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Introduction

Every city has its silences. They live in the alleys no one enters after dark, in the files no one dares to open, in the memories people carry but never speak aloud. Delhi, with its crowded streets and restless rains, carries more than most. Beneath the noise of markets and the hum of offices, there are stories buried so deep that even time has been afraid to unearth them.

This novel begins with an ordinary man—Samir, an accountant whose life is measured in ledgers and routines. He is not a detective, nor a hero, nor a man seeking danger. And yet, a single night at a railway station unravels the fragile order of his world. From that moment, he is drawn into a shadowed history of vanished clerks, missing files, and men who stand too still in the mist.

What follows is not just his story but the story of a city where truth is dangerous, where power is guarded by silence, and where those who ask the wrong questions often disappear. Each chapter traces how Samir moves from quiet anonymity into the eye of a storm that began decades earlier with a government file no one was meant to see.

This book is a thriller, but it is also a mirror. It asks what happens when ordinary people are forced to bear the weight of secrets meant to be hidden forever. It asks whether silence protects us, or whether it is the very thing that erases us. And it shows how sometimes, even the smallest voice—if carried far enough—can refuse to be buried.

Step into the rain-soaked streets, the crowded trains, the endless files and shadows. Step into Samir’s world, and follow him into the gray places where fear and truth collide.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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The rain had been falling since evening, turning the streets into mirrors of flickering neon. By the time Samir reached the station, his shirt clung to his back and his shoes were soaked through. He hated late trains, hated the silence that filled the empty platforms at night. But tonight was different.

Someone was watching him.

Samir felt it before he saw him—the man in the gray coat, standing near the far end of the platform. He was tall, lean, and unnervingly still, his eyes hidden beneath the shadow of his hat. For a moment, their gazes locked, and Samir’s pulse quickened.

The train was running late. The digital clock blinked, its red numbers bleeding into the mist. Samir looked away for only a second—and when his eyes darted back—the man was gone.

Not walked away. Not boarded a train.
Gone.
Samir’s chest tightened. He hurried to the spot where the stranger had stood, but there was nothing except a damp bench and a folded scrap of paper lying on it.

His name was written across the paper in neat black ink.

SAMIR.
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Chapter One – The Routine
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The alarm buzzed at 6:30 a.m., sharp as always. Samir reached for it with a groan, silencing the shrill sound before it could wake the neighbors. For a moment, he lay still, staring at the ceiling fan creaking above him, the blades stirring the warm morning air. His body begged for another hour of sleep, but routine was stronger. Routine was safe.

The small one-bedroom flat smelled faintly of last night’s rain—damp curtains, wet concrete, and a trace of tea leaves left in the sink. Samir swung his legs out of bed, his feet meeting the cold tile floor. He liked mornings best, when the city outside was just yawning awake and the chaos had not yet begun.

He made tea the way his mother had taught him years ago—strong, with cardamom crushed between his fingers. The kettle hissed, and for a few minutes, the world felt predictable. Tea, a quick shave, neatly ironed trousers, and a gray shirt that matched the rows of shirts already hanging in his wardrobe. He owned other colors, but gray felt... reliable.

At 8:15, he was on the bus to Connaught Place, the accountant’s bag on his lap, files tucked neatly inside. The ride was always the same: men in rumpled shirts reading newspapers, women balancing tiffin carriers, schoolchildren elbowing one another for window seats. Samir often found himself staring out at the blur of shops and traffic, wondering if this was how his life would always be—measured in ledgers, balanced in numbers.

By 9:00, he was at his desk, surrounded by the low hum of fluorescent lights and the faint smell of ink and paper. His colleagues nodded in greeting—formal, distant, like characters in a play who had forgotten their lines. Samir didn’t mind. He was not one for chatter.

Numbers calmed him. Numbers made sense. A debit here, a credit there—everything found its place. By mid-morning, he had settled into the quiet rhythm of checking figures, his pen moving in neat, controlled strokes.

But then, something odd.

The office peon dropped off a stack of files on his desk, as usual. Samir picked the first one and flipped it open. His breath stalled.

On the very first page, written in black ink across the margin, was his name.

SAMIR.

The handwriting was deliberate, neat, almost elegant. He blinked, rubbed his eyes, and looked again. The entry beneath it was a client’s account, perfectly ordinary, but the name—his name—was not part of the file. He glanced around the office, heart suddenly uneasy. No one was looking his way. His colleagues typed, whispered, shuffled papers as if the world hadn’t just tilted.

Samir closed the file quickly, pressing it flat against his desk. Maybe it was nothing. A mistake. A coincidence. But the letters were so precise, the same kind of handwriting he had seen—

No. He pushed the thought away. It’s nothing. Forget it.

Still, the unease lingered like a bitter taste in his mouth. For the rest of the day, every sound seemed louder—the tapping of keyboards, the clicking of pens, the cough of the man two desks away. When the office phone rang, he jumped, drawing glances from a co-worker who frowned at him.

At lunch, one of the junior accountants, Ravi, leaned over. “You alright, Samir bhai? You look pale.”

Samir forced a smile. “Didn’t sleep much.”

Ravi shrugged, unwrapping his roti. “You should. Numbers will drive you mad otherwise.”

Samir chuckled weakly, but his mind was far from the spreadsheets in front of him. He thought of the rain-soaked platform, the man in the gray coat, the folded scrap of paper with his name written on it.

And now—this.

By evening, when the office lights dimmed and chairs scraped back, Samir was the last to leave. He packed his files slowly, his eyes flicking once more to the strange folder. Against his better judgment, he slipped it into his bag.

Outside, the sky was bruised purple, clouds hanging heavy, the air thick with the promise of more rain. As he stepped into the night, a chill crawled up his spine.

For the first time in years, Samir wished his life weren’t so predictable.
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Chapter Two – The Shadow
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The office emptied out in waves—first the juniors, then the clerks, then the managers who always lingered long enough to show they worked hardest. By the time Samir finally shut his computer, the building was quiet. A lone security guard shuffled past the cubicles, jingling keys at his waist.

Samir tucked the strange file deep into his bag. He didn’t want anyone to see it, though he could not explain why. Maybe because he couldn’t explain it even to himself.

The street outside was slick with rain, reflecting the pale yellow of streetlamps. His umbrella was useless in the wind, turning inside out at the first gust. He folded it, shoved it under his arm, and walked fast, his shoes splashing through shallow puddles.

The city at night was different—quieter, yet heavier. Markets shuttered, stray dogs prowling in packs, neon boards buzzing faintly as if struggling to stay awake. Samir’s building wasn’t far, barely a ten-minute walk, but tonight every corner felt stretched, every shadow longer than it should have been.

At first, he didn’t notice the footsteps. They blended with his own—the steady rhythm of leather soles on wet pavement. But then, as he slowed, they slowed. When he quickened, they quickened.

He froze, turning sharply.

The street was empty.

Behind him, the glow of a tea stall flickered, the vendor yawning, stirring a pan of milk. Two boys argued over cricket scores, their voices carrying lightly through the drizzle. No one was close enough to match his pace.

Samir’s throat was dry. He told himself he was imagining things, that the unease from the file had followed him into the night. Still, his pulse refused to settle.

He reached his building, a crumbling three-story structure with peeling paint and narrow balconies crowded with drying laundry. Relief washed over him as he climbed the short flight of steps—until he stopped dead.

On the doormat, folded neatly, was a piece of paper.

His heart slammed against his ribs. Slowly, as if his hands belonged to someone else, he bent and picked it up. The paper was dry, untouched by the drizzle outside. Whoever had left it had done so moments ago.

He unfolded it, breath caught in his throat.

“You saw me.”

The words were written in the same deliberate, elegant handwriting as before.

Samir’s eyes darted to the street. A scooter zipped past, its headlights slicing through the mist, but the lane was otherwise deserted. He turned back toward the stairwell, suddenly certain someone was watching from the shadows.

His hand trembled as he locked the door behind him. Inside, the apartment felt colder than usual, the walls pressing in. He set the note on the table, staring at it as though it might shift on its own.

Who was leaving them? And how did they know his name?

Samir sank into a chair, pressing his palms to his face. Perhaps he should tell someone—a colleague, a





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE

HUNTER’S
SHADOW

In a city where silence is survival and truth
is a death sentence

SAMAD





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
&





