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Synopsis
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This novel tells the chilling story of Room No. 13 in the old St. Winston Hostel and the terrifying spirit trapped within for 27 years.

Room 13 of the old St. Winston Hostel has been sealed for 27 years. This room was once the site of a secret and dreadful experiment where the student Sumi was subjected to the "Curse of Sight," leaving her eyes alive. As a result of this curse, anyone who looks at the room now has their eyes possessed by Sumi's spirit, forcing them to witness the horrors she chooses.

As Rudra, Diya, and their friends arrive at the new hostel, the old building's dark secrets begin to unravel before their eyes. Room 13 slowly drags them all toward an inevitable fate. The core question emerges at the end: should the room be destroyed, or should the spirit be set free? But whatever path they choose, death is not the end for them...
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Chapter 1: The Arrival
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1.1 New Beginnings and Ancient Walls
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It was a rain-soaked autumn afternoon. As Rudra stepped out of the taxi, his heart suddenly paused at the sight of the moss-covered archway above the main gate of St. Winston Hostel. The two stone angel statues flanking the gate seemed burdened with centuries of fatigue. Though the hostel was new, its foundations were ancient, a silent witness to the city's history.

"Come, my boy, you've arrived," his father said while paying the taxi fare.

Rudra reassured himself that it was just old architecture, nothing more. He was entering his third year of engineering; his mind should be focused on the concrete designs of the future, not the past. But the air of St. Winston seemed to whisper a different story. Surrounded by high walls, every brick seemed to carry the scent of dark earth. The main hostel building was Gothic in style, with black stone and narrow, vertical windows that looked like a row of eyes observing everything from the sky.

His room was double-seated. His companion was Diya, who was also new but much more grounded than Rudra. Diya had arrived earlier. Seeing Rudra, she smiled, "Welcome to the cradle of education and possible vampires."

Rudra smiled, dropping his bag. "Do vampires get a discount here?"

"Everything gets a discount here, if you keep your eyes shut," Diya replied. "It's an old building, you know. There's as much history here as there are rumours, probably more."

The interior structure of the hostel was quite odd. The main corridor was wide, but several narrow staircases led to the upper floors, shrouded in light and shadow. A line of doors—nearly forty rooms—ran down both sides of the corridor. Most of the doors were wooden but had been freshly painted.

The current warden, Mr. Chowdhury, a quiet man in his fifties whose eyes held a veiled mystery, much like the hostel itself, welcomed them.

"Always remember, St. Winston has some rules that are unwritten," Mr. Chowdhury said in his grave voice. "You are here to study; your focus should be only on your studies."

Rudra and Diya's room was on the second floor, about halfway down the corridor. They began unpacking. The hostel felt a bit cold, even though the rain had stopped outside.

Later, they went downstairs to explore the first-floor corridor. That's where Rudra's eyes stopped. At the very end, where the corridor abruptly terminated, was a room. Its number was '13'. Unlike the other rooms, its door had not been repainted. Instead, it was faded, the wood chipped, as if bearing the mark of another time. A huge, old, black with rust padlock hung on the door. But what truly unsettled Rudra was the metal plaque affixed above the door, which the other rooms did not have.
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1.2 The Marked Door
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There was an unwritten rule in the hostel—one that was followed but never spoken of. Standing before Room 13, Rudra encountered that rule for the first time. The metal plaque was fastened above the door as if it were not just a number, but a warning.

Diya stepped closer to the board. "See? This is the room everyone avoids talking about," she whispered.

Something was engraved on the plaque in old, hand-carved script. The writing was so corroded that it was difficult to read even in daylight. Rudra moved closer.

The first line was clear, but its meaning was strange:

"Sight Forbidden. Keep Away."

The second line was blurry, but Rudra managed to make it out with difficulty:

"28th Year. Room 13."

Rudra frowned. "28th year? It's the 27th year now. Does that mean it was installed a year ago? And what does 'Sight Forbidden' mean? Why are we warned not to look at the room?"

Diya shrugged. "Maybe it's just a prank or an ancient warning. But did you see the lock? It probably needs a special key that even the warden doesn't have."

As they were leaning toward the plaque, an older student, Rahul, approached them from behind. Rahul was handsome, somewhat cynical, but experienced.

"What are you two doing?" Rahul asked, a slight annoyance in his voice.

"We were just..." Rudra began.

Rahul didn't let them finish. He practically pulled both of them away. "Listen, newcomers, the most important rule of the hostel is—do not ask any questions about this room or this plaque. And never look at it for too long."

"Why?" Diya questioned. "What's in there?"

Rahul glanced around, then lowered his voice. "This room was sealed 27 years ago. A student, Sumi, was here. It's not that she died, but rather, she stayed. She conducted a strange experiment with her own eyes... and it succeeded. Her eyes are still alive today. And she waits for any new pair of eyes that look at this room."

A lump formed in Rudra's throat. "What experiment?"

"You don't need to know that," Rahul snapped. "You just need to remember: this room is empty, yet everyone is present. Whenever someone pays too much attention to this room, Sumi lends them her eyes. And she shows them... what she wants to see. What you do not want to see."

Rahul left, but his words were etched in their minds. "Sight Forbidden"—the mystery wasn't solved, it only deepened. When Rudra went to bed that night, he kept recalling the letters on the faded plaque and the image of that massive, black padlock. Room 13 felt like more than just a room; it was a sigh buried beneath the hostel.

After the first night's dinner, Rudra and Diya returned to their room. Being in the middle of the corridor, it was quite far from Room 13. But Rudra's mind repeatedly wandered toward that forbidden door.

Rudra told Diya, "I think I looked at that plaque for too long."

Diya tried to calm him with a laugh. "Oh, come on, you're overthinking it. It's just an old hostel story. Let's sleep."

They turned off the lights. The corridor was silent, save for the faint sound of dripping water from a distant drain. Rudra couldn't sleep. He looked out the window; the dark trees outside the hostel seemed to have taken on strange, black shapes.
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1.3 The First Silent Beckoning
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It was around two o'clock at night. According to hostel rules, this was the time of deep silence. Rudra still couldn't sleep. He felt as if someone was walking in the corridor, although he could not hear any distinct sound. He tried to turn over, but a sense of unease gripped him.

Suddenly, in the stillness, Rudra felt a very low whisper near his ear. The sound was so faint that it was hard to be sure—was it a sound, or just his imagination?

The first whisper was just a long, drawn-out breathing sound—"Hmm..."

Rudra lay still, ears strained. Diya was sleeping peacefully beside him. He wanted to make sure he was awake. He blinked his eyes. He was awake.

The second time, the sound came closer. This time, the sound was calling him in a specific direction.

"O... ver... the. ere..."

The sound was not like a language, only a wave of resonance. Rudra realized the sound was coming from the end of the corridor. Yes, right from Room 13. Was it the sound of an old pipe? Or a rat?

But he felt it was a voice. A faint, almost non-existent voice that was summoning him. A strange curiosity, stronger than fear, surged within him.

He remembered Rahul's warning: "...Sumi lends them her eyes."

He slowly got out of bed. Even the sound of his bare feet on the floor seemed loud. He went to the door and carefully opened it just a crack.

Only the dim light of a single floor lamp illuminated the corridor. That light fell on the door of Room 13, making the metal plaque look even more mysterious.

Rudra saw that the mid-section of the corridor was empty.

But as soon as he looked toward Room 13—he felt the air trapped in that room stirring.

This time, the whisper was right next to his ear. It felt like someone was standing right behind him, but when he looked back, there was no one.

The sound seemed to urge him closer, pulling his mind toward it.

"C... o... m... e... c... l... o... s... e..."

Rudra couldn't blink. He stared at the room. The dark door, the old lock, and the forbidden plaque. Suddenly, Rudra felt that one of the rusty letters written on the plaque seemed to shift.

No, it didn't move. But Rudra felt as if the old wood of the door was observing him with a different, non-physical gaze.

At that exact moment, Rudra felt a sharp burning sensation in his eyes. As if hot grains of sand had suddenly gotten into them. He quickly shut his eyes, pressing his hands over them.

When he opened his eyes, a momentary vision flashed before him: A single eye in a black, deep void—enormous, fixed, and glowing yellow—staring only at him.

The vision disappeared in a fraction of a second. Rudra, gasping, quickly shut the door and stumbled back to his bed. He was trembling.

He knew he hadn't just seen a trick of the eye.

He understood that the first silent beckoning had been answered. By looking at Room 13, Sumi was preparing to take possession of his eyes. The burning sensation in Rudra's eyes lingered, and the reflection of that yellow eye was imprinted in his mind.

He lay in bed, trying to convince himself that it was just lack of sleep, or the stress of a new place. But deep down, he knew: he had looked, and Sumi was now waiting for him.
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Chapter 2: The Door Ajar
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2.1 The Dripping Silence

[image: ]




The unearthly experience of the first night had deeply affected Rudra. The impression of that fixed, yellow gaze seemed to still cling to his eyes. Sleeping became impossible for him. He would just lie there, straining his ears for any sound that might break the silence of the hostel's old walls.

That night, he had gone near Room 13, and he had felt the room's spectral lure. Now, the more he wanted to keep his distance, the more his mind kept returning to that forbidden door.

On the third night, Rudra was still awake. It was three in the morning. The hostel corridor was completely silent. The stillness was so dense that it felt as if the walls themselves had stopped breathing. Diya was sleeping peacefully, but an unknown tension was coursing through Rudra's veins.

It was exactly then that Rudra first heard the sound—a dripping sound.

The sound was irregular but incessant. At first, he thought it was water leaking from the hostel's old pipes. But the sound was so faint and muffled that no pipe could produce such a soft dripping. The sound was coming from the end of the corridor, from the direction of Room 13.

Drip... (A long silence)

Drip... (Another long silence)

Drip... Drip... (Quickly, then silence again)

Rudra got out of bed. He cautiously picked up Diya's mobile phone from beside her head, careful not to set off the alarm. Without turning on the light, he went to his room door. The dripping sound was getting clearer. It wasn't water. The sound was different, more like a heavy liquid falling onto the floor.

Rudra remembered: Room 13 was locked! There was no question of water leaking inside. If there were, the warden or a senior student would surely know. But Rahul had said no one ever went near that room.

Curiosity and fear, these two opposing emotions, pulled him into the corridor. He very carefully opened the door and stepped out. The yellow light of the corridor lamppost made long shadows dance along the walls.
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