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Chapter 1: The Echo Chamber



[image: ]




Distance is a lie.

That was the first lesson Arifin learned in Chittagong. He had moved three hundred kilometers away from the rotting alleys of Old Dhaka. He had rented an apartment on the seventh floor of a brand-new building overlooking the Bay of Bengal. The air here smelled of salt and diesel, sharp and clean.

It should have been a fresh start.

But the dampness followed them.

It started in the corners of the bedroom ceiling—dark, blooming patches of mold that scrubbed away in the morning only to return by nightfall. The building manager blamed the sea air. Arifin knew better.

Mold doesn't smell like stagnant pond water.

He stood on the balcony, watching the sun bleed into the ocean. Six months. It had been six months since he fled the house in Gendaria, leaving a piece of his soul—and perhaps a piece of his wife—behind.

"Arifin?"

He turned. Nila was standing in the doorway. She looked healthier now. The hollows in her cheeks had filled in; her skin had regained its color. To an outsider, she looked like a woman recovering from a long illness.

But Arifin saw the glitches.

He saw the way she would sometimes pause in the middle of a sentence, her eyes going flat and dead, like a video buffering. He saw the way she stared at water—whether it was the ocean or a glass on the dining table—with a hunger that made his skin crawl.

"Dinner is ready," she said, smiling.

The smile was perfect. Too perfect. It didn't reach her eyes.

"Coming," Arifin lied.

They ate in silence. The only sound was the scrape of cutlery against porcelain. Arifin watched her hands. They were steady. Precise.

"How was the painting class?" he asked, testing the waters.

"Good," Nila said, not looking up from her plate. "The instructor said I have... a unique perspective."

"Can I see what you worked on?"

Nila stopped chewing. The silence in the room stretched, tight as a piano wire.

"It's not finished," she said softly. "You won't like it."

"Why wouldn't I like it?"

She looked up then. For a second, just a fraction of a second, the light in the dining room seemed to dim.

"Because it’s dark, Arifin. And you’re afraid of the dark now."

Arifin’s heart hammered against his ribs. He forced a laugh, but it sounded dry, brittle. "I'm a physicist, Nila. I'm afraid of bad data, not the dark."

"If you say so."

Later that night, the screaming started.

It wasn't a scream of pain. It was the sound of someone drowning.

Arifin woke up with a jolt. Beside him, Nila was thrashing on the bed, her back arched, her hands clawing at her throat. She was gasping for air, sucking in greedy, wet breaths as if her lungs were filled with fluid.

"Nila!" Arifin grabbed her shoulders, pinning her down. "Wake up! Nila!"

Her skin was freezing. Not cool—ice cold. Like she had been pulled out of a freezer.

"The water..." she choked out, her eyes rolled back in her head. "It’s... thick. It tastes like... iron."

"You're dreaming!" Arifin shouted, shaking her. "Breathe, Nila! You're here. You're safe."

Suddenly, she went limp. Her body collapsed onto the mattress like a marionette with cut strings. She took a deep, shuddering breath, then another.

Her eyes snapped open. They were clear. Confused.

"Arifin?" she whispered, her voice hoarse. "Why are you shouting? Did I have a nightmare?"

Arifin stared at her. He could still feel the supernatural chill radiating off her skin. He looked at the pillow.

It was soaking wet.

Not with sweat. With muddy, brackish water that smelled of rot.

"Yeah," Arifin whispered, pulling his hand away from the damp pillow before she could see. "Just a nightmare."

He didn't sleep for the rest of the night. He sat in the living room, staring at the closed door of the spare room where Nila kept her art supplies.

“You won't like it,” she had said.

He needed to see.

He waited until the rhythm of her breathing evened out. Then, he crept into the spare room.

The smell of turpentine and oil paint hung heavy in the air. Canvases were stacked against the wall, covered in white sheets. Arifin moved to the easel in the center of the room.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE BIKRAMPUR LEGACY: Part 2

DW E i L E R

The pond never
gives back

AHMED REZA





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





