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In a world where the boundaries between science and nature blur, Dr. Bini embarks on a journey that challenges everything he knows about life itself. Invited to the prestigious Royal Society, Bini reconnects with his enigmatic colleague Denial, whose groundbreaking experiment is unraveling — mysterious deaths and invisible forces threaten their understanding of reality.

Their quest leads them to an isolated island, shrouded in silence and secrets. There, Bini uncovers a startling truth: the very roots of the forest are alive with intelligence, capable of communication, defense, and even judgment. As he builds a device to listen to the voices of nature, the line between human and plant, predator and protector, blurs into a complex web of survival and empathy.

Amid fear, betrayal, and revelation, Bini faces an impossible choice—pursue the revolutionary Tally Tab medicine, or accept the limits of human control over the natural world. The formula’s promise remains incomplete, but the lessons learned echo beyond the lab: science must evolve with compassion, respect, and humility.

Tally Tab Discovery is a gripping blend of mystery, scientific exploration, and environmental philosophy. It is a haunting reminder that true progress requires listening—not only with instruments and intellect, but with the heart.

Will humanity heed the whispers beneath the earth before it’s too late?
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Chapters 1–5: The Beginning of a Mystery
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Chapter 1: Invitation to the Royal Society
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The gentle hum of the aircraft engines faded into the distance as Dr. Bini stepped onto the tarmac at Heathrow Airport. A cold breeze welcomed him to London—stern, sharp, and slightly metallic, like the city itself. The overcast sky mirrored his mood: thoughtful, heavy with anticipation, yet tinged with the kind of restless curiosity that had driven him across continents all his life.

He was here at the behest of the Royal Society of Science, one of the oldest and most revered scientific institutions in the world. Their annual convention, a week-long celebration of progress, research, and revolutionary ideas, was set to commence the following morning. And this year, as always, Bini had been invited. Not to present—though he had plenty to present—but to observe, to critique, and to absorb.

Bini wasn’t fond of public speaking. Not because he lacked the words, but because he valued silence. In a world where every discovery seemed like a race to the patent office, Bini preferred to operate in the margins—quiet, methodical, and often ahead of his time.

As his cab rolled past the familiar monuments of London—the Big Ben standing proud, the Thames curling beneath iron bridges—his mind was already wandering toward the unknown. He had received the invitation three months earlier, tucked neatly inside an ivory envelope, marked with the Society’s gold insignia. The letter had been polite, formal, and rather vague.

“We would be honored by your presence at this year’s Annual Convention. A number of groundbreaking research projects will be presented. Your insights, as always, would be invaluable.”

There was one presentation, however, that had truly piqued his interest. Slotted for the third day, a talk titled “Organic Adaptations in Controlled Botanical Environments” was scheduled to be delivered by none other than Dr. Daniel Leighton.

Deniel.

That name still echoed in Bini’s mind, like a forgotten melody played on a broken piano. They had worked together years ago at the Shibpur Botanical Garden in India, during a brief but intensely productive research collaboration. Bini had been developing a species of bamboo that, unlike its natural counterpart, grew bark—something thought impossible. The project had been more of an artistic whim than a scientific necessity, but the result was extraordinary. A barked bamboo that was fast-growing, non-toxic, and beautiful to look at. Tourists had begun calling it the "Selfie Bamboo."

Daniel, back then a young and eager botanist from Oxford, had been researching medicinal applications in fibrous plant material. His particular fascination had been with rapid cellular elongation—an obsession that had begun with his childhood dream of being taller. When he learned of Bini’s bamboo project, he had become fixated on it.

One evening, as the two sat beside the garden’s lotus pond, Daniel had made his pitch.

“You’re not going to commercialize this, are you? You’re not the type. Let me take it further. I believe I can isolate a compound from your bamboo bark that can help increase human height safely.”

“And what would you do with it?” Bini had asked.

“Distribute it. Make it available. Give people like me, like millions of others, a second chance at confidence.”

It had been a rare moment of vulnerability. And perhaps that’s why Bini had agreed.

He had stepped back. Let Daniel take the lead. Passed him the lab notes, the samples, and the future.

But now, years later, something felt wrong. The tone of Daniel’s presentation abstract had been vague—no mention of results, trials, or success rates. Just promise.

As Bini’s cab came to a halt in front of the Royal Society building—an imposing Greco-Roman structure framed by white pillars and fluttering blue flags—he felt the weight of something unspoken settle over him.

The receptionist greeted him with polite familiarity.

“Dr. Bini! You’re early. Your suite is ready. The welcome dinner begins at 7. You’ll find your schedule and credentials in the envelope on the table.”

In his suite, Bini laid out his things in silence. On the desk was the program booklet. His eyes scanned the list of speakers, his fingers stopping on Daniel’s name. The title still intrigued him, but it also carried a strange chill.

Day 3, 2:00 PM – Dr. Daniel Leighton

Organic Adaptations in Controlled Botanical Environments

“An announcement that will redefine natural boundaries.”

What boundaries? And at what cost?

As Bini stood by the window, looking out over London’s skyline, his mind drifted to another question—Why now? Why him?

In his experience, scientific breakthroughs often came wrapped not just in data and discovery—but in danger, secrecy, and sometimes betrayal.

This was just the beginning.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2: The Return of Dr. Denial
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The grand hall of the Royal Society was brimming with the usual bustle—scientists in sleek suits, postdoctoral researchers with eager eyes, journalists scribbling notes, and the occasional corporate observer sniffing out the next patentable miracle. Amidst the flurry of intellectual excitement, Dr. Bini walked silently, observing more than engaging.

He always found it amusing how many people recognized him, but how few dared approach. His reputation preceded him—not as a flamboyant genius but as a recluse who preferred plants to people, molecules to meetings. Yet wherever he went, whispers followed. Some revered him, others feared his reticent brilliance.

The first day of presentations passed in a blur—topics ranging from nano-genetic implants to bioengineered ocean algae. All cutting-edge. All impressive. But none stirred Bini from his quiet corner at the back of the conference hall.

Until he saw that name.

Dr. Daniel Leighton.

Scheduled for the afternoon slot on Day 2.

As Bini skimmed the schedule again, something felt... off. The abstract was unusually vague. “Advancements in natural augmentation. Pending ethical application.” No charts, no data. Just those nine ominous words.

That wasn’t like Denial. The Daniel he knew—years ago in India—had been precise, overly technical, painfully articulate. He would never go onstage without peer-reviewed numbers and confident conclusions.

Curiosity began to twist in Bini’s chest.

The next day, the conference hall dimmed as the projector flickered to life. A gentle murmur swept through the audience as Dr. Daniel Leighton stepped onto the stage.

He looked... different.

Not aged. Not sick. Just dimmed—like a once-brilliant lightbulb now running on flickers. His once-boyish enthusiasm had thinned into a stoic, borderline grim demeanor. The confident posture was still there, but the spark? Faded.

Bini leaned forward.

“Good afternoon,” Daniel began, his voice lower than Bini remembered. “For years, we have tried to understand the limitations of the human body—and how to enhance it. Today, I wish to speak not about theory, but about proximity. About being on the verge of something... transformative.”

The audience held their breath. But Daniel didn’t continue with data, or even slides. Instead, he placed a small black case on the podium.

“Inside this,” he said, tapping it softly, “is what I call Tally Tab. A compound derived from genetically altered bamboo bark—an extract that may allow controlled vertical growth in vertebrates. Essentially... a height-enhancing formula.”

The room shifted. Pens paused. A few quiet laughs echoed at the back.

Daniel didn't flinch.

“It is not just about aesthetics. Think of medical applications—spinal injuries, dwarfism, bone regeneration. Think beyond the circus of consumerism. This is real.”

His voice cracked ever so slightly.

“The formula is ready. The problem... is not scientific. It’s environmental. When tested in isolated conditions, the subjects—lab rodents, guinea pigs, rabbits—die before ingestion. Not from side effects. They die overnight. Unmarked. Undisturbed. And it only happens on the island where I run my experiments.”

A wave of disbelief rippled through the room.

Bini’s eyes narrowed. There it was. The reason he had flown across oceans. The edge of the mystery. A place. An island. A failure unexplained.

Daniel’s presentation ended as abruptly as it began. No Q&A. No follow-up slides. He simply clicked off the projector, bowed, and stepped down—his face unreadable.

As he walked past the crowd, his eyes met Bini’s. For the briefest second, something passed between them. Recognition. Memory. And something else—desperation.

Bini stood still, watching him disappear down the exit hallway. A lesser man might have chased after him. Bini waited.

Experience had taught him one thing—when someone like Daniel had something to say, he’d find a way to say it. Privately. Quietly. As expected, just minutes later, a man in a suit slipped a note into his hand and vanished into the crowd.

It read:

“Room 6. Tonight. Come alone. — D”

Bini folded the note and placed it in his coat pocket. His heart beat a little faster, but not from fear. From the scent of discovery.

Something was terribly wrong with Denial’s project. But more importantly, something was hidden—something that wasn’t just killing test subjects, but clawing at the boundaries of nature itself.

That night, he would find out exactly what.
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Chapter 3: Unspoken Secrets
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The hallway outside Room 6 smelled faintly of old varnish and quiet panic. A narrow corridor of beige walls, muted lights, and framed portraits of long-dead scientists led to a sturdy wooden door. No number plate. No sign. Just a polished brass knob, glinting under the dim hallway sconce.

Dr. Bini checked his watch. 8:47 PM.

He knocked, twice.

The door clicked open instantly—as if someone had been standing on the other side, waiting.

Daniel.

Up close, he looked worse. Not sick, exactly. Just... hollow. The lines on his face were sharper, the muscles around his jaw tighter. He wasn’t the same young botanist Bini had mentored years ago in Shibpur.

“Come in. Quickly,” Daniel whispered, glancing over Bini’s shoulder.

Bini entered, and the door was immediately shut, latched, and covered with a thick curtain from the inside. The windows were already masked. Not an ounce of light could escape—or enter.

Inside, the room felt more like a bunker than a guest suite. No TV. No minibar. Just a low couch, a chair, a desk filled with scattered handwritten notes and faded photographs. A laptop sat open but switched off. There was a palpable tension, like the walls themselves were listening.

Daniel motioned toward the couch. “Please sit.”

Bini didn’t. “You said the test animals died before ingesting the compound. What aren’t you telling me?”

Daniel didn’t speak at first. He sat across from Bini, elbows on his knees, head low. Finally, he whispered, “They die... untouched. No injuries. No poison reactions. Just... gone. As if something takes them.”

“Takes them?” Bini’s tone sharpened. “This is not a horror movie, Daniel.”

“I know how it sounds,” Daniel snapped. “But I’ve tried everything. Cameras. Motion detectors. Night guards. Even stayed up myself. Nothing. One night they’re fine—active, healthy. The next morning, all dead. No sounds. No struggle. No blood. Not even movement.”

Bini’s brows furrowed. “You’re telling me animals are dying in a sealed environment—unmarked, undisturbed—and you think something is... what, killing them through invisible means?”

Daniel stood abruptly and walked to the desk. He picked up a photo and handed it to Bini. It showed a cage of three white mice, sprawled unnaturally across the bedding—limbs stiff, eyes wide open.

“I took this exactly six hours after I left them. They were injected with saline, not the compound. This happens even without exposure to Tally Tab.”

Bini stared at the image, silent.

Daniel leaned closer. “It’s not the compound, Bini. It’s the place. Something about that island. Something I can’t explain.”

Bini finally sat down. “Then tell me everything. From the beginning. No skips. No secrets.”

Daniel exhaled. His voice trembled as he began.

“I found the island three years ago. Unmapped. Just a small green dot in the South Pacific, off the trade routes. Rich soil, constant humidity, no predators. Perfect for botanical experiments.”

“You never told me about this place,” Bini said flatly.

“I wasn’t supposed to. I signed a private agreement with an anonymous donor—someone funding experimental biological research. They gave me the location, the lab, and complete freedom. In exchange, I’d share my findings exclusively.”

Bini’s eyes darkened. “That was reckless.”

“I know,” Daniel whispered. “But the research was promising. The plant samples grew ten times faster than in any controlled greenhouse. I could simulate evolution in weeks instead of years. But then... the deaths began. Quiet at first. Mice. Then guinea pigs. Then a monkey. And not just lab deaths. Local insects. Birds. Even a cat I adopted. One night, I woke up and found it stiff on my doorstep.”

“And you didn’t leave?” Bini asked sharply.

Daniel laughed bitterly. “I was too deep. Too close. You remember the formula—the bamboo bark compound? I isolated a stable version of it. Micro dosed it on a single rat. For a moment, it worked. Just for a moment. Then the same thing happened. Dead by dawn. No wound. Just... silence.”
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