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Prologue
 
No one remembers who first locked it.
Some say it was a prank gone wrong. Others whisper about the girl who vanished mid-semester, the one whose name was scratched into the paint before the janitor tried to cover it up. There’s even a story about a boy who dared to open it on Friday the 13th and never came back to class.
Locker 13 has always been a rumor with a hinge.
It stands at the end of the north hallway, where the fluorescent lights flicker like a failing heartbeat. The rest of the lockers are dented and scarred with years of teenage vandalism, but 13 looks untouched—like time skips over it. Teachers pretend not to notice. Students walk past it faster than they mean to, as if something inside might hear them.
On the morning of the funeral, the locker stood ajar. Just a crack, as though someone had been inside.
Most people didn’t notice. They were too busy staring at the memorial flowers taped to the office door, or the photographs of a smiling face that wouldn’t smile again. But one person saw the gap. One person stopped.
Inside was a single folded letter.
The paper was old—creased and yellow at the edges—but the name scrawled across the front was fresh ink. Their name.
And even before they opened it, they understood one thing.
Whoever wrote this letter knew what happened the night she died.
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The Empty Chair
 
The first thing anyone noticed that morning was the silence. Not the usual kind that hangs in the air before first period, but a thick, heavy quiet that made every whisper feel like shouting. The halls felt colder, like the school itself knew something had gone wrong. Outside, the sky was the color of pencil lead, the kind of gray that promises rain but never delivers. Inside Room 212, one chair sat empty.
Teachers didn’t mention it. No announcements were made. But everyone’s eyes kept drifting toward that one desk, third from the left in the second row. It had been Ava’s. And now it was just... there.
Elena tried not to look at it. Her fingers stayed clenched around her pen even though she hadn’t written anything. Across the room, Mason chewed his thumbnail until it bled. Nobody spoke to each other, but everyone felt the space Ava used to fill. Even her absence seemed louder than words.
They had known about the accident for three days. A late-night phone call, flashing lights, an unanswered text. By morning, the news had spread like fire. Some cried. Some didn’t know how.
Principal Kerr said there would be counselors available in the library. He also said students should try to return to a normal schedule. But there was nothing normal about the week following a death. The smell of cleaning solution still clung to the hallway floor where someone had dropped the candle memorial. And the locker—hers—stood half-open, like it was still waiting for her.
It wasn’t just grief that haunted the school. It was the unanswered questions. No one said it directly, but whispers traveled fast: Did she leave a note? Was it an accident? Was anyone with her?
Elena walked past Ava’s locker twice that morning. It still had the paper heart someone taped to it on Valentine’s Day. The glitter was faded and curling at the corners. Her textbooks had been removed by her parents, but her nameplate was still there. That made it worse somehow.
Between third and fourth period, the fire alarm went off. It wasn’t scheduled, and it wasn’t a drill. Students poured out into the courtyard in a confused mess of backpacks and muttered curses. Elena stood under the tree near the fence line, alone. That’s when she saw it.
Down the east hallway—where students weren’t supposed to be—someone had left a locker door cracked open. It wasn’t Ava’s. It was one no one ever touched, all the way at the end of the corridor with no teachers around. Locker 13. Elena stared, unsure if she was really seeing it.
By the time the alarm was turned off and they were allowed back in, the locker was closed again. Locked. Untouched. Elena almost convinced herself she had imagined it. But something about the way her skin prickled said otherwise.
That night she dreamed of whispers through metal. She didn’t understand the words, but she knew they were calling her name. The air felt humid and buzzing, like electricity before a storm. In the dream, she stood in front of Locker 13, fingers hovering over the latch. When she woke, she found she’d scribbled the number in the corner of her math homework—over and over.
Elena wasn’t superstitious. She didn’t believe in ghosts or cursed objects. But the timing of it all—it couldn’t be a coincidence. Locker 13 had always been school legend. And legends, she now realized, always start the same way: with something missing.
In the library, someone had drawn Ava’s initials in permanent marker on the edge of a table. Next to it was a shaky heart. Elena traced it with her finger during lunch. She didn’t know what she was looking for. Maybe connection. Maybe permission to still care.
Mason sat at the next table over. He looked rough, like he hadn’t slept in a few days. He kept flicking his pen open and closed, open and closed. Elena watched him without meaning to. He glanced up once, but didn’t say anything.
In the back corner of the library, tucked beneath an overfilled shelf of outdated science books, Elena found a folded piece of paper. At first she thought it was just trash. But it was creased neatly, like someone had placed it there with care. The outside was blank, but something told her to open it. Her name was on the inside.
The handwriting wasn’t familiar. Sharp and slanted, like someone wrote in a hurry. There were only five lines:
You saw it too.
Don’t ignore it.
We’re being watched.
Some doors open when others close.
Meet me at the locker before first bell.
Elena read it again, heart pounding louder with each word. Her mouth went dry. It had to be a joke, right? But something about the message felt real. Not like a prank—like a warning.
She turned around quickly, scanning the library. Nobody looked suspicious. Nobody seemed to be watching. Still, she stuffed the note into her pocket and hurried out. Her heart didn’t stop racing until she was in her room that night.
She couldn't tell her parents. They’d just think she was processing grief in weird ways. Maybe she was. But her gut told her there was more to it. Something was pulling her toward that locker.
That night, her dreams came back. This time, the locker opened. The hallway behind it was dark but not empty. She could see... shapes. Shadows that breathed.
She jolted awake, breathless. Her alarm read 4:13 a.m. The numbers made her stomach turn. She scribbled them in the corner of her notebook without knowing why. Her fingers felt cold, even under the blanket.
By morning, she made a decision. She’d go to the locker before school started. Just once. Just to see if anything was there. Maybe it would make the dreams stop.
She left the house early. The halls were nearly silent, the kind of quiet that only exists before the chaos of teenagers. Her footsteps echoed. Her heart felt like it was walking a few steps ahead of her. She turned the corner.
There it was. Locker 13. The same dull metal, the same faded paint. But the latch was open again, just slightly. Like it was waiting.
Elena looked around. Not a soul in sight. The air felt heavier here, like the pressure dropped. She stepped forward.
She took a deep breath and opened the door the rest of the way. Inside, there was nothing. No books, no trash, no forgotten hoodie. Just a letter.
Another one.
This time, the envelope was black. Her name was written in silver ink. Elena touched it like it might vanish. But it didn’t. It was real.
She pulled it out and opened it. The words inside chilled her to the bone.
I knew you’d come.
You’re not the only one.
This is where it begins.
The locker chooses who it remembers.
Be careful what you forget.
Elena closed the locker and backed away. The world felt tilted now, like reality had shifted an inch to the left. Her breath came faster. The empty chair. The letter. The locker.
Something was happening. And she was no longer just a bystander.
She was part of the story now.
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Something Left Behind
 
Elena sat in first period barely hearing the teacher’s voice. Her mind replayed the silver ink over and over. She kept her hand over her jacket pocket where the second letter rested. Every time she thought about it, her chest tightened. She didn’t know what it meant, but she knew it wasn’t over.
After class, Mason caught up with her at her locker. He didn’t say anything at first, just leaned against the door beside her. He had that haunted look again, eyes shadowed and tired. Elena hesitated, then handed him the black envelope without a word. He stared at it like it might explode.
“You got one too,” he said quietly. It wasn’t a question. She nodded, eyes flicking to the hallway. “Mine was yesterday. Same handwriting. Same… vibe.” He didn’t offer more, but Elena saw something shift behind his expression.
They stood there for a minute, like they were waiting for the ground to open up. Then Mason looked around and lowered his voice. “There’s more. Follow me.” He walked off without checking if she followed. Of course, she did.
They wound through the back hall near the old art rooms. No one used that wing anymore—it smelled like dust and paint thinner. Mason pushed open a door to a small storage room. Inside was a pile of desks, a broken chair, and taped on the back wall—another letter.
This one wasn’t addressed to anyone. It was open
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