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Preface

 

The human mind loves a straight line. We like to look back at our history and see a neat, tidy progression from stone tools to steam engines, from sailing ships to satellites. We comfort ourselves with the belief that we are the first, the smartest, and the undisputed masters of this world.

But history, much like the planet we walk upon, has layers.

We live in an age of incredible acceleration. As our technology advances, we are simultaneously digging deeper into our planet’s past, thawing ancient ice, and looking closer at the sky.

This book was written to explore that fragile intersection where human curiosity meets ancient, unyielding boundaries. It is a reminder that survival isn’t given; it is earned through vigilance, intellect, and the courage to face what lies beneath.

— Adel Selim
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CHAPTER 1 : PATIENT-ZERO

 

 

The world didn’t end with a whimper, nor did it end with a sudden explosion. It began with a collective, terrifying gasp across seven continents.

In Tokyo, the neon billboards of Shibuya crossing suddenly flickered out, replaced by raw, frantic emergency broadcasts. In London, the morning commute ground to a dead halt as thousands of people stepped out of their vehicles, staring up into the gray, overcast sky. In New York, the stock exchange floor went dead silent as every monitor shifted to a live NASA feed.

The upper atmosphere was warping.

It wasn’t a cloud formation, and it wasn’t an aurora. Massive, geometric ripples—like heavy stones dropped into a pond of liquid glass— stretched across the stratosphere. Massive, triangular distortions, miles wide, bent the morning sunlight into jagged, unnatural prisms.

“We are receiving unconfirmed reports from global tracking stations,” the audio from a panicked CNN anchor blared through a speaker, echoing into a void. “NORAD has confirmed multiple radar anomalies over the Pacific. Entire commercial flights… gone. No wreckage. No distress signals.
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The Pentagon is maintaining a Tier-1 blackout, but the question on everyone’s mind is no longer ‘Are we alone?’ It is ‘What are they doing?’”

Then came the Great Debate. The media fractured. On one side, fringe scientists and frantic citizens screamed the word: Invasion. On the other, government-backed talking heads aggressively pushed a narrative of “unprecedented atmospheric weapon testing by foreign adversaries.” A massive cyber-psyop.

The world was screaming, terrified, and utterly blind to the truth.

And six thousand miles away, at the bottom of the world, the static of the global panic died into absolute, freezing silence.

The Thwaites Ice Shelf did not care about the sky. It only knew the cold.

Deep beneath the crushing weight of the Antarctic ice sheet, anchored into the frozen bedrock, sat the Sub-Glacial Bio-Research Module. It was a claustrophobic maze of corrugated steel walls, exposed wiring, and the constant, low-frequency hum of deep-sea cooling processors.

Here, the light was a permanent, low-key obsidian blue, throwing long shadows across desks cluttered with hard drives, half-empty thermoses, and printouts of thermal anomalies.

Dr. Leo Vance sat slumped in his terminal chair. A Caucasian male in his 30s, Leo carried a rugged, wiry athletic build that had been hardened by years of piloting deep-sea submersibles. Right now, he looked like a man hollowed out by a private grief. His dark, disheveled curly hair was swept with dried sea-salt, and his intense, obsidian-black eyes were
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heavily ringed by weeks of sleeplessness. His jaw, shaded by a thick layer of dark stubble, clenched so hard the muscle twitched as he dug his calloused fingers tightly into his hair, were fixed on a single, isolated directory on his primary monitor.

On his desk, a folder was heavily encrypted, glowing with a sharp crimson text: PATIENT-ZERO: MAYA.

Leo didn’t look at the news feeds. He didn’t care about the disappearing cattle or the ships vanishing from the Pacific. His eyes shifted to a second screen, tracking a jagged, rising red line—the sub-glacial water temperature of the trench below.

Exhaustion finally claimed him, his eyelids sliding shut as his head dropped back against the headrest. The cold blue of the lab instantly evaporated.

Suddenly, it was warm. Blindingly, beautifully warm. The smell of salt water and old paper filled his senses. He was back in their old apartment. Maya was there, standing by the sun-drenched window, her hair catching the golden afternoon light. She was laughing, holding a coffee mug in one hand and a whiteboard marker in the other, scribbling chaotic genetic sequences onto the glass. Then, the color drained.

The scene shifted to a stark, sterile hospital room. The sunlight was gone, replaced by the harsh hum of a heart monitor. Maya lay in the bed, her vibrant energy hollowed out, her skin pale and bruised from total bone marrow collapse. Leo was holding her hand, his tears hot against her knuckles.

She squeezed his hand, her breath shallow, her dying eyes fiercely bright as she looked into his soul.
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“It’s not a mutation, Leo…” she whispered, her voice a fragile thread as the monitor began to flatline. “Don’t fight it like a sickness. It’s a key. You have to find the lock…”

The world faded to absolute, crushing black.

But he didn’t wake up. Not yet.

Out of the darkness, an image materialized. It wasn’t a memory; it was a vision, striking with the weight of something ancient and celestial. It was a face. Elongated, with smooth, nearly translucent skin that radiated a faint, rhythmic cyan bioluminescence. Two massive, solid-obsidian eyes stared directly into him—lacking pupils, yet reflecting a profound, liquid depth.

The entity said nothing. It didn’t move. It was a still image frozen in the void of his mind. Yet, it didn’t feel cold. It radiated a powerful, atmospheric impression of absolute calm and peace, but beneath that peace was a fierce alertness—a look of profound interest, care, and warning. It was a heavenly silhouette, declaring its existence to him.

Leo snapped awake, gasping for air in the freezing dark of the Antarctic lab.

His heart hammered against his ribs. He looked down. His left hand was gripping his chest, right where Maya’s small silver ring hung on a thin chain beneath his tactical fleece. His mind was racing, trying to process the strange, peaceful face from his dream. It meant nothing to him, a surreal trick of an exhausted brain.

Then, the proximity alarms began to scream.

 

4




CHAPTER 1 : PATIENT-ZERO

The low hum of the lab’s processors was instantly swallowed by a deafening, rhythmic amber pulse. BEE-BEE-BEE-BEE.

The massive, reinforced acrylic viewing port—looking directly out into the pitch-black waters of the sub-glacial trench—suddenly groaned. The ice walls surrounding the module shuddered violently, shedding a fine dust of frost onto Leo’s keyboards.

Leo lunged for the radar telemetry. “What the hell…?”

The sensors weren’t picking up an iceberg collapse. The thermal grid was melting off the charts. Outside the window, the abyssal blackness of the ocean deep began to part.

A shadow rose from the trench. It was a massive, jagged, and entirely non-human spaceship. Its hull was a matte, ash-black material that seemed to actively absorb the lab’s exterior floodlights, shaped like a cruel, multi-faceted obsidian blade. As the alien craft hovered inches from the glass, a series of dark crimson conduits along its hull flared to life, casting a menacing, bloody glow across Leo’s face.

The contrast was staggering. Just seconds after a vision of pure, luminescent peace, Leo was now staring into the jaws of absolute, predatory violence.

The lab’s electronics began to pop and hiss. Electromagnetic interfer-ence.

Leo threw himself across the console, his fingers flying over the emergency manual overrides. He had seconds before the systems fried completely. He slammed his palm onto the primary communications
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array, routing a localized, unencrypted distress beacon directly to the global defense network’s emergency frequency.

“This is Vance at Module Thwaites! We have a localized structural threat and a non-terrestrial anomaly in the trench, depth eight hundred meters! Repeating, we are under—”

A massive electromagnetic pulse tore through the room. The monitors blew out in a shower of sparks. The lights died completely, plunging the lab into pitch darkness. The final sound Leo heard was the screech of tearing metal outside the hull.

The screen cuts to black.

Five hours later. The emergency lights flickered back to life, casting a dull, ghostly red glow over the ruined laboratory. The alien ship was gone, but the lab was no longer empty.

The heavy pneumatic doors had been forced open. The room was crawling with silent, imposing figures clad in tailored, dark tactical suits. They moved with terrifying, synchronized efficiency, completely ignoring Leo as they systematically stripped the hard drives from his backup servers and packed his physical research notes into metallic, lead-lined briefcases.

Leo stood by his ruined desk, his tactical fleece torn at the shoulder, his hands balled into fists. “Hey! Who authorized this? That is classified research data! You can’t just—”

“Dr. Vance.” The voice was cool, level, and carried the absolute weight of a woman who had never been questioned in her entire life.
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