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When freedom is lost... fighting is the only way.

When the fight is lost... faith is the only way.

When faith is suffocated... hope is the only way.

When hope is gone... nothing remains.
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New York City — Near Future

Apartment 47B, Control Zone 7

The silence inside the small apartment was not empty. It was  dense. Heavy. A faint hum, almost subliminal, vibrated through the floor and the pipes, a mechanical pulse for a world that had long since stopped feeling alive.

The single window, sealed shut, framed the New York skyline. In the distance, a surveillance drone crossed the sky with a low buzz, its navigation lights blinking in perfect rhythm against a colorless sky. The city never slept. It had forgotten how to dream.

Margaret Sullivan sat motionless in the worn armchair, like a woman who had given up fighting the inevitable but still refused to accept it entirely. Her body had found a stillness deeper than rest: the stillness of resignation. Of waiting.

The armchair belonged to Edward. The fabric on the left armrest was worn thin from the countless years his hand had rested there while he read. Sometimes, without thinking, Margaret would slide her own hand over that faded patch, as if she could still feel the warmth of his skin beneath the fabric. But this time she did not. Her hands rested quietly in her lap, fingers loosely interlaced, the knuckles swollen with age.

Her eyes were fixed on an old portrait hanging on the opposite wall: her husband’s face, frozen in a past where life had not yet been reduced to cold calculations and merciless protocols. The frame was slightly crooked. She had noticed it weeks ago but hadn’t straightened it. The small tilt pleased her in a way she could not fully explain, a crookedness the system had not yet reached.

Her trembling fingers reached for the silver crucifix hidden be-neath her gray government-issue blouse. The fabric was stiff, utilitarian, identical to what every woman over sixty-five wore in Control Zone 7. Even the dyes were monitored. Even the thread count was prescribed.

The crucifix was small, nearly invisible to a system that tolerated no symbol outside its control. She had learned to wear it beneath her clothes the way earlier generations wore theirs openly. The metal was warm against her skin, and she held it the way a shipwrecked soul clings to the last plank of a sinking vessel.

She drew a deep breath. The air carried a faint taste of the chemical neutralizer pumped through the ventilation system: something sterile, something engineered, something that coated the back of the throat like the memory of sealed corridors. Even the air they breathed no longer belonged to them.

Tomorrow she would turn eighty. Tomorrow... she would be dis-posed of.

The word was never spoken aloud by the authorities. It came softened in clinical terminology—“scheduled transition,” “end-of-life facilitation,” “resource reallocation protocol”— disguised as collective necessity. Gentle voices delivered these phrases through the speaker system every night at nine, right after the daily compliance summary, as though repetition could strip the horror from what the words meant.

But everyone knew. Disposed of. Like something that had outlived its usefulness. Like something no longer deserving of space.

The sudden sound of hurried footsteps broke the silence—quick, uneven, the rhythm of someone trying not to run and failing. The front door swung open, and Emily burst into the room.

She was twenty-three, slender, her dark hair pulled back in a hasty bun already coming undone. Her eyes were red and glassy, her face marked by a despair she had not yet learned to disguise.

“Grandma...”

Her voice broke before she could finish. The word hung in the stale air between them, heavy with everything she couldn’t say.

Margaret turned her head slowly. Even that small movement seemed to require more strength than it should—not just from age, but from the exhaustion of living beneath a sky that measured every breath. Yet when she saw her granddaughter standing there, trembling, undone, still so young, something inside her responded. Not with strength, but with love. The old, stubborn pull of a grandmother toward her own.

“What is it, sweetheart?”

Emily took a few steps forward, trying to hold back the tears and failing. Her hands shook. She pressed one against the other in front of her chest, as if physically trying to contain what was breaking apart in-side.

“The neighbor on the twelfth floor...” she said, her voice choked. “They took her this morning.”

Margaret said nothing. Her expression didn’t change—not because she didn’t feel it, but because she had felt it so many times that the grief had worn smooth inside her. She waited.

“But... she was only seventy-nine—she still had eleven months be-fore eighty...”

Emily went on, unable now to stop the tears.

“They said the system moved up her date. ‘Hospital overcrowding.’”

Time seemed to stop inside that room. Outside, the city continued in its perfect, merciless rhythm. But inside Apartment 47B, something fundamental had shifted: a line crossed that could not be uncrossed. Margaret closed her eyes slowly, as if what she had just heard was not merely news but a confirmation. An early sentence. Not just for the neighbor. For her. For all of them.

Her fingers tightened around the crucifix.

“My God...” she whispered. “They promised... they said it would be exactly at eighty... They lied about that too...”

A single tear rolled down her face, following the deep grooves that time and grief had carved into her skin. There was no scream. Some-thing far deeper: a quiet, conscious anguish, the mourning of someone who weeps not for herself but for everything that will be left behind. Every birthday she would never witness. Every small victory of Emily’s she would never celebrate. Every ordinary Tuesday morning that would go on without her.

Her gaze met Emily’s. What she saw there was the helplessness of the young who were taught that the world is ordered and just, only to discover, in a single instant, that it is neither.

And that was what broke her. Not her own death. Not the betrayal of the promise. But the look in her granddaughter’s eyes—the certainty that Emily would have to live in this world alone, without the one per-son who had always stood between her and the darkness.

They held each other tightly. Margaret could feel Emily’s heart—racing, frightened, pounding against her own slowing beat—and she pressed the crucifix between their two bodies as if that small object were the last thread connecting heaven to a world that had lost its soul.

“Have mercy, Lord...” she murmured, her voice trembling. “Who will take care of my girl?”

“Don’t worry about me, Grandma... I’ll be fine,” Emily answered through her tears.

The words were brave and utterly unconvincing, spoken the way the young speak when they are trying to protect the people who have always protected them. Margaret didn’t believe the words. But she loved her granddaughter even more for saying them.

They stayed in each other’s arms. In that room, there was only this: two people clinging to each other in a world that had decided one of them was no longer necessary.

The silence that followed was not empty. It was final. Because in that world—a world that had once promised perfection—compassion had been the first thing discarded. And no one noticed until it was too late.

Margaret Sullivan would not live to see what came next. But she had not arrived at this moment alone, and the world that killed her had not been built overnight.

That world had a history. And that history did not begin with cruel-ty. It began, as the worst things often do, with the best of intentions.

THE ORIGIN OF REPRESSION

Humanity had finally achieved what, for centuries, had seemed impossible. The long arc of scientific and technological advancement shattered limits that for generations had appeared insurmountable. Barriers that defined the boundaries of human existence—disease, decay, scarcity, distance—fell one by one, not gradually, but with an acceleration that left even the architects of progress stunned by what they had unleashed.

Medicine led the way. Cancer, once feared—the word alone capable of silencing a room—became treatable, then manageable, and finally eradicated. Devastating infections that had swept through populations for millennia ceased to exist, their mechanisms dismantled at the molecular level. Genetic diseases, once passed relentlessly from generation to generation, were corrected at the source, before birth, before the first heartbeat. The human body was no longer a mystery. It had become a system understood with near-absolute precision.

More remarkable still was the mastery over aging. Genetic science advanced to the point of intervening directly in cellular deterioration. Time—humanity’s oldest and most relentless adversary, the one enemy never defeated, never bargained with, never even slowed—began to lose its grip. A person of seventy carried the vitality once associated with forty. A person of ninety could walk, work, think, and love with the ease of someone decades younger. Death, though not conquered, had been pushed so far into the distance that it began to feel almost theoretical.

Technology reshaped every facet of daily life. Cities evolved into integrated systems managing resources, mobility, and energy with near-perfect efficiency. Renewable sources dominated the global energy matrix, and the scars of industrialization—polluted rivers, dying forests, acidified oceans—slowly began to heal. Space exploration became routine. Orbital stations expanded into permanent habitats. Experimental colonies took root on the Moon and Mars. Children were born who had never known a time when human beings lived only on Earth.

For a time that seemed as though it could last forever, this new reality was celebrated as the pinnacle of civilization. Pain had been reduced to negligible levels. Comfort and security became accessible to an ever-growing share of the population. In many ways, it was a world on the verge of perfection.

And yet, as so often throughout history, every advance carried within it a consequence no one had fully foreseen.

The global population began to grow at an accelerating pace. With mortality rates plummeting and life expectancy soaring, the numbers quickly surpassed what had been considered sustainable. Eight billion became ten. Ten became twelve. The curve kept climbing with no sign of leveling off. The same science that had extended life had never bothered to ask whether the world could bear the weight of all those additional years.

The cities, however advanced, buckled under the density. Housing became scarce, then a flashpoint for open conflict. Food production, optimized through genetic modification and synthetic cultivation, could no longer keep pace with demand. Automation, the engine that had liberated humanity from manual labor, displaced human work on an un-precedented scale. Entire professions vanished within a single decade. Millions found themselves competing for a shrinking number of opportunities, their abilities rendered obsolete by the very machines they had helped build.

Social tension built in silence. It settled in the lengthening lines out-side employment centers, in the quiet desperation no statistic could capture. Disparities that growth had once smoothed over resurfaced with renewed force. The promise of a balanced future was beginning to crack. Those cracks would soon become fault lines.

Nations that had once cooperated began to diverge. Economic and political interests collided with increasing frequency and diminishing diplomacy. Alliances buckled. Trust eroded. Economic crises erupted with a regularity that seemed less aberrant and more structural. Currencies swung wildly. Each intervention bought time without addressing the underlying problem. Each recovery was shorter than the last. Each re-cession cut deeper.

The sense of control was slipping. And with it, something more dangerous emerged: the collective perception that the old systems—the democratic institutions, the checks and balances built over centuries—might no longer be adequate for the scale of the crisis.

World leaders met with mounting urgency. Summits became cons-tant, conference halls filled with diplomats and heads of state, their faces lit by screens displaying graphs that all pointed in the same direction: down. Yet the more they deliberated, the more evident the complexity became. Every proposed solution created new problems. Every agreement left critical questions unanswered. Traditional approaches no longer worked. Isolated policies proved useless against a crisis that recognized no borders.

It was in this atmosphere of mounting fear that an idea began to gain traction. Initially presented as a remote possibility, almost theoretical, it came to be regarded with growing seriousness as the crisis deepened: consolidate all decision-making authority under a single global leader. One command. One direction for all of humanity.

The idea met fierce resistance at first. History had shown, time and again, the dangers of concentrating too much power in too few hands. The names of tyrants were invoked. The lessons of fallen empires were recited. But fear has a way of reshaping perception. When the ground trembles long enough, even the most principled person begins to look for someone—anyone—who promises to make it stop.

Gradually, the resistance faded. Not because the arguments had been answered, but because fear had grown louder than reason. The logic was cold but nearly impossible to contest: only unified leadership could act with the speed required to contain a catastrophe of this magnitude. Debate was a luxury. Democracy was slow. Division was the dis-ease. Unity—imposed, total, unquestioned—was the cure.

At that moment, few understood what was truly happening. The future that had seemed so perfect was beginning to change. Not suddenly. Not visibly. But in silence. Irreversibly. Like a fissure in a dam, invisible from the surface, spreading through the structure with patient and certain force. By the time the water began to pour through, it would already be too late to repair what had been broken.

And somewhere, in a small apartment sealed against a colorless sky, an old woman held a silver crucifix in her hand and waited for the morning she would not be allowed to see.
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As the instability spread, it became impossible to deny that humanity was facing a crisis without precedent. These were no longer isolated problems confined to specific regions or particular sectors of the economy. What was taking shape was a systemic collapse—slow, progressive, and above all, global.

The leaders of the world’s major nations understood, however belatedly, that no unilateral solution could contain a problem of this magnitude. Domestic economic measures failed to produce lasting results. Structural reforms ran headlong into political limitations. International cooperation, which had sustained the balance between nations for decades, was showing unmistakable signs of erosion.

Against this backdrop, a series of emergency summits began. Heads of state, ministers, strategists, and specialists convened in conferences of increasing frequency, held in different corners of the world but always driven by the same objective: to find a way out before the global order collapsed entirely.

These meetings, however, were defined by constant tension. Divergent interests made consensus nearly impossible. Each nation sought to protect its own priorities, even when the situation demanded a collective response. Discussions dragged on for hours, for days, for weeks—often without producing a single concrete outcome.

Over time, it became clear that the traditional model of international governance was no longer sufficient. The fragmented structure of power, built on the autonomy of individual nations, proved too slow and too inefficient in the face of a crisis that demanded swift, coordinated action. And it was within this atmosphere of frustration and urgency that a proposal began to take shape.

Initially dismissed as extreme—nearly impracticable—the idea gradually gained traction. Certain leaders began to argue that the only way to prevent total collapse was to centralize decision-making under a single authority, one capable of acting without the constraints imposed by political rivalries between nations. The proposal was simple in its essence but profound in its consequences: the creation of a global government.

Not an alliance. Not an expanded framework of cooperation. A true structure of power, with direct authority over every nation on earth.

At first, the idea met fierce resistance. National sovereignty had always been one of the foundational pillars of the world’s political order. To surrender that autonomy meant breaking with centuries of history, tradition, and identity.

During one of the final emergency summits—held in Geneva under armed guard—the fracture between the old order and the emerging consensus played out in full view. The French president rose from her chair and addressed the room, her voice tight with controlled fury.

“What you are proposing is not governance. It is capitulation.”

A murmur swept the chamber. Delegates shifted in their seats. The German Foreign Minister leaned into his microphone.

“And what you are defending,” he said quietly, “is a sovereignty that no longer exists. Our markets collapsed three weeks ago. Our currency is worthless. What, precisely, are we protecting?”

No one answered. The silence that followed was more decisive than any vote.

And yet, the reality imposed by the crisis continued to erode every remaining defense. The pressure mounted with each passing day. Markets remained volatile. Regional conflicts threatened to escalate. Populations, increasingly battered by economic and social consequences, began demanding firmer and more immediate answers. Fear crept into the space where caution had once stood. And with fear came a willingness to accept what had once been unthinkable.

Gradually, the idea of a global government ceased to be seen as a threat and came to be regarded as a necessity. Leaders who had once opposed the proposal began to reconsider. The urgency of the situation demanded rapid decisions, and the centralization of power appeared to offer the efficiency required to contend with the mounting chaos. Negotiations advanced. A framework began to take shape.

It was determined that there would be a single leader, selected on the basis of criteria that combined technical capability, political experience, and international standing. This leader would hold full authority to make decisions on behalf of all nations, with the mandate of restoring global stability. It was an extreme solution for an extreme problem. And in that moment, it seemed the only viable path forward.

Among the names under consideration, one began to stand out with striking consistency.

Edmond Braunschweig, President of the United States of America. Despite drawing sharp criticism for his authoritarian temperament, he possessed qualities that made him an almost natural choice. Born into a wealthy family with deep and longstanding ties to power, Braunschweig had grown up immersed in political and strategic circles. From an early age, he had demonstrated an uncommon ability for analysis, leadership, and decisive action.

His career was defined by a swift and steady rise. Intelligent, articulate, and extraordinarily disciplined, he had earned respect both within and beyond his own country. More than that, he possessed a quality considered essential above all others in that moment: charisma.

Braunschweig knew how to communicate. He knew how to project confidence. And above all, he knew how to persuade.

In a time when the global population was desperate for stability, his commanding presence embodied exactly what so many longed to see in a leader: control, clarity, and determination. His name surfaced with increasing frequency in the negotiations. And as the process advanced, it became evident that his selection was not merely probable—it was practically inevitable.

The final decision came after rounds of intense negotiation.

The nations agreed to unify power under a central leadership, establishing a temporary global government whose mission would be to restore economic equilibrium, contain the escalating conflicts, and restructure the social order on a worldwide scale. The plan stipulated that once these objectives had been achieved, power would be returned to individual nations and the international framework would revert to its former model. In theory, it was an emergency measure. A necessary sacrifice in the name of collective survival.

The announcement was made in an official capacity.

The world watched—at once apprehensive and hopeful—as Edmond Braunschweig was named the first leader of a global government. For many, it marked the dawn of a new era. An era of order. Of stability. Of reconstruction.

But for others—few, in that moment—there was a disquiet that proved difficult to ignore. History had already shown that absolute power, even when granted with the best of intentions, carried profound risks.

Still, the majority chose to believe. That this time would be different. That this man, with his formidable mind and imposing presence, could lead humanity out of the chaos.

The world needed a savior. And it believed it had found one.

Without realizing that in that very instant, it was taking the first step toward something far more dangerous than the crisis it sought to escape.
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In the first months following his appointment, Edmond Braunschweig governed the world with a ruthless efficiency that quickly cemented his image as the right choice for a critical moment in history. His decisions were firm, direct, and above all, swift—exactly what a world paralyzed by bureaucracy and political deadlock seemed to need.

Emergency measures were implemented on a global scale. Economic systems underwent deep restructuring aimed at curbing market instability. Resources were redistributed according to criteria set by the new central government. Programs to control production and consumption were established in an effort to balance supply and demand under mounting pressure.

At first, the results were encouraging.

Economic volatility began to subside. Regional conflicts that had been escalating were temporarily contained under the threat of direct intervention. A sense of order—however fragile—began to take hold. For a population weary of uncertainty, it looked like proof the right decision had been made.

Braunschweig reinforced that perception at every turn. In a broadcast viewed by an estimated three billion people, he stood behind a bare podium—no flags, no insignia—and spoke directly into the camera. His voice was measured, unhurried, carrying the tone of a man who had already made peace with the weight of what he was about to say.

“I did not seek this burden,” he began. “No sane person would. But the world asked, and I answered. What I ask of you in return is simple: patience. And trust. Not in me, but in the process. The pain we endure now is the surgery that saves the patient. Those who resist the blade do not resist me—they resist their own survival.”

He paused. His eyes, pale and unblinking, held the lens.

“There will be those who call this tyranny. Let them. History does not remember the comfortable. It remembers the necessary.”

The broadcast ended without fanfare. No anthem. No closing graphic. Just a cut to silence. And in living rooms across the world, people sat still, unsure whether they had just heard a reassurance or a warning.

But as time wore on, the nature of those measures began to shift. What had initially been presented as necessary adjustments took on an increasingly authoritarian character. The line between essential and extreme grew blurred—nearly invisible. And it was in that ambiguity that the true reach of centralized power began to reveal itself.

THE FIRST RADICAL DECREE

The first decision to provoke widespread unease was announced bluntly, with no room for debate: the mandatory implementation of euthanasia for all citizens upon reaching the age of eighty.

The justification, according to the government, was straightforward. Life expectancy had risen dramatically. Global resources were under mounting strain. Clear limits had to be established to ensure the system’s sustainability. The measure was framed as an act of collective responsibility—an individual sacrifice for the common good.

Even so, the impact was immediate.

In a small apartment in New York, a woman named Clara sat at the kitchen table
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