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The
  ocean had always been the only thing that made sense to Ethan
  Cole.




  
It
  didn’t ask questions.
  


   It didn’t judge.
  


   And most
  importantly, it didn’t expect anything in return.




  
Standing
  at the edge of the weathered dock, Ethan stared out across the
  restless horizon. The waves moved with a quiet violence, rolling
  into
  one another like secrets refusing to stay buried. The sky above
  was
  painted in fading shades of orange and gray, the kind of sunset
  most
  people would stop to admire.




  
Ethan
  wasn’t most people.




  
He
  adjusted the strap of his worn diving gear and glanced at the
  coordinates on his watch. This wasn’t a job he cared about—it was
  just another dive, another forgotten location, another paycheck.
  The
  kind of work that kept him moving and far away from anything that
  resembled a real life.




  
Or
  a real past.



“

  
Five
  minutes,” a voice called from behind him.




  
Ethan
  didn’t turn around. “That’s four too many.”




  
The
  man behind him chuckled nervously, but Ethan ignored it. He had
  built
  his life on distance—distance from people, from memories, from
  anything that might slow him down long enough to feel
  something.




  
Because
  feeling… was dangerous.




  
Without
  another word, he stepped off the dock and plunged into the cold
  embrace of the ocean.







  
The
  water swallowed him whole.




  
For
  a moment, there was nothing but silence. No voices. No
  expectations.
  Just the steady rhythm of his breath through the regulator and
  the
  distant echo of shifting currents.




  
This
  was where Ethan felt closest to peace.




  
He
  descended slowly, guided by the faint beam of his underwater
  light.
  The remains of an old structure came into view beneath him—broken
  stone, collapsed arches, fragments of something that once meant
  something to someone.




  
Now
  it was just another ruin.




  
Another
  thing forgotten.




  
Ethan
  moved closer, his gloved hand brushing against the rough surface
  of
  what looked like a wall. Algae had claimed most of it, twisting
  through cracks and wrapping itself around the past like nature’s
  way of erasing history.




  
Good,
  he thought. Some things were better left erased.




  
He
  continued forward, scanning the area with trained precision. The
  job
  was simple: document what remained, take a few images, and leave.
  No
  emotions. No questions. No attachments.




  
That’s
  how he liked it.




  
But
  then something caught his eye.




  
At
  first, it looked like nothing—just a faint glimmer buried between
  two slabs of stone. But something about it didn’t fit. It wasn’t
  shaped like debris. It wasn’t broken or worn in the same way as
  everything else.




  
It
  was… intact.




  
Ethan
  hesitated.




  
That
  alone was unusual.




  
He
  moved closer, his heartbeat slowing into a focused calm. Reaching
  down, he cleared away the sand and debris with careful
  movements.




  
And
  then he saw it.




  
A
  glass bottle.




  
Old—but
  not destroyed.




  
Inside,
  something pale shifted slightly with the current.




  
Paper.




  
Ethan
  froze.




  
For
  a long moment, he just stared at it, suspended in the water as if
  time itself had slowed. The ocean had a way of preserving
  things—but
  not like this. Not something so… deliberate.




  
This
  wasn’t random.




  
Someone
  had put this here.




  
And
  somehow… it had survived.



“

  
Don’t,”
  a quiet voice in his mind whispered.




  
He
  ignored it.




  
Carefully,
  he picked up the bottle. It was heavier than he expected, sealed
  tightly with wax that had hardened over time. The glass was
  scratched
  but unbroken, holding its contents like a secret refusing to be
  lost.




  
Ethan
  turned it slowly in his hand.




  
There
  was writing inside.




  
Not
  just one page.




  
Several.




  
Folded
  carefully.




  
Protected.




  
Waiting.




  
For
  who?




  
The
  question hit him harder than he expected.




  
Ethan
  frowned, irritation flickering across his thoughts. This wasn’t
  his
  problem. It wasn’t part of the job. It wasn’t something he needed
  to get involved in.




  
And
  yet… he didn’t put it back.




  
Instead,
  he secured the bottle to his gear.




  
Just
  in case, he told himself.




  
Just
  curiosity.




  
Nothing
  more.







  
When
  Ethan surfaced, the sky had darkened, and the wind had picked up.
  The
  calm of the ocean below was gone, replaced by sharp gusts that
  cut
  across the water.




  
He
  climbed back onto the boat without a word.



“

  
Well?”
  the man asked, stepping forward. “Anything interesting down
  there?”




  
Ethan
  removed his mask, water dripping from his face. For a second, he
  considered telling the truth.




  
Then
  he didn’t.



“

  
Just
  ruins,” he said flatly. “Nothing worth mentioning.”




  
The
  man looked disappointed, but he nodded. “Figures.”




  
Ethan
  turned away, already reaching for his bag.




  
Because
  suddenly… that wasn’t true anymore.







  
Later
  that night, Ethan sat alone in a small rented room overlooking
  the
  coast.




  
The
  bottle rested on the table in front of him.




  
He
  hadn’t touched it since the dive.




  
Hadn’t
  opened it.




  
Hadn’t
  even tried.




  
But
  it was there.




  
And
  it was… pulling at him.




  
The
  room was quiet except for the distant sound of waves crashing
  against
  the shore. The same rhythm as before—but now it felt
  different.




  
He
  leaned back in his chair, running a hand through his damp
  hair.



“

  
This
  is stupid,” he muttered.




  
He
  didn’t believe in signs.




  
Didn’t
  believe in fate.




  
And
  definitely didn’t believe in anything that suggested something
  out
  there might actually care about what happened to him.




  
But
  this…




  
This
  didn’t feel random.




  
Ethan
  leaned forward again, his eyes settling on the bottle.




  
Slowly,
  he reached out and picked it up.




  
The
  glass was cool in his hand.




  
Solid.




  
Real.




  
He
  studied the seal for a moment before grabbing a small knife from
  his
  bag. With careful precision, he began to chip away at the
  hardened
  wax.




  
Piece
  by piece.




  
Until
  finally…




  
It
  gave.




  
The
  cork slid free with a soft, almost reluctant sound.




  
Ethan
  paused.




  
Something
  inside him shifted.




  
Not
  fear.




  
Not
  exactly.




  
Just…
  something unfamiliar.




  
Then
  he turned the bottle upside down and gently tapped it.




  
The
  folded papers slid out into his hand.




  
Old.




  
Fragile.




  
But
  still intact.




  
He
  unfolded the first page slowly, careful not to tear it.




  
The
  handwriting was elegant, slightly faded—but still
  readable.




  
And
  the moment his eyes landed on the first line…




  
Everything
  else disappeared.







  

    
"If
    you are reading this, then somehow… my voice has survived."
  




  
Ethan’s
  breath caught.




  
He
  didn’t know why.




  
It
  was just words.




  
Just
  ink on paper.




  
And
  yet… something about it felt different.




  
Alive.




  
He
  kept reading.







  

    
"My
    name is Elara. I don’t know who you are, or where you are, but
    I
    pray this reaches someone who still believes in truth… because
    I am
    running out of time."
  







  
Ethan
  froze.




  
The
  room suddenly felt smaller.




  
The
  air heavier.




  
He
  read the line again.




  
And
  again.




  
A
  slow, unfamiliar tension built in his chest.




  
Running
  out of time.




  
A
  girl he had never met.




  
A
  message that had somehow crossed oceans and years to reach
  him.



“

  
No,”
  Ethan whispered under his breath.




  
He
  shook his head, trying to dismiss it.




  
This
  was nothing.




  
It
  had to be old.




  
A
  story already finished.




  
A
  past already gone.




  
But
  his hands didn’t move.




  
His
  eyes stayed locked on the page.




  
Because
  deep down…




  
He
  didn’t believe that anymore.




  
Outside,
  the waves continued to crash against the shore.




  
Unchanging.




  
Endless.




  
But
  inside that small room, something had shifted.




  
Something
  quiet.




  
Something
  dangerous.




  
For
  the first time in a long time…




  
Ethan
  Cole felt something he didn’t recognize.




  
Not
  anger.




  
Not
  indifference.




  
Not
  even regret.




  
But
  something far more unsettling.




  
He
  cared.




  
And
  he had no idea why.



 








 








 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






