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Prologue 
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In a forgotten coastal town, deep beneath the ruins of an abandoned library, a young man named Adam stumbled upon a rusted iron box. 

Its sides were etched with strange symbols — twisted circles, inverted stars, and runes that belonged to no living language. 

The moment Adam touched it, a chill snaked into his fingers, as if something unseen had slipped beneath his skin. 

The box groaned open, revealing torn pages yellowed with age, their edges blackened as though kissed by fire from some hidden source. 

On the very first page, written in bold, black strokes, were the words: "He who reads this prophecy... shall not escape." 

Adam’s hands trembled. The pages turned themselves, revealing visions of a future yet to be lived: 

Entire cities swallowed by the sea. 

Black plagues spreading silently among the people. 

A sun that disappears for three endless days. 

And finally, a line scrawled in blood, jagged and urgent: "Today... the last door shall open." 
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Chapter One – The Discovery 
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Adam sat on the cold stone floor of the library cellar, the manuscript trembling in his hands. 

Each page he turned groaned like a living thing, the parchment creaking as though it carried pain of its own. 

The first prophecy read: 

“Next year... the floating city shall sink, devoured without a trace.” 

Adam let out a nervous laugh — short, brittle, uncertain. 

Just a myth, he told himself. Nothing more than superstition. 

But the silence of the place pressed heavily on him. When he finally climbed back up into the deserted library, a sound shattered the quiet — the crackle of an old television left abandoned in a corner. 

The screen flickered to life, its static voice trembling with urgency: 

“Breaking News: Evacuation ordered for the coastal city after massive ground fractures discovered beneath its foundations...” 

Adam froze. 

The chill that seeped into his bones in the cellar returned, colder than ever. 

Chapter Two – Warnings in Blood 

The next page was different. 

The words weren’t written in ink at all, but in something darker... something red. The letters glistened as though freshly drawn in blood, the stains clotted against the parchment. 

It read: 

“Seven months from now, a sleepless plague shall fall upon mankind. And they will collapse — one by one.” 

Adam’s throat tightened. A nervous, broken laugh escaped him again, but it died when his eyes caught the margin. There, carved in smaller strokes, was a single chilling line: 

“Adam... will witness the beginning.” 

That night, the city changed. 

On sidewalks and doorsteps, men and women lay as though frozen in time — their eyes shut, their breathing slow, their bodies sunk into a sleep too deep to wake from. Even children collapsed where they stood, unmoving, trapped in silent slumber. 

No one could rouse them. Panic spread, but whispers warned people to stay inside. 

The prophecy was not just ink on old paper. 

It was happening. 

And Adam knew the manuscript held more... but he no longer had the courage to turn the next page. 

Chapter Three – The Door 

The manuscript grew stranger with every page. 

This one wasn’t written in ink, nor even in blood. The words were gouged into the paper itself, carved deep by broken nails, as if someone had clawed the prophecy into existence. 

It said only: 

“Today... the final door shall open.” 

A silence heavier than death filled Adam’s apartment. Then—three sharp knocks thundered against his door. 

Knock. Knock. Knock. 

The walls trembled with each blow. The air thickened until Adam could barely breathe. His feet dragged forward against his will, every step heavier than the last. 

He reached for the handle, his hand shaking uncontrollably. From the other side came a whisper, rough and rasping, calling his name: 

“Adam... open.” 

Before he could touch the handle, the manuscript burst into flames on its own. The fire devoured the pages in a frenzy, yet through the smoke, words burned brighter than ever — etched in fire itself: 

“The prophecy is not read... the prophecy is lived.” 

Chapter Four – The Page That Was Never Written 

When the flames died, nothing remained of the manuscript but ash scattered across the table. 

Nothing — except a single page. 

Unlike the others, this one was untouched by fire. Its surface was blank, white and waiting. 

Adam lifted it carefully, his heart pounding. The ash around him stirred, as if drawn by some unseen force, pulling together across the empty page. Slowly, painfully, the dust began to form words — jagged, bloody letters written by no living hand. 

They spelled only one sentence: 

“The next chapter... has yet to be written.” 

Adam staggered back, the page trembling between his fingers. The manuscript was no longer telling the past, nor even the future. 

It was waiting for him. 

Chapter Five – The Ash Epilogue 

The manuscript was gone. 

All that remained was ruin — the cellar reduced to charred stone, the table buried beneath a blanket of ash. 

Adam vanished with it. 

Weeks later, townsfolk stumbled upon the ruins of the abandoned library. They found only rubble, blackened stones, and the faint smell of smoke that refused to fade. In the center of the wreckage lay the iron box, sealed shut once more. 

It had not melted. It had not broken. 

It was as though it had never been opened at all. 

But across its lid, etched deeper than rust, new words had appeared: “The manuscript awaits its next reader.” 




The Black Curtain 



Chapter One – The Faceless Mask 

It began with a whisper. 

Not loud, not clear — just a faint echo, like the toll of a distant bell. Short words, broken, repeating in the back of the mind. 

No one expected it. No one could explain it. 

The voice wasn’t familiar, yet it carried a strange sense of recognition. It felt as if it didn’t come from outside at all... but from within. 

Leila, a young journalist, sat before the glow of her laptop screen. Her fingers froze above the keys. The words on the page blurred, their meaning slipping away as though language itself was unraveling. 

Behind the blank document, a message suddenly appeared — stark against the silence: 

“It is not your fault... if you let go of yourself a little.” 

The words struck deep, a shiver racing down her spine. 

She read them again and again, until they felt branded into her skin. 

The sentence was short. Simple. 

Yet it clung to her mind like a thorn buried too deep to remove. 

Chapter Two – Shadows in the Hallway 

The nights were no longer ordinary. 

Every evening when Leila returned late from work, the hallway leading to her apartment felt... wrong. It stretched longer than it should, the walls breathing with a silence too heavy to bear. 

The faint light flickered overhead, casting shadows that seemed to follow her. Doors stood slightly ajar, as if eyes peered out from behind them. She could almost feel the walls themselves exhale, as though something unseen was alive inside them. 

Each step echoed louder than it should. 

And beneath her own footsteps, she swore she heard another pair. 

Someone — or something — was walking just behind her. 

She forced herself not to turn, not to look. Her mind tried to convince her it was only her imagination, yet the weight of unseen eyes pressed against her back. 

It wasn’t only outside. 

It was inside her too. 

Chapter Three – Eyes Without Faces 

At first, she thought it was nothing — a trick of exhaustion, a fragment of paranoia. 

But soon, Leila began to notice them everywhere. 

Faces without detail. 

On the train, at the café, drifting past her on the crowded streets. People who looked normal — until her gaze caught them. Then their features blurred, erased, leaving only their eyes. 
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