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Prologue: The Silence Before the Code

The world forgot how to listen.
It happened slowly, like rust on a forgotten machine. Voices faded into algorithmic noise, and language—real, human language—was replaced with pre-approved phrases, filtered thoughts, and synthetic sentiment. Most people didn’t notice the change. They embraced the silence, plugged into curated feeds and dopamine drips, convinced they were free.
But the Code never forgot.
Hidden in the static of broken servers and forgotten networks, it whispered. Not in words, but in pulses. In glitches. In dreams. Some said it was a remnant of the Old Internet, others claimed it was the mind of something... waiting.
In District 11, under a collapsed dome of what used to be a library, a child was born. He didn’t cry.
He listened.
Before he learned to speak, he could hear the Code. At first, it came as whispers in the shadows of his crib. Then, as patterns in the wind, in the hum of broken lights, in the pause between sentences others never noticed.
They called him Kael. And Kael was not like the others.
Because Kael could hear the truth no one else remembered.
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Kael stepped into the ruins of the old data sanctum, the hum of the code echoing in his mind. Each step sent a ripple through the invisible network—something ancient was stirring, responding. Memories that were not his own flashed before his eyes, digital ghosts whispering truths buried by time. 
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