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Dedication
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To the modern authors,

who write without masks, without filters, without apology.

To those who are unafraid to be raw, unafraid to bleed ink across the page, unafraid to make their truth visible. Your courage is a map for readers like me. You remind us that words are not always polished jewels, but sometimes rough stones, heavy with reality. You show us that imperfections are not flaws but fingerprints of humanity, unique and unrepeatable.

I dedicate this book to you—the ones who are not afraid of silence, not afraid of rejection, not afraid of being misunderstood. For every story you tell, you build a bridge for another soul who thought they were walking alone.

And to the superheroes, not the ones on cinema screens, but the quiet ones who live among us. The mothers and fathers who stay awake through the night for their children. The friends who listen when the world has turned away. The teachers who light small fires in young minds. The workers who carry invisible burdens but still smile in the morning light.

You may not wear capes. You may never be celebrated. But you are the steady heartbeat of this world. You are the proof that kindness is not weakness, and that ordinary people can do extraordinary things in silence.

This book belongs to both of you—the raw authors who bare their souls, and the superheroes who hold up the sky without asking for applause. May my words, however simple, be a small tribute to your strength.
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Epigraph
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This book is not clean.

It is stitched with smoke,

with burnt lavender,

with the silence of people who were told to stop feeling.

If you came here looking for heroes,

you will be disappointed.

If you came here looking for villains,

you will also be disappointed.

This is not good versus evil.

This is people trying to breathe

inside cages built from memory.

And if some pages feel broken,

if some words sound wrong,

leave them.

Because the world I’m writing about is broken too,

and I don’t want to fix it.
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Chapter 1: Merek’s First Memory-Log
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The scent came before anything else. It slipped in through the sterile air of the memory chamber — a faint, almost forgotten trace of burnt lavender. It was impossible, illegal even, yet it lingered like a ghost, stirring beneath layers of numbness and synthetic calm. Merek Solas inhaled deeply, feeling something crack within the cavern of his mind, an echo from a past humanity had tried to seal away.

He sat alone with the dim hum of neural implants whispering the day's regulated emotions—the approved doses of calm, measured joy, and clinical interest. But this scent was raw, unruly, a primal reminder that grief was more than a “Residual Emotional Load” to be patched over. It was proof. The proof he was still human.

Merek’s fingers trembled as he reached for the worn, paper-bound journal hidden beneath his desk, its edges frayed from decades of touch. The world had moved on—printed words obsolete, emotions medicated and managed. Yet here, in this fading relic, lived the last unfiltered remembrances of a dying soul.

He began dictating: “The lavender burned. Not with fire, but with memory. It was the scent of my wife’s grief clinging to her like a second skin. I remember folding the last shirt of our lost child, the fabric soaked with tears too heavy for words...”

Outside, the city bled blue light and silence. Emotion Clouds swirled invisibly, suppressing any thought too wild, any feeling too fierce. Merek’s neural interface beeped softly—a reminder to regulate his pulses, to keep his sorrow within legal bounds. But how could one regulate the ragged ache of true loss?

This was the quiet dissolution—the slow erasure of pain, joy, rage, and wonder. Society had promised perfection, but traded miracles for control. The implants hummed, promising peace, while the soul roared in silent rebellion.

Merek closed his eyes, letting the scent flood his senses. For a moment, he was no longer a historian of emotion, but a man who remembered the unbearable beauty of being broken.

The book would begin here—with the smell of burned lavender—a forbidden key to unlock what had long been locked away.

This was not just a memory. It was a declaration. The soul that warrants suffering had not yet surrendered.

“The scent of burnt lavender seeped into the sterile chamber—a ghost in a world where fragrance had long been erased.” “He paused, eyes catching the wavering shadow It clung to the edges of perception like a secret, an unlicensed rebellion against the cold precision of the Emotion Clouds that governed every breath taken in this city of quiet dissolution.

Merek Solas drew in a deep breath, his lungs filling with the errant fragrance that transported him decades backward, to a time when suffering was called by its true name—not measured, patched, or muted. It was a time when grief was not a pollutant to be stamped out but a sacred thread woven through the tapestry of human experience.

He sat, alone except for the neural hum of his implants, which quietly whispered reminders to maintain regulated emotional levels. Around him, the walls glimmered with softly glowing panels displaying the latest Emotional Compliance Index—a number representing how well citizens adhered to sanctioned feeling ranges. Today, the city’s emotional pulse was steady and flat, a placid sea of compliance.

But Merek was a relic, a historian of feelings in a society that had outlawed such pursuits. His hands trembled slightly as he reached beneath the desk to extract an ancient artifact—his tattered, hand-bound journal. It was a forbidden piece of the past, cherished like a relic from a forgotten religion.

“Memory is a virus,” Merek whispered to himself as he opened the fragile pages, “and grief is the contagion we no longer dare spread.”

His fingertip brushed against inked words, faded and smudged from years of trembling fingers and tear-blurred nights. He began to speak softly, his voice barely audible over the technician’s drone outside:

“The lavender burned—not with flame, but with memory. It clung to her sleeves, the scent of my wife’s grief. I remember folding the last shirt of our child, soaked with the saltwater of loss. They called it trauma. I called it proof. Proof that I was there. Proof that I loved.”

Outside his sanctuary, the city resided in a perpetual hush, cloaked beneath the cold surveillance of AI emotion regulators. The public streets echoed an eerie calm—laughter was rationed, sorrow criminalized. This was the new world’s quiet extinction, where the full measure of human feeling was slowly being erased.

The days after the broadcast stretched into a disorienting blur. Sara awoke each morning to the sterile confines of her meticulously designed apartment, yet the walls seemed to close in tighter with every sunrise. The emotional glitch had ignited a quiet rebellion within her, but the world was unyielding—a polished facade demanding perfection, relentless in its refusal to tolerate imperfection.

Her neural implant buzzed constantly, an omnipresent reminder to regulate, to contain, to conform. Yet, beneath the hum of circuitry and synthetic calm, Sara’s soul whispered truths that no protocol could silence.

Each interaction, each public appearance, became a battlefield. Her handlers monitored her with hawk-like vigilance, offering flashes of condescension disguised as concern. “Stay on script, Sara,” they reminded. “Emotional variance jeopardizes stability.”

But stability felt like a cage.

In private moments, shadows lengthened in her mind. Doubts and fears intertwined with courage and clarity. What was she becoming? Could she embrace this rawness without losing the support that perfection had granted her? Or was she destined to fracture under the weight of unfiltered feeling?

The social fallout was immediate and polarizing. Online forums flooded with polarized views—idolized or vilified, Sara’s glitch became a cultural fault line. To some, she was a symbol of hope, an emissary for authentic feeling in a sterile world. To others, she was a dangerous anomaly threatening the fragile order.

Sara read the comments with a fierce, aching intensity. Each word was a mirror reflecting her fractured self—beautiful and broken, adored and condemned.

That evening, she met Cassiel again, his presence a rare sanctuary. The soft light of his clinic offered respite from glare of public scrutiny.

“I see both sides of you,” Cassiel said gently. “The icon and the woman. The perfect and the real. And neither diminishes the other.”

Sara nodded, tears welling anew. “I want to be both. To hold the world’s expectations and my own truth. But sometimes, it feels like holding fire in my hands.”

Cassiel smiled softly. “Then let’s learn together how to carry the fire without burning.”

Their sessions became a lifeline, a place 

Sara could untangle the threads of perfection and passion, order and chaos. The viral glitch was no longer a threat to be erased—it was the spark of a legend in the making.
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