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Chapter 1: The First Night I Saw Her
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The night I first saw her was the kind of night that doesn’t feel real even while it’s happening.

It had rained earlier in the evening, a slow monsoon drizzle that left the streets of Nagpur glistening under the yellow streetlights. The air smelled of wet soil and burnt tea from roadside stalls that refused to close even when the roads turned empty. I remember walking home alone, hands tucked into my hoodie, my shoes already soaked at the edges. It was supposed to be a normal night—just another return from a long, uneventful day.

But nothing about that night stayed normal after that moment.

I took a shortcut through the old lane behind the market. Most people avoided it after dark because the buildings leaned inward like tired old men, and the streetlight there flickered like it was struggling to stay awake. I used it anyway. I always did. It saved ten minutes.

That night, the shortcut gave me something I could never measure in time.

Halfway down the lane, I noticed her.

At first, I thought it was a trick of light. The flickering lamp above cast uneven shadows, and the wind kept shifting the branches of a nearby neem tree. But then she moved.

She was standing near the wall of an abandoned shop. The shutters were rusted shut, painted with layers of faded posters advertising events that had happened years ago. She stood just outside the glow of the streetlight, like she didn’t want to be fully seen.

She wore a simple dark dress, soaked slightly at the hem from the rain. Her hair was long, loose, and damp, sticking to her cheeks. Even from a distance, there was something strange about her stillness. It wasn’t fear. It wasn’t hesitation. It was as if she belonged to that silence more than the world around her.

I should have kept walking.

Any sensible person would have.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I slowed down. Then I stopped.

She turned her head slightly, as if she already knew I was there. That single movement sent a strange chill through me—not fear exactly, but awareness. Like stepping too close to the edge of something deep.

Our eyes met.

I can’t explain what I saw in her gaze. It wasn’t warmth, and it wasn’t coldness either. It felt like recognition. Like she had been waiting for someone who had finally arrived, even if she didn’t know who that someone would be.

“Are you lost?” I asked, though my voice came out weaker than I intended.

She didn’t answer immediately. Instead, she studied me. Not in the way strangers usually do, quickly and awkwardly, but slowly—like she was reading something behind my face.

Finally, she spoke.

“No,” she said. Her voice was soft, but it carried strangely in the empty lane. “I think you are.”

I laughed a little, nervous. “I live just down the road.”

“That’s not what I mean,” she replied.

The wind picked up slightly, carrying the smell of wet asphalt and something faintly floral. Jasmine, maybe, from somewhere I couldn’t see.

I should have left then. That would have been the smart choice. But something about her voice held me there, anchored me to the spot like I was no longer fully in control of my own movement.

“Why are you here at this hour?” I asked.

She tilted her head slightly, as if the question itself was unfamiliar.

“I could ask you the same,” she said.

“I told you. I’m going home.”

“Home,” she repeated, like she was testing the word. “Funny how people say that so easily.”

There was a pause. The streetlight above us flickered again, and for a moment, everything went almost dark. When the light returned, she was still there—but she felt closer, even though she hadn’t moved.

“Do you believe in coincidences?” she asked suddenly.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “Sometimes things just happen.”

She smiled faintly at that. It wasn’t a happy smile. It was something more complicated—like sadness wearing a mask it didn’t quite fit.

“Things don’t just happen,” she said. “They arrive. At the right time. To the right people.”

I felt a strange pressure in my chest, like her words were heavier than they should have been.

“Who are you?” I asked, more seriously now.

For the first time, she looked away. Toward the end of the lane, where the darkness thickened into something almost solid.

“That depends,” she said.

“On what?”

“On whether you stay.”

The air felt colder after she said that.

I remember thinking she might be dangerous. Not in the obvious way—no weapon, no threat—but in a quieter sense. The kind of danger that doesn’t announce itself until it’s already inside you.

“I should go,” I said, though my feet didn’t move.

“Yes,” she agreed softly. “You should.”

But neither of us moved.

Another minute passed. Maybe more. Time felt unreliable there, like the lane existed slightly outside the rest of the world.

Finally, I forced myself to take a step back. Then another.

She watched me without reacting.

“Will I see you again?” I asked before I could stop myself.

For a moment, she didn’t answer. Then she said, “If you remember me.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It is,” she replied gently.

I turned away then, finally walking. My shoes splashed through shallow puddles, and the sound echoed louder than it should have. I didn’t look back immediately. I told myself not to.

But halfway down the lane, I did.

She was still there.

Still watching.

But now she was standing fully in the light.

And for a brief second—just a fraction of a moment—I realized something that made my steps falter.

I didn’t recognize where I had seen her before.

Not in real life.

But somewhere else.

Somewhere I couldn’t remember clearly.

I blinked.

And when I looked again, she was gone.

Only the empty lane remained, with rainwater dripping from rusted roofs and the flickering streetlight humming like a tired heartbeat.

I stood there for a long time, unsure whether I had imagined everything.

Then I walked home faster than I ever had before.

But even after I reached my room, closed the door, and lay down on my bed, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something had followed me back.

Not outside.

Inside my thoughts.

Waiting.
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Chapter 2: The Whisper in the Old House
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The night after I saw her, sleep refused to come.

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw that same figure standing under the dim streetlight—motionless, silent, as if she wasn’t part of this world but something paused between moments. Her face had stayed with me more than I wanted it to. Not clear enough to recognize, yet vivid enough to haunt me. It was like my mind had borrowed her image and refused to return it.

I told myself it was imagination. Fatigue. A trick of the mind after a long day. But deep down, I knew something about her had felt... wrong.

By the third night, I stopped convincing myself.

That was when the whisper began.

It came from the old house at the end of my street.

People in the neighborhood avoided it without ever saying why. It was just understood—like an unspoken rule. The house stood slightly apart from the others, swallowed by overgrown trees and iron gates rusted into stillness. During the day, it looked abandoned. At night, it looked awake.

That night, as I passed it on my way back from the shop, I heard it.

A faint sound.

At first, I thought it was wind slipping through broken windows. But then it came again—soft, deliberate, almost like someone trying to speak without forming words properly.

“...come...”

I stopped walking.

My first instinct was to laugh at myself. My mind was clearly playing games now. But then the sound came again, clearer this time.

“Come closer...”

My body didn’t move, but my attention did. It locked onto the house like it had been waiting for me all along.

The gate creaked slightly, even though there was no wind.

I should have walked away.

Instead, I stepped forward.

The moment I touched the gate, the whisper stopped.

Silence fell so suddenly it felt heavy, like pressure against my ears. The kind of silence that doesn’t belong in an open place.

Then the gate opened on its own.

Not wide. Just enough for me to enter.

My heart hammered in my chest. I told myself I was only going to look. Nothing more. Just enough to confirm there was nothing there.

The path leading to the house was cracked and uneven. Dry leaves crunched under my feet, though I tried to walk carefully. The air grew colder with every step, as if the house was draining warmth from everything around it.

The front door was already slightly open.

That should have been my warning.

Inside, the air smelled of dust and something else—something faintly sweet, like old flowers left too long in water. The kind of smell that doesn’t belong in abandoned places.

I called out once.

My voice sounded wrong here. Smaller. Fragile.

No answer.

Then, from somewhere deeper inside the house, I heard it again.

A whisper.

“Finally...”

My stomach tightened.

The hallway stretched ahead like a tunnel of darkness. The walls were covered in peeling wallpaper, and framed pictures hung crookedly, their faces too faded to recognize. But I noticed something strange as I moved forward—every frame seemed to be slightly turned toward me, as if watching.

I told myself it was just fear twisting perception.

Then I heard footsteps upstairs.

Slow. Deliberate.

Someone was walking.

I wasn’t alone.

“Hello?” I called again, more firmly this time.

The footsteps stopped.

Silence.

Then, a soft creak above me, like someone leaning over a railing.

I looked up.

Nothing.

But I felt it—the presence. Not seen, but sensed. Like standing too close to someone in the dark.

A door at the end of the hallway began to open slowly.

I didn’t walk toward it. I swear I didn’t.

But my feet moved anyway.

Each step felt heavier than the last, like the house was pulling me forward, not allowing hesitation. The air grew colder again, and the whisper returned, now all around me instead of from one direction.

“Don’t leave...”

My hand reached the door without my permission.

It opened fully.

Inside was a room with no furniture.

Only a mirror.

A tall, old mirror standing against the far wall, its glass slightly cracked.

And in it...

I saw her.

The same girl from the streetlight.

Except now she wasn’t standing still.

She was smiling.

Slowly.

As if she had been waiting for me to find her all along.

Behind me, the whisper grew louder.

“You came back.”

I spun around instantly.

No one.

But the door had closed.

And the house—somehow—felt smaller than before.

Like it had just locked me inside its memory.

The mirror flickered.

For a moment, her reflection was gone.

Then she appeared again, closer than before.

Not inside the mirror anymore.

But behind me.

I didn’t want to turn around.

But I did.

And that was the moment everything changed.

The room was empty.

No girl.

No shadow.

Only the mirror... now showing me standing alone in a house I didn’t remember entering willingly.

But my reflection...

It wasn’t copying me anymore.

It was smiling.

And the whisper returned one last time, right next to my ear.

“Now you belong to the house.”

The lights—if there had ever been any—went out completely.

And in the darkness, something took a breath that sounded exactly like mine.
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