

    
        
          The Grey Haven Secrets

        

        
        
          The Echo Gene Series, Volume 2

        

        
        
          K.J. Hyun Night

        

        
          Published by K.J. Hyun Night, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE GREY HAVEN SECRETS

    

    
      First edition. March 9, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 K.J. Hyun Night.

    

    
    
      Written by K.J. Hyun Night.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Echo Gene Series | Book Two: The Grayhaven Secrets

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Echo Gene Series

Book Two: The Grayhaven Secrets


[image: ]


Prologue: The Day the Music Stopped

Then: Twenty Years Ago

Elara Vance was four years old when the world ended.

She didn't know it was ending, of course. To a four-year-old, the world was just... the world. Her bedroom with the yellow walls. The kitchen where her father made pancakes on Sundays. The backyard where she chased fireflies on summer evenings.

She didn't know that her father was a genius. Didn't know that he worked in a secret laboratory beneath their quiet town. Didn't know that the humming she sometimes felt in her bones at night was coming from machines he'd built, machines designed to unlock something deep in human DNA.

She only knew that on Tuesday afternoon, while she was eating a peanut butter sandwich at the kitchen table, the humming got louder.

Much louder.

The walls shook. The windows rattled. The sandwich fell from her hands as the floor began to ripple like water.

And then—

Silence.

Not the silence of quiet. The silence of stopped. The refrigerator stopped humming. The clock stopped ticking. The bird outside the window stopped mid-flight, frozen in the air like a photograph.

Elara ran to the window.

The world outside was gray. Not dark—gray. Like someone had drained all the color from everything. People stood motionless on the sidewalk. Cars sat dead in the street. Even the wind had stopped blowing.

"Daddy?" she whispered.

No answer.

"Daddy!"

She ran through the house, through the kitchen, through the living room, down the stairs to the basement, down more stairs to the place she was never supposed to go—

And found her father standing before a wall of glass, staring at something on the other side.

"Don't look, Elara," he said without turning. "Close your eyes. Cover your ears. Don't look."

But she looked.

Through the glass, she saw a room filled with light. And in the light, shapes—human shapes, but wrong somehow. Too still. Too perfect. Like statues carved from sunlight.

"The Resonance," her father whispered. "It worked. Oh god. It worked."

The last thing four-year-old Elara saw before the world went dark was her father's reflection in the glass—his face streaked with tears, his hands pressed against the barrier, his lips forming words she couldn't hear.

She would spend the next twenty years trying to remember what those words were.

Chapter 1: The Frozen Town

Now

The gate closed behind them with a sound like a held breath releasing.

Jasper stood at the head of their small group, staring down the road into Grayhaven. The town spread before them like a photograph—houses with doors half-open, cars stopped in the middle of streets, a bicycle lying on its side as if the rider had simply vanished mid-pedal.

"It's like everyone just... stopped," Wren whispered.

"Not everyone." Mira's voice was tight. "Look."

She pointed. In the yard of the nearest house, a woman stood frozen, one hand raised as if waving. Beside her, a child's tricycle lay overturned. But the woman's eyes—they were moving. Tracking slowly back and forth, back and forth, like she was watching something none of them could see.

"What's wrong with her?" Darian asked.

"I don't know." Mira approached carefully, keeping distance. "Ma'am? Can you hear me?"

The woman's eyes continued their slow sweep. No other movement. No response.

Jasper reached out with his mind—and immediately recoiled. "Her thoughts. They're... they're on a loop. The same moment, over and over. She's reliving the same few seconds, forever."

"How is that possible?"

"I don't know. But there are more." Jasper turned in a slow circle, reading the hidden thoughts of everyone in range. Hundreds of minds, all trapped in the same pattern. Repeating. Endless. "The whole town. Everyone here is stuck in a loop."

"That's why the quarantine never lifted," Mira breathed. "They didn't just contain the town. They contained... this. Whatever happened here, it's still happening."

From behind them, a voice spoke.

"You're not supposed to be here."

They spun. A man stood on the road, maybe twenty yards away—except he wasn't quite a man. He was young, early twenties at most, with the kind of face that belonged on a college campus. But his eyes were old. Ancient. Like they'd seen centuries pass.

"I'm supposed to be the only one," he continued. "The only one who isn't trapped. The only one who remembers." He tilted his head, studying them. "Until now."

"Who are you?" Mira asked.

"My name is Silas. Twenty years ago, I was a teacher at Grayhaven High School." He smiled, and there was something sad in it. "I haven't aged a day since."

Chapter 2: The Timeless Man

Silas led them to what had once been the town library. Now it was his home—a sprawling space filled with books, scavenged supplies, and walls covered in writing. Notes, observations, theories. Twenty years of solitude, documented in cramped handwriting.

"I was in the school basement when the Resonance hit," he explained, settling into a chair that had clearly been his for a long time. "Filing cabinets. Old records. The kind of place no one goes. When the wave came, I felt it—this incredible pressure, like the whole world was squeezing me. And then..." He gestured at himself. "Nothing. I stopped."

"Stopped?"

"Aging. Changing. Dying. I've been twenty-three years old for two decades. My power—the Echo Gene gave me temporal stasis. I'm anchored outside time. The loop that trapped everyone else? It can't touch me."

Wren was studying the walls. "What is all this?"

"Everything I've learned. The patterns of the loop. The moments when it weakens. The people who almost break free." He pointed to a section covered in names. "These are the Loopers—the residents trapped in the 24-hour cycle. Every day, they relive the same twenty-four hours. They wake up, go through their routines, experience the Resonance again at 3:47 PM, and then reset at midnight. They've been doing it for twenty years and they don't even know it."

"That's horrible," Darian said.

"It's worse than horrible. It's... it's like they're all characters in a story that never ends. They have no agency. No growth. No future. Just the same day, forever."

Jasper was staring at one section of the wall. "What's this? 'The Anchor'?"

Silas's expression shifted. "The Anchor. Once per cycle, one person in the loop becomes briefly aware. For a few minutes—sometimes less—they remember. They know they're trapped. They can see me, talk to me, ask questions. Then the loop resets and they forget everything."

"How long do they have?"

"It varies. Some people hold awareness for five, ten minutes. Others only get a few seconds. The Anchor changes each day. I never know who it will be until they wake up."

Mira stepped forward. "Is there anyone in particular you've talked to? Anyone who might know something about what caused this?"

Silas looked at her for a long moment. "There's a woman. She's been the Anchor more than anyone else. About once a month, she wakes up aware. She always asks the same question: 'Is my daughter okay?'"

"Her daughter?"

"She was pregnant when the Resonance hit. Gave birth inside the loop. The baby—Luna—was born here, in the frozen time. She's the only person who's grown up in Grayhaven since the quarantine." Silas's voice softened. "Luna is seventeen now. She's never known a world that moves forward. Her mother has watched her grow up in flashes—minutes at a time, once a month, for seventeen years. And every time she forgets again."

Wren's eyes were shining. "That's the saddest thing I've ever heard."

"It's Grayhaven," Silas said. "Everything here is sad. But Luna—she's something else. She's the only person born in the loop. Her power is... unusual."

"What kind of power?"

"Mimicry. She can copy any ability she witnesses. Just for a little while, but perfectly. She's watched me for years, learned to use my stasis for seconds at a time. She's watched the Loopers repeat their patterns, learned to predict them. She's never seen the outside world, but she knows more about powers than anyone I've ever met."

Darian frowned. "If she can copy abilities, why hasn't she escaped?"

"Because she won't leave her mother." Silas met his eyes. "Would you?"

Chapter 3: The Girl Who Was Born Twice

Luna found them before they found her.

Jasper was walking through the frozen town, trying to make sense of the silent streets, when a girl appeared beside him as if she'd always been there.

"You're new," she said.

Jasper jumped. "Where did you—"

"I've been watching since you came through the gate. Silas doesn't know. I'm better at hiding than he thinks." She was small and quick, with sharp eyes that missed nothing. "You're a Perceptor. Telepath variant. You hear secrets."

"How do you—"

"I told you. I watch. I learn." She circled him slowly. "The girl with you—the Manifestor—she runs on fear. The boy—the Conductor—he absorbs everything. The woman—the researcher—she's looking for something. Her father, maybe. Or the truth about what happened here."

"You can read minds too?"

"No. I just pay attention." She smiled, and it was like watching sunlight break through clouds. "I'm Luna. I've been waiting for someone new my whole life."

Luna took them to the edge of the loop.

It was a line, invisible but unmistakable—a place where the frozen world met the moving world. On one side, cars hung motionless in mid-turn. On the other, grass swayed in a breeze that didn't exist twenty feet away.

"This is as far as I can go," Luna said. "The loop holds me. Not like the others—I'm not trapped in the cycle. But I can't leave. Every time I try, I feel like I'm tearing in half."

"Because of your mother?" Wren asked gently.

"Because of everyone. They're all I've ever known. Even if they don't know me." Luna's voice caught. "My mother—she's in there, somewhere. Repeating the same day forever. Once a month, for a few minutes, she knows me. She holds my hand. She tells me she loves me. And then she forgets, and I have to wait another month to see her again."

Darian stepped forward. "That's not fair."

"No. But it's what I have." Luna looked at him. "You're full of energy. More than you've ever been. You've been saving it."

"Jasper helped me. He showed me I could choose what to absorb."

























































































































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
|

| NIGHT =

N\

K.J. HYU.

\





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
/<





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





