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Jack was a standout college student, known for his intelligence, perceptiveness, and sociability. His sharp mind and engaging personality made him popular among peers, and he lived in a student residence just a stone’s throw from the university where he studied.

The residence itself had an unsettling reputation. Whispers of eerie events and tragic stories surrounded the aging building. Many students spoke of a grim pattern: those who were forced to spend the summer there, when the residence was almost deserted, were said to be haunted by the ghosts of their predecessors. The summer students were often those finishing their theses, presenting their work to their supervising professors.

Jack was one of these unfortunate souls. His summer break was to be spent in this decaying, almost Victorian-era building, working diligently on his thesis. He had heard countless stories about the residence’s damp, crumbling walls and the sinister atmosphere that seemed to cling to the air. The residence was old, its halls echoing with a history of unspoken fears and whispered legends.

As night fell, Jack would hear the incessant creaking of doors swinging open and shut, their noise amplified by the wind. He reassured himself that it was nothing more than the drafty corridors playing tricks on his mind. The lights flickered intermittently, casting uneasy shadows that danced on the walls, which Jack attributed to the old, unreliable wiring or poorly secured light fixtures. Yet, despite his rationalizations, the atmosphere in the residence felt increasingly oppressive.

The stories told by other students who had been alone in the building were far darker. They spoke of spirits—troubled souls of students who had ended their lives within these very walls. Jack found himself unable to ignore these tales, his thoughts drifting to the spectral apparitions rumored to wander through the residence. Each night, as he sat alone in his room, working on his thesis, he felt an invisible presence lurking, as if the very building were alive and watching.

The residence, with its oppressive silence and relentless whispers of the past, seemed to pulse with an eerie energy, as if it were a living, breathing entity that had absorbed the anguish of those who had come before him. Jack’s initial curiosity about the stories gradually turned into a gnawing sense of dread. He was no longer just finishing his thesis; he was unraveling the mysteries of a place steeped in sorrow and haunted by the echoes of despair.

As the summer wore on, the shadows grew longer, and the nights grew colder. The residence’s history seemed to close in around Jack, and he found himself drawn deeper into the darkness, both literally and metaphorically. The line between reality and the supernatural began to blur, and Jack struggled to distinguish between the whispers of the wind and the anguished cries of the lost souls rumored to inhabit the residence.

The residence, once a place of mundane student life, had transformed into a labyrinth of fear and uncertainty. Each creak of the floorboards, each flicker of the lights, seemed to draw Jack further into a chilling narrative of its own making. The oppressive atmosphere, combined with the relentless echoes of the past, threatened to consume him, leaving him questioning his own sanity as he delved deeper into the dark secrets of the residence.

The residence, a dilapidated relic from a bygone era, was known for more than just its eerie ambiance. It was a place steeped in a macabre legacy of students whose lives had ended in the most horrifying ways, leaving behind tales of despair and terror that echoed through its crumbling halls.

One particularly unsettling story was about Ethan, a reclusive student who lived in Room 204. Ethan was an enigma to his peers, a solitary figure consumed by his own thoughts. One evening, as he prepared a simple meal on his electric stove, an inexplicable compulsion seized him. Without warning, he urinated on the hot stove. The combination of moisture and electricity proved deadly, as the highly conductive nature of urine resulted in a fatal electric shock. Ethan’s body was found sprawled across the floor, his life snuffed out in a grotesque and agonizing manner. Days after his death, rumors began circulating about a freshman who claimed to have seen Ethan’s ghost wandering the halls of Building 7. The spectral figure was said to be covered in the remnants of his tragic end, with wounds still oozing. The ghost seemed to plead for help, its presence a haunting reminder of Ethan’s suffering. When the frightened freshman recounted his encounter to the older students, they dismissed his story as the product of an overactive imagination, mocking him for his fears.

Another chilling tale involved Amelia, a once-vibrant student whose life had been marred by a deep and consuming sadness. Amelia had been a social butterfly, but her outward cheer masked a profound inner torment. One night, she barricaded herself in the bathroom of her room, her cries for help unheard. The next morning, her lifeless body was discovered in the bathtub, submerged in a corrosive mixture of bleach and industrial cleaner. The chemical concoction had ravaged her skin, leaving a horrific scene that lingered in the minds of those who found her. The bathroom, now a grim testament to Amelia’s tragic end, became a place of silent mourning for those who knew her.

Then there was Mark, a brilliant student who struggled with profound personal demons despite his academic success. Mark’s death was one of the most disturbing tales. He had been studying late in the library, his mind consumed by the weight of his own despair. In a desperate and chilling act, Mark tied himself to a chair and submerged himself in a large tank filled with industrial solvent. The toxic fumes soon overwhelmed him, causing a slow and agonizing death. His body was discovered days later, the tank still filled with the dark, viscous liquid that had claimed his life. The library, once a place of quiet study, was now a haunting reminder of Mark’s tragic end.

These horrifying stories added to the already oppressive atmosphere of the residence. Each tale, steeped in suffering and death, seemed to contribute to the building’s sense of dread. The flickering lights, the groaning doors, and the oppressive silence all seemed to amplify the ghostly whispers of the past.

Jack, isolated in his room and immersed in his thesis, could not escape the shadow of these dark tales. The residence’s haunted history seemed to close in on him, each creak of the floorboards and gust of wind through the drafty corridors heightening his sense of dread. As the line between reality and the supernatural blurred, Jack found himself ensnared in the chilling narrative of the residence’s past, where the ghosts of its tragic inhabitants roamed, forever trapped in the darkness of their final moments.

Jack had become intimately familiar with the suffocating silence and oppressive solitude of Room 101 in Building 16. The once-familiar hum of university life had faded into a distant memory, replaced by the heavy weight of isolation. His only companions were the shadows and the relentless ticking of the clock as he poured over his thesis. The endless revisions demanded by his supervisor had consumed him entirely. The professor, a figure known for his insatiable demands and relentless criticism, seemed determined to push Jack to his limits. Each critique, each comment, felt like an insurmountable hurdle, a constant reminder of the impossibility of meeting his expectations.

Jack’s attempts to escape the crushing solitude through his work were met with increasing frustration. He had retreated into the sanctuary of his room, trying to lose himself in the monotonous rhythm of typing and rewriting. The droning silence of the empty residence only added to his growing sense of despair.

Then, one evening, as Jack was buried in his work, a sudden, sharp knock on the adjacent door broke the monotony. The sound was distinct and deliberate, echoing through the otherwise silent hallway. Jack, who had developed a keen sensitivity to both supernatural and natural phenomena, immediately discerned that the knocking was not a mere trick of the wind or the building’s creaks. Someone was actively rapping on the door of the neighboring room—an empty space once occupied by his absent neighbors.

A flicker of hope surged through Jack. The prospect of human interaction, however fleeting, seemed like a lifeline amidst the crushing isolation. With a mixture of relief and trepidation, he pushed away from his desk and made his way to the door. The knocking continued, rhythmic and insistent, each rap echoing with a promise of something, or someone, breaking the suffocating silence.

When he opened the door, Jack was met by a young man standing just outside the vacant neighboring room. The stranger appeared worn and weary, his eyes reflecting the exhaustion of a long journey. 

“Good evening,” the young man said, his voice tinged with a mix of relief and frustration. “I noticed the room next door is empty, and I thought I might find someone here who could help me. I’m from Rennes, and I came to the capital on business. Unfortunately, night fell before I could return, and the buses have stopped running. I was hoping to stay with some friends here at the university residence, but no one seems to be answering the door.”

Jack, feeling a surge of empathy for the stranded traveler, invited him inside. “I’m Jack,” he said with a warm, reassuring smile. “It’s nice to meet you. I’m also from Rennes. You’re welcome to stay here tonight. In the morning, you can head back to wherever you need to go.”

The young man, who introduced himself as Daniel, expressed his gratitude profusely. “Thank you so much, Jack. I really appreciate your kindness.”

The narrow confines of Jack’s room in Building 16 were surprisingly comforting to him. The tiny space, barely large enough to accommodate two people, was a refuge from the vast emptiness of the residence. Its compactness offered a cocoon-like security, a stark contrast to the cold, oppressive vastness of the empty corridors outside. Jack had always found solace in the room’s snugness, a sanctuary against the uninviting expanses of the dormitory.

As Daniel stepped inside, Jack felt a strange relief. The presence of another person, even in such a cramped space, was a welcome change from the loneliness that had gripped him. The room, with its faded wallpaper and creaky wooden floor, seemed almost to sigh in relief at the interruption of its monotonous solitude.

The two men settled into the cramped quarters, their conversation filling the air with a sense of normalcy and camaraderie. They soon discovered they had mutual acquaintances from their hometown of Rennes, and their shared memories sparked a lively exchange of jokes and anecdotes. Laughter echoed through the small room, a rare sound in the otherwise silent and oppressive residence.

Jack found himself opening up to Daniel in a way he hadn’t anticipated. With the warmth of their conversation and the sense of safety provided by Daniel’s presence, Jack began recounting the chilling stories that circulated about the residence. The tales of despair and death, which had once seemed too horrifying to fully believe, now spilled from his lips with an unsettling ease. He described the grotesque suicides, the eerie sightings, and the unsettling atmosphere that seemed to permeate the building. 

As Jack spoke, he noticed a change in Daniel’s demeanor. The light-hearted atmosphere grew heavier, the laughter fading into uneasy silence. Daniel’s face grew pale, his eyes darting nervously around the room as if expecting something to materialize from the darkness. 

“I’m sorry,” Jack said, noticing Daniel’s growing discomfort. “I didn’t mean to frighten you.”

Daniel’s voice was barely a whisper as he replied, “It’s just that talking about such things... it feels like you’re inviting them in. The stories, the ghosts... it’s like you’re conjuring them by speaking their names.”

Jack’s own unease grew at Daniel’s words. The atmosphere in the room seemed to shift, the air growing denser as if responding to the tales they had shared. The once-welcoming space now felt charged with a palpable tension. The walls, lined with faded, peeling wallpaper, seemed to close in, the shadows lengthening and shifting with an unsettling life of their own.

Despite Daniel’s plea to shift the conversation to lighter topics, Jack found himself drawn to the darkness, his curiosity and fear battling for dominance. The tales of the residence had taken on a life of their own, and the room, though small and intimate, seemed to amplify the sinister energy that had been stirred.

The two men continued to converse, but the subjects of their discussion veered away from the supernatural. They talked about mundane things—sports, politics, and their favorite music—as if trying to dispel the growing sense of dread that had settled over them. Yet, no matter how they tried to divert their attention, the oppressive atmosphere of the residence lingered, a reminder of the dark stories that had been unearthed.

Despite the oppressive atmosphere, Jack found himself deeply grateful for Daniel’s company. In the midst of the eerie surroundings, Daniel’s presence was a balm for his frayed nerves. The two spent hours chatting, sharing stories and laughter that echoed off the faded walls, dispelling some of the darkness that had settled in Jack’s mind. The night stretched on, filled with conversation that felt almost normal, a rare break from the haunting silence that usually enveloped the residence.

As the hours slipped by, they finally succumbed to exhaustion, falling into a deep sleep. For the first time in what felt like ages, Jack slept soundly, undisturbed by the usual creaks and groans of the old building. Morning arrived, bringing with it the cleansing light of dawn that seemed to chase away the shadows and whispers of the night.

Jack woke with a sense of clarity and purpose. He gently shook Daniel awake, suggesting they head to a nearby café for breakfast. As they walked through the now-brightly-lit corridors, the oppressive weight of the previous night felt like a distant memory. Jack couldn’t help but express his gratitude to Daniel, noting how rare it was for him to feel so at ease. 

At the café, over steaming mugs of coffee and plates of warm food, they continued their conversation. The sunlight streamed through the windows, casting a golden glow that seemed to make the horrors of the night before feel almost surreal. Jack told Daniel how much he appreciated the company, admitting that he hadn’t slept that well since he first arrived at the residence.

As they finished their meal, Daniel mentioned he needed to head back to Rennes. There was a moment of silence, a shared understanding that their brief time together had been significant. They exchanged phone numbers, promising to keep in touch and visit each other whenever possible. 

Walking back to the residence, Jack felt a pang of sadness at the thought of returning to his solitary routine. But he was also filled with a renewed sense of hope. Daniel’s visit had reminded him of the world beyond the dark halls of the residence, a world filled with light, laughter, and human connection.

Back at Building 16, they said their goodbyes at the entrance. Daniel’s presence lingered for a moment, a warm memory in the cold, empty hallways. As Jack watched Daniel walk away, he felt a mixture of sadness and gratitude. Their paths had crossed at a moment when Jack needed it most, and for that, he was thankful.

In the days that followed, Jack poured every ounce of his energy into finishing his thesis. It was a Herculean task, but the urgency of escape drove him forward. The ghosts of the residence seemed to hover just out of sight, their presence a constant reminder of the darkness he was desperate to leave behind. Finally, with the last corrections made and the final touches added, Jack submitted his thesis and fled back to Rennes, eager to leave the haunting memories behind.

Back in Rennes, Jack found solace in familiar surroundings and familiar faces. One afternoon, while walking through the town square, he spotted Jimmy, his neighbor from the residence—the same neighbor whose door Daniel had knocked on that eerie night. A wave of relief and happiness washed over him as he approached Jimmy.

“Hey, Jimmy!” Jack called out, waving. Jimmy turned, and a broad smile spread across his face as he recognized Jack. They greeted each other warmly, exchanging stories and updates on their lives.

As they chatted, Jack felt a question nagging at the back of his mind. “Oh, by the way,” he said, “have you seen Daniel lately?”

Jimmy’s smile faded, replaced by a look of confusion. “Who’s Daniel?” he asked.

Jack blinked, taken aback. “Daniel, the guy who studied law. He graduated recently. He said he was your old friend. Remember, he came by the residence that night.”

A dark shadow passed over Jimmy’s face. His expression hardened into a mix of anger and disbelief. “Is this some kind of joke?” he snapped. “I don’t know any Daniel. And if this is your idea of a prank, you can just leave me alone.”

The sudden shift in Jimmy’s demeanor was shocking. Passersby started to notice the escalating tension. “Whoa, Jimmy, calm down,” Jack said, raising his hands in a placating gesture. “I’m just asking. No need to get angry.”

Jimmy’s voice rose, trembling with fury. “I said, get out of my face!” he shouted, his anger drawing even more attention from onlookers.

Jack stepped back, confusion and concern twisting in his stomach. “Okay, okay, I’m going,” he said, trying to defuse the situation. “Just take it easy.”

Jimmy turned on his heel and stormed away, leaving Jack standing there, bewildered and unsettled. Why had Jimmy reacted so violently to the mention of Daniel’s name? What was the hidden history between them that provoked such an intense response?

As Jack walked away, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was deeply wrong. Daniel had seemed so genuine, so convincing in his stories about knowing Jimmy. Had it all been a lie? But why? What could Daniel possibly gain from deceiving him?

The encounter left Jack with more questions than answers. The comforting familiarity of Rennes now felt tinged with an undercurrent of unease. The mysteries of the residence, and the strange events of that night, seemed to follow him, their shadows stretching into his new life.

Curiosity gnawed at Jack, and the fear of losing a friend like Jimmy plagued him. Determined to get to the bottom of the mystery, Jack decided to follow Jimmy home. As Jimmy stepped out of his house and saw Jack, his face twisted in horror. “You again?” he spat.

“Please, Jimmy, calm down,” Jack pleaded. “You mean a lot to me. I don’t want to lose you over a misunderstanding. I’m sorry I brought up an enemy you clearly hate. I didn’t know.”

Jimmy’s expression shifted from anger to confusion. “What enemy? Daniel was my best friend.”

Jack blinked, stunned. “Was? You mean you’re not friends anymore?”

Jimmy sighed, his anger melting away. “Now I understand. You don’t know. I’m sorry for yelling at you. The guy you met is a lying bastard.”

Jack, bewildered, asked, “You mean Daniel?”

Jimmy shook his head, his voice calmer. “Which Daniel are you talking about? Daniel died three years ago in a car accident. He never graduated in law; he was just in his first year.”

Jack’s world spun. “Then who was that?”

Jimmy’s eyes darkened. “A lying bastard with a rough sense of humor”

Jack’s mind raced. “But he knew so much about you. You must know him.”

“Describe him,” Jimmy demanded.

Jack recounted, “A red-haired guy, about my height, with a scar on his right cheek.”

Jimmy’s face went pale. “Daniel looked like that. I know Daniel—I buried him with my own hands. But this deceiver? Never met anyone like him.” He paused, then said, “Wait here.”

Jimmy dashed into the house and soon returned with a photograph. “This is Daniel.”

Jack felt the world tilt around him, and he fainted, the shock was too much to bear.

As Jack emerged from the hospital, his recovery was swift, though not without its lingering shadows. The doctors had reassured him that his physical injuries were healing, but the mental scars ran deeper. Days later, he returned to the university, driven by the urgent need to finalize and submit his thesis. The process of printing and organizing the final copies was more grueling than he had anticipated. The hours
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