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Introduction
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We spend our entire lives running away from monsters. We look under the bed, we check the dark corners of the room, and we lock our heavy doors at night. But what happens when the monster is not hiding in the shadows? What happens when the monster is staring right back at you from your own bathroom mirror?

Welcome to the darkness of your own mind.

Aks is not just a story about a cursed mountain village. It is a brutal descent into the pure, suffocating terror of betrayal and isolation. It explores the deepest fears we harbor about the people we trust the most and the horrifying realization that the human mind can shatter under the weight of broken promises.

Through the eyes of Avanish, a writer hollowed out by the very people he called his family, you will walk into a valley where silence is an absolute weapon and a simple reflection is a death sentence. This story strips away the cheap thrills of common horror and targets the psychological dread that lives inside all of us. The fear of losing control. The fear of being replaced. The fear that the people around us are wearing masks to hide their true, malicious nature.

This book will make you question your own sanity. It will make you look twice at your own face. It will force you to wonder if the memories you hold onto are actually yours, or if they belong to something else completely.

Before you turn the page to begin this journey, ask yourself one final question.

Are you absolutely sure the person looking back at you in the glass is actually you?

Read carefully. And whatever you do, do not look closely into the mirror tonight.
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Chapter 1: The Weight of Betrayal
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The gravel crunched beneath Avanish’s boots. That was the only sound for miles. The bus that dropped him at the edge of the valley had already disappeared into the thick fog, leaving him entirely alone. He pulled his coat tighter around his neck. The cold here did not just touch the skin; it sank straight into the bones.

He looked down at the cluster of wooden houses resting in the belly of the mountain. No smoke rose from the chimneys. No dogs barked. The silence was absolute. It was exactly what he wanted.

Avanish dragged his heavy duffel bag down the winding dirt path. Every step took him further away from the city, away from the suffocating noise, and away from the faces he never wanted to see again. His chest tightened as the familiar ache flared up in his ribs. He tried to push the memories down, but they were like bile in his throat.

He trusted them. That was his biggest mistake. His closest friends, the people he drank with, laughed with, and shared his deepest insecurities with. They were the ones who held the knife. They smiled at his face while poisoning her mind behind his back. They spun stories, twisted his words, and painted him as a monster. And she believed them. The girl he loved, the one he was still desperately trying to win back, looked at him with cold disgust before she walked away forever. He lost his love and his brotherhood in a single bloody stroke.

He needed to write. It was the only way to bleed out the poison they left inside his head. This isolated valley was supposed to be his sanctuary, a place to finish his book and forget his own name.

An old man was standing near the entrance of the village. His face was a map of deep wrinkles, weathered by decades of harsh winters. He wore a thick woolen shawl and held a long wooden staff. He watched Avanish approach with dull, dead eyes.

"You are the writer," the old man said. His voice was like dry leaves crushing together.

"Yes. Avanish. We spoke on the phone."

The old man nodded slowly. He did not offer to help with the bag. He just turned and started walking toward a large, two story wooden house sitting slightly away from the rest of the village. Avanish followed him, his muscles burning from the steep climb.

As they walked through the narrow lanes, Avanish noticed something strange. The village felt entirely hollow. There were people, yes. He saw an old woman sitting on a porch and a young boy carrying dry wood. But nobody looked up. Nobody whispered. They moved with a heavy, mechanical slowness. And every single water bucket outside their doors was covered with thick wooden planks or heavy cloth.

"Quiet place," Avanish said, trying to break the heavy tension.

"Silence keeps you alive here," the old man replied without looking back.

They reached the house. The wood was rotting at the edges, dark with age and moisture. The old man pushed the front door open. It creaked loudly, echoing in the empty hall.

"Your room is upstairs. The last door on the right," the old man said, standing in the doorway. "Food will be left on the stairs twice a day. Do not wander around at night. And remember the rule I told you on the phone."

Avanish sighed. He remembered the ridiculous condition the caretaker had mentioned before confirming the booking.

"I know. No shiny things. No mirrors," Avanish said, unable to hide the irritation in his tone. "I packed away my shaving kit. You people take your local myths very seriously."

The old man stepped closer. For the first time, Avanish saw a flash of raw emotion in those dull eyes. It was absolute, undeniable terror.

"It is not a myth," the old man whispered. "Do not look for your face in this valley, Avanish. Because if you find it, it will keep you."

The old man turned and walked away, disappearing into the thick gray fog. Avanish stood alone in the dark hallway. He scoffed, shaking his head at the superstition. He dragged his bag up the wooden stairs, the planks groaning under his weight.

He reached the last room on the right. He pushed the door open and dropped his bag on the floor. The room was basic. A bed, a wooden desk, and a small window overlooking the dead valley. The glass on the window was frosted, scratched, and completely dull.

Avanish sat on the edge of the bed and buried his face in his hands. The silence of the room was heavy, almost suffocating. He closed his eyes, and immediately, he heard their voices. The laughter of his friends. The coldness in her eyes. The feeling of absolute betrayal creeping up his spine.

He needed a distraction. He unzipped his duffel bag and started unpacking his clothes. As he reached the bottom, his fingers brushed against cold glass. He froze.

He pulled it out. It was a small, round pocket mirror. It must have slipped out of his bathroom cabinet while he was packing in a rush.

He held it in his hand, feeling the smooth edges. The old man's warning echoed in his mind. Do not look for your face in this valley.

Avanish let out a bitter laugh. "Crazy old fool," he muttered.

He placed the mirror face down on the wooden desk. He was not afraid of ghosts or mountain curses. The only monsters Avanish believed in were the ones he left behind in the city. The ones wearing the faces of his friends.

He opened his laptop, the screen lighting up the dark room. It was time to write.
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Chapter 2: The Village With No Eyes
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The morning sun did not bring any warmth to the valley. It just replaced the thick blackness of night with a pale, sickly gray light. Avanish woke up to a silence so deep it made his ears ring. There were no birds singing outside his scratched window. No distant hum of traffic. Just a heavy, suffocating emptiness.

He rubbed his eyes and sat up. His laptop was still open on the desk, the screen dark. He had written nothing. Every time he tried to type a sentence, his mind dragged him back to the city. He kept seeing her face, hearing the venom in the voices of his former brothers. He needed fresh air. He needed to clear the rot from his head.

He grabbed his coat and stepped out of the house. The cold bit into his cheeks immediately. He decided to walk through the village, hoping to find a small tea stall or at least some sign of normal human life.

As he walked down the dirt paths, the oddities of the place began to scream at him. It was not just the covered water buckets he had noticed yesterday. It was everything.

The architecture was entirely devoid of anything that could catch the light. The door handles were made of carved wood or rusted, dull iron. The windows on every single house were either covered with thick wooden shutters or the glass had been aggressively sanded down until it was completely opaque. There were no puddles on
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