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    To the silent watchers, the whispers in the dark, and the shadows we ignore. And to every reader who dares to open this book, may you never look at your reflection the same way again. Your fear feeds these stories. Thank you for believing in the unseen.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The most terrifying ghosts are not the ones we see—But the ones that live in the silence of our routines."— Amulya Mishra

      

    


Daily Encounters With Ghosts

The Hidden Hauntings Behind Normal Lives
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Chapter 1: The Unseen Lodger Below
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Ritika wasn't superstitious. Not when she moved into Flat 4C in Shanti Towers. Not when the landlady hesitated before handing over the keys. And indeed not when she joked to her friend that old buildings just creaked like grandmothers with arthritis.

But the first night, something creaked too rhythmically to be a coincidence.

She was unpacking books when she heard it. A drag, then a pause. Then another drag. It came from underneath the wooden flooring.

She laughed it off. "Old place. Probably the plumbing."

But Shanti Towers didn't have wooden floors. That was one of the reasons it stood out in the property listing—old colonial charm with original oak planks.

The noise returned at 2:17 a.m. It was clearer now. Shuffle. Tap. Pause.

And again.

It wasn't plumbing.

It was footsteps.

And they were coming from right beneath her bed.

By the third night, the sound was no longer ignorable. It happened when the world was asleep. She had turned off all her fans and unplugged the fridge to ensure it wasn't a vibration. Still, the soft pacing continued.

One step. Two. Three. Stop.

Then again.

One step. Two. Three. Stop.

The pattern was exact.

Too exact.

Ritika called her landlady the next morning.

"Oh, beta, it's just termites, maybe," the old woman said with a strained smile. "Wood expands at night. Don't worry."

"But it's only in my room."

"Then pray. Or ignore. That's all you can do in Bombay, my dear."

Curiosity gave in to fear on the seventh night.

Ritika had set up a white baby powder grid across the floor to test her theory.

She heard the footsteps again.

But this time... the powder was disturbed.

Not walked through—disturbed from underneath. Like something was pressing upward against the planks, something was trying to reach the surface.

She went online. Looked up every article about Shanti Towers. Nothing. No murders, no suicides, no history of hauntings. Just the usual real estate drama.

Except for one Reddit thread—buried deep—with a post titled:

"4C: Don't Stay. He's Still Down There."

No username. No comments. The single post and one grainy photo of what looked like a hand pressed against the floorboards.

She visited Mrs. D'Souza, the old widow, in 4 B.

The woman didn't answer at first, but opened the door a crack after Ritika pleaded.

"You hear him too?" she asked.

"You know?"

"They sealed the crawlspace years ago. Said it was unsafe. But no one told the tenant."

"What tenant?"

Mrs. D'Souza looked at the floor, her voice shaking.

"His name was Dev. A quiet man. Lived here back in 1993. He found a way to the crawlspace. Made it his hideout. He had... episodes. Heard voices. Said the light from the windows burned his skin. We thought he was mentally unwell. One day, he just... disappeared."

"Did anyone look for him?"

"They thought he ran away."

"But what if he didn't?"

Mrs. D'Souza closed the door.

"I never said anything. Don't bring him up. He doesn't like that."

Ritika pulled back her rug.

And there it was—a square outline in the floor, just faint enough to miss, just deliberate enough to be something more.

A trapdoor.

She pried it open with a crowbar borrowed from the local carpenter.

It shrieked like a wounded animal.

Beneath the door was darkness. Dust, old nails, and a crumbling wooden ladder that led into an abyss of filth and cobwebs.

She should've closed it.

Instead, she climbed down.

The crawlspace smelled of rust and wet wood.

She shined her phone flashlight and gagged.

Old food tins. A torn mattress. Blankets. And walls covered in scratched numbers.

Not painted.

Etched. With fingernails.

Scratched into the wood were thousands of tiny hash marks—like someone had been counting days. Or seconds.

And then her phone buzzed.

No number.

Just a text that read:

"You're standing where I died."

She scrambled out. Slammed the trapdoor shut.

Nailed it. Bolted it. Wept.

That night, she slept with the lights on.

Still, the scratching began.

Then the thumping.

And at 3:33 a.m., the whisper:

"You opened it."

She ran to the police the next day. They laughed.

"No proof, madam. No crime. Who are you accusing? The termites?"

So she tried to move out.

Her landlady refused to refund the deposit.

"You broke the floor. You pay for it."

Ritika stayed the weekend to pack. Told her parents she'd be home Monday.

She never made it.

On Tuesday, the new tenant moved in.

Mr. Mehra, retired professor.

He looked around the place. It smelled musty.

At night, he walked into the bedroom and frowned.

The floor felt... warm.

Alive.

There was a rug.

He pulled it aside.

Found a sealed trapdoor.

He knocked once.

And something knocked back.
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Chapter 2: The Haunting Behind the Elevator Doors
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(The Girl Who Never Left the Elevator)

Akshay had always worked late.

As a junior programmer at a fast-growing tech startup in Mumbai, late hours weren't a choice—they were an expectation. His rented flat in Skylark Towers was a high-rise with 22 floors of identical units, polished marble, and sensor lights that clicked on as soon as you entered the lobby.

He lived alone on the 14th floor.

Every night, he returned past midnight, groggy, staring at the flickering panel of the elevator that seemed to always stall between the 12th and 14th floors.

One night, at 1:32 a.m., he noticed something strange.

The elevator stopped briefly.

Then displayed: 13.

There was no 13th floor.

Akshay frowned. "Must be a glitch."

The doors opened.

No one entered.

Just a long, unlit corridor stretching into blackness. No lights. No sound.

He pressed the Close Door button repeatedly, breath quickening, until the elevator sealed shut and resumed its climb to 14.

That was the first night.

The second night, she entered.

He was coming home from a beer run, earbuds in, elevator silent.

She stood in the corner, about 12 years old, in a mud-stained school uniform. Her hair was parted perfectly, her face turned away, her skin pale.

Akshay hadn't noticed her until Floor 9.

He jumped.

"Whoa. Hey, uh, which floor?"

No answer.

She didn't move.

He tried again. "You lost or something?"
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