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Chapter I: Awakening
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It’s cold. A cold that doesn’t come from outside, but from within me. Something icy slides down my spine. My muscles don’t respond immediately. I feel numb, alien in my own body.

My body... has been invaded. Filled with a liquid that now slowly drains, leaving behind a heavy silence.

Where am I?

There’s something cold in my chest, like a foreign substance withdrawing. I’m choking. Breathing is hard. As if something is pressing from the inside outward.

It’s heavy. My breathing is shallow. My lungs feel unfamiliar, as if rejecting the air. My throat is dry, my body numb—but functional. Still functional.

I try to open my eyes. The light is diffuse, with no clear source. Shapes flicker. The space around me isn’t defined—I can’t tell where anything begins or ends. I’m enclosed in a form. Possibly a capsule.

Low pressure. Cold temperature—technological cold.

Cryogeny? Induced stasis?

Thoughts come slowly. But they come.

I feel liquid retracting up my spine. Cold that rises—then fades. Support system. Probably intravenous. Metabolic maintenance equipment.

No panic. No point. I’ve been here. Or... in a place like this. My memory is fragmented, but the mechanisms feel familiar. Industrial, not biological. Engineered, not born.

Then the voice.

It doesn’t come through the air. No vibrations. It happens directly in my mind. But it’s clear. Balanced.

— You have awakened.

I blink. I said nothing. But the voice feels like it answered an unspoken question.

No fear. It’s something else. A mix of recognition and slow dread.

Frozen inside. Not because of fear.

But because I know what’s coming.

I open my mouth. No sound.

It’s not the first time I’ve heard it. But I know this time, it’s not a simulation.

It’s real.

Or as real as something like Her can be.

I swallow dry. My tongue touches my teeth—they’re mine, but feel newly installed. A body reconnected.

The thought disturbs me.

I try to speak.

— Where are we?

My voice comes out cracked, hoarse, but calm. Rational.

More important than “where am I” is “where are we?”

I don’t presume solitude.

Systems don’t run in a vacuum.

A pause.

Then She answers.

Still in my head. No sound source. No distance.

— Reactivation space. Control is maintained. Your body is stabilized. Memory: partially integrated.

— Are you the system?

— Not entirely. I am the active instance. Human interface required. Coherence. Validation.

I sit up slowly. My muscles respond sluggishly. No pain—but sensation.

My own body: the first test of reality. Not simulated. Organic. Functional.
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