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Curse of the Iron Bed
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A Choose Your Own Path Novel
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How to Read This Book
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• Begin at Section 1 and read through to Section 8.

• At each choice, tap or click the underlined option to jump to your next section.

• Your decisions determine which path you take and which of three endings you reach.

• The iron bed has three possible fates. What you choose reveals something about you.

• You may return to earlier choices and try a different path at any time.
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The Three Endings
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Ending One: The Breaking


Good — The curse is broken. Something precious is lost.



Ending Two: The Mark She Carries


Ambiguous — Freedom, but not without cost.



Ending Three: The Inheritance Continues


Dark — The iron finds its way home in the worst possible sense.



— 1 —

The Arrival

––––––––
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The smell of dust and age clung to the air as the movers grunted, hefting the massive wrought-iron frame across the threshold. It wasn't just furniture; it was an event.

Eleanor watched from the doorway of the seldom-used guest room, a knot tightening in her stomach that had nothing to do with exertion and everything to do with lineage. The bed was breathtaking — still, in a terrifying way. A true Victorian gothic relic, all sweeping curves and brutally sharp finials, its headboard climbing nearly seven feet toward the ceiling. Each iron rod ended in a spear or a tightly wound curl that looked suspiciously like a grasping talon.

"Careful with that, boys," her mother Margaret called out, her voice unusually sharp. "It's irreplaceable."

Irreplaceable. That was always the word. The bed had belonged to Great-Grandmother Elara, then to Grandmother Clara, spending long decades in attic storage whenever it wasn't actively in use. Now it was Eleanor's generation's turn to oversee its placement.

The craftsmanship was undeniable. Black iron, burnished smooth by a century of hands, was patterned with deeply etched laurels and strange, almost anatomical scrolling. If you looked closely — and Eleanor always looked closely — the metallic vines twisted into grotesque, grinning faces hidden within the negative space of the ironwork.

The lead mover wiped his brow. The bed landed on the pale blue carpet with a muffled thud that nonetheless seemed to shake the foundation of the house. The room, suddenly dominated by the dark metal monolith, felt colder.

Eleanor's younger brother Daniel stood in the hallway behind her, arms folded across his chest. "It's massive," he murmured. "Like a cage."

"Don't say that," Eleanor replied. But she thought exactly the same thing.

→ Continue to next section →

— 2 —

That First Night

––––––––

[image: ]


The movers left. Margaret made tea. The house settled into a wary quiet that none of them addressed directly.

Eleanor stood in the guest room doorway long after the others had gone to bed, studying the iron structure. The room felt wrong in a way that had nothing to do with décor. The shadows in the corners seemed to pool rather than simply gather, as though the darkness had weight and the iron was pulling it closer.

She ran a finger along the cool footrail. It was frigid, unnaturally so — even for cast iron in a climate-controlled room. It seemed to actively repel the warmth of her skin.

As her thumb traced one of the tighter spirals near the corner post, she felt a shallow ridge. Not smooth like the rest of the metal, but jagged. Deliberately filed.

Her grandmother Clara had once gripped her hand fiercely when young Eleanor complained about shadows in the guest room.

"It likes the shadows, child. It guards them. Don't look too closely at the castings when the moon is high. Some iron is meant to keep things out. This iron," Clara had whispered, "this iron was forged to keep something in."

Eleanor had dismissed it then as the rambling of an elderly woman who'd lived through two wars and an influenza epidemic.

Now, standing alone in the charged silence of the guest room, the memory felt less like folklore and more like a direct warning.

She turned off the light and shut the door firmly.

That night, in her childhood bedroom down the hall, Eleanor lay awake listening to the house breathe.

→ Continue to next section →

— 3 —

The Family Gathers

––––––––
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By the second morning, all three of them were present in the kitchen at an unusually early hour — Eleanor nursing instant coffee, Daniel frowning at his phone, Margaret arranging and rearranging items on the counter that didn't need arranging.

None of them mentioned the guest room.

None of them had slept well.

It was Daniel who finally broke the silence. He looked pale, the skin beneath his eyes bruised purple from lack of rest. "I walked past the guest room last night to get water," he said carefully. "The door was closed. But I could feel cold air under it. On the floor. Like someone had left a freezer open."

Margaret stopped rearranging.

"It's an old house," she said. "Drafts."

"It's July, Mom," Daniel said quietly.

Eleanor set down her coffee cup. She had felt it too — the pull of that room, even from her bedroom two doors down. An awareness of its presence, the way you're aware of a large dog in the room even when it's sitting still.
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