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Chapter 1: The School Trip
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It was a bright, golden morning in Port Royal, the kind of morning that made the sea sparkle like thousands of broken glass scattered across the water. I pressed my elbow against the window, letting the warmth from the glass seep into my skin while trying to ignore the racket around me. The bus bounced over stones on Airport Road, rattling the windows so violently that it nearly gave me a headache. Laughter, shouted jokes, and off-key singing swirled around me, mixing with the smell of fried fish and raw air drifting in from the open windows.

Patricia, one of my classmates, shoved another girl, and then a loud voice shouted, “Give it back!” It turned into raised voices as they grabbed the packet, the plastic crinkling loudly between their hands. A few students leaned over their seats to watch, some laughing, others calling out like it was a game.

Miss Dixon, our teacher, barely reacted. She stayed at the front of the bus as it bumped along the road, only glancing back for a moment before looking away. It was a regular thing for us.

Then I heard her.

“Always acting like she’s too good to talk.”

I didn’t need to turn. I already knew the voice. Stacy. She had that smug edge to her words, the kind that made you want to shrink down so small you could vanish entirely.

“Or maybe she’s just mad, just like her brother,” she continued, louder this time, making sure everyone within earshot could hear. “Which one is it, Aaliyah?”

A few kids snickered. I felt my stomach twist. I kept my gaze glued to the passing trees, trying not to react, trying to make myself invisible. 

“Stacy. Stop!” someone called from beside her, but it did little to dull her confidence.

My fingers curled against my bag straps, gripping tighter than I realized. My heartbeat pounded painfully in my chest. I breathed slowly, counting in my head, reminding myself that she wasn’t worth it, that this day was supposed to be about the Giddy House, not her. 

“And Brandy,” Stacy went on, her tone nasty, “I don’t get you. Why are you friends with her? She barely even talks.”

I could feel Brandy shift beside me. Stacy laughed, a harsh sound that grated against the background sound of the bus engine and children chattering.

Both of us stayed quiet, eyes locked on the streets outside. The old houses slid past in a blur—weathered and leaning, some with shutters swinging freely in the breeze, others with paint peeling like a onion. 

“Stacy!” Miss Dixon’s voice cut through the din like a whip. I flinched, startled, and watched as she slammed her hand against a chair to get attention. The sudden movement from a pothole made the bus sway, and for a second, I thought we might tip right off the road.

Finally, the bus came to a stop. The doors swung open, and the class spilled out, chaotic and loud. Children shouted and ran, some spinning in excitement, others nearly tripping in their haste to take pictures before hitting the ground. I clutched my backpack straps tighter.

“Are you ready for this, Aaliyah?” Brandy leaned close, her voice a whisper only I could hear.

I nodded, trying to sound braver than I felt. “I think so... I mean, yes. I can’t wait to see the Giddy House.”

Brandy grinned. “You’ll love it!”

I stole a glance at her, trying to match her excitement, but my nerves still twisted like a knot in my stomach. Stacy, of course, had already positioned herself nearby, watching us with that self-satisfied smirk. Brandy noticed, rolled her eyes, and made a loud kiss-teeth sound.

The Caribbean sun hit my face as we stepped off the bus, harsh and blinding. I raised a hand to shield my eyes and caught sight of a green parrot perched on a low roof, its bright eyes fixed and unblinking. 

Miss Dixon stood tall, a pen in hand, trying to herd the chaotic group into a shaded area. “Quiet down! Names first!” she barked, finally pulling the clipboard from her bag.

I watched the roll call, a blur of familiar names. Samantha Riley, Donna Bailey, Jason Clarke... “Present, Miss!” echoed repeatedly, a chorus of voices bouncing off the sun-warmed walls. I kept my gaze low, feeling my nerves coil tighter as each name was ticked off.

Finally, after what felt like forever, the children’s impatience reached a boiling point. “Miss! Can we go inside now?!” someone shouted.

Miss Dixon exhaled, removing her glasses and rubbing her eyes. “Who said that? Whoever said that needs to stop behaving like you’re in the market!”

A local museum guide stepped forward, a middle-aged man with a faded shirt and a worn satchel slung over his shoulder. “Good morning, students,” he said, his voice calm but commanding. “My name is Mr. Beckford, and I will be guiding you today. Please walk slowly.”

“When will it be break time?” Patricia said, looking down.

“Patsy, you eat too much!” one of their classmates said.

“Shhh!” Miss Dixon hushed.

I held my hands to my face, trying not to laugh out loud.

Brandy elbowed me gently. “Let’s go see it before everyone rushes off,” she whispered. I nodded, letting her lead the way toward the Giddy House, my senses straining for every detail.

And then I saw it.

The building leaned sideways, crooked like it had become too tired to stand up straight. Its walls tilted at impossible angles, as if daring anyone to walk inside. For a brief heartbeat, I felt like the house itself was watching me.

I drew in a deep breath. Brandy squeezed my hand and grinned. “Come on, take a picture with me!” she said.

I laughed nervously and set my small camera on the window ledge, making sure it wouldn’t tip over. We posed together, smiling for the photo, holding up peace signs. The sunlight brushed against our faces, warm and golden. Then everything changed.

A faint shiver ran through my body, and the air around us thickened. Dust motes floated lazily, catching in the light

“Did you hear that?” she whispered. I nodded, gripping the camera tighter.

Our footsteps echoed unnaturally loud inside the crooked Giddy House. Then break time arrived, and the other children surged forward, disappearing outside with a chaotic clamour. Silence pressed down immediately after.

That’s when I noticed something small and metallic on the floor, almost hidden in the dust. A stopwatch. Scratched and dull, as if it had been handled countless times before, passed from one set of hands to another. Brandy bent down instinctively.

Brandy crouched beside me. “This looks like it should be in a museum,” she murmured.

“Miss Dixon told us not to touch anything,” I said quickly.

But it was too late. 

Brandy’s fingers brushed the metal, and in that instant, the Giddy House shuddered violently. Dust cascaded from the ceiling, and a blinding light magnified the stopwatch. I grabbed Brandy’s hand, holding on desperately.

The crooked walls twisted, spinning backwards at first, as though time itself was unravelling inside the house. The floor levelled beneath our feet, the tilted windows snapped into straight lines.

“Brandy... what’s happening?!” I cried.

—-
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The spinning finally stopped, leaving an eerie silence. I blinked, adjusting to the bright, unfamiliar room. The air smelled of old metal, oiled wood, and gunpowder left damp and forgotten. Rows of muskets hung neatly on the walls. Swords and pistols were arranged as if the soldiers who owned them might return at any moment.

Brandy gave me the stopwatch.

I pressed the stopwatch tighter in my palm. It was warm now, alive somehow, pulsing faintly like it had its own heartbeat. 

Brandy’s wide eyes scanned the room. “Where is Miss Dixon? Where is everybody?”

I shook my head. “I... I don’t know.”

Outside, faint footsteps echoed, as though someone—or something—was moving closer. My heart hammered, and I realized we weren’t alone. Someone was watching.

I swallowed hard and whispered, “We need to be careful. Whatever this place is... it’s not like the Giddy House anymore.”

Brandy nodded, gripping my hand tightly. My pulse raced. I didn’t know what time it was anymore, didn’t know where we were.

All I knew was that whatever had just happened had changed everything.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: A Strange Time
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The wooden door creaked open, slow enough to make my stomach tighten. A tall man stepped inside, his posture rigid. His skin was pale, almost powdery under the bright light of the room, and every inch of him screamed authority. He wore a long dark coat over a crisp white shirt, lace cuffs peeking from the sleeves. Knee-length breeches were tucked neatly into polished black boots, and a wide-brimmed hat with a single feather perched perfectly on his head. It was like he had stepped out of a history book, every detail screaming wealth.

Beside him, a shorter man moved cautiously, less imposing but still impeccably dressed. Both of them carried themselves like men who expected obedience.

I barely had time to process their appearance before my gut told me: we were in trouble.

The shorter man unfolded a piece of paper and stepped closer. “Sir Macalister, have you seen this?” His voice was sharp, edged with disbelief.

The taller man, I realized—barely glanced at the paper. His eyes landed on us, and something in his expression froze the air around me. There was no warmth, no curiosity. Just... hard, readable anger.

“Who gave you permission to walk out on your master?” Sir Macalister’s voice cut through the room.

“Master?” The word caught in my throat. I swallowed, trying to keep my voice steady.

“I... I lost my way! Do you know where Miss Dixon is?” Brandy’s voice came out braver than she felt. I could see
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