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Book Description      

A chilling tale that explores the unseen forces of jealousy, fear, and ancient curses, Evil Eye dives deep into the fragile human psyche. When strange misfortunes begin to haunt an ordinary family, they uncover a terrifying truth—someone, somewhere, is watching them with envy powerful enough to destroy lives. Blending folklore with psychological suspense, this novel reveals how belief itself can become a weapon.
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Chapter 1: The Omen Begins

It started with a glance.

Not just any glance—but one that lingered longer than it should have. The kind that doesn’t just look at you, but into you. The kind that leaves behind a strange discomfort you cannot explain.

Meera felt it the moment she stepped into the crowded marketplace.

The air was thick with noise—vendors shouting, children laughing, the metallic clatter of utensils, the smell of spices and fresh vegetables blending into a familiar chaos. It was a place she had visited countless times, a place that once felt alive and comforting.

But today… something was different.

As she adjusted the end of her saree and held her son Aarav’s hand tightly, a sudden heaviness settled in her chest. It was subtle at first, like a passing cloud, but it quickly grew into something more suffocating. Her steps slowed.

She turned.

At first, she saw nothing unusual. Just faces—strangers moving, talking, bargaining. Yet her heart refused to calm down. Her eyes scanned the crowd again, sharper this time.

And then she noticed her.

An old woman stood near a narrow alley, half-hidden in shadow. Her clothes were worn, her posture still. But it was her eyes that froze Meera in place.

They were fixed on her.

Unblinking. Intense. Almost… hungry.

For a brief moment, the noise of the market faded. Meera felt as if the world had narrowed down to just those eyes staring into her soul. A chill ran down her spine despite the afternoon heat.

“Aai…” Aarav tugged at her hand. “Let’s go.”

Meera blinked, breaking the invisible hold. When she looked again, the woman was gone.

Vanished.

“Strange,” Meera whispered to herself, forcing a smile. “Just my imagination.”

She shook her head and continued shopping, trying to convince herself that nothing had happened. People stare. It happens. Maybe she was just tired. Maybe she was overthinking.

But deep inside, a quiet unease had already taken root.





That night, everything changed.

The house was unusually silent.

Arjun had returned late from work and gone straight to bed, exhausted. Aarav was asleep beside Meera, his small hand resting on her arm. The clock ticked steadily on the wall, each second echoing louder than usual.

Meera lay awake.

Sleep refused to come. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw them again—the old woman’s eyes. Watching. Waiting.

She turned to the other side, trying to ignore the growing discomfort.

It’s nothing, she told herself. Just a bad feeling.

Then—

Crash!

The sound shattered the silence like a gunshot.

Meera jolted upright. Her heart pounded violently as she looked around. The sound had come from the kitchen.

“Arjun?” she called softly.

No response.

She slowly got out of bed, careful not to wake Aarav. The floor felt colder than usual beneath her feet. Each step toward the kitchen felt heavier, as if something unseen resisted her movement.

The door creaked as she pushed it open.

Her breath caught in her throat.

A glass lay shattered on the floor.

It was one she had placed carefully on the counter before sleeping. There was no way it could have fallen on its own. No open window. No movement.

Just silence.

“Maybe… a rat,” she whispered, though she didn’t believe her own words.

Suddenly, the lights flickered.

Once.

Twice.

Then violently.

The tube light buzzed loudly, casting broken flashes of light across the room. Shadows twisted along the walls, stretching unnaturally, as if alive.

Meera stepped back, fear rising in her chest.

“Arjun!” she called again, louder this time.

Still no answer.

And then—

A faint whisper.

So soft she almost missed it.

“Aai…”

Meera froze.

The voice came from the bedroom.

She rushed back, her heart racing.

Aarav was sitting upright on the bed.

His eyes were open—but something about them felt… distant. Unfocused. As if he wasn’t fully there.

“Aarav?” Meera knelt beside him, holding his shoulders. “What happened?”

He didn’t respond immediately.

Instead, he slowly turned his head toward the dark corner of the room.

His small finger lifted… pointing.

Meera followed his gaze.

The corner was empty.

Dark.

Still.

“Aarav?” her voice trembled.

Then he spoke.

In a soft, almost emotionless whisper—

“Someone is watching us.”

The words sent a wave of cold terror through Meera’s body.

“Who?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

Aarav didn’t answer.

He simply lay back down… and closed his eyes, as if nothing had happened.

Within seconds, he was asleep again.

But Meera wasn’t.

She sat there, frozen, staring at the same dark corner.

Listening.

Waiting.

And for the first time in her life… she felt it clearly.

They were no longer alone.

 




Chapter 2: A House Full of Shadows

The house no longer felt safe.

It wasn’t something Meera could explain—not in words, not even to herself. The same walls, the same furniture, the same familiar spaces… yet everything felt different. As if something unseen had quietly entered their lives and claimed a place within their home.

It began with the corners.

They seemed darker than before.

Not just dim—but unnaturally heavy, as though the light refused to touch them. Meera found herself staring at those corners longer than necessary, her eyes searching for something she couldn’t see… but somehow felt.

Especially the corner Aarav had pointed at the previous night.

She avoided it now.





The mirrors were worse.

At first, it was just a feeling—an odd hesitation before looking into them. Then came the moments she couldn’t ignore.

A flicker of movement behind her… when no one was there.

A shadow that didn’t match her own.

Once, while adjusting her hair in the bedroom mirror, she froze.

For a split second, she saw something standing behind her.

Tall. Still. Watching.

Her breath caught as she turned around instantly.

Nothing.

The room was empty.

When she looked back into the mirror… it was gone.

Meera stepped away, her hands trembling.

“I’m just imagining things,” she whispered, though her voice lacked conviction.





Arjun didn’t believe her.

“Meera, you’re overthinking,” he said one evening, loosening his tie as he sat down. “You’ve been stressed lately. That’s all this is.”

“But I saw something,” Meera insisted, her voice shaky. “And Aarav—he said someone was watching us.”

“He’s a child,” Arjun replied calmly. “Kids imagine things. You’re connecting it because you’re already scared.”

“I’m not scared,” she snapped, then paused… realizing the lie.

Arjun softened his tone. “Look, nothing is wrong. It’s our house. We’re safe here.”

Safe.

The word echoed in her mind—but it felt hollow.

Even Arjun, despite his calm reasoning, had begun to notice the change. The silence in the house felt heavier. The air felt… thick. Unsettling.

But he refused to admit it.





That night, the silence returned.

Thicker than before.

Meera lay awake again, her eyes fixed on the ceiling. Sleep had become distant, almost impossible. Every small sound felt amplified—the ticking clock, the rustle of curtains, even her own breathing.

And then—

Footsteps.

Soft.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Meera’s body went rigid.

She listened carefully.

Tap… tap… tap…

The sound was coming from the hallway.

Her heart pounded as she sat up, straining to hear. The footsteps continued, pacing… as if someone was walking back and forth outside the bedroom.

“Arjun…” she whispered, shaking him lightly.

He stirred. “What is it?”

“Listen.”

For a moment, there was silence.

Then—

Tap… tap…

Arjun frowned, now fully awake.

“Did you hear that?” Meera asked, her voice trembling.

He didn’t respond immediately. Instead, he slowly got out of bed.

“Stay here,” he said, though his tone lacked its usual confidence.

Meera watched as he walked toward the door and opened it.

The hallway was empty.

The light flickered faintly above.

No one.

No movement.

The footsteps had stopped.

“You see?” Arjun said after a pause, forcing a small smile. “Nothing there.”

But as he turned back toward the room—

The sound came again.

This time, from behind him.

Tap… tap… tap…

Arjun froze.

Slowly… he turned around.

The hallway was still empty.

But the sound continued.

Closer now.

Louder.

Yet there was no one there.

Meera covered her mouth, her eyes wide with fear.

“It’s… probably the pipes,” Arjun said, though his voice betrayed him.

The footsteps stopped abruptly.

Silence fell once again.

Heavy. Suffocating.

Arjun closed the door quickly and locked it.

Neither of them spoke.





Days passed, but the feeling only grew stronger.

Aarav became quieter.

He spent more time staring into empty spaces, as if watching something invisible. Sometimes he smiled at nothing. Sometimes he whispered softly, words Meera couldn’t understand.

And sometimes… he laughed.

At night.

In his sleep.





One evening, Meera found him standing alone in the hallway.

The lights were off.

“Aarav?” she called softly.

He didn’t respond.

She walked closer.

“What are you doing here?”

Slowly, he raised his hand… pointing toward the same dark corner.

“There,” he whispered.

Meera’s chest tightened.

“What is there?” she asked, her voice barely steady.

Aarav turned to look at her.

And for a moment, his expression didn’t feel like her child’s at all.

“It doesn’t like you,” he said quietly.

A cold wave of fear rushed through her.

“Who doesn’t?” she asked.

But Aarav only smiled faintly… and walked past her.

Leaving her alone in the darkness.





That night, Meera didn’t sleep at all.

She sat awake, staring at the shadows creeping along the walls.

Listening.

Waiting.

Because now she knew the truth.

This was no longer fear.

No longer imagination.

Something was inside the house.

Something that watched.

Something that moved.

And something that had already noticed her.



