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and for those who believe the world is more than it appears.

Copyright © 2026 Kyra Bluefire

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form without written permission from the author, except for brief quotations in reviews.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are products of the author's imagination.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1: Echoes
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Shadow Hills, Roswell, Texas 1823

Jason Argus was born just before sunrise, when the sky hovered between darkness and light. The air that morning was unusually still, the birds silent, the wind absent—as though the world had paused to witness something it did not yet understand.

The moment Jason was placed into his mother’s arms, the room changed. His hair was white—unnaturally so. Not pale blond or sun-kissed, but pure, untouched white, as though winter itself had traced its fingers across his head. His eyes, when they opened, revealed a shade of blue so light it bordered on silver, reflecting the early morning light in a way that made the nurse step back in alarm. The room fell quiet.

Jason’s parents stared down at him, their joy faltering beneath a wave of confusion and fear. They were ordinary in every visible sense—dark hair, warm brown eyes, familiar features passed down through generations. Nothing in their lineage, nothing in their families’ histories, explained the child now resting between them. The doctor cleared his throat. The nurse avoided their eyes. Whispers followed quickly—low, cautious, uneasy.

In Shadow Hills, differences were noticed immediately.

Fear crept in before reason had time to intervene. Jason’s parents asked the questions no one else dared to voice. Accusations were unspoken but heavy in the air. Finally, with trembling resolve, they demanded certainty. The test was costly. Unusual. Almost unheard of in a town like Shadow Hills. But they needed to know. Days later, the answer came back undeniable and absolute. Jason Argus was their son. Relief washed over them, followed closely by guilt—deep and aching—forever doubting him. They held their child close, whispering promises into his soft white hair, vowing that no matter what the world said, he would never doubt that he belonged. They kept that promise. 
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Part 1:The Beginning
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The Day The Echo Answered

As Jason grew, the town watched.

Children stared openly, unafraid of their cruelty. Adults whispered behind hands and turned away too quickly when he met their gaze. Some muttered prayers when he passed. Others claimed he was cursed, or worse—marked. Jason learned early that he was different. But he also learned something else.

He learned that the words of others only held power if he allowed them to. He learned to walk with his head held high, to answer cruelty with silence, and curiosity with kindness. Most importantly, he learned to believe—steadfastly and without bitterness—that God had made him exactly as he was meant to be. And if God had done so, then there must be a reason.

Jason woke before the sun. That alone felt wrong.

Shadow Hills rarely stirred so early, and neither did he. Yet his eyes snapped open as though someone had called his name, his heart already racing. For a moment, he laid still, listening. Nothing. No wind. No birds. Not even the creak of the house settling. He swung his legs over the side of the bed and pressed his feet to the floor. The wood felt colder than usual. “Today,” he whispered to himself, though he wasn’t sure why.

From the kitchen below came the faint sound of movement—soft footsteps, the scrape of a chair. His parents were already awake. That, too, was unusual.

Jason dressed quickly and made his way downstairs. His mother stood at the stove, her back to him, while his father sat at the table, hands folded tightly around a cup of coffee he hadn’t touched.

“You’re up early,” his mother said without turning around.

“So are you,” Jason replied.

She paused, then glanced over her shoulder, offering a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “It’s a special day.”

His father cleared his throat. “Happy birthday, son.”

Jason smiled, warmth blooming in his chest. “Thank you.”

They ate quietly. Too quietly.

Jason shifted in his seat. “Is something wrong?”

His parents exchanged a look—quick, practiced, heavy with things unsaid.

“No,” his mother said too quickly. “Of course not.”

Jason didn’t press. He had learned long ago when questions were welcome and when they weren’t.

Still, as he left for school, the feeling followed him—tight and expectant, like the air before a storm. The town felt different that morning. People lingered in doorways. Conversations stopped when Jason passed. Even the wind seemed to hesitate, swirling dust along the road before retreating again.

Halfway to school, Jason stopped.

He pressed a hand to his chest.

There it was again. That pull. That echo.

He turned slowly, eyes scanning the road behind him—and that was when he saw the wagon. 

It rolled into Shadow Hills at an unhurried pace, its wheels groaning softly as though reluctant to cross the town’s invisible threshold. Two elderly figures sat at the front, reins held tight, their faces drawn and wary. Between them sat a girl. Jason’s breath caught. Her hair shimmered blue beneath the rising sun, catching light like water in motion. She stared straight ahead, posture rigid, hands folded in her lap. There was something about her—something unmistakable—that made the echo in Jason’s chest surge sharply, almost painfully. She felt it too. Her head turned. Their eyes met. For a heartbeat, the world narrowed to that single moment. Then the wagon passed. Jason stood there frozen long after it disappeared down the road.

At school, the whispers began before the bell rang. 

“Did you see her hair?,”

“Her eyes aren’t normal.” 

“She came in this morning, right through town.” 

Jason sat at his desk, pulse pounding. He barely heard the teacher call for silence. His gaze remained  fixed on the empty doorway. When Daphne entered, the room fell still.

The girl hesitated just inside the threshold, eyes scanning the classroom as though measuring it. When her gaze landed on Jason, her expression shifted—surprise flickering into something deeper. Recognition.

“Class,” the teacher said carefully, “this is Daphne.”

Daphne swallowed. “Daphne,” she repeated softly.

Jason didn’t look away.

Neither did she.

“Daphne,” the teacher said with a loud voice

“Yes, ma’am,” Daphen said

“Will you introduce yourself to the class?” the teacher asked

“Um, my name is Daphene, I’m from...” Daphne said before getting interrupted by one of the girls in the class.

“Look, y’all we have another weird kid in town,” said one student. The class burst out in laughter, beside Jason, who could not stop staring at Daphne.

“Alright, class settle down. Please take your seat.” The teacher said. Once the class settled, the teacher went to the desk of the student who caused the disruption and told her to go to the principal office, since they does not allow disruption or cruelty towards another student. Math class went on until the bell rung for dismissal of school. 

Daphne was halfway down the road when she heard footsteps behind her.

“Hey,” Jason said.

Daphne turned too quickly. “Hi.”

She  studied him for a moment, then frowned. “You feel...strange.” Jason blinked. The laughed, sharp and nervous. “I was just thinking the same thing.”

Her eyes widened. “You feel it too?”

He hesitated. “I don’t know what it is. But yes.”

Daphne exhaled slowly, relief washing over her face. “Good. I thought I was losing my mind.”

They walked together without deciding to.

“My grandparents say I shouldn’t talk about things like that,” Daphne said quietly. “They say this town isn’t safe.”

Jason nodded. “Mine say the same.”

She glanced at him. “It’s your birthday, isn’t it?”

He stopped. “How did you—”

“They told me at the general store,” she said quickly. Then, softer, “It’s mine too.”

Jason stared at her.

The echo surged—warm, insistent, alive.

“Happy birthday,” he said.

Daphne smiled, and for the first time that day, the town seemed to breathe again. They reached the split in the road where Jason usually turned toward home. He slowed, unsure.

“Do you feel it stronger here?” Daphne asked.

He nodded. “Near the old watering hole.”

Her shoulders tensed. “My grandparents told me never to go there.”

“Mine too,” Jason said. “That’s usually how I know I should.”

Daphne smiled faintly. “I thought I was the only one.”

They stopped walking.

“Daphne,” Jason said carefully, “do you ever hear things? Not voices—just... something calling?”

She inhaled sharply. “Yes.”

Her hands curled into fists. “Sometimes it feels like the land is trying to remember me.”

Jason swallowed hard. “That’s exactly how it feels.”

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

Then Daphne whispered, “My parents used to say I was born with wings, even if no one else could see them.”

Jason’s breath hitched. “I think I was born listening.” They made it Daphne home, and they agreed to meet at the watering hole after homework, and chores. They said their goodbyes, and Jason headed home. Somewhere beneath Shadow Hills, something ancient stirred.
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Part 2: Different
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12th Birthday

At home, his parents prepared quietly, determined to make the day special despite knowing Jason had no friends to invite. They never spoke of that aloud—it was a wound they carried silently—but it guided their every decision.

They baked a cake from scratch, carefully smoothing blue icing across the top. Written in neat letters were the words: Happy 12th Birthday to Jason

They wrapped his gifts with care, choosing items they knew he would cherish. Each choice was made with love, each gesture a silent apology for a world that did not yet know how to accept him. When Jason finally walked through the door that afternoon, the sight of the cake stopped him in his tracks.

For a moment, he forgot the stares, the whispers. His smile came easily then—wide, genuine, and bright. He hugged his parents tightly, and they held him as though afraid to let go. They sat down for dinner.

His father folded his hands. “Did anything happen at school today?”

Jason excited.

“A girl moved into town,” he said. “Her name’s Daphne, and her birthday is today as well.”

His mother smiled. “Daphne?”

“She’s... like me,” Jason continued. “She feels things.”

“Oh, that is interesting, son.” Jason’s dad said.

His father stood up. “We need to have a talk.”

“Not today, not on his birthday,” his mother said

Jason looked between them. “Talk about what?”

His mother knelt in front of him, taking his hands. “Jason, have you ever felt like the world talks back when you listen hard enough?”

“Yes,” he answered immediately.

She exhaled shakily.

His father turned away, running a hand through his hair. “I told you this day would come.”

“Not this soon,” his mother replied.

Jason’s heart raced. “What day?”

His mother met his eyes. “The day we had to tell you the truth.”

They sat him down by the fireplace.

“There are people,” his father began, “who were born with the ability to find what others cannot.”

“To hear echoes left behind by beings most of the world believes are myths,” his mother added.

Jason frowned. “ Echoes left behind who?”

She swallowed. “Mythical beings.”

Jason’s chest tightened. “Mythical beings?”

His father nodded. “You are what they call an Echo Finder.”

The word settled into Jason like a key turning in a long-locked door.

“That’s why,” Jason whispered. “That’s why it feels like something’s always calling.”

His mother’s voice trembled. “Yes, that is why we have to protect you.”

Jason looked up. “Protect me from what?”

His father’s jaw tightened. “From people who don’t believe in mercy.”

That evening, the sun dipped below the hills, Jason felt something settle deep within him. A sense that this birthday was not just a milestone. It was a beginning.

The feeling followed him as he slipped away from his house, heading towards the watering hole, the sky bruised purple and gold. He wasn’t surprised when he saw Daphne waiting there, her blue hair catching the last light like a flame underwater.

“You felt it too, didn’t you?” she asked before he could speak.

Jason nodded. “Like the air changed.”

They walked together in silence, the cicadas humming louder with every step. The watering hole lay still, its surface glassy, reflecting the first stars. But something beyond it pulled at them—an ache behind the eyes, a whisper just beneath hearing.

Daphne slowed. “Jason... do you see that?”

At the far edge of the water, where rock meet shadow, a faint glow pulsed from the mouth of a cave. Soft. Steady. Alive.

“That cave wasn’t there before,” Jason said.

“But it is now,” Daphne replied.

Neither of them suggested turning back.

As they stepped closer, the light brightened, responding to their presence. The stone warmed beneath their palms as they crossed the threshold—and then the world shifted. 
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Part 3: Jason Grow
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The Cave & The goddess

The cave opened into something impossible.

Green grass stretched beneath their feet, vibrant and untouched. A waterfall ran down the smooth stone, feeding a clear pond that shimmered with its own inner light. Birds, they didn’t recognize darted through the air, their wings leaving faint trails of color. A warm breeze carried the scent of rain and wildflowers.

Huts stood nearby—small but welcoming. Inside, they saw bedrooms with neatly made beds, a kitchen stocked as if someone expected them, and bathrooms carved seamlessly into the stone. Everything felt... prepared.

“Jason,” Daphne whispered, her voice trembling. “This place knows us.”

Near the huts stood a stone table carved with symbols on it. Upon it lay scrolls, drawings, and pages filled with dates—their dates. Jason & Daphne’s birthday. Sketches of a white-haired boy and a blue-haired girl sharing the same birthday. Notes written in a language that felt familiar even though neither could read it.

“Someone has been watching us,” Jason said softly. “Protecting.”

A presence filled the clearing then—not threatening, but vast. The air shimmered, and light gathered near the waterfall until it shaped itself into a woman.

She looked like an angel stepped from legend.

Brown hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders. Her eyes were a piercing, endless blue, ancient and kind all at once. Her skin glowed gold, not reflecting the light—but creating it. Massive wings unfurled behind her, feathers catching every color of the sky.

Daphne gasped. Jason felt his knees weaken.

“Do not be afraid,” the woman said, her voice calm and resonant, echoing not in their ears but in their hearts. “I am Theia.”

“Theia...” Daphne whispered. “The goddess.”

Theia inclined her head. “Guardian of thresholds. Watcher of beginnings.”

Jason swallowed. “Why are you here?”

“For you,” Theia said simply. “Both of you.”

She stepped closer, her gaze gentle but piercing. “You were born into prophecy. Two children, same year, same day, marked by difference. One who hears the echoes of the forgotten. One who bridges what was lost.”

Daphne’s hand found Jason’s. “So... everything we feel—it’s real?”

“Yes,” Theia answered. “The world has been sleeping. Your births stirred it. My task was to watch over you until the time came for you to awaken.”

Jason’s chest tightened. “And this place?”

“A sanctuary,” Theia said. “A threshold between worlds. It opened because you needed it.”

Daphne looked around, awe and fear battling in her eyes. “What happens now?”

Theia smiled—a smile filled with sorrow and hope. “Now, you live. You learn. And when y’all turn sixteen, you all will need to return here.”

“Why?” Jason asked.

“Because it,” Theia said softly, “is when the prophecy truly begins.”

The light dimmed slightly, signaling the end of the moment.

“You must go home now,” Theia said. “The world outside still believes it is ordinary. Let it believe that—for now.”

As Jason and Daphne stepped back toward the cave’s entrance, Jason glanced once more at the impossible land behind them.

He understood then.

Their birthday was not just the start of another year.

It was the moment the world began to remember them.

At twelve years old, Jason didn’t have the words for destiny—only the feeling that something ancient had noticed him. 
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Part 4: Answered Back
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The Day the Echo Answered Finally

That same night, Daphne dreamed.

She stood in a desert bathed in Red flame. A massive bird of flame hovered above her, wings spread wide, eyes burning with intelligence.

Find him, the phoenix said.

“Find who,” Daphne said.

“Find the boy, who can hear the Blue flame.” The phoenix said.

“This boy, has yet to be born, he will be born in 1848, by two mythical beings. Once he is born, wait until he is twelfth birthday when he will get to hear and see the Blue flame for the first time, then teach him the ways of the Echo.” The phoenix said

Daphne woke up, in a sweat, worrying what did she just dreamed, and why was the phoenix calling out to her. She went to go get some water and went back to bed, but this time the dream came back, but Jason was there, too. 

Jason dream. He stood in the same desert, heat curling around him, the air shimmering. When he turned, Daphne stood there, just as startled as he was.

“You see this too?” she asked.

He nodded slowly. “I think... we’re meant to.”

The phoenix cried out, the sound echoing through both their minds.

The echo has awakened.

Jason reached for Daphne’s hand.

When they woke miles apart, the echo between them remained.

The next morning, tension clung to Jason’s home like smoke.

The air felt heavier than usual, thick with words that refused to settle. Jason paused in the hallway, his bare feet cold against the floorboards, a knot forming in his chest as his parents’ voices carried from the kitchen.

“We can’t pretend this isn’t happening,” his mother said sharply. “Not after last night.”

His father’s reply was low, controlled. “And we can’t draw attention to him either.”

“She’s already here,” his mother pressed. “Another one like him. The land is responding.”

Jason’s breath caught.

“That’s exactly what I’m afraid of,” his father said.

Jason stepped closer to the doorway, unseen.

“Then what do we do?” his mother demanded.

There was a long pause. A chair scraped softly against the floor. Jason imagined his father staring down at his hands, at the life he’d spent trying to keep hidden.

When he finally spoke, his voice was quiet—and final.

“We prepare. Because if the echoes are waking... something else is too.”

Jason backed away slowly, his heart racing.

Outside, the wind swept across Shadow Hills, rustling the trees as if the land itself had heard the warning. Far beyond the town’s edge, something ancient shifted in its sleep.

And for the first time, the echoes answered back. 
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​​Chapter 2: Secrets Begin
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The Truth Doesn’t Stay Buried

Jason backed away slowly, his heart racing.

His father’s voice—low and final—followed him down the hallway like a shadow.

“We prepare. Because if the echoes are waking... something else is too.”

Jason’s throat felt tight. His hands were cold. He didn’t know what part of that sentence scared him most: the fact that his parents were afraid... or the fact that they sounded like they already knew what was coming.

He slipped into his room, shutting the door as quietly as he could.

For a moment he just stood there, staring at the floorboards, as if the wood might offer an answer.

Something else is waking...

Jason forced himself to move. He washed his face, brushed his hair back, and started getting dressed for school. He tried to think about ordinary things—spelling tests, arithmetic, the way Daphne’s laugh sounded when she forgot to be afraid. But his father’s words kept sliding back in, sharp as a blade.

Downstairs, a pan clinked.

“Jason!” his mother called. “Breakfast!”

He exhaled slowly, then left his room and walked down the steps.

The kitchen smelled like warm bread and eggs. The morning light fell in pale stripes across the table. His parents were already dressed—his mother’s hair pinned back, his father buttoned into a clean shirt, both of them wearing the expressions people wore when they were trying to look normal.

Jason sat.

His mother placed a plate in front of him. “Eat before you go. You’ll need your energy.”

Jason stared at his food, then looked up. “Are you and Dad going into work today?”

“Yes,” she said quickly. “We’re going in early.”

Jason’s eyes flicked to his father. “What do you do again? You never really explain it.”

His father didn’t answer right away. Then he set his mug down slowly, like the sound might carry too far.

“We work in a science lab,” his father said.

Jason blinked. “A lab? Here?”

His mother nodded. “On a government base.”

Jason’s stomach tightened. “Why?”

His mother’s voice softened. “Because the world is changing.”

Jason’s father leaned forward slightly. “We study patterns—shifts that most people don’t notice. We track what’s... waking up.”

Jason swallowed. “Waking up?”

His mother looked at him carefully. “People are seeing strange things, Jason. Hearing strange things. Places behaving like they’re alive.”

Jason’s chest felt tight again. “Like the cave.”

His father’s jaw tensed, but he didn’t deny it.

Jason pushed his plate away, appetite gone. “So you’re studying it.”
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