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The Doll in the Seaweed
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Emma liked walking the shore when no one else was around. After school, when the beach emptied and the shadows grew longer, the world felt quieter, like it was waiting.

That afternoon, the air was heavy with salt and something else she couldn’t quite name. The seagulls weren’t calling like usual. The waves were gentle but slow, like they, too, were holding their breath.

🌊 She kept glancing over her shoulder, though she didn’t know why. The wind tugged softly at her shirt, like someone brushing past her. For a moment, she thought she heard her name — whispered faintly, far behind — but when she turned, there was nothing.

Her sandals sank slightly into the damp sand as she walked. Pieces of seaweed curled around her feet like fingers. She paused. Something caught her eye.

There, tangled in the wrinkled ribbons of kelp, was a doll.

It shouldn’t have been there.

Emma stepped closer. The doll was old—too old. Its gray dress was stained with brine, its tiny arms stiff, as if frozen mid-reach. Its hair—white, shoulder-length, stringy—clung wetly to its face.

🌊 Something about the way it lay, half-buried, made her chest tighten. It didn’t look like a toy lost in play. It looked like it had been placed there.

But what made Emma shiver wasn’t how the doll looked.

It was how it faced her.

Like it had been waiting.

She crouched beside it, heart quickening. For a second, she almost didn’t want to touch it. But something inside her whispered: “Pick it up.”

🌊 The whisper didn’t come from the outside. It felt like it slid between her thoughts, like a dream speaking its own language.

Her fingers trembled as she reached out. The doll was ice-cold, even though the sun had warmed the sand for hours. Its eyes—gray, glassy, too human—met hers.

Something shifted inside her. She wasn’t alone.

Emma jerked her head up.

The beach was empty.

But in the far distance, near the dunes, a shadow flickered. Like a girl. Standing. Watching.

And then — gone.

🌊 Her breath caught in her throat. She stared at the spot where the figure had been, willing it to come back, to prove it was real. But there was only the soft sigh of the sea.

Emma held the doll tighter and turned slowly toward home.

She didn’t see the faint footprints in the sand behind her.

Or the way the tide stopped, for just one heartbeat, before it started again.
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The Girl on the Street
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The sun was slowly sinking behind the rooftops, washing the narrow seaside street in a soft blue glow. Long shadows stretched like dark fingers across the pavement, and the houses on either side looked strangely quiet — too quiet. Even the usual sound of waves crashing in the distance seemed muffled now, like the world was holding its breath.

Emma walked alone, her sandals brushing against the warm asphalt. A seagull cried somewhere far above, but otherwise, the silence was complete. She clutched the strange doll tighter in her arms — the one she’d found tangled in seaweed earlier that day. Its white hair was still damp, its gray dress stained with salt and sand. She hadn’t meant to bring it with her, not really. But somehow, she couldn’t leave it behind.

There was something about it.

Something unsettling.

Like the way its glassy eyes always seemed to be looking — even when Emma turned away.

She crossed the familiar intersection near the town square. Normally, this place buzzed with bikes and chatter, with neighbors calling greetings across fences, with kids racing scooters up and down the lanes. But now, the benches were empty. The café windows were dark. And the street... was completely deserted.
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