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    Dedication

For the voices that were never answered.For the doors that should have been locked.And for the children who were told the water was safe. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            If you hear your name whispered by the water,

do not answer.

It has already learned your voice.



    


Epigraph

Some places do not forget.

They wait.

They remember the moment help never came,

the breath that was never taken again,

and the voice that kept calling into the dark.

When you arrive,

they are already awake.

Author’s Note

This story was born from a question that refuses to rest:

What happens when a child calls for help...

and no one comes?
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Chapter One The Neighborhood That Sank
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The neighborhood did not look abandoned at first glance but something about it felt unfinished like it had been left behind mid breath Houses sat too quietly their windows dull and uncurious the streetlights flickering even when there was no wind Hollow Lane curved gently toward the end of the block 

where the pool waited hidden behind rusted fencing and warning signs so faded they barely warned anyone anymore People who lived there learned quickly not to linger outside after sunset Not because anything ever happened that could be explained but because the air grew heavy as night fell thick with the smell of old water and chlorine that had no business still clinging to the place Children were warned away from the pool though most parents never said why only that it was dangerous and closed and not safe anymore The truth was no one remembered when it had actually closed only that one summer it was full of noise and splashing and the next it was silent Still full Still waiting At night the neighborhood listened whether they wanted to or not because sometime after midnight a voice would drift through open windows and thin walls soft at first almost mistaken for a dream Mom it would say drawn out and wet as if spoken through water Once Then again People counted without meaning to Three Four Five By the sixth call lights would turn on behind curtains and by the ninth every door was locked tight No one ever admitted to hearing it No one ever talked about the nights when the voice sounded closer or when it seemed to wander the streets searching The pool never reflected the moon and never collected leaves and no animals ever went near it even in daylight The water sat dark and smooth as glass hiding the bottom as if it had no bottom at all Years ago a little girl had drowned there during a crowded afternoon when everyone assumed someone else was watching She had gone under quietly and when she realized no one was coming she called for her mother over and over until her voice filled her lungs with water The pool learned that sound The neighborhood learned to fear it And now the triplets were moving in.And now the triplets were moving in Their arrival did not announce itself with thunder or warning only with the low rumble of a moving truck and the sound of boxes shifting inside a quiet street that had learned to listen The neighborhood felt the change the way water feels a body enter it slow at first then all at once Windows darkened curtains stirred and the pool at the end of Hollow Lane lay still as glass aware of new footsteps drawing closer Three girls the same age the same height the same heartbeat crossed into its reach bringing laughter curiosity and something the place had been starving for attention The pool did not ripple or shine or react in any way that could be seen but beneath the surface something old and patient tightened its hold on the sound it remembered the voice it had kept the word it had learned so well Somewhere deep in the dark water the echo of mom stirred once more stretching awake after years of silence as the triplets carried their boxes into the house at the end of the lane unaware that the neighborhood had already begun counting

Chapter Two The Girl Who Knew the Pool

By the third day on Hollow Lane the triplets had learned which floorboards creaked and which windows rattled when the wind shifted They learned that the smell of chlorine never fully faded no matter how long the windows stayed open and that the street grew quieter as the sun lowered as if the neighborhood itself prepared for night School felt normal enough but walking home felt different like the air thickened the closer they got to the end of the lane It was on that walk that they first noticed Chelsey She stood near the edge of her yard watching them with a look that was too serious for someone their age Her backpack hung loose over one shoulder and her shoes were scuffed white at the toes as if she had stopped running long ago When the triplets passed she did not wave at first only stared until Luna slowed and stared back Chelsey finally spoke asking if they were the new girls her voice flat like the answer already mattered too much Leanna nodded and Lana smiled but Chelsey did not smile back Instead she glanced down the street toward the pool lowering her voice even though no one else was around You live near it she said not a question Luna felt a chill run through her arms and asked what she meant Chelsey hesitated then stepped closer lowering her voice further People say things about that place she said They say you should not go near it after dark or before or really ever She said it like she was reciting something she had been told many times The triplets exchanged looks and asked why Chelsey shook her head and said because it listens and because it remembers When they asked what it remembered Chelsey swallowed hard and said a girl She said the girl drowned years ago and that everyone was there and no one noticed and that the girl kept calling for her mother until the pool learned the sound and decided to keep it Lana asked if the girl was a ghost and Chelsey said no not exactly She said ghosts wander but this girl stayed She said the pool helped her stay because it did not want to be alone anymore As they talked the win shifted carrying the sharp clean smell of chlorine and Chelsey stiffened looking toward the end of the lane like she expected something to answer She told them the rules then not all at once but slowly as if afraid the words themselves might carry There were nine calls she said and you never answered and you never counted out loud and you never went near the water at night because that was when she walked When Leanna asked what happened if you broke the rules Chelsey looked at her for a long moment and said then the pool notices you After that Chelsey turned and walked away without saying goodbye leaving the triplets standing there with the uneasy feeling that they had just been warned not invited That night as the sky darkened and the streetlights flickered on the pool sat silent at the end of Hollow Lane smooth and black and waiting and though the voice did not come that night all three girls lay awake listening knowing now that silence did not mean safety and that the girl Chelsey spoke of was closer than they wanted to believe.
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