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​Chapter 1: A Whisper Before the Fall
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The clock on the wall blinked 3:03 AM.

Adrian Wolfe sat upright in his leather chair, his eyes fixed on the shadows dancing along the office walls. The storm outside whispered against the windows, rain tapping like fingertips desperate to get in.

He should’ve gone home hours ago.

But something kept him anchored to that chair. Something he couldn’t name.

Behind him, the tape recorder clicked off. A final whirr, then silence. The last patient’s session had ended nearly six hours ago—yet Adrian had listened to the tape over and over again, as if a secret were buried in the pauses between her words.

“Sometimes I dream I’m someone else,” she had said. “And in those dreams, I remember things I never lived.”

He rewound the tape again.

“You think I’m crazy, don’t you?”

“No,” Adrian’s recorded voice replied. “I think you’re trying to remember something your mind has buried.”

He pressed stop. He didn’t want to hear the rest. Not tonight.

A flicker at the edge of the window caught his eye. Movement—quick, too quick. He turned his head sharply.

Nothing.

Just rain.

He exhaled, rubbing his temples. For the past few weeks, sleep had become a stranger. Ever since... well, ever since her. The new patient. The one who wouldn’t give her real name. The one who knew too much.

“Call me Mara,” she had said, smirking. “It’s not my name, but it fits.”

That smirk haunted him.

So did her words.

She had whispered, almost conspiratorially, during their last session, “I know what you did. Even if you’ve forgotten.”

At the time, he had dismissed it as another delusion. The minds he worked with were often fractured, scattered into corners they themselves feared to look in. But now... now he wasn’t so sure.

A thud.

Adrian jumped. It came from the hallway.

He rose slowly, heart thudding. Lightning strobed across the frosted glass door. In that brief flash of light, he saw it—a face pressed to the glass.

Wide eyes. Pale skin. Lips curved in something between a smile and a scream.

He stumbled back. By the time he flung the door open, the hallway was empty.

The silence roared.

Adrian stood there for several seconds, trying to convince himself it was a trick of the light. Maybe the thunder. Maybe exhaustion. Maybe all three.

Still, he locked the door.

And checked it twice.



At 3:11 AM, Adrian finally decided to leave. He wrapped his coat tightly, stepped into the rain, and walked briskly toward his car.

That’s when he saw the body.

She lay crumpled near the steps of the building, rain pooling in the hollows of her cheeks. Her hair spread like a halo, soaked through. Her eyes stared upward, unmoving.

Mouth open.

Like she had tried to scream but never finished.

Adrian staggered back, nearly slipping. “Oh God,” he muttered. “No. No—”

He dropped to his knees. Pulse. Check for a pulse.

But even as he reached for her wrist, he knew.

She was gone.



The paramedics arrived in ten minutes. The police in twelve.

The body was covered with a white sheet.

Adrian answered every question, his voice calm, too calm—detached, like he was narrating someone else’s nightmare.

“No,” he said. “I didn’t know her.”

“No,” he said again. “I didn’t see anything unusual tonight.”

But inside, something was unraveling.

He did know her.

Not by name, but by voice.

It was Mara.

The woman who came in for therapy every Wednesday at 7:00 PM sharp. The one who whispered secrets and stared too long into his eyes. The one who never paid. Never gave an address. Never signed consent forms.

No records. No trace. No proof she’d ever been a patient.

And now she was dead.

Outside his office.



By dawn, the reporters had gathered like vultures. Microphones jabbed like spears. Flashbulbs flared.

The headlines wrote themselves:

“Therapist Tied to Mystery Death.”

“Murder or Madness?”

“The Mind Doctor’s Dark Secrets.”

His wife, Clara, called once. Left a message.

“Adrian, please. Tell me it’s not true. I can’t...”

He didn’t call back.

What would he say?

That he might’ve been the last person to see her alive? That she had accused him of something he couldn’t even remember?

That some nights, he dreamt of drowning—but not in water. In blood.

His own voice. Screaming from inside his skull.



Back at the office, Adrian replayed the tape one final time.

The last words Mara spoke were different now.

He had missed them earlier, buried under static and storm:

“You’ll see me again, Adrian.”

“But not how you expect.”

Click.

End of recording.



He stood, eyes drawn to the mirror across the room—the one above the bookshelf. He had hung it there years ago, more for the patients than himself.

But now it reflected only him.

Alone.

Wet.

Pale.

Shaking.

But something was wrong.

He leaned closer.

The Adrian in the mirror wasn't moving like him. There was a delay—half a second, maybe less, but enough.

Enough to make the hairs on his arms rise.

And then, just before the light flickered—

The Adrian in the mirror smiled.

And whispered.
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​Chapter 2: The Face at the Glass Door
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Adrian didn't sleep that night.

He sat in his dim kitchen, the coffee untouched in his hands, watching the front door like something—or someone—might knock at any moment. The wind had calmed, but inside his chest, a different kind of storm raged.

Mara was dead.

And no one could explain how she’d gotten into the building. The security cameras caught nothing—no entry, no exit, no image of her at all. As if she had simply materialized, collapsed, and vanished into a permanent silence.

The only evidence of her existence was inside Adrian’s mind.

And even that was beginning to warp.



By 9:00 AM, he was back in his office.

He shouldn’t have returned—he knew that. Police tape fluttered across the stairwell, and the scent of wet pavement still lingered where her body had been found. But something drew him back, like gravity pulling him toward the center of a black hole.
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