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The hum of servers whispered through the sub-basement of Fort Meade’s SCIF—Sensitive Compartmented Information Facility—like an electronic heartbeat. Rachel Kline sat motionless in the glow of four flat-panel monitors, her coffee long since gone cold. The time stamp in the upper corner of her screen clicked over to 02:17. Another night inside the wire.

She rubbed her temples, fatigue blooming behind her eyes. The intercepted packet in front of her didn’t belong. It had come in through a fiber-optic tap in northern Tunisia—routine surveillance of a suspected extremist cell—but the language was off. Too technical. Too... sanitized. The metadata showed it had been scrubbed and re-encrypted five times. Rachel leaned in, squinting. Her fingers hovered above the keyboard before she copied the data to a quarantined sandbox. She ran a decryption protocol.

Three minutes later, something decrypted.

One word.

Oubliette.

Rachel blinked. French. It meant a hidden dungeon—a place you throw people and forget them.

She frowned and sat straighter. A new screen auto-launched: a cascade of algorithmic logs, references to natural language processing, sentiment steering, autonomous message replacement. Her heart ticked faster.

Whatever this was, it wasn’t from Tunisia. It wasn’t from any known foreign target.

This was domestic.

She double-checked the routing tags. The signal had originated inside the United States, tunneled through four international proxies, then injected into a compromised foreign stream.

A voice behind her broke the silence.

“Working late again?”

Rachel nearly jumped out of her chair. She turned. David Sandor, late 50s, her mentor and one of the last principled men in this agency, stood in the doorway holding two cups.

She exhaled. “Jesus, David. Don’t sneak up on people in a SCIF.”

He smirked and handed her the cup. “Sorry. You were locked in.” He glanced at her screen. “What’s got your neurons firing?”

She hesitated. “I don’t know yet. Something anomalous.”

David took a slow sip, then leaned in. His brow furrowed almost instantly. “Where did this come from?”

“Tunisian packet, rerouted. But the encryption? Way beyond foreign opsec.”

He nodded slowly, then did something she hadn’t seen in years. He unplugged the local network cable from the back of her machine.

“Wha—David, what are you—?”

He held up a hand. His eyes were serious now. “Listen to me. You didn’t see this. You don’t flag it. You don’t ask questions. You copy the file to a drive, and you walk away.”

Rachel stared at him. “You know what this is.”

“I know enough. This is way above your clearance. Or mine.” His voice lowered. “If it’s what I think it is, it was designed to not exist.”

Rachel hesitated, then closed the window and slid a flash drive from her bag into the USB port. As the files copied, the only sound was the soft whir of cooling fans.

“You ever heard of it?” she asked.

He didn’t answer. His face was pale. “Go home, Rachel. Now.”

By the time she left the SCIF, the night air outside was humid, still, and heavy with silence. She walked to her car, heart pounding, the word Oubliette echoing in her mind.

She didn’t notice the unmarked SUV across the parking lot. Nor the infrared camera lens glinting briefly behind the windshield.

Two hours later, her phone buzzed. It was a text from David.

Just one word.

RUN.

She called him. No answer. She called again.

At 06:04, they found David Sandor dead in his Arlington apartment. Apparent suicide. Gunshot to the temple.

But Rachel knew: David didn’t even own a gun.
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The rain fell soft and steady over Arlington, soaking the curb outside David Sandor’s apartment like a quiet elegy. Rachel stood under the edge of the building’s awning, unmoving, the flash drive in her coat pocket suddenly heavier than it had been an hour ago.

Police lights bathed the scene in pulsing red and blue. An officer stopped her from crossing the tape. “Ma’am, you can’t be here.”

“I’m NSA. He was my—” She stopped herself. Mentor? Friend? Handler? None of it mattered now. “His name was David Sandor.”

The officer frowned, consulted his tablet, and nodded toward a plainclothes detective near the entrance. Rachel walked slowly toward him, her badge in hand.

“Rachel Kline,” she said. “Signal Intelligence, Fort Meade.”

The man looked up. Late 40s. Civilian suit. Sharp eyes. “Agent Kline, I’m Detective Marcus Holloway. We have it as a suicide. Gunshot wound. Single entry, right temple. Found in his chair. Weapon on the floor.”

“He didn’t own a firearm,” she said flatly.

“He does now.”

Rachel blinked. “You ran prints?”

He held her gaze a moment. “You’re NSA. I don’t need to explain how fast the Bureau pulls rank on a case like this. I’ve already been asked to step back.”

She caught it—Bureau. This wasn’t just a local scene. The FBI had already swept in, probably scrubbed the place within an hour.

Holloway lowered his voice. “If you were close to him, I’d recommend being careful with who you talk to. Something feels off. And people are already spinning the narrative.”

She glanced up at the apartment window. “He texted me two hours ago.”

“What’d it say?”

“One word. Run.”

That caught his attention. He took a step closer, almost whispered. “Did he leave anything else? A note?”

Rachel shook her head. “You’re sure he’s dead?”

“I saw the body myself. Sorry.”

She nodded numbly. Holloway scribbled something on a notepad and handed it to her.

“My personal line. If anything comes back to you—dreams, emails, noise in the wires—call me. And I’d wipe that phone if I were you.”

He turned without another word and disappeared behind the crime scene tape.

Rachel moved like a ghost back to her car. Inside, she didn’t start the engine right away. Just sat, breathing. The air felt heavier now. There was no question anymore—David hadn’t killed himself.

He had been silenced.

She unlocked her glove compartment and pulled out a burner phone. She didn’t trust her agency-issued one anymore—not after what she’d seen. The burner had one number preloaded under a blank contact.

She hesitated only a second before dialing.

It rang twice.

“Talk.”

“Julian?” she said. “It’s me. Rachel Kline. We met once—at a SIGINT conference in Zurich. You knew David.”

A long pause.

“You shouldn’t be calling me.”

“He’s dead.”

Pause. Then, cold: “Murder or suicide?”

“Suicide,” she said. “Which means murder.”

“Where are you now?”

“In my car. Arlington.”

“You’re already on the list. Get moving. You’ve got maybe an hour.”

She gripped the steering wheel. “What list?”

“The Silence Directive. If David flagged you before he died, you’re marked.”

“By who?”

He laughed softly. “Not who. What. Pack light. Get off the grid. And don’t trust anyone still on salary.”

Click.

The line went dead.

Rachel threw the burner on the passenger seat and started the car. In her mind, the word was back again, floating like a warning:

Oubliette.

A prison with no doors. A place where people vanish without a sound.

And now, she was in it.
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The motel room smelled like mildew and faded cigarettes. Rachel sat on the edge of the lumpy bed, her knees tucked into her chest, still wearing the same black pants and blazer from yesterday. The rain had soaked through her coat hours ago, but she hadn’t noticed until now. Her skin felt clammy. Her hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

Her mind replayed David’s last text on a loop.

RUN.

She had. She just hadn’t expected it to feel so much like falling.

The television in the corner was on mute, looping a local news station. A younger, chipper anchor smiled behind the desk as headlines scrolled across the bottom of the screen—Government Analyst Found Dead in Apparent Suicide—beneath a photograph of David that looked ten years old. He looked tired even in that picture.

Rachel’s jaw tightened. She felt the flash drive in her pocket like it was made of stone.

A knock on the door.

Three soft taps. Then one hard.

She froze. That was the signal Julian had given her over the burner. Three soft, one hard.

She stood slowly, cautiously approaching the door. “Say it,” she whispered.

Outside, a deep voice answered. “Three blind mice.”

She opened the door.

Julian Rivas stepped inside wearing a faded hooded jacket and dark jeans. He moved like someone used to being hunted—every movement efficient, eyes scanning the room in a single practiced sweep. Mid-40s, salt creeping into his beard, with a face that could disappear into any crowd. He didn’t offer a smile.

“You pack anything?” he asked.

Rachel shook her head. “Just this.” She held up the flash drive.

He nodded. “Good. We’ll need it. We’ve got maybe twelve hours before they triangulate the burner’s signal. After that, you’re a ghost or you’re dead.”

She sat back on the bed. “You talk like this is normal.”

“It is. For me.”

“Julian, I don’t do this. I read signals. I analyze voice traffic. I don’t run. I don’t hide in motels.”

Julian pulled the curtain back a few inches and peeked outside. “That’s the difference between you and me. You thought your job was about truth. Mine was about survival.”

He turned to her, finally really looking at her. “What did you see in that file?”

She swallowed hard. “An AI. Sophisticated. Military-grade, or beyond it. It doesn’t just monitor—it rewrites. Messages. Threads. Timelines. It can erase facts, twist narratives, destroy credibility in real time. It’s... dangerous.”

Julian raised an eyebrow. “It has a name?”

“Oubliette.”

That got a reaction. A subtle one, but Rachel saw it—the moment his eyes darkened, his posture shifting like a reflex. He knew it.

“You’ve heard of it.”

“I helped test the early models. We were told it was for counter-propaganda in unstable regimes. We didn’t realize until later...” He sat down on the opposite bed, rubbing the scar above his right eyebrow. “Oubliette isn’t just an AI. It’s a policy. A mindset. If they can’t control you, they erase you.”

Rachel exhaled, the weight of it settling in.

“You think they’ll come for me?” she asked.

He gave her a look that answered the question without words.

Rachel stared at the wall. “David was the one person I trusted. I can’t believe he’s just... gone.”

Julian nodded quietly. “He was the best we had. Smart enough to see the rot. Brave enough to try and fix it.”

Silence lingered between them. For the first time since this started, Rachel felt the tightness in her throat turn to something else—grief. Then anger.

“They’re going to get away with this.”

Julian stood and zipped up his jacket. “Not if we burn them first.”

He looked at her. Really looked. “But you have to decide, right now, if you’re in. Because once we move—once we go after this—there’s no walking it back.”

Rachel stared at the flash drive in her palm, her reflection faint on its black plastic surface.

Then she nodded.

“I’m in.”

Julian nodded once, clipped. “Then let’s move.”

He opened the door, looked both ways, and held it open for her.

Rachel stepped into the night, leaving behind the last remnants of her old life—and into the silence of the unknown.
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The road out of D.C. was quiet at 4 a.m., the kind of hour where only shadows travel. Rachel sat in the passenger seat of Julian’s beat-up black SUV, the windows tinted, the plates unregistered. Every turn they took felt like a countdown.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

Julian didn’t take his eyes off the road. “A guy I know in Baltimore. Off-grid, encrypted, safe. For now.”

Rachel’s thoughts ran faster than the car. Her world had collapsed in less than 24 hours. A week ago, she was compiling signal reports and eating yogurt at her desk. Now she was running from an invisible enemy with a man who, by all accounts, no longer existed on any official record.

“I need to understand,” she said, “this ‘Silence Directive.’ You said it’s not a person—it’s a policy. But who initiates it?”

Julian glanced at her, then reached into the console and pulled out a worn, leather-bound notepad. “There’s a reason you never hear about it. It’s not part of the Patriot Act. It’s not in any oversight file. It doesn’t exist. But it’s real.”

He flipped the notebook open, revealing a list of names. Most were crossed out.

“It started after 9/11, quietly—under a joint NSA-CIA experimental ops mandate. They created a classified clause: if a domestic threat was deemed existential and internal—say, whistleblowing, data leaks, or exposure of black programs—it could be neutralized. No courts. No oversight. No paper trail.”

Rachel felt her stomach tighten. “Neutralized meaning...?”

“Silenced. Discredited. Killed. Made to vanish.”

He pointed at the names.

“These people didn’t commit crimes. They committed truths. Scientists, coders, analysts. Some disappeared, others had accidents. A few were ‘diagnosed’ with sudden psychotic breaks. But all had one thing in common: they found the edge of the system.”

Rachel’s voice caught. “David.”

Julian nodded. “He was the last name I added. He warned you—and that makes you the next target.”

The SUV pulled off the interstate onto a service road outside the city. A few minutes later, they reached a rusted warehouse backed up against a graffiti-covered concrete wall. A roll-up garage door opened from inside before they even knocked.

A tall man with dreadlocks and an eye patch stood in the entryway, holding a customized laptop and a cigarette. “You brought her,” he said. “You’re either suicidal or serious.”

Julian grinned for the first time. “She’s both.”

Rachel stepped forward. “And you are...?”

He gave a mock bow. “People call me Oracle. I’m what happens when you kick out a DARPA contractor and he decides to build his own internet.”

Inside, the warehouse was surprisingly modern. Servers hummed in a central rack, solar panels lined one wall, and a digital map displayed red pulses tracking surveillance drones across the mid-Atlantic region.

Oracle motioned to a workstation. “You got something to show me?”

Rachel plugged in the flash drive. A moment later, the name appeared on screen:

Project OUBLIETTE v.3.7.a

Oracle’s expression changed instantly. “Shit.”

He tapped the keys rapidly, skimming logs and code references. His eyes widened. “This is beyond anything I’ve seen. It doesn’t just alter data—it predicts behavior and manipulates preemptively. Like it knows what the public will want to believe. It’s not just covering tracks—it’s writing history.”

Rachel whispered, “It’s sentient?”

“No,” Oracle said. “Worse. It’s obedient.”

Julian’s phone buzzed. A secure message.

He read it, face tightening. “They activated the Directive.”

Rachel looked up. “What does that mean?”

Julian met her eyes. “It means your name is live. Your face, your address, your digital ID. You’re now officially flagged as a cyberterrorist. Anything happens to you—accident, suicide, overdose—it’ll already be documented.”

Rachel’s breath caught. “They’re going to kill me.”

Julian didn’t sugarcoat it. “Unless we move faster than they do.”

Oracle unplugged the flash drive and dropped it into a Faraday pouch. “This thing? It’s the key. But we need a way to show it to the world before it disappears. You’ll need someone outside the system. Someone loud.”

Julian was already thinking it. “Inez Vega.”

Rachel frowned. “The journalist?”

“She’s the only one crazy enough to run this story,” Julian said. “And smart enough to stay alive doing it.”

He turned to Oracle. “Can you set up a relay? Masked IP, satellite hop, analog fallback?”






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
DEEP STATE
SILENCE

DNKSS SUMMER





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





