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Chapter 1: Discovery

[image: ]


The rain had been relentless for three days, turning the city’s streets into dark ribbons of glistening asphalt. Daniel Moore sat at his desk in the loans department, staring at the screen of his computer without really seeing it. Numbers blurred into each other. Interest rates, repayment schedules, delinquent accounts—they all seemed meaningless today.

It was just past six in the evening. The office was nearly empty, the faint hum of the air-conditioning punctuated by the occasional sigh from a colleague packing up. Daniel’s attention was elsewhere.

A name whispered through his mind, soft and urgent: Rachel.

He didn’t know why he thought of her. He had never met her in life—at least, not consciously—but the pull was immediate, insistent. Her presence was heavy, pressing against the thin walls of his reality like water against glass.

A chill ran down his spine. Daniel leaned back, rubbing his eyes. Deep circles shadowed the pale skin beneath them. Another night of restless sleep had left him feeling hollow.

Then came the knock. Or rather, the thought of a knock—the mental echo of someone outside the walls of his consciousness, waiting. It startled him.

Rachel Simmons.

The image appeared suddenly: her apartment, dimly lit, books stacked haphazardly on every surface. A laptop left open, screen glowing with half-finished articles. She was lying on the floor, unnatural. Panic and confusion etched across her face.

Daniel’s stomach turned. He had no choice but to act—but cautiously. No one could know. Not ever.

He pulled a small notebook from his drawer, something he kept hidden from prying eyes, and jotted down the details Rachel was giving him: Apartment 3B, Cedar Street. Open window. Her coffee cup tipped over. Someone else was there, he wore black gloves.

He paused, staring at the words. Murder. The weight of it pressed against his ribs like iron.



Detective Sarah Blake’s day had been long, her boots heavy on the wet pavement outside Rachel Simmons’ apartment building. She had been called in around 5:30, after the neighbor reported a “suspicious odor.” The scene was quiet now, but tension clung to the air like smoke.

Chief Mason was already there, arms crossed, skeptical as ever. “Another overdose,” he said without looking at her. “Nothing for you to see.”

Sarah’s eyes narrowed. She crouched beside the body, careful not to disturb anything. The faint smell of chemicals and decay tickled her nose. Something about it felt off. Too precise, too staged. Her gut told her this was murder.

She glanced at the scattered papers on the floor, the laptop screen still glowing. A half-written article about corporate corruption. Whoever had done this didn’t want her investigation finished.

She could almost hear the story in the silence, the quiet screams of the truth struggling to break free.

Then her phone buzzed. An anonymous email.

Check the coffee cup. Look where the shadows fall.

Sarah frowned, heart racing. These messages had started appearing over the last few weeks. Every time they did, they led her closer to solving a case—but the sender remained a ghost. Always gone before she could trace them.

She read the message again, slower this time. The cup, the shadows. Her instincts screamed that this was no ordinary tip. She tucked her phone away, eyes scanning the apartment for anomalies.



Back in his small apartment by the river, Daniel sipped lukewarm tea, staring out at the rain-streaked glass. His phone lay silent. No new calls. No messages. He preferred it that way. The world didn’t need to know what he saw.

Rachel’s voice lingered in his mind, fragmented but urgent. Help me. Find him. Before it’s too late.

He had seen death before—too often, perhaps—but there was a difference when someone called out from the edge of being. Rachel’s energy was fresh, tethered to rage, fear, and the desperate need for justice.

Daniel exhaled slowly. He would help. He always did. But he had rules: never show his face, never meet them in person, never leave a trace. Emails. Short. Precise. Deleted after sending. No one could follow him.

He opened his secure email account, fingers hovering over the keyboard. His first message was short:

"Apartment 3B. Check the coffee cup. Look for fingerprints on the edges. Shadows reveal what’s hidden."

Sent. Deleted. Gone.

He closed his eyes, letting the weight of the connection settle over him. Exhaustion clawed at the edges of his mind, but he forced it back. The dead deserved clarity. The living deserved truth. And no one—no one—needed to know the cost he paid to provide it.

Outside, the city continued to rain. Inside, a murder waited to speak its secrets. Daniel Moore listened.
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Chapter 2: First Clues
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The morning sun did little to cut through the gray drizzle. Cedar Street was quiet, almost oppressively so, as if the city itself were holding its breath. Detective Sarah Blake ducked under the crime scene tape, boots splashing in puddles. Her mind was already running through the scene in detail, noting the minor inconsistencies that others might overlook.

Chief Mason followed behind, grumbling about “overly cautious detectives wasting time on nothing.” Sarah ignored him.

The apartment door creaked as she pushed it open. The smell hit her again—stale coffee, faint perfume, and something metallic underneath. Blood, muted but undeniable.

Rachel’s body had been moved slightly since last night, probably by the forensic team. But Sarah’s sharp eyes caught what the others had missed:

	The coffee cup tipped over, yes—but the liquid had dried in an unnatural arc. It suggested movement after the initial fall.

	The laptop’s keyboard bore smudges that didn’t match Rachel’s prints.

	A faint scratch on the windowsill, hidden beneath a potted plant. Too high for a normal struggle.


Her gut tightened. This wasn’t an overdose.

Somewhere in her mind, a whisper nudged her toward something she couldn’t yet name. She crouched by the window, tracing the scratch with a gloved finger. Whoever had been here had left in a hurry—or thought they had.



Meanwhile, Daniel sat at his kitchen table, fingers wrapped around a mug of black tea that had long since gone cold. The city’s rain tapped against the windowpane, a soft rhythm that barely registered against the storm of Rachel’s presence in his mind.

She appeared suddenly, more vivid than the fragmented glimpses he had gotten last night. Her eyes were wide, filled with fear. Her voice trembled as she spoke—not aloud, but directly into his consciousness.

“Please... you have to find him. Don’t let him get away...”

Daniel leaned forward, listening intently. He could see flashes of the apartment from her perspective: the laptop, the cup, the open window. And then, a shadow—tall, deliberate, closing in on her before it all went dark.

Murder. Not overdose. Not accident. Murder.

He closed his eyes, taking a deep breath. He had done this before—felt the fear of someone just gone, felt the moment their life had ended—but each time it shook him to the core. Rachel’s death was no exception. She hadn’t struggled much, which meant the killer was methodical, maybe even confident.

He began writing in his notebook, careful to capture every detail she gave him:

	Shadow in black gloves.

	No signs of forced entry—she let him in or he had a key.

	Laptop: unfinished article on corruption.

	Cup: fingerprints partially wiped, but some remained on the rim.


Then he hesitated. There was something else—an echo of a feeling, heavy and deliberate, like a warning. The Messenger flickered in the corner of his vision, silent but judgmental. Be careful, Daniel. There’s more here than you see.



At the crime scene, Sarah traced her gloved fingers along the laptop screen, careful not to disturb it. She tapped the keys lightly. The last draft of Rachel’s article opened: a scathing exposé about a corporate fraud scheme that involved someone high up, someone untouchable.

Her pulse quickened. That was motive. That was danger. Someone had silenced Rachel before she could expose them.

Then her phone buzzed again. Another email.

Check the scratch by the window. Shadows tell the story.

Sarah frowned, staring at the mark she had already found. Shadows...? She followed the morning sunlight as it slanted through the window. The scratch cast a thin line of shadow across the floorboards. A careful tilt of her head revealed something subtle: scuff marks on the floorboards that extended toward the door. Footprints. Barely visible, but there.

She muttered under her breath, almost to herself, “Someone was here... and they didn’t leave by accident.”



Back in his apartment, Daniel stared at the ceiling, mind racing. He had to act carefully. He could give Sarah enough to follow the trail, but not so much that she discovered him. Each detail was a puzzle piece, and the wrong move could ruin everything.

He drafted the email, choosing his words like a surgeon choosing instruments:

"Footprints lead to the door. Check for scuff marks along the floorboards. Laptop fingerprints do not match the victim. Someone she knew is likely responsible."

Sent. Deleted. Gone.

He closed his laptop and rubbed his eyes. Rachel’s face lingered, terrified but pleading. Hurry. He’ll come back.

Daniel Moore understood the unspoken truth of his life better than anyone: helping the dead meant carrying their weight alone. And this one... this one felt heavier than most.

Outside, the rain continued to fall. Inside, shadows stretched across the apartment floorboards, quietly whispering the secrets of a murder yet to be solved.
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Chapter 3: First Email
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The soft hum of the police precinct was almost soothing compared to the storm inside Sarah’s mind. She had spent the morning retracing Rachel Simmons’ last steps, interviewing neighbors, and reviewing security footage from nearby streets. Nothing concrete yet. Just fragmented shadows of a life abruptly ended.

Her phone buzzed again. Another email. Her stomach tightened with a mixture of anticipation and irritation.

Check the timeline between 8:15 and 8:45 p.m. She wasn’t alone. Look for anyone entering or leaving her building during that window.

Sarah frowned, reading it twice. The sender remained anonymous. No name, no signature—just a cryptic instruction. She knew better than to ignore it; every message so far had led her closer to the truth. But still, the frustration gnawed at her.

Who was this person? Why the secrecy?

She tapped her fingers on her desk, eyes narrowing. Security cameras had recorded a delivery man entering the building at 8:20 p.m., a man who didn’t appear on the logs elsewhere. A coincidence—or a clue? Her gut screamed the latter.

Meanwhile, Daniel sat in his apartment, staring at his laptop screen. Rain streaked the window, a soft curtain that muted the city below. He felt Rachel’s presence more strongly now, as though her spirit lingered on the edge of panic.

He typed quickly, carefully:

"Rachel was visited that evening. Someone she trusted let in or had a key. Check building access logs, and review neighbor statements again. Watch for movement around 8:15–8:45 p
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