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​Chapter 1.

​The boy without blood
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​

Years ago, in a small town, a boy lived. The name of that boy was Ishaan. Ishaan was very quite. He didn't talk to anyone much, nor did he go out much.

He would just sit in his room and stare at his hands and feet as if searching for something within himself. Even his parents didn't know what he was thinking or doing. But his parents were very worried about him. One day, his parents went to his room and tried to talk to him nicely. "Son, tell us what's happening with you, I mean, why do you stay so sad?" Father asked. Ishaan didn't give any answer. His mother had brought breakfast for him. Mother placed the food in front of him. On the plate was bread with butter, a knife, and a fork. Ishaan accidentally touched the plate, and the knife fell from it and pierced his hand. His parents were scared, but not a single word came out of Ishaan's mouth. He calmly removed the knife from his hand and placed it on the table. The strange thing was that not a single drop of blood came out of his hand. Ishaan said, "See? This is why I always remain worried and always keep thinking about it. No matter how much I get hurt, I don't feel any pain, and no blood comes out." Ishaan's parents were in shock. They looked at each other and quietly left. Ishan remained sitting at the table. His parents decided to take him to a doctor. And the next morning, his parents took him to a doctor. After examining Ishaan, the doctor couldn't understand anything. Because injuries are bound to cause pain. The doctor advised Ishaan's parents to take him anywhere else. His parents returned home with disappointment. 

That night, no one in Ishaan's house could sleep. His parents were thinking how could this happen? “Is our son not a human” Mother asked. “I have no idea” Father answered. 

Ishaan sat silently by the window, staring at the moonlight falling on his hands in his room. For a moment he saw a shadow outside his window calling him. But when he blinked sometimes, the shadow disappeared. Ishaan rubbed his eyes to see that shadow again, but he couldn't see it. He went and lay on his bed thinking about that shadow. He fell asleep after a while. But suddenly, he heard a sound. 

“I will tell you the secret. Just come with me”

It was a shadow. The same shadow he saw at his window. Ishaan went with that shadow. The shadow took him to a unknown forest. There was a Bungalow in the dense forest. The shadow pointed it's finger on the Bungalow and said :

“This is the place where you will find all of your answers”

Ishaan slowly went to the door of the Bungalow. He knocked the door, but no body opened it. But a window was open. When he sneaked from the window, he saw a man and a woman were playing with a baby. A clock was hanging in the back of them. The time was 2:15 AM. Suddenly, the window closed loudly.

“COME BACK TOMORROW" was written on the window. He woke up.
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​Chapter 2.

​The Second Night
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“Huh! It was a dream. But very scary and mysterious” When Ishaan saw the time, he was shocked. It was exactly 2:15 AM. He couldn't understand what to do. He took a hammer, and broke the watch, and slept. After that he didn't saw any dream. When he woke up he couldn't see the time because he broke the watch last night. But Ishaan noticed one thing, there were leaves and mud on his foots. At the same time, his mother came in the room and said “Finally you woke up. Do you know the time? “ 

“No. What's the time? “ Ishaan asked. 

“It's 3 o'clock. When i came to your room i saw your broken watch. What happened? “ Mother asked. 

Ishaan couldn't clearly remember what happened to him last night. When mother saw his foots, she asked “Did you went to any forest last night? ”

Ishaan said “Hmm, I don't think so. I don't remember"

“Okay, no problem, I am going to prepare lunch for you” Mother said and leaved his room. 

Ishaan tried hard to remember the dream, but his mind was blank. The only thing he could recall was a strange sound like someone whispering his name. He felt a chill run down his spine. “Why can’t I remember anything?” he murmured.

That entire day, Ishaan behaved strangely. He barely ate, barely spoke. His parents thought he was just tired, but Ishaan felt something different as if someone was constantly watching him. Whenever he looked out the window, he thought he saw a shadow move quickly out of sight.

By evening, he started getting flashes small glimpses of something dark. A woman’s laugh. A baby crying. A clock ticking. He didn’t understand any of it.

When night fell, Ishaan sat on his bed, rubbing his head in frustration. Suddenly, he heard that same whisper again faint but clear:

“Come back tomorrow...”

Ishaan froze. His body trembled. He didn’t remember the dream, but somehow... the dream remembered him.

That night, Ishaan couldn’t stop thinking about the dream. Every small detail started returning to him the bungalow, the clock striking 2:15, the couple, and that baby. He now remembered everything clearly.

But instead of being scared, Ishaan felt something pulling him back a strange curiosity, as if the dream wasn’t over yet. He decided to go back... intentionally. He lay down on his bed, closed his eyes, and whispered,

“If it was a dream, let me see it again.”

Moments later, darkness surrounded him. He opened his eyes and found himself once again standing outside that same bungalow. The air was cold, the forest was silent. The window was half open. Slowly, Ishaan peeped inside.

A woman was sitting on the floor, holding a baby. Her face was pale, her eyes empty. She smiled at the baby, then suddenly took a sharp needle and pressed it into the baby’s hand. Ishaan gasped, expecting the baby to cry but it didn’t. The baby looked straight into Ishaan’s eyes and smiled.

The woman whispered something Ishaan couldn’t hear, but one sentence echoed inside his mind:

“If you have to fix this, so just find me”
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​Chapter 3.

​The Message
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Ishaan woke up with a sharp gasp.

For a few seconds, he just stared at the ceiling, his mind blank until the dream started coming back to him. The same bungalow. The same woman. And her voice...

“If you have to fix this, so just find me.”

He sat up slowly, breathing hard. His room felt colder than usual, even though the morning sun had already filled it with light. As he rubbed his face, something caught his eye a thin red line across his hand, right where the knife had pierced it in the dream.

Ishaan’s heartbeat quickened.

“Was that... from last night?” he whispered.

He stood up and looked at himself in the mirror. His reflection looked pale, distant, like he hadn’t slept in days. Grabbing his notebook, he quickly noted down the words that echoed in his mind:
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