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    For the voices too quiet to be heard - and the receivers brave enough to listen.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The signal is strongest when we stop trying to speak."-Recovered Echo fragment, unknown origin
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​Chapter 1 – Static Hearts
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The city was humming when Nova heard the voice for the first time—not in words, but in vibration. A ripple flowed through the concrete beneath their feet, slow as breath and sharp as a lie. It was a strange sensation, one they’d never encountered amidst the standard cacophony of Silo-9's everyday life. 

The city's noise filled every crevice of their existence: drone whirs, hydration alerts, and empathetic pulse-tone broadcasts gently reminding citizens to express themselves within optimal ranges. The rhythm was comforting, even as it buried a more profound truth. Nova had long learned to tune out this din, filtering it out like extraneous data in the chaos of thoughts swirling in their mind. 

But this? This was different. It came from below it all.

As they walked the elevated loop near Relay Platform C, the sun hung overhead in an ageless expanse of flawless gold. The Harmony Broadcast droned in the background—some monotonous platitude about “serenity in sequence” and “wellness in connectivity.” Nova had adjusted their chip to ambient silence weeks ago to counteract the influx of data pouring into their consciousness. Yet, through that silence, a line occasionally leaked through, splintering their calm.

> “Peace is predictable. Predictability is kindness. Kindness is—”

But the broadcast buzzed, swallowing the sentence whole. 

That moment passed, yet the sensation lingered, a ghost echoing beneath their skin. Nova slowed their steps, feeling the ground resonate in irregular pulses—four, pause, three, pause, two.

Not construction. Not signal sync. Something older. Dirtier. Memories unfurling like shadows.

They pressed their hand against the guide rail, cold steel vibrating under their palm. The rhythm was jagged and unfamiliar, but within it, there was a click. 

Something inside Nova clicked with it, like a muscle snapping awake. Behind their eyes, static erupted, merging with half-formed images that shot through their minds, faint and fleeting glimpses that pulled threads of recollection. 

A girl with blood-orange hair stood in a greenhouse, vibrant and alive. 

A chalked symbol scrawled on broken pavement whispered promises lost in translation.

Hands—fingers interlaced, then dissolving into bursts of light, like fireflies trapped in a jar.

Their legs gave slightly, but they steadied themselves, catching a glimpse of a man passing by, his empathy monitor blinking rhythmically on his shoulder. Nova nodded once and continued walking, suppressing the tremor in their limbs, aware that they didn’t recognize these memories. But their body remembered. 

—-
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That night, Nova couldn't sleep. It was unsettling—sleep had always come to them easily, like a well-calibrated algorithm drifting into a void. The chip monitored their fatigue, regulated their neural rhythm, and tracked thought spikes like an automatic feedback loop.

But lying there under the lattice of artificial moonlight, they felt unnervingly... wrong. Too alert, too aware, and far too quiet inside. 

And then there it was—a presence weaving its way into the silent confines of their mind again.

Not a hallucination. Not a dream.

A whisper. 

A soft, female voice resonated like distant thunder, grainy and surreal, as though vinyl was played through a storm.

> “Do you still hear me?”

Nova sat up, breath shallow, a rush of adrenaline igniting their senses.

Their room, dimmed to a cradle of stillness, held the trappings of standard decor: soft metal walls, textured pillows, and a curved light strip dormant behind the bookscreen. No speakers activated. No external feeds are allowed during the rest phase. They pressed their fingers to their temple.

No chip alert. No diagnostics. Not even a glitch report flashed in their vision.

The voice wasn’t routed. It came from somewhere else.

—-
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The next day, a sense of urgency propelled Nova to reroute their schedule. They told the system they needed silence therapy—a request typically reserved for the glitch-prone or those flagged as emotionally erratic by the ever-watchful eyes of civic oversight. The system logged the request, flagged it, and approved it with mild concern, a soft flicker of warning sparking through their interface.

Determined, they traveled south, veering under the sprawling sector dome, past the densely layered signal lattice, breaching into what remnants existed of the Archive District.

Few still trekked these neglected alleys. Crumbling and forgotten, this part of Silo-9 was ancient, a relic of pre-unification, with buildings constructed from porous materials and uneven floors hidden beneath thick layers of dust. 

Here, the signal density thinned, turning vibrant advertisements into glitched memories, the faces of the Saints frozen in unsettling loops, their eyelids twitching as if struggling between waking and dreaming in a frame. 

Nova ducked into a maintenance stairwell, the air stale and forsaken, and descended twenty-seven floors without pausing.

They reached the base—a space left unfinished after the bio-architecture update, stripped of light and warmth. Just...darkness. And an unsettling hum.

Not in the room.

Within them.

> “You weren’t supposed to forget me.”

The voice again.

Nova squeezed their eyes shut, stifling a breath of disbelief and fear.

A vision burst forth, vivid and overwhelming.

Fingers touching glass, a liquid connection bridging two lifetimes. Another set mirrored them from the opposite side. Cracks marred the surface, a beautiful fracture of reality. A girl—no, a signal—pressed against the barrier, her expression warped in static. Then she vanished. 

A response shot through their neural pathways, triggering their chip: “Emotional surge detected. Calibrating.”

Panic surged within them; they ripped the patch off their temple before it could correct them, silencing the incessant chatter.

Somewhere in the dark, the voice murmured again.

> “I’m still inside you. You just stopped listening.”

—-
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Nova descended deeper into this void over the next three days, delving into the space where memory and identity intertwined. They were not unearthing just their past; pieces floated and drifted, whispering fractals of lives long lost. 

Each vibration and stray fragment of silence within the network hum carried an echo of understanding. Voices without bodies, words without meaning, tones stripped down but dripping with essence. They began cataloging the shapes of silence—audio voids that should never have existed, recordings of emotions that the system had rendered obsolete. 

At night, they listened, letting the pulsing echoes surround them.

Each iteration of the voice strengthened. 

Not louder—truer.

And then came the name.

> “Sel.”

It reverberated through their being, digging deep into the bedrock of their consciousness. The name echoed, vibrating through them like a distant melody, resonating in the marrow of their existence. They didn’t know a Sel. Not in any civic records. Not in any curated section of their mind.

But the name cracked something open, a fissure in their reality.

Sel.

Nova couldn’t contain the impulse. They wrote it down repeatedly, watching their hand move in an entranced haze, the letters pulsing on the page, flickering in and out of alignment as if battling the fabric of their reality.

> “You said you'd wait,” the voice murmured, barely audible but distinct.

> “You said you'd remember.”

They dropped the pen, frustration mingling with fear.

Their hand trembled.

So did the room.

—-
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The breach occurred later that evening.

During a routine civic scan at the local food dispensary, Nova's biosignal alarmingly misaligned with their registered template. The screen blinked red, then fell silent. A civic officer glanced up from their post, confusion creasing their brow. 

Instinctively, Nova stepped back, their pulse racing, the air thick with the tautness of recognition and foreboding. It wasn’t theft. No, the system had flagged them for variance.

Emotional, cognitive, and signal.

Something inside wasn’t syncing anymore: their heart, their memory, and their cognitive signal—each oscillating off-script.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE WHISPER
- FREQUENCY

- BOOK Il

" GREGORY PARROTT





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





