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The final chapter. No more warnings. No more lives left.

Alex must uncover the origin of the game, confront his own past, and enter the last level—Room Zero. A forgotten player is rising, the Watcher is awakening, and time is looping back to the very first turn.

This is the end. But endings come with a cost.

And not all of them make it out.

The game is watching. The board is complete. The Host is ready.

FINAL PART
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Chapter 1 - The Box Beneath the Ashes
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Six months. That’s how long it had been since Eastwood Secondary School burned down.

The news said it was faulty wiring.

The internet blamed a “student prank gone wrong.”

But Alex Heron knew better.

He was the only one who walked out of that school with the truth. The only one left who knew the final game had never ended. The fire might’ve destroyed the Ouija board. It might’ve melted the cursed classroom, erased Aria’s name from the chalkboard, and scattered the ashes of Mary’s last whisper... but something stayed behind.

And it found him again.

On the night of the first snow, a box arrived on his porch. No delivery truck. No tracking number. It wasn’t even wet, even though snow was falling hard.

It was just there.

Wrapped in brown paper. Tied with black string.

And on the front, no name.

Just the word:

"RETURNED."

Alex’s heart raced. He stood there for five whole minutes before touching it. Then slowly, carefully, he brought it inside.

The box was heavier than it looked. When he opened it, the cold hit him instantly — not like freezer-cold, but deeper. Empty-casket cold.

Inside, three things:

A scorched, cracked piece of wood — the remains of the original Ouija board.

A notebook. Burned around the edges.

A single slip of paper.

He unfolded it with shaking hands.

Only one sentence was written in ink that looked far too dark to be red:

“You’re not the player anymore. You’re the host.”

Alex dropped it.

And the lightbulb in his ceiling exploded.
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Chapter 2 - Transfer Student
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Monday morning. New town. New school. Same nightmares.

Alex didn’t tell anyone about what happened at Eastwood. He barely spoke. He didn’t even use his real last name on the attendance list.

But that didn’t stop it.

In first period English, she walked in late.

The teacher barely looked up. “Everyone, this is Callie Moore. She’s new.”

Callie. Pale skin. Black hoodie. Eyes like storm clouds.

She didn’t smile at anyone.

Until she sat down.

Right across from Alex.

She tilted her head slightly. “Do I know you?” she asked.

Alex stared. “No. I don’t think so.”

She nodded slowly. “Strange. I could’ve sworn we’ve played together before.”

Alex looked away.

But her next words nearly stopped his heart.

“I used to go to Eastwood. Before the fire.”

Alex turned back. “What did you just say?”

Callie leaned in, lowering her voice. “Funny thing. I found something in my bag this morning. A notebook. It had your name on the first page. But now it has mine.”

She pulled it out.

Alex froze.

It was his notebook. The one from the box.

Burnt corners. Same red stitching.

But instead of “Alex Heron” on the first page...

CALLIE MOORE was written in the center.

And beneath it, scribbled in faint ink:

“Player 1.”
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Chapter 3 - The Closet That Breathes
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That night, Alex didn’t sleep.

He kept the notebook in his backpack, sealed with duct tape. He placed the scorched board fragment in a drawer. Every light in his room was on. No mirrors. He had learned his lesson.

But something changed around 2:55 A.M.

His closet door creaked open. Slowly. By itself.

Nothing dramatic. No slamming. No wind.

Just a steady, slow slide of hinges.

He stared.

Inside, darkness.

Then...

He heard it.

Breathing.

Not deep and growling.

But shallow. Human. Quick — like someone was panicking. Trapped.

He stepped toward it.

“Who’s there?” he whispered.

No answer.

But on the inside of the closet door, scratched in wood:

“Host.”

Then, two eyes blinked from the dark.

And a hand reached out.
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Chapter 4 - Welcome to the Game Room
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Alex didn’t sleep that night.

He couldn’t.

Not after what happened in the closet.

Not after he saw the hand reach for him — pale, thin, fingers too long. And definitely not human.

He had slammed the door shut and stacked everything he could find against it. But the scratches still came. Quiet. Almost like polite knocking.

By morning, the scratches were gone.

But his bedroom wall now had something new burned into it:

“LET HER IN.”

At school, Callie didn’t say a word.

Not until lunch.

She passed him a folded paper. Nothing else.

When he opened it, all it said was:

“3:33. Library Basement. Don’t be late.”

At 3:32 P.M., Alex stood outside the library door.

At 3:33, it opened by itself.

He followed a winding staircase that wasn’t on any map. The air grew colder, wetter. The lights didn’t work. All he had was his phone’s flashlight.

At the bottom was a rusted metal door. Carved into the center:

THE GAME ROOM.

He pushed it open.

Inside, hundreds of dusty old desks circled a giant blackboard.

Every desk had a name carved into it. Some names were scratched out. Some were still glowing red.

One desk in the center was untouched.

And on that desk — a board.

Not Ouija.

But something newer. Sleeker. Covered in symbols.

Callie stood behind it. She wore red now.

“You’re the host,” she said.

“And this... this is the board for the next level.”
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Chapter 5 - The Rules
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There were six new players.

Alex didn’t know any of them. They were students from across the school — freshmen, juniors, even a senior. None of them had anything in common.

Except one thing:

They’d all received a text.

“Wanna play again?”

And they all said yes.

They didn’t know what the game was.

But Callie did.

She explained the new rules calmly, like a teacher at story time.

The game will last six nights.

One task per night. One target.

The host must watch, not play.

If a player quits — they disappear.

If the host intervenes — they take the player's place.

The final survivor unlocks the mirror.

Alex raised his hand, almost in disbelief. “What mirror?”

Callie just smiled.

And pointed to the ceiling.

Above them was a long, cracked mirror — hanging by thin wires.

And in it...

they had no reflections.
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Chapter 6 - Night One: The Locked Room
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First task.

A student named Rachel. Quiet. Always reading. She was told to enter Room B2 at exactly midnight.

And not leave until morning.

That was it.

Alex watched from a monitor in the library basement. The whole room was filled with ancient security screens that shouldn’t have worked.

But they did.

He watched her walk in.

The door locked behind her.

Then the lights flickered.

Something moved behind the lockers. Something tall.

Alex wanted to shout. To scream.

But he was the host. He couldn’t intervene.

At 3:14 A.M., the screen went dark.

At 7:01 A.M., the door unlocked.

Rachel walked out.

But she didn’t blink anymore.

And her left hand was missing.

Chapter 7 — Night Two: The Seven Bells

Player two: Jayden. Class clown. Always loud.

His challenge?

“When the seven bells ring, don’t cover your ears.

Or you’ll never hear again.”

Simple enough.

Until the bells rang randomly.

One in class.

One in the bathroom.

One while he was laughing.

At the fifth bell, he started crying.

At the sixth, blood leaked from his ears.

And at the seventh...

He screamed so loud, everyone on the security feed covered their ears.

Alex didn’t.

But Callie did.

And when she uncovered them, she whispered:

“He failed.”

The next day, Jayden walked around with empty eyes. Never spoke. Never listened.

And at lunch?

He sat in Rachel’s seat. Smiling quietly.
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