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THE ECHO CHAMBER

*The legend never died. It was just waiting.*
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The Sleeping Stone

Four thousand years.

That was how long the First Stone had waited, entombed in the pressure-darkened depths where the sun never reached. Four thousand years since the last ships had fled the sinking archipelago. Four thousand years since the earth had closed its eyes and returned to its long healing sleep.

The stone waited.

It had waited before—eight thousand years between the founding and the first renewal, five thousand years between the first renewal and the second, three thousand years between the second and the final fall. It was patient. It had learned patience from the earth itself, which thought in units of geological time and measured the rise and fall of civilizations as a human might measure the blooming and withering of a single flower.

The stone waited, and it dreamed.

It dreamed of the first Kaelen, standing on a shore, watching his world drown. It dreamed of the first Lyra, descending into the deep places to speak with the earth. It dreamed of covenants made and broken and made again, of hunger that never died, of love that never quite faded.

It dreamed of the bloodline, scattered across the world like seeds from a dying tree. Some had taken root in the east, building kingdoms in the shadow of mountains. Some had drifted west, to lands of forest and river. Some had crossed vast oceans to places the Atlanteans had never imagined existed.

The bloodline endured. Diluted, yes. Faded, yes. But not gone. Never quite gone.

And somewhere in that bloodline, the stone knew, the next Kaelen was being born. The next Lyra was opening her eyes to a world that had forgotten everything. The next Theron was learning the old hunger from parents who had learned it from theirs, generation after generation, waiting for the moment when the stone would call to them again.

The stone waited.

Four thousand years.

It could wait a little longer.
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THE DREAMS

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE


[image: ]


The Drowning

Kaelen woke screaming for the third time that month.

The dream was always the same: islands sinking into a churning sea, fire raining from the sky, a woman with glowing hands reaching for him, her face twisted with grief and warning. And a voice—vast, old, terrible—whispering words he couldn't understand but somehow knew were important.

*You are not the first. You will not be the last. Tread carefully.*

He sat up in bed, gasping, his skin slick with sweat despite the air conditioning that hummed softly in the background. His room was dark, familiar, safe—posters on the walls, textbooks on the desk, his phone charging on the nightstand. Normal. Ordinary. Everything a seventeen-year-old's room should be.

The dreams were not normal.

His mother appeared in the doorway, her face creased with worry. "Again?"

"Sorry. Didn't mean to wake you."

She came and sat on the edge of his bed, the way she used to when he was small and afraid of monsters under the bed. "Kaelen, honey, these dreams... they've been going on for months. Maybe you should talk to someone. A doctor, or—"

"It's just stress, Mom. College applications, finals, you know." He forced a smile. "I'll be fine."

She didn't look convinced, but she nodded. "Try to get some more sleep. It's almost morning."

She kissed his forehead and left.

Kaelen lay back, staring at the ceiling, knowing he wouldn't sleep again. The dreams were too vivid, too real. They felt like memories, not imaginings. Like something his bones remembered even if his mind didn't.

He reached for his phone, scrolling through messages. A text from Lyra: *You up? I saw your light on.*

He typed back: *Dream again. Same one.*

Three dots appeared, then vanished, then appeared again. Finally: *Meet me at the pier? I need to tell you something.*

He glanced at the clock. 4:47 AM. The pier would be empty, the bay quiet, the first light just beginning to touch the water.

*On my way.*

––––––––
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LYRA WAS ALREADY THERE when he arrived, sitting on the edge of the wooden pier with her feet dangling over the water. The bay was calm, reflecting the faint glow of the approaching dawn. Seagulls called in the distance. A few fishing boats bobbed at their moorings.

She didn't turn when he sat beside her.

"I had a dream too," she said. "Not the same as yours. Different."

"Different how?"

She was quiet for a moment. Then she held up her hand.

It was glowing.

Kaelen stared. The light was faint—barely perceptible in the growing dawn—but unmistakable. A soft gold luminescence that pulsed gently, like a heartbeat.

"Lyra—"

"It started a few months ago. Around the same time your dreams started." She lowered her hand, and the glow faded. "At first I thought I was imagining it. Then I thought it was some kind of medical thing—you know, weird skin condition, allergic reaction. But it's not. It happens when I'm emotional. When I'm scared, or angry, or..." She looked at him. "Or when I'm with you."

Kaelen didn't know what to say. The girl he'd known since elementary school, his best friend, the person he trusted most in the world—was glowing.

"Your dreams," she continued. "You said there's a woman in them. With glowing hands."

"Yes."

"I think that's me. Not me now—me before. A long time before." She finally turned to face him. "I think we're connected to something, Kaelen. Something old. Something that's been waiting for us."

He thought of the voice in his dreams. *You are not the first. You will not be the last.*

"What do we do?"

"I don't know. But I think we're about to find out."

The sun broke over the horizon, painting the bay in shades of gold and rose. For a moment, everything was beautiful and still.

Then Kaelen's phone buzzed.

He glanced at it. An unknown number. A text message with no preview.

He opened it.

*My name is Sen-mut. I'm an archaeologist. I've been looking for you. Please call me immediately. It's about your dreams.*

He showed Lyra. She read it, her face pale.

"How does she know about your dreams?"

"I don't know." He looked at the message again. "But I think we need to find out."
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