
Table of Contents

THE SOUND OF LIGHT.Subtitle: An Emotional Story of Love, Loss, and the Message That Time Couldn’t Silence.

Chapter 1: The Night She Vanished

Chapter 2: The Interrogation

Chapter 3: The Message Returns

Chapter 4: The Mirror and the Lie

Chapter 5 – The Shadows Between Us

Chapter 6 – The Stranger in the Rain

Chapter 7: Thirty Minutes to Sunrise

Chapter 8 – The Morning After Silence

Chapter 9 – The Road That Never Ends

Chapter 10 – The Photograph in the Fog

Chapter 11 – The Edge of the Fog

Chapter 12 – The Bullet That Missed the Past

Chapter 13 – The Ghost in the Mirror

Chapter 14 – The Unwritten Confession

Chapter 15 – The Room Where the Truth Sleeps

Chapter 16 – Ashes of the First Lie

Chapter 17 – The Call from the Cliff

Chapter 18 – “The Fire Beneath the Waves”

Chapter 19 – “When the Sea Remembers”

Chapter 20 – “Echoes Before Dawn”

Chapter 21 – “The Light That Never Sleeps”

Chapter 22 – “The Weight of Tomorrow”

Chapter 23 – “The Distance Between Stars”

Chapter 24 – “Somewhere Out There”

Chapter 25 – “The Sound of Light”





Copyright Page

Title: The Sound of Light
Subtitle: An Emotional Story of Love, Loss, and the Message That Time Couldn’t Silence
Author: ER. MANOJ ARORA



Copyright © 2025 ER. MANOJ ARORA
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
Published by
ER. MANOJ ARORA
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Night She Vanished
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Mumbai never really sleeps — it just changes its rhythm after midnight.
The honking slows. The streets glisten. And somewhere in the chaos, the city starts whispering its secrets.
Kabir Sehgal stood by the window of his apartment on the 17th floor, watching the rain fall like broken glass against the skyline. Below, headlights streaked through puddles — tiny trails of light disappearing into darkness. He had been staring for an hour, but his mind wasn’t seeing the city anymore. It was still stuck on her last words.

“Kabir... if I don’t call you by morning, don’t come looking for me.”

She had said it half-jokingly, like a filmmaker teasing a scene. But her voice had trembled — just enough to make him doubt the laughter behind it.

He had tried calling her since then — sixteen times. No response.
Her phone was switched off. Her last message was a blank draft in his inbox:
“If anything happens to me...”
Nothing after that. No dots. No closure. Just silence.
Kabir’s apartment was a museum of contradictions — empty whisky glasses beside award trophies, scribbled notebooks beside unopened letters. On the wall hung a framed newspaper clipping:
“Kabir Sehgal Exposes the Minister’s Secret Network — Exclusive Story That Rocked the Cabinet.”
That story had made him famous. And it had made him enemies.
Tonight, those enemies felt closer than ever.

He grabbed his phone again, scrolling through their last chat.
Naina Verma.
Her profile picture — a blurred selfie in a mirror, half-smiling.
Her last text, six hours ago:
“I found something, Kabir. Something they tried to bury. I’ll explain everything when I’m back.”

Then nothing.

Kabir walked to the desk, where her coffee cup still sat from two nights ago. The lipstick mark on its rim looked like a ghost — fading, but still there. He touched it gently, then drew his hand back, ashamed at his own desperation.

A sudden knock at the door made him freeze.
Three sharp bangs.
Not the polite kind.
The kind that carried authority.
Kabir’s throat went dry.
He opened the door slowly.
Standing outside was ACP Arjun Rana — tall, weathered, rain dripping from his jacket, eyes that had seen too many crime scenes to be surprised by anything anymore. Behind him, two constables hovered in the dim corridor.

“Mr. Kabir Sehgal?”
“Yes.”
“We need to talk about Naina Verma.”
Kabir felt his chest tighten. “What about her?”

Rana looked past him into the apartment — the half-empty whisky, the cigarette smoke curling in the air, the loneliness that hung like fog.

“She’s been reported missing,” Rana said flatly. “Her car was found abandoned near Madh Island. Doors locked. No sign of her.”

Kabir’s mind went blank. “That’s not possible. She called me last night—she said—”
He stopped. He couldn’t tell them about her message. Not yet. Not until he understood what it meant.
Rana’s gaze lingered on him. “You two were... close?”
Kabir nodded.
“Then you won’t mind coming with us to the station. Just routine questions.”

Kabir forced a smile that didn’t reach his eyes.

“Inspector, I’ve asked questions all my life. I know when ‘routine’ isn’t routine.”

Rana didn’t answer.
He just gestured to the door.
“Bring your phone, Mr. Sehgal. We’ll start with that.”

Kabir slipped his phone into his pocket — but before leaving, his eyes fell again on the blank draft sitting unsent on his screen.

If anything happens to me...

The words echoed in his head like a curse.

He didn’t know then that this message — unfinished, unsent — would unravel everything he thought he knew about love, loyalty, and truth.

And by the time he would read her final message...
Someone else would already be dead.
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Chapter 2: The Interrogation
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The air inside the Worli Crime Branch felt heavy — a blend of burnt paper, cheap coffee, and the scent of rain seeping through the cracked windows.
Kabir Sehgal sat on the steel chair in front of a flickering tube light, his fingers restless, his pulse louder than the ticking clock on the wall.
He had spent years inside pressrooms and war zones — but this room was different.
Here, he was the story.
Across the table, ACP Arjun Rana flipped through a thin case file, his expression unreadable. He wasn’t a man who rushed; he liked letting silence stretch until the other person broke it.

“So,” Rana began finally, “you were the last person Naina Verma contacted?”

Kabir’s throat was dry. “Yes. She called me last night around ten-thirty.”

“And after that?”

Kabir hesitated. “She said she’d found something important — evidence, maybe — connected to the corporate land scam she’d been investigating for her film. She sounded... afraid.”

Rana looked up. “Afraid of whom?”

Kabir exhaled slowly. “She didn’t say. Just that ‘they’ were watching her.”

Rana scribbled something on his pad. “Did she mention where she was going?”

“No. Only that she needed to meet someone first.”

Rana leaned back in his chair, studying Kabir the way a chess player studies a risky move.

“You’re an investigative journalist, Mr. Sehgal. You know how these things work.
A missing person connected to a political exposé... a boyfriend with a temper and access to confidential information... you see how this looks?”
Kabir’s jaw tightened. “Are you accusing me of something, Inspector?”

“I’m saying,” Rana replied calmly, “that people lie most when they think they’re protecting the truth.”

The words hit harder than they should have. Kabir looked down at his hands — the ink stains, the cigarette burns, the tremor he couldn’t hide.
He had never been afraid of questions before. But now every word felt like a trap.
Rana slid a plastic evidence bag across the table. Inside was a small silver pendant — a camera-shaped locket — smeared with sand.

“Recognize this?”

Kabir blinked. “That’s Naina’s. I gave it to her on her birthday in Goa.”

“It was found near her car,” Rana said. “Along with a bloodstained scarf. Forensics is running tests.”

Kabir’s heart thudded. “Blood? Whose blood?”

Rana didn’t answer. He just watched Kabir’s reaction — and wrote something else in the file.



Outside the interrogation room, rain hammered the city like static. The constables murmured about chai and deadlines.
Inside, time moved differently — slow, suffocating, deliberate.
Kabir leaned forward. “Listen, Inspector. Naina wasn’t the kind of woman who vanished. If she’s missing, she’s hiding from someone. Maybe the same people she was exposing.”

Rana closed the file. “Then help me find them. Tell me what she was working on.”

Kabir’s eyes darted toward the glass wall. Behind it, shadows moved — someone was observing. He lowered his voice.

“She was tracing a trail of offshore accounts linked to politicians and a real-estate syndicate called The Trident Group. She said she’d found proof — documents, recordings. But she didn’t share them with me.”

Rana tapped his pen. “Maybe she didn’t trust you enough.”

That stung more than he wanted to admit.
He looked straight at Rana. “You think I’d hurt her? I would die before—”
“Careful,” Rana interrupted softly. “That kind of love often ends exactly that way.”



Two hours later, Kabir stepped out of the police station, soaked in drizzle and exhaustion.
The city lights blurred through his wet lashes.
He lit a cigarette, though his hands shook too much to hold it steady.
From across the street, a car engine started. Headlights flared briefly, then went dark again.
Kabir turned, uneasy — but saw nothing except the reflection of his own fear in a puddle.
His phone buzzed.
Unknown Number. One message.
He opened it. Just three words appeared on the screen:
“Don’t trust anyone.”

No name. No clue.
But the typing pattern — the double space after each sentence — it was hers.
Kabir froze under the rain, staring at the glowing screen.
Somewhere in the shadows of Mumbai, Naina Verma was alive — and watching.
And whatever she had uncovered was big enough to make the city tremble.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: The Message Returns
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The rain hadn’t stopped by morning. It poured like the city itself wanted to wash away something — blood, guilt, or truth.
Kabir Sehgal sat in his car outside a closed café in Bandra, the wipers squeaking against the windshield. His eyes were red from sleeplessness, and the half-smoked cigarette in his hand had burned out long ago.
The message on his phone still glowed:
“Don’t trust anyone.”
He’d read it a hundred times.
It had no number, no metadata, and when he tried calling back, the line was dead. But he knew — he felt — that it was Naina. Her typing style was unmistakable: the rhythm, the deliberate pause between dots.
Kabir replayed her voice in his head — that soft, confident tone that could turn sharp when provoked. She was alive. Somewhere. And she wanted him to know something.



He opened his laptop, the familiar glow of the screen cutting through the rain-dimmed morning. As a journalist, he had traced sources through encrypted mails and ghost accounts. Finding one message wouldn’t be impossible — but this one was smarter. It had bounced through multiple proxy servers before landing on his phone. Whoever sent it knew how to hide.

Kabir leaned back, running a hand through his messy hair.
He thought about ACP Arjun Rana’s words from last night — “People lie most when they think they’re protecting the truth.”
Was Naina protecting him?
Or was she warning him that someone close couldn’t be trusted?
He didn’t have answers. Only instincts — and instincts were what had kept him alive this long.



By noon, Kabir reached Naina’s apartment in Andheri West — a small, neat space filled with books, cameras, and sticky notes on every surface. The police had already sealed it off, but the constable at the door recognized him and turned away for a moment, pretending not to see him slip inside.

The air inside was still — the kind of silence that follows chaos.
A half-packed duffel bag lay open on the bed. A script notebook was on the floor, pages soaked from the rain that had leaked in through a half-open window.
He picked it up carefully. The ink had bled, but a few words were still visible on the last page:

“Project Trident – hidden footage... keep copies separate...”

Footage.
There was video evidence.
Kabir looked around — and then he saw her camera, lying under the table. The lens cap was missing, but the memory card slot was empty.
He checked the drawers — nothing.
Then, behind the books on her desk, he found a small digital voice recorder.
His heartbeat quickened.

He pressed play. Static hissed for a moment, then her voice came through — faint, shaken, but unmistakable.

“If someone finds this... I know they’ll come for me soon. Kabir, if you’re listening — don’t go to Riddhi. She’s not what you think. The Trident project isn’t just land fraud — it’s murder.”

The recording ended abruptly with a thud
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