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✒️ Author’s Note

Some houses are empty.
Some houses are abandoned.
And some houses are patient.
This story is not about ghosts.

It is about guilt that refuses burial.
It is about walls that remember.
It is about families that carry wounds they never speak about.
If you are reading this alone...
listen carefully between the silence around you.
Because sometimes... Silence listens back.
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To every reader who has ever felt that silence inside a room feels heavier than noise.
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CHAPTER 1

​The House That Waited



The broker never stepped beyond the iron gate.

Rajeev noticed it immediately, but he pretended not to. Pride often forces men to ignore details that scratch at their instincts.

“Keys,” the broker said, stretching his arm across the gate as if he feared touching the boundary itself.

Rajeev took them.

The keys were old. Heavy. Cold. Rust had eaten into the grooves so deeply that they felt uneven against his palm.

“How long has it been locked?” Rajeev asked.

The broker adjusted his shirt collar even though the afternoon was pleasant.

“Ten years,” he replied quickly.

Rajeev expected elaboration. It never came.

The broker stepped backward.

“If you decide to take it, paperwork is already prepared. Owner lives abroad. Wants fast sale.”

Rajeev nodded slowly, trying to appear composed. His mind was already calculating.

Ten years abandoned.
Half market price.
Large property.
Near his new factory job.
It felt like luck.

The broker turned and walked away before Rajeev could ask another question.

That should have been the first warning.



Behind him, Meera stood frozen beside the car.

She had stepped out nearly two minutes ago but had not moved since.

Their son Aarav was the only one excited. He ran toward the compound wall chasing a butterfly, his laughter bouncing against empty neighboring houses.

“Come inside,” Rajeev called cheerfully.

Meera did not respond immediately.

The house stood in front of them, tall and still. Two floors of pale, peeling paint exposed grey cement beneath, resembling skin after severe burns. Creepers had grown unchecked, entering broken window grills and crawling out through roof cracks like veins searching for oxygen.

The balcony railing leaned slightly forward as if exhausted from holding its own weight for too long.

A wooden swing hung in the verandah.

It moved.

Very slowly.

There was no wind.

Meera swallowed hard.



“Papa! It’s huge!” Aarav shouted, running toward the swing.

“Don’t sit!” Meera’s voice came out sharper than she intended.

Aarav stopped, startled.

Rajeev laughed lightly.

“It’s just rusted, Meera. Relax.”

He walked toward the swing deliberately and pressed it down with his hand. The chains responded with a long metallic shriek that echoed unnaturally across the compound.

Meera flinched.

For a fraction of a second, she thought she saw deep red lines appearing across Rajeev’s neck... thin... parallel... like fingernails dragging through skin.

She blinked.

The marks were gone.



The main wooden door took effort to open. Rajeev forced the key inside the swollen lock and twisted hard. The door jerked open suddenly, releasing a thick wave of air that had been trapped for a decade.

The smell hit them instantly.

Damp wood.
Old cloth.
Mildew.
And something faintly metallic... like dried blood mixed with incense.

Aarav ran inside before either parent could react.

“Wait!” Meera called, but the boy had already disappeared down the corridor.

Rajeev smiled proudly.

“Kids adjust faster than adults.”

Meera stepped inside last.

The moment her foot crossed the threshold, she felt pressure against her chest, like entering deep water where breathing becomes effort rather than instinct.

She turned instinctively toward the open doorway behind her.

The sunlight outside seemed dimmer now... as if the house absorbed brightness rather than reflected it.

For one brief moment...

She thought she saw the iron gate slowly moving.

Closing.

She blinked.

It stood exactly as before.



Dust floated in the living room, illuminated by thin rays of sunlight slicing through cracked window panels. The room was larger than they expected, but emptiness stretched across it like something unfinished rather than abandoned.

The walls were covered with faint vertical scratches.

Rajeev touched them casually.

“Rodents probably.”

Meera stared at the height of those scratches.

They started almost seven feet above the floor.



They spent the afternoon exploring the property.

Four bedrooms.
Kitchen intact.
Storage room.
Upper balcony overlooking narrow street.
Everything felt structurally strong... unnaturally preserved... as if time had stopped aging the building but allowed neglect to decorate it.

In one corner of the living room stood an old wooden cabinet. Its doors were sealed shut. Rajeev tried opening it, but the handles refused to move.

“Swollen wood,” he muttered, losing interest.

Meera stepped closer slowly.

Her fingers hovered inches from the cabinet surface.

The wood felt colder than surrounding air.

She pulled her hand back quickly without touching it.



They decided to stay overnight. Financial pressure did not allow delays. Rajeev arranged temporary mattresses on the floor while electricians restored basic power connection.

By evening, yellow light bulbs glowed weakly through rooms.

The ceiling fan rotated unevenly, producing slow clicking sounds every third turn.

They ate simple dinner sitting cross-legged on the mattress.

Aarav spoke continuously about how big his new room would be and how he planned to build a “secret base” near the staircase.

Rajeev laughed.

Meera forced herself to smile.



“Stop worrying,” Rajeev said gently later, while checking emails on his phone.

“I’m not worrying,” she replied automatically.

“You’ve barely spoken since morning.”

Meera hesitated. Words gathered inside her throat but refused to form.

“This house...” she finally whispered.

“What about it?”

“It feels... like someone is inside already.”

Rajeev sighed softly, placing his phone aside.

“Meera, we cannot afford another place. You know our situation.”

She nodded.

She had learned long ago that financial fear silences emotional discomfort faster than any argument.



Aarav fell asleep quickly between them.

Night deepened around the house, thick and heavy.

At exactly 2:17 AM...

Meera’s eyes opened.

She did not know what woke her.

The digital clock beside the mattress blinked red numbers repeatedly.

2:17
2:17
2:17
The seconds did not change.

The room felt colder.

Then she heard it.

From downstairs.

A dragging sound.

Slow. Heavy. Measured.

Like a large wooden table being pulled across marble floor... inch by inch... by someone with endless patience.

Meera sat upright.

Her throat tightened.

She shook Rajeev’s shoulder.

“Rajeev... wake up... listen...”

He groaned, barely conscious.

“Old houses... wood expands... relax...”

The dragging sound stopped.

Silence returned abruptly.

Meera exhaled slowly.

Then the whispering began.

Not words.

Not language.

Just overlapping wet breathing sounds... like dozens of mouths forming sounds without speaking.

The whispers traveled along the staircase... rising... stopping halfway... waiting.

Meera stared into darkness.

The whispers ended suddenly with a sharp thud from downstairs.

Aarav turned in his sleep.

And giggled.



Morning arrived with pale grey light filtering through dusty windows.

Rajeev stepped outside early to speak with renovation workers he had hired.

Meera began unpacking kitchen utensils, trying to convince herself the previous night was exhaustion and imagination.

She heard Aarav talking from the staircase.

She turned slowly.

The boy sat cross-legged on the third step, facing downward toward empty space.

“No, you can’t come upstairs,” Aarav said softly.

He paused, listening.

“Why not?” he asked.

Silence.

Then he nodded.

“Oh... you are tied?”

Meera dropped the steel spoon she was holding. It hit the floor with a sharp metallic clang that echoed through the entire house.

Aarav turned toward her, smiling innocently.

“Who are you talking to?” she asked, trying to control the tremor in her voice.

“My new friend,” Aarav replied.

Her chest tightened.

“Where is he?”

Aarav pointed toward the darkness beneath the staircase.

“He says he lives under the house.”

Meera felt dizziness wash over her.

“What is his name?” she whispered.

Aarav thought for several seconds.

Then smiled again.

“He says he had many names... but nobody remembers them now.”



That evening, while arranging clothes inside the bedroom cupboard, Meera felt something brush against her ankle.

Cold.

Wet.

She gasped and stepped backward.

The room was empty.

Her eyes dropped slowly toward the floor.

A single muddy footprint appeared beside her foot.

Then another.

And another.

They formed gradually, as if something invisible walked across freshly poured soil and stepped directly onto the marble floor.

The footprints moved toward the bedroom wall.

They stopped.

At shoulder height on the wall... a faint handprint began forming... pushing outward... as if something pressed its palm from inside the cement itself.

Meera’s breathing stopped.

Her voice emerged as a broken whisper.

“Rajeev...”

But Rajeev was still outside.

The handprint faded slowly.

Leaving behind only faint moisture... and the smell of wet earth.



That night Meera dreamed again.

She stood inside a vast underground chamber illuminated by oil lamps arranged in perfect circle.

Sixty people knelt facing the walls. Their backs were turned toward her.

They whispered prayers backwards, their voices overlapping into one unbearable sound.

One by one...

Their necks twisted around.

Until sixty pale faces stared directly at her.

Their lips moved together.

“You returned before the cycle completed.”

One of them began crawling toward her... its bones snapping loudly with each movement.

Meera tried to run.

Her feet were chained to the floor.

The crawling figure raised its face inches from hers.

Its mouth opened unnaturally wide.

And whispered...

“We remember mothers first.”



Meera woke up screaming.

Rajeev rushed inside the bedroom.

“What happened?!”

She sat upright, trembling uncontrollably.

Her palms were bleeding.

Deep crescent nail marks cut into her skin... as if she had clenched her fists around something sharp during sleep.

She stared at Rajeev with terrified eyes.

“I have seen this house before...” she whispered.

Rajeev frowned.

“What do you mean?”

Tears rolled down her cheeks.

“I don’t remember when... but... this house knows me...”

Downstairs...

A cupboard door opened slowly.

And shut with a dull hollow sound.



​End of Chapter 1
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CHAPTER 2

​The Walls That Listen
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Morning sunlight entered the house reluctantly.

It did not flood the rooms the way it had outside the compound. Instead, it filtered through cracked glass panels in thin pale strands, illuminating floating dust particles that drifted like slow-moving spores in stagnant air.

Rajeev stood in the living room checking his watch repeatedly while speaking loudly into his phone.

“Yes, come quickly... yes... full renovation... paint, wiring, plumbing, everything.”

He spoke faster than usual, as if speed could drown the uneasy quiet surrounding him.

Behind him, Meera watched the staircase.

She had not slept after her nightmare.

Her palms still stung from the crescent wounds carved by her own nails. She had wrapped them in loose bandages but the skin beneath throbbed as though something inside her hands was trying to pulse outward.

Aarav sat cross-legged near the bottom of the staircase, drawing on the marble floor with a blue crayon.

Meera noticed the drawing slowly forming.

Not houses.

Not trees.

Chains.

Multiple chains.

Interlocked around stick-figure shapes drawn in circles.

She swallowed.

“Aarav,” she said softly.

He didn’t respond.

She stepped closer.

“What are you drawing?”

Aarav tilted his head, concentrating deeply.

“They told me not to draw faces,” he replied casually.

Meera’s stomach twisted.

“Who told you that?”

He pointed toward the dark underside of the staircase without looking up.



By afternoon, four renovation workers arrived.

They were loud men, comfortable in their routines, bringing noise and movement that temporarily pushed away the suffocating stillness of the house.

One began scraping old paint from the living room walls. Another inspected ceiling wiring. Two others started measuring window frames.

Rajeev followed them enthusiastically, discussing color combinations and furniture placement. His voice carried optimism — forced, but determined.

Meera tried to focus on cleaning kitchen shelves.

But the house felt restless.

Every hammer strike echoed longer than it should. Every footstep seemed to return twice.



The first incident happened less than an hour later.

A loud crash echoed from upstairs.

Rajeev and Meera rushed toward the staircase simultaneously. One of the workers lay sprawled on the upper landing, clutching his shoulder, breathing heavily.

“What happened?” Rajeev asked.

The man stared down the staircase with pale terrified eyes.

“Someone pushed me,” he whispered.

Rajeev frowned.

“There is no one here except us.”

The worker shook his head violently.

“I felt hands... two hands... pushing from my back.”

Another worker helped him stand. He limped slightly but insisted he could continue working.

Still, his eyes avoided the staircase.



The second incident happened in the living room.

The cabinet Rajeev had tried opening earlier was being dismantled by two carpenters. After forcing the doors open using crowbars, they stepped back suddenly.

“Sir...” one of them called.

Rajeev approached casually.

Then froze.

The entire interior of the cabinet was filled with deep claw marks. Hundreds of them. Overlapping. Desperate. The wood was shredded inward toward the center, as if someone had tried to claw their way out of the enclosed space.

Meera covered her






















































































































































​End of Chapter 2
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