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    To every young reader who has ever stayed awake a little longer to finish one more chapter.
To the brave adventurers who love mysterious houses, hidden passageways, strange shadows, and secrets waiting to be uncovered.
This book is dedicated to you.
May these pages fill your imagination with wonder, your heart with courage, and your mind with unforgettable adventures. When the shadows seem darkest, may you remember that bravery is not the absence of fear—it is choosing to move forward despite it.
And if you ever hear a strange noise in the middle of the night, remember what Lena learned:
Some mysteries are worth solving... but always bring a flashlight.
Happy reading, and sweet dreams.
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Chapter 1 — The House on Blackwood Lane
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Rain slammed against the windshield hard enough to blur the world outside into gray streaks.

Lena Carter pressed her forehead against the cold car window and watched lightning flash across the hills surrounding Blackwood Lane.

“This is definitely how horror movies start,” she muttered.

From the front seat, her mother sighed tiredly.

“We’ve talked about this already, Lena.”

“I know.” Lena pointed toward the road ahead. “But look at this place.”

The narrow street twisted through thick woods beneath towering dead trees. Rainwater flooded the cracked pavement while old streetlamps flickered weakly through the storm.

Blackwood Lane looked abandoned.

Every house sat far apart from the others, hidden behind rusted fences and tangled hedges. Most windows were dark despite the storm.

No people.

No cars.

No movement.

Just rain.

Max sat beside Lena clutching his backpack nervously.

“I don’t like it here.”

“You haven’t even seen the house yet.”

“I can already tell it’s haunted.”

Lena smirked slightly.

“Finally. Someone else says it.”

Their father chuckled from behind the steering wheel.

“The house is not haunted.”

Lightning flashed overhead.

For one brief second, Lena thought she saw someone standing among the trees beside the road.

A tall shadowy figure.

Watching the car.

Then darkness swallowed it again.

Lena sat up straighter.

“Did you guys see—”

“See what?” Mom asked.

Lena stared back at the woods.

Nothing there now except rain pouring through branches.

Probably just shadows, she told herself.

Still, uneasiness crawled slowly into her stomach.

The car turned sharply around a curve.

Then the mansion appeared.

Max gasped.

The enormous house rose above the trees like something from a nightmare.

Blackwood Mansion stood three stories tall with dark pointed rooftops and towering stone walls covered in ivy. Massive windows stared down through the rain while iron fences surrounded the property like prison bars.

Most of the mansion looked completely dark.

Except for one single glowing window near the very top floor.

Lena frowned immediately.

“I thought nobody lived here.”

Dad slowed the car near the gate.

“Nobody does.”

“Then why’s there a light on?”

Dad looked up.

The glowing window had gone dark.

Silence filled the car.

Then Max whispered:

“Nope.”

The iron gate screeched loudly as Dad pushed it open through the storm.

The sound echoed across the empty property like an animal screaming.

Lena noticed strange stone statues lining the driveway.

Angels.

Or what used to be angels.

Most had cracked faces or broken wings. Rainwater streamed down them like tears.

One statue near the porch seemed different from the others.

Its face had been scratched away completely.

The car rolled slowly toward the mansion.

Thunder boomed overhead.

And the closer Lena got to the house, the colder she felt.

Not outside cold.

Different.

Like the mansion itself radiated coldness.

The front doors stood enormous and black beneath a covered stone porch.

Tall windows stretched along the walls beside them.

Every single window had curtains pulled tightly shut.

Even stranger—

The inside of the mansion looked almost completely dark despite the afternoon sky outside.

It felt like the house swallowed light.

Dad parked near the front steps.

“Well,” he announced with fake cheerfulness, “home sweet home.”

Nobody moved.

Finally Mom opened her door.

“It’s just old,” she insisted. “Once we clean everything up, it’ll feel normal.”

Lightning flashed again.

For one split second, Lena thought she saw movement behind the second-floor windows.

A dark shape slipping silently past the curtains.

Then it vanished.

The moment Lena stepped inside the mansion, the cold hit her completely.

She stopped dead in the entrance hall.

The air inside felt freezing despite the stormy summer weather outside.

Not only cold.

Still.

Like the house had been sealed shut for years.

Max immediately grabbed her sleeve.

“Why does it smell weird?”

Lena noticed it too.

Dust.

Old wood.

And something else underneath.

Something faintly rotten.

The entrance hall stretched upward three stories beneath a giant chandelier covered in cobwebs. A massive staircase curved toward dark upper hallways while old portraits lined the walls.

Every portrait face looked scratched or faded beyond recognition.

Rain hammered the windows outside.

But somehow the inside of the mansion remained unnaturally quiet.

Too quiet.

Dad dropped the car keys onto a dusty table.

“Okay,” he said brightly. “Who wants the grand tour?”

Nobody answered.

Then Max pointed toward the far wall.

“Why are the mirrors covered?”

Lena turned.

Every mirror inside the mansion had been draped with black cloth.

Large mirrors.

Small mirrors.

Hallway mirrors.

All hidden beneath dark fabric.

Mom frowned.

“That’s strange.”

Dad shrugged.

“Probably to protect them from dust.”

But Lena noticed something immediately.

Some of the black cloth coverings looked tied tightly in place.

Almost like someone didn’t want the mirrors uncovered.

A loud creak echoed upstairs.

Everyone froze.

Dad forced a laugh.

“Old house.”

Lightning flashed outside.

For one brief moment, Lena thought she saw the black cloth covering one nearby mirror move slightly.

As though something underneath it pressed outward.

Then it went still again.

The family spent the next two hours unpacking while the storm worsened outside.

The mansion seemed endless.

Every hallway led to another hallway.

Every room felt darker than it should.

And no matter where Lena walked, she always felt watched.

Her bedroom sat on the second floor beside a narrow hallway overlooking the staircase below. The room itself looked beautiful in a creepy sort of way.

Tall windows.

Dark wooden furniture.

A fireplace covered in dust.

And another mirror completely hidden beneath black cloth.

Lena stood in front of it for several seconds.

Then slowly reached toward the fabric.

“Don’t.”

She nearly screamed.

Max stood in the doorway clutching a flashlight.

“You scared me!”

Max looked serious.

“I don’t think we’re supposed to touch those.”

Lena laughed nervously.

“Why not?”

Max shrugged.

“The house feels weird.”

He wasn’t wrong.

The deeper evening settled outside, the stranger the mansion became.

Certain hallways seemed darker than others.

Some doors refused to stay closed.

And every few minutes Lena heard faint creaking sounds upstairs even though the third floor was completely empty.

At least... supposedly empty.

Later, while their parents unpacked downstairs, Lena explored the mansion alone.

Curiosity always got her into trouble.

The second-floor hallways twisted strangely through the house. Several rooms remained locked while others stood empty beneath layers of dust.

One narrow corridor near the back of the mansion felt colder than anywhere else.

Lena’s breath fogged faintly in the air as she walked through it.

At the end stood another staircase leading upward.

Third floor.

Thunder rattled the windows.

Lena hesitated only briefly before climbing.

The upper floor looked abandoned.

White sheets covered old furniture while cobwebs stretched across narrow hallways. Most doors stood partially open revealing empty bedrooms beyond.

Then Lena noticed the walls.

Strange symbols had been scratched into the wallpaper beside nearly every doorway.

Circles.

Lines.

Jagged shapes.

Some surrounded old candle holders mounted along the walls.

Lena stepped closer.

The scratches looked deep.

Desperate.

Like someone carved them into the walls repeatedly over many years.

“What is this stuff?”

She traced one symbol lightly with her finger.

The wallpaper beneath it felt strangely warm.

Then came the whispering.

Very faint.

Lena froze.

A voice whispered somewhere down the hallway ahead.

“...don’t sleep...”

Her pulse quickened.

“Hello?”

Silence answered.

Lightning flashed through a nearby window.

And at the far end of the hallway—

A shadow moved.

Tall.

Thin.

Gone instantly.

Lena backed away immediately.

“Nope.”

The floorboards creaked loudly behind her.

She spun around—

Nothing there.

But now the whispering sounded closer.

“...wake up...”

Lena hurried downstairs fast enough to nearly fall.

She found her parents in the dining room unpacking dishes while Max sat under the table drawing monsters in a notebook.

Mom looked up.

“You okay?”

“There are weird symbols upstairs.”

Dad barely glanced over.

“Probably old decorations.”

“Dad, they’re scratched into the walls.”

“Maybe the previous owners were artistic.”

Lena stared at him.

“That explanation is terrible.”

Max suddenly looked toward the hallway.

His expression changed immediately.

“What?”

Max pointed slowly.

“There’s somebody upstairs.”

Everyone looked.

The staircase stood empty.

Rain rattled the windows loudly.

Dad sighed.

“Nobody’s upstairs.”

Max frowned.

“I saw a shadow.”

Lena and Max exchanged uneasy looks.

Neither spoke.

Dinner felt awkward afterward.

The storm outside became violent enough to shake the mansion windows while thunder boomed constantly overhead.

Several times the lights flickered strangely.

At one point the chandelier dimmed completely before suddenly brightening again.

Every time that happened, the house seemed to groan softly around them.

As though it were breathing.

By ten o’clock everyone felt exhausted from unpacking.

Mom kissed Max’s forehead.

“Try to get some sleep.”

Max looked deeply unconvinced.

“I want a nightlight.”

“You’re ten.”

“I know.”

Dad laughed softly.

“There’s nothing in this house except dust.”

Lightning flashed outside again.

And for one brief second, Lena saw
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