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            We are only ever the echo someone else forgot to finish.  

Listen long enough and the city will return every syllable you ever wasted.  

Some debts are paid in silence; others are collected in the dark, one whispered word at a time."

— Max Nabati 
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We are surrounded by voices most of us have learned not to hear.

They rise from the cracked pavement at 3 a.m. when the last metro has gone. They drift out of the mouths of strangers who suddenly stop speaking mid-sentence, as if someone else finished the thought for them. They hide inside the static between radio stations, in the pause before a phone is answered, in the hush that falls over a crowded café the instant a glass slips from a waiter’s hand and refuses to shatter.

These are not ghosts in the childish sense. They are remnants, regrets, unfinished sentences, half-remembered warnings. They belong to people who were once as solid as you and I, and now they are only sound looking for a throat.

The twenty-four stories in this book are doors I accidentally left open. Some nights the voices walked through on their own; other nights I had to coax them with cheap coffees and cheaper teas. They never asked for light, only for someone willing to listen without turning on the lamp. I listened. I wrote down what they said, as faithfully as fear allows.

If you hear them too while you read—if a sentence catches in your chest like a name you almost remember, if a shadow in the margin seems to lean closer—that only means the door works both ways.

Close the book when you must.

But the voices will still be there when you open it again.

Max Nabati
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A book of borrowed voices is never written alone.

First, to the city itself: Paris, generous and merciless, who keeps more secrets in one arrondissement than most countries manage in a lifetime. Thank you for the sleepless nights, the locked courtyards, the staircases that smell of other people’s lives.

To the early readers who weren’t afraid of manuscripts that sometimes moved on the table when no one was looking, your courage and your red ink kept me honest.

To the baristas of all Cafés I went. To the strangers on night buses and park benches who told me fragments of stories they swore weren’t theirs. You know who you are. Some of you no longer do. To you who are reading these lines.

And finally, to the voices themselves.

You never gave me your real names.

This book is the closest thing to a thank-you I could manage.

Max Nabati
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It was a crisp autumn morning in Paris, the kind of day that invited people to stroll along the Seine, where the trees were adorned with vibrant shades of orange and gold. The city was alive, bustling with tourists and locals alike, each caught up in their own rhythm. Cafés spilled onto the side-walks, where laughter mingled with the aroma of fresh croissants and strong coffees.

Among the throngs of people was Nathalie Morceau, a young journalist with an insatiable curiosity. She had always been drawn to stories that lay beneath the surface, the whispers of history that lingered in the air.

Today, she was on her way to meet her editor at a small café on Île Saint-Louis. As she walked, she noticed an unusual stillness in the atmosphere, a sense of anticipation that hung heavy in the air.

“Nathalie! Over here!”

Called out her editor, Jacques, waving from a table outside.

“Sorry I’m late,”

Nathalie replied, sliding into the chair across from him.

“What’s the scoop?”

Jacques leaned in closer, his voice barely above a whisper.

“I’ve received some strange reports from the outskirts of the city. People are saying they’ve seen unusual lights in the sky—”

“UFOs?”

Nathalie interrupted, raising an eyebrow.

“Not quite,”

Jacques chuckled.

“But something is definitely happening. I want you to investigate.”

Nathalie felt a thrill of excitement. She loved a good mystery, especially one that could lead to a compelling story.

“Where do I start?”

“Head to the outskirts of Paris. Talk to the locals. See if you can find anyone who’s experienced these... phenomena.”

As Nathalie sipped her coffee, she couldn’t shake the feeling that this story might lead her down a path she never expected.

The following days were filled with interviews and investigations. Nathalie travelled to various neighbourhoods on the fringes of Paris, speaking to residents who described strange occurrences—unexplained power outages, peculiar sounds echoing through the night, and bizarre weather patterns that seemed to defy logic.

One evening, while interviewing an elderly woman named Madame Durand, Nathalie learned about a legend that had been passed down through generations.

“They say,”

Madame Durand whispered,

“that there are forces beneath the city, ancient powers that can be awakened.”

Nathalie’s interest piqued.

“What kind of forces?”

“The kind that can change everything,”

Madame Durand replied cryptically.

“But they must not be disturbed.”

Despite the woman’s warnings, Nathalie felt an irresistible pull towards uncovering the truth. She decided to delve deeper into the history of Paris, exploring old libraries and archives for any mention of these ancient powers.

As she immersed herself in research, news reports began to surface about unusual seismic activity near Paris. Seismologists were baffled; there had been tremors unlike anything recorded before.

On a fateful night, as Nathalie sat in her apartment poring over her notes, the ground shook violently beneath her. Books fell from shelves, and windows rattled as a low rumble echoed through the streets. Panic ensued as Parisians rushed into the streets, confusion and fear etched on their faces.

Nathalie quickly grabbed her notebook and camera, heading out into the chaos. The city was alive with energy—people shouting, sirens blaring—but amidst it all, she noticed something strange: a bright light emerging from the Seine.

As she approached the riverbank, she saw it—a shimmering portal hovering above the water, pulsating with colours that defied description.

Mesmerised, Nathalie raised her camera to capture the moment when suddenly, a deafening roar erupted from the portal.

In an instant, everything changed.

When Nathalie regained her senses, she found herself on Île de la Cité. The once-bustling streets were eerily quiet. The portal had vanished, but an impenetrable fog enveloped the island and its surroundings. Panic surged within her as she realised that Île de la Cité and Île Saint-Louis were now isolated from the mainland.

Attempts to contact anyone outside proved futile; phones were dead, and radio signals were lost. The islands were cut off from the world.

Nathalie’s heart raced as she navigated through the deserted streets. She stumbled upon other stranded individuals—tourists who had been visiting Notre-Dame and locals who had been enjoying a leisurely evening stroll. Together, they formed a small group, united by fear and uncertainty.

“What do we do now?”

Asked a young tourist named Lucas.

“We need to find answers,”

Nathalie replied resolutely.

“There must be a way to understand what just happened.”

As days turned into weeks, life on the islands became increasingly challenging. Supplies dwindled, and panic began to set in among the inhabitants. Nathalie took it upon herself to lead efforts to explore their new reality.

The group ventured into buildings that had once been familiar—libraries, cafés, even homes—searching for clues about what had occurred. They discovered journals and artefacts that hinted at a hidden history of Paris—stories of ancient guardians and forgotten rituals meant to protect the city from dark forces.

One evening, while sifting through old manuscripts in a dusty library, Nathalie stumbled upon a passage that spoke of a prophecy:

“When the echoes of time awaken beneath Paris, only those who seek truth will uncover the path to salvation.”

“What does it mean?”

Lucas asked as he peered over her shoulder.

“I think... I think we need to find this echo,”

Nathalie mused.

“It might be our only chance to restore what we’ve lost.”

With renewed determination, Nathalie and her group began their quest to locate this echo. They followed clues hidden throughout the islands—cryptic symbols etched into stone walls and whispers carried by the wind that seemed to guide them deeper into the heart of Paris.

Their journey led them to forgotten catacombs beneath Île de la Cité—a labyrinth of tunnels steeped in history. As they descended into darkness, they could feel an otherworldly presence surrounding them.

“We’re close,”

Nathalie whispered as they reached a vast chamber illuminated by an ethereal glow emanating from a stone altar at its centre.

On the altar lay an ancient relic—a beautifully crafted mirror adorned with intricate designs. As Nathalie approached it, she felt an overwhelming sense of connection; it was as if the mirror held fragments of countless stories waiting to be told.

“Do you think this is it?”

Lucas asked hesitantly.

“It has to be,”

Nathalie replied breathlessly.

As they gathered around the mirror, Nathalie placed her hand upon its surface. Suddenly, visions flooded her mind—images of Paris throughout history: moments of joy and sorrow, love and loss. She saw faces—those who had come before her—and felt their hopes and dreams intertwining with her own.

But then darkness seeped into her vision—chaos and destruction threatening to engulf everything she held dear. The weight of responsibility pressed upon her; she understood that their fate rested on uncovering the truth behind this mirror.

“Nathalie!”

Lucas shouted as he pulled her back from the mirror’s grasp.

“What did you see?”

“I saw... everything,”

She stammered.

“We need to harness this power—to use it wisely.”

With newfound resolve, Nathalie and her companions devised a plan to channel the mirror’s energy back into Paris. They believed that by performing a ritual under the light of a full moon—a time when energies aligned—they could restore balance and break free from their isolation.

As night fell and the moon rose high above Île de la Cité, they gathered around the altar once more. With each member contributing their unique stories and intentions, they formed a circle around the mirror.

“Together,”

Nathalie declared,

“we can rewrite our destiny.”

As they spoke their truths aloud, energy surged through them like electricity. The mirror pulsed with light as echoes reverberated through the chamber—a symphony of voices blending together in harmony.

But just as hope began to blossom within them, shadows emerged from the depths—dark figures swirling around their circle, threatening to extinguish their light.

Nathalie stood firm at the forefront of her group.

“We won’t let you take us!”

She shouted at the shadows that loomed closer. The figures hissed in response, their forms flickering like candle flames caught in a gust of wind.

“You cannot escape your fate,”

One whispered ominously. But Nathalie felt an inner strength rising within her—a connection forged through shared experiences and collective resilience.

“We are more than our fears! We are Paris!”
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