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​Chapter 1 – The Delivery
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Mercury House, 4:12 a.m.

The knock didn’t sound human.

It wasn’t frantic or polite — just one dull thud, a pause, and then another. Like a fist that had forgotten softness. Like someone whose blood had been replaced with purpose.

Morphe stood barefoot in the foyer, wrapped in her father’s old army coat, watching the door. No one else had heard it. The rest of Mercury House still breathed in the hush of sleep — broken only by the creak of old wood and the slow hum of the security system’s heartbeat.

She opened the door.

A man slumped forward into her arms, his body a deadweight of blood and iron. He was barely older than she was — copper skin sallow in the porchlight, lips cracked, eyes sunken but awake. Awake enough to say her name.

“Morphe Wade?”

She caught him as he collapsed.



Jules reached them first, summoned by Morphe’s cry. Together they got the man inside. His coat was torn open across the ribs, revealing a jagged wound already blackening around the edges. His breath rattled like a loose screw in his lungs.

“I don’t think he’s gonna make it,” Jules whispered, pressing gauze to the bleeding. “But he was holding this.”

Wrapped in a bloody cloth, bound with a strip of barbed wire, was a small black flash drive.

Morphe stared at it. The wire was deliberate — not random, not just metal. A message.

“Iron,” she murmured. “Whoever sent this... they wanted to make sure we knew it wasn’t just data.”

It was a warning.



The courier’s name was Tace Rellin. He’d been carrying the flash drive for nearly three days, crossing three borders without a passport, dodging checkpoints by hiding under train cars and trading blood for bribes. Rey found a folded note in his pocket:


“If I don’t make it, make sure she sees it.

The message is hers.

Burn this after.”



Rey burned the note. Morphe didn’t argue.

Tace drifted in and out of consciousness, mumbling half-sentences like prayers or passwords. Names Morphe didn’t recognize. Places that didn’t appear on any map she knew. But one word kept resurfacing, rasped over and over until his throat gave out:


“Vault.”





Later that morning, Morphe sat in the old control room with Jalen. The flash drive sat untouched between them on the desk like a cursed relic.

“You sure you wanna see this?” Jalen asked, hands hovering over the keyboard. “We don’t know what’s on it. Could be a trap.”

“It already was,” Morphe said. “But it’s meant for me.”

Jalen inserted the drive.

A file opened automatically — one video file. No password. No metadata. Just a timecode.

The screen flickered to life.

There she was.

Torrent.

Alive. Standing in broad daylight in a field somewhere humid, tall grass swaying behind her. She looked thinner, like time had been feeding on her, not just passing. But her eyes — those eyes had only sharpened.

She didn’t smile.


“Morphe,” she said. “You always wanted the truth, didn’t you?”



The wind hissed behind her, stirring her hair like prophecy.


“I didn’t escape. I was released.”

“You’re not safe.”

“And neither is anyone who still thinks you’re just a poet playing prophet.”



A pause. Her voice softened, but not kindly.


“You inherited more than a house. You inherited me.”



The screen went black.



The silence afterward felt like the beginning of a storm — the kind that hums before it hits, full of iron in the air.

Morphe didn’t move.

Jalen looked over. “You okay?”

“No.”

She picked up the barbed wire, unwrapped it from the cloth with slow hands.

“She’s not just out,” she said finally. “She’s making her move.”

“And what do we do?”

Morphe’s mouth was dry. But her voice was steady.

“We sharpen the house.”
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​Chapter 2 – Proof of Blood
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Mercury House Archives – 3rd Sublevel

Jalen had been quiet for nearly an hour.

He sat in the glow of four monitors, eyes darting as code crawled across the screens like ants over glass. His fingers twitched occasionally, entering keystrokes so fast they barely registered as separate movements. A half-eaten protein bar balanced on the edge of a dusty keyboard. No one touched it.
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