
SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

From the MixCache.com library

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

The Midnight Constellation
MixCache.com

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Table of Contents
Introduction
Chapter 1: Breakdown on the Last Train
Chapter 2: Homecoming Shadows
Chapter 3: The Attic and the Echoes
Chapter 4: A Telescope Rekindled
Chapter 5: Collisions and Fragments
Chapter 6: Plans Written in Starlight
Chapter 7: Telescopes and Truths
Chapter 8: A Rivalry Remembered
Chapter 9: Under the Town’s Watchful Eyes
Chapter 10: Ghosts of the Observatory
Chapter 11: Memories in the Hospital Light
Chapter 12: The Mathematics of Forgiveness
Chapter 13: Holding the Night Apart
Chapter 14: Secrets Beneath the Stars
Chapter 15: The Space Between You and Me
Chapter 16: Storm Warning
Chapter 17: Petition and Protest
Chapter 18: Mapping Hidden Fears
Chapter 19: The Things We Almost Say
Chapter 20: Countdown to Midnight
Chapter 21: Making a Stand
Chapter 22: Letters Unsent
Chapter 23: Celestial Reckonings
Chapter 24: Under the Meteor Shower
Chapter 25: Stolen Stars, Second Chances

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Introduction
Violet Harper stared through her rain-speckled apartment window at a city that no
longer felt like hers. The cardboard boxes stacked around her whispered the truth she
had tried so hard to ignore: her dreams had collapsed as quietly as they had once
begun. Once, she had traced constellations across midnight skies and believed she
was destined to discover new worlds. Now, her telescope—her once-prized
companion—was just another relic collecting dust in the closet, untouched alongside
hopes she had nearly forgotten how to name.

Just days before, Violet’s life unraveled with a single email: “We regret to inform
you…” She read the message three times, fingers numb, emotions caught between
anger and numb resignation. Her job—her last tether to a future she once
envisioned—was gone. The university budget cuts claimed her position with clinical
finality, erasing the hundreds of late nights spent at research desks and observatory
rooftops. The city, which once sparkled with possibility, now pressed in on her,
crowded and silent as a closed book.

But the layoff was only the latest in a long succession of losses. Grief hovered at
Violet’s shoulder like a persistent shadow, speaking of family fractures too sharp to
mend and apologies left unspoken. Her mother’s absence was a gaping silence in
holiday phone calls. Her father, once a brilliant presence, had grown distant even
before his body betrayed him—their last conversation ending not with comfort, but
with anger and misunderstanding.

When the call came about her father’s stroke—a neighbor’s voice awkward with
sympathy—Violet felt a heaviness that was more than sadness. It was dread, guilt, and
a reluctant sense of duty woven together. As the only child, she was expected to
return, to step into a caretaker’s role she resented and feared in equal measure. She
told herself it would be temporary, just until arrangements could be made, all the
while knowing that going home meant reopening wounds she had spent years trying
to ignore.

Now, as dusk settled outside her faded apartment, the truth was unavoidable: she was
adrift. The promise of the city no longer called to her, and her future was blank as an
unwritten star chart. For the first time in years, Violet felt the cold ache of being
thoroughly lost. Gripping the handle of her suitcase, she took one last look at what
little she was leaving behind.

Somewhere beyond glass and gloom, stars waited for nightfall. Violet didn’t believe in
second chances—not really. But as she turned from the window, heart heavy with a
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thousand regrets, something faint flickered in the sky. Maybe it wasn’t hope yet, but in
the soft hush of almost-midnight, Violet allowed herself to wonder if the universe had
more for her after all.
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CHAPTER ONE: Breakdown on the Last Train
The rain had followed Violet out of the city, a relentless drumbeat against the train
window. Each clickety-clack of the wheels felt like a countdown to a destination she
dreaded. She watched the urban sprawl give way to rolling hills and then, finally, to
the familiar, unassuming landscape of her hometown. Orion’s Peak. The name itself
felt like a cruel joke, a reminder of what she had left behind and what she was now
being forced to confront.

Her phone, dead for hours, lay in her lap, a silent testament to her isolation. She
hadn’t charged it, hadn’t wanted to connect with anyone. The thought of polite
condolences or veiled judgments from well-meaning friends was unbearable. All she
craved was the quiet oblivion the rocking train provided, a temporary suspension
between the life that had crumbled and the one she was being dragged back into.

The air in the train car grew heavy, thick with the scent of damp wool and stale coffee.
Violet pulled her worn cardigan tighter, though the chill she felt was more internal
than external. She thought of her father, lying in a hospital bed, a stranger in his own
body. Their last conversation had been a brittle exchange about her “failures” in
academia, punctuated by his sighs of disappointment. He hadn’t said it outright, but
the implication was clear: she hadn’t measured up to the brilliant future he’d once
envisioned for her. Or, perhaps, for himself through her.

The train slowed, its screech echoing through the quiet car. “Orion’s Peak, next stop,”
a tinny voice announced over the intercom. Violet’s stomach clenched. She hadn’t
been back to Orion’s Peak in nearly a decade, not since the funeral that had splintered
their family beyond repair. The thought of seeing the familiar, yet unsettlingly
changed, streets sent a wave of nausea through her. Every corner held a memory,
every building a ghost.

As the train shuddered to a halt, Violet grabbed her suitcase, its weight a physical
manifestation of her burdens. She stepped onto the platform, the familiar scent of pine
and damp earth filling her nostrils. The station was small, just a single covered
platform, deserted except for a lone taxi idling under a flickering fluorescent light.
Even the air felt different here, thinner, colder, like the quiet breath before a storm.

She scanned the empty platform, a flicker of something she couldn’t quite
name—disappointment? relief?—passing through her. No one was there to meet her.
Not that she had expected anyone. Her father was incapacitated, and her mother…
her mother was long gone, a wound that still bled if she thought about it too long.
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“Taxi?” The driver, a woman with kind eyes and a tired smile, leaned out of the
window.

Violet nodded, her voice hoarse. “The hospital, please. St. Jude’s.”

The ride was silent, save for the rhythmic swish of the windshield wipers. Violet
watched the familiar landmarks flash by—the old general store, now a trendy cafe; the
library, still stubbornly brick-red; the town square, dominated by a towering oak that
looked even older than she remembered. Everything was subtly different, yet
unsettlingly the same, like a dream where the details shift but the underlying feeling
remains.

They passed the old observatory, a dark, skeletal structure perched on a hill
overlooking the town. It was in disrepair, its dome pitted and rusted, its windows
boarded up. Once, it had been the crown jewel of Orion’s Peak, a place of wonder and
discovery. Now, it was just a decaying monument to forgotten ambitions. Violet’s
chest tightened. She remembered countless nights spent there, her eyes glued to the
eyepiece, mapping distant nebulae, convinced her future lay among the stars.

The hospital emerged from the gloom, a modern, sterile building that seemed out of
place in this sleepy town. Violet paid the driver, her hand trembling slightly as she
counted out the bills. Stepping inside, the antiseptic smell hit her first, followed by the
hushed whispers and beeping machines that were the soundtrack of illness.

At the reception desk, a harried nurse directed her to her father’s room. “He’s been
asking for you,” the nurse said, her tone gentle, almost pitying.

Violet didn’t reply. Had he really? Or was that just something people said?

She found his room at the end of a quiet corridor. The door was ajar, and through the
gap, she could see him. Lying still in the stark white bed, tubes snaking from his arm,
his face pale and drawn. He looked smaller, frailer than she remembered. The
formidable man who had once filled their house with his booming voice and passionate
lectures was reduced to this.

Violet pushed the door open, the soft click echoing in the quiet room. Her father’s
eyes, dull and unfocused, slowly turned towards her. A flicker of recognition, then
something else—pain? regret?—crossed his face. He tried to speak, a guttural sound
escaping his lips, but no words formed.

Violet walked to the side of his bed, her heart a tangled knot of emotions. “Hi, Dad,”
she managed, her voice barely a whisper. She wanted to reach out, to take his hand,
but hesitated. The years of unspoken words, the chasm between them, felt too vast to
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bridge with a simple touch. He had always been so strong, so impenetrable. Seeing
him like this, so vulnerable, was unsettling, almost frightening.

He struggled again, his fingers twitching slightly. She leaned closer, trying to decipher
his attempt at communication. Was it an apology? A demand? A plea? She couldn’t
tell. The silence stretched between them, heavy with the weight of their fractured
past. Violet felt a familiar surge of resentment, quickly followed by a wave of guilt. He
was ill, incapacitated, and all she could feel was the sting of old hurts.

“I’m here,” she said, her voice steadier this time. “I’ll stay.” The words felt like a
promise, or perhaps, a surrender. She wasn’t sure which. The future, once mapped out
with precision, was now a blank canvas, and she, a reluctant artist, was being forced
to paint something entirely new. She looked at her father, his eyes still fixed on her,
and for the first time in a long time, Violet felt utterly, completely lost. The stars, once
her guiding light, felt impossibly far away.
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