
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Midnight Flame

(Romance • Thriller • Suspense • Fantasy)


A young woman inherits an abandoned hotel on a mysterious island in Canada’s east coast. But the hotel is not empty; it hides a parallel fantasy realm tied to her bloodline. She meets a dangerously attractive stranger who may be her protector or her killer. Passion, betrayal, erotic attraction, dark secrets, and supernatural forces collide
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication


[image: ]




For dreamers who still believe in love, mystery, and magic hidden in forgotten places.
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Chapter 1: Inheritance of the Forgotten Hotel

The letter arrived on a cold Tuesday morning, wrapped in a faded brown envelope that looked like it had traveled across centuries instead of postal routes. Elena Rivers held it between her fingers as if it might crumble. There was no return address, only her name written in elegant black ink.

Her heart gave a strange, reluctant flutter. No one wrote letters anymore. Emails, texts, maybe postcards if someone felt whimsical. But this... this was different.

Sophie, her best friend and roommate, leaned across the kitchen counter, sipping coffee. What’s that? A love letter? Don’t tell me you finally joined one of those mysterious pen-pal dating things.

Elena smiled faintly, though her stomach churned. It’s... from a law firm. I think. The handwriting looks old.

She tore the envelope carefully, and a heavy sheet of parchment slid out. The words made her breath catch.

To Miss Elena Rivers,

You are the sole inheritor of Blackthorn Hotel, situated on Ashmoor Island, Nova Scotia. The property belonged to your late grandmother, Isolde Blackthorn. You are required to be present for the formal transfer of ownership within thirty days.

—Law Offices of Harrington & Cole.

Elena read the lines twice, then again. Her grandmother.

Her grandmother who had been nothing but a ghost story in the family. Her mother rarely spoke of her, except in fragments filled with anger and silence. She abandoned us, her mother once said, and the conversation always ended there.

But now, here it was. A name. A hotel. A place.

Sophie nearly choked on her coffee. Wait, wait, wait. Did that just say hotel? As in spooky horror movie inheritance where the walls bleed at night and some sexy vampire butler shows up?

Elena laughed, but it came out shaky. It’s probably just a ruin. Maybe a bed-and-breakfast that went bankrupt. I don’t even know why they’re giving it to me. I didn’t even know her.

Girl, are you kidding me? Free property on a Canadian island? That’s like... billionaire romance novel material. Sophie’s eyes gleamed. We’re going.

Elena shook her head. “I can’t just drop everything. I have work”

You have a boring job at the bookstore where nobody buys actual books,” Sophie cut in. “You’re single, underpaid, and one heartbreak away from adopting ten cats. This is the universe telling you to change your story.

Elena opened her mouth to protest, but something stirred inside her chest. A whisper of curiosity. A hotel. A grandmother she never knew. A legacy no one had told her about.

That night, as the city lights blurred outside her window, Elena traced the name again: Blackthorn Hotel.

It felt less like an inheritance and more like... a summons.

The ferry ride to Ashmoor Island was long and unsettling. The sea was restless, gray waves curling like claws against the boat. Elena stood on the deck, her hair whipping across her face, staring at the faint outline of land ahead.

Sophie bounced beside her, wrapped in a scarf. This is amazing. It’s like stepping into one of those gothic novels where the heroine inherits a haunted castle. Except instead of a castle, you get—

Elena cut her off, whispering, A hotel.

The word felt heavy.

When they finally reached the island, the sky had turned a deep violet. The cab driver barely spoke as he drove them through winding forest roads. Then, suddenly, the trees parted, and there it was.

The Blackthorn Hotel.

It loomed like a memory made of stone tall, weather-beaten, yet strangely elegant. The windows reflected the dying light in fractured glimmers. Ivy curled along its walls like veins. The gates creaked open as if on their own.

Elena’s pulse quickened. She should have felt fear. Instead, a strange pull dragged her forward.

Sophie muttered, Yup. Definitely haunted. Ten bucks says the caretaker is a brooding man with a tragic past and abs of steel.

Elena didn’t reply. Because as the car stopped, she saw someone standing at the entrance. A shadowed figure, tall, dark, still as a statue.

Watching. Waiting.

And though she couldn’t see his face, she felt the unmistakable chill of destiny brushing against her skin.

*****
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Chapter 2: Arrival on the Island
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The silence of Ashmoor Island was different.

Not the silence of peaceful countryside, but the kind that pressed against your chest and made you hyper-aware of your own heartbeat. The wind moved through the pines in soft, secretive sighs. The ocean roared in the distance, relentless and eternal, as though warning intruders to turn back.

Elena stepped out of the cab, her boots crunching against the gravel. The Blackthorn Hotel towered above her, its silhouette cutting sharply against the violet sky.

She tilted her head back, eyes tracing its turrets and endless windows. Some were lit faintly though she hadn’t seen a single flicker of electricity on the island. Others looked black and hollow, like vacant eyes staring down at her.

Tell me this doesn’t look like the setting of a Netflix thriller, Sophie whispered, clutching her suitcase with theatrical dread.
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