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            "Some voices stay long after they're gone. Some are only waiting to be heard."



    


The Echo of Midnight

He wasn’t supposed to exist. She wasn’t supposed to find him
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Chapter 1: The Forgotten Door
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The clock struck midnight when Eva Hartley stumbled upon the door.

She hadn’t meant to find it — just a dusty walk through the manor’s East Wing to escape the noise of her cousin’s engagement party. The place always held secrets. Ancestral portraits stared with hollow judgment, and the fireplace in the study hadn’t worked since her grandfather's mysterious death twenty-three years ago.

But that door...

Hidden behind a moth-eaten tapestry, the wood was older than the manor itself. Its iron handle burned cold in her palm, though the hallway was warm.

Eva hesitated, heart thudding. No one had mentioned this door. Not in childhood games, not in family arguments. She’d lived in Blackthorn Manor her entire life. How had she never seen it?

She turned the handle.

The world behind the door didn’t smell like dust or time. It smelled like rain and smoke. The room was circular, carved stone, torchlit — and utterly impossible. And at the center stood a figure cloaked in midnight, his eyes closed, as if asleep.

She stepped closer, unable to resist.

The man's chest rose and fell with a slow rhythm, as if time had paused for him.

Then, his eyes snapped open — glowing with an eerie silver light.

And the world changed forever.
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Chapter 2: The Sleeper in the Stone
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Eva stumbled backward, heart pounding.

The man’s gaze locked onto hers — ancient, unreadable. His voice, when it came, was more vibration than sound.

“You found me.”

Eva’s throat was dry. “Who are you?”

“I am the echo they buried,” he whispered. “The last of the Midnight Order. And you...”

He tilted his head, as if tasting her presence.

“You’re not supposed to be here.”

Eva gripped the doorframe. “This is my house.”

A faint smile touched his lips. “It was. Before time split.”

The torches flared higher. Symbols on the walls pulsed softly. She could feel something binding her to the room. Bloodline, maybe. Or destiny.

“I don’t understand,” she breathed.

“You will. Soon.”

He took a step forward — and then staggered. His knees buckled. Reflexively, Eva caught him.

His skin burned hot.

“You’ve been asleep,” she said, surprised at her own calm.

“Sealed,” he murmured. “For a crime I didn’t commit.”

Their eyes met again, and for a flicker, Eva saw it — the pain, the rage, and something else...

Recognition?
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Chapter 3: The Bloodline Curse
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The man lay unconscious in Eva’s room.

She’d dragged him there through hidden corridors, avoiding staff and family. It was absurd, reckless — and necessary.

She searched for clues as he slept. His cloak was lined with silver embroidery. Strange glyphs. His undershirt had no seams, no tags. Not of this world.

Or not of this time.

Eva returned to the hidden room the next morning. The door was gone. Just smooth stone.

Panicking, she flipped through her grandfather’s old journals. In one, she found it:

“The Midnight Echo is real. Bloodlines remember what minds forget. Sealed in the East Wing. For protection. For penance.”

Below, a sketch. The same man.

The words chilled her:

“If he awakens, the clock restarts.”

She slammed the book shut.

When she turned, he was standing.

Awake.

And looking at her like she’d just triggered the end of the world.
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