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Alex
  had always believed that the earth held secrets.




  
Not
  the kind of secrets people whispered about in stories or passed
  down
  through generations, but something quieter — something buried so
  deep that only patience, or perhaps desperation, could uncover
  it.




  
He
  stood in the middle of a dry field just outside his village,
  gripping
  an old, rusted shovel that had once belonged to his father. The
  metal
  creaked every time it touched the ground, as if it too had grown
  tired of digging through the same unforgiving soil.




  
The
  sun hung low in the sky, casting long shadows across the land. It
  was
  late afternoon, the hour when most people headed home for dinner.
  But
  Alex wasn’t most people.




  
He
  couldn’t afford to be.




  
His
  family’s small house sat at the edge of the village — worn down,
  barely holding together after years of neglect and bad luck. His
  father had lost his job months ago. His mother tried to stretch
  what
  little money they had, but it was never enough. Bills piled up.
  Food
  became scarce.




  
And
  hope?




  
Hope
  had become a luxury.




  
Alex
  wiped the sweat from his forehead and drove the shovel into the
  ground again. The sound echoed softly, dull and
  repetitive.




  
Dig.
  Lift. Throw.




  
Dig.
  Lift. Throw.




  
He
  didn’t even know what he was looking for anymore.




  
At
  first, it had started as a simple idea — maybe he could find
  something buried. Scrap metal, old coins, anything that could be
  sold
  for a few extra coins. People in the village laughed when they
  saw
  him.



“

  
Treasure
  hunter,” they joked.




  
But
  Alex didn’t laugh.




  
Because
  for him, it wasn’t a joke.




  
It
  was the only plan he had.




  
He
  paused, leaning on the shovel, his chest rising and falling with
  each
  breath. The earth here was harder than usual, packed tight as if
  it
  was guarding something.




  
Or
  maybe he was just imagining things.



“

  
Just
  a little more,” he whispered to himself.




  
The
  words felt heavier than they should.




  
He
  pushed the shovel down again, harder this time. The blade hit
  something.




  
A
  sharp, metallic 


  

    
clink
  


  

  broke the silence.




  
Alex
  froze.




  
For
  a moment, he didn’t move. Didn’t breathe.




  
Then
  slowly, carefully, he knelt down and brushed away the dirt with
  his
  hands. His fingers trembled slightly, though he didn’t know
  why.




  
Maybe
  it was excitement.




  
Maybe
  fear.




  
The
  soil gave way, revealing something smooth beneath it.




  
Not
  rock.




  
Not
  wood.




  
Something…
  different.




  
Alex
  dug faster now, tossing dirt aside without thinking. His heart
  began
  to race, pounding against his chest like it wanted to
  escape.




  
Finally,
  he uncovered it.




  
A
  stone.




  
At
  least, that’s what it looked like at first glance.




  
But
  as he lifted it into the light, he realized it was unlike
  anything he
  had ever seen.




  
It
  was golden.




  
Not
  just in color, but in the way it reflected the sunlight — warm,
  almost glowing, as if it held light inside itself. The surface
  was
  oddly smooth, yet marked with faint, unfamiliar patterns.




  
Alex
  turned it in his hands, studying it.



“

  
This
  can’t be real…” he muttered.




  
It
  wasn’t shaped like jewelry or anything crafted. It felt natural,
  yet too perfect to be ordinary.




  
Too…
  important.




  
A
  strange feeling settled in his chest.




  
Not
  joy.




  
Not
  exactly.




  
Something
  deeper.




  
He
  looked around, suddenly aware of how quiet everything had become.
  The
  wind had slowed. The distant sounds of the village felt far
  away.




  
It
  was just him.




  
And
  the stone.




  
For
  a brief moment, a thought crossed his mind.




  

    
Leave
    it.
  




  
He
  didn’t know why, but the idea felt strong. Almost like a
  warning.




  
But
  then another thought followed quickly behind.




  

    
This
    could change everything.
  




  
His
  family.




  
The
  house.




  
The
  empty cupboards.




  
All
  of it.




  
Alex
  tightened his grip around the stone.



“

  
No,”
  he said under his breath. “I’m not leaving this.”




  
He
  stood up, brushing the dirt from his clothes, though his hands
  remained stained. The golden stone felt heavier now — not
  physically, but in a way he couldn’t explain.




  
Like
  it carried something with it.




  
Something
  unseen.




  
He
  glanced back at the hole he had dug. It didn’t look like much.
  Just
  another patch of disturbed earth in a field full of them.




  
Nothing
  special.




  
Except
  now, everything had changed.




  
As
  he slipped the stone into his jacket pocket, a small sense of
  unease
  crept in.




  
What
  if this wasn’t just luck?




  
What
  if it was something else?




  
He
  shook his head, dismissing the thought.



“

  
Don’t
  overthink it,” he told himself.




  
This
  was a good thing.




  
It
  had to be.




  
He
  picked up the shovel and began walking back toward the village.
  The
  sun dipped lower, painting the sky in shades of orange and
  red.




  
For
  the first time in months, Alex felt something close to
  hope.




  
Real
  hope.




  
Not
  the kind that fades overnight, but something solid. Something he
  could hold onto.




  
Just
  like the stone in his pocket.




  
But
  as he walked, he couldn’t ignore the strange warmth spreading
  through the fabric of his jacket. It wasn’t hot enough to burn,
  but
  it was noticeable.




  
Persistent.




  
Alive.




  
He
  stopped for a moment and placed his hand over the pocket.




  
The
  warmth pulsed faintly beneath his fingers.




  
Almost
  like a heartbeat.




  
Alex
  quickly pulled his hand away.



“

  
That’s…
  weird,” he whispered.




  
He
  looked around again, half-expecting someone to be watching
  him.




  
But
  the field was empty.




  
The
  village lights flickered on in the distance.




  
Everything
  seemed normal.




  
Too
  normal.




  
He
  exhaled slowly and continued walking.




  
Whatever
  the stone was… he would figure it out later.




  
Right
  now, all that mattered was what it could do.




  
What
  it could become.




  
What
  it could fix.




  
Or
  so he believed.




  
Behind
  him, the hole remained — silent and forgotten.




  
But
  the earth didn’t forget.




  
And
  neither did whatever had been buried within it.
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The
  city felt like another world.




  
Alex
  stepped off the bus with his small bag slung over his shoulder,
  his
  eyes scanning everything at once — tall buildings, crowded
  streets,
  cars moving endlessly, people rushing past like they had
  somewhere
  important to be.




  
It
  was loud.




  
Alive.




  
And
  completely different from the quiet village he had left
  behind.




  
For
  a moment, he just stood there.




  
Watching.




  
Taking
  it all in.




  
Then
  his hand moved instinctively to his pocket.




  
The
  stone was still there.




  
Safe.




  
Warm.




  
Real.



“

  
Okay,”
  he whispered to himself. “This is it.”




  
He
  pulled out the folded paper and looked at the address again. The
  name
  written on it meant nothing to him, but the way the old
  shopkeeper
  had spoken about it…




  
This
  was the place.




  
This
  was where everything would change.







  
It
  took him nearly an hour to find it.




  
The
  building didn’t stand out. No bright signs. No crowds. Just a
  quiet
  street lined with older structures, most of them looking like
  they
  had been there for decades.




  
The
  door was dark, polished wood. Simple. Clean.




  
Expensive.




  
Alex
  hesitated before knocking.




  
His
  heart beat faster.




  
Not
  from fear.




  
From
  anticipation.




  
He
  raised his hand and knocked twice.




  
A
  few seconds passed.




  
Then
  the door opened.




  
A
  man stood in front of him — well-dressed, calm, with sharp
  features
  and eyes that seemed to analyze everything instantly.



“

  
Yes?”
  the man asked.




  
Alex
  swallowed slightly.



“

  
I…
  I was sent here,” he said, holding out the paper.




  
The
  man glanced at it briefly, then looked back at Alex.



“

  
Come
  in.”




  
No
  hesitation.




  
No
  questions.




  
Just
  that.







  
Inside,
  everything felt different.




  
The
  air was cooler. The space was quiet, controlled. Shelves lined
  the
  walls, but unlike the village shop, everything here was
  organized,
  polished, valuable.




  
Alex
  stepped in carefully.




  
The
  man closed the door behind him.



“

  
You
  have something,” he said.




  
It
  wasn’t a question.




  
Alex
  nodded slowly.



“

  
Yes.”



“

  
Show
  me.”




  
No
  small talk.




  
No
  warmth.




  
Just
  business.




  
Alex
  reached into his pocket and pulled out the stone.




  
The
  moment it caught the light, the man’s expression changed — not
  dramatically, but enough.




  
Interest.




  
Real
  interest.




  
He
  stepped closer.



“

  
May
  I?” he asked.




  
Alex
  hesitated for just a second… then handed it over.




  
The
  man held it carefully, turning it in his hands, studying every
  detail.




  
Silence
  filled the room.




  
Heavy.




  
Focused.



“

  
How
  did you get this?” the man asked quietly.



“

  
I
  found it,” Alex replied.



“

  
Where?”



“

  
In
  a field.”




  
The
  man nodded slowly, as if confirming something in his mind.



“

  
I
  see.”




  
He
  continued examining it for another long moment.




  
Then
  finally—



“

  
This
  is extraordinary.”




  
Alex
  felt a surge of excitement.



“

  
I
  knew it,” he said quickly. “So… how much is it worth?”




  
The
  man looked at him.




  
Really
  looked at him.




  
Then
  he placed the stone gently on the table between them.



“

  
This
  is not just gold,” he said. “This is an artifact. Ancient. Rare.
  Possibly unique.”




  
Alex
  leaned forward slightly.



“

  
So?”




  
The
  man’s lips curved into a faint, controlled smile.



“

  
So…
  it’s worth more than you think.”




  
Alex’s
  pulse quickened.



“

  
How
  much?”




  
The
  man paused.




  
Then
  he named a number.







  
Alex
  didn’t breathe.




  
For
  a second, he thought he had misheard.



“

  
That’s…
  that’s not possible,” he said.




  
The
  man remained calm.



“

  
It
  is.”



“

  
That’s…
  that’s enough to—”



“

  
To
  change your life?” the man finished.




  
Alex
  nodded slowly.



“

  
Yes.”




  
The
  man folded his hands.



“

  
I
  can offer you that amount. Right now.”




  
No
  negotiation.




  
No
  delay.




  
Just
  like that.




  
Alex
  stared at the stone.




  
Then
  at the man.




  
Then
  back at the stone.




  
This
  was it.




  
Everything
  he had imagined.




  
Everything
  he had hoped for.




  
Right
  in front of him.




  
And
  all he had to do…




  
Was
  let go.







  
A
  small voice inside him whispered.




  

    
Are
    you sure?
  




  
But
  it was quiet.




  
Too
  quiet.




  
Easily
  ignored.




  
Alex
  took a deep breath.



“

  
Deal,”
  he said.







  
The
  transaction was fast.




  
Too
  fast.




  
Papers
  were signed.




  
Money
  was transferred.




  
Numbers
  appeared on a screen that didn’t feel real.




  
Alex
  stared at them.




  
It
  didn’t feel like his life anymore.




  
It
  felt like someone else’s.



“

  
Congratulations,”
  the man said. “You’ve made a very good decision.”




  
Alex
  nodded slowly.




  
But
  something about those words…




  
Didn’t
  feel entirely right.







  
When
  Alex stepped back outside, the city hadn’t changed.




  
But
  he had.




  
Everything
  looked sharper.




  
Brighter.




  
Possible.




  
He
  checked the balance again on his phone.




  
Still
  there.




  
Still
  real.




  
A
  laugh escaped him.




  
Soft
  at first.




  
Then
  louder.



“

  
I
  did it,” he said under his breath.



“

  
I
  actually did it.”




  
For
  the first time in months… maybe years…




  
He
  felt free.




  
No
  more worrying.




  
No
  more struggling.




  
No
  more watching his family suffer.




  
He
  could fix everything now.




  
Everything.







  
But
  instead of going back home…




  
Alex
  walked in the opposite direction.




  
Toward
  the center of the city.




  
Toward
  the noise.




  
Toward
  the lights.




  
Toward
  everything he had never allowed himself to want before.







  
The
  first purchase was small.




  
Just
  a meal.




  
But
  not like the ones he was used to.




  
This
  was different.




  
Warm.




  
Rich.




  
More
  than enough.




  
He
  ate slowly at first.




  
Then
  faster.




  
Then
  without thinking.




  
And
  when he finished…




  
He
  didn’t feel guilty.




  
He
  felt… powerful.







  
The
  second purchase was bigger.




  
Clothes.




  
New.




  
Clean.




  
Expensive.




  
When
  he looked at himself in the mirror, he barely recognized the
  person
  staring back.




  
He
  didn’t look like the boy from the village anymore.




  
He
  looked like someone else.




  
Someone
  important.







  
By
  the time night fell, Alex had spent more money than his family
  had
  seen in months.




  
And
  yet…




  
The
  number in his account still felt endless.




  
Untouchable.




  
Safe.







  
As
  he walked through the city lights, something inside him shifted
  again.




  
Subtle.




  
Quiet.




  
Dangerous.




  
The
  fear he once felt…




  
Was
  gone.




  
Replaced
  by something else.




  
Confidence.




  
No.




  
More
  than that.




  
Control.



“

  
They
  were wrong,” he muttered.



“

  
Everyone
  was wrong.”




  
There
  


  

    
was
  


  

  something in that field.




  
And
  he had found it.




  
Not
  them.




  
Not
  anyone else.




  
Him.




  
But
  as he stood there, surrounded by noise and light and
  movement…




  
A
  strange emptiness crept in.




  
Small.




  
Barely
  noticeable.




  
But
  there.




  
For
  just a moment, he thought about his family.




  
The
  house.




  
The
  table.




  
The
  silence.




  
He
  could go back.




  
Right
  now.




  
Tell
  them everything.




  
Fix
  everything.




  
But
  he didn’t move.




  
Instead,
  he smiled slightly and looked around.



“

  
There’s
  time,” he said.



“

  
I
  deserve this first.”




  
And
  just like that…




  
The
  first crack appeared.




  
Far
  away, in a quiet room, the golden stone rested on a polished
  table.




  
Still.




  
Silent.




  
Watching.
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For
  a fraction of a second, Alex stood frozen.




  
The
  flames were small, almost harmless at first glance — crawling
  along
  the edge of a curtain, flickering softly like they hadn’t yet
  decided what they wanted to become.




  
But
  fire doesn’t stay small.




  
It
  grows.




  
Fast.



“

  
Move!”
  Alex shouted at himself, snapping out of the shock.




  
He
  rushed forward, grabbing the nearest thing he could find — a
  cloth,
  a jacket, anything — and tried to smother the flames. His hands
  shook as he pressed down, but the fire resisted, slipping away,
  spreading faster than he could control.



“

  
Come
  on… come on!” he muttered, panic rising in his chest.




  
The
  flames jumped to the wall.




  
Then
  higher.




  
Then
  wider.




  
In
  seconds, what had been manageable turned into something else
  entirely.




  
Something
  alive.




  
Something
  hungry.







  
The
  heat hit him next.




  
Sudden.




  
Intense.




  
It
  pushed against his skin, forcing him to step back.




  
Smoke
  began to fill the air, thick and dark, creeping upward, spreading
  across the ceiling like a shadow that refused to stay
  still.




  
Alex
  coughed, covering his mouth with his sleeve.



“

  
No…
  no, no, no…”




  
This
  wasn’t happening.




  
It
  couldn’t be happening.




  
Not
  here.




  
Not
  now.




  
Not
  after everything.







  
He
  ran to the kitchen, grabbing a glass of water and throwing it
  toward
  the flames.




  
Useless.




  
The
  fire barely reacted.




  
If
  anything…




  
It
  seemed to grow stronger.




  
Feeding
  on everything around it.




  
Furniture.




  
Walls.




  
Air.







  
Panic
  took over.




  
Real
  panic.




  
The
  kind that doesn’t think.




  
The
  kind that doesn’t plan.




  
The
  kind that only reacts.




  
Alex
  looked around wildly, his mind racing.




  

    
What
    do I do? What do I do?
  




  
He
  had never dealt with something like this before.




  
Never
  had to.




  
Because
  before…




  
There
  was always someone else.




  
Someone
  older.




  
Someone
  who knew what to do.




  
But
  now…




  
He
  was alone.







  
The
  flames spread across the ceiling.




  
Crackling.




  
Roaring.




  
The
  sound filled the house, drowning out everything else.




  
The
  heat intensified, pressing against him like a wall.




  
Breathing
  became harder.




  
Each
  inhale burned slightly.




  
Each
  exhale felt too short.






“

  
I
  need to get out,” he said, his voice barely audible over the
  growing noise.




  
For
  a moment, he hesitated.




  
Looking
  around.




  
At
  everything.




  
The
  furniture.




  
The
  walls.




  
The
  things he had bought.




  
The
  life he had built.




  
All
  of it…




  
Right
  there.




  
Burning.






“

  
I
  can’t just leave it,” he whispered.




  
But
  the fire didn’t care.




  
It
  never does.







  
A
  loud crack echoed through the room.




  
Wood
  splitting.




  
Something
  collapsing.




  
The
  sound snapped him back to reality.



“

  
You’re
  going to die if you stay,” he said to himself.




  
And
  suddenly…




  
That
  mattered more than anything else.







  
He
  turned and ran toward the door.




  
The
  smoke followed him, thick and choking, reducing everything to
  shadows
  and movement.




  
The
  hallway felt longer than before.




  
Endless.




  
Unstable.




  
The
  air burned in his lungs as he pushed forward.




  
Faster.




  
Faster.







  
Finally,
  he reached the door.




  
He
  grabbed the handle, pulling it open—




  
Fresh
  air hit him instantly.




  
Cold.




  
Sharp.




  
Real.







  
He
  stumbled outside, coughing heavily, his body struggling to
  recover
  from the heat and smoke.




  
Behind
  him, the house burned.







  
Not
  quietly.




  
Not
  slowly.




  
But
  violently.







  
Flames
  burst through windows, climbing higher, devouring everything in
  their
  path. The clean, perfect walls were gone, replaced by chaos and
  destruction.




  
Alex
  turned slowly, staring.




  
His
  heart pounded, but not just from fear.




  
From
  something else.




  
Something
  deeper.







  
This
  was it.




  
Everything.




  
Gone.







  
Neighbors
  began to gather at a distance, voices rising, pointing,
  reacting.




  
But
  Alex didn’t hear them clearly.




  
Their
  words blurred together.




  
Meaningless.




  
Because
  all he could see…




  
Was
  the fire.







  
The
  same house that once made him feel powerful…




  
Now
  stood as proof of how quickly everything could disappear.







  
He
  took a step forward instinctively.




  
As
  if he could go back.




  
As
  if he could fix it.




  
As
  if he could stop it.




  
But
  the heat pushed him back again.




  
Unforgiving.




  
Final.






“

  
Stop…”
  he whispered.




  
But
  fire doesn’t listen.







  
Minutes
  felt like hours.




  
Time
  lost its shape.




  
Everything
  became movement, heat, noise, and light.




  
Too
  much light.




  
Too
  much destruction.







  
And
  then…




  
Slowly…




  
There
  was nothing left to take.







  
The
  flames began to weaken.




  
Not
  because they wanted to.




  
But
  because there was nothing else to consume.







  
What
  remained…




  
Was
  ruin.







  
Blackened
  walls.




  
Collapsed
  structure.




  
Ash
  where there had once been something solid.




  
Something
  important.




  
Something
  


  

    
his
  


  
.







  
Alex
  stood there, unmoving.




  
Silent.




  
Empty.







  
This
  time, the silence felt different.




  
Not
  heavy.




  
Not
  quiet.




  
But…
  hollow.







  
He
  had spent everything building that life.




  
Every
  choice.




  
Every
  decision.




  
Every
  moment.




  
And
  now…




  
It
  was gone.







  
Not
  stolen.




  
Not
  taken.




  
But
  destroyed.







  
And
  the worst part…




  
He
  had no one to turn to.




  
No
  one waiting for him.




  
No
  one to call.




  
No
  one to help him rebuild.




  
Because
  he had pushed them away.




  
The
  realization came slowly.




  
Painfully.



“

  
This
  is my fault,” he whispered.




  
The
  words didn’t feel dramatic.




  
They
  felt true.




  
For
  the first time since everything began…




  
Alex
  understood something clearly.




  
Money
  didn’t protect him.




  
It
  didn’t save him.




  
It
  didn’t give him control.




  
It
  gave him the illusion of it.




  
And
  now that illusion…




  
Had
  burned away.




  
Leaving
  only reality behind.





 










 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






