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​Chapter 1 – The Burnt Manuscript
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The first thing Mira noticed was the silence. Not the kind found in libraries or early morning classrooms—but a deeper, more unnatural kind. The kind that made her instinctively hold her breath, as though her body already sensed something was wrong.

The doors to Professor Harun’s private study were ajar.

That was odd.

He never left them open.

She pushed gently, the heavy oak creaking just enough to make her flinch. The lights were off. A single ray of evening sun spilled in through the stained-glass window, casting fractured colors across the room. The familiar scent of old books, dust, and Turkish coffee lingered—but something else hovered in the air now.

Burnt paper.

“Professor?” Mira called softly.

No response.

Her footsteps echoed on the tiled floor as she stepped inside, heart tightening. His desk—normally stacked with orderly piles of manuscripts—was in chaos. Books lay open at awkward angles. Pages were torn. And in the center, a single leather-bound journal lay blackened and charred, still smoking faintly.

She touched it. It was warm.

Her eyes darted to the corner of the room—and she froze.

There he was.

Professor Harun.

Slumped in his armchair, head tilted unnaturally to the side, eyes open but glassy—burned out, as if seared from the inside. No blood. No bruises. Just... gone.

Mira’s breath caught in her throat. She stumbled backward, hand flying to her mouth. Her mentor. Her advisor. The man who had once smuggled her into the Istanbul Archaeological Archive so she could see an unclassified Sumerian stone fragment. Dead.

And then she saw it.

Scrawled in his own handwriting, across the final intact page of the burnt journal:


“Seal 8 breached. Begin again.”
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​Chapter 2 – The Mark in the Margin
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Mira backed away from the professor’s body, knocking into a floor lamp. It crashed to the ground with a dull clatter. The silence was broken.

She needed to run. No—call someone. Report this.

Her shaking hands reached for her phone, but her fingers paused midair. Something gnawed at her gut. The journal. It wasn’t fully burned.

She hesitated, then snatched it off the desk and shoved it into her bag.

Sirens would come. Questions. Bureaucracy. And she wasn’t ready to hand over something she didn’t understand—not yet. This wasn’t just a death. It felt like... a message.

Footsteps thundered from the corridor outside.

Mira turned, just in time to see Dr. Cemil—the department chair—burst into the room, his face contorted with confusion and horror.

“Mira? What happened?!”

“I—I just got here,” she stammered, backing away. “He’s... I think he’s dead.”

Cemil rushed to the professor’s side, knelt, and checked for a pulse. After a moment, he slowly stood up and shook his head. “Call the police.”

By the time the authorities arrived, Mira was sitting on the stone steps outside the university, the chill of dusk crawling up her spine.

She told them what she could: she found the door open, smelled smoke, saw the body. She didn’t mention the journal.

An older man in a grey coat watched her from across the courtyard. He was too well-dressed to be police, too calm to be faculty. A small scar ran from his ear to the base of his jaw. Their eyes met—and he smiled.

It wasn’t comforting.

Later that night, Mira sat on the floor of her cramped apartment, the burnt journal splayed open on the carpet. Most pages were ruined—ashes clinging to her fingers as she carefully flipped what remained.
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