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​🖤 Dedication


To the ones who carry shadows in their hearts

and echoes in their minds—

May you find the courage to face your reflection,

and the strength to forgive what stares back.
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​Introduction
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We all carry reflections—

Some we show.

Some we hide.

And some that wait for us to forget...

So they can step through.

This story is not just about fear.

It’s about memory, grief, and the fragile boundary between what we create... and what we become.

Let this be more than a horror story. Let it be a mirror.

Look closely, and you may find yourself between the lines.

Welcome to A Hunger Without Teeth.

— Sathyam Daniel
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​Preface
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I never intended to write this book.

I intended to forget.

But stories, like wounds, don’t heal when ignored. They fester. They whisper. They return.

What began as a single image—a woman staring into a mirror that didn’t reflect her—became an unraveling. A voice. A hunger. A revelation. This book was born out of questions I didn’t have answers to... and the terrifying beauty of asking them anyway.

This is fiction, yes. But like all fiction, it carries a hidden truth—

Sometimes, we don’t face monsters.

We face ourselves.

If this book finds you, I hope it stays with you.

Not to haunt you, but to remind you:

You are not what stares back at you in your darkest moment.

You are what chooses to stay human.

— Sathyam Daniel
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​Chapter 1: Neon Diner – The Echo in the Void
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Mira meets Kael. A diner. A sketchbook. A stillness that isn't natural.

The beginning of something she both fears and deeply needs.

The rain had a rhythm that felt almost intentional.

It struck the windows in staggered bursts, like fingers tapping to an uneven beat.

Mira sat in the corner booth of the neon-lit diner, her hands buried in the sleeves of an oversized wool coat that still smelled faintly of linseed oil.

The sketchbook lay open in front of her, angled away from the overhead light.

She stared at the half-drawn figure on the page — a torso without weight, arms too long, face suggested but unfinished.

It looked like it wanted to be something else.

Or maybe it used to be something else.

The page was warped at the edges from a dozen erased attempts.

The proportions were wrong again.

The shoulders are too stiff. The expression is too clean.

Too posed.

Like it had been drawn by someone pretending to understand people.

She pressed the pencil harder, scraping a line down the neck.

It tore slightly.

She let the pencil drop.

Outside, the rain intensified — smacking against the windows like moths flinging themselves toward light they couldn’t reach.

Inside, the diner was nearly empty.

Just a hunched man at the counter, his face buried in a paper cup, and the waitress, who looked like she'd been standing behind that register since the seventies.

Everything about the place felt slowed down, diluted. The ketchup bottle on Mira’s table had a skin around the lid. The jukebox buzzed faintly in the corner, stuck between songs.

Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, one flickering slightly, like it couldn’t decide whether it was part of this world anymore.

The scent of stale coffee and lemon disinfectant clung to the walls.

Mira pulled the coat tighter around her shoulders.

She hadn’t slept in two days.

Not really.

She tapped the eraser against the blank page, then looked out the window.

Just in time to see the door open.

And him step in.

Kael.

She wouldn’t know the name until later.

But the moment he crossed the threshold, she felt the diner change.

The hum in the lights dulled.

The rain outside slowed — or maybe her awareness of it did.

The man at the counter stiffened, as if he too had heard something — but didn’t look up.

Kael was tall, not abnormally so, but with the kind of height that demanded space.

His coat was too perfect. Dry despite the rain.

His eyes found her instantly.

And stayed.

She didn’t look away.

Not even when he walked toward her booth, not breaking stride.

He moved like someone used to being expected. Like a memory returning to its place.

He sat across from her without asking.

Folded his hands.

And then he said it, like he had been waiting all evening for this exact moment:

“You’re an artist.”

His voice was smooth, unforced.

Deceptively calm.

It stirred something inside her — not panic, not yet.

But recognition.

She blinked.

Her fingers slid across the sketchbook, half-closed it without realizing.

“Do I know you?” she asked, her voice drier than intended.

He smiled, only slightly.

“Not yet.”

The waitress didn’t come over.

Didn’t glance at them.

Just kept wiping the same spot on the counter, her jaw tight.

Mira wanted to say something else, something dismissive, something clever.

Instead:

“What do you want?”

Kael tilted his head slightly.

He looked at her sketchbook — still half-open, smudged and ruined.

Then back to her.

“You’re not drawing like you used to.”

Her stomach turned.

She hadn’t shown anyone her work in months.

She hadn’t said a word about her block.

And yet this stranger spoke it like a weather report.

She searched his face.

It was too still.

Even the steam from her coffee curved around him.

Like he didn’t belong to the heat.

Didn’t belong to the movement.

“Who are you?” she whispered.

But it came out quieter than she meant.

Kael didn’t answer.

Instead, his gaze dropped to her hand.

Still resting on the sketchbook.

“What you’re looking for — it’s not on the page.”

She stared at him.

Felt something pressing against her chest from the inside.

Like a jar sealed too tightly for too long.

A familiar pressure she hadn’t named in years.

He looked at her like he could hear it — the crack just beginning.

Outside, thunder rolled in the distance.

And Mira thought:

He stepped in like a memory.

Something that wasn’t supposed to be real anymore.

Something you buried and never expected to dig itself out.

Kael rose.

The lights above flickered again.

The waitress finally looked up — but not at him.

Only at Mira.

And she looked sorry.

Kael leaned down, not close, but close enough to let the cold press against Mira’s skin.

“If you want to remember who you are...”

He gestured, vaguely, toward the sketchbook.

“...you’ll have to look somewhere deeper.”

He turned.

Walked out.

The door clicked shut.

The bell didn’t ring.

The rain started again.

Mira looked down.

Her hand was shaking.

She looked at the sketch.

A new line had appeared across the page.

Not one she remembered making.

It looked like the beginning of a door.

TO BE CONTINUED...
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​Chapter 2: The Studio – “The Imposter Within”
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Mira returns to what should be her place of control — her studio. But when Kael steps into her mind, her hands betray her.

And her reflection stops obeying.

The lock stuck again.

She jiggled the key twice, then forced the door open with her shoulder, exhaling as the hinges gave way with a dull, rusted groan.

The studio smelled like rain-dampened canvas and forgotten brushes.

Mira stepped in, flicked on the light, and stood in the doorway for a moment.

Still holding her breath.

Everything was where she left it.

Mostly.

The easel stood in the center of the room, skeletal in its stillness.

A half-finished canvas stared at the wall.

Her brushes were in their jars.

Her sketchbooks were stacked by the window, where the light was usually best.

And the mirror...

Still covered.

Still tucked into the corner like a shameful memory.

She walked past it, deliberately not glancing at the drop cloth.

She was tired. Not haunted.

That man — Kael — wasn’t real.

Just exhaustion.

Rain and caffeine and two nights without sleep, playing tricks on her nervous system.

Still, she couldn’t stop thinking about his eyes.

How still they were.

How nothing — not even the steam from her cup — had touched him.

She sat down and pulled a fresh sheet from the large sketchpad.

Taped it to the board with sharp, steady fingers.

Picked up the charcoal.

If she drew him, maybe she’d exorcise him.

Put his face back in the box of imagination.

Safe.

Tame.

Gone.

She began with the shape of his head. Angular. High cheekbones. That too-still jawline.

She didn't look at references.

She didn't need to.

Her hand moved too fast.

The lines felt... automatic.

Too smooth.

The dark space where his eyes would be formed quickly.

And that’s when she noticed it.

His arm.

Reaching around someone.

She paused.

She hadn't drawn anyone else.

She was sure of it.

And yet the form was there — soft at first, then sharper the longer she stared.

A shoulder.

A bent elbow.

A body leaning inward.

Her body.

She dropped the charcoal.

It hit the floor with a brittle clack.

Mira backed away from the page.

The sketch had changed — not just evolved, but changed.

There was no question now.

The figure in his arms had her neck.

Her hairline.

Her face — unfinished, yes, but emerging.

She felt bile rise.

"No," she whispered. "No, I didn’t draw this."

She ripped the paper from the board and stumbled backward, breathing hard.

The pipe above her head groaned — a sound she normally ignored — but now it echoed with intent.

Like the studio was listening.

Or breathing.

Then she heard another sound.

Soft.

Barely audible.

The faintest scritch.

From the corner.

She turned.

The mirror.

Still covered.

But something behind the cloth was moving.
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