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  To my mother and father,

the heartbeat behind every dream I’ve ever chased.




To my teachers,

who believed in the story of me long before this story was written.




And to you, dear reader,

right here, right now—

thank you for holding this book in your hands.

May its words keep you company long after you’ve turned the final page.
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  Foreword



Disclaimer: The events, characters, and places depicted in this novel are purely a work of fiction. “He Calls Me Silence” exists only within the realm of imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to real events, is purely coincidental







  Preface



Preface: Some scars are carved not into the flesh, but into the soul.

For Adam Blackwood, the night his twin brother died inside the orphanage was the night his world fractured forever. One half became the quiet painter who longs for love and light. The other half—darker, hungrier—took the name Noah.




Years later, the killings begin. Victims from the orphanage, each body marked with the same chilling signature: Noah. To the police, it’s the trail of a ruthless serial killer. To Adam, it is the echo of a voice he cannot silence.




As truth and madness entwine, Adam is forced into a battle within himself—against the brother he lost, the monster he created, and the past that refuses to die.

And in the center of this struggle stands Mia, the woman who may save him… or become Noah’s final masterpiece.
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Chapter One: Shadows of the Past




‏Cold night winds swept in from the Pacific Ocean, carrying the scent of salt and moisture, rustling the leaves of trees along a narrow alleyway in National City, San Diego. The pale moonlight pierced the overcast sky, casting shifting shadows on the wall of a derelict building where a body lay. It was not the first victim, and it would not be the last.




‏Location: An alley behind an abandoned nightclub.




‏Carlos Rohn, head of the FBI field office, entered the crime scene with heavy steps, his face drawn with exhaustion and suppressed fury. His sharp brown eyes swept the scene: a pale female body lying on its back, a torn black dress, and wide-open blue eyes staring eternally at the sky. But what seized Carlos like a magnet was the mark on her left thigh: two letters written in elegant, precise script, like an artist’s signature on a canvas.




‏“Noah.”




‏“God damn it,” Carlos muttered through clenched teeth, his grip tightening on the edge of his raincoat.




‏“Same signature, boss?” asked Jack Moore, his young assistant, approaching cautiously as his camera captured the grim details. His face, pale under the glare of the spotlights, betrayed his revulsion.




‏“Exactly the same,” Carlos replied hoarsely. “The fourth victim in two months—same method, same signature.” He looked at Jack, his eyes heavy with the weight of responsibility. “This isn’t an ordinary killer, Jack. This is… an artist.”




‏Enter: Dr. Rebecca Miller.




‏She stepped under the police tape, her clean white lab coat a stark contrast to the chaos of the scene. Dr. Rebecca Miller, head of the forensic psychology division, approached the body, her intelligent gray eyes studying the tableau not merely as a crime, but as a composition.




‏“Look at this, Carlos,” Rebecca said, pulling on latex gloves. Her voice was calm and analytical, yet carried a disturbing trace of admiration. “The body’s positioning—it’s deliberate. The head tilted just so, to catch the moonlight. Even the tears in the dress… they’re not random.” She crouched beside the thigh. “The signature, placed exactly where the light first touches the skin. He’s displaying his work, signing it with pride. This isn’t a crime, Carlos. This is a performance. This is… art.”




‏Carlos stepped closer, the stench of decaying blood filling his nostrils. “Art? Doctor, a woman’s been murdered in a filthy alley!”




‏“Art is relative—both to the creator and the viewer,” Rebecca answered steadily, lifting her eyes to meet his. “And this creator… Noah… he sees us as his audience. He’s daring us to understand his message, to appreciate his dark aesthetic. Look at the precision of the fatal wound—one clean cut, just below the ribcage, straight to the heart. Swift. Skilled. No excess violence. The focus is on the final image, on the signature.” She rose and peeled off her gloves. “He’s suffering, no doubt. A deep, corrosive anger. But there’s a cold intelligence here, and meticulous planning. That’s what makes him so dangerous.”




‏Carlos turned from the body, his gaze lost in the alley’s shadows. The word Noah echoed in his mind like an alarm bell. There was something—something familiar about that name, or the way it was written. A hazy memory loomed like a ghost at the edges of his consciousness.




‏Location: A small apartment in a quiet neighborhood — early morning.




‏Far from the sirens and floodlights, Adam Blackwood sat in a corner of his apartment, surrounded by paintings. The dim glow of a floor lamp cast long shadows across walls crowded with drawings and sketches: distorted faces, bleak landscapes, and eyes—endless eyes—staring back at him.




‏Adam was absorbed in a painting on the easel. Not a face, not a landscape… but a storm of shadows and colors—black, slate gray, deep crimson—colliding in violent struggle. Harsh streaks of thick paint slashed the canvas like wounds. And within the apparent chaos, something emerged: the faint outline of a boy—pale, spectral, with wide, empty eyes.




‏Internal Struggle:




‏Adam’s hand trembled on the brush. He exhaled heavily, as though dragging breath from the depths of his soul. His forehead dampened with sweat despite the chill of the room. A faint whisper—distant yet intimate—echoed inside his mind:




‏“Why do you fight me? I am a part of you… I am the truth.”




‏Adam’s eyes flew open, his breath ragged. Fear flickered in his deep hazel gaze as he looked back at the canvas. The boy stared out from the shadows.




‏With sudden violence, Adam seized a tube of crimson paint, dipped the brush, and slashed the canvas, burying the boy under furious strokes. Red consumed everything—the color of blood, of anger, of danger.




‏“Enough…” he whispered hoarsely, almost pleading. “Go back to the darkness… please.”




‏The brush slipped from his hand, spattering red across the wooden floorboards. He slumped against the easel, body trembling, eyes fixed on the ruined painting—now nothing but chaos and crimson. In the heavy silence, the shadows on the walls seemed to shift… and whisper.
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Chapter Two: The Spark of Attraction




The warm California sun melted the last traces of morning fog from the windows of the art hall at Waverly High. The familiar scents—oil paint, turpentine, and aged wood—hung in the air, but today felt different. Today was preparation day for the annual Spring Exhibition, and the creative energy was palpable, like a faint electric current.




Adam Blackwood stood before his easel, arranging a set of charcoal sketches of student faces. His hands moved with focus, but his hazel eyes kept drifting, magnetically, to the opposite corner of the hall. There, bathed in a golden pool of sunlight streaming through a high window, stood Mia Carter.




She leaned over a wide table, carefully pouring watercolors into ceramic dishes. Her long chestnut hair was tied in a loose, messy bun, rebellious strands falling across her forehead. Her white shirt was spattered with indigo, crimson, and turmeric yellow, making her look like part of a living Impressionist painting. She squeezed a tube of oil paint, her tongue peeking slightly between her lips in a moment of childish concentration.




Internal Voice:




A cold whisper, sharp as a scalpel on glass, scraped at Adam’s consciousness:




“Look at her… naïve. Weak. Just like all the others.”




Adam stiffened, his grip tightening on one of the sketches until the paper nearly tore. He drew in a slow breath, willing the voice away. Not now. Not here.




“Adam?”




Her voice, soft as silk, startled him. Mia now stood before him, a shy smile lighting her face, dimples carving deep into her cheeks. In her hands she held a painting—a surreal landscape, bathed in shades of violet and emerald, dreamlike in its strangeness.




“Do you mind if I hang my piece next to your new one?” she asked, her wide green eyes searching his face with tentative curiosity. “I know you’re famous at these shows, and I thought that…” She hesitated, licking her lips nervously. “…that our paintings might complement each other.”




The Shy, Romantic Dialogue:
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