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    To everyone who has ever carried silent pain, buried memories, or unanswered questions —may you one day find the courage to uncover the truth,and the strength to finally rest in peace.
— L.H.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The past does not sleep just because we choose to forget it.It waits — patiently — for the moment we turn back."

      

    


The Ghost of the Mistress
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Prologue
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The storm rolled in heavy and unforgiving, rain pelting the old wooden house as though the heavens themselves wanted it swallowed whole. Thunder cracked overhead, rattling the glass panes, while flashes of lightning illuminated the living room in violent bursts.

Inside, Martin Willson paced back and forth, his face twisted with rage. His voice boomed louder than the storm, cutting through the night.

“You think you can shame me? In my own house?” he spat, his fists clenched at his sides.

Across from him, a woman in her thirties stood trembling near the mantelpiece. Her dress, a faded blue with a torn hem, clung to her as though the dampness of the storm had seeped into her very bones. Her eyes glistened with tears, but there was fire in them still.

“I’m not afraid of you anymore, Martin,” she said, her voice breaking. “I won’t stay silent. Not after what you’ve done.”

His jaw tightened, his breath coming out in short, furious bursts. On the couch between them sat a porcelain doll, its glassy eyes unblinking, its blue vintage dress eerily similar to the mistress’s own. The storm’s flickering light made the doll’s painted smile seem alive, mocking, as if it were a silent witness to their quarrel.

Martin lunged forward, his hand striking the side of her face. She staggered, catching herself on the arm of the couch. Her sobs filled the room, rising above the roar of the storm.

“You’ll ruin everything!” he shouted, his voice hoarse with fury.

She tried to flee, but his hand seized the doll from the couch. For a moment, lightning illuminated his twisted face as he raised it high.

“No!” she screamed.

The thud echoed, followed by another, and then silence. The storm outside raged on, but within the house, the world had gone still. Her lifeless body crumpled to the floor, her blue dress fanned out like a broken flower. The porcelain doll lay beside her, its painted cheek smeared with a dark stain.

Martin stood over her, chest heaving, the reality of what he had done sinking into his bones. He dragged her body through the back door, into the storm, where mud swallowed her final breath.

When he returned inside, drenched and trembling, the doll remained on the floor, staring at him with those unblinking glass eyes. He shuddered but left it where it lay.

The house grew quiet again. Too quiet.

And from that night onward, silence was never just silence in that house.
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Chapter One – Dead Ends
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The fluorescent lights in the small grocery store hummed faintly above Neo’s head as he scanned another box of cereal across the till. The beeping sound was almost hypnotic, the kind of rhythm that made him forget what day it was. He looked at the clock above the counter—only 4:07 p.m. Three more hours to go.

“Long day?” asked a woman buying milk and bread.

Neo forced a polite smile. “Always.”

When she left, he leaned back against the counter, rubbing his tired eyes. Twenty-seven years old, stuck behind a register, counting down hours in a town where dreams never stretched beyond the next paycheck.

Meanwhile, Theo was across town, mopping the greasy floors of a fast-food kitchen. His apron smelled of fried chicken and oil. At twenty-four, he should have been in school, maybe chasing some kind of future. Instead, he was scrubbing tiles and dodging impatient orders barked by his manager.

By the time they both dragged themselves home, the weight of exhaustion was visible in their slouched shoulders. Their small house, with its peeling paint and sagging fence, stood quietly on the corner of the street. Inside, the air was thick with the faint smell of disinfectant and stale tea.

Their mother sat in her armchair, a blanket draped around her thin shoulders. Her hair had begun to fall out in patches, and her skin looked paler than it had weeks before. The sight of her always made Neo’s chest tighten.

“You boys eat
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