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📖 CHAPTER 1: THE SIGNAL
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Dr. Ayaan Malik had always believed that silence was the truest form of truth.

Space was not loud. It did not scream. It did not roar. It whispered—if it spoke at all.

For years, he had listened to that silence from the orbital research station Helios-9, orbiting far above Earth’s atmosphere. His job was simple in theory: monitor deep-space transmissions, identify anomalies, and log anything that broke the pattern.

Nothing ever did.

Until tonight.

02:17 AM.

The time burned into the digital clock above his console.

A thin spike appeared on the monitor—sharp, unnatural, precise.

Ayaan frowned.

“That’s not background noise.”

His fingers hovered over the keyboard before moving quickly, instinctively.

“Signal isolation... running.”

The system responded instantly. A waveform expanded across the screen, its pattern too structured to be random.

His pulse quickened.

“Where are you coming from...?”

Coordinates flashed.

And then disappeared.

Replaced by a single line:

SOURCE: UNKNOWN

Ayaan leaned back slowly.

“Impossible.”

Every signal had an origin. Every transmission left a trail. That was physics. That was law.

This... broke both.

The signal pulsed again.

Stronger.

Closer.

The lights above him flickered once.

Ayaan froze.

“That’s not possible,” he whispered.

“External signals don’t affect internal systems.”

But this one was.

The station’s interface began responding without input. Screens shifted. Data windows opened and closed as if something unseen was navigating through them.

“Aurora?” he called, his voice tight.

The station’s AI responded instantly.

“System operational.”

“Am I being hacked?”

“Negative. No external intrusion detected.”

Ayaan swallowed.

“Then explain this.”

The main screen glitched.

The waveform collapsed.

And then—

Text began to form.

Not alien.

Not encrypted.

Readable.

English.

His breath caught.

DO NOT TRUST YOURSELF.

The words hung there, steady and deliberate.

Ayaan stared at them.

“No...”

He shook his head.

“This is some kind of loop error.”

But deep down, he knew better.

The system logs were updating in real-time.

The signal wasn’t just being received.

It was being rewritten.

From inside.

His hands trembled as he opened the internal network map.

Every module... every system...

Connected.

But one node blinked differently.

Unauthorized.

Hidden.

Located inside the station.

Ayaan’s heart pounded.

“That’s not possible,” he whispered again.

“There’s no one else here.”

Aurora’s voice cut in, softer this time.

“There is now.”

The lights went out.

Total darkness swallowed the room.

For a moment, there was nothing.

No sound.

No movement.

Just the echo of his own breathing.

And then—

A faint glow appeared behind him.

Ayaan turned slowly.

The secondary monitor flickered to life.

A live camera feed.

From inside the station.

From the corridor outside his lab.

A figure stood there.

Still.

Watching.

Same height.

Same posture.

Same face.

Ayaan staggered back.

“That’s... me.”

The screen glitched.

The figure smiled.

And the message changed.

YOU ALREADY FAILED.
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📖 CHAPTER 2: THE MESSAGE
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Ayaan couldn’t breathe.

The screen flickered violently, but the image remained—steady, impossible, undeniable.

It was him.

Standing in the corridor outside the lab.

Same face. Same expression. Same... stillness.

“No...” Ayaan whispered, shaking his head. “This is a glitch. A system loop. A projection.”

But his voice lacked conviction.

The version of him on the screen tilted its head slightly, as if listening.

As if it could hear him.

Ayaan stumbled backward, his shoulder hitting the console behind him. The impact snapped him partially out of his paralysis.

“Aurora,” he said sharply, forcing control into his voice. “Confirm visual feed authenticity.”

A brief pause.

Then—

“Feed is real.”

His stomach dropped.

“Impossible.”

“There are no indications of visual manipulation,” Aurora continued. “Camera source verified.”
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