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Chapter 1:  The Midnight Signal
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​It was 2:00 AM. The city lights had dimmed, but Ethan’s room was still bathed in the eerie blue glow of his laptop screen. A computer science student by day and a coding enthusiast by night, Ethan was so deep into his world of logic that he had lost all track of time.

​Suddenly, his phone screen lit up with a sharp 'beep'. He reached for it mindlessly, but what he saw made his heart skip a beat.

​A message from an anonymous number appeared on the screen:

​"Ethan, do you really think you're invisible? We are watching you. Reach the old Clock Tower at the central station tomorrow at 10:00 AM. If you involve the police, your next code will be written in a grave."

​Ethan’s breath hitched. He wasn’t a criminal; he just occasionally tested website security for fun. Who could have traced him? He immediately tried to run a trace on the sender’s ID, but his screen flashed a single word in bold red: "ERROR".

​At that exact moment, a sharp knock echoed from his window. Ethan jumped, his chair nearly flipping over. His room was on the second floor—there was no way anyone could be standing outside.

​With trembling hands, he pulled back the curtain. No one was there. However, a black envelope was tucked into the window frame. Written on it in blood-red ink was his name.

​He opened it to find an old, faded photograph of himself as a child. But there was something chilling about it—his face in the photo had been aggressively crossed out with a thick, red X.
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Chapter 2:  The Clock Tower Encounter
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The morning sun was harsh, but Ethan felt a cold shiver down his spine as he stood beneath the towering, rusted clock of the Central Station. It was 9:55 AM. The station was buzzing with commuters, but to Ethan, everyone looked like a potential threat.

He clutched his backpack, where his laptop sat—his only weapon in this digital war.

Suddenly, a man in a long tan trench coat approached him. He wasn't the shadowy villain Ethan expected. The man looked tired, with sharp grey eyes and a badge clipped to his belt.

"Ethan? I'm Detective Miller," the man said, his voice low and raspy. "I've been tracking the same signal that sent you that message last night."

Ethan stepped back, surprised. "The police? They told me not to involve anyone!"

"I'm not here officially," Miller whispered, glancing around at the crowd. "The people chasing you have eyes inside the department. They aren't just hackers, Ethan. They are ghosts. And that photo you found? It wasn't just a threat. It was a piece of a puzzle your father left behind ten years ago."

Before Ethan could ask about his father, a loud screeching sound erupted from the station's public announcement system. Every digital screen in the station flickered and turned red.

A single sentence appeared on every monitor in the hall: "RUN, ETHAN. THE GAME HAS BEGUN."

Suddenly, a black SUV with tinted windows screeched to a halt at the station entrance. Two men in tactical gear stepped out, their eyes locked on Ethan.

"Run!" Miller shouted, grabbing Ethan's arm. "To the subway, now!
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Chapter 3:  The Encrypted File
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The subway doors slammed shut just as the men in tactical gear reached the platform. Ethan leaned against the cold metal wall of the train, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. Detective Miller stood beside him, checking his service pistol discreetly.

"Who are they?" Ethan gasped, trying to catch his breath.

"They call themselves 'The Void'," Miller replied, his eyes fixed on the flickering lights of the subway tunnel. "They don't exist on paper. No records, no names. They only leave behind a digital footprint that disappears in seconds."

As the train sped through the darkness, Ethan’s laptop suddenly beeped inside his bag. It hadn't been turned on.

Panicked, Ethan pulled it out. The screen was pitch black, except for a single, glowing white line of code scrolling infinitely. Below it, a file appeared titled: 'PROJECT_LEGACY.EXE'.

"Don't open it," Miller warned, but it was too late. The file executed itself.

Suddenly, the subway’s speakers cut off the usual announcements. A distorted, synthesized voice filled the carriage. "Hello, Ethan. Do you remember the basement? Do you remember the sound of the fire?"

Ethan froze. Memories he had buried for a decade flashed before his eyes—smoke, screaming, and his father’s last words as he pushed Ethan out of their burning home.

The file on the screen began to decrypt, revealing a live video feed. Ethan’s blood ran cold. It was a video of himself, right now, sitting in this very subway car, filmed from a camera hidden inside the train.

But that wasn't the twist.

The twist was that in the video feed, Detective Miller wasn't standing next to him. In the video, Ethan was sitting completely alone, talking to thin air.

Ethan slowly turned his head to look at Miller. The Detective was smiling—a cold, robotic smile that didn't reach his eyes.

"Ethan," Miller whispered, his voice now matching the distorted voice from the speakers. "Who are you talking to? I died ten years ago in that fire with your father."

The subway lights plummeted into total darkness. A blood-curdling scream echoed through the tunnel, and then... silence.
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Chapter 4:  The Ghost in the Machine
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The darkness in the subway was absolute, a heavy, suffocating silence that felt like a physical weight on Ethan’s chest. His heart was a drum, echoing the panic rising in his throat.

"Miller?" he whispered, his voice trembling. No answer.

With shaking hands, Ethan fumbled for his phone and turned on the flashlight. The beam cut through the dark, sweeping across the seats. His breath hitched.

The seat next to him was empty. Not just empty—it was covered in a thick layer of dust, as if no one had sat there for years. The Detective was gone. There were no footprints, no signs of a struggle. Just the cold, rhythmic clink-clink-clink of the train's metal cooling down.

Ethan’s flashlight hit the subway door. Scratched into the glass from the outside were four words that made his skin crawl: "WAKE UP, LITTLE BIRD."

Suddenly, the train lurched forward with a violent jerk, but it wasn't moving on the tracks. It was accelerating at an impossible speed. The digital displays inside the car began to melt, the red pixels dripping down the screens like fresh blood.

His laptop, still open on the floor, hissed. A new image appeared on the screen—a blueprint of his own brain. A red dot was pulsing rhythmically in the center of the frontal lobe. Beside it, a timer was counting down: 00:59... 00:58...

"This isn't real," Ethan screamed, clutching his head. "It's a hack. It’s a neural hack!"

Just as the timer hit zero
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