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Dedication
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To the fearless hearts who dare to face the shadows,

To those who seek truth when the world prefers silence,

And to my readers, who knock on every door with courage —

This story is for you.
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Introduction
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Life often hides in plain sight, draped in ordinary walls and familiar doors. We walk past them every day, unaware that a single knock can change everything. Sometimes, that knock brings opportunity. Sometimes, it brings danger.

This is the story of one such knock — a night that altered the lives of Arif Khan and Shabnam in ways they could never have imagined. What begins as a chance encounter spirals into a web of deceit, corruption, and relentless pursuit. Through fields, forests, and shadowed villages, they are forced to confront not only the men who hunt them but the secrets of their own past.

A Knock at the Wrong Door is a suspense thriller that tests courage, loyalty, and the power of truth. It explores what happens when ordinary people are thrust into extraordinary danger, and how even the wrong door can sometimes lead to the right path.

Step into the shadows. Listen closely. The wrong knock may just be the beginning of the right story.
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Chapter One – The Knock
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The knock came at 11:47 p.m.

Arif Khan sat hunched over his desk, glasses slipping down his nose, the yellow glow of the lamp soft against the rows of figures in front of him. Numbers were his comfort. They made sense when life didn’t. They behaved when people wouldn’t. But the sound that echoed through his narrow house that night was nothing he could balance on a ledger.

Three sharp raps. Not hurried. Not nervous. Deliberate.

At first, he thought it must be his imagination. He lived alone, and the nights had grown heavier since his father’s passing six months earlier. Sometimes he swore he could hear his father’s cough from the next room, or the shuffle of slippers down the hall. Loneliness plays tricks.

But then it came again. Louder.

Arif pushed back his chair and stood, heart hammering against his ribs. He walked through the narrow corridor, slippers dragging across the old wooden floor. The clock ticked in the living room, its sound unbearably loud.

Another knock.

He reached for the door but hesitated. Midnight knocks never bring good news. He almost turned back. But curiosity — or perhaps fear — pulled his hand forward.

The door creaked open.

The street was empty. Rain slicked the pavement, shimmering beneath the lone streetlamp. Wind moved the trees, making shadows dance against the houses opposite. Nobody stood at his doorstep.

But there was something on the ground.

An envelope.

Arif bent down and picked it up. It was soaked, heavy with water, its paper warped. As he lifted it, his fingers grew cold. The bottom edge was stained with something darker than rain — a deep, ugly red.

Blood.

He dropped it instinctively, his stomach tightening, his throat dry. He looked left, right, across the deserted street. No movement. No sound but the rain. Whoever had knocked — whoever had left this — was gone.

Carefully, he picked the envelope back up, holding it by the corners. There was no name, no address. Only a faint smear, as though someone had tried to wipe their hand across it in a hurry.

Inside, something shifted. A folded piece of paper.

Arif carried it back inside, locking the door behind him. His hands shook as he sat at the table. He tore the damp paper open. A single card slipped out.

It was a photograph.

The face of a young woman stared up at him, smiling faintly. Her eyes were clear, her hair loose around her shoulders. She looked alive in the photo — full of life. But across the bottom edge of the picture, in thick black ink, were four chilling words:

“She will be next.”

Arif froze. His pulse quickened, his breathing shallow. Who was this woman? Why was her photo left at his door? And what did it mean — “next”?

A gust of wind rattled the window. He nearly jumped from his chair. He pressed the photo against the desk, staring at it until the lines blurred. His mind spun with questions, none with answers.

And then his phone rang.

The sound sliced through the silence like a blade. He fumbled for it, nearly dropping it. Unknown number. Midnight. His thumb hovered over the screen.

He answered.

“Hello?” His voice cracked.

Silence.

Then, just as he was about to hang up, a voice whispered:

“I knocked on the wrong door.”

The line went dead.
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Chapter Two – The Town Awakens
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The rain had not stopped by morning. It drummed steadily against the narrow windows of Arif’s house as he sat at the kitchen table, staring at the photograph.

He hadn’t slept. Every time he closed his eyes, he heard the whisper again. I knocked on the wrong door.

The photo lay on the table between his untouched cup of tea and the unopened envelope that had carried it. The young woman’s face looked different in daylight — not smiling now, but haunting, her eyes seeming to accuse him of something he didn’t understand.

At half-past eight, his phone buzzed with a message from his neighbor, Shabnam:

Turn on the news.

Arif grabbed the remote, fumbling with the buttons. The screen lit up with the morning bulletin. A reporter stood outside the old mill road, where police tape fluttered in the drizzle. Behind her, officers moved about briskly, shielding something from the cameras.

“—body of a young woman discovered early this morning,” the reporter was saying, her voice tight. “Police have not yet released her identity, but sources confirm she was in her twenties. The circumstances of her death are being treated as suspicious.”

Arif’s hand went cold around the remote. He didn’t need the police to say her name. He didn’t need confirmation. He looked back at the photograph on his table.

It was her.

The same woman.

Alive in the photo. Dead in reality.

His stomach turned. The room felt smaller, the walls pressing in. Who had left that envelope? How did they know? And why him?

A sudden knock at the door made him flinch so hard the teacup rattled on its saucer. His breath caught in his throat as he stood, half-expecting another bloodstained envelope.

But when he opened the door, it wasn’t an envelope waiting this time.

It was Inspector Reyaz.

The man was broad-shouldered, his coat damp from the rain, his eyes sharp and restless. A uniformed constable stood just behind him. Reyaz looked Arif up and down in one sweep, his expression unreadable.

“Mr. Arif Khan?”

Arif swallowed. “Yes?”

Reyaz held up a notebook. “We need to ask you a few questions. May we come in?”

Arif stepped aside, his pulse drumming in his ears.

The inspector walked straight to the kitchen table, his eyes landing immediately on the envelope and the photograph. He didn’t touch them. He just looked, then turned slowly toward Arif.

“Where did you get this?” His voice was calm, but there was an edge beneath it.

Arif opened his mouth, but the words caught. How could he explain it? That someone had knocked in the dead of night, that the envelope had been left like some twisted gift? He cleared his throat.
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