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    To those who have ever felt a second of 'lag' in the real world.To the survivors of the noise.And to the variables that refuse to be optimized."

      

    



  	
        
            
            The human mind is a holographic transducer, mirroring the totality of a frequency-coded universe. Once the resonance is achieved, the physical barrier becomes an obsolete protocol."— From the declassified Gateway Process analysis (1983)

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

" Kirlian Echoes:

[image: ]


Shadows of the soul

––––––––
[image: ]


Based on Declassified Intelligence Files

AYMAN SHEHATA

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Anomaly
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Scene 1: The First Glow
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The lab at MIT’s Cognitive Sciences Department smelled of ozone and scorched coffee—a chemical cocktail Alex Thorne had come to associate with the edge of obsession.

At 3:14 AM, the building’s silence was predatory. The only sound was the low-frequency thrum of the high-voltage transformers, a mechanical heartbeat vibrating in Alex’s teeth. He adjusted the Kirlian camera for the tenth time, his fingers tracing the cold copper plates. His hands were steady, but the phantom weight of his wedding ring—a ring untouched for three years—felt like a shackle of lead on his finger.

"Run 47," Alex whispered to the digital recorder. "Subject: Mia Rossi. State: Resting. Ambient humidity: 42%."

Mia, a grad student seeking extra credit and free espresso, fidgeted on her stool. The red safe-light of the darkroom cast long, distorted shadows across her face, turning her into a ghost before the camera even had a chance to prove it.

"This won’t hurt, right, Doc?" Mia’s voice cracked, bouncing off the soundproof walls. "You said it’s just static."

"Just a tingle, Mia," Alex replied, his voice a calm academic balm. "We’re capturing corona discharge. In the seventies, Semyon Kirlian called it the soul. Today, it’s ionized gas—but I want to see how it reacts to peak neural activity."

A hiss of guilt whispered in his mind. He wasn’t interested in neural activity. He was hunting a leak, a fracture in reality through which his wife, Elena, might have slipped five years ago, leaving only a scorched lab coat and a Kirlian photo showing a black void where her life-force should have been.

"Place your right hand on the plate."

Mia obeyed. Her palm pressed against the conductive glass, separated from the high-voltage film by a micro-thin layer of quartz.

"Don’t move. Ready?"

She nodded, holding her breath. Alex flipped the toggle.

The transformers shrieked. Seventy-five thousand volts tore through the apparatus. For a microsecond, the room exploded in violent ultraviolet light. Blue arcs danced across Mia’s fingertips, illuminating raw terror in her eyes. The scent of burnt air spiked—sharp, acrid, metallic.

Snap.

The shutter closed. The hum died, leaving a ringing void in Alex’s ears.

"Can I move now?" Mia exhaled, her hand trembling. "It felt... cold. You said a tingle, but it felt like something was pulling at my skin. Like a vacuum."

Alex didn’t answer. He leaned over the digital developer. The image rendered slowly, line by agonizing line.

Kirlian photographs usually looked like celestial fireworks—vibrant halos of gold and magenta. But Mia’s aura was different. The blue corona was jagged, frayed at the edges like rotting fabric.

Then he saw it.

At the tip of her index finger, a staccato line of obsidian black. Not a smudge or glitch—a geometric pattern, a fractal-like rift biting into the light.

"Alex?" Mia stood over his shoulder. "What is that?"

Alex narrowed his eyes. The black pattern wasn't static. It seemed to vibrate at a frequency his rational mind refused to track. As he watched, the jagged line shifted, lengthening by fractions of a millimeter.

"It’s an artifact," he muttered, heart hammering. "Probably a localized humidity pocket on the quartz."

"It looks like a wound," Mia whispered. "A cut in the air."

The fluorescent lights flickered. The overhead buzz dropped into a low, mournful moan.

"Doc, I want to go," Mia’s panic rose. "The shadows... they look wrong."

Alex didn’t look at the shadows. He stared at the photo. The black crack hadn’t just moved—it had multiplied. A second rift opened near the palm. For a heartbeat, Alex saw something that made him want to scream: a tiny, pixelated eye of pure white light staring from inside Mia’s energy field.

"Alex!" Mia screamed.

The lights died completely.

In the lab’s absolute darkness, the Kirlian photograph glowed with internal light. The cracks spread, crawling off the hand and onto the blank digital canvas, moving like ink dropped into water.

Alex grabbed the emergency flashlight, breath hitching. Mia stood perfectly still, her head tilted back at an impossible, broken angle. Around her real hand—a hand off the plate—a faint violet glow shimmered in the dark. No camera. No power.

The crack had escaped the photograph.

Alex’s flashlight flickered and died. Then he heard it: wet, rhythmic scratching, as if something clawed through the thin glass.

And then, a whisper—Mia’s voice, but unmistakably Elena’s:

"Alex... the light is alive."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Anomaly

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Scene 2: The Fractured Light
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The emergency lights bled into the room, bathing the laboratory in a rhythmic, bruised crimson. Alex’s chest heaved, each breath rattling against the lingering scents of ionized air and scorched coffee. The silence following the blackout was no longer empty; it felt pressurized, as if the building itself were holding its breath, waiting for a heartbeat.

Mia remained anchored to the Kirlian rig. Her hand trembled within a violet glow that clung to her palm with parasitic stubbornness. The light pulsed—a slow, organic throb that Alex felt resonating behind his own ribs.

"Mia, can you hear me?" His voice sounded alien to him—brittle, stripped of its academic authority.

She didn't blink. Her gaze was welded to the monitor, where the obsidian cracks were no longer static pixels. They were snaking across the digital hand like ink-black veins, tracing patterns that defied the laws of electrical discharge.

He edged closer, his heart a frantic drum in his ears. Logic is a shield, he told himself, and mine is shattering. The rifts weren't contained by the screen’s edge anymore; they seemed to be flickering into the very air around the hardware, tangible and hungry.

Alex reached for his laptop, his fingers clumsily dancing over the keys. The software should have crashed when the power spiked, but the render was still updating. It was pixelating with horrifying precision, reorganizing the fractal rifts into symmetrical, geometric sigils—a language of light and shadow he couldn't translate.

"What the hell..." Alex breathed.

"It’s... speaking," Mia whispered. Her voice was a dry rasp.

Alex froze. Rationality flailed. The pattern had no mouth, no vocal cords. Yet, as he stared at the shifting geometry, a meaning began to coalesce in his mind—an intimacy that made his skin crawl. It wasn't a sound; it was a broadcast directly into his subconscious.

He stepped back, his hip catching the edge of the Kirlian plate. A jagged spark of static electricity arced between the table and his lab coat. The violet glow around Mia’s hand flared violently. She let out a sharp, choked gasp, her fingers jerking, but the light remained suspended, independent of her flesh.

Alex scrambled to regain control. He pulled up a spectrum analyzer he’d rigged for high-voltage testing. The readings were impossible. The sensors were detecting frequencies that shouldn't exist on the electromagnetic scale—patterns that mimicked neural firing, but with a terrifying, coherent intelligence.

Something inside that light was thinking.

He glanced at Mia. Her face was deathly pale, nearly translucent under the strobing violet. She spoke again, her voice barely a thread of sound: "It’s Elena... Alex, I think... it’s her."

The world tilted. The name hit Alex like a kinetic strike. The memory of Elena’s final Kirlian photo—the void, the absolute blackness—surfaced with agonizing clarity. Was it possible? Had the high-voltage field acted as a net, and after five years, was a fragment of her soul finally trying to tear its way through the veil?

"We need to kill the feed," Alex said, though his resolve felt hollow. He reached for the emergency cutoff switch, but before his fingers could close over it, the light around Mia’s hand spiked into a blinding, ultraviolet glare.

The fractal cracks on the screen erupted, knitting together into a jagged, perfect circle—a ring of pure obsidian. Within that black circumference, Alex saw movement. Silhouettes writhing like smoke, punctuated by eyes of needle-point white light. Eyes that looked at him with cold recognition.

"Alex... don’t touch it!" Mia shrieked, the sound fracturing as if reality itself were being torn.

Too late. His palm slammed the switch.

The lab plunged into an absolute, ringing silence. The emergency lights died. But the glow persisted. It detached from Mia’s hand, hovering in the center of the room, expanding and contracting like a luminous lung.

Then, the lab's overhead speakers crackled. At first, it was just granular static, then it smoothed into a voice—low, distorted by distance and dimensions, yet unmistakably hers.

"Alex... come closer..."
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cene 3: The Breach
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The violet glow was no longer just light; it had become an atmosphere—thick, viscous, and breathing. It filled the lab like a celestial lung, pulsing above the wreckage of Alex’s carefully ordered reality. He stumbled back, his fingers clawing for a tether—a clipboard, a cold copper cable, the serrated edge of a bench—but the geometry of the room had begun to fail. The walls weren’t just bending; they were stretching, warping into non-Euclidean angles that hurt his eyes to track.

Mia stood at the epicenter, a silhouette of terror. Her pupils were so dilated they had swallowed the hazel of her irises, leaving two black mirrors reflecting the strobing energy. Her pulse was visible in the hollow of her throat, thumping in perfect, rhythmic synchronization with the light.

"Alex... do you feel it?" Her voice was a frayed thread, vibrating with a resonance that wasn’t hers.

He swallowed against a throat that felt lined with glass. I feel it.

Every rational cell in his brain screamed aberration, yet he couldn’t look away. This was a biological synchronization—a bridge forged in the high-voltage fire between the Kirlian field and a place where physics went to die.

The ring on his finger didn’t just glow; it screamed with a subcutaneous cold. A searing, arctic burn traveled up his arm, tracing the path of his veins like liquid nitrogen. It wasn’t a beckoning anymore. It was a summons.

"Alex... come closer..."

The voice didn’t come through the speakers. It vibrated through the marrow of his bones. Elena’s voice, layered with a thousand years of granular static.

Mia flinched, her feet catching the edge of a high-voltage lead. She tumbled, and the violet light flared into a blinding halo, wrapping around her like a protective, parasitic cocoon. The light was feeding on her adrenaline, responding to the raw frequency of her fear.

In a moment of desperate, academic reflex, Alex grabbed a heavy Faraday cage lid. He thrust it toward the glow, a primitive attempt to contain the uncontainable. Arcs of blue lightning shrieked as they struck the metal, smelling of burnt hair and ozone.

"Alex... open your mind," the voice whispered, intimate enough to feel like breath against his ear. "Let us through..."

Mia collapsed, Elena’s name tearing from her throat in a ragged sob. The violet glow reached its peak—an ultraviolet singularity that stripped the color from everything in the room. Alex felt his own boundaries dissolving. His skin felt ephemeral, his thoughts leaking into the light.

Time stopped being a sequence and became a loop. He saw Elena’s last moments—the scent of her perfume, the flash of the Kirlian plate, the terrifying silence as she vanished. It was all merging with the now. He saw her hand—or the memory of it—threading into Mia’s aura, weaving flesh and frequency into a single, agonizing tapestry.

A violent, tectonic crack split the silence.

The instruments shattered. The monitors imploded, raining glass shards that hung suspended in the air. The fractal rifts in the light began to spin, forming a swirling vortex of shadow and obsidian fire.

The voice inside his skull shifted from a plea to a command, heavy with a weight that felt ancient:

"Do not fight... or you will be lost to the gray."

Alex froze. Love, guilt, and five years of unresolved mourning held him rooted to the spot, even as his lungs burned for air that was no longer there.

Then, from the heart of the writhing violet storm, a hand emerged.

It wasn’t Mia’s. It wasn’t his own.

The fingers were elongated, with too many knuckles. The skin was translucent, glowing like parchment, showing no veins—only dark, shifting code beneath. It reached for him with a grace that was profoundly predatory.

The room convulsed. The violet glow expanded with the force of a localized supernova. A scream—neither human nor mechanical, but a sound of reality being torn asunder—ripped through the building.

Alex’s last coherent thought, as the floor vanished beneath him, was a cold, sharp realization:

Elena... that is not her. That is the thing that ate her.

The light collapsed into a pinprick of absolute blackness, taking Alex, Mia, and the laboratory with it. On the charred floor where the Kirlian rig had stood, the only thing left was Alex’s wedding ring—spinning slowly, now made of a material that didn’t exist on the periodic table.
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Consciousness returned not as a slow dawn, but as a jagged, high-voltage impact.

Alex lay on the freezing tiles of a maintenance corridor, his lungs burning with the ghost-scents of the collapse—ozone, scorched copper, and the metallic tang of his own fear. The silence was absolute, yet it felt heavy, vibrating with a residual hum that Alex could feel in the marrow of his shins.

The wedding ring on his finger was no longer a piece of jewelry. It pulsed with a rhythmic, subcutaneous violet glow that seared through his dermis. He tried to tug it off, but his finger had swollen around the band, or perhaps the band had contracted, anchoring itself to his bone. It felt alive—a parasite feeding on his pulse.

A low, infrasonic vibration thrummed through the concrete walls. Alex strained to listen, his engineering mind instinctively trying to categorize the frequency. It wasn't mechanical; it was biological. A rhythmic, oscillating cadence that matched the pulse in Mia’s hand before the world had shattered.

"Mia...?" he croaked. His voice was a dry rattle that seemed to hang in the air for a second too long before reaching his own ears.

Latency. The lag is getting worse.

He pushed himself upright, his joints popping like dry kindling. The corridor stretched into an impossible perspective. He was still within the bowels of MIT, yet the geometry was failing. The fluorescent tubes overhead flickered in a stuttering violet cadence, casting shadows that didn't align with the light sources. These shadows moved with a predatory independence, twitching as if they were learning how to imitate human form.

Then, the whisper arrived.

It didn't vibrate his eardrums. It unfolded inside his prefrontal cortex, a memory injected directly into his neural stream.

"Alex... you shouldn’t have opened the seal."

He froze. The voice was a haunting composite—Elena’s soft, melodic tone layered over a jagged, electronic hiss. It was her, or a data-corrupted ghost of her, speaking through the Kirlian resonance now hardwired into his nervous system.

Alex’s survival instinct screamed for a retreat, but the ring flared, a blinding violet spark that illuminated the hall. In that flash, he saw the truth: the walls were hemorrhaging. Hundreds of tiny, fractal rifts were spider-webbing across the paint, writhing like bioluminescent worms. They were knitting themselves into impossible geometries—sigils of light that made his stomach turn with a sudden, violent vertigo.

The floor shuddered. Ahead, a heavy steel door that had no business being there groaned open. It was framed in a halo of ultraviolet fire. Beyond the threshold, reality was liquid. Objects drifted in a slow-motion stasis; shadows moved in reverse, and the very air shimmered like gasoline on water.

The whisper inside his skull amplified, becoming a demand. "Alex... come closer... it’s time to sync."

A new sound split the air behind him—a wet, metallic screech, like a scalpel dragging across a radiator. Something was moving in the dark of the corridor
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