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AUTHOR’S NOTES

How NOT to read “CODE: TRANSFORMATION”

This book wasn't written to convince you of anything. If you open it expecting to discover some ultimate truth, you’re better off closing it right now.

It provides no system.

It marks no path.

It suggests no method.

It promises no salvation.

Inside, you will find no practice to adopt, no final epiphany to "achieve," and no idealized version of yourself to strive for in order to feel "enough."

Read it for security, and it will unbalance you. Seek answers, and you will leave burdened with more questions. Look for an authority, and you will find yourself utterly alone.

-—✶ ⚸ ✶—-

“CODE: TRANSFORMATION” isn't a spiritual book. 

Yet, it isn't anti-spiritual either. It falls outside the realm of academic philosophy, and it refuses to be a novel that offers comfort, identification, or sympathy.

This text has no desire to be understood. Understanding, after all, is merely a form of control—and control is precisely what this code is designed to dismantle.

Avoid treating it as truth. Do not read it as a metaphor, a prophecy, or a warning. Above all, do not use it as a mirror to search for your own reflection. 

Seek identity, and this book will dissolve it. Look for meaning, and it will reveal how easily meaning becomes a cage. Crave belonging, and it will strip away the very need to belong. 

What lies here is a text of decay—though not the dramatic kind. It is the disintegration of the question "Who should I be?" and the collapse of the need for someone else to tell you "how."

Don’t rush through it; don’t linger too long. Avoid underlining or hunting for key phrases. Try not to memorize a single word. 

If something inside you tightens—stop. If you feel resistance—do not fight it. If the urge to argue arises—close the book.

This is neither a test nor a challenge. It is a space where nothing guides you, and for that very reason, you are free to stay.

If, after the final page, you aren't sure whether you agree—then you’ve read it correctly. If you aren't sure you "understood" it at all—even better.

The freedom discussed here isn't an idea. It is the absence of the need for ideas. And if nothing remains to hold onto at the end, do not mistake that for loss. That emptiness is the very place where life begins to happen without asking for permission.

-—✶ ⚸ ✶—-

HOW TO READ—AND HOW NOT TO READ—THIS CODE

This text adds no meaning; it simply prunes the redundant. It leads nowhere, leaving you exactly where you already are—defenseless, unmediated, and without a promise.

The story, characters, and worlds within 

“CODE: TRANSFORMATION” aren't models to follow. They act as containers—vessels for the body to carry questions that the mind’s ideology cannot process.

How should you read? 

Read so that you remain aware of:

· when your body constricts,

· when your patience wears thin,

· when you feel the impulse to debate,

· when an inexplicable silence takes hold.

These are not just reactions to the text. They *are* the text.

How should you not read?

Do not hunt for a "message." Refrain from turning this into a new belief system. Don’t use these words to feel "more awakened" than others, and never cite them as evidence. 

The moment you think "this explains everything"—stop. If you feel the urge to persuade others with it—stop even faster. This code ceases to function the instant it is turned into a tool.

Who is this for?

It isn’t for everyone, nor does it strive to be. It belongs to those capable of enduring:

· the absence of final answers,

· the rejection of a savior,

· uncertainty as a lived reality rather than a problem to be solved.

If you require a structure to hold you up—close the book. If you are searching for solace—you won’t find it here. But if you are ready to sit with your questions without turning them into weapons—then proceed.

This book doesn't ask for your faith or your discipleship. It asks only that you do not get in the way of what it was written to do. 

If you reach the end feeling less certain but more silent—if you have fewer words but more air to breathe—then the Code has passed through you.

-—✶ ⚸ ✶—-

ABOUT THE AUTHOR  [image: ]

Melina Orea is a historian, political scientist, economist, and philanthropist, as well as a writer and philosopher working at the intersection of narrative, ontology, and consciousness. She is the creator of the concept of Neo-Essential Integralism—a vision that weaves together philosophy, psychology, and new scientific paradigms to make sense of a future beyond old structures of identity and control.

Her work offers spaces for recognition rather than solutions. The "Transformation of Essence" Foundation serves as an extension of this approach—a place for dialogue, witnessing, and conscious presence in a world of transition.

—-✶ ⚸ ✶—-

A Warning to the Reader

This novel contains intense emotional experiences, philosophical reflections on mortality, human responsibility, and meaning, as well as a vivid post-apocalyptic setting used as a symbolic backdrop for internal existential processes. The text explores themes such as transformation through suffering, inner fragmentation, and the collapse of both social and personal structures.

All metaphysical elements—including symbolic concepts like the "exchange of life years" and genetic memory—are allegorical. They represent psychological and spiritual thresholds of awareness and should not be taken literally or viewed as an endorsement of occult, mystical, or anti-scientific practices.

The work is a piece of visionary metaphysical fiction. It does not preach fatalism, violence, or the denial of science. On the contrary, its aim is to encourage profound awareness, inner clarity, and an ethical approach to personal choice by raising fundamental questions about the nature of consciousness, time, and human responsibility.

Recommended for a mature audience with an interest in philosophical, existential, and emotionally resonant literature.

—————————❧——————————

PROLOGUE: THE ASHES OF THE WORLD

The Apocalypse did not destroy humanity; it severed a tether. Something looser, harder to name—the tether of being human.

The world reached its threshold. Yet, the most poisonous delusion lay in the concept of the end. Humanity stubbornly dreamed of a grand final spectacle—an epic production. Celestial choirs. Cleansing elements. Frames worthy of eternity. People nursed the hope for a clear, logical chronology: a first act, a climax, a definitive conclusion. They sought the tangible; something to film, archive, and share across the network.

But the end did not arrive with a bang. It crept in through absolute silence. It did not tear the world down with fury. It began, methodically and slowly, to drain its essence.

-—✶ ⚸ ✶—-

Shanghai collapsed without a sound. No floods. No flames. No agonized screams. The city simply lost its weight. Skyscrapers sliced the clouds with cold geometry, but they no longer pressed down upon space. The sonic environment thinned. The wail of sirens lost its urgency—a mechanical groan hanging helplessly in the void. Voices skimmed the air like residual vibrations, failing to find an inner ear.

Objects remained. Yet they no longer belonged to Reality. This was no explosion. It was a systematic, quiet withdrawal of human density. An invisible hand wiping away the software’s soul, leaving the hardware to function on sheer inertia.

-—✶ ⚸ ✶—-

It bore no resemblance to an invasion; it was total capitulation. Buildings and systems mimicked activity. Screens pulsed in deathly blue. And yet—something vital evaporated. Not Meaning as an abstract concept, but Meaning in the only form that mattered: something felt.

The decay of memory was not data loss. The servers remained gorged. It arrived through the severing of threads. People knew they had children, but lost the emotional memory of why it mattered. They recognized faces in the mirror without feeling the weight or truth of their own skin. Civilization did not crumble; it faded into static—white ash upon the screen of existence.

-—✶ ⚸ ✶—-

Within this vacuum, Code Grail activated. No fanfare. No promises of redemption. Across billions of screens—embedded in retinas, projected in space, glowing on desks—flowed cascades of ice-cold data. Timers. Coordinates. A countdown to the Awakening.

The Code was no lifeboat. It was a ruthless scanner. A precise measurement of how much of the Human survived beneath the ash, and how much was already irreversibly erased.

-—✶ ⚸ ✶—-

Nathaniel watched the silent decay from his penthouse. The monitors' bluish light molded his face into a geometric mask. His gaze sought no comfort, only patterns. Where others saw a graveyard, he registered a Beginning. Not of a new world. Of a new Algorithm.

To him, the world was not brought down by bullets or divine wrath. It was something more efficient: a digital amnesia turning the individual into a statistical error and life into replaceable code. Nathaniel did not mourn; he read the log files of a dying operating system.

-—✶ ⚸ ✶—-

Thousands of miles away, Melina opened her eyes. Seconds before the first ray of sun, she awoke. A clear sensation: she had crossed an invisible border. The coffee machine hissed. Traffic resumed its monotonous march. The train passed on schedule, rattling the windowpanes. The sounds were correct, yet hollow—a stage set clinging to the surface by habit, while the abyss beneath already yawned open.

Her left wrist burned. No open wound. The mark resembled a seal. Beneath the skin, over the pulse, phosphorescent symbols emerged—a receipt for a price paid. Her body: an archive and a witness. The pain was real. Therefore, it was the only true thing left. The only thing that was not noise.

-—✶ ⚸ ✶—-

Melina knew this state. A "daughter of thresholds." One who inhabits the space between. Called to see through the veil and pay for the insight with her flesh. Truth was no idea or philosophy—Truth was a slow burn.

In this silence, amidst the ashes of old meanings, the Chosen were born. Not heroes, messiahs, or saviors. Simply people who had lost the ability to be blind. The Chosen are not distinguished by privilege. They are marked by the impossibility of looking away.

-—✶ ⚸ ✶—-

If you are reading these lines... perhaps the Code is already unfolding within you. It happens when the world sounds like a bad recording. When your body recognizes truth faster than your mind. When your Grail offers no solace, but poses a question.

Not "how to survive," but: "How much of you still remembers?"

The Apocalypse does not always hide in ruins. Often, it resides in the collapse of your connection to Eternity. Pain is no proof that you survived. It signifies only that the system is not yet finished with you.

—————————❧——————————

––––––––

[image: ]


[image: ]

ENTROPY OF MEANING



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


SECTION I
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INTERLUDE: THE PROLOGUE MODULE 

The Eye of Reality 

Before the Chosen, the Bargain, or the Transformation, there exists the Witness.

The Witness is not a protagonist; the Witness is a function. His role remains far removed from that of the classical hero. Instead of leading legions, erecting barricades, or halting the inevitable, he simply... watches. In a world decaying quietly, sterile and bloodless, the Witness occupies the most dangerous and thankless of positions. His perspective is not one of divine superiority or cold, scientific dissection. He is not a master of chaos, nor is he a comforter attempting to soothe it with interpretations. He is the sensory space itself—the very medium through which decay acquires the ability to see itself.

Without this presence, the collapse would remain mere noise: background radiation composed of statistical errors and disconnected glitches in the matrix. An event attains true ontological status only when someone absorbs its weight and refracts the light of its ending.

Melina finds herself in this role not because of any superpower, a purer soul, or proven merit. She is a Witness due to a simple anatomical anomaly of her consciousness—the absolute absence of a mechanism that would allow her not to see.

This destiny is not a choice; it is a sentence. It demands a vision that supersedes human needs and desires. While millions pass through the decay as if through a fog, successfully ignoring the fractures in the sky, the Witness experiences every rupture directly—through the nervous system, the pulse at the wrists, and a sharp, causeless pain. Reality invades her without a filter or protective glass. She herself is an open wound in the body of time.

Witnessing is not a passive state; it is a radical form of exposure. The Witness acts as a tension absorber for energy that would otherwise dissipate into entropy. Within her, decay ceases to be an abstract figure and transforms into raw experience. Melina’s suffering is not caused by weakness, but by contact with reality. Here, pain serves as the final proof that life still pulses beneath the skin of the illusion.

History does not happen in the marches of heroes; it happens where someone finds the courage to endure it with open eyes. Melina allows events to follow their course without stopping, ordering, or accelerating them. Yet, her presence is precisely what drags them out of the territory of ghostly flickers on a screen and renders them real.

The Witness becomes a necessity at the exact moment civilization reaches its absolute cynicism: when it becomes capable of dying functionally—without a cry or drama, simply losing the memory of its own pulse. The Witness remains the last membrane between dissolution and final disappearance into informational noise.

This path is not a consolation; it is a renunciation. It requires the rejection of the anesthesia of hope. It excludes the possibility of escaping behind convenient explanations or turning agony into a beautiful metaphor. To be a Witness is to watch the world bleed through your fingers and remain there regardless, eyes fixed upon the abyss.

This is Melina’s role. She is not a messiah with a salvation plan or a leader who knows the way. She is the Eye of Reality—the only place where the world still gathers the courage to reflect itself before finally turning to ash.

The Witness does not change the event. But without a Witness, the event possesses no density. It has not happened.

—————————❧——————————
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CHAPTER 1: THE CHOSEN ARE NOT HEROES
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Melina:

"The choice is not a victory. 

It does not resemble an open door. 

It is more like the moment the room grows narrower, 

without you being sure of when it began."

Hours before dawn, sleep withered, but blood still echoed beneath my fingernails—not as a pulse, but as a painful spasm. I woke abruptly, the taste of iron in my mouth, breathless. The scent of freshly brewed coffee drifted from the kitchen below. The radio murmured something about the weather. The steady hum of the first cars reached me from the boulevard. Then, somewhere far off, from the station, a train whistled.

Ordinary sounds. Too ordinary.

For a moment, I clung to the morning—to the promise that the day would hold me here, amidst the familiar rhythm of the city and the warmth of the coffee. Then the pain caught up with me.

My left wrist was burning. It was searing. Not like a superficial wound, but like something deep, hidden beneath the skin. I gripped it. A foreign rhythm throbbed under the flesh—invisible signs I recognized, though I could not see them. Within them were the remnants of civilizations ground by time into symbols, and the dust of collapsed worlds. Another price paid where the borders are thin.

I did not understand then. I understood later—amidst the gloss of Basel, which reflected nothing.

Reality around me did not break. It did not crumble. It did not fall. It simply began to run late relative to itself.

The bridges stood. The glasses remained whole. But something failed to arrive on time.

Seconds stretched like thick resin. They did not stop—they simply refused to move uniformly. Expectations hung suspended, neither fulfilled nor failed. It was as if someone had switched off the possibility of anything going wrong; coincidences aligned too precisely, too cleanly.

I felt it first in the periphery. Glances in the subway that lingered on me a second longer than permissible. Gestures of strangers, repeating with terrifying accuracy.

The people in the hotel lobby functioned flawlessly—checking their screens, ordering, smiling. Everything was fine. And that was exactly the problem. There was nothing in their eyes that resisted, nothing that slowed down. Only a smooth, maintained emptiness.

My body reacted first. A pulse under the skin, lighting up without reason. At the touch of steel—a sharp numbness. A gaze that no longer saw the image, but something beneath it—like a skeleton that was never meant to be shown.

The Chosen did not wear signs. They did not look different. They did not recognize one another.

Their commonality was not knowledge, but the absolute impossibility of turning back.

It now required effort not to know. More than it took to stay. They did not seek salvation. They simply wanted to understand why the time around them behaved like unstable ground—why every step sank differently.

In Basel, this was felt most clearly.

As if they possessed a surplus, some people moved with ease. Their minutes were without edges, polished, without resistance. Others carried every second like a burden. For them, time was not a convenience; it was a price that had to be paid constantly.

At night, the rift brought me back to myself.

This was not a dream. It was a gaping wound.

Past, present, and future collided within me. I felt something collapsing inside me—not around me. The smell of ancient clay. The taste of rust. Then the face of a woman from the future—lips whispering words not meant for ears, and eyes like dried-up lakes. Every syllable drove itself into my bones. Air vanished from my lungs.

The Ancient breathed through me. It insisted. It whispered.

I heard voices—the ringing of invisible chains, the moans of extinguished civilizations. My veins strained. As if they wanted to tear it apart, invisible hands pulled at my consciousness.

And then... silence. Silence at the center of the rotation.

Then came the offer of a bargain.

It was not a promise. It was not a threat.

Rather, it was a cold clarity that simply stood there and waited to be seen. Life could continue. More stable. Longer. In exchange for something that was being lost anyway. A little density. A little risk. A little of what makes days hard to carry.

Many had already accepted. Not aloud. Not consciously. Somewhere in the middle of sleep, where choices do not hurt. They lived orderly lives. Long lives. Without internal friction. Because nothing in them insisted on being different, their time was secure.

In my case, this proposal manifested as physical nausea.

It was not a position. It was not a thought.

Every promise of "more" was rejected by my body. Every formula for security sounded like the turning of a lock. I did not want to be protected from chaos. I wanted to remain alive—not stabilized, not extended, but alive.

In that moment, something shifted.

Not with a breakthrough. Not with thunder.

More like a silence appearing in the very heart of the whirlpool. Time ceased to be something that merely flows. It became a place in which one stands. And in which every movement costs.

The body simply refused to be traded.

And that is precisely why it became dangerous.

Those like me saw the prison even when it was lined with glass and luxury. Even when it looked like care. They were not an exception. They were a defect—something that cannot be smoothed over and does not fit.

At the very end of the dream, just before I was snatched back, the Shadow appeared. A tall figure, woven from darkness. Its eyes swallowed the light.

"Will you sell me seven years of your life?"

Not life. Not time.

The very essence.

Then I remembered his eyes.

Nathaniel.

And I understood.

They were not heroes. To preserve the order, heroes die.

They simply remained. And by doing so, they rendered the order unstable.

—————————❧——————————

FIRST CYCLE:

ARCHAEOLOGY OF THE FLESH

The Body as Archive

Nathaniel began to change his habits without realizing it. He would stop speaking in the middle of a sentence—not because he had forgotten his thought, but because the sound of his own voice suddenly seemed superfluous.

He slowed his pace where no one else saw a reason to. His hand would sometimes linger in the air—a second longer than necessary—as if waiting for an invisible signal or touching a wall that had not yet been built.

The people around him attributed it to fatigue. To exhaustion from the numbers. To age. He did not correct them. The truth was simpler and more unbearable: his body was beginning to make decisions before he did.

In boardrooms, amidst the smell of expensive leather and ozone from the air conditioners, he felt his spine tighten. Sometimes—before he had even formulated his refusal. When he ignored this tightening, his words came out precise but hollow. Functional as plastic. Dead. When he listened to his gut, without understanding why, things fell into place. Not better. More true.

He began to avoid luxury restaurants. Not out of vanity. But because the air there was thin, as if sucked dry by the constant concealment of intentions. In other places—ordinary diners with sticky tables and the smell of burnt oil—he felt stability. There, the earth beneath his feet carried weight. There, people had edges.

One evening, while undressing, he noticed something new. Under the bright bathroom lamp, upon the pale skin of his shoulder—fine lines. They were not scars. Nor were they veins. They resembled the imprints of ropes left by a load he had never carried. Fingers that had gripped him in another life. Rust from shackles he had never touched.

He remembered nothing of the sort. But his skin remembered. For the first time, he entertained the thought that memory does not belong to the brain. That the brain is merely a noisy interface that prevents the body from telling the truth.

In the following days, the sensations thickened. His body reacted to the pain of others on the street. A sudden tightening in the throat when passing a stranger with a bowed head. Pressure in the chest upon meeting colleagues—not from fear, but from a recognition of the unburied time they carried in their briefcases.

One night, the pain woke him. It was dull, like an old injury flared by dampness. He lay on his back, motionless, while images passed through him: crumbled brick walls, the taste of metal, wet earth under fingernails. Then he did something he had never done. He did not reach for the pills. He did not analyze. He stayed.

He let the sensation tear him apart completely. The pain did not intensify. On the contrary. It settled like silt at the bottom of a river. In the morning, he woke up strangely whole. Not happier. Denser.

His body was not a defect. It was a map. An archaeological layer in which time does not arrange itself into Excel spreadsheets. Catastrophes are not erased—they are fossilized. The body remembers because it was there. Not Nathaniel the tycoon. But the flesh—the animal.

And in this density, he began to feel the Border. A place beyond which the old Nathaniel could not pass. Not because someone was stopping him, but because his legs simply refused to walk toward the lie.

The archaeology had begun. And every excavation led to something that had been buried alive beneath the layers of his civilized existence.

—————————❧——————————

VOICES OF THE ANCIENT

Heart Coherence

Melina began to speak in her sleep, but the words she uttered were unrecognizable to any human ear. From her lips, initially, came only syllables—broken, devoid of root and grammar; sounds that simply wanted to be spoken, without an ambition to mean anything specific. Her voice underwent strange metamorphoses: it became thick and low, and in the next moment, it thinned to an almost childlike whisper. When she woke in her empty apartment, her throat burned painfully—a sensation as if she had been shouting for hours against a wall that stubbornly refused to return the echo.

She did not merely speak; she inhabited his world. Melina dreamed his dreams—those fragments of Nathaniel’s subconscious that he himself lost the moment he opened his eyes. In these nocturnal visions, she became a witness to his forgotten reality: she heard the rumble of his thoughts before they turned into logic and felt the texture of his fears, which he did not remember possessing.

Nathaniel "heard" her for the first time quite by accident, while lying in his penthouse miles away. This was not a sound that traveled through the physical space of the air, but rather a vibration in the very bones of his skull—a frequency that pierced through the monotonous hum of the air conditioning and the digital buzz of the monitors. Closing his eyes, he saw her: motionless, with slumped shoulders, somewhere out there beyond the concrete and glass of the city. Her lips moved slowly, following a rhythm that had nothing to do with her breathing. She was a channel that opened and closed according to its own inscrutable laws.

In the moments when she opened her eyes in her home, Nathaniel felt his own gaze lose focus. For a brief instant, he saw through her irises a depth that did not belong to any known time. Shadows of entire epochs passed through his consciousness, yet without leaving a clear image behind.

"Did you hear them?" she whispered in the darkness of her room.

Nathaniel did not answer. Not for lack of desire, but because he realized the question was not addressed personally to him, but to the very Fabric that connected them.

Over time, these "transmissions" became clearer. They did not become more meaningful, but they became denser. When Melina spoke in her sleep, the air around Nathaniel seemed to begin to order itself. The noise of the city died down. The cup of coffee on his desk ceased to vibrate from the subway below the building; it became final, heavy, and tangibly real. His entire reality calibrated itself to her voice.

Melina did not transmit messages—she simply leaked information. She was a filter through which something unauthorized and ancient flowed—information without a body, having found their common rhythm.

Sometimes she cried in solitude, and Nathaniel felt the taste of salt in his own throat. Other times she touched the cool wall of her home, and a wave of calm washed over him—a calm that did not resemble ordinary comfort, but rather a structural assembly. It was as if the two were fragments of the same mechanism that had finally found their common axis. Questions ceased to tear at his body because she managed to "hold" them through her frequency.

When her signal was strong, the world maintained its integrity. It did not become better, but at least it ceased to crumble. In the moments when her frequency weakened, Nathaniel immediately felt the process of decay. The soles of his shoes lost their grip on the floor, as if the surface were turning into a cloud. The light in the penthouse lagged by milliseconds, causing a sharp motion sickness in his stomach.

Then he did something that was not a conscious decision, but a necessity—he simply stopped looking for a way out of this connection. He did not attempt to find her physically, as that would be too crude and "slow" for the scale of what was happening. He simply remained on the same wavelength, turning his consciousness into a receiver and into a barricade of attention against the encroaching emptiness.

It was in this stationary, non-local remaining that he began to finally tune himself to her. He felt it in his teeth, in the pulsation behind his retinas. This was not a dependency, but a coherence at a distance. They resembled two hearts which, though separated by miles of concrete, finally beat at a frequency older than their fear and truer than the entire dying world.

—————————❧——————————

AWARENESS AS A CURSE

Chrononavigation and Recursion

With the passage of time, dreams ceased to possess a beginning. Nathaniel would slip into slumber in the mid-flow of a process. He would awaken devoid of any sensation of "before." There was no entrance; there was no threshold. There was only continuation. Every night existed as a mere fragment of a larger, remorseless movement—a kinesis that did not require his presence to persist.

Occasionally, he observed himself from the periphery, perceiving his existence not as a visual image, but as a fixed position in space. He was a coordinate where events were simply required to occur—and occur they did. Deviations were kept to a minimum, just enough to sustain the fragile illusion of free will, which was, in fact, the ultimate cruelty. His freedom was not stolen; it was merely simulated with such exquisite precision that the seam between personal choice and predetermination remained undetectable.

Upon waking, a residual tension throbbed within his frame, evocative of a prolonged confinement in a narrow, pressurized compartment. Though his eyes were open, the time surrounding him seemed to lag. He watched as dust motes froze mid-air before suddenly turning heavy and collapsing downward. Reality assembled itself with agonizing slowness, resembling an ancient mechanism whose cogs shrieked with every revolution.

Errors began to infiltrate his conversations—not in meaning, but in the very architecture of speech. Nathaniel would interrupt others exactly one syllable before their final breath. Seconds prior, he could already taste their words in his mouth—sometimes saline, sometimes bitter or hollow—and he would spit them out as a finished response before they had even cleared the speaker's throat. The gazes of those around him lingered a fraction longer than normal. To them, he was "strange"; to himself, he was simply a misalignment.

His solitude was not a product of isolation, but a total absence of synchronicity. To exist with others requires a specific inaccuracy and that small, blessed blindness. It demands a readiness to remain ignorant of the conclusion while the beginning is still unfolding. Nathaniel, however, had surrendered that capacity. Everything within him demanded a finale, as if his entire being were a sentence that someone was in a desperate hurry to complete.

Within his dreams, he began to recognize repetitions that were not identical, but something far worse: they were optimized. It was as if every subsequent rotation of the cycle refined its parameters. Scenes were stripped of superfluous detail; failures became quieter and more efficient. This was not a punishment; it was an algorithm of completion. Then, a fear took root—a terror having nothing to do with death. It was the fear that if the process reached absolute perfection, no subject would remain to "experience" the result. It was the realization that consciousness itself is a tool blunted by its own clarity, much like a blade becoming so thin that it eventually ceases to be.
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