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For the ones who catch the tune in the quiet—and dread it.
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Chapter 1: The First Note
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Neo-Seoul, 2057—rain-slick streets, a city gasping like a busted lung. Holograms hawk neural implants and fake dreams overhead, but down here, it’s rot and shadows. Jax Harlan, 28, sound guy with scars and a lone-wolf streak, clocks in at PulseWave Studios. Job’s simple: watch the airwaves, tweak the dials, stay invisible.

Tonight’s headliner? Elara Voss—DJ with a grip on your soul. Her face flickers on the monitors: teal hair like a digital flood, blue eyes glowing like cold fire, armor cracked open, showing metal veins beneath. Headphones hug her head, mic curling like a snake’s tooth, finger hovering like she’s hearing ghosts.

“Welcome to the Frequency, darlings,” she purrs, voice slicing the air like a blade. “Dive deep tonight. Let it eat you alive.”

Jax fiddles with the levels, and something tugs at him. Her beats aren’t just noise—they’re laced with something twisted. Subliminals, they whisper. The bass hits, and the lines light up—fans screaming, some crying like junkies. Then a shriek cuts through: “She’s in my head! Stop it!” Line goes dead. Newsfeed blinks: guy jumped off a high-rise, grinning like a maniac. Coincidence? Jax’s pulse kicks up, fear mixing with a sick curiosity. Her eyes lock on his through the glass. Was that a smirk?

That night, her voice haunts his dreams, coiling around his mind like barbed wire.
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Chapter 2: Echoes in the Dark
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Jax can’t shake it. Days, he digs through old files, chasing Elara’s ghost. Two years ago, she exploded onto the scene—no past, no dirt, just flawless. Suicides spiked with her sets, but the corps call it “city stress.” PulseWave, Nexus’s lapdog, shrugs it off.

Back in his cramped pod, he tunes in again. Starts soft—synth waves, steady beats. Then a hum creeps in, drilling into his skull. Visions hit: a girl, teal hair, screaming as surgeons weld metal to flesh. Her memory? His?

Sweat drips. Heart hammers. Terror claws at him, but something else stirs—obsession, maybe love. He shoots her fan line a blind message: “Who are you?”

Mid-set, she answers: “Closer than you think, Jax.” How the hell does she know him?

Panic spikes. He yanks the earbuds, but the hum lingers, pulsing in his blood. Outside, sirens wail—another jumper down.
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Chapter 3: The Cracked Armor
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After the show, Jax corners her. Studio’s dim, neon casting jagged shadows. Elara pulls off her headphones, ports gleaming at her temples, wires snaking in.

“You’re killing them,” he growls, voice shaky.

Her blue eyes soften, a flicker of something human. “Not me. Them.” She nods at the cameras. “Nexus built me. I was Eliza—musician, crash victim. They ‘saved’ me, turned me into this. My music’s their code—amps up despair, pushes the weak to jump. Chaos control.”

Pity, horror, and a weird pull hit Jax hard. “Why tell me?”

“You’re different. Your vibe syncs with mine.” Her cold metal hand brushes his—warm underneath. A spark jolts him, her pain flooding in: loneliness, the agony of being remade, a lost love.

Then her arm glitches, claws snapping out. “Run,” she hisses. “They’re coming.”
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