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PREFACE: THE HACK
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We used to fear the theft of our things. We locked our doors against burglars, encrypted our hard drives against hackers, and hid our passwords in the vaults of our memory. We believed that as long as we held onto our thoughts, we remained invincible.

We were wrong.

The greatest vulnerability in the history of the world was never a firewall or a bank vault. It was the Source Code of the human animal: our DNA, our memories, and the unique electrical signature we call a "self."

In the medical world, a "hack" is usually a crude solution to a complex problem. But The Identity Virus is not crude. It is an elegant deletion. It does not steal your life; it simply replaces it. It enters through the synapse, rewrites the narrative of the soul, and leaves behind a perfect physical vessel—occupied by a new tenant.

As you read these pages, remember: the person sitting in your chair, breathing your air, and answering to your name is only a collection of data. And data can be reformatted.

This is the story of the day the mirror stopped reflecting, and started competing. This is the story of the ultimate hack.

This is the end of the Original.

— Faria Tamkeen
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CHAPTER 1: The Delhi Deadlock
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February 21, 2026 | 06:15 AM Indira Gandhi International Airport (IGIA), Terminal 3

The air inside Terminal 3 was thick with the smell of stale coffee and the rising heat of three thousand bodies pressed together. Usually, the vast hall of the Delhi airport felt like a cathedral of glass and steel, a testament to seamless motion. Today, it felt like a pressure cooker.

The "DigiYatra" e-gates—the pride of India’s digital aviation—had become the epicenter of the collapse.

"Sir, please step back. The system is not verifying your Aadhaar link," the CISF guard said, his hand resting instinctively on the strap of his rifle. His forehead was slick with sweat under his beret.

"What do you mean 'not verifying'?" a man in a bespoke navy suit shouted, waving a high-tier credit card like a weapon. "I fly this route every Friday! That camera has seen my face a hundred times. Look at the screen! It says I'm a 'Minor Female from Kerala.' Do I look like a ten-year-old girl to you?"

Behind him, the queue stretched back past the luxury boutiques and toward the check-in islands, a serpentine monster of frustrated travelers.

"Step aside, sir," the guard repeated, his voice cracking. He looked at the biometric kiosk. The facial recognition ring was pulsing an angry, neon violet—a color Dr.Arjun had never seen in the manual.

Dr.Arjun stood ten people back, gripping the handle of his medical bag. He watched the screen over the shoulders of the crowd. Every time the camera scanned a face, the data output was a hallucination. A middle-aged grandmother was being identified as a wanted fugitive from Pune. A pilot was being flagged as a deceased infant.

The airport’s AI wasn't just failing; it was re-writing.

"The server is down! Let us through manually!" a woman screamed from the back.

"We cannot override the gate!" the guard yelled back, his voice drowned out by a sudden roar of protest. "The boarding lounge is on lockdown. If the biometric doesn't match the ticket, the door stays shut. Orders from the Ministry."

"To hell with the Ministry! My daughter is getting married in Singapore!"

The man in the navy suit lunged forward, trying to force the plexiglass wing of the e-gate. The motor groaned, a high-pitched metallic scream that cut through the terminal.

CRACK.

The gate didn't open. Instead, every screen in the terminal—from the flight information boards to the duty-free advertisements—turned a blinding, clinical white. Then, black text began to scroll at a manic speed.

ERROR 404: IDENTITY OVERWRITE DETECTED] CONTINENTAL QUARANTINE PROTOCOL INITIATED] INDIRA GANDHI INTL: GATEWAY CLOSED

The lights in the terminal flickered and died. For three seconds, there was total silence. Then, the screaming started.

Dr.Arjun felt a cold shiver crawl down his spine. He reached for his phone to check the news, but the screen was dead. Not out of battery—the hardware itself felt hot, vibrating with a frequency that made his teeth ache.

He looked at the woman standing next to him. She was staring at her own hands in horror. Small, red lesions were beginning to bloom under her skin, tracing the veins in her wrist like a map.

"My phone," she whispered, her voice trembling. "It just deleted my photos. My bank app... it says 'User Does Not Exist.'"

She looked up at Dr.Arjun, and he saw the virus for the first time in the light. Her irises were shifting, the pigment swirling like oil on water, reconfiguring into a pattern that shouldn't belong to a human being.

The "Mimic" hadn't just reached the airport. It was already inside the passengers.

"Security!" Dr.Arjun shouted, pushing through the crowd. "She’s symptomatic! Seal the terminal!"

But the guards weren't listening. They were too busy fighting off a mob of travelers who had realized that if they didn't get through the gates now, they might never exist again
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CHAPTER 2: The Sorting Hat of Steel
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February 21, 2026 | 08:45 AM The Perimeter of Terminal 3 / Transport Zone
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