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Chapter One: The First Text
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Riya Kapoor woke up because her phone buzzed on the table.

It was 12:00 AM. Not one minute before. Not one minute after.

She rubbed her eyes and picked up the phone. She thought it might be a message from the hospital. She was a nurse, and the hospital called her at strange hours all the time.

But it was not the hospital.

The screen showed a name she had not seen in five years.

Aditya.

Her hands went cold. She sat up straight in bed. Her small room in Mumbai was dark, except for the light of the phone in her hand.

She opened the message. It was short. Just four words.

I miss you too.

Riya read it three times. Her heart began to beat fast, like a drum inside her chest.

Aditya Rao was her fiancé. Five years ago, on a rainy night, his car had gone off a bridge and into the river below. The police said no one could survive a fall like that. They found the car three days later, broken and empty inside, stuck between two rocks in the water. They never found his body. The river had taken it far away, the police said. Far, and gone forever.

Riya had cried for months. She had kept his photo on her table. She had kept his old sweater in her cupboard, and sometimes, on cold nights, she still wore it to sleep.

But she had never talked to his phone number. She had never called it. She had never texted it. His family had closed his SIM card years ago, or so she thought.

So how could a text come from his number now?

She looked at the message again. I miss you too.

Too? That word made no sense. She had not sent anything. She had not written to him. There was no message before this one, not from her side.

Unless someone else had sent something to his number, and gotten a reply. But she had not written to him. She was sure of that.

Riya got out of bed. Her feet were cold on the floor. She walked to the kitchen and turned on the light. She needed water. She needed to think.

She sat at her small table and put the phone in front of her, like it was something dangerous. Like it might jump and bite her.

She thought about calling her best friend, Naina. But it was past midnight. Naina would be asleep. Riya did not want to sound like a crazy person, waking someone up to talk about a text message.

Maybe it's a mistake, she told herself. Maybe someone bought his old number. Phone companies do that. They give old numbers to new people after some years.

That made sense. That was the normal answer. A new person had Aditya's old number now, and by mistake, they had sent a message meant for someone else. And the name on her phone still said "Aditya" because she had never deleted his contact. The name was just an old label. It did not mean the person on the other side was really him.

Riya felt a little better after thinking this. She drank her water. She told herself to go back to sleep.

But her mind would not let it go. She looked at the message one more time before she put the phone down.

I miss you too.

If it was a stranger with a new number, why would they write those exact words? Why not "Wrong number, sorry" or "Who is this?" Most people, if they got a strange text at midnight, would ask a question. This person had answered like they knew exactly what to say. Like they knew her.

She lay back down in bed, but sleep did not come easily. She kept looking at the ceiling, thinking about Aditya's face. His laugh. The way he used to hold her hand when they walked on Marine Drive, looking at the sea.

Five years was a long time. She had built a new life. She had a good job at the hospital. She had friends. She had, slowly, learned how to be happy again, even without him.

But one text message had broken something open inside her, like a small crack in a wall that had taken years to build.

She finally fell asleep near three in the morning. In her dream, she saw Aditya standing on a bridge, looking down at the water, his back turned to her. She called his name, but he did not turn around.

The next morning, Riya went to work like normal. She checked on patients, gave medicines, wrote notes. But her mind kept going back to the phone in her bag.

During her lunch break, she finally called Naina.

"You will not believe what happened last night," Riya said, as soon as her friend picked up.

"What? Are you okay?" Naina asked. She sounded worried, the way good friends do.

"I got a text. From Aditya's number."

There was a short silence on the other end.

"Riya," Naina said slowly, "his number has been closed for years. That's not possible."

"I know. I know it's not possible. But I saw it with my own eyes."

"Maybe it's a scam," Naina said. "Some people do cruel things like this. They find out about a person who died, and they use it to trick the family. To ask for money, maybe."

"The message didn't ask for money," Riya said. "It just said, 'I miss you too.'"

Naina did not say anything for a moment.

"That's strange," she finally said. "That's really strange."

"I know," Riya whispered. "I don't know what to do."

"Don't do anything yet," Naina said. "Don't reply. Let's talk tonight, after your shift. We'll figure this out together."

Riya agreed, but as she put the phone away, she already knew one thing.

She was not going to ignore this message. She could not.

Something was pulling her back into the past, and whether it scared her or not, she needed to know what it was.
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Chapter Two: A Number From the Past
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That night, Riya waited.

She sat on her bed with her phone in her lap, watching the clock on the wall. 11:45. 11:50. 11:55.

Naina had come over after work. She sat next to Riya, holding a cup of tea that had gone cold an hour ago.

"You don't have to stay up for this," Riya said. "You have work tomorrow too."

"I'm not leaving you alone tonight," Naina said. "Not with something like this happening."

Naina was the kind of friend who showed up when things got hard. She had been there five years ago, when Riya got the phone call about the accident. She had stayed in the hospital waiting room with her for two days, hoping for news that never came. She had helped pack away Aditya's things, folding his shirts with careful hands while Riya cried in the corner of the room.

If anyone would believe her about the text, it was Naina. And if anyone would tell her the hard truth, it was also Naina.

"It's almost time," Riya said, her voice low.

The clock moved to 11:59. Then 12:00.

Nothing happened.

They waited. One minute. Two minutes. Five minutes.

"Maybe it was just last night," Naina said gently. "Maybe it was a one-time thing. A glitch, or a strange coincidence."

Riya felt a small drop of relief, and also, strangely, a small drop of sadness. Part of her had wanted the message to come again. Even though it scared her, it also felt like a thread connecting her to
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