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The rain poured relentlessly, drumming against the cracked pavement of an abandoned alley in New Orleans. Detective Rehan Mirza stood in the dim glow of a flickering streetlamp, his cigarette barely holding onto its last embers. Another body. Another mystery. But this time, something felt... wrong.

The corpse lay slumped against the cold brick wall, eyes wide open in frozen terror. Symbols—intricate and ancient—were carved into the victim’s chest, glowing faintly under the neon lights of a nearby bar sign. Blood had been drained completely, leaving the skin pale and papery, almost mummified.

Rehan swallowed hard. He had seen murders before. But this? This was something else.

“Third one this month,” Detective Kyle Harris muttered, lighting his own cigarette. He exhaled slowly, watching the smoke dance in the damp air. “No prints, no witnesses, no damn clue how it happened. It’s like the bastard isn’t even human.”

Rehan knelt beside the body, tracing his gloved fingers over the carved symbols. They were precise. Ritualistic. But as soon as he touched them, a sharp jolt shot up his arm, and a whisper—soft but unmistakable—echoed in his mind.

“You have seen this before, haven’t you?”

Rehan’s breath hitched. A blurred vision flashed before his eyes—stone walls covered in the same markings, torches flickering in the darkness, and a figure standing at the center, watching him.

Then, as quickly as it came, the vision vanished.

Rehan staggered back, his pulse hammering. He had never seen those symbols before. Or had he?

Kyle frowned. “You good?”

Rehan wiped the sweat from his brow. “Yeah. Just... thinking.”

But deep down, he knew this was more than just thinking. This case wasn’t just a murder investigation. It was a message. And somehow, it was meant for him.
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The coroner’s van pulled up as red and blue lights flickered against the wet pavement. The city never slept, but tonight, the air felt heavier—charged with something unseen. Rehan Mirza stood by the crime scene tape, his fingers still tingling from the strange sensation he felt earlier.

Kyle Harris nudged him. “You sure you’re good? You zoned out back there.”

“I’m fine,” Rehan lied.

He wasn’t fine. That voice in his head wasn’t just a hallucination. He had been a detective long enough to trust his instincts, and right now, they were screaming at him that this case was different.

The forensic team got to work, but Rehan’s eyes weren’t on them. He scanned the alley, looking for something—anything—that might give them a lead. Then he noticed a flicker of movement.

A figure stood at the far end of the alley, half-hidden in the shadows. A young woman, drenched from the rain, eyes wide with fear. She had been watching.

Rehan exchanged a glance with Kyle before walking toward her. She flinched as he approached, her arms wrapped around herself.

“You saw something,” Rehan said, keeping his voice steady. “Didn’t you?”

She hesitated, glancing past him at the corpse. Her lips parted, but no words came out.

Kyle stepped forward, flashing his badge. “Ma’am, we need you to—”

Before he could finish, the woman’s eyes rolled back, and her body seized violently, convulsing as if an invisible force had gripped her. A strangled gasp escaped her lips, and then, just as suddenly as it began, she went still.

Rehan caught her before she collapsed completely. Her breathing was shallow, her body ice-cold. When she opened her eyes again, her pupils were completely black.

And then, she spoke.

But it wasn’t her voice.

“You were warned, Detective Mirza. The cycle cannot be broken.”

The words sent a chill down Rehan’s spine. Kyle cursed under his breath.

Then, the woman’s body went limp, and she collapsed into unconsciousness.

Rehan and Kyle stared at each other, the weight of those eerie words pressing down on them.

The cycle cannot be broken.

Rehan had no idea what that meant.But he was going to find out.
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The precinct was quieter than usual. It was past midnight, the city outside still buzzing with life, but inside, only the hum of fluorescent lights and the occasional shuffle of paperwork filled the air.

Rehan sat across from the woman in the interrogation room, her face pale, hands trembling around a Styrofoam cup of coffee. Her name was Emily Carter, a waitress at a bar just a block from where the body was found.

Kyle leaned against the wall, arms crossed. “Alright, Emily. Start from the beginning. What were you doing in that alley?”

Emily licked her lips, still shaken. “I—I got off work late. Took the back way home. That’s when I saw him.”

“Him?” Rehan leaned forward. “The killer?”

She shook her head violently. “No. Not a man. It... it wasn’t human.”

A cold weight settled in Rehan’s stomach. “What did you see?”

Emily’s fingers tightened around the cup. “It was tall. Too tall. The shadows moved with it, like they were alive. I—I didn’t see a face, just... eyes. Burning white eyes.”

Kyle sighed. “Look, I don’t mean to sound insensitive, but you expect us to believe a monster did this?”

Rehan ignored him. “Emily, earlier... when you collapsed, you said something. ‘The cycle cannot be broken.’ Do you remember that?”

Emily’s face went blank. “I said that?”

“You don’t remember?”

She shook her head, panic creeping into her expression. “No, I—I don’t even remember falling. Just... the eyes. And the sound. Like... like whispering, but inside my head.”

Rehan glanced at Kyle, who looked equally unsettled.

“Did you recognize the victim?” Rehan asked.

Emily hesitated. Then, barely above a whisper, she said, “His name was Daniel Pierce.”

Rehan’s breath caught. That name. He knew it.

He shot to his feet, pushing past Kyle and heading straight for his desk outside. He yanked open a drawer, flipping through old files until he found it.

A cold case file from five years ago.

Daniel Pierce. Reported missing. Never found.

Except now, his body had shown up—exactly the way other victims had been found centuries ago.

Kyle peered over his shoulder. “No way. You’re telling me this guy’s been missing for five years, and now he turns up like this?”

Rehan’s grip tightened on the file.

This wasn’t just a murder case anymore.

This was a return.

And whatever had taken Daniel Pierce five years ago... had just brought him back.
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