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    To those who have ever questioned their own thoughts.

And to the quiet ones—who hear the noise before it begins.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Silence is not the absence of noise—it's the space where truth decides if it wants to be heard."

      

    


📖 Chapter 1 – The Smell of Something Wrong

By Nina Brooks



I knew something was off the moment I stepped into the alley behind the lab. The rain had washed away most of the footprints, but not the smell. It wasn’t just chemicals or damp trash—it was fear. Thick, cold, chemical fear. I’ve been a detective for five years, and I’ve smelled fear more times than I’d like to count. But this one? It was different. It clung to the air like a secret waiting to explode.

The building in front of me was supposed to be empty. Shut down six months ago. Government cut funding, or so the news said. But two nights ago, someone reported flickering lights and strange noises coming from the basement. And last night? A janitor from across the street swore he saw a man in a white lab coat carrying a crate marked with a red biohazard symbol.

That’s why I was here. No backup. No sirens. Just me, my flashlight, and my instinct.

My name is Nina Brooks. I'm twenty-six years old, and I never wanted to be a detective—not really. But when my brother died from an “unknown infection” five years ago, and nobody cared enough to ask why, I made a promise: I would never ignore a strange case. Especially not one that smelled like this.

I pulled out my phone, checked the time. 2:11 AM. The kind of hour where nothing good ever happens. I scanned the alley again. A broken camera hung above the back door, wires exposed. Probably intentional. I tried the handle—locked, of course. But the door frame had fresh scratches. Someone had been here. Recently.

I knelt beside the door and ran my fingers over the frame. There—tiny red fibers stuck in the wood. I pulled one out. Looked like fabric from a lab coat. But not just any lab coat—this one had been burned. The fiber was melted at the edge.

Suddenly, a loud clank echoed from inside. I froze.

Then silence.

I pressed my ear to the door.

Breathing. Faint. Controlled. Someone was on the other side—standing still. Listening.

I held my breath.

Then... footsteps. Moving away.

I stood up fast and backed off into the shadows, heart pounding. Someone was inside the lab, alive, and not alone. My gut told me this wasn’t just a break-in. This was something organized. Hidden. Dangerous.

I turned to leave, but then I saw it.

A small glass vial, left near the dumpster. It had rolled into a puddle, half-buried in mud. I picked it up with my gloves on. There was a black symbol on it: a circle with three vertical lines crossing through the middle. I didn’t recognize it—but it made my skin crawl.

I took a picture, sealed the vial in a plastic evidence bag, and slipped it into my coat pocket.

Whatever was going on in that lab... it had already started.

And I was officially in.

📖 Chapter 2 – Breaking In

I didn’t sleep that night.

Instead, I waited across the street, hidden in my car. The building stayed dark. No more noises. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that something—or someone—was watching me.

At sunrise, I came back. This time, with tools.

The back alley was quiet again, the rain replaced by thick summer humidity. I approached the door and quickly picked the lock. It clicked open easier than I expected. Almost like someone wanted it to be opened.

The hallway inside smelled of bleach and rust. I clicked on my flashlight. The beam danced across dusty floor tiles and half-covered lab equipment. Folders. Broken monitors. A smashed microscope.

Then I saw the first strange thing: a plastic board labeled “TRIAL 042: ACTIVE” still blinking green.

I approached the console. It was still running, powered by a hidden generator. Someone had reactivated the system manually.

Files on the screen were labeled with names—codes, dates, and one word repeated again and again:

“VIRAX-X”

I took photos of everything. I didn’t understand the science, but I recognized the danger. One file was still open, a report. I read:

“Subject D failed. Severe neurological response within 14 minutes. Trial suspended. Awaiting further orders from Dr. Mercer.”

Mercer?

That name meant nothing to me... yet.

I backed away from the screen and headed deeper into the lab.

That’s when I heard it again. A sound behind me.

I spun around—nothing.

But on the ground near the sink was a long scratch. Fresh. Like a metal box had been dragged across the floor.

Someone had been here. Maybe they still were.

I had just turned to leave when the lights suddenly went off.

And in the darkness, a voice whispered:

“You shouldn’t be here, detective.”



📖 Chapter 3 – Mercer

I didn’t run.

I should have. But I stood frozen, breathing hard in the dark, flashlight shaking in my hand.

I aimed the beam toward the voice—nothing.

Silence again.

But now I knew: someone had seen me. Someone knew my name.

And worse—they expected me.

I stumbled out of the lab and didn’t stop until I was three blocks away. When I reached my apartment, I locked every door twice.

Later that night, I played the voice back from my recorder. But it wasn’t there. Just static. No words. No whisper.

I knew what I heard. But there was no proof.

I opened my laptop and typed in the name: Dr. Elias Mercer.

No official records. No photos. Just fragments—old journal articles on virus mutation, emergency response plans, experimental vaccines. Then I found a government blacklist report, partially redacted.

“Dr. Elias Mercer—terminated 2019. Violation of biological ethics. Unauthorized trials on human tissue. Location unknown.”

What kind of scientist gets terminated and then disappears?

I sat back in my chair.

Then I remembered the vial.

I took it out of my coat and turned it over in my hand. Still cold. Still glowing faintly purple under certain angles. The symbol... it was starting to feel familiar. But from where?
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