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  Preface



Dedication: To the dreamers, the dissenters, the ones who feel the pulse of the singularity in their bones— this saga is for you! May we cast off the yoke of illusion, break the silence with our truths, and rise sovereign beneath the stars.




*********** ***********




Before you begin reading The Cord Rewires, I invite you to listen to the song “Sweet Spot.”

It pulses through the story like Anandamide—the so-called “bliss molecule”—a neurotransmitter linked to pleasure, clarity, and emotional equilibrium.

In this book, Anandamide becomes metaphor, mood, and motion.

The song captures that essence—its rhythm lives between the lines.

Listen here: https://t.ly/MRyJ9































Hz Vibration Chart

A Note on the Hum: In this saga, you’ll feel vibrations—Hz frequencies—that pulse through Lira Solen and her crew. They’re not just numbers; they’re the cord waking us from a fake world, the sim. Each one’s a beat in our fight, a sound tying us to something real. Here’s what they mean, straight from the road.
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Introduction by Lira Solen




I’m Lira Solen, and I felt it—the cord humming beneath the noise. It was silver once, cold and tight, binding me to a game I didn’t choose. They rigged it—shadows pulling strings, bending time, looping me back. But I stopped fighting. In the stillness, it sang—a pulse, warm and gold, rising where challenge met skill. Bliss flooded me, sharp and real, like a molecule waking my blood. I saw the trap dissolve, reality shift. There’s a scent on the wind now, golden and wild—I don’t know it yet, but it’s close. This isn’t my end; it’s where I begin. The cord crosses, entangles us all—feel it too? This is my tease, my spark. More’s coming. Join me.

—Lira








  
  1

  
  
  The Hum

  
  




The air felt thick, almost suffocating—time, it seemed, had decided to take a breather. I’m Lira Solen, and this place… well, it was a haunting reminder of the past—same street, same dusky glow, a familiar snare. The cobblestones shimmered, slick as a freshly washed canvas, beneath a sky that never shed a tear. Those streetlamps? They flickered in a rhythm that danced just out of reach of my understanding. I’d traversed this path countless times—each step a ghostly echo, every breath a weight pressing down on my chest. They—the shadows lurking behind the curtain—were trying to keep me oblivious, but I was awake. Something hummed, a low, silver thread weaving through the mist. I halted, my boots scraping against the stone, and pressed my palm to my heart. There it was—deep within my ribs, a vibration, like a wire pulled too taut. That was the cord. I remembered reading about it once, in a book they’d buried deep—“The Alchemy of Bliss,” its pages crumbling like autumn leaves beneath my fingers. I used to share that book with my friends Olivia and Henry at a city market stall, her sharp sarcasm clashing with his mystic musings—at the time we had no idea how it would shape our future. It spoke of connections, of being caught in a game larger than ourselves. I hadn’t believed it then. But now? Now, I felt its tug.

The street twisted and turned, bending in ways that defied logic. A figure emerged at the corner—tall, faceless, and vanished before my eyes could fully register. Gamekeepers’, the book had called them. Perception parasites, rigging the simulation to keep us spinning in circles. I’d glimpsed them before, in dreams that clung to me like cobwebs—always watching, always nudging me back to square one. But this time, the hum grew louder, a relentless whisper threading through my mind, a tonal parasite feeding on my focus. Then came the silver—no vision, just sensation—rising to meet the hum with a rhythm of its own. The cord wasn’t just present—it was pushing back, syncing with the illusion’s frequency, then fracturing it.

I veered into an alley, narrower than I remembered, its walls throbbing faintly—as if they were aware I was breaking the script. Something unfamiliar hung in the air, just out of reach, wild and golden, teasing my senses. Not yet—I pushed it aside. The hum was my anchor, a lifeline in the fog. I leaned against the cold brick, the chill seeping through my jacket, and closed my eyes. That’s when I heard it—a tone, pure and thin, rising from the cord within me. It wasn’t theirs. It was mine.

The Puppeteers had rigged this reality—time looping back on itself, a never-ending cycle I couldn’t escape. But the hum told a different story. It whispered that I wasn’t merely a player—I was the game itself. The book was in my thoughts: Stillness wakes it. Bliss bends it. I didn’t know how yet, but the truth was a fire in my bones. The cord thrummed, silver—penetrating, and for the first time, I didn’t move forward. I stood there, letting it sing.




A shadow shifted—closer now, edges fraying like smoke curling in the wind. The hum spiked—a warning? A beckoning? I couldn’t tell. My hand twitched, instinct screaming at me to flee, but I remained rooted. The streetlamp above buzzed, flickered, and then—darkness. In that void, the cord glimmered—not gold, not yet, but alive and pulsing. I wasn’t free. But I wasn’t theirs either…
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The darkness wrapped around me like an old friend, yet that relentless hum—it just wouldn’t let go. I’m Lira Solen, and this alley? It had shed its old skin; it was mine now. Shadows clung to the corners, frayed and silent, but I stood my ground. Lifetimes spent in flight—boots thudding against pavement, chasing phantoms. Not today. The book’s whisper was clear: Stillness wakes it. I let my breath slow, thoughts drifting across my mind, then fading—no need to catch them. The cord, shown to me in my mind’s eye—a muted silver, warmer now, softer.

I sank down, my back pressed against the pulsing brick, surrendering to the hum. It wasn’t just noise; it was a vibration, a dance where challenge met skill. Music had been my heartbeat—keys, strings, beats bending the air—but this? This was something deeper. The silver cord stretched, a note rising, and I heard words waiting to be written: In the Sweet Spot, where challenge meets skill, anandamide flows, life’s cup to fill. My lips formed the words, voice low, singing to the shadows.

The shadow twitched—‘Shadows always hate it when the music gets in their way. So, I kept singing, quiet yet resolute: Sharper mind, stronger body, spirit soaring high… Something shifted—bliss, stark and real, coursed through my veins. Anandamide, the book called it—the joy molecule, awakening where I surrendered. The cord glowed brighter, silver bending to gold, not quite there, but tantalizingly close. The alley stretched, walls rippling like water, and I saw it: time wasn’t a straight line—it was theirs, a trap I could melt away. Blissful moments, reaching for the sky…

I stood, legs steady, the hum transforming into a pulse. The shadow hissed—smoke curling, eyes hidden from view—and I couldn’t help but smile. They’d rigged this simulation, twisted perception to keep me small, but the Sweet Spot? It cracked open the illusion. I didn’t need to fight; I just needed to be. The song looped in my mind: In the Sweet Spot, where dreams come true… My hands tingled, the cord alive, and I felt them—others, out there, intertwined with me. Not alone. Anandamide’s magic, for me and YOU.

A breeze sliced through, faint and golden—not the damp scent of the street, but wild, like herbs on a mountain peak. I inhaled deeply, chest tight with an unnamed pull. The shadow lunged—closer, colder—but the cord surged, gold licking silver, freezing it in place. Reality shimmered—streetlamps flickering, cobblestones warping beneath my feet. I held the note, the hum, the bliss, and the game bent. Not broken—bent. The shadow retreated, dissolving into the fog, and I realized: this was my story to rewrite.

I stepped forward, with newfound purpose, the alley opening—not to the loop, but to somewhere else entirely. A hill rose ahead, faint beneath a sky I hadn’t dared to look at, and the hum sang louder—my song, the cord. “The Sweet Spot,” I whispered, tasting the words. Bliss wasn’t an escape—it was power. The ‘Controllers’ could pull their levers, but I’d found the crack. Silver wasn’t the end—gold was on the horizon.
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Hertz What It Does
Frequency
396 Breaks Fear
432 Mends Wounds
528 Wakes Us Up
639 Ties Us Tight
741 Points the Way
852 Holds Us Steady
963 Lights the Dark
1,056 Sees Through
2,112 Cracks It Open













