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Forensic science has long been heralded as the ultimate tool for uncovering the truth, a discipline that sifts through the detritus of crime to reveal the hidden stories of the dead. But in Mexico City, a sprawling metropolis of vibrant culture and deep shadows, the stakes are higher. Beneath the surface, the city pulses with both life and danger, where crime and corruption run deep, and justice is often elusive.

Haunted by personal loss and pursued by unseen enemies, Sarah finds herself drawn into a world where what begins as an immersion into forensic science quickly turns into a race against time, with each discovery pushing her deeper into a web of intrigue and peril.

Through the bustling streets and hidden corners of Mexico City, Sarah navigates a treacherous path. Joined by local allies and under constant threat from a shadowy organization, Sarah must rely on her skills and instincts to survive—and to uncover a conspiracy that threatens more than just her own life.
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The plane coming in from Madrid touched down in Mexico City with a jolt, the tires screeching against the tarmac as the massive aircraft slowed to a stop. It was a pleasant, cloudy 22 degrees Celsius, the rainy season in Mexico. Sarah Mackay sat in her seat, gripping the armrests tightly as she waited for the familiar sounds of passengers gathering their belongings and the overhead announcements welcoming them to their destination.

The journey had been long and exhausting, but Sarah had managed to remain focused, using every stop to change her appearance slightly ─ switching hairstyles, clothes, even altering her posture. It was all part of the plan to throw off anyone who might be tailing her, and as far as she could tell, it had worked.

But as the plane taxied to the gate, the familiar knot of anxiety tightened in her stomach. Her every move had been tracked in and around New York, and there was no reason to believe they wouldn’t follow her to Mexico City. She didn’t know what they wanted or why, but she suspected it was related to her work at CERN, or the theory of emergent reality that she had published several papers on: something that she hoped

The passengers began disembarking, and Sarah joined the flow, keeping her head down and her movements deliberate. She passed through customs without incident, her new passport and identity holding up under scrutiny. But the tension in her chest didn’t ease as she stepped into the bustling terminal of Mexico City International Airport.

The airport was a maze of noise and activity, with people rushing in every direction, voices echoing off the high ceilings. Sarah moved through the crowd with purpose, but every glance over her shoulder, every brush against her, sent a jolt of fear through her. She couldn’t afford to let her guard down, not even for a moment.

As she approached the exit, she noticed something that made her heart skip a beat ─ a man, standing near one of the terminal’s columns, watching her intently. He was dressed casually, blending in with the crowd, but his eyes were locked on her, unblinking.

Sarah’s mind raced. Had they found her already? She forced herself to stay calm, to think. The man wasn’t making any move toward her, wasn’t trying to approach. He was just watching, waiting.

She quickly turned her attention back to the exit, resisting the urge to break into a run. The last thing she needed was to draw attention to herself. She moved quickly, slipping through the automatic doors and into the humid night air of Mexico City.

Outside, the city buzzed with life ─ cars honking, people shouting, the sounds of a metropolis that never slept. Sarah flagged down a taxi, her pulse pounding in her ears as she climbed into the back seat.

“Where to?” the driver asked, glancing at her in the rearview mirror.

Sarah gave him the address of a small hotel that she had chosen in a quiet neighborhood, far from the tourist hotspots, a place where she could pass unnoticed.

The driver nodded and pulled away from the curb, merging into the chaotic traffic. Sarah sat back in her seat, trying to calm her racing thoughts. The man at the airport had rattled her, but she couldn’t let fear take over. She needed to stay focused, to keep moving.

As the taxi navigated through the streets of Mexico City, Sarah took in her surroundings. The city was a sprawling, vibrant mass of lights and sounds, with a pulse all its own. But beneath the surface, she could sense the undercurrent of danger, the same danger that had followed her from New York.

The taxi pulled up to the hotel, a small, nondescript building tucked away on a quiet street. Sarah paid the driver and got out, her eyes scanning the area for any signs of trouble. The street was empty, but she knew better than to trust appearances.

She entered the hotel, the lobby dimly lit and sparsely furnished. The receptionist barely glanced at her as she checked in, handing her a key with a disinterested nod. Sarah headed up to her room, her senses on high alert.

The room was small but clean, with a single bed, a desk, and a window that overlooked the street below. Sarah dropped her bag on the bed and moved to the window, pulling the curtain aside just enough to peer out.

The street was still empty, but Sarah couldn’t shake the feeling that she was being watched. She let the curtain fall back into place and took a deep breath. She needed to stay calm, to think logically. She was safe for now, but she knew that could change in an instant.

She moved to the bed and unzipped her bag, pulling out the burner phone Tomasz had given her. She powered it on and quickly checked for messages. There was only one, a short, cryptic note from Tomasz: You’re in. Stay sharp. Contact when ready.

Sarah stared at the message, the words a stark reminder that she was on her own now. Tomasz had done his part, getting her out of New York and into Mexico City undetected. But from here on out, it was up to her.

That night she felt sick after dinner. She was vomiting in the bathroom when there was a knock at the door. Sarah froze, her heart leaping into her throat. She hadn’t ordered room service, and the receptionist hadn’t mentioned any visitors.

She wiped her face and walked slowly to the door, pressing her ear against it. The knock came again, louder this time, more insistent. Sarah’s hand trembled as she reached for the doorknob, her mind racing with possibilities.

Finally, she took a deep breath and opened the door a crack, just enough to see who was on the other side. Her blood ran cold.

A man stood in the hallway, dressed in a simple suit with an air of casual confidence. He feigned a smile. In his hand, he held a small envelope.

“Miss Mackay?” he said, his voice smooth and polite. “A message for you.”

Sarah didn’t respond. Her mind was screaming at her to slam the door, to lock it, to run. But her body wouldn’t move, frozen in place by the quiet menace in the man’s eyes.

The man held out the envelope, his smile widening slightly. “No need to be afraid. I’m just the messenger.”

Sarah hesitated, then slowly reached out and took the envelope. The man nodded once, a gesture of satisfaction, and turned to leave. He walked down the hallway without a backward glance, disappearing around the corner.

Sarah quickly shut the door, locking it behind her. She stared at the envelope in her hand. The paper was thick and expensive, the kind used for formal invitations or important documents. Her name was written on the front in elegant script.

With shaking hands, Sarah tore open the envelope and pulled out a single sheet of paper. The message was short, but it sent a wave of cold dread washing over her.

Welcome to Mexico City. We’ve been expecting you.

Underneath was a symbol: a ring with an eye at the center, pierced by a dagger with a curved handle.
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Day 1: Arrival in Mexico City
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Sarah Mackay stared out the window of the taxi as it weaved through the chaotic streets of Mexico City, the vibrant colors and lively sounds a sharp contrast to the darkness she carried with her. The memories of New York clung to her like a second skin ─ Frank’s death, the relentless pursuit, the cold-blooded violence she’d been forced to commit. She had barely made it out alive, and now here she was, diving headfirst into another potential nightmare.

But she wasn’t the same woman who had arrived in New York nine days ago. The naivety had been stripped away, replaced by a hardened resolve. She wasn’t here just to learn anymore. She was here to survive. And if anyone tried to fuck with her again, they’d find out just how dangerous she could be.

The taxi pulled up to the entrance of the university, a sprawling campus that blended old-world architecture with modern facilities. Sarah paid the driver and stepped out, the warm air hitting her like a physical force. She took a deep breath, trying to calm the storm of emotions swirling inside her.

The forensic science program was being held in one of the newer buildings, a sleek, glass-fronted structure that looked out of place among the older, colonial-style buildings surrounding it. Sarah checked her watch ─ she had just enough time to get to the lecture hall and find a seat before the first session began.

As she walked through the corridors, she couldn’t help but feel a sense of déjà vu. It was just like New York ─ new faces, new city, but with a similar dangerous undercurrent under the surface. She pushed the thought aside. She needed to focus, to keep her wits about her. She couldn’t afford to let her guard down, not here, not now.

Sarah had just completed her Master’s in AI at Tsinghua University in Beijing, where she had used the advanced AI systems she had access to, to test her theory on the emergence of reality based on the fusion of information theory and chaos theory. She had developed her theories further at Oxford and Princeton. Her reason for travelling to New York and Mexico City had been to take a break from theoretical physics and do something totally different for a month (as well as learn something that might help her resolve a three-year-old mystery of a dead cat). But things had got out of hand in New York, and now she just wanted to finish her course in Forensic Science and fly home to Edinburgh.

The first lecture was to be held in one of the safest places in Mexico City: in a building known as the Edificio de la Policía. It was the central headquarters of the Mexican police.

The lecture hall was already filling up when she arrived. She found a seat near the back, preferring to keep a low profile. The other attendees were a mix of international students, professionals, and law enforcement officers, all here to learn from one of the world’s leading experts in forensic science, Dr. Carlos Ortega.

Sarah had done her research on Ortega before coming here. He was a renowned forensic pathologist, known for his work on high-profile cases involving organized crime and government corruption. He was also rumored to have connections in the darker corners of the world ─ contacts that could be useful, or dangerous, depending on how you played your cards.

Dr. Ortega entered the room, a tall man in his late fifties with black hair tied behind his head in a ponytail, small black-framed spectacles, and an air of quiet authority. He wore a well-tailored suit, the kind that suggested both wealth and taste, and his dark eyes swept over the room with the calm assurance of someone who knew exactly what he was doing.

“Welcome to the world of forensic science,” Ortega began, his voice smooth and confident. “Over the next nine days, you’ll be introduced to the methods and techniques used to uncover the truth hidden in the bodies of the dead. This is not a profession for the faint-hearted. It requires a cold, clinical mind, and an unflinching resolve to stare into the darkest corners of human nature.”

Sarah listened intently, feeling a strange sense of comfort in the clinical detachment of Ortega’s words. Forensic science was about facts, about evidence ─ things that couldn’t be twisted or manipulated. In a world full
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