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​Synopsis

[image: ]


Lila is a little girl who frequently appears in a dark, damp corridor in one of the city’s old quarters. Her apparition always tries to interact with anyone who sees her. But Lila is not alone, there are many other shadowy figures of children lurking in that corridor.

Rumors about Lila and her mysterious companions have begun to spread, sparking the curiosity of Adrian, a journalist determined to uncover the truth behind Lila’s identity. His interest deepens after a series of strange incidents involving several women who work the night shift in the area.

Will Adrian succeed in unraveling the mystery and revealing the truth behind the legend of Lila? Or is she merely a terrifying tale whispered among the fearful residents of the old city?
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​Chapter 1 
The Mysterious Girl

[image: ]


In an old town nearly forgotten by time, there was a narrow alley known as the Shadow Corridor. It was dark, damp, and filled with terrifying stories. No one dared pass through it after sunset, except a little girl named Lila. She lived there alone, though no one knew since when.

Lila had a strange habit. Every night, she wandered the streets collecting discarded children’s toys and carried them back into the dark alley. She stored them in a wooden box she called her “Secret Chest.”

The townspeople rarely saw her. But at night, a few vendors passing the mouth of the alley would sometimes hear the laughter of a child and the light patter of small footsteps, as if someone were playing.

One night, a steamed buns vendor experienced something peculiar. As he passed the dim alley, he stopped his cart. There, in the corner, sat a small figure hugging a worn-out doll.

“Hey, little girl, what are you doing here all alone?”

Lila didn’t answer, she simply tilted her head and smiled.

The vendor took a cautious step forward.

“Don’t be afraid. I just want to make sure you’re alright.”

But when he was only a few meters away, Lila whispered softly, almost inaudibly, “Don’t come closer, sir... don’t disturb my friends, they’re playing.”

The man froze in place. He saw the faint silhouettes of several children playing in the narrow alley between two old houses.

Before he could ask anything else, Lila stood and ran toward the group of shadowy figures.

“Wait, little one! Be careful, it’s dark in there!” he called out.

In an instant, Lila vanished along with the other shadows, leaving behind only the echo of soft laughter, then silence.

Disturbed and frightened, the steamed buns vendor rushed back to his cart and quickly left the place.

After that night, he never went near the Shadow Corridor again, especially not after sundown. His story soon spread among the townspeople, adding yet another eerie tale to the corridor’s long list of mysteries.

Some curious individuals attempted to uncover the truth themselves, but none returned with a clear story. They only said that the alley felt too silent or too dark, like something was always watching from the shadows.

Then came a young man named Adrian, a brave and skeptical journalist who decided to uncover the truth behind the urban legend. Armed with a flashlight and a camera, he entered the alley to record whatever he might find.

As he stepped in, the air grew noticeably colder than the streets outside. Shadows cast by the decaying walls seemed to move, even though there was no wind.

Suddenly, from a distance, came the sound of small footsteps approaching. Adrian’s flashlight caught the figure of Lila, standing silently, hugging the same worn-out doll described by the steamed buns vendor.

“Hello there?” Adrian called, trying to sound friendly. “What are you doing here?”

Instead of replying, Lila slowly approached him, her expression calm yet chilling as she stared into his camera. Before Adrian could step back, Lila pointed toward a narrow passage between two moss-covered houses.

“My friends are all in there, Sir,” she whispered.

Adrian turned to look.

In the narrow space, he saw shadows of children playing.

Driven by curiosity, he stepped closer, slowly, cautiously.

Suddenly, the shadows froze. All at once, they turned to face him.

Adrian could see only the blackness of their eyes.

Fear crept into his mind, but curiosity won over his fear.

He stood still for a moment, observing. In their eyes, he saw a deep sadness, a sorrow beyond words. His fear dissolved, replaced by a sense of empathy and wonder.

To his surprise, Lila had followed him into the passage.

“Please help my friends, Sir,” she said softly, handing him a small wooden toy box.

Adrian looked at her and gave a faint smile. “Alright, Lila,” he replied, his voice trembling.

As soon as he spoke, the shadows vanished, so did Lila, who ran off and disappeared into the darkness.

From that night on, Adrian was determined to uncover what truly happened to the children of the Shadow Corridor.

He returned home with a thousand questions swirling in his mind, and a wooden toy box from Lila in his hands.
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​Chapter 2 
The Karma of the Past
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“It’s midnight, Sir. Time to close the bar,” Farah said politely yet firmly to the last remaining customer.

Farah was a waitress accustomed to working late nights in a small bar. She let out a relieved sigh after ensuring that all the tables were cleared. Once she locked the door and checked everything was secure, she decided to take a shortcut home. It was a narrow alley rarely used due to its darkness and silence, but that night, Farah was too exhausted to take her usual route.

In truth, Farah had always avoided that alley, something from her past tied her to the place in a way she didn’t want to remember. But that night, her body ached and her health was faltering. She just wanted to get home quickly.

Holding a small flashlight, Farah stepped carefully onto the cobblestone path. The clicking of her heels echoed, creating an odd rhythm amid the silence. Halfway through the alley, she sensed something unusual. Her steps slowed as she noticed a shadow dart across the far end of the corridor. She stopped and pointed her flashlight in that direction.

But there was nothing, just a cold stone wall with cracks covered in moss. “Probably just a shadow,” she thought, trying to reassure herself. She kept walking, though her heartbeat quickened.

Then, in the middle of that eerie stillness, Farah saw a little girl sitting on a pile of old bricks. Her hair was tangled, and she clutched a doll in her hands. The girl didn’t move, she only stared straight at Farah.

“What’s your name?” Farah asked, trying to sound friendly.

“Lila,” the girl replied softly.

“What are you doing here all alone?” Farah asked, concern in her voice.

Lila didn’t answer. Instead, she stood up and pointed toward a wall in the alley, where strange names were scrawled. “They live here,” she said with a faint smile.

Farah felt a chill run down her spine. “Who are ‘they’?” she asked.

“Just look,” Lila whispered.

Suddenly, Farah’s flashlight began to flicker, then went out.She heard rustling sounds, something or someone was moving around her. From the dark corridor ahead, she saw several pairs of eyes reflecting what little light remained. Her legs trembled, and cold sweat dampened her face. Terrified, she fumbled to get the flashlight working again.

When she finally got it to turn on, Lila was gone. The alley was completely empty.

Farah’s eyes then caught sight of a small box at her feet.

She had found Lila’s “Secret Chest” lying nearby. Hesitantly, she opened it. Inside was an old scrap of paper filled with drawings of children playing, but all their faces had been blacked out with ink. Beneath the drawing, a message was written: “We are the ones who were cast away.”

Farah, trembling, fled the alley with the box in her hands. But when she arrived home and checked it again, it was empty, its contents had vanished as if they had never existed.

That night, the shadows of children haunted her sleep. She woke up repeatedly, gasping for breath, her eyes swollen from crying that wouldn’t stop. A deep, unforgivable guilt pressed heavily on her chest.

Panicked, she got up and left the house. In the thickening darkness and biting cold of the night, Farah walked aimlessly, weeping as she went.

The next morning, her body was found in the alley, eyes wide open, staring blankly at the sky. She sat as if laughing, like she was playing with children. No one knew what had truly happened to her.

After an investigation, the police transferred Farah to the city’s Mental Rehabilitation Center.

Following Farah’s incident, a series of similar events began to plague other night-working women who passed through the Shadow Corridor.

They were found the next morning in the same condition, slumped against moss-covered walls, their eyes vacant, with eerily frozen smiles on their faces.

The local police grew increasingly uneasy, as not a single clear clue could be found.
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