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Annotation: The Glass Hour

When Jonas Ward receives a mysterious black hourglass linked to his brother’s disappearance twelve years earlier, he is pulled into the ruins of Glass point a secret research facility buried beneath the mountains and abandoned after a catastrophic experiment tore open something that was never meant to exist.

Inside the shattered complex, time behaves like a broken mirror. Echoes of people who never lived walk the corridors. Memories bleed into reality. And the doorway at the heart of the project a machine designed to glimpse alternate timelines is waking again.

Jonas soon discovers that his brother Elias did not vanish. He crossed the threshold… and something came back wearing his face.

As the countdown inside the hourglass ticks toward zero, Jonas must confront a perfect copy of himself, a sentient convergence of fractured identities, and a doorway that hungers for a living anchor. With reality collapsing around him and the echoes closing in, Jonas has one impossible choice:

Face the version of himself he fears most or let the doorway rewrite him forever.
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Chapter 1: The Train That Arrived Empty

The first scream was swallowed by the wind.

At 02:17 in the morning, the night-shift dispatcher at Ravenhall Central Station leaned forward in his chair, squinting at the incoming signal. A freight train—Unit 47B—was approaching the platform at full speed. Nothing unusual. Except for one detail.

No crew had checked in. No cargo manifest had been filed. And Unit 47B had been decommissioned twelve years ago.

The dispatcher, a man named Jonas Kade, rubbed his eyes and leaned closer to the monitor. The train’s headlights cut through the fog like two white knives, growing brighter, closer, impossibly fast. He reached for the radio.

“Unit 47B, this is Central. Identify your crew.”

Static answered him.

The train roared into the station, brakes screeching, sparks spitting from the rails. Jonas stood, heart pounding. The platform lights flickered once, twice, then steadied. The train shuddered to a stop.

Every carriage door slid open at the same time.

Jonas swallowed hard. “Hello? Anyone on board?”

Silence.

He stepped onto the platform, breath fogging in the chilly air. The train loomed over him massive, metallic, humming faintly as if alive. He climbed the metal steps and entered the first carriage.

Empty.

Not just empty untouched. No dust, no footprints, no signs of life. The air smelled faintly of ozone and something else… something metallic and sweet, like overheated circuitry.

He moved deeper inside.

Carriage after carriage. All empty. All pristine. All wrong.

In the seventh carriage, he found it.

A single object lay on one of the seats: a glass hourglass, filled not with sand but with a shimmering silver powder that moved as if alive. The hourglass was warm to the touch. Jonas lifted it carefully.

The powder inside began to swirl faster.

A soft click echoed behind him.

Jonas spun around.

A woman stood in the doorway tall, dark hair pulled into a tight braid, wearing a black coat with no insignia. Her eyes were sharp, assessing, and entirely unafraid.

“You shouldn’t be here,” she said.

Jonas tightened his grip on the hourglass. “Who are you?”

She stepped closer, ignoring the question. “Put that down. Now.”

“What is this thing?” Jonas asked.

“It’s a message,” she said. “And a warning.”

The silver powder inside the hourglass suddenly surged upward, pressing against the glass as if trying to escape.

The woman’s expression hardened. “They activated it.”

“Activated what?”

She did not answer. Instead, she grabbed Jonas by the arm and pulled him toward the exit.

“We need to leave. Right now.”

“But the train”

“Isn’t a train,” she snapped. “Not anymore.”

Before Jonas could respond, the lights inside the carriage went out. The metal walls vibrated. A low, resonant hum filled the air deep enough to rattle his bones.

The hourglass in his hand began to glow.

The woman’s voice dropped to a whisper.

“Run.”

They sprinted toward the platform as the train behind them began to shift metal groaning, reshaping, as if something inside was waking up.

Jonas stumbled onto the platform, gasping for breath. The woman slammed a button on the emergency panel, sealing the carriage doors.

The train fell silent.

Then, from deep within the metal hull, something knocked. Once. Twice. Three times.

A slow, deliberate rhythm.

Jonas stared at the sealed doors, heart hammering. “What’s inside that thing?”

The woman looked at him with an expression that was equal parts fear and certainty.

“Something that was never meant to return.”

She reached into her coat and handed him a small black card. No name. No number. Just a symbol: a circle split by a vertical line.

“Your life changed the moment you touched that hourglass,” she said. “If you want to survive the next twenty-four hours, you’ll come with me.”

Jonas looked at the glowing hourglass in his hand. The silver powder inside had stopped swirling. It had formed a shape.

A number. 24

The woman stepped back. “The countdown has begun.”
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