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PREFACE


[image: ]




We live in a world that never shuts up.

We are surrounded by a constant, comforting static: the hum of office computers, the clink of ceramic coffee mugs, the low murmur of small talk in the hallway,

and the tap-tap-tap of fingers on keyboards. We look for safety in noise. We assume that as long as we can hear the world moving around us, everything is normal.

But what happens when that noise becomes a target? What happens when the sounds

of our daily routines become the very thing that hunts us?

I have always been fascinated by how quickly a space we consider safe can turn into a cage. In the Project Vacation series, I explored what happens when getting away from it all goes horribly wrong. With The Silent Floor, I wanted to bring that same claustrophobic dread closer to home—right into the heart of the modern corporate office.

This story is dedicated to anyone who has ever stared at a spreadsheet and wished for a little bit of quiet.

Just be careful what you wish for.


—  Kisses V.
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PROLOGUE: The Frequency of Fear
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11:02 AM

The world didn't end with a bang. It ended with a hum.

Arthur was sitting in his idling delivery van three blocks away from the massive glass-and-steel tower on 4th Street. He was eating a lukewarm turkey sandwich and listening to a talk radio host complain about the local transit tax.

Then, the radio cut out.

It wasn't the usual static of a dead zone. It was a clean, digital silence that seemed to suck the ambient noise right out of the van. Arthur frowned, reaching for the dial. Before his fingers could touch the plastic, the speakers emitted a sound he would never forget.

It was a frequency—high, thin, and vibrating with a strange, organic texture. It felt less like a sound and more like a physical needle pressing against the back of his eyeballs.

Arthur looked out the windshield. Across the street, a woman walking a Golden Retriever stopped mid-stride. The dog didn't bark. It didn't whine. It simply

sat down and tilted its head at a sharp, painful-looking forty-five-degree angle toward the city’s cellular tower.

The woman did the same.

Then, the frequency changed. It dropped an octave, turning into a low, guttural thrum that rattled the van’s floorboards.

In an instant, the woman’s eyes rolled back, leaving only a milky, clouded white. She didn't scream. She didn't call for help. She simply dropped her leash, turned toward a man sitting on a nearby park bench, and began to run.

She moved with a terrifying, silent fluidity. No wasted breath. No heavy footfalls.

Arthur watched, his sandwich forgotten in his lap, as the woman tackled the stranger. The man’s shout of surprise lasted only half a second before the

woman’s hand clamped over his mouth with impossible strength.

The silence that followed was the most terrifying part. There was no struggle,

no shouting—only the wet, rhythmic sound of tearing fabric and the soft, frantic tapping of the man's shoes against the pavement as his life bled out into the quiet morning.

Arthur realized then that the radio hadn't just gone dead. The world had been recalibrated.

He stayed in his van, trembling, watching as the city went still. The cars

didn't honk. The sirens didn't wail. One by one, the people on the sidewalk stopped being neighbors and started being hunters, guided by the one thing

Arthur couldn't stop doing.

Breathing.

Arthur looked up at the towering office building three blocks away. He saw the sunlight glinting off the windows of the fourth floor. Thousands of people were

in there, still typing, still talking, still oblivious to the fact that their voices had just become their own death warrants.

He reached for his door handle, but his wedding ring clinked against the metal.

Clack.

The woman on the sidewalk stopped. She didn't look at him with her milky eyes.

She tilted her ear toward the van, her jaw unhinging in a silent, expectant

snarl.

Arthur froze. He didn't turn the key. He didn't call for help.
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