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Chapter 1: The Letter in the Rain
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The rain fell like shattered glass against the windows of the old railway station. Midnight trains screamed through the darkness, their lights vanishing into the fog that covered the tracks like a ghostly blanket.

Aarav pulled his coat tighter around himself and stepped beneath the flickering yellow lamp near Platform 3. Water dripped from his hair onto the cracked concrete floor. The station was nearly empty except for an old tea vendor sleeping beside his cart and a stray dog curled beneath a broken bench.

Mumbai never truly slept.

But tonight felt different.

Tonight, the city felt as though it was holding its breath.

Aarav checked his phone again.

11:47 PM.

No new messages.

He cursed softly. He had waited nearly two hours for Riya, but she still hadn’t arrived. She had sounded terrified on the phone earlier that evening.

"If anything happens to me, promise me you’ll read the letter first."

Then the call had disconnected.

Since then, silence.

A sudden gust of wind swept through the platform. Papers scattered across the tracks. Somewhere in the distance, thunder rolled across the sky.

And then Aarav saw it.

An envelope.

White.

Perfectly dry despite the heavy rain.

It rested on the empty bench beside him.

His heartbeat slowed.

He was certain the bench had been empty seconds ago.

Slowly, he picked up the envelope. No stamp. No address. Only his name written across the front in dark ink.

AARAV

His fingers trembled.

Inside was a single sheet of paper.

The handwriting was unmistakable.

Riya’s.

But the words made his blood run cold.

If you are reading this, I am already dead.

Aarav stared at the sentence, unable to breathe.

Rain hammered the station roof louder and louder as if the storm itself wanted to drown the truth before he could read further.

He continued.

Do not trust anyone.

They are watching you now.

The key is hidden where the sea meets the stones.

And whatever you do...

Do not go to House Number 17.

A train roared past the platform with explosive force, nearly tearing the letter from his hands.

When the noise faded, Aarav noticed something else written at the bottom of the page.

A final line.

One that Riya could never have written.

Because it was in different handwriting.

Jagged.

Uneven.

Almost desperate.

RUN.

The station lights suddenly went out.

Darkness swallowed everything.

Aarav’s chest tightened.

Then, from somewhere inside the black silence, footsteps echoed slowly across the platform.

Not one person.

Several.

Coming closer.
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Chapter 2: Blackwood Manor
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The rain began just after sunset.

A cold, relentless storm rolled across the countryside, swallowing the narrow roads in silver mist. The headlights of Ethan Carter’s old sedan barely pierced the darkness as he drove deeper into the isolated hills of Ravenshire County.

He checked the address once again.

Blackwood Manor.

The name itself carried a strange heaviness.

Ethan had never heard of the estate before receiving the letter three days ago. The envelope had arrived without a return address, sealed with black wax stamped by a strange symbol—a twisted tree surrounded by ravens.

Inside was a single message:

You are the last surviving heir of Blackwood Manor. Come before the next moon, or the house will claim what remains of your bloodline.

At first, Ethan assumed it was a prank.

But curiosity had slowly transformed into obsession.

Now, as thunder growled across the sky, he wondered if coming here had been a terrible mistake.

The road narrowed into a dirt path lined with dead trees.

Branches clawed at the roof of the car.

Then he saw it.

Blackwood Manor stood atop a hill like a corpse refusing to rot.

Massive iron gates surrounded the property. Beyond them rose a sprawling Gothic mansion with towering chimneys, shattered stained-glass windows, and walls blackened by age.

Lightning flashed.

For a split second, Ethan thought he saw someone standing in one of the upper windows.

The figure vanished immediately.

He swallowed hard.

“Just nerves,” he whispered.

The gates creaked open on their own.

Ethan froze.

The wind carried a low metallic groan as the gates slowly parted inward.

He looked around for security cameras or hidden motors.

Nothing.

Rain hammered the windshield.

Against his better judgment, Ethan drove through.

The gravel driveway curved toward the manor like a snake. Dead statues lined the path—angels with broken faces and stone children whose eyes seemed disturbingly alive.

When Ethan stepped out of the car, icy wind cut through his jacket.

The manor loomed above him.

Its giant wooden doors were carved with twisted roots and human faces trapped within them.

Another flash of lightning illuminated fresh footprints on the wet stone steps.

Someone had entered recently.

Ethan climbed the stairs slowly.

The front door opened before he could knock.

A tall elderly man stood inside holding a lantern.

His skin looked pale as candle wax.

“Mr. Carter,” the man said calmly. “We have been expecting you.”

Ethan hesitated. “Who are you?”

“My name is Silas.”

The servant stepped aside.

“Welcome home.”

The words sent a chill through Ethan.

Home.

The entrance hall stretched into darkness. Dust-covered chandeliers hung from the ceiling like giant spiders. Portraits lined the walls, their painted eyes following Ethan as he walked.

The air smelled of old wood, mold, and something else beneath it.

Something rotten.

Silas led him deeper into the manor.

“Your family built Blackwood Manor in 1863,” he explained. “Generations of Blackwoods lived here until the tragedy.”

“What tragedy?” Ethan asked.

Silas stopped walking.

“The fire.”

A silence followed.

Ethan noticed burn marks crawling across parts of the ceiling.

“How many people died?”

“All of them.”

Thunder shook the windows.

Ethan forced an uneasy laugh.

“So I inherited a haunted mansion?”

Silas did not smile.

“Some inherit money. Some inherit curses.”

The servant guided him into a massive dining room.

A long table stretched through the center beneath a chandelier covered in cobwebs.

To Ethan’s surprise, dinner had already been prepared.

Candles burned softly beside silver plates.

Steam still rose from the food.

“You knew I was coming?”

Silas poured wine into a crystal glass.

“The manor always knows.”

Ethan sat uneasily.

Every instinct told him to leave.

Yet something about the house felt strangely familiar.

Like a forgotten memory buried deep inside him.

His eyes drifted toward a large portrait hanging above the fireplace.

A family stood together beneath a dead tree.

Father.
Mother.
Two daughters.
A young boy.
And beside them stood a man who looked exactly like Ethan.

His blood ran cold.

“That’s impossible.”

Silas glanced toward the portrait.

“Jonathan Blackwood,” he said softly. “Your great-grandfather.”

The resemblance was undeniable.

Same jawline.
Same eyes.
Same scar above the eyebrow.
Ethan stepped closer.

Then he noticed something even worse.

The painted figure of Jonathan Blackwood was smiling.

But only him.

The rest of the family looked terrified.

A loud bang echoed somewhere upstairs.

Ethan jumped.

“What was that?”

Silas calmly sipped wine.

“The manor settles at night.”

Another sound followed.

Footsteps.

Slow.
Heavy.
Directly above them.

Ethan stared toward the ceiling.

“You said everyone died here.”

Silas lowered his glass.

“They did.”

The footsteps stopped.

Then came the sound of a child laughing.

A soft, distant giggle drifted through the hallways.

Ethan stood immediately.

“Okay, enough. If this is some kind of joke—”

The lights suddenly went out.

Darkness swallowed the room.

The candles extinguished one by one.

Ethan’s breathing quickened.

“Silas?”

No answer.

Only thunder.

And somewhere inside the manor...

A door slowly creaked open.

Ethan pulled out his phone and activated the flashlight.

The dining room was empty.

Silas had vanished.

The servant’s chair rocked gently as though someone had just stood up.

“Not funny,” Ethan muttered.

His voice trembled.

The beam of light swept across the walls.

The portraits were gone.

Every single one.

Only empty frames remained.

Ethan backed away.

Then he heard whispering.

At first it sounded like wind.

But slowly the voices became clearer.

“Leave...”

“Before it wakes...”

“Run...”

Ethan spun around.

The whispers came from the walls themselves.

Suddenly a loud crash erupted upstairs.

A woman screamed.

The sound tore through the manor.

Without thinking, Ethan rushed into the hallway.

His flashlight flickered as he climbed the grand staircase.

The air grew colder with every step.

At the end of the corridor stood a single door.

Half open.

Warm orange light glowed inside.

Ethan approached slowly.

The screaming had stopped.

Only silence remained.

He pushed the door open.

The room inside looked untouched by time.

Children’s toys rested neatly on shelves.

A rocking horse moved gently on its own.

An old music box played a distorted lullaby.

And in the corner of the room stood a little girl wearing a white dress.

Her back faced him.

“Hello?” Ethan whispered.

The girl did not move.

“Are you okay?”

Slowly...

She turned her head.

Ethan’s heart nearly stopped.

The left side of her face was horribly burned.

One cloudy eye stared directly at him.

“You shouldn’t be here,” she whispered.

The bedroom door slammed shut behind him.

Darkness exploded across the room.

Then the little girl screamed.

And something beneath the floorboards began knocking from below.

Three slow knocks.

Boom.

Boom.

Boom.

As if something buried under the manor wanted out.
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Chapter 3: The Missing Heiress
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The rain had stopped just before midnight, leaving the streets of Blackthorn City slick and shining beneath the pale yellow glow of streetlights. Detective Arjun Malhotra stood near the iron gates of the Verma Estate, staring at the enormous mansion hidden behind rows of ancient banyan trees.

The estate looked less like a home and more like a fortress.

A police jeep waited outside while nervous servants whispered among themselves under the porch. Somewhere in the distance, thunder rolled across the dark sky.

Arjun adjusted the collar of his coat and stepped through the gates.

"You’re late," Inspector Ravi said, walking toward him with a cigarette between his fingers.

"Traffic," Arjun replied.

"At midnight?"

"You called me from the richest house in the city. I assumed something dramatic had happened."

Ravi gave a tired smile.

"Dramatic doesn’t begin to describe it."

He lowered his voice.

"Ananya Verma is missing."

Arjun stopped walking.

The name alone carried weight.

Ananya Verma—the only daughter of industrial tycoon Rajveer Verma—was known across the country. Fashion magazines called her the ‘Princess of Mumbai.’ Business newspapers described her as the future of the Verma empire.

And now she had vanished.

"Kidnapping?" Arjun asked.

"Maybe. Maybe not."

Ravi led him inside.

The mansion’s interior was breathtaking. Crystal chandeliers hung from painted ceilings. Marble floors reflected soft golden light. Expensive paintings lined the walls.

But despite the luxury, fear filled the house.

Servants avoided eye contact.

Security guards stood stiffly near every entrance.

At the center of the grand hall stood Rajveer Verma himself.

The billionaire looked broken.

His usually perfect hair was messy, and dark circles surrounded his eyes.

"Detective Malhotra," he said quietly. "Thank you for coming."

Arjun nodded.

"Tell me everything."

Rajveer motioned toward the staircase.

"She disappeared from her room sometime after ten tonight."

"Anyone see her leave?"

"No."

"Any ransom call?"

"Nothing yet."

They climbed to the second floor.

Ananya’s room was enormous, decorated with white roses, silver furniture, and shelves full of books.

The balcony doors were open.

Curtains moved gently in the cold wind.

Arjun walked slowly through the room.

No signs of struggle.

No blood.

No broken furniture.

It looked as if she had simply vanished into thin air.

Then he noticed something strange.

A single chess piece rested on the bedside table.

A black queen.

"Was this here before?" he asked.

Rajveer frowned.

"I don’t know."

Arjun picked up the piece carefully.

There was something carved underneath.

A number.

	


A cold feeling crawled up his spine.

"What is it?" Ravi asked.

Arjun slipped the chess piece into an evidence bag.

"Maybe nothing," he said.

But he was lying.

Because thirteen was connected to a case he had tried to forget.

Three years ago, thirteen people had disappeared across the city.

None of them were ever found.

And at every crime scene, police discovered the same thing.

A black queen.



Downstairs, reporters were beginning to gather outside the gates.

News traveled fast when
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