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	Voices That Weren’t There

	Description

	In Voices That Weren’t There, three chilling stories explore the razor-thin line between perception and truth—and how one wrong step can lead to a terrifying unraveling.

	In Mirror, Mirror, a woman wakes from a crash to find her life off-kilter. A missing memory. A stranger with her face. A scar in the wrong place. What begins as confusion spirals into a mind-bending quest to reclaim an identity that may never have been hers.

	In The House on Dogwood Lane, a quiet town hides rot beneath its charm. Inheriting her aunt’s home, Nora finds herself pulled into long-suppressed memories and a community that smiles too much and remembers too little. Something happened here—and it involves her.

	In The Séance Was a Mistake, a digital medium accidentally opens more than a spiritual doorway. With a haunted following and a whispering voice that knows her darkest thoughts, Lila must confront the echoes of her past—or be claimed by them.

	Each story twists through suspense, memory, and the dangerous power of belief. When the voice in your head isn't your own, who do you trust?

	Are you ready to doubt everything—even yourself?

	 

	 


Mirror, Mirror

	Description

	After surviving a devastating car accident, Olivia awakens with fragments of her life missing—and an eerie sense that the pieces no longer fit. Her husband says she’s healing. Her friends act like they’re afraid of saying too much. Her reflection stares back just a second too late.

	Then the inconsistencies start to multiply.

	Her scar is on the wrong wrist. Her favorite mug disappears and reappears. The woman she passes in a café has her exact face—and runs when Olivia makes eye contact.

	Desperate for answers, Olivia begins a dangerous descent into her own past—or is it someone else's? Each discovery only deepens the mystery, blurring the line between identity and illusion. A secret journal hidden in the attic. Voices in a baby monitor. And a chilling file with her name… and a version number.

	As the world shifts around her, Olivia must confront an unthinkable question:

	What if she’s not who she thinks she is—and never was?

	In this twist-laden psychological thriller, truth is subjective, memory is programmable, and reality might just be the cruelest illusion of all.

	Are you ready to meet the version of yourself that can’t be erased?

	 


Chapter 1: Fractured Glass

	The beeping came first. Slow, steady, rhythmic. I didn’t know where I was, but the sound felt… familiar. Like a heartbeat outside my body. I tried to open my eyes, but they stuck together like pages in an old book.

	Then came the voice. Soft, clipped at the edges. “She’s waking up.”

	I peeled one eye open. White ceiling tiles. A fluorescent light buzzed overhead like an impatient insect. My throat burned. My limbs were heavy. Tubes. A dull ache radiated from my shoulder. I turned my head slightly—pain flared across my temple—and saw a man sitting beside the bed.

	He looked like someone I should know.

	“Olivia,” he said, his voice trembling slightly. “You’re okay. You’re safe.”

	Am I?

	I tried to speak, but my lips cracked instead. He poured water into a paper cup and brought it to my mouth. I sipped, coughed, then tried again.

	“Who…?”

	His eyes flickered. “It’s me. Ethan. Your husband.”

	The word husband floated in my brain like a stranger’s coat left on a chair. I wanted to feel something—love, comfort, recognition. All I got was static.

	“You’ve been in an accident,” Ethan said. “A bad one. They had to airlift you. You hit your head. Do you remember anything?”

	I blinked. Nothing. A blank reel. The kind they use when the movie’s over and someone forgot to stop the projector.

	“Don’t worry,” he said quickly. “The doctors said the memory loss might be temporary. You just need rest.”

	The nurse entered, adjusted my IV, and smiled like I was a child waking from a nap. “You’re very lucky, Olivia. No broken bones, just a mild concussion and some bruised ribs. We’ll keep you for observation.”

	When she left, I turned back to Ethan. “Why… was I in a car?”

	“You were driving to pick me up,” he said without missing a beat. “I had a meeting. You texted you were on your way. But then—someone ran a red light. T-boned the driver’s side.”

	I searched his face. His voice was calm, gentle, even kind. But there was something too smooth about it. Like he’d rehearsed it.

	He reached for my hand. I let him take it, but the moment his skin touched mine, a cold flutter rose in my stomach.

	Why don’t I feel anything?

	He stroked my fingers. “You’re going to be okay. I promise.”

	I nodded, mostly because I didn’t know what else to do.

	***

	The second time I woke, it was night. The room was dim except for the monitor’s glow and a narrow beam of streetlight slicing in through the blinds. Ethan was gone. For a moment, I felt relief.

	Then guilt.

	A nurse came in, changed my IV bag, and asked if I needed anything. I said no. She left.

	Then it was just me and the dark.

	I slid my hand under the blanket, found my side, and winced. Bruised ribs, definitely. I tried to piece together fragments—what color was my car? Where was I driving from? Did I have a job? Friends? Pets?

	Nothing.

	I closed my eyes again, but this time something came through.

	A flash. A mirror. Shattered glass. My face, bleeding. Screaming—not from pain, but from confusion.

	Then… two of me. Two faces. Both mine. Both terrified.

	I sat upright, gasping. The monitor beeped rapidly.

	It was just a dream.

	Wasn’t it?

	***

	The doctors discharged me three days later. Ethan insisted on driving. I said little on the ride home, afraid to speak and betray the hollow space where my memories should’ve been. I stared out the window. The city looked familiar but hollow, like a stage set rebuilt from memory.

	When we pulled into the driveway, a sleek gray house greeted me—modern, minimalist, glass and steel. Clean lines. No warmth.

	“Home,” Ethan said gently.

	Inside, it smelled like citrus cleaner. The furniture was tasteful and sterile. A photo of us hung in the entryway. I studied it. Same face. Same dark eyes. Same scar on the wrist—

	I frowned.

	The photo showed a thin white scar on my left wrist. I looked down.

	The scar on my body was on the right.

	I said nothing.

	He showed me the bedroom. The bathroom. My closet. Everything felt curated. Too clean. Too perfect. When I reached for a blue robe hanging by the door, something caught in my throat.

	I didn’t recognize it. But it fit me.

	Ethan put a hand on my back. “Take your time.”

	After he left, I walked through the house slowly, like I was afraid the walls would close in. The kitchen had polished marble countertops, a knife block, and a pristine espresso machine. I opened the cabinet, expecting mugs.

	There were three. Two plain white. One red.

	My heart skipped.

	Where’s the yellow mug?

	I didn’t know how I knew it was missing. I just… did.

	In the living room, I stood before a large mirror above the fireplace. It reflected me. But something was wrong with my eyes. They looked… off. Slightly too large. The way they moved didn’t quite match the rest of my face.

	I reached out and touched the glass.

	A loud crack split the silence.

	The mirror fractured beneath my fingertips. A long line zigzagged across the surface, splitting my reflection in two. I jumped back.

	My hand hadn’t pressed hard enough to break it.

	There was no sign of impact. No shatter, no hole. Just the crack—spreading slowly, like a vein.

	My breath fogged the surface.

	Behind me, I heard Ethan call, “Everything okay?”

	I stepped away from the mirror. “Yeah,” I called back. “Just… tired.”

	In the bathroom, I washed my face and caught sight of the scar again. Right wrist. Definitely right. I opened the cabinet—no toothbrush. Just an unopened pack, still sealed.

	Why would my toothbrush be new?

	I opened a drawer. Inside: a hairbrush, two lipsticks, and a bottle of perfume. “Luna,” the label said.

	I sniffed it. A wave of nausea hit me.

	It smelled like someone else.

	***

	That night, Ethan made dinner—pasta with mushrooms and truffle oil. He poured red wine into two crystal glasses.

	“I thought this was your favorite,” he said.

	I stared at the plate. My stomach recoiled. “I… don’t think I like mushrooms.”

	His expression faltered, just a flicker, then returned to neutral. “Maybe the accident changed your palate.”

	He said it like he was reading from a script.

	I pushed the food around. “How long have we lived here?”

	“Three years.”

	“What do I do for work?”

	“You’re between jobs,” he said easily. “You quit before the crash. Said you needed a break.”

	I looked around. “Do I have any… hobbies?”

	“You like puzzles. Thrillers. Running.”

	“Running?”

	“Sometimes at night. You said the quiet helped you think.”

	I nodded. The answers came too quickly.

	Later, as I climbed into bed, I found a journal on the nightstand. Leather-bound. Blank pages. A pen sat beside it.

	“Thought you might want to start writing things down,” Ethan said from the doorway. “The doctors said it could help.”

	I waited until he was asleep.

	Then I opened the first page and wrote:

	My scar is on the wrong wrist.

	My favorite mug is gone.

	The mirror cracked when I touched it.

	The perfume isn’t mine.

	Ethan knows too much too fast.

	I stared at the words for a long time.

	Then I turned to a fresh page and wrote:

	What if I’m not me?

	***

	The next morning, sunlight poured through the blinds like an interrogation lamp. I sat at the edge of the bed, bare feet on the cold hardwood floor, staring at my toes. They looked familiar. But so do mannequins.

	Ethan was already gone. His side of the bed was smoothed out, no imprint left behind. A note on the kitchen counter in looping black ink read: "Meeting with investors. Back by lunch. Love you."

	Love you.

	Do you? Do I?

	I tossed the note into the trash, unsure whether I was offended or afraid.

	The red mug from yesterday was now in the cabinet.

	I froze. It hadn’t been there before—I remembered the white ones. I knew I hadn’t imagined it.

	Did Ethan add it back to make me feel better? Or to make me doubt myself?

	The idea that he’d noticed me notice—that he was trying to manipulate my memory of noticing—made something twist cold in my chest.

	I made toast and left it on the counter. The idea of eating felt performative. Like I was rehearsing being human.

	In the hallway, I passed a mirror—intact.

	No crack. No distortion. Just a plain reflection staring back.

	My hand twitched toward the glass.

	Don’t touch it again.

	I tried the front door. It opened smoothly, no alarm, no lock engaged. The sky outside was blue and cloudless, but the stillness unsettled me. No birdsong. No traffic hum. Just an eerie silence broken only by the crunch of gravel under my feet as I stepped onto the path.

	The neighborhood was perfectly suburban. Identical hedges. Identical mailboxes. A dog barked two streets over, but I couldn’t see it.

	Across the street, a woman watered her lawn. She waved.

	“Good morning, Olivia!”

	I waved back, hesitating.

	I didn’t know her name. Or if she was real.

	I walked slowly, looking at the sidewalk, the cracks, the way grass poked through like defiant fingers. At the corner, I passed a parked car. My face reflected back at me in the tinted window.

	But my mouth wasn’t moving.

	I stopped. My chest seized.

	In the reflection, my body stood still—but the lips moved. Just barely. Whispering.

	I spun around. No one was there.

	I turned back to the window.

	Now the reflection matched again. My mouth shut. Eyes wide. Pale.

	My breath fogged the glass slightly.

	Did I just hallucinate? Or did the glass lie?

	I kept walking.

	***

	By late morning, I found myself standing in the guest room. It had the faintest scent of lavender and dust. The curtains were drawn, but light leaked in around the edges like it was trying to escape.

	There was a desk in the corner. I opened the drawer.

	Nothing.

	The second drawer creaked. Inside: a folder labeled “Insurance.” I flipped through it. Car paperwork. My name. Ethan’s. Dates and coverage summaries. The address matched.

	Then I found it—an emergency contact sheet.

	Ethan’s name was listed. A second number, too: Maya C.

	I stared at it for a long time.

	Maya. The name didn’t bring up a face, but it throbbed in the back of my skull like an echo.

	I grabbed the landline and dialed.

	One ring. Two. Then—

	“Hello?” a woman answered.

	I froze.

	“…Maya?”

	A pause. “Yes? Who is this?”

	“It’s… me. Olivia.”

	Another pause. But it wasn’t just confusion—it was sharp, surgical silence. Like someone holding their breath.

	Then her voice softened. “Hey. Wow. I didn’t think I’d hear from you so soon.”

	“You know me?”

	“Of course.” She sounded like she was measuring each word before it left her mouth. “How are you feeling?”

	“I… I don’t know,” I admitted. “Things are weird. I’m trying to remember everything, but… it’s like parts of my life belong to someone else.”

	She exhaled. “You should come over.”

	My pulse quickened. “I don’t know where you live.”

	She gave me an address only five blocks away.

	“Should I bring anything?”

	“Just… yourself.”

	***

	Her house was painted soft green, ivy crawling up the brick like aging veins. I rang the bell. The door opened a crack.

	Then wide.

	Maya stood there, tall, composed, dressed in yoga pants and a faded Smiths t-shirt. Her eyes flickered over my face.

	“You look… better than I expected,” she said, and then stepped aside.

	I entered.

	The living room was cluttered but lived-in. Books. Blankets. A yellow mug on the coffee table.

	I sat across from her. She didn’t offer tea.

	“You remember anything yet?” she asked, hands clasped tightly.

	“No. Not really. I remember feeling like… like something’s off. Everywhere.”

	Maya nodded slowly. “That makes sense.”

	“I found your number on an insurance form.”

	“Right. Ethan listed me after your mom passed. Said I was your emergency contact.”

	“I didn’t remember that. I didn’t even remember you.”

	Her expression flickered. “That’s okay.”

	She reached for the yellow mug—my yellow mug. The one that was missing from my house.

	I stared at it.

	“That mug,” I said. “It’s mine.”

	She blinked. “You gave it to me. Last fall.”

	“No, I didn’t.”

	“Olivia,” she said carefully, “you were in a dark place. You said you didn’t want reminders. Of before.”

	“Before what?”

	She went still. Then: “Before the breakdown.”

	A long pause stretched between us.

	“What breakdown?” I asked. “Ethan said something like that too. But I don’t remember having one.”

	“Because you didn’t want to.”

	She stood and walked over to a small cabinet. Opened it. Pulled out a photo.

	“Here,” she said, handing it to me.

	It showed me—longer hair, thinner, smiling in a park.

	Maya stood beside me.

	“You said you wanted to start over,” she whispered.

	I studied the image. It looked like me. But not quite.

	Or maybe it looked too much like me.

	“You’re not saying I’m not me, are you?”

	“I’m saying,” she said, voice trembling slightly, “maybe you became someone else… on purpose.”

	I left without saying goodbye.

	Back home, the mirror in the hallway had cracked again.

	A perfect diagonal split, slicing through my reflected eye.

	But this time, I hadn’t touched it.

	 


Chapter 2: Ghosts in the Frame

	The keyboard resisted me. I stared at the login screen, blinking past the haze of another restless night. The laptop sat open on the kitchen table, Ethan’s coffee mug beside it. The cursor blinked like it was taunting me.

	Four failed attempts.

	I tried again: mybirthday123.

	Access Denied.

	I stared harder. “It’s my laptop, isn’t it?” I muttered aloud.

	The home screen wallpaper flashed behind the login box—a picture of Ethan and me at the coast, wrapped in a blanket. I studied my own smile. Something about the shape of it made my skin crawl.

	What password would I have used?

	Try the obvious.

	I typed EthanLove in lowercase, then uppercase. Still wrong.

	Fifth attempt. The laptop locked for thirty minutes.

	I slammed the lid shut.

	“Maybe you changed it recently,” Ethan said from behind me. I hadn’t heard him come in.

	I turned to find him leaning in the doorway, tie loose, coat slung over one arm.

	“Sorry?”

	He walked to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of water. “Your laptop. You changed the password about a month ago. You were being extra careful.”

	“I don’t remember that.”

	“You said someone was reading your emails. You were… paranoid.”

	His eyes met mine. Calm, unwavering. Too still.

	“What else was I paranoid about?”

	He didn’t answer.

	Instead, he handed me the water. “Why don’t you take a break? You’ve been pushing yourself hard these past two days.”

	I nodded. But I was counting. One lie. Two evasions. Three half-truths.

	The number was growing.

	***

	Later that day, I sat at the vanity in our bedroom, brushing my hair. The room was quiet, except for the soft click of bristles catching tangles. I looked at myself in the mirror—long brown hair, clear skin, faint shadows under the eyes.

	You’re lucky, the doctor had said. No cranial bleeding. No fractures.

	So why did I feel like something had been knocked loose inside me?

	I leaned closer. My left pupil looked slightly larger than the right. Just barely.

	I turned away, heart skittering.

	The doorbell rang.

	***

	A woman stood there, holding a small package and wearing a name tag that said Sara – Couriers Direct.
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