
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Blood in the Code

        

        
        
          Jason Lemaire

        

        
          Published by Jason Lemaire, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BLOOD IN THE CODE

    

    
      First edition. March 25, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Jason Lemaire.

    

    
    
      Written by Jason Lemaire.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
        
            
            "The line between survival and surrender is written in the choices we refuse to make."

      

    




	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue

[image: ]






Rain slicked streets glistened under the dim glow of the city’s neon signs, the hum of traffic distant and muffled. Lena Hart moved quickly, keeping to the shadows, her coat pulled tight around her as she navigated the narrow alleyways. Something had tipped her off—an instinct she couldn’t ignore.

She stopped under a flickering streetlight, noticing a dark shape in the corner of the alley. Her heart skipped. A body? A trap? She wasn’t sure yet, but she knew enough to keep moving carefully.

The faint sound of typing reached her ears, mechanical and deliberate, as if someone was mapping her steps in real time. She glanced at her phone—nothing. No notifications, no messages. Yet she felt it, the weight of someone watching, someone always one step ahead.

And then she saw it: a message, encrypted and indirect, left on a network she’d never seen before. It was a single tag: DarkTechNull.

Lena froze. She had chased dangerous people before, but this was different. This wasn’t random. Whoever this was, they were methodical. Precise. Patient. And they were sending a warning she couldn’t ignore.

She exhaled, shaking off the chill in her fingers. Time was already moving faster than she realized. Somewhere out there, someone had begun a pattern—and it would only escalate from here.





Chapter 1 — First Traces



William sat in his apartment, the glow of multiple monitors casting long shadows across the walls. Coffee had gone cold hours ago, but he hadn’t moved. His eyes were locked on the screen, scanning lines of code, network logs, and system alerts with meticulous precision.

He didn’t like anomalies. Unanswered questions. Loose ends. They had a way of turning small problems into disasters if ignored.

A new alert blinked on the far-right monitor. Lena’s system had registered unusual activity. Not dangerous—or at least, not yet—but it was enough to pull him in. He leaned forward, fingers poised above the keyboard.

The name appeared first, almost innocuous: DarkTechNull.

William frowned. He had seen thousands of usernames, handles, and code signatures in his years tracing online activity. Most were meaningless. Random. Forgotten as soon as they appeared. But this... this wasn’t random.

He ran it through a quick search.

Nothing.

No matches in public records, forums, or archived networks. No recycled signatures, no hints, no trails. Just... nothing.

“Too clean,” he muttered under his breath.

The apartment was silent except for the hum of electronics. It was the only constant in his life—the soft, predictable buzz that grounded him when everything else felt uncertain. Outside, the city moved in chaos and order alike. Inside, time narrowed to a single point: the name, the tag, and the strange sense of urgency that accompanied it.

William pulled up Lena’s activity logs. Hours. Days. Weeks. Everything seemed routine—work files, streaming, idle time. A normal digital life. Yet, somewhere inside the data, he sensed a disruption. A single point of irregularity buried deep enough to be almost invisible.

He found it.

A timestamp. Three nights ago. A connection that shouldn’t have existed.

William’s fingers moved automatically. He traced the route through layers of obfuscation, multiple masked endpoints, dead paths meant to throw off anyone following. Whoever had set this up was skilled. Calculated. Patient.

Nothing was perfect. There was always a trace.

A fragment remained.

An old server, barely active. Forgotten. Pristine. And now in his hands.

William paused. Accessing Lena’s system to investigate—justified. Breaking into external servers? Dangerous. Reckless. Illegal. Yet the compulsion was too strong.

He exhaled, then typed. The connection opened.

The interface was stripped-down, text-only, ancient. Threads and timestamps stretched back years, conversations half-erased but never fully gone.

William began to reconstruct, linking fragments, following trails left behind like breadcrumbs. It took time—minutes stretching longer than they should have—but slowly a pattern started to emerge.

Usernames. Repeating, scattered, but enough to track.

And then William froze.

One of the names wasn’t just a username. It was a real person. A woman. Local. Alive.

“That’s... not a coincidence,” he muttered quietly, jaw tightening.

He continued cross-referencing, finding another match. Another woman. Same pattern. Another trace of someone disappearing from public digital life.

It wasn’t random. It wasn’t careless. It was methodical.

A list. A target list.

William’s pulse quickened. Somewhere out there, someone had already started moving. And now he had a choice: wait, or trace the steps and confront it before it was too late.

He didn’t hesitate.

The countdown had begun.

Chapter 2 — The Pattern

William didn’t like unanswered questions. They had a way of turning into something worse if left alone.

The name sat in the center of his screen.

DarkTechNull.

He had seen thousands of tags, handles, signatures—most meaningless, thrown together without thought. This wasn’t one of those.

He ran it through a quick search.

Nothing.

No matches on open networks. No flags. No recycled code signatures tied to it.

Clean.

Too clean.

William leaned back in his chair, eyes narrowing. “Yeah... you don’t just appear out of nowhere,” he muttered. Everything left a trace, even those who knew how to hide.

Behind him, the apartment was silent. The faint hum of electronics filled the space, steady and constant. Outside, the world kept moving, but in here, time had narrowed to a single point: the name, the code, and the feeling that something wasn’t right.

On the second monitor, Lena’s system remained open. Active.

He pulled up her activity logs again, this time expanding the window further back—hours, days, weeks. At first, nothing stood out. Normal usage. Work files. Streaming. Idle time. A routine life.

Then he saw it.

A timestamp. Three nights ago. A connection that didn’t belong.

William leaned forward, fingers already moving. “Let’s see where you came from...”

He traced it carefully, following the route through layers of obfuscation. Whoever set it up knew what they were doing—multiple jumps, masked endpoints, dead paths designed to waste time.
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