
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE CLASSIFIED SECRET

    

    
      First edition. October 12, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Irfan Memon.

    

    
    
      Written by Irfan Memon.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


The Classified Secret

“One Slip, One Murder, One Truth”

––––––––

[image: ]


IRFAN MEMON



Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is purely coincidental. The author and publisher disclaim any liability for actions taken by readers based on the content of this book.
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Chapter 1 – A Quiet Evening
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The laboratory lights hummed softly as James Wood leaned over his workstation, the faint blue glow of monitors reflecting in his glasses. To the outside world he was a reserved man in his mid-thirties, brilliant but reclusive, a scientist who had devoted his life to a government project cloaked in silence. The guards who escorted him out each evening treated him with respect that bordered on fear. James, however, carried the weight of secrecy like a stone in his chest. Even the briefcase chained to his wrist—sleek, black and unremarkable to the untrained eye—was a constant reminder of the knowledge he bore, knowledge that other nations would do anything to steal.

Yet tonight, he was not a man of science. Tonight, he was simply James—nervous, excited and eager for a rare reprieve from the sterile walls of his laboratory. He checked his watch, then the reflection in the mirror. His tie was slightly crooked, but he decided it gave him charm rather than clumsiness. He had a date.

Jessica Ryder.

She was the antithesis of his world. Where he dealt in equations and codes, she dealt in words and imagination. An English professor at a renowned university, she spoke with eloquence that enchanted him. They had met months ago at a guest lecture where she had spoken passionately about poetry’s role in shaping history and James had been captivated by the fire in her voice. Their conversations since then had been a balm to his otherwise lonely life.

Jessica arrived at his apartment door with her usual grace, her hair tied loosely, her dark eyes alive with an intelligence that could disarm anyone. She wore a long coat despite the mild evening and James thought she looked like she had stepped out of a different era. She smiled as he opened the door and in that smile was both warmth and calculation, though James could only see the warmth.

“Ready?” she asked, her voice low and melodious.

“As I’ll ever be,” James replied, locking away the scientist for the night and allowing himself to be a man.

They walked together to the cinema, a vintage building with ornate carvings and velvet drapes, a place Jessica had chosen deliberately. James thought it was charming. Jessica thought it was perfect—because charm could hide many things.

She had played her role flawlessly that morning. With practiced subtlety, she had slipped into James’s study under the guise of borrowing a book. Her fingers had found the hidden compartment, the files encrypted and precious and she had secured them in her purse without hesitation. Her employers—an enemy state that had long sought the secrets James guarded—would reward her beyond imagination. But documents were not enough. James knew too much. And as much as she had grown to admire him, even like him, she knew the truth: James Wood had to die.

Inside the cinema, the night unfolded like a stage play, each figure entering the grand hall carrying their own burdens and secrets. Edward Kane, in a polished suit, barked into his phone about money transfers, his tone sharp and urgent. Sophia Lane, notebook in hand, scribbled quickly before the lights dimmed, her journalist’s instinct never at rest. Mark Holloway, a nervous student, slipped into the corner row, his laptop bag clutched tightly as if it carried his soul.

Clara Benson, an elderly widow, adjusted her spectacles and smiled faintly as she settled with her box of candy, oblivious to the storm around her. Daniel Rhodes, tall and broad with a soldier’s bearing, limped down the aisle, his eyes scanning the hall with a predator’s wariness. Amelia Cross, the actress, swept in with her agent trailing behind, her perfume filling the air with ambition and unrest.

Victor Grant entered with little fanfare, his gaze briefly locking with James’s before he turned away, bitterness etched into his features. Helen Park sat quietly, her nurse’s bag on her lap, her hands folded with the calm patience of someone who had seen too much suffering. Oliver Trent slipped into a side seat, his notebook already open, muttering phrases under his breath as if reality were a story he was scripting.

At the back, Richard Doyle, the cinema manager, oversaw it all with nervous eyes, muttering to the ushers about ticket counts, profit margins and problems that went deeper than tonight’s showing.

The lights dimmed. The curtains drew back. And for two hours, the world seemed suspended in the flicker of silver light.

James leaned closer to Jessica, whispering something about the film. She smiled, though her eyes lingered not on the screen but on the glass of wine she had encouraged him to bring inside—special, imported and laced with a substance that dissolved without trace.

Halfway through the film, James stiffened. His hand trembled. He gasped. And before anyone could process what was happening, the scientist slumped sideways, his body jerking once before going still.

Jessica screamed, her cry slicing through the silence like a blade.

In that moment, chaos reigned.

And the night of secrets truly began.
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Chapter 2 – Shadows in the Cinema
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The cinema had the feel of an old cathedral. Its ceiling rose high, painted with faded frescoes of stars and the velvet curtains that draped the walls had long since absorbed decades of smoke and whispers. The smell of buttered popcorn and polish clung to the air, masking something older, something weary. It was a place that carried secrets in its walls and tonight, it would absorb one more.

The audience arrived in a staggered rhythm, each figure stepping into the hall like an actor onto a stage, each bringing with them the weight of their private world.

Edward Kane was the first to draw notice. He strode in with the kind of authority that money buys, his tailored suit pressing sharply against his stocky frame. His phone was pressed hard to his ear and his words—half-whispered, half-barked—echoed against the marbled foyer.

“I don’t care how it looks, move the money now,” he hissed, ignoring the glances around him. His empire was crumbling. Investigators had been circling his business for months, nosing into accounts he had carefully concealed. He had come to the cinema not for leisure but to escape—an alibi, perhaps, should things fall apart that night. Yet in the back of his mind, Edward knew enemies lurked everywhere and he carried himself with the paranoia of a man used to hiding sins.

A few rows back, Sophia Lane slipped quietly into a seat. Her long coat concealed the notebook that was already open on her lap, pen poised before the film had even started. She was a journalist by trade, though she preferred the word “investigator.” Known for exposing scandals in government circles, she lived off secrets, chasing them like a starving wolf. She knew of James Wood—not personally, but by reputation. Tonight had not been an accident; she had come with her eyes open, hoping to spot the elusive scientist rumored to be working on something of great consequence. What she planned to do with that knowledge, she had not yet decided, but the thought of being at the edge of history thrilled her.

Mark Holloway, by contrast, entered like a ghost afraid of its own shadow. He was barely twenty, his clothes plain, his bag clutched as though it held his breath. He found a corner row and folded into it, avoiding every eye. The truth was, Mark was in debt. University life had been too expensive, temptations too many and his curiosity with computers had led him down darker alleys than he ever intended. He had hacked for money—student records, exam databases, even glimpses into servers he should never have touched. And now, certain people wanted what he owed them. Tonight was meant to be a distraction, a place where no one could find him. Yet paranoia sat heavy on his shoulders and every rustle behind him made him flinch.

Clara Benson came next, her steps slow, deliberate and accompanied by the faint sound of her breathing. She was in her late sixties, dressed in her favorite woolen shawl, her spectacles perched precariously on her nose. Clara was no stranger to this cinema; it had been her late husband’s favorite place and since his passing, she had continued their tradition of watching a film every month, as though he were beside her still. People often overlooked her, the gentle widow with her box of sweets. But Clara had a way of seeing things others did not, not because she was cleverer, but because people simply forgot she was there.

Daniel Rhodes entered with a limp that echoed louder than any voice. His frame was broad, his eyes hard and the scar on his cheek carried stories best left untold. Once a decorated soldier, Daniel’s service had ended with dishonor, his temper costing him both rank and reputation. He carried the weight of violence in his shoulders and though he had come tonight simply to pass the time, his presence was enough to unsettle those who glanced at him. He scanned the rows with a soldier’s instinct, noting exits, distances and people’s movements before settling into a seat with his back to the wall.

Then came Amelia Cross, sweeping in with perfume and laughter, her beauty carefully sculpted for the stage. She was not yet a star, though she carried herself as one, her agent whispering frantically into her ear about auditions, scandals and photographs. Amelia lived for attention, thrived on it, but tonight she looked restless. She checked her watch, excused herself once, then again, slipping away to the lobby. Rumors clung to her like perfume—whispers of affairs, debts and desperate ambition. She was the sort who could be many things, but honest was rarely one of them.
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