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​Chapter 1 – The Weight of Silence
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The evening began with a lie.

––––––––
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THE SUN HAD DIPPED below the horizon, leaving the sky the color of a fresh bruise purples and deep blues swelling over the town of Shantideep.

––––––––

[image: ]


ACCORDING TO THE CLOCK on Aarav’s dashboard, it was 6:30 PM. Usually, this was the hour of the "Symphony of the Mundane" the rhythmic thwack of a cricket bat, the aggressive revving of scooters, and the high pitched laughter of children avoiding homework.
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INSTEAD, THERE WAS nothing.

––––––––
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AARAV STEPPED OUT OF the car.
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THE GRAVEL CRUNCHED under his boots with a sound that felt unnaturally loud, like a gunshot in a cathedral.

––––––––
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HE PAUSED AT THE GATE, his hand hovering over the cold iron.
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HE SUBCONSCIOUSLY RUBBED the faint scar on his temple.
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FOR A SECOND HE FELT something strange.
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A MEMORY THAT DIDN’T belong to today.

––––––––

[image: ]


A HALLWAY.

White lights.
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THE SOUND OF CHAINS.
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THEN IT WAS GONE.

––––––––
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THE DOCTORS HAD CALLED it a miracle that he survived the fall.
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AARAV WASN’T SURE HE believed them anymore that he still couldn't fully remember.

––––––––
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SURVIVOR'S GUILT WAS a heavy coat he wore every day.
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"DO YOU FEEL THAT?" he muttered.

––––––––
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BESIDE HIM, VIKRAM was busy adjusting his DSLR.
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VIKRAM WAS THE "BRAVE" one, the guy who used a camera lens as a shield between himself and reality.
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BUT EVEN HE PAUSED, his finger frozen on the shutter.

––––––––
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"FEEL WHAT?" VIKRAM asked, his voice an octave higher than usual.

––––––––
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