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    To all the readers who dare to step aboard the last train of the night. May your echoes never fade.
— Pavel Kostka (PPKPP)

      

    



  	
        
            
            Every journey leaves behind a sound. Some are whispers, some are screams. But all are echoes that never die.
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Annotation – Echoes of the Last Train

The last train of the night is not meant for the living. It arrives without warning, stopping at forgotten stations, and welcomes passengers who should not exist. Those who step inside are never seen again. Their bodies vanish, their lives dissolve, and only their echoes remain—whispers of voices, shadows of faces, fragments of memories trapped forever within the endless carriages.

Clara, an unsuspecting traveler, boards the train and is drawn into a journey through its haunting compartments: rooms of silence, walls of faces, corridors of shadows, and clocks that measure not time, but lives. Each carriage reveals a new horror, each step pulling her deeper into the abyss where endings are nothing more than echoes fading into nothingness.

Echoes of the Last Train is a chilling horror e-book about inevitability, erasure, and the fragile line between existence and oblivion. It asks one terrifying question: when the last train arrives, will you hear your own echo calling?
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Chapter One: The Station at Midnight

The platform was nearly deserted, save for the flickering lamps that cast long, trembling shadows across the cracked concrete. A cold wind swept through the station, carrying with it the faint smell of rust and damp earth.

Clara pulled her coat tighter around her shoulders, her breath forming pale clouds in the air. She had missed the earlier train, and now only the midnight service remained—a train she had never seen before, though she had lived in the city for years.

The announcement echoed through the station, distorted and hollow: “Last train arriving. Please stand clear of the tracks.”

She glanced around. No one else seemed to be waiting. The benches were empty, the ticket booth shuttered. Yet, as the train screeched into view, figures began to appear—silent, pale silhouettes stepping out from the shadows. They did not speak, did not look at her, but drifted toward the opening doors as if pulled by an unseen force.

Clara hesitated. The train itself looked ancient, its metal sides scarred and dented, windows clouded with grime. Inside, dim lanterns glowed, revealing rows of seats that seemed far older than the station itself.

One of the passengers turned toward her. His eyes were hollow, reflecting nothing, yet his lips moved soundlessly, shaping words she could not hear.

The doors began to close. Against her better judgment, Clara stepped forward, her foot landing on the threshold just as the train lurched. The sound of the station faded instantly, replaced by a low hum that vibrated through her bones.

She turned to look back, but the platform was gone. Only darkness stretched beyond the windows, and within it, faint whispers rose—echoes of voices that did not belong to the living.

The train moved forward, carrying her into a place where reality itself began to unravel.
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