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CHAPTER I - RED

The bathroom door opened and closed. The footsteps of several
people entering echoed through the white tile room.
“Lookie here, it’s Grandma Agnes.” A girl’s voice called out,
resounding off the walls. A chorus of laughs broke out at the
joke, now an old one.
Agnes didn’t have to look up from the sink to know who had
made the joke. Cindy was her nemesis, or would be, if she cared
enough to have one. Cindy had been mocking her clothes, her
glasses, her face, and everything about her for the last two years.
It was something of a hobby for her. With her were Jill and
Rachel, of course. They were her parrots and echoes, laughing at
all of her lame jokes.
Agnes kept her gaze front and center, focusing on her reflection
in the mirror. Brown eyes stared back at her through round
glasses with dark frames. Her pale skin contrasted with her dark
hair, which was tied back in a ballet bun. Only a few strands of
hair escaped, mostly around the nape of her neck and around her
ears.
Agnes washed her hands quickly, hoping to leave before the
teasing escalated, but the trio of girls formed a wall and cornered
her.
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Cindy put her mouth right up to Agnes’ ear and spoke loudly,
“Grandma Agnes is hard of hearing.”
“I’m not a grandma.” Agnes muttered under her breath, dabbing
at her face with a paper towel from the dispenser beside the sink.
“What? Whaaaattt?” Cindy laughed as she pretended she was
hard of hearing, too. Jill and Rachel held their sides as they
bellowed out laughter. Clearly this whole routine never got old
with them.
Agnes let a slight frown cross her face. She ignored it as best she
could, but she was still only human. She reached to throw away
the paper towel, but Cindy reached out quickly and snagged her
hand, eyeing the ring on it.
“Grandma got some new jewelry, kids! I think she got it from
the grandma store!”
Agnes yanked her hand away from Cindy’s grasp, covering the
ring with her other hand. It was new, to her at least. Just two
days ago, she’d received it as part of an inheritance from her
Great Aunt Dolores, who’d recently passed away.
Agnes hadn’t known her well, having only met her once or twice,
but she recalled a secretive woman with a mysterious air about
her. Dolores had been something of a black sheep in the family,
with more secrets than anyone knew. So, it had been quite a
surprise to find that her great aunt had left her an antique jewelry
box.
The jewelry box was old, supposedly from her great aunt’s
childhood. The tarnished silver box was about the size of a
shoebox, shaped like a fancy octagon with four feet that
reminded Agnes of an old-fashioned clawfoot tub. A little key
5

stuck out of the back, to wind a music box hidden inside the
jewelry box, but that didn’t work. It was jammed.
The lid of the box was engraved with a coat of arms from the
Everett family. It was hard to make out much of the heraldry,
other than the flowery ribbons surrounding it, a knight’s helmet
at the peak, and a trio of some sort of animal on the shield. Some
words, likely in Latin, were inscribed beneath it. But inside, that’s
what Agnes liked best about the box.
The inside of the jewelry box was lined with crushed velvet in a
purplish red color. A small tray could be lifted in and out of it,
and both layers were filled with a variety of antique jewelry.
There were earrings, bracelets, and necklaces set with stones of
every color. There were garnets, emeralds, amethysts, pearls, and
other stones she didn’t recognize. Most were set in pieces of
silver, but some pieces were made of soft gold or other metals,
and a few were just tied on strings of beads.
It was from this collection that Agnes had found a mood ring,
of all things. It had looked out of place in the pile of antique
jewelry. It had called to her somehow, so she’d put it on, wearing
it to school.
“Don’t touch that.” Agnes snapped at Cindy, instantly regretting
her tone, because it would only encourage her tormentor.
Cindy through her hands up to protest her innocence. “Sorry,
Grandma Agnes. I didn’t realize it was a precious family
heirloom. It looks like you got it from a gumball machine…”
It certainly wasn’t an expensive-looking ring, but the little colorchanging bubble was nice. It was set on a silver ring, which could
be expanded to fit almost any finger size. It was simple, but nice,
or at least Agnes thought so, even if it never seemed to show any
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color other than blue. She wondered briefly why it hadn’t
changed colors to show her nervousness or irritation.
“Is it blue because you’re sad?” Cindy’s voice was sickly sweet
with fake concern.
“Yeah, sad because she’s feeling blue!” Jill chuckled.
“It’s going to be red with blood from a fat lip if you keep
bothering my sister.” A voice growled from the doorway.
Agnes’ eyes flashed wide with surprise as she looked past Cindy
and her lackeys to the doorway, where her almost sister stood,
hands on hips and a furious look on her face. No one had heard
the door open.
Cindy’s mouth opened to say something, but she quickly shut it.
No one wanted to mess with Abby. Abby was older than them.
She was in 6th grade, and she was a star athlete. That made her
popular with the boys and the envy of many of the girls. She was
also very tough, tough enough to beat up several of the boys
who’d tried to bully her off the baseball team.
Unlike Agnes, who was tall and reed thin, Abby was shorter and
stockier, built for sports. Her blonde hair was cut shoulder
length, and her bright blue eyes seemed to take in everything in
a room. She wasn’t as pretty as Agnes, with a shorter nose and a
square face, but she exuded a type of energy that made her fun
to be around.
That she called Agnes her sister was a stretch of the truth. They
might be stepsisters someday, maybe even soon. Right now, they
simply lived together, because of their parents. They didn’t share
a last name, even if they now shared a bedroom.
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Agnes’ mom was dating Abby’s dad. Agnes’ mom was a divorced
artist. It had been just Agnes and her mom, the two of them, for
as long as she could remember. Then, a year ago, her mom had
met Abby’s dad.
Abby’s dad was a retired baseball player. He’d taken a coaching
job at the local high school, and had happened to meet Agnes’
mom one night at the bowling alley. Since then, the two parents
had become inseparable. They’d moved in together with their
girls a few months ago. Abby and Agnes got along well enough,
despite being so different.
Marriage had been talked about, but Abby’s dad was a widow.
When Abby’s mom died five years ago, he’d said he would never
marry again. He was still coming around to the idea, and then
Agnes and Abby would really be sisters. That didn’t matter to
Abby though. As far as she was concerned, they were sisters
already. She was protective and loyal like that.
“Hi, Abby.” Cindy said meekly. She and her two friends
vanished into bathroom stalls.
A glance passed between Abby and Agnes, but Agnes turned
back to the mirror, embarrassed at having to be rescued by Abby.
She hadn’t really even needed rescuing…
Abby was still glaring at Cindy and her lackeys when they came
back out of the stalls less than a minute later. The three girls
hesitated on their way to the sinks, but, seeing Abby’s dark
expression, they fled without even washing their hands.
“Animals.” Abby grunted. Then she turned her attention back
to Agnes. “Well?” She demanded.
“What?” Agnes replied indignantly.
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“Why are you letting Cindy push you around?” Abby had a flush
in her face. Confrontations got her worked up.
Agnes shrugged. “It’s not worth the bother. If I ignore her, she
goes away.”
“Yeah, right.” Abby scoffed, tucking a strand of blonde hair
behind her ear. Her headband kept most of it out of her face, a
necessity when she was dominating on the baseball diamond, on
the basketball court, on the soccer field… “I’ve been bullied
before. It doesn’t last long if you stand up to them.”
“They call me ‘grandma.’ What’s the big deal? I’m not going to
punch them in the face for it.”
“Maybe you should. It’s been two years of this, you said. You
can do things however you want, but Tommy Rhodes hasn’t
called me Crabby Abby since I popped him in the nose.”
“Yeah, they call him Broken Rhodes.” Agnes retorted smartly,
grinning. Tommy’s nose hadn’t even been broken, just bloodied.
“I’m just saying that if you show them you’re willing to fight,
they quickly move on to someone weaker. I can even back you
up if they try to team up on you.” Abby cracked her knuckles,
grinning wickedly.
Agnes sighed. “Abby, I’m not going to fight them.”
“I know, you’re a dancer, not a fighter.” Abby teased gently,
pirouetting poorly on her tiptoes.
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Agnes choked back a laugh. If anyone else had said it, she might
have been bothered. Abby understood her. They were like sisters,
despite their parents’ marital status.
The hallway bell rang, and the shuffle of feet in the hallway
dissipated.
“Back to class then?” Abby suggested, inclining her head toward
the door.
The star athlete of Covington Upper Elementary probably
wasn’t going to get yelled at for being a minute or two late.
Although, Agnes was something of a teacher’s pet, as well. She
was the kid who was always following directions, so she would
probably get asked if everything was alright, rather than catch a
scolding from the teacher. She could always say she had a
bellyache. It wasn’t much of a stretch. Cindy certainly was a pain.
“Yeah, I guess.” Agnes washed her hands once more, not because
they needed it, but because it felt as if she were washing her hands
clean of the whole bother with Cindy. As she reached for another
paper towel, she noticed her ring had finally changed color. In
fact, it was flashing red.
Abby stared at the ring. “Is that ring from the jewelry box?”
Great Aunt Dolores was Agnes’ great aunt, not Abby’s, so no
inheritance had been left for her. Great Aunt Dolores probably
hadn’t even known that Abby existed. Abby played it cool, as she
wasn’t into wearing jewelry, other than holiday-themed earrings
like little pumpkins for Halloween, but she was curious about
the antique jewelry box. Agnes had caught her looking over the
jewelry box more than once since it arrived.
“Yeah.” Agnes stared at the ring as it continued to flash red.
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“Is it supposed to do that?” Abby asked.
“I don’t think so? Maybe?” She twisted the ring on her finger,
staring at the color-changing bubble on the top. Shaking her
head, she looked once more at the mirror and prepared to leave.
Flashing red or not, the bell had rung.
Only, when she looked at the mirror, she didn’t see her reflection.
Her eyes caught on what they saw instead: a moonlit lavender
sky. She went to say something, only no words came out. She
looked over at Abby, who saw the same thing. Entranced, the
two stared at the strange night sky with the silvery moon hanging
overhead.
Abby, ever the braver of the two of them, reached out and
touched the mirror, as if to see if it was a prank or an illusion.
Instead, her hand slipped inside the mirror. It gave way as if it
were liquid mercury, and her fingers slid into the surface of the
mirror.
“What in the world?” Abby wondered aloud, dabbling her
fingertips in the watery surface of the liquid mirror. She pulled
her hand back and found it unchanged.
Then, reaching in up to her wrist, she gave a shout as she was
yanked toward it. Eyes wide with surprise, Abby’s hip bounced
off the sink and she gave a yelp of pain as she slid up and into
the mirror, disappearing completely.
“Abby!” Agnes screamed, hands clutched together against her
chest as her almost sister vanished into the mirror’s silvery
depths.
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The Ring Changed Colors
When there was no response, only the echo of her scream in the
bathroom, she knew what she had to do. She had to follow Abby
in. Except, she wasn’t going to let something drag her in. She was
going to go in on her own. She climbed up on the sink, thankful
that it didn’t collapse beneath her weight, and she jumped into
the mirror.
With the ring flashing red, Agnes vanished into the mirror’s cold
surface.
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