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DESCRIPTION
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When Ava Holloway returns to the quiet town of Ashwood after a traumatic incident erases a year of her life, she expects familiarity to heal her. Instead, she finds whispers in the streets, a forest that watches, and an old camera that awakens visions she cannot explain.

As forgotten memories surface, Ava uncovers Ashwood’s hidden magical past and a darkness that feeds on loss and forgetting. Caught between what was and what must be faced, she must decide whether memory is a burden to escape or a power to share.

Echoes of the First Night: A Flicker of Forgotten Magic is a soft, atmospheric tale of memory, identity, and survival — a story about how the past shapes us, and how remembering together can become its own kind of magic.
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Part I 

The Return
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The Road Back to Ashwood
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Ava didn’t remember the road. Her hands did, though.

Her knuckles went white at every curve, gripping the wheel at turns she could swear she’d never driven before. The trees pressed in from both sides, branches tangling overhead until the afternoon light turned dim and strange. Old. Quiet in a way that made her uneasy.

She could feel Ashwood getting closer. Not like a memory — more like déjà vu. Recognition without understanding.

The satnav had died ten minutes back. No signal. No guidance. Just road, trees, and that headache she couldn’t shake — the one that showed up after the accident and never left. A whole year, gone. Three hundred and sixty-five days, blank as an overexposed photograph.

She slowed when she saw the sign.

ASHWOOD
Founded 1642
Someone had carved a second line below the date — deep enough that the wood showed pale and raw underneath.

Some things never leave.

Her throat went tight.

The town came into view slowly — stone cottages, narrow streets, windows with no curtains. It felt familiar the way dreams do. Like you know it, but you don’t.

She parked outside the house her solicitor insisted was hers.

The door wasn’t locked.

Inside smelled like dust and lavender and something else — metallic, almost. Like someone had been living here and then just...stopped. Pictures sat on the mantel, all turned face-down.

Ava reached for the nearest one.

Her fingers brushed cold metal instead.

There was a camera under the stairs. Old, heavy, leather all cracked. When she picked it up, everything tilted sideways.

Light flared.

She heard screaming. It took her a second to realize it was her own voice.

And just like that, for the first time since the accident, she remembered. The night she’d been trying so hard to forget.
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The House That Still Knows Her
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The camera slipped from Ava’s fingers and struck the wooden floor with a dull, final sound.

Then, nothing. Just silence. Thick and waiting, like the house was holding its breath.

Ava staggered back, pressing a hand to her chest. Her heart hammered wildly, each beat echoing the scream that still rang in her ears. The vision had vanished as abruptly as it had come, leaving only a sour taste of fear and the faint smell of smoke that did not belong to the quiet, tidy hallway.

Get a grip, she told herself.

Everything looked normal. Narrow walls, low ceiling. Sunlight coming through the lace curtains, dust floating in the air. But she still felt like something was watching her. Not a person. Something else.

She bent slowly and picked up the camera again.

It was heavier than she expected, the metal cold even through her jumper. The lens was clouded, the strap frayed almost to breaking, yet when she peered through the viewfinder the world sharpened, edges suddenly too clear, colours too deep. Her head throbbed.

Ava set the camera carefully on the hall table and moved further inside.

The sitting room was small but orderly. Furniture arranged with care. Bookshelves filled with well-thumbed novels, local histories, and photographic journals she did not remember buying. A throw lay folded over the back of the sofa, indented where someone — she — had sat countless times.

Above the fireplace hung a single photograph.

A woman stood at the edge of Ashwood Forest, dark hair loose around her shoulders, camera in hand. Her eyes were calm, steady, knowing.

Ava’s breath caught.

“That’s... me.”

The realisation landed heavily. She recognised the face, the curve of her mouth, the scar just beneath her left eyebrow. But the confidence in that woman’s gaze felt foreign, almost accusing. This was not who she felt like now — fragile, uncertain, hollowed out by absence.

She turned the frame over.

Taken the night before everything changed.

No date. No explanation.

The floorboard creaked behind her.

Ava spun around, pulse racing, but the room remained empty. Still, the sense of presence lingered, coiled tightly around her ribs.

“You don’t scare me,” she said aloud, her voice thinner than she intended.

The house responded with a sigh — the soft rush of wind through unseen gaps, the settling groan of timber long accustomed to secrets.

In the kitchen, the kettle sat exactly where she expected it to be, though she had no memory of placing it there. The cupboards opened easily beneath her hands, revealing neatly stacked mugs, labelled jars, and a folded note propped against the fruit bowl.

Her name was written across it.

Ava,
If you’re reading this, it means I failed. Trust the camera. Avoid the forest at night. And whatever you do — don’t try to remember all at once.
Her fingers trembled.

Failed at what?

The kettle screamed as it boiled, shrill and sudden, making her jump. Ava laughed weakly, rubbing her temples. Trauma, she reasoned. Memory loss. Her mind filling the gaps with stories because it could not bear the silence.

Yet as she turned the kettle off, the lights flickered.

Just once.

In the window, her reflection shifted — not delayed, but different. For a fraction of a second, the woman staring back wore the same knowing expression as the one in the photograph.

Then it was gone.

Ava stepped away from the glass, heart racing.

Outside, beyond the garden fence, the forest rustled though there was no wind.

And deep within the house, something old and patient stirred — aware, at last, that she had come home.
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Sleep came reluctantly, like a guest unsure whether they were welcome.

Ava lay awake in the narrow bed upstairs, staring at the faint crack in the ceiling that resembled a branching tree. The room smelled of old linen and something sharper beneath it — smoke, perhaps, or rain on stone. Every sound carried weight: the ticking clock, the settling walls, the distant hoot of an owl she felt certain had been listening long before she arrived.

When sleep finally claimed her, it did not come gently.

She stood in the forest.

Ashwood’s trees rose like cathedral pillars, their trunks etched with symbols that glowed faintly silver. The air shimmered, heavy with magic she could taste on her tongue — metallic, electric. She knew this place. Knew it as deeply as she knew her own name.

She was not alone.

Figures circled her, faces hidden beneath hoods woven from shadow and light. Their voices layered over one another, soft and urgent.

You remember now, they whispered.

“No,” Ava said, though the word felt like a lie. Her hands were already lifting the camera, fingers moving with practiced ease. The lens hummed, alive, drawing light from the darkness itself.

A scream tore through the trees.

The forest lurched, colours bleeding as though the world were being overexposed. A shape surged forward — vast, formless, devouring. It fed not on flesh, but on moments, on names, on everything that made a life whole.

A price has been paid, the voices said. A balance broken.

Ava
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