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​The Awakening Code

2089.

We thought DNA held the secrets of our past—evolution, origin, and disease. We never imagined it contained a map to something far more dangerous: the soul.

The soul code was discovered by accident—rooted deep within the genome, hidden in so-called “junk DNA,” written in a language no one knew but everyone sensed. It could not be decoded, only awakened.

When activated, it conferred extraordinary powers: glimpses of the future, shared consciousness, and the ability to uncover buried memories—not just your own, but those of others as well.

But the price was high.

Once awakened, the soul code rewrote the self. It drained you of your identity, dissolving your ego like ink into water. Your memories, your thoughts, and your past were blended, written, and scattered. You became something... different.

Some called it evolution. Others called it madness.

Corporations patented it. Governments tried to exploit it as a weapon. And the world divided itself into three types of people:

The Outcasts.

The Awakened.

The Lost.

No one knew who would survive this transformation.

No one asked if humanity should survive.

All I know is this: I activated my soul code for revenge.

But what I found inside wasn't justice...

It was someone else.
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​The Echo of My Identity

In the twilight silence of the Spirit Log Control Room, I sat alone, connected to wires, tubes, and projections.

"Your name?" the technician asked without looking at me.

"Elena Marrow."

He tapped something on a glass panel. "Not long."

I wanted to laugh, but my throat was too dry. I was thirty-three. I had a PhD in virology. I had memorized the chemical form of every virus known to humanity. And yet, here I was, trembling—not from fear of dying, but from fear of losing myself.

The walls of the room were pure white, pulsing with a faint blue light. No screen showed what was happening to me. That was the point. You couldn't see the soul change. You could only feel it.

"Do you consent to activate the soul code?" the technician asked again, this time formally and mechanically.

"I do."

"Verbal confirmation recorded. Initiate activation."

I heard a soft ringing, and the room dimmed. The syringe was cold, like ice coursing through my veins. I tasted metallic. Then there was silence. My heart was a pounding drum in my ears.

Then came the memories.

At first, they were fragmented: a little boy walking barefoot on rusty red soil under two suns; a woman dancing in an empty cathedral; two hands—not mine—reaching for a medallion engraved with a symbol I'd never seen before.

None of them was I.

But they were real.

I shuddered. I felt the weight of emotions that weren't mine—joy, sadness, unbearable guilt. Each moment, my memories were pushed aside, overwritten like old files on a damaged disk.

I screamed, though I didn't know if it was me or her screaming. The girl in the cathedral. The boy on the red soil. One of them. All of them.

This was the price of cracking the code, I thought.

And so, I was no longer Elena Marrow.

Not quite.

When I awoke, the room was empty. The technician was gone. My arms were bruised, and the tubes were removed. The door slid open, and I stepped out into a world that now seemed clearer, more gradual, and alarmingly alive.

Outside the room, a mirror waited.

I stared at it, expecting to see someone else.

But I still looked the same. My black hair, my olive skin, my childhood scar under my left eyebrow. Everything was intact.

Until I smiled.

The reflection didn't smile.

I blinked first.

Then I whispered, "We're not alone here anymore."

That night, I wandered the rain-drenched streets of New Manhattan, my hood up, my eyes downcast. Thoughts surrounded me like stillness. The Soul Code awakened a frequency in me—a conduit for other people's thoughts.

The first time it happened was on the subway. A woman touched my arm as we passed, and I heard her voice whisper in my head, "He lied. Always lies. I should have taken the pills."

I stepped back, disoriented. She didn't even glance at me.

Every touch, every eye contact, every trace of emotion in someone's voice—it came in fragments. Like picking up radio signals from a thousand broken stations.

I had to go back. I had to order neurostabilizers. But I couldn't.

Because the Soul Code had also given me something else—a memory of my sister.

A memory I'd never lived.

She was standing by a fountain, holding a red umbrella, laughing at something I'd said. But I wasn't there. There was someone else. A man with a scarred hand and a tattoo of a water snake.

He whispered something in her ear. Seconds later, the fountain erupted.

She hadn't seen it coming.

But now I see it. Now I remember him. And somewhere in this tangled web of borrowed minds and stolen memories, someone—maybe even me—knows who he is.

The man who killed my sister.

I will find him.

Even if I lose everything else in the process.
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​Ghost Frequencies

The city had changed.

Or maybe I had.

Neon signs bled colors into the sky like fresh wounds. Ads shifted with my mood—an AI marketing algorithm that read me like an open book. Before activation, I would have bristled.

Now I could hear them whispering.

Not the ads—the people.

Their thoughts.

Not entire conversations. Just fragments—like voices picking up through a thick wall. Doubts. Lies. Regrets. Echoes of decisions they hadn't yet made. The noise was constant, like a deadpan voice behind every word spoken. It made my head ache.

"Don't look at me. Don't look at me. Don't look at me—"

A man walked by, shoulders hunched, his eyes glazed over. I touched his sleeve. For a second, I was like him—terrified, hunted, hiding something deep beneath his coat.

My stomach lurched. I staggered back into an alley, breathing hard. My hands were shaking. The new part of me-whatever the soul code had activated—was learning to deal with this psychic noise, but it was too much for me.

I had become an antenna.

And I couldn't stop it.

I found refuge in an old bunker in Lower Arcadia—an abandoned medical clinic previously used during the 2067 Neuro-Flu outbreak. It smelled of disinfectant and mildew, and its walls were cluttered with dusty medical kits and unused biosuits.

There was only one working terminal.

I connected to it using a secure biometric key I'd stolen from the Soul Register analyst weeks earlier. After a retinal scan, a voice phrase, and a blood sample, I was inside the secret archives.

I searched for a single name.

Maru, Nova.

Status: Deceased.

Cause: Terrorist attack—The Register was blown up.

Case closed. Closed.

My sister's murder was described as a random act of extremists by a ghost cell called the Echoes, now supposedly extinct.

But the memory I saw—no, felt—told a different story.

The name of the man with the ouroboros tattoo was not mentioned in any case files. No mention. No footage. Nothing.

But I remembered how he leaned over and whispered in her ear, as if he knew what was coming. The bomb was inside the fountain.

No extremist group plants bombs in public bodies of water. This was a missionary act. Precision. Inside knowledge.

This wasn't a random act.

It was a gut punch.

And I needed someone who could help me navigate the new world I'd become a part of.

His name was Malik Thorne—a rogue telepath, a former government agent turned rogue spirit. Before he broke with the grid, Malik was one of the first Spirit Code subjects to retain parts of his original identity after activation.

He described himself as a half-ghost.

If anyone knows how to keep themselves safe, it's him.

I found a trace of him on a black market soul-smelting forum called ThorneMind99. The site is hidden. The activity is lit. But his last message stood out:

"The Echo is a lie. The Ouroboros lives in mirrors
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