
Haunting Evelyn

“She’s not haunting the house. She’s haunting me.”

By [Infinite One]
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​PROLOGUE
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New Year’s Eve, twenty-one years ago.
James Riddle slides in wearing a cheap green blazer stenciled with question marks, grinning like the answer. Riddle dressed like the Riddler—obvious and perfect.
He leans close to his boy Michael, voice low so the table can’t hear:
“Had to drop off in that little white cup at the clinic earlier—guess I’m in the system now.”
Michael smirks, tips his glass. “Gotta get your money, huh? By any means, I guess. They said be fruitful and multiply, right?”
He laughs once. The joke dies between them.
Music swells; bodies sway. Across the room a face tilts into the light—familiar in a way that pulls at his ribs.

“Lilith?” he calls, half a smile already there.

She turns, surprised, then it’s the old grin with grown-woman edges. “Michael? From Westview?” They laugh at the math of years. She looks good—too good for his better judgment. Quick catch-up, a shoulder bump that wakes an old gravity.

“I should head out,” he says,because he should.

“Come say bye where it’s quieter,” she says, because she knows.

The back staircase smells like pine cleaner and spilled beer. It’s a wedge of dark where the music is only a heartbeat. What happens there is quick and stupid and unforgivable. Michael leaves early, guilt sweating through his shirt.

As he goes, Lilith reaches for her phone.
A few doors down, another phone buzzes. That’s all we know.
Nine months later.
One ordinary afternoon sours into an argument—small thing, wrong tone. Margaret says he’s distant; Michael says he’s tired. Voices go sharp. He grabs his keys and storms out.
Twenty minutes into cooling down on the sidewalk, he pats his pockets—no phone.

He drives back fast. Front door ajar. House too quiet.

Bathroom light on. Steam on the mirror. The faucet running. Margaret stands at the sink, cheeks wet, Michael’s phone in her hand, screen lit on a message thread. Two words glare when she turns it toward him:

she’s yours.

Their eyes lock. Her heart, always fragile, sounds like glass. She leans on the counter, slides down the cabinet to the tile still clutching the phone.

Her voice is thin as thread:
“I’ll haunt you all... but I’ll wait until the baby turns twenty-one.”
The faucet keeps running. The mirror fogs. Michael drops to his knees, saying her name like saying it could make time behave.

Within weeks of the funeral Michael moves to another state—new lease, new job, new lies. A friend tags him in a smiling Facebook post about the move. That’s all it takes. Lilith finds the city.

One night she leaves an infant on Michael’s new porch, a blanket and a note: Somethings wrong—she’s yours. He names nothing; he brings the baby in and sits on the couch and waits for the room to stop tilting.

It doesn’t. The baby monitor hisses at midnight. A woman’s breath counts in the walls. Twenty-one. Twenty-one. Twenty-one.
Michael lasts eight weeks. He walks into a hospital to relinquish the child for adoption because he’s shaking apart and because the counting won’t stop.
At admissions, a TV over triage murmurs the noon update. The anchor reads, “A woman was found dead in a car on the shoulder about an hour outside the city. No name released.”
Michael looks up once, then down at the newborn in his arms. The screen goes to weather. The clipboard waits.
In the new state’s file, the father is listed as Michael (rights surrendered due to hospitalization); mother: not provided. No one here knows her identity or her history.

Years harden. Helen and Stanley become the baby’s foster constants. Michael checks himself into a psych ward. In his new life, when anyone asks, he says Margaret was the baby’s mother—tidier that way, easier to breathe through.

The rule of the haunting is simple and cruel: Margaret is bound to rage. She attaches to the man who broke her, and to the child she believes proves it. She waits, like she promised, for twenty-one.
And somewhere, far from the noise, Lilith watches—wordless as weather.
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​SATURDAY — THE BIRTHDAY GIRL

[image: ]


Riley chin-juts toward a girl at the end of the bar. “That’s Tiff—did one of those DNA kits. Found out her daddy ain’t her daddy.”

Sophia snorts. “You should get yours, Ev.”

Evelyn smiles too big. “I know who my daddy is. He’s in a psych ward, remember?”
They laugh a little too long.
Her phone lights. Incoming call: LOGAN. She answers, head turned from the table.

“I’m on the way,” he says, easy.

“Okay.” She hangs up, pockets the phone. “Bathroom.” She slides out of the booth.

Sophia elbows Riley, grinning at Evelyn’s back. “Girl, I’mma tell Daniel.”

Evelyn half-turns with a glassy smile. “Bitch, I’ll kill you.”

The table howls. Neon hums. Somebody clinks a glass. Evelyn keeps the smile as she walks.

The restroom is colder. Fluorescents whine. One stall hangs wrong; the mirror’s got a scratch dead center like someone tried to split the glass. She turns the faucet. Steam blooms—and then the fog climbs from the bottom up, like the room is filling from an invisible lake.

“Cute,” she tells her reflection, because talking makes it normal.

From the next stall: a whisper, same syllables as her joke, thinner and doubled.

“Bitch, I’ll kill you.”

Her hands stop under the water. She looks at the crack below the partition. No feet. No shadow. Pipes tick. The fog reaches her mouth.

“Hello?” she tries. The echo comes back wrong, like someone repeating her in another room.

She rips a towel, wipes a circle clear. For one beat her reflection doesn’t move with her. Then it catches up—late, like a lie.

She leaves fast without running.

Back at the booth, Logan has slid in—hoodie damp, smile easy. He smells like lime and somebody else’s perfume. The girls tease; Evelyn plays along. Under the table, her knee won’t stop bouncing.

“Everything good?” Logan asks.

“Yeah,” she says, and drinks too quick.

Outside the window, her breath fogs the glass when she laughs. For half a second it shapes itself like a fingerprint and fades before she can point it out.
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​STILL SUNDAY
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Helen opens the door before Evelyn can knock. “We love when you come see us every Sunday,” she sings, pulling her into cinnamon and coffee.

Stanley kisses the air near her cheek. “Kitchen smells better when you here,” which he’s said every week since she was twelve.

They talk about church gossip and strawberries like the world is simple if you peel it slow. Evelyn chews too long, eyes on the lace curtain breathing with the heater. The quiet feels like a towel out of the dryer—warm, a little heavy.

“Do you remember,” Helen says, buttering a biscuit, “when you were little, how you used to talk in your sleep? Calling somebody’s name.” She chuckles. “Lilith, I think?”

Evelyn’s fork ticks the plate. “Me?”

“You,” Helen says, smiling like it’s sweet. “Creeped us out at first, then it was just you.”

Across the street, the neighbor’s dog snaps from nap to siren. Bark-bark-bark—warning fast. The window glass trembles with it. Stanley frowns. “That mutt...”

The barking cuts mid-howl, like somebody pressed mute on its throat. Instant stillness. The kind that feels like a thought holding its breath.

Evelyn stands and parts the curtain. Empty yard. The dog is statue-still on the porch across the way, hackles speared up, eyes fixed at her window. Mouth closed. The low growl that follows doesn’t match the dog’s chest.

She lets the curtain fall. “Weird dog.”

Down the hall, the family photo frame tilts a half inch with a soft, embarrassed creak.

Later, at a café with Riley, they sit by the big glass. “Even the damn dog knew something was off,” Evelyn says, trying to make a joke out of it before it becomes a story. Riley rolls her eyes, digs for a sugar packet.

The plate glass throws Evelyn’s face back. For one odd beat the reflection lags behind the real her—like her double had to catch up. She blinks and the mirror blinks with her, properly, as if apologizing.

Riley doesn’t notice. “You seeing Daniel tonight?”

“Maybe,” Evelyn says. The word feels like a coin that could land on either side.

She stirs her coffee until the spoon taps the rim twenty-one times without meaning to.
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​MONDAY — HAIRLINE CRACKS
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At work, the wall calendar ghosts itself—dates fade like old bruises and 21 stays crisp and black. Printer glitch, she tells herself, because printers are haunted everywhere.

She keeps her head down. Snip, sweep, book the next trim. She smiles at a client’s story about a niece in Arizona and can’t remember the beginning by the time the woman gets to the end.

After midnight, the TV clicks on in the living room. No remote touched. Snow, then a channel she doesn’t recognize: a camera at tree line, night damp, sound like someone rubbing a thumb over a microphone.

A woman stands just inside the woods. Hair wet to her jaw. Nightgown dark with water. She doesn’t move toward the lens—she turns her head like she’s listening for something behind Evelyn. Not hunting. Guarding.

“Who are you?” Evelyn whispers, because the room will burst if she doesn’t put a word in it.

The channel flips on its own. A detergent ad. A sitcom rerun. Then her own dim reflection in the black screen, hair museum-still.

She sits a long time without breathing and only realizes it when her body decides to make her.

She doesn’t tell anyone on Tuesday morning, which feels like proof that she’s fine.
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