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Echoes in the Courtroom — Book One

Aiden Marris stood at the edge of the courthouse steps, listening to the world breathe. Most people never noticed the layers beneath the noise. They heard traffic, footsteps, doors opening and closing. But Aiden heard the truth inside the sound the tension, the hesitation, the intent.

Cerbrus sat at his side, still as carved stone. To anyone watching, he looked like a disciplined service dog waiting for a command. But Aiden felt the subtle vibration in Cerbrus’ chest the quiet signal that something in the environment had shifted. Not danger. Not yet. But movement worth noting.

Aiden angled his head slightly. Cerbrus’ ears twitched once. That was all he needed.

They had spent years alone in the wilderness, where silence was a language and survival depended on instinct. Out there, Aiden learned to hear meaning in every bark, every breath, every shift in Cerbrus’ posture. Cerbrus learned to read the world through Aiden’s stillness. Together, they became a system a bond sharpened by isolation and necessity.

Now that same bond guided them through a world of polished floors and whispered agendas.

Aiden tapped his cane once against the ground. Cerbrus rose immediately. The courthouse doors opened ahead, releasing a wave of murmurs and the faint scent of old paper and polished wood. Aiden stepped forward, letting the rhythm of the space guide him. Cerbrus walked half a step ahead — not pulling, not leading, simply extending Aiden’s awareness.

Inside, the air changed. Courtrooms always carried a certain weight — a pressure that settled in the chest. Aiden felt it like a shift in temperature. Cerbrus felt it too. His tail lowered slightly, his breathing slowed.

Aiden listened.

A cough to the left nervous. A shoe scuff to the right impatient. A whisper behind him curious.

He mapped the room in seconds.

Cerbrus gave a low, almost inaudible rumble. Not a warning. A reminder. Someone was watching them too closely.

Aiden smiled faintly.

He had expected that.

They moved deeper into the building, the echoes of their steps blending with the hum of fluorescent lights and the distant shuffle of legal clerks. Aiden could feel the eyes on him — the curiosity, the doubt, the quiet underestimation.

People saw a blind man with a dog.

They never saw the sniper who once navigated forests by sound alone. They never saw the man who could hear a lie in the way someone breathed. They never saw the dog who could detect a threat before it formed.

But they would.

Today was not about proving anything. It was about listening. About understanding the currents beneath the surface. About finding the truth hidden in the noise.

Cerbrus brushed lightly against Aiden’s leg a signal they had developed long ago. Someone was approaching from the right. Confident steps. No hesitation. No fear.

Aiden turned his head slightly.

The footsteps stopped.

A voice followed.

"Mr. Marris, they are ready for you."

Aiden nodded once.

Cerbrus exhaled a soft, steady breath.

Together, they stepped forward into the courtroom, where justice waited — not in the words spoken aloud, but in the echoes beneath them.

— Karebear K
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Echoes in the Courtroom — Book One

The hallway outside Courtroom Three carried a different kind of silence. Not the natural quiet of the wilderness Aiden once knew, but a manufactured hush built from tension and expectation. People tried to hide their thoughts in places like this. They tried to mask their intentions behind polite voices and measured footsteps. But Aiden had learned long ago that silence speaks louder than sound.

Cerbrus sat at his side, steady and alert. His breathing was slow, controlled. His ears shifted with the precision of a finely tuned instrument, catching every vibration, every whisper, every subtle change in the air. Aiden felt the dog focus, and he mirrored it, grounding himself in the rhythm they had perfected over years of survival.

A door opened down the hall. Aiden heard the hinges before the handle fully turned. He heard the faint scrape of a shoe, the uneven cadence of someone trying to appear calm. Cerbrus gave a soft exhale. Not a warning. A signal. Someone was approaching with purpose.

Aiden angled his head slightly, listening deeper. The footsteps were light but not hesitant. Confident but not aggressive. A woman. Mid-thirties. Professional shoes. A slight drag on the left foot. Not injury. Fatigue.

She stopped a few feet away.

"Mr. Marris," she said, her voice steady but carrying the weight of someone who had been awake far too long. "I am Assistant District Attorney Lena Hart. I will be working with you today."

Aiden nodded once. Cerbrus remained still, but Aiden felt the subtle shift in the dog’s posture. He approved of her. Or at least did not distrust her.

"You have quite the reputation," she continued. "The judge is curious. The defense is irritated. And the press is circling like they smell blood."

Aiden smiled faintly. "They usually do."

Lena hesitated. "I read your file. What they could find of it, anyway. Most of it is redacted. The parts that are not are... impressive."

Aiden said nothing. He had never cared for praise. The wilderness did not reward ego. It punished it.

Cerbrus’ ears twitched twice. Aiden felt the message immediately. Someone else was listening. Not close. But close enough.

Aiden turned his head slightly toward Lena. "We should move."

She blinked, surprised. "Why."

"Because the hallway is no longer empty."

Lena glanced around but saw nothing. Aiden did not need to see. Cerbrus had already mapped the threat.

They walked toward the courtroom doors. Cerbrus moved with a quiet confidence, his steps perfectly aligned with Aiden’s pace. The dog brushed lightly against Aiden’s leg — a silent reassurance, a reminder that whatever waited inside, they would face it together.

Inside the courtroom, the air shifted again. Aiden felt the weight of eyes — the curiosity, the skepticism, the quiet judgment. People saw a blind man with a dog. They never saw the truth beneath the surface.

Cerbrus stopped suddenly. Aiden felt the tension ripple through the dog’s body. Not fear. Recognition. Something in the room was wrong.

Aiden listened.

A heartbeat too fast. A breath too shallow. A chair shifting under someone trying to appear calm.

Cerbrus gave a single low bark.

Aiden understood immediately.

Someone in the courtroom was lying.

— Karebear K
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Chapter Three
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Echoes in the Courtroom — Book One

The courtroom settled into a heavy stillness the kind that presses against the skin and makes every breath feel measured. Aiden stood just inside the doorway, letting the space reveal itself one layer at a time. Cerbrus remained at his side, unmoving but fully awake to every shift in the room.

Aiden listened.

The judge’s papers rustled with a rhythm that betrayed impatience. The defense attorney tapped a pen against the table a habit born from nerves, not confidence. The gallery whispered in waves, each voice trying to stay hidden inside the noise of the others.

But beneath all of that, there was something else.

A single heartbeat too fast, too shallow, too controlled. Someone was trying to mask fear.

Cerbrus’ ears lifted by a fraction. Aiden felt the signal ripple through the dog’s body like a quiet current. Not danger. Not yet. But something that required attention.

Aiden stepped forward, letting the cane guide him across the polished floor. Cerbrus moved with him, perfectly aligned, half a step ahead. They reached the table assigned to them, and Aiden rested his hand lightly on the back of the chair.

Lena Hart leaned toward him, her voice low. "The witness is already here. He insisted on arriving early."

Aiden nodded. "He is the one Cerbrus marked."

Lena stiffened. "Marked. How can you tell."

Aiden tilted his head slightly, listening to the subtle tremor in the air. "His breathing is wrong. His heartbeat is wrong. And Cerbrus does not react without reason."

Cerbrus gave a soft rumble. Aiden felt the meaning instantly. The witness had shifted in his seat nervous, trying to appear calm.

The judge cleared his throat. "Let us begin. Bring in the witness."

The room shifted. Chairs scraped. Papers moved. The witness’s footsteps echoed unevenly across the floor. Aiden listened to every step, every hesitation, every forced breath.

Cerbrus leaned slightly into Aiden’s leg — a signal. The man was lying before he even spoke.
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