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​Prologue
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The year is 2040. Humanity has reached the pinnacle of its technological evolution; where biology and physics have merged into one. The fountain of immortality has been discovered. A serum named Abadi has become the answer to humanity’s age-old dream: eternal life. It is believed to slow aging by up to 990%, allowing a human lifespan to stretch as far as 900 years. Death is no longer an inevitability, but a choice.

Exploiting mankind’s yearning for longevity, the government turned its people into willing subjects of deception. In exchange for the Abadi serum, citizens agreed to the implantation of a microchip; a requirement that placed their lives under complete governmental control.

They looked happy. They looked fulfilled. And the future seemed brighter than ever.

But starting today, the world as we know it... might cease to exist.
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​1. The Fall of Elysium City
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The night sky above Elysium was clear, untouched by clouds, aglow with neon from towering skyscrapers. From a hill overlooking the city, Tian Jin stood motionless, hands buried in the pockets of his long coat. A cold wind swept past, rustling the hem of his clothes, but the man didn’t move. His gaze remained locked on the city below, as if waiting for something to happen.

From a distance, the city pulsed like the beating heart of the world; vibrant and alive. Thousands of windows flickered on and off in rhythmic cycles. Roads shimmered with orderly streams of traffic and massive screens on the buildings continued to broadcast holographic advertisements promoting the latest products. This was the pinnacle of human civilization, a place majestic, seemingly immune to ruin.

But Tian Jin knew that illusion wouldn’t last.

He glanced at the small watch on his wrist. The time was almost right. His breathing remained steady, like someone who had lived through this moment a thousand times. He wasn’t easily shaken. Not anymore, not after everything he had endured nearly his entire life.

And then, the first sign appeared.

One of the massive screens in the city center suddenly glitched. Just for a fraction of a second but Jin saw it. Moments later, lights in several buildings flickered, as though something had disrupted the flow of electricity.

People on the streets didn’t notice. They kept walking, laughing, talking, carrying on with their night as usual. No one realized that their world... had just changed.

Jin took a deep breath, eyes focused as he observed the subtle changes unfolding across Elysium. He couldn’t afford to be swayed by emotion. Not now. Still, something deep within him trembled, faint, quiet. It wasn’t joy. Nor satisfaction. It was anticipation. Would this play out as he’d calculated? Or had a variable slipped through his grasp?

Down below, a woman suddenly stopped walking. She clutched her head, confusion washing over her face. The man beside her turned and asked something, but she didn’t respond.

Then another. An elderly man in front of a coffee shop reached out shakily, trying to grasp at something in the air, as if disturbed by something invisible. Gradually, more and more people began to show the same reactions.

Jin remained unmoving. He knew this was just the beginning.

From afar, sirens began to wail, faint at first. Something had gone wrong within the city’s systems. An anomaly no one could yet explain. The authorities might not realize how serious the situation was, but they would. Soon.

A building in the city center suddenly lost power, casting several streets into shadow. The lights came back on moments later, but something about them had changed. They seemed dimmer, as if they’d lost a part of their soul.

Jin’s eyes shifted slightly to the right, toward a smaller building nestled between skyscrapers. It wasn't as tall, but no less important: a hospital. Its lights flickered too and he caught glimpses of restless movement through its windows. He didn’t know who was inside, but instinct told him greater chaos was about to begin there.

His gaze swept across the trembling city below. He had sensed this moment approaching for years. Yet as he watched the first signs of collapse ripple outward, something strange stirred in his chest. Not doubt. Not fear. Just... something unfamiliar.

But now was not the time to analyze feelings.

With a voice barely audible, he whispered words meant only for himself.

“Happy birthday, Jin.”

With a single, measured step, he turned away from the view. His shadow slipped into the darkness, while the world beneath him began, slowly and silently, to fall apart.

***
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KIRA GASPED. HER BREATH came in ragged bursts. The room was closing in on her; walls pressing inward, air thick and sharp with antiseptic, sweat... and blood.

Hospitals were supposed to be sanctuaries. But this one felt like a trap.

Around her, the world cracked. Patients froze in place. Nurses stared at the ceiling, unmoving. Some clutched their heads, whispering.

A man in a wheelchair burst into laughter; wild, echoing, wrong. Then he screamed and tore at his face, nails drawing lines of red across sagging skin.

Kira stepped back. Her heartbeat slammed against her ribs.

Ahead, a young doctor twitched, then went still. Slowly, he turned. His eyes locked onto hers. Empty. Wrong. His pupils had consumed the color of his eyes, swallowed the light. His lips twisted into a smile that didn't belong to a living man. He took a step. His body jerked like a puppet missing strings.

"You... hear it too?" he rasped. The voice was cracked. Inhuman.

Kira couldn’t answer. Her legs refused to move.

Then he screamed. His hand grabbed a surgical scissor. He threw it.

Kira dropped, barely dodging. The blade sliced the air past her face, searing a line of heat across her cheek. She choked on her breath. Pain burned her skin.

She had to run. Now!

She crawled backward, knees weak, hands searching for anything. She tried to stand... and froze.

Everyone in the room was looking at her. And they were smiling.

Whispers filled her ears. Laughter. Sobbing. Too many voices. Too many mouths. They came from the ceiling. The floor. The walls. Inside her head.

Kira clutched her ears. The noise didn’t stop. She couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think.

Behind her, a scream shattered the air. She turned; A nurse was on the ground, nails digging into her own skin. Her voice cracked through sobs.

“Make it stop! Please, make it stop!”

No one helped. No one could. Everyone was trapped; sinking into something they couldn’t fight.

Kira dragged herself away. More people were moving now; slow and jerky, smiles stretching too wide.

Something had taken them.

Footsteps pounded in the hall.

A guard appeared. Big. Uniformed. Blank-eyed. A scalpel glinted in his hand.

“Don’t move,” he said. His voice was flat. Hollow. The blade rose.

Kira jumped. The scalpel slammed into the floor where she’d been. She ran. Hallway after hallway. Bodies. Screams. Laughter. Blood. She couldn’t stop. Couldn’t look.

She reached the emergency exit. Pulled the handle. Locked.

Oh God, no!

Behind her, the guard again. More people followed. Smiling.

No way out.

She threw herself at the door. Once. Twice. Pain shot through her shoulder. She didn’t stop.

CRACK.

The door burst open. She stumbled into the cold night. Air slapped her skin like ice. But she didn’t care.

Somewhere behind her, the sirens began to howl. And the world was falling apart.
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​2. Outbreak
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Kira’s breath hitched. The street twisted into a waking nightmare.

Screams filled the air. Some people froze mid-step. Others laughed or sobbed without reason. Lights flickered. Sirens howled like wolves around a wounded city.

She stumbled back from the street, pressing her back against a wall. Her mind spiraled. This wasn’t panic. It was something else. Something worse.

She scanned the street. A man stood still, head tilted, eyes vacant. A woman muttered nonsense on loop, trapped in some looping glitch of the mind.

Is this a virus? A bioattack?

Her body screamed: Run! But her mind whispered: Understand it first. With shaking fingers, she pulled out her phone. Still connected. She dialed. Static. Nothing but broken noise.

A boom split the air. She turned. A car exploded into flame. People scattered; some wild, some mindless. This wasn’t chaos. It was invasion.

She moved fast, dodging people stumbling through the streets like marionettes with cut strings. She needed a safe place. Data. Answers.

She ducked into an alley. Stopped.

A man leaned against the wall. Eyes to the sky. Lips moving, no sound. Talking to someone who wasn’t there.

“Hey,” Kira said. “Are you okay?”

The man twitched. Looked at her. His lips moved. Garbled sounds. Then a giggle. Then terror.

“They’re inside...” he whispered.

Kira froze.

“Who?” She asked.

Before he could answer, his smartwatch lit red. A strange symbol blinked on screen. Then, convulsions. His eyes twitched. His body jerked. He dropped to his knees. Grabbed his head. And then, he stopped. Like someone hit pause. He collapsed.

Kira staggered back. This wasn’t an illness. It was  deeper. Sharper. Something in the mind.

She ran. Then she saw it.

A child at the alley’s edge. Still. Silent. Watching. Not like the others. Not empty. Just... cold.

“Hey... are you alright?”

No reply. The boy tilted his head. Slow. Unnatural. Then smiled. It wasn’t his smile. It didn’t belong to a child. It was the smile of something pretending to be human, and failing. Something gleamed under his skin.

Kira turned. And ran without looking back.

***
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BY THE TIME KIRA REACHED the office’s main entrance, her hands were shaking as she tapped her access card. The scanner beeped. The door opened. She pushed it open and stumbled inside.

Silence greeted her.

The office lights were still on, casting a clean, clinical glow across the room. Several coworkers were at their desks; typing, speaking on headsets, faces tight with focus, but they looked... normal.

No screaming.

No twitching.

No vacant eyes.

Kira stood still for a moment, her chest rising and falling in rapid, uneven breaths. She scanned the room, studying every expression, searching for even the smallest trace of the madness she'd just escaped.

But nothing.

Tense, but lucid. Present.

What was this? Why was this place different?

She inhaled slowly, trying to suppress the tremble in her limbs. Was it just luck? Or was something in here protecting them? 

Or worse; was there something happening she didn’t yet understand?

She moved quietly through the hallway, watching the people she passed. Some looked anxious, whispering to each other in low voices, but their movements were calm. No signs of the erratic behavior she had seen outside.

At the reception desk, a woman looked up and blinked in surprise.

“Kira? Are you okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“I...”

Kira drew in a shaky breath. 

“There’s something wrong out there. People are acting strange. Completely unhinged. Like... like they’ve lost their minds.”

The woman’s brows pulled together.

“I haven’t heard anything. No alerts, no calls.” She turned to her monitor and tapped in a few quick commands. “Security feeds don’t show anything unusual near the building.”

That made Kira feel dizzy.

It wasn’t possible.

How could the city be in chaos and this building be completely untouched, like a bubble sealed off from the rest of reality?

She walked further into the office, her eyes landing on glowing monitors; some displaying charts, others streams of data she couldn’t interpret. One screen played a muted news broadcast from an international channel. It showed calm anchors, smiling politely. No panic. No breaking reports. The world outside... looked normal.

Then she noticed someone approaching from the corner of her eye.

A man in a crisp suit, jaw set, his expression hard.

“Kira,” he said.

She turned and recognized him immediately: James, head of security.

“We need to talk,” he said, his voice low. “Come with me.”

Without asking questions, Kira followed him into a small meeting room in the back corner. As soon as the door closed, James faced her with sharp eyes.

“What did you see out there?”

Kira shook her head, still trying to process it herself.

“I don’t know. People were... different. Some were screaming. Others violent. And some just... stood there. Staring at nothing.”

James let out a slow breath, and for a moment, something shifted in his eyes, like he had been expecting this.

“We’ve been watching for this,” he said, eyes hard. “But it came sooner than we expected.”

Kira froze. 

“You knew?”

He didn’t respond immediately. Instead, he turned to a wall panel, entered a code and a digital map lit up on a hidden screen. Dozens of red points pulsed  across the city.

“We’ve had reports. Reliable ones. Incidents all over. But strangely, not everyone is affected.” He looked directly at her. “This building... seems to be in a safe zone.”

“Why?” Kira asked, almost too quickly. “What makes this place different?”

James shook his head slowly.

“That’s what we’re still trying to figure out. Could be the building’s security system. Something in the shielding. We just don’t know yet.”

Kira closed her eyes for a second.

It didn’t make sense. If they were safe, then why? And how could none of this be showing up on the news or triggering any official response?

“We need to find out,” she said at last.

James nodded. 

“Agreed. But we have to move fast. Before this spreads further.”

Kira’s jaw tightened.

Whatever was happening out there; whatever had taken over the city, she refused to sit back and wait for answers to come.

Whatever was happening out there... whatever had hijacked people’s minds, it wasn’t stopping. And neither was she.
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​3. Digital Virus
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Kira sat quietly in the central analysis room, her gaze fixed on the floating holographic screen in front of her. Kira stared at the floating screen, watching surveillance footage flicker beside endless streams of city reports: people screaming, smashing windows, curling up in the streets.

Then came the call.

Lyra.

Kira tapped to answer.

“Kira! I need your help.” Lyra’s voice trembled. “My mom and sister... they’ve lost control. They’re whispering to corners, calling out names that don’t exist. And then they just... go blank. My husband and I... somehow we’re not affected.”

“What are the symptoms?” Kira asked, already processing the information.

“Hallucinations. Screaming. And then silence... like their minds just... slipped. I don’t know what to do anymore.”

Before Kira could respond, another name appeared: Raymond.

He’d just left the office to check on his family.

She merged the call.

“Kira,” Raymond said, breathing heavily, “it’s happening to mine too. Not all of them, only some. It’s like someone’s picking people. Not a pattern I can see. Just... chaos.”

Kira’s mind was moving fast now. She had heard enough.

Other voices joined in. More colleagues with similar experiences; family members affected in fragmented patterns. But none of them mentioned anyone from the UN. None of them mentioned government staff.

That was the first clue.

“This isn’t random,” she whispered. “If it were a virus, it wouldn’t choose.”

A soft shuffle behind her. Mark, the data analyst, handed her a tablet.

“We’ve mapped the incidents based on citizen reports. Every red dot marks an active case. All of them are linked to individuals with implanted microchips. But not all chipped individuals are affected. UN personnel, government staff; zero reports.”

Kira stared. There were too many. The map looked like it was bleeding.

“If it was the Abadi serum,” she said, more to herself than to anyone else, “then the microchip should affect everyone who received it. That includes government officials. But they’re untouched.”

The room went silent.

“So,” Rina said softly, “it’s not the serum?”

Kira shook her head slowly. 

“It’s not the serum. It’s the chip. Something inside it.”

***
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KIRA’S HANDS FLEW ACROSS the keyboard as she accessed the mainframe, calling up two days worth of chip activity logs. Data flashed past her eyes: routine logs, error codes, then... something new. Something caught her eye.

“There,” she breathed. “An update. Pushed to every microchip user showing symptoms. Exactly twenty-four hours ago.”

The air in the room shifted. A tension, thick and rising.

“An update?” Ethan’s voice was sharp. “What kind of update?”

“I’m not sure yet,” Kira said, digging deeper. “But it’s not routine. And it wasn’t sent to UN staff or government personnel. That’s why they weren’t affected.”

A hush fell over the group.

Mark spoke first, almost to himself. 

“So this isn’t biological.”

Kira gave a curt nod. 

“No. We’re looking at something else entirely; a digital virus.”

For a second, no one moved. The idea clung to the walls like smoke. A virus not of flesh and blood, but of code; delivered straight into the mind.

“If that’s true,” she went on, “this wasn’t an accident. Someone engineered this.”

Ethan slammed a fist against the table. 

“Who the hell does that? Who wakes up and decides, ‘Let’s scramble people’s brains today’?”

Olivia whispered, 

“Why? Why do something like this?”

Kira didn’t look away from the screen. 

“That’s what we need to find out.”

No one left the office that night. Whatever had started out there in Elysium wasn’t random.

It was war.

***
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THE NIGHT WAS A GHOST outside; choked in fog, broken by distant screams. But inside the operations center, the blue wash of holograms cast sharp shadows across tired faces. Everything buzzed with tension. Everyone was thinking the same thing: What the hell is going on?

Kira stood at the heart of it. Calm, focused, fingers flying across the console.

“We’ve confirmed one thing,” she said, voice clipped. “Everyone affected was chipped. But that’s not the mystery. The real question is: how does a digital virus hijack a biological mind?”

Ethan scoffed. 

“You’re saying a few lines of code can make someone insane?”

Kira didn’t blink. 

“Yes. Because the chip talks to your nervous system.”

She leaned in.

“It sends health data via the vagus nerve. Hijack that signal... and you don’t need a drug or a pathogen. Just a pulse. A change in frequency. You don’t need poison when the mind believes it’s drowning. Suddenly your brain starts seeing ghosts. Or hears screams. Or turns violent.”

Olivia looked pale. 

“So it’s like... hacking emotions?”

“Exactly.”

Ethan’s voice rose. 

“Then what if we rip the damn thing out?”

“Too late,” Kira said. “Once your brain’s been rewired, removing the chip won’t fix it. You might break what’s left.”

Mark muttered, 

“And someone did this on purpose?”

Kira nodded. 

“This wasn’t random. A fake update went through the system but only to citizens. Government workers? UN staff? Not affected. Their chips are different.”

“Someone made a choice,” said Olivia.

“Someone with access,” Kira added. “Or someone who used someone with access.”

They all stared at the screen.

Warren finally broke his silence. 

“Who could do that?”

Kira pulled up the logs. One IP. Unregistered. Gone now.

“A ghost in the system,” she whispered. “Who knew the doors... and how to walk out clean.”

No one spoke for a while.

And Kira? She knew... this wasn’t just an attack. It was a message.

A war had just been declared. And they didn’t even know who the enemy was.
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​4. The Arrival
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Kira sat at the edge of a long glass table, flanked by colleagues whose faces were drained of color and sleep. Holographic screens floated mid-air, casting a blue hue over the room like the glow of an ICU monitor. Charts and maps blinked back at her, demanding answers she couldn’t give.

The air was heavy, not with noise, but with the weight of unspoken fear.

A sharp tone broke the silence. Kira glanced at her comm and saw the name: Adrian Langley. She inhaled, deep and slow. 

“This is Kira.”

“I hope you have good news,” came Langley’s voice; measured, low but tight, like a string pulled too far.

Kira didn’t bother sugar-coating.

“Not yet. The situation here is deteriorating. People are seeing things, hearing things, growing paranoid. Some have turned violent. We’re tracking patterns and analyzing chip activity, but... it’s not random. Something is targeting them.”

Langley’s voice returned, tense, unrelenting.

“It’s not just Elysium, Kira. It’s global.”

Her stomach dropped. Around her, a few of the others paused, eyes wide, breath caught.

“All over the world?” she asked, almost whispering.

“Yes. This morning alone, 26 urban zones reported identical behavior patterns. It's escalating fast. “I’m flying in at 10 a.m. with a team: UN, top IT specialists. We’ll need secure space and housing for fifteen. You’ll make that happen.”

“Yes, sir.”

The call ended with a click that felt final.

Kira lowered the device and looked around the room. 

“We need to work faster.”

No arguments. Only the low hum of machines and the tapping of fingers against glass surfaces as the team dove back into their chaos. They weren’t just looking at data anymore; they were chasing a ghost through circuits and code.

The night dragged.

Coffee lost its taste hours ago. Adrenaline had faded into a kind of clinical fatigue. The kind that narrows the world into lines of code and medical charts. That rewrites your instinct to panic with the compulsion to understand.

By the time dawn crept in, Kira could hardly remember when she’d last blinked.

“I need air,” she murmured.

She stood. The others followed in silence, too drained to speak. Together, they rode the lift to the rooftop.

The wind cut their faces as the elevator opened. The sky bled pre-dawn colors across the ruins below. From this height, the city of Elysium stretched out before them. But it wasn’t the city they knew.

Cars sat abandoned at intersections. Streetlights blinked on for no one. A digital billboard flickered erratically, looping a public health announcement like a forgotten prayer. And then, there were the people.

Still forms. Standing. Sitting. Wandering. Some curled into themselves like frightened children. Others stared upward, mouths slack, eyes glassy; like they'd seen something that burned through their mind and left nothing behind.

One man stood motionless in the center of a crosswalk, arms outstretched like he was trying to balance on the edge of something invisible.

“It’s like the city forgot how to breathe,” someone muttered.

No one responded.

Elysium; once loud, sharp, alive, now looked like the echo of a city. A reflection in water that had long since stopped rippling.

“I don’t think we’re prepared to explain this,” someone else said.

Kira clenched her fists. 

“We’ll stick to facts. No assumptions.”

Ethan gave a humorless laugh. 

“Good. I’d still like to keep my job.”

Olivia looked up at the sky. Her voice barely audible.

“You think this is just the beginning, don’t you?”

No one answered. Just the wind, and the sound of the city losing its mind in silence.

Kira shut her eyes for a moment. Please, she thought. Let this still be something we can solve. Let it not be what I fear.

***
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DAY TWO AFTER THE OUTBREAK.

The city of Elysium had fallen into complete paralysis.

Those affected by the virus wandered aimlessly, their hallucinations warping reality into unpredictable horrors.

Those still unaffected locked themselves indoors, or desperately tried to restrain infected loved ones.

Police stations, fire departments and hospitals could no longer function; most of their personnel had succumbed.

The streets were filled with screams, cries of terror and the blaring horns of abandoned vehicles.

Buildings that once glowed with light now stood in eerie darkness. Some had caught fire, with no one left to put out the flames.

In scattered corners of the city, small clusters of uninfected civilians tried to hold out, but even they knew they were only buying time.

The military presence had thinned. Many soldiers had lost control, becoming threats themselves.

10:00 a.m.

Kira and her colleagues stood atop the helipad, eyes fixed on the gray sky above.

In the distance, the low hum of rotors began to rise; steady, growing.

Then, through the thick clouds, three AgustaWestland AW139 helicopters appeared, flying in triangular formation.

They dipped low, cutting across the skyline of a broken city. The operation was swift and precise. Encrypted frequencies kept communication secure. Two helicopters would land in succession while the third remained airborne as backup.

Suddenly, an alarm flared through the comm system.

"Unidentified object approaching the landing path," warned a voice from within the building.

Kira leaned over the edge. Down below, several infected had begun crawling toward the tower.

One or two tilted their heads up, as if they could sense what was coming, gazing directly toward the helicopters, despite the impossible distance.

Langley’s voice came sharply through the headset.

“Disregard them. Continue with landing. We don’t have time to wait.”

The first helicopter descended and touched down smoothly.

As soon as the skids hit the platform, the sliding door opened and a security officer stepped out, scanning the rooftop quickly before signaling all clear.

One by one, passengers emerged: Adrian Langley, senior UN officials, and IT specialists flown in from across the world.

The second helicopter landed moments later.

More figures stepped out, including a man in a wrinkled lab coat with dark circles under his eyes.

Thomas Morgan.

Kira stepped forward, her pace quickening; hesitant at first, as if torn between professionalism and the urge to run into her father’s arms.

“Dad...”

Thomas stopped, locking eyes with her.

His gaze scanned her face, searching for injuries, confirmation that she was still whole.

“Kira. Are you alright?”

“I should be asking you that,” she said gently. “You look exhausted.”

He gave a tired smile and reached for her hand. His fingers were cold.

“This was supposed to save people, Kira. Now I watch them scream through it.”

Kira looked down, swallowing the rising ache in her chest. She gripped his hand more tightly, willing strength into him through that simple contact.

“You’re not alone. We’ll fix this. Together.”

Thomas nodded slowly, his eyes drifting past her shoulder to the distant skyline; now more ash than steel.

“I never meant for you to be in the middle of all this. I brought you to Elysium so you could live in peace. Not to watch the world burn.”

“I stayed because I wanted to, Dad. Because people like you, people who care, are the only ones who can stop this.”

He looked at her, emotion pooling in his expression.

“If I had known... I would’ve never approved that chip. I only wanted to give people a chance at a longer, healthier life. But now...”

Kira shook her head.

“The past doesn’t matter. What we do next, that’s what counts.”

Thomas lowered his eyes. It took him a moment to answer.

“And I’m proud of you, Kira. So proud it frightens me sometimes.”

“Don’t be,” she whispered. “I’m here. I’m not going anywhere.”

For a moment, the chaos below faded.

There was only a father and his daughter, clinging to a sliver of humanity in a world unraveling around them.

“Alright,” Thomas said at last. “Let’s finish this. For them. For what’s still possible.”

Kira nodded, and together, they followed the others into the building.

But just before the final helicopter could land, something changed.

One of the infected suddenly broke into a run. He sprinted; arms flailing, feet skidding, slamming against the glass wall with wet palms. Red smears bloomed behind him like cracks in sanity. 

“Shit,” muttered one of the security guards escorting Kira and Thomas. “They’re getting more aggressive.”

“We need to get inside. Now!” a panicked voice shouted, one of the specialists.

As the last passengers cleared the pad, the first two helicopters lifted off, kicking up a swirling storm of dust and air.

The third remained hovering above for a few more seconds, then turned sharply and flew away; back toward the temporary base.

And the sky over Elysium grew quiet again.
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​5. Emergency Briefing 
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The main conference room had been prepared in advance, but no one felt ready.

The lights were too bright, too sterile, casting long shadows across walls crowded with blinking data like surgical scars. Real-time updates of infection maps blinked red across the digital panels. Around the massive oval table, the tension was palpable; etched into the furrowed brows, tightened jaws, and the heavy stillness that weighed down every breath.

Kira slipped inside. The door hissed shut behind her like a breath being held. 

Across from her sat Adrian Langley, her superior, silver-haired and sharp-eyed, a man whose silence alone could strip the air of warmth. To his right, Thomas Morgan, her father, sat motionless, his expression unreadable as always. Beside him was Miguel Eduardo, the mastermind behind the microchip project, his hands folded neatly, his posture composed yet taut.

On the far wall, dozens of virtual screens projected live feeds of international UN delegates and cybersecurity specialists who had joined remotely. The pressure in the room wasn’t just political. It was gravitational.

Langley leaned forward, his eyes locking onto Kira.

“Begin the report. Now.”

Kira nodded, clearing her throat. 

“The outbreak came from a forced update, pushed through the chip network. It was disguised. We didn’t see it until it was already inside.”

A ripple ran across the room. Some participants turned sharply toward their neighbors, while others froze in disbelief.

Kira continued, her tone steady. 

“Not every chip was targeted at once. The virus appears to focus on civilian users; people with standard, non-military chips. The selection seems random. That’s why some people seem untouched, while others spiral instantly.”

She paused briefly, then added, 

“Based on current signal collection, we estimate that approximately sixty percent of all civilian chip users in Elysium have already been infected. And that number is rising.”

Langley’s brow tightened. 

“Sixty percent?”

She nodded again. 

“And we can’t predict who’s next. Symptoms range from mild anxiety to full-blown psychosis. Hallucinations. Paranoia. Emotional volatility. There's no singular pattern.”

Miguel raised an eyebrow. 

“So, the virus is evolving?”

“Possibly. Or it’s operating in phases. But what’s clear is this: government officials and UN personnel have not been affected. At least, not yet.”

A voice crackled from one of the virtual screens; a UN official joining remotely. 

“Are we immune, then?”

“No,” Kira replied firmly. “We’re just not targeted. Yet. If the perpetrator finds a vulnerability in high-level chips, then leadership will become the next wave. And unlike civilians, infected officials would pose a catastrophic threat.”

Silence returned. Everyone understood what that meant.

Kira went on, her voice lower now, more controlled. 

“Elysium is collapsing. Medical response teams are crippled; staff and equipment offline. Fires are spreading without intervention. Law enforcement is overwhelmed by increasingly unstable civilians. Surveillance systems are either corrupted or shut down.”

She paused, letting the weight of her next words settle in.

“Elysium is gone. No command. No care. Just noise. All we can do now is survive.”

Thomas Morgan finally spoke. His voice was calm, but his face had turned grim. 

“Have you identified who’s responsible?”

Kira hesitated, her chest tightening. 

“We tried tracing the origin. But every lead ends in a dead end. Each server, each log points to a different location. It’s like chasing a phantom. The deployment was layered through false encryption routes, made to look like the signal came from all over the globe.”

Miguel narrowed his eyes. 

“A ghost network?”

“Exactly,” Kira nodded. “Decoys. Masking. Disinformation. Some nodes were even wiped clean before we could reach them.”

Langley tapped a finger on the desk. 

“This isn’t amateur work. This is elite-level intrusion.”

“It’s more than that,” Kira said, her voice sharpening. “This was done by someone who knows our systems. someone who knows how we react. Who anticipated every move we’d make and buried their tracks before we even got to the board.”

The silence deepened. All eyes turned to Miguel. He didn’t flinch but something in his stillness was telling.

Langley leaned back slowly. 

“So, we’re dealing with someone with access, intelligence and motive.”

“And time,” Thomas added quietly. “They’ve been preparing this long before it surfaced. We may have been watched since the very beginning.”

Kira turned to her father, a cold unease settling in her stomach. She knew that look. He was hiding something, something that hadn’t been said yet.

Langley rose from his chair, commanding the room with a calm but formidable presence.

“If this is a game,” he said, voice low and deliberate, “Someone’s already in the endgame. We’re still playing defense.”

The silence that had followed Kira’s report felt like an invisible fog. Langley broke it with a glance toward the digital wall.

“I want updates from every IT specialist here and online. What are you seeing in your own countries? Is the situation mirrored elsewhere?”

The responses came in waves; Japan, Canada, Brazil, India, Australia, Germany.

Each echoed the same pattern: the virus was embedded within a system update meant to enhance chip function. No signs of tampering. No early warnings. The malicious code had been seamlessly folded into a routine patch.

“A virus that knows how to act like it belongs,” said one expert from Tokyo.

The mood in the room shifted from tense to grim. The virus hadn’t struck just Elysium; it had reached the entire world. Quietly. Completely.

Then, a UN official broke the silence.

“Has anyone claimed responsibility?”

Langley looked to his intelligence team. A woman with short black hair and eyes like knives gave a tight shake of her head.

“Nothing. No message. No trace. No signature markers from known cyber groups. It’s radio silence.”

“We’ve swept the dark web,” she added. “Anonymous channels. Backdoor diplomatic chatter. No whispers. No demands.”

A Brazilian expert frowned. 

“Most cyber-attacks have a point. A message. A ransom note. This? It’s like they just wanted to see it happen. No victory speech. No motive.”

Langley leaned forward.

“No motive is the most dangerous kind. Because we don’t even know what they’re after.”

He turned toward Thomas Morgan. Forceful.

“Then here’s the critical question. Is extraction an option?”

The room shifted. All eyes landed on the scientist responsible for the chip’s creation.

Thomas didn’t flinch. His answer came fast and sharp.

“It’s not just hardware anymore. It’s integrated, nerve-deep. Removal; especially outside clinical conditions, could cause nerve collapse. Brain damage. Paralysis. Death.”

Shocked murmurs rippled through the room.

“It’s fused,” he continued. “Hardware, software, bio-integration. You can’t unplug it like a drive. It is part of them now. Even if we had the means: we don’t have the time.”

The room froze over. It was worse than anyone thought.

Kira spoke then, her voice strained.

“You said before... the early models could be removed?”

Thomas hesitated.

“In simulation. Early prototypes. What we have now is different. Smarter. Deeper.”

“There has to be something we missed,” she said. Not to him, not to the room; just to the flicker of hope still hiding in her voice. “We can’t leave them trapped.”

Thomas exhaled, his voice softer now.

“If we rush this, we might do more harm. Removing the chip now would be like tearing out a piece of their mind.”

Kira clenched her jaw. She wanted to scream. But she didn’t. Her father knew the system better than anyone and if he was afraid, it meant the danger was real.

“Then we’ll find another way,” she said. “Because we don’t have the luxury of waiting.”

Thomas met her gaze. Something faltered in his calm.He nodded.

“Yes. But we need precision. And speed.”
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​6. The first Encounter
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Langley tapped the table once. The sound sliced the room in half.

“Then we face this from the inside,” he said.

He rose, circling the table with slow, deliberate steps. His tone was cool, commanding.

“I propose we establish a tactical unit: handpicked specialists from across the world. Their mission: find a way to control and neutralize the virus. Elysium will be their base of operations.”

A few voices murmured approval.

“This team must be formed tonight,” he pressed, “and start working no later than tomorrow morning. We’re already behind.”

He paused behind Kira.

“As Switzerland’s representative, I nominate Kira Morgan for this team. She’s been on the ground since day one. No one here knows Elysium’s systems better than she does.”

Kira felt herself freeze. The weight of every gaze pressing down on her, but she said nothing. She understood. This was not a moment to retreat.

“I support the nomination,” Miguel Eduardo said from across the table, voice calm but firm. “I’ll oversee the team directly. Langley will serve as lead coordinator.”

Approval moved quickly. Names were confirmed. Roles assigned.

Ten people. Ten of the world’s most skilled minds.

Six were already on site in Elysium; two from Germany, one each from India and South Korea, and two more from Canada and Egypt. The remaining four; experts from Brazil, Russia, Japan, and the U.S., were en route. If circumstances made travel impossible, they would join through secure, encrypted networks.

Langley turned back to them. 

“Effective immediately, all operations run under a closed protocol. Triple-layer encryption on all data. All communication is logged and locally stored. We can’t afford mistakes.”

“The team will operate from the underground bunker beneath the Elysium Central Data Vault.” Miguel added. “It’s isolated, signal-shielded and powered independently. You’ll be protected. And focused.”

The meeting began to dissolve. Fatigue clung to everyone; tight in the jaw, heavy in the shoulders. But there was something else now. Resolve. Tomorrow, the fight would begin; not with weapons, but in the invisible battlefield of code and circuits.

Langley turned back one last time.

“8:00 a.m. sharp. First briefing. Command center, bunker level. Prepare yourselves. Starting tomorrow... the world will look to you.”

***
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KIRA WATCHED AS THE screens around the room went dark one by one. The faces disappeared, replaced by blackness, leaving behind only the faint glow that shimmered in the eyes of those still seated. Silence settled over the room, heavy and uncertain.

She clenched her hands tightly in her lap. Somewhere deep inside, a quiet voice whispered; whatever happens tomorrow, there will be no turning back.

The city outside remained deceptively still. From the conference room window, Elysium’s skyline gleamed under the bright afternoon sun. It was two o’clock, and yet the world felt caught in a breathless pause. Too peaceful for a city on the brink of collapse.

Kira let out a long breath and exited the room, her steps slower than the others. Her thoughts spiraled, caught between duty and dread, until her phone buzzed sharply in her pocket.

She looked down. The name on the screen made her heart drop.

Lyra.

She answered at once.

“Please, Kira, help me! I’m begging you!” Lyra’s voice cracked through the line, frantic and raw. “We... we’re under attack! Raphael and I are with the kids, trying to get to the office. Mom and my sister... they’re infected! We thought we’d be safer out, but... they’re chasing us!”

Behind Lyra’s voice, the wailing of children and distorted screams spilled through the call. Heavy breathing, babies crying and the chaotic background noise of a world unraveling.

Kira didn’t hesitate.

She sprinted toward the building’s security station. James and his team were always stationed there. One glance, one name, was all it took.

“Lyra’s under attack. Bring someone and follow me. Now!”

James didn’t ask questions. He gestured to a tall, broad-shouldered young man, grabbed the pistol at his hip and together they raced through the front lobby toward the armored vehicle parked just outside.

***
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LYRA’S LAST LOCATION came through in a voice message. The streets were no longer lined with cars but with broken glass, toppled barricades and bodies; some motionless, some twitching faintly.

“There!” Kira pointed to a corner, her voice sharp.

They arrived as clouds began to gather. Up ahead, a crowd thrashed in the street; moving like shadows, muttering, whimpering, some clawing at their own skin. In the middle of it, Lyra and Raphael stood with their backs pressed against a small car, each cradling a screaming child. Blood stained their clothes but it wasn’t clear whose.

“What the hell...?” James’s partner muttered, eyes wide.

They swayed and laughed like broken dolls; eyes empty, mouths too wide. But when the vehicle screeched to a halt, several heads turned sharply toward them. And then, they began to move.

Fast.

The young guard cocked his gun.

“Don’t shoot!” Kira snapped, slapping the barrel aside.

“They’ll kill us if we don’t...!”
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