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Chapter 1: Leah and Her World of Dolls 
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Leah’s world was not very big, but to her, it felt endless.

It lived inside her room  between the pale pink walls, beneath the window where sunlight tiptoed in every afternoon, and across the soft rug where her imagination bloomed like a secret garden. To anyone else, it might have looked like an ordinary child’s room, scattered with toys and books. But to Leah, it was a kingdom. And she was both its queen and its storyteller. She knows every corner of the room has a story, her toys are like her people who lives in her kingdom. 

Everything was okay but... Her dolls were not just toys. They were her companions, her audience, and sometimes, her heroes.

Every day after finishing her homework  carefully written in neat, slightly wobbly handwriting  Leah would rush to her room as if something magical might disappear if she delayed even its a moment. She would shut the door gently, as though protecting a fragile dream from the outside world, and then begin.

“Alright, everyone listen to me now,” she would announce, placing her dolls in a neat circle. “Today is a very important day.”

And just like that, the world would begin. You may wonder how? Let me tell you that right now...

Sometimes, it was a grand tea party. Leah would arrange tiny cups and plates, pouring invisible tea with great seriousness. She is indeed careful even more than your mom... 

“Careful, it’s hot,” she would warn, blowing softly over an empty cup.

Other times, it was an adventure. Her dolls would climb mountains made of pillows, sail across oceans made of blankets, or rescue each other from terrible dangers that only Leah could imagine. Her voice would change with each character  soft and kind for one, brave and bold for another, and sometimes even deep and mysterious when a villain appeared.

But no matter the story, one doll always held the most special place.

Dolly...

Dolly was not the fanciest doll Leah owned. She didn’t wear glittering dresses or have shining plastic shoes. She was soft, stitched with care, with simple yarn hair and a gentle, permanent smile. Her eyes were small and round, but somehow, they always seemed to be looking right at Leah  as its listening...

Leah had named her Dolly on the very first day she got her, as if the name had been waiting patiently inside her heart all along.

“you... You’re my favorite,” Leah would whisper, hugging her tightly. “please Don’t tell the others.”

And in those moments, it almost felt as if Dolly understood.

Leah told her everything. You know what I mean when I say everything? 

She told her about school  about the questions she knew the answers to and the ones she didn’t. About the friends she laughed with and the ones she wasn’t sure about. About the small worries that sat quietly in her chest, like shadows she couldn’t quite explain.

Sometimes, she would lie on her bed, holding Dolly close, her voice softer than usual.

“What if I say something wrong tomorrow?” she would ask.

Or, “Do you think my teacher likes me?”

Or even, in the quietest of whispers, “Do you think... I’m brave?”

Dolly, of course, never answered.

But Leah always felt better anyway.

Perhaps it was the way Dolly’s stitched smile never faded, no matter what Leah said. Or perhaps it was simply the comfort of not being alone with her thoughts.

One quiet afternoon, the world felt especially still.

The house was calm, wrapped in a gentle silence that only came when everything seemed to pause at once. The clock ticked softly somewhere in the background. Outside, the wind brushed against the trees, making the leaves whisper secrets to each other.

Sunlight spilled into Leah’s room in golden ribbons, stretching across the floor and climbing up the walls as if trying to reach her.

Leah sat cross-legged on the rug, her dolls arranged neatly in front of her. But today, she wasn’t playing.

She was thinking...

Dolly rested in her lap, her soft body warm from Leah’s hands.

Leah traced the stitching on Dolly’s dress absentmindedly, her thoughts drifting like clouds.

“I wish you could really talk,” she murmured quietly.

The words slipped out without much thought, like a wish tossed into the air.

For a moment, nothing happened.

The room remained still. The sunlight remained warm. The silence remained unbroken.

And then  

“Hello dear Leah... I’m Dolly... and I really love you. I really really do... ”

The voice was soft. Very soft and sweet like a vanilla sponge cake...

So soft it barely felt like sound at all.

It didn’t come from the air. It didn’t echo from the walls.

It bloomed inside her mind. Yes inside her “mind”

Leah froze. For a moment she stopped thinking... talking...

Her fingers tightened around Dolly as her heart suddenly began to flutter wildly, like a bird startled into flight. Her breath caught in her throat, and for a moment, she couldn’t even blink.

Had she... imagined that?

Slowly, very slowly, Leah lifted her head.

Her eyes darted around the room.

The door was closed.

The window was slightly open, letting in a gentle breeze  but no one was outside. No footsteps, no voices, nothing unusual.

Everything looked exactly the same.

And yet, everything felt different.

Leah swallowed, her grip on Dolly tightening.

“Hello?” she whispered, her voice trembling just a little.

No answer.

The silence returned, heavier now, as if it were watching her.

Leah looked down at Dolly.

The same stitched smile.

The same soft yarn hair.

The same stillness.

“You... didn’t just talk,” Leah said, her voice barely above a breath.

She let out a small, nervous laugh, trying to shake off the strange feeling creeping into her chest.

“I must have imagined it,” she said quickly, as if convincing herself.

But her heart wasn’t so easily persuaded.

Because the voice had felt real.

Not like a dream. Not like something she made up during play.

It had felt... close.

Too close.

Leah hugged Dolly tightly, pressing her against her chest as if that might somehow make everything normal again.

“It’s okay,” she whispered, though she wasn’t sure who she was reassuring  herself or the doll.

For a moment, she considered putting Dolly away. Just for a little while.

But the thought made her uneasy.

Instead, she held her closer.

The room seemed quieter now, as though it were waiting.

Leah sat very still, listening.

Her heartbeat echoed in her ears.

Tick.

Tick.

Tick.

The clock continued its steady rhythm, completely unaware that something had shifted  something small, but important.

Leah took a deep breath.

“Dolly?” she whispered softly.

This time, she wasn’t pretending.

She was asking.

The air did not respond.

The sunlight did not flicker.

And yet, deep inside, a strange feeling settled  like the faint beginning of a story she hadn’t meant to start.

Leah didn’t know it yet.

But her little world of dolls had just changed forever.
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Chapter 2: The Secret Voice 

[image: ]


Leah’s voice barely stirred the quiet.

“Dolly... how can you talk to me?”

For a heartbeat, the room held its breath.

The sunlight still lay across the floor like melted gold. The curtains barely moved. Even the ticking clock seemed to soften, as if it, too, was listening.

And then  

“It’s not like I’m talking... it’s like I’m speaking inside your mind.”

The voice returned, just as gentle as before.

Leah’s fingers stiffened around Dolly.

Her heart skipped once... twice... then began to race, though not as wildly as it had the first time. The fear was still there, yes  but it was smaller now, standing quietly behind something new.

Curiosity.

“You’re... real?” Leah whispered, her voice trembling like a thin thread.

“I’ve always been real,” the voice replied softly.

Leah blinked, trying to make sense of something that didn’t quite fit inside her understanding of the world.

Her eyes searched Dolly’s stitched face  the same tiny smile, the same soft fabric, the same stillness.

“But you’re just a doll,” she said, almost apologetically.

“On the outside,” Dolly answered.

The words settled into Leah’s mind like a pebble dropped into still water, sending gentle ripples through her thoughts.

Leah hugged Dolly closer.

Her heartbeat began to slow, though it still carried a nervous rhythm. The voice didn’t feel dangerous. It didn’t feel strange in a frightening way.

It felt... kind.

Like warmth on a cold morning.
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