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The First Signs of Deceit 
Dear Reader, 
If you are holding these pages now, know that I am writing to you from a place where I do not know how much time I have left. 
Perhaps a few short hours. Perhaps even less. 
A few hours separate me from my inevitable fate, before they reach me. 
They are drawing closer, step by step. 
And they will not let me live past today. 
Because I dared to uncover what they wanted buried at the bottom of this world forever. 
In this book, I will tell you how it began, who awakened it, and why we are the ones paying the price. 
Seven chapters. Each chapter is a gate that brings you closer to the truth I need you to know. 
Do not ask me my name. 
No my location. 
For they no longer matter. 
The only thing that matters now is what you are about to read in the following pages... because I have no other choice. 
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It was exactly 3:17 AM.
You know that hour?
The hour when the whole world is asleep. Even the dogs are silent. Even the wind stops moving.
And I'm the only one awake in a building 200 meters long, in the middle of the desert.
My name is Murad. 32 years old. Night shift supervisor at Space Monitoring Center No. 9.
A job no one wants. 14 hours sitting in front of 6 black screens, watching nothingness.
The pay is lousy, promotion is a myth, and the manager shows up once every two months.
But I love this quiet. The kind of quiet that lets you hear your own blood moving through your veins.
The building has a strange smell; a mixture of old electronics dust, coffee that’s been sitting for 8 hours, and cheap disinfectant.
The AC hums with a constant buzz that drills into your brain; and only one neon light is on above me, making a "zzzz" sound every minute.
It was Wednesday and my shift starts at 6 PM and ends at 8 AM.
5 hours left and I go to sleep.
I opened a new pack of cigarettes. Lit one. The smoke curled around the screens.
"Routine check, Murad... channel 44... channel 45... deep waves... nothing"
I've been saying the same sentences to myself for 3 years.
I was scanning frequencies no one touches. The abandoned frequencies. From the sixties and seventies. Back when they thought we’d talk to Mars with a wireless radio.
All static. Hissing. Sounds of dead satellites spinning around themselves.
The clock hit 3:22.
And suddenly... the static changed.
I don't know how to describe it. It was static... but it had a pulse. It had a human breath in it.
Like someone trying to breathe underwater.
My hand froze on the keyboard. I raised the headset on my right ear.
"What is this?"
The sound came again. Broken. Weak. Fading in and out.
... krr... krr... dis... distress... this is... this is Mars Center 7...
My heart dropped to my feet.
Mars 7?
That facility was officially shut down 5 years ago. They said "temporary freeze due to budget."
It’s been dark for 5 years. Empty. No human in it.
... we are under attack... I repeat... we are under attack by unknown objects... they... they are bigger than we imagined...
The voice was a man’s. His voice was hoarse from fear and screaming.
And in the background I could hear something breaking. The sound of metal twisting.
... white bodies... huge... they are not responding to us... they are breaking everything... the door... the door is broken... for God's sake someone answer... someone hear me...
Then screaming.
Not one scream. 3 or 4 voices together. Screams of terror.
And then a bang. A very strong bang that shook the whole recording. The headset crackled in my ear.
And then... silence. A silence harder than any sound.
I was frozen. The cigarette burned my hand and I didn't even feel it from the shock.
My hand was shaking as I hit the Record button as fast as I could.
"Record, record, you idiot; record every second."
I replayed it. 10 times. 20 times.
Every time I heard a new detail. The broken breath. The swallowed word. The distant sound of destruction.
It was 5 AM. The sun started to rise outside and painted the desert orange.
And I was still sitting. My eyes were red. Sweating. Feeling like I was going to die.
At 8 AM Dr. Fawzy came in. The shift manager. A belly as big as the world, glasses, and the smell of cheap perfume.
I ran to him. Grabbed him by the arm.
"Dr. Fawzy for God's sake you have to hear this now! It's a distress call! From Mars!"
He sat on his chair heavily. Took the headset from me while yawning.
He listened for 10 seconds. And laughed.
That laugh... that laugh still wakes me up from my sleep to this day.
"Murad, my boy... you've been up for 14 hours and drank 7 coffees. These are rebound waves from a junk satellite. Or maybe hallucinations."
"I swear to God it's a human voice! And it says Mars 7!"
"Mars 7 is closed, Murad. For 5 years. There's no one in it. Go wash your face and go get some sleep, you look exhausted."
I went to the IT department. The kid there, his name is Karim. A 22-year-old kid sitting and eating chips.
I told him what happened but he replied indifferently, "That's electromagnetic interference from the sun, Engineer Murad. It's normal, nothing to worry about."
I went to security. Major Sameh. He said, "Don't cause a panic, Murad. If there was something, we would know first."
No one believed me.
I became the crazy one. The one who imagines things.
I didn't sleep for 3 days.
I would come to my shift and leave, and come back again at night to stay up alone.
Living on boiled coffee and cigarettes. Thinking: what if I'm right? What if this is real?
And on the fourth day I decided to search myself.
I opened the server archives. Section "External Facilities."
I searched for "Mars 7".
The file does not exist.
Not empty. Not closed.
_It was completely erased as if it never was._
All data from the last 6 months. All pictures. All reports. All entry and exit logs.
All deleted as if this facility never existed on the Red Planet.
My hand stopped on the mouse.
Here I understood there is a disaster. Someone is erasing history. No, no, someone is trying to cover it up.
But I have one thing.
The small hard drive in my pocket. With the recording on it. The only evidence.
And at the end of that ill-fated night, at exactly 5:17 AM, while I was alone in the department...
The screen in front of me lit up by itself.
No, all six screens at the same moment.
The black background changed. And in the middle of the screen was one line. In bloody red.
And the font was thick as if threatening.
STOP SEARCHING.
My blood ran cold.
I looked behind
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