mother quietly said:

“People don’t really talk about him.”

That answer immediately made everything worse.

“What happened to him?”

Her mother hesitated too long.

Finally she whispered:

“He disappeared when he was little.”

Cold chills crept across Emma’s arms.

“Disappeared?”

Her mother nodded once.

“A long time ago.”

The hallway suddenly felt much colder than before.

Emma looked back toward the locked door.

“What was his name?”

Her mother stared at the scratched wallpaper beside the frame.

Then softly answered:

“Samuel.”

Thunder rolled faintly outside.

And for one horrifying second—

Emma thought she heard something move inside the locked bedroom.

A tiny scraping sound.

Like footsteps crossing the floor.

Her mother turned away immediately.

“Leave that room alone, Emma.”

Then she walked quickly downstairs before more questions could follow.

Emma remained standing in the hallway staring at the locked door.

The mansion creaked softly around her.

And deep inside the room—

Something bumped quietly against the wall.

That night, the rain worsened.

Wind rattled the old mansion windows while thunder rolled continuously across the countryside surrounding Briar Glen.

Emma’s bedroom sat near the front of the second floor overlooking dead gardens and fog-covered woods beyond the property.

Normally she liked storms.

Not tonight.

Tonight every sound felt wrong.

Branches scraped the roof overhead.

Floorboards creaked constantly in the hallway.

And sometimes—

Very faintly—

She thought she heard footsteps upstairs.

Which made no sense.

There wasn’t a floor above her room.

At around midnight, Emma woke suddenly.

For several seconds she lay still listening to rain hammer the windows.

Then she heard it.

Crying.

Soft.

Faint.

A child crying somewhere
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