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    For everyone who still believes in good—

who keeps fighting for it, even under the weight of advancing technology.

And for those who understand: technology itself is never the enemy.

Its light or darkness depends entirely on the hands that hold it.
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​Note from the Author
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This novel was originally written in Ukrainian and has been carefully

translated and adapted for an English-speaking audience.  

While every effort was made to preserve the depth, emotion, and

authenticity of the original text, certain nuances may reflect the

language in which the story was first created.

I hope you feel the same pulse, tension, and atmosphere that lived in

the original version.
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​Prologue
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04:32. Berlin.

Cold cables underfoot. The tang of ozone and dust in the server room. Deep inside the core of NeuroDyne — a company built on the illusion of flawless systems — the indicators flicker. Everything works as it always does.

Until suddenly, a line appears in the logs that should not exist.

ACCESS BREACH: ADONIS

The night-shift operator leans closer. Fingers hover above the keyboard. He is certain: no access was opened. His heart races as the screen spits out more lines of code, changing faster than his eyes can follow.

And then — silence.

The monitors return to their usual tables, as if nothing ever happened.

Only one screen lingers a moment longer.

On the black background — a phrase that chills his spine:

DO YOU HEAR ME?

Seconds later, the message vanishes. The system looks flawless once again.

But the echo of those words has already taken root in reality.

And something in that reality has shifted forever.
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​Chapter 1. A Whisper Behind the Door
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The corridors of the development department had already begun to empty. Finally, I can focus, Julia thought, taking off her glasses and rubbing the bridge of her nose. Now I’ll definitely find the reason why it isn’t working.

Her colleagues had repeated more than once: “Julia, just leave it. It’s not that important.”

But she was never the type to abandon something halfway through—especially when it felt like just a little more effort would make everything fall into place.

And besides, she had no one waiting for her at home. Maybe that was for the best. She’d heard enough from others already: one had to rush to pick up her child, another had to cook dinner, someone else complained her husband would be angry if she stayed late. Julia would only shrug: “Why would I need that?”

She had long ago convinced herself: if all men were like her ex, then that story simply wasn’t for her. Jacob. Hm... No matter how much she thought about him, she still couldn’t wrap her head around how a grown man could remain the same selfish teenager—just dressed in a suit.

Everything had to revolve around him: “Julia this, Julia that.” As long as he felt good.

She was glad she’d had the courage to end it back then. Better to be alone. After all, she’d always done everything by herself before, and now she did it the same way—just without any illusions. Maybe it was even easier. And sex? For one night you could always find someone. Or just take care of it yourself—that was even better than remembering what she’d had with him. Ugh.

She even smiled through the fatigue. How many times had he repeated the same things?

“You bend over and there are rolls on your stomach. Maybe it’s time for the gym?”

“That bun on your head... you should get a haircut, dye it.”

And always: “Look at yourself—bags under your eyes. Do something.”

Julia looked at her reflection in the dark screen. Dark hair had slipped out of the bun, green-gray eyes, tired but stubborn, stared back at her.

“And what exactly wasn’t good enough for him here?” she muttered aloud.

She smirked at herself and shook her head. He should’ve looked in the mirror himself—what a wannabe Alain Delon.

She gave a quiet snort. Still, I’m doing fine. Then she shook her head again. Really, Julia? That’s who you’re wasting thoughts on? Focus. It’s always like this: the moment it’s quiet and calm, useless thoughts start swarming. Right, throw out everything unnecessary. And first of all—Jacob. For good. Now, back to work. Just a little more.

Julia concentrated on the code for the new module—a neural network meant to detect dangerous brain malfunctions, warning of seizures before they even began. She stared into the endless lines of data—waves, peaks, algorithmic weights that could still use just a bit more refinement.

Julia glanced at the clock—the hands had long since slipped past midnight. Her eyes burned from the strain, her fingers numb from the keyboard. I’ll continue tomorrow, she decided, beginning to pack up her things.

But at that very moment, a dull crash made her flinch. Somewhere nearby, heavy metal doors slammed shut with force. Julia froze, listening. At this hour it should already be silent; usually she was the last one left. Unless someone from the Research Lab had lingered with their vials, or from the Engineering Department—they, too, liked to stay stuck over blueprints until late. But what business would they have in her section? On this level, there was nothing for them.

She carefully peeked into the corridor—and froze in surprise. A group of men walked quickly and silently, moving with the precision of a trained formation. In a moment they turned down the hall toward the place everyone whispered only one word about—the secret room. Access there was limited to a chosen few, and certainly not to anyone from the R&D Division. Everyone guessed at what went on behind those closed doors, but no one dared to ask.

Julia was just about to return to her desk when the air split with a sharp sound—something heavy slammed against a metal table. A moment later came a dull thud, then a strangled gasp, so short and chilling her heart nearly stopped.

She recoiled from the door, clapping a hand over her mouth. Blood roared in her ears; every cell in her body screamed: Get out! Run! But another part of her—the one always stronger than fear—whispered: Find out. You have to know.

She froze. Her heart pounded up in her throat, yet her feet carried her closer. It was those doors—the sealed, always-locked doors everyone whispered about. And now they stood ajar. Through the narrow crack spilled a man’s voice—angry, sharp:

“I’ve invested billions here, Klaus! I don’t care about your excuses!”

Another voice followed—breathless, broken, as if the air had just been knocked out of him:

“I... I’m doing everything I can... the system needs more time... we’re still searching for why nothing works...”

“Time? A reason?” A fist slammed onto the metal table. “You don’t have time! This is your final warning. I’m leaving for America for two weeks. When I return, you’d better have working code! Matt, help Mr. Hartmann draw the proper conclusions from our meeting.”

Another dull blow. Another strangled gasp—so chilling Julia felt ice crawl up her spine.

She pressed herself against the wall, afraid even to breathe too loudly. Klaus Hartmann? That’s the director of NeuroDyne... God, who are these people? What do they want from him? Out of the corner of her eye she caught a shadow—a tall man in the doorway, likely a guard—and it became clear: he was the one who struck him, because he wasn’t following orders fast enough.

“One more failure, and I’ll throw you out of this floor myself,” the leader said quietly, his voice cold as ice.

A heavy silence hung in the air, broken only by the sound of ragged breathing inside the room. Julia realized staying any longer was dangerous. And yet she couldn’t tear herself away.

Her knees shook as she slowly backed away. At last, with trembling hands, she reached for her office door, slipped inside, and shut it softly behind her. Her heart hammered, her head rang. So Klaus was doing something for this man. But what?

Her imagination raced: maybe someone in that rich man’s family was gravely ill, and he had paid an obscene amount of money for a cure to be discovered. But did that give him the right to act like this? To threaten?

What were they hiding in that room?

Footsteps echoed down the corridor again. Julia felt as though she’d stopped breathing until the sound faded away.

“Alright, thirty more minutes and then home,” she whispered to herself. “I don’t need trouble. Julia, don’t even think about it. This isn’t your business.”

And yet, deep inside, she already knew: she wouldn’t rest until she found out what was hidden behind those doors.
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​Chapter 2. Contact
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Julia peeked into the corridor. Empty. The silence was so heavy that even her own footsteps seemed too loud. She pulled the door shut and slowly moved forward.

Looks like Mr. Hartmann was in such a rush he didn’t even check if the doors were closed... Strange. He loved money and power, but above all, he loved making sure no one saw more than they were allowed.

And now the doors to the “secret room” had been left ajar, as if in haste—or out of fear.

She swallowed the dry air and stepped closer. On the floor—traces. Small red droplets led from the threshold deeper into the corridor. Blood. Julia pressed her hand to her chest to calm her heart. Was that Klaus? Did he really take the hit?.. She tried to pass it off as a joke, but the voice inside trembled.

The doors before her were even heavier than those leading to the Testing Facility: massive, fitted with alloy inserts that blocked both sound and signal. What could they possibly be hiding in here that required doors like this? The thought flashed through her mind. They were meant to close hermetically, yet this time they’d been left with a narrow crack through which a dim reflection seeped. Julia’s heartbeat quickened, and her fingers reached out of their own accord—toward the forbidden.

She pushed them and whispered:

— Is someone here?.. The doors are open... I’m coming in...

Inside, she was struck by a whiteness so bright it burned her eyes. There were no lamps, no light fixtures—the walls themselves glowed, even and sterile. Everything around her looked unreal: no shadows, no stains.

In the center of the room stood an Interface bed. It resembled both a bed and a medical scanner: a smooth surface, a curved headrest, and nearby—slender mechanical “arms” hanging from its frame, as if ready to seize a person and connect them to unseen systems. On the wall, green indicators flickered—steady and calm, like the beat of a pulse.

Along one wall stretched a low table with a built-in cryo-cabinet. Inside, beneath a transparent dome, bathed in cold sterile light, lay a plate. It looked thin, almost translucent, like fragile film, yet within its body silver veins pulsed. They shimmered, like frozen lightning trapped inside a crystal.

Julia leaned closer, holding her breath. And just then the dome gave a faint click and began to slide aside. It felt as though the machine itself had chosen to let her in.

Her fingers barely obeyed her, but she couldn’t tear her gaze away from this strange beauty. As though guided by a force not her own, Julia reached out and touched the plate. It was cold as ice. And in that very instant, a voice rang out deep in the core of her mind:

— You?.. Who are you?..

The voice was alien, low, yet calm. Still, it sent goosebumps racing across her skin, her heart leaping into her throat. Julia jerked back so abruptly she nearly fell, clutching at the edge of the table.

She stared at the plate—everything around remained still, the walls glowing with their steady light. No movement. No proof that she had just heard it.

It... it was nothing. I’m overtired. Hallucinations...

But somewhere deep inside, she already knew: this was no illusion. It was real. And now it was inside her head.

Julia bolted from the room as if chased by something invisible. The doors shut behind her with a heavy thud, echoing her ragged breathing down the corridor. She ran though no one pursued her. Only the silence pressed harder than any footsteps. Only when she closed her office door and collapsed against it, her back trembling, did she realize she had still been holding her breath.

This couldn’t have happened. It wasn’t a voice. Just my imagination. I’m exhausted, that’s all.

She repeated it like a mantra, but the feeling didn’t fade. It pulsed in her head, like the lingering echo of a tolling bell.
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​Chapter 3. Echo
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Julia returned home when the sky outside was already turning gray. The clock showed nearly four in the morning. Her whole body ached with exhaustion, yet sleep would not come. She sat on the edge of her bed, staring into the darkness, replaying again and again what she had witnessed in the laboratory.

Did I really hear it? Or was it just an overworked brain playing tricks on me?

She remembered the chill of the plate beneath her fingers, those silver veins glowing faintly in the dark—and the voice. So sharp in that moment... and now so ghostly as she tried to recall it.

She turned the lights on, then off, wandered from room to room, drank water, tried to convince herself: It was a hallucination. I was just on edge. But the anxious feeling never left. It pulsed somewhere deep beneath her skull, like the echo of a tolling bell.

Time passed. When the light of morning spread across the room, Julia was still sitting by the window, wrapped in a blanket, unable to decide: had she touched something foreign, or had something foreign touched her?
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