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    DEDICATION

DedicationTo the reader holding this book—May you find, even in the darkest corridors,a crack of light,a reason to keep going,and the strength to fight for otherswhen silence becomes too loud.Hope survives, even when we're trapped.

— W.O.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Three gone. You're still guessing. How many will it take, Jason?
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Introduction  
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It all started like a postcard morning. Birds chattered carelessly in the woods surrounding the Ashford Hill Boarding School. A gentle mist floated lazily over the lake nearby, and the chill of early autumn made the red-and-golden trees look almost magical. Jason Bennett, a regular twenty-something guy with no medals, no secret past, and absolutely no reason to become the center of a national crisis, was walking his dog just outside the school’s perimeter. He wasn’t a cop. He wasn’t a soldier. He wasn’t even employed there. He was just... around. A familiar face to a few students. Someone who fixed bikes, brought in groceries, and sometimes chatted with the guards. An extra in the scene of life—until the script flipped violently.

Inside the school walls, it was a routine day. Anna Mistik, a sharp, clever girl known for her strange drawings and even stranger dreams, was chatting with her roommate about the upcoming literature test. Other students laughed, gossiped, flirted, argued, and sprinted down the hallway like they owned it. The teachers sipped coffee and prepared their lesson plans. No one, no one, could predict that evil had already slipped past the gates.

Aberlad entered unnoticed. No dramatic entrance. Just a maintenance worker, or so he appeared. A nobody. But beneath his silence lay a madness sharp as shattered glass. His eyes, cold and calculating, had been watching the school for months. Planning. Waiting. And that morning, he decided it was time.

The lockdown was swift. The security systems—brilliant on paper—failed in practice. One guard went missing. Then two. Then the silence hit like a wall. Phones died. Power was cut. And the school was no longer a place of learning—it was a cage. Windows were barricaded. Doors, chained. The first screams came at night.

Jason heard the first sirens before anyone realized what they meant. The police arrived, confused and unsure of the layout. There were no demands. No signs of entry. Just static-filled calls from inside and the rising panic of parents at the gates. And then... the killings began.

By the third night, Aberlad had already taken three students. Their names leaked through the grapevine of terrified whispers. Each murder more brutal than the last. Each one a message no one could decode. And in the middle of the chaos, Jason stepped forward. Not because he was brave. Not because he was trained. But because someone had to. The police were out of their depth. The headmaster was in shock. The teachers, scattered. The students, alone.
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Chapter 1: First Bell
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The sunlit halls echo with laughter. Sneakers squeak on polished wood floors. Backpacks thud against lockers. Somewhere, a teacher yells half-heartedly about punctuality, and no one really listens. It’s just another normal day at Ashford Hill Boarding School—the kind of crisp morning that smells like pencil shavings, cheap cafeteria pancakes, and teenage rebellion.

Jason Bennett strolls through the courtyard with a faint smile tugging at his lips. The trees are turning amber, and everything feels dipped in golden light. He’s back—not for any reason in particular, just chasing a sliver of nostalgia. Once, these very walls held his world. Detention slips, first crushes, midnight sneak-outs—it all still hums in the brickwork if you listen close enough.

The students don’t really notice him. A few give a polite nod. One girl even asks if he’s a new English teacher (ouch). He chuckles, says no, and moves on, hands in his jacket pockets, whistling an old school chant. Everything looks the same... but there's a weird itch in the air. A pressure behind the calm. The first bell rings. But this time, it doesn’t feel like a beginning—it feels like a warning.

What Jason doesn’t know is that today, his visit will become a siege. This memory lane stroll is about to turn into a warpath. And by sunset, he won’t just be a former student. He’ll be the one standing between a school full of terrified kids and a nightmare walking in human skin.
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Chapter 2: Anna Mistik
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She was the kind of girl people forgot in the middle of a sentence.

Anna Mistik sat at the back of every classroom, usually by the window, sketching things no one else could see—cities in the clouds, doors made of bone, flowers with eyes, and sometimes, stars bleeding black ink across torn notebook pages. She wore an old, faded flower hat like it was part of her soul. Nobody knew where she got it. It looked like it had seen decades, like it had traveled through time with her. Her eyes, wide and still, didn’t blink too much. When they met yours, it felt like she knew what kind of dreams you had. The scary ones. The ones you never told anyone about.

Anna wasn’t popular. She wasn’t hated. She wasn’t anything, really. A shadow that floated from class to class. Her presence felt like background music—there, but no one really listened. Teachers called her name on roll, she’d say “here,” and they’d move on. She never raised her hand. She never broke rules. She never fit in. But she never seemed to care.

Until she vanished.

It wasn’t a scream, or a fight, or a missing person poster that started it. It was quieter. More sinister. She just... didn’t show up for lunch. Then not for literature class. Then her bed, still perfectly made, sat untouched past curfew. Roommate thought she was sleeping over with a friend. Teachers shrugged. “She’s probably hiding out in the library,” one said. But Jason noticed.

He remembered her.

Not from school—they weren’t classmates. He remembered her from the corner of a hallway earlier that morning. She’d looked at him. Just for a moment. Like she knew something. Like she saw through him. It left him cold for reasons he couldn’t explain. That stare stuck with him long after it should’ve faded. He didn’t even know her name at the time.

But now, with everything unraveling, with the weird static in the school's walkie-talkies, with rumors of a man spotted near the west wing who didn’t belong, Jason felt that itch again. Something was wrong. He went back to that hallway, retraced his steps. Nothing. Then to the dorms. The windows. He looked everywhere—until he saw it.
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