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“A Seed Lost to Time. A Curse Unleashed. A Horror That Cannot Be Stopped”

At Ghent University, PhD researcher Ana Novak receives a shipment of Arabidopsis seeds—ordinary specimens meant for genetic research. But one seed is different; older, etched with ancient markings, and pulsing with something... unnatural.

When she sowed it on an agar plate, the mutation began. The roots twist like veins, the whispers start, and the lab equipment fails without explanation. Then, the seed breaks open, and what emerges is not a plant. Not even close.

Ana’s search for answers leads her deep into the desert tomb of a forgotten Pharaoh, where ancient warnings reveal the horrifying truth: (a) The seed was never meant to grow. (b) It was never meant to leave Egypt. (c) And now, it is awake again.

As the monstrous entity spreads and adapts, consuming everything in its path, Ana races against time—because the only way to stop it is hidden within the sands of its origin. But some curses never fade, and some secrets should never be unearthed...
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Chapter 1: The Arrival of the Seeds.

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Scene 1: Ghent University—The Seed Arrives
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The sun had barely risen over Ghent University, casting long shadows through the towering glass windows of the plant genetics lab. The hum of sterilization units buzzed in the background as Ana Novak adjusted her lab coat, inhaling the familiar scent of agar and soil.

Her day was supposed to be routine. Microscoping mutations. Data analysis. Nothing unusual. That was before the shipment arrived.

A cardboard box sat on the stainless-steel table, its barcode stamped with the university’s genetic research department logo. Inside, fresh Arabidopsis seeds—tiny, unremarkable specks that held the secrets of plant evolution.

Ana reached in, fingers brushing across the smooth surface of the seeds. Normal. Expected. Controlled. Until her hand stopped on something... different.

One seed. Darker. Aged. Cracked along the edges with faint golden markings that shimmered when tilted under the fluorescent light.

Frowning, she held it between her fingers. Odd. Too large for Arabidopsis.

Behind her, Liam, her research partner, peeked over her shoulder, raising an amused eyebrow.

"Did Ghent’s seed bank accidentally ship you an artifact?" he teased. "That thing looks like it belongs in a museum."

Ana rolled her eyes. "Or maybe it’s just a random hybrid. I’ll run a genetic scan."

But even as she spoke, a whisper of unease curled in her stomach.

The petri dish was waiting. The seed had arrived. And something unseen had already begun.
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Scene 2: Preparing the Experiment.
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Ana carefully placed the strange seed onto an agar plate, its darkened surface shimmering faintly under the light. The petri dish was marked for routine observation, yet something about this particular specimen demanded extra precautions.

She adjusted the settings on the growth chamber, ensuring a controlled environment—humidity, temperature, and light exposure precisely calibrated. Arabidopsis seeds should germinate predictably. But this one? She wasn’t sure.

"Running a genetic scan first?" Liam leaned against the counter, watching as Ana prepped her instruments.

"Of course. If it’s just an anomaly, we’ll confirm it quickly."

She gently placed a sample into the sequencing machine, watching as the data streamed across the screen. Standard markers—expected genome structures—everything was aligning as it should. Until it didn’t.

A section of the sequence came back unreadable—fragmented, like something ancient had been integrated into its DNA.

Ana frowned. Arabidopsis had no reason to contain anything unusual.

She glanced at the petri dish. The seed sat perfectly still, yet something about it felt wrong.

And then, as the lab’s overhead lights flickered for just a second, the petri dish shifted—as if the seed had moved on its own.
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Scene 3: The Unseen Change.
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The lab hummed softly, the rhythmic pulse of incubators and cooling fans filling the sterile space. Everything seemed normal.

Ana adjusted the microscope lens, staring at the petri dish holding the ancient seed. Under magnification, the seed’s surface looked cracked—almost like old stone, embedded with gold veins, but nothing in biology explained the markings.

She clicked the camera for a high-resolution image, expecting a standard structure. The screen displayed the cells enlarging, stretching into patterns resembling...

Hieroglyphs.

Ana recoiled, blinking rapidly. That couldn’t be possible. Plant cells didn’t form recognizable symbols. Was the imaging software glitching?

She reset the focus. The hieroglyphs remained, shifting slightly—like they were aware of being observed.

A gust of cold air swept through the lab, rattling loose papers on her desk. The overhead lights flickered once, then twice, before stabilizing.

"Did you feel that?" Liam called from across the room, turning away from his notes.

"The air temperature dropped," Ana muttered, staring at the seed. She reached out, hesitating for a fraction of a second, before touching the petri dish with gloved fingers.

The moment her fingertips grazed the surface—

—the seed pulsed.

A faint thrum, something neither mechanical nor organic, vibrated through the table. The agar around the seed rippled like water, though the plate remained perfectly level.

Ana jerked her hand back. The screen monitoring environmental conditions blinked erratically—displaying data anomalies where there should be none.

And then, just for an instant, a whisper—not a sound, but a feeling—brushed the edges of her mind.

"This isn’t normal," Ana whispered, heart hammering. Liam leaned in closer, frowning. "What do you mean? It’s just—"

The petri dish cracked.

Liam flinched, stepping back as a thin split ran through the glass, directly beneath the seed.

Ana inhaled sharply. The crack wasn’t random.

It formed a pattern. Just like the hieroglyphs.

Something unseen had already begun.
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Chapter 2: The First Signs.
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Scene 1: A Strange Growth Pattern.
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The air inside the lab felt heavier than usual. Not oppressive, but charged—like the moment before a storm. Ana adjusted her gloves, her gaze fixed on the petri dish where the cursed seed had begun to sprout.

It was happening faster than expected. Far too fast.

Arabidopsis was predictable, its germination process well-documented. But this? This was something else.

The emerging structure resembled roots, but with a disturbing sense of precision. They stretched outward in unnatural angles, curling like tangled veins, splitting in directions that defied logic. The deep green hue shimmered under the microscope, shifting tones like metal under firelight.

Ana leaned closer, feeling her pulse quicken as she scanned for anomalies. "Liam, check the growth rate."

"Already on it," he muttered, fingers tapping rapidly against his laptop. A moment later, his breath hitched. "This can’t be right..."

Ana turned to the monitor, her stomach twisting. The data feed showed accelerated cell division—unprecedented in plant biology, beyond any natural mutation.

The cells weren’t just growing. They were changing.

She swallowed, adjusting the microscope lens, magnifying the sample further. The internal vascular tissue of the sprout displayed patterns that should not exist—etched shapes, layered structures. Symbols buried within the biology itself.

For a brief moment, her mind refused to process what she was seeing.

And then, in the still silence of the lab, the petri dish trembled.

Not a vibration from machinery. Not an accidental shift on the table.

The dish had moved—on its own.

Ana exhaled sharply, stepping back. Liam muttered something under his breath, rubbing his arms like he was suddenly cold.

"Tell me that was just an air pressure thing," he tried, voice tight.

Ana didn’t answer. She knew it wasn’t.

The roots continued to extend, curling toward the edge of the glass, as if they were reaching for something unseen.

The seed had begun to grow. And something within it was waking up.
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Scene 2: The Quiet Whispers.
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The silence in the lab was unnatural. Too perfect.

Ana sat rigid at her station, her fingers hovering over the keyboard, typing out notes with stiff precision. She could feel it—the shift in the air, the unnatural stillness that pressed in around her.

She glanced at the petri dish where the mutated root had begun to grow—thick, curling in impossible formations, stretching toward the glass like fingers reaching for release.

It wasn’t just growing. It was responding.

Liam paced near the monitors, muttering under his breath. "Temperature fluctuations aren’t making sense. It’s dropping by half a degree every few minutes."

"It’s adapting," Ana murmured, barely aware she’d spoken aloud.

She adjusted the magnification, zooming in on the root structure. The patterns were still there—hieroglyph-like sequences woven into the cellular walls, shifting subtly, as though forming words.

Then—

A flicker.

A sound.

Soft. Indistinct. But there.

She straightened, her heart pounding. Her pulse thumped in her ears, but beneath it, something else whispered. A voice without form. A sensation rather than a sound.

She reached toward the microscope. The whispers grew stronger—not in volume, but in presence.

A sudden gust of cold air rushed through the lab, scattering loose papers across the floor. The monitors glitched, briefly distorting data before stabilizing again.

Liam cursed, stepping back. "What the hell was that?"

Ana swallowed hard, forcing herself to breathe. She looked back at the twisting mutation, watching as its green filaments pulsed—like they were breathing in sync with something unseen.

And then—

The whispers formed words.

Not loud. Not clear. But in her mind.

A single phrase. Soft. Ancient. Hungry.

"You should not have planted it."

Ana gasped, stumbling away from the microscope.

But the mutation didn’t stop growing.

And the whispers were only beginning.
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