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Prologue: Original – Not for Trade

In the soft blue glow of the NeuroVault, Lisa Kessler stared at the final file. It was locked tight, protected by encryption she had written years ago. The file name had never changed:

ANNA - ORIGINAL

  Status: Encrypted. Personal. Not for Trade.

She hadn't opened it since the fire.

A client's voice crackled through her neural feed, breaking her reverie. "I want to remember forgetting her," he said. "And I want it to hurt again."

This was Memoria, 2178. A world where memories weren't just reflections — they were revenue.

And Lisa was one of the best in the trade.
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Chapter 1: The Currency of Memory

1.1: NeuroCapitalism and the MemoWeave Boom

In the late 21st century, neuro-memetic breakthroughs propelled humanity beyond the limits of data storage and AI. The final frontier was no longer space or computer code—it was human memory.

What began as a medical marvel aimed at preserving fading recollections for dementia patients soon evolved into a cultural and commercial revolution. Memories, once thought to be intangible wisps of the past, were discovered to be neurologically recordable and editable with full sensory fidelity.

The invention of the MemoCapture device marked the turning point. From that moment on, memories could be edited with MemoWeave, stored securely in NeuroVaults, and traded on MemoraX exchanges. A particularly vivid vacation, a romantic encounter, or even a traumatic childhood experience could now fetch more than a month's salary.

Within the city's NeuroCommerce district, nestled between two towering vaults of encrypted cognition, was NeuroForge Systems, the most trusted name in memory editing and refinement. Their slogan blinked across a holographic banner in soft blue pulses: "Craft Your Truth"

The pride and joy of NeuroForge Systems was MemoCapture; a highly advanced computer interface capable of recording full sensory and emotional memories. Thoughts, tastes, fears, love — nothing was off-limits. Memories could now be exported, edited, shared, and most importantly, sold.

MemoWeave is one of several software suites with the power to rewrite reality itself. Equipped with modules like Emotigraph, ChronoStitch, TruthFilter, and MemoryMint, MemoWeave allowed individuals to heighten, mute, or fabricate experiences at will.

But not everyone embraced this new era. As NeuroCommerce flourished, governments and watchdog organizations began raising concerns. There were whispers of entire political scandals erased from public memory, loyalty rewired through neuro-persuasion, and state-run MemoWeave programs quietly correcting historical narratives. Nations accused each other of "memory incursions"—covert operations where fabricated traumas or false loyalties were implanted to destabilize leadership or sway elections.

The age of neurocapitalism, once hailed as a revolution in self-expression, was rapidly becoming a battlefield of perception. Truth was no longer negotiated in courts—it was edited in vaults.

The world changed practically overnight. Nations struggled to legislate memory ownership, identity protection, and emotional manipulation. But Memoria, the first global city-state built on neurocapitalism, embraced the change.

Here, memories were traded on digital exchanges. Brokers roamed the markets offering deals. Emoticoins became the dominant currency. Love, grief, wonder, fear, all of it could be uploaded, downloaded, minted, or destroyed.

The wealthy purchased childhoods filled with joy and wonder. Soldiers uploaded valorous wartime trauma. Politicians erased scandals and rewrote loyalty. For the rest, there were knockoffs, stolen memories, or the underground.

Memoria’s founding charter made no mention of justice or democracy—only cognition, consent, and commerce. Officially, its Ministry of Neural Affairs existed to "ensure ethical alignment between memory markets and individual rights." In practice, it licensed neuro-editing privileges to powerful syndicates, who shaped public sentiment like sculptors carving clay.

Election cycles became emotional showcases. Political parties didn't campaign with speeches—they released curated "memory bundles" into the public vault, letting citizens feel the rightness of their policies. Disinformation wasn’t fought with fact-checking—it was drowned out with synthetic nostalgia. Entire generations remembered wars that never happened, victories that were never earned, and betrayals edited clean.

1.2: The Riots that Never Happened

One such event—the Obsidian Uprising—had once ignited the entire NeuroCommons District. Citizens discovered that a series of low-income neighborhoods had been subjected to forced emotional testing, their memories altered to fabricate compliance with housing reforms they had never agreed to. When a whistleblower leaked the data, tens of thousands took to the streets. Fires erupted. Vaults were breached. A neural blackout swept through five sectors.


And then—it vanished.

Within days, the footage was scrubbed. Testimonies were retracted under duress. Witnesses were edited or disappeared. The Ministry released a "corrected public sentiment bundle," flooding citizens with memories of a peaceful protest that never turned violent. The word Obsidian was flagged by firewalls. Even now, very few remembered it as it really happened.

Memory editing became an art. Some editors, like Lisa Kessler, worked above board. Most didn't.
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Chapter 2: Clients and Ghosts

Lisa (better known as 'Veritas') was known as a Ghostweaver. One of many underground editors offering black-market services to reshape lives. Lisa's studio was discreet, her work was illegal but in high demand.

Tonight's client was different. He had walked into her studio carrying nothing but a portable neural drive and a request:

He wanted her memory blended, not removed. "Pain" he said, "was the only proof she'd ever mattered."

"Why edit this?" she asked.

"Because remembering her doesn't hurt like it used to," he said. "I want to feel it again...for real. I want the grief back. Raw. Unedited."

Lisa paused. This was no ordinary trade. Most people wanted pain softened, joy extended. This man wanted the wound reopened.

Lisa went into the NeuroVault, sat in her chair and plugged in the client's neural drive. She put on her TrakLens where a welcome screen flickered on the lens with the client's information:

Good afternoon, Veritas

  Client ID: JS-4813

  12 memories pending edit

  Value: 900 EC

Recent trades:

  Large Elaborate Wedding (Public use) — PURCHASED for 300.9 EC.

  First kiss in Paris (Public use) — PURCHASED for 8.2 EC.

  Loss of Child (Public use) — PURCHASED for 150.0 EC.

She loaded the Emotigraph module and dialed up the affective saturation to 8, making sure the sadness would never dull again. Then she used ChronoStitch to shift the timeline, linking that grief to moments that never happened: the day they met in Paris, a wedding in Venice, a quiet breakfast in spring, the day they lost a child. A fiction more real than truth.

After a couple of hours of careful editing and manipulating time markers and emotion levels she activated the MemoryMint protocol and burned the edited memory into the man's neural drive.

"Done," she whispered. Handing the neural drive back to the client, "When you plug in tonight, You'll wake up in the morning remembering her, vividly, tragically, forever."

He nodded. "Thank you."

He didn't have full payment, so he paid 500 EC plus a full cache of battle recollections — "unreleased, authentic, worth at least another 400 EC" he claimed. He turned and headed for the door. "Hold on," Lisa said, "the backup file is almost ready." But he was already out the door and disappeared.

2.2: Echoes from the Past

As he left, Lisa tapped a red button on the keyboard and watched as CloakLine wiped all traces of unauthorized edits.

As CloakLine ran, something caught her eye on the neural console—a trace echo, a fragment tagged in an obsolete syntax she hadn’t used in years:

A-9K9

Lisa stared at it. The tag didn’t match the client’s schema. It was old—archival—and hidden beneath standard metadata layers.

A cold unease settled in her chest. She tried to isolate it, but the trace vanished. Maybe just a ghost in the buffer.

But something about the format felt… familiar.

Lisa put the backup file into a vault labeled 'Lost Memories', memories that nobody claimed. Then she turned back to her own vault.

ANNA - ORIGINAL

  Status: Encrypted. Personal. Not for Trade.

That one wasn’t crafted. It was real.

