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​Disclaimer
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This is a work of psychological horror fiction. It contains themes of madness, trauma, and the supernatural, which may be disturbing to some readers. Reader discretion is advised.

Dedicated to all those who listen to whispers in the dark.

"Hell is empty and all the devils are here."

— William Shakespeare
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​Chapter One: The Lecture
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London, Present Day

The lecture theatre was hushed, lit by the faint glow of a projector humming behind Dr. Aidan Mirza. On the screen:

> “The Supernatural Mind: Myth or Malfunction?”
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AIDAN STOOD AT THE podium in a tailored navy suit, posture perfect, voice calm and clinical.

> “Ghosts. Jinn. Demonic possession. These are not supernatural entities—but psychological echoes. Manifestations of grief, guilt, or trauma... projected outward by a mind unable to cope.”
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MURMURS OF AGREEMENT rippled through the crowd—students, therapists, academics.

He continued:

> “We see this often in high-stress cultures. A hallucination becomes a curse. A sleep paralysis episode is mistaken for a jinn. But there’s always—always—a rational root.”
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HE CLICKED TO THE NEXT slide: case notes from a patient who believed her dead husband visited her nightly. Delusion, he labeled it. Clear. Manageable.

The crowd took notes. No one questioned him.

Until the phone in his pocket vibrated.

Once. Then again.

Aidan paused. Subtle, but his fingers clenched against the podium.

UNKNOWN CALLER.

Local number. London.

He silenced it.

> “There are no haunted houses,” he said, recovering his rhythm. “Only haunted minds.”

––––––––
[image: ]


A MOMENT LATER, THE projector flickered. The lights dimmed slightly—just long enough for people to notice, then return.

And then the phone buzzed again.

This time with a message.

He glanced at the screen:

> “Dr. Mirza, this is St. Luke’s Hospital. Your father, Rafiq Mirza, has passed. Please call immediately.”
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THE AUDITORIUM FADED. The applause, the lights, the faces—all turned into a soft, muffled blur.

He stared at the message again. Then again.

He hadn’t seen his father in nine years.

Not since he left for India.

Not since the letters stopped.
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​Chapter Two: Ashes and Pages
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London, Two Days Later

There were no eulogies.

No flowers. No music.

Just a brief janazah prayer at the East London mosque, led by a soft-spoken imam in a quiet corner of the prayer hall. A handful of strangers stood shoulder-to-shoulder beside Aidan, murmuring blessings over a man they no longer knew.

His father, Rafiq Mirza, had died in silence. He was buried in silence, too.

Aidan remained at the back, offering the ritual motions. His lips moved through the prayer, though the Arabic slipped like water through his teeth—half-remembered, distant.

The funeral was over in less than ten minutes. The white-shrouded body was taken away for burial. No final words. No family. Just a name, an address, and a sealed past.
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LATER, AT ST. LUKE’S Hospital, a nurse handed him a worn leather satchel.

> “His personal effects,” she said. “Not much, I’m afraid.”
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INSIDE:

A weathered Qur’an, soft at the corners

A faded black-and-white photograph of an old house

And a notebook—stitched, cracked, thick with time
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AIDAN OPENED IT.

The first page was blank.

Then came a line written in rushed, jagged Farsi:

> “Whoever listens long enough... is no longer the one who hears.”
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HE PAUSED. TURNED ANOTHER page.

More scribbles—some in Urdu, some scratched out entirely. Symbols. Half-drawn eyes. A name repeated over and over like a warning:

> Sunta Hai.

The Listener.
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THEN, SCRAWLED DIAGONALLY across the middle:

> “Ahsan—if you find this, burn the house. Do not enter. It listens.”
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AHSAN.

He hadn’t heard that name in over a decade. Not since...

He closed the journal.
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THAT NIGHT, AIDAN SAT alone in his apartment, the satchel open beside him on the table. The photograph stared up at him—an ancestral haveli, grand and rotting at the edges, wrapped in ivy and shadow.

The house looked like it had been forgotten by time.

He picked up his phone and typed:

> Chup Mahal, Lucknow.
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OLD LISTINGS. ARCHIVED mentions. One article from 1997:

> “Locals refuse to work past sundown. House said to ‘hum.’ Last owner disappeared.”
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AIDAN READ THE WORDS twice.

Then he looked at the notebook.

Then the photo.

Then the name: Ahsan.

—-
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THE CITY MOVED ON OUTSIDE—SIRENS, voices, neon reflections.

But inside, Aidan could only hear silence, thick and patient.

Like something was waiting.

He didn’t pack until dawn.
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​Chapter Three: Chup Mahal


[image: ]


Lucknow, Present Day

The heat pressed down like a second skin.

Aidan stepped out of the airport and into the glare of the sun. India smelled like it always had in his memory—diesel, earth, heat, and something sweet he couldn’t place. His shirt clung to his back before he even reached the car.

“Dr. Mirza?”

A man in a maroon kurta held a sign and offered a polite nod.

> “Faisal Khan. I’ll be helping you during your stay.”
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HIS ACCENT WAS CAREFUL, his English precise but textured by the city. Aidan shook his hand, offered a thin smile, and followed him toward a waiting white sedan.
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THE DRIVE FROM THE airport was an assault of motion—rickshaws weaving like insects, women balancing vegetables in bright saris, shopfronts squeezed between temples and mosques. Aidan watched it all through the window like it was a film he had once seen and half-forgotten.

Faisal glanced at him through the rearview.

> “You’ve not been here in a long time, sir?”
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> “NOT SINCE I WAS VERY young,” Aidan replied. “I don’t remember much.”
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FAISAL SMILED FAINTLY.

> “People say Chup Mahal remembers everyone.”
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AIDAN DIDN’T RESPOND.
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FLASHBACK – LONDON, Age 15

Aidan stood in the hallway of their flat, watching his father scribble in a notebook, whispering under his breath. The lights in the kitchen flickered.

> “Why do you keep writing in that language?” Aidan had snapped.

“You’re not even religious.”
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HIS FATHER LOOKED UP, distant and unreadable.

> “English doesn’t listen,” he whispered.

“But it still watches.”
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> “WHAT DOES THAT EVEN mean?”
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RAFIQ SMILED, SLOW and strange.

> “You’ve forgotten your name. But your name hasn’t forgotten you.”
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BACK IN THE CAR, THE streets thinned as they left the city center. The landscape stretched into older bones—narrow lanes flanked by overgrown trees and peeling colonial walls.

At last, they turned onto a crumbling dirt path that led to a rusted iron gate. Vines curled over the top. The latch hung open, as if waiting.

And there it stood.

Chup Mahal.

The haveli loomed like a corpse in evening light. Arched windows were blackened by time, balconies swallowed by ivy. A single bird called out and vanished into the trees.

> “She is waiting,” said a voice behind him.
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AIDAN TURNED. AN ELDERLY woman stood by the gate, wrapped in a white dupatta.

Her face was lined with exhaustion, eyes dark and clear.

Farzana. The caretaker.

She didn’t smile.

Didn’t greet him.

> “This house is not dead,” she said in Urdu. “It breathes through walls and remembers every name.”
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FAISAL TRANSLATED. Aidan nodded. “I’m not afraid of stories.”

Farzana handed him a large brass key.

> “Then listen carefully. After maghrib, do not open any door that knocks twice.”
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SHE TURNED AND WALKED away.

—-
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INSIDE, THE HAVELI was colder than it should have been.

Dust hung in the air like a held breath. Each footstep echoed faintly—wrongly—against the stone.

The walls were cracked but held firm.
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