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“Every drop of blood is an archive: it preserves what we are... and what we may become.”

Nova-Eden Biogenetic Archive, Protocol 01

After the Genetic War, the world has been divided into three castes: the Pureborn, descendants of government-engineered bloodlines controlled by the Central Authority; the Contaminated, whose DNA was altered through failed genetic experimentation; and the Residuals, unmodified humans stripped of status and condemned to society’s lowest levels.

Every birth is registered. Every genetic sequence archived. No one is truly free.

Ian Stafford works as a bioinformatics technician beneath the towers of Nova-Eden, capital of the new world order. He lives in isolation, haunted by sudden neurological episodes the authorities suppress with mandatory medication. But the blackouts conceal something far more dangerous: whenever Ian loses consciousness, he sees unfamiliar faces, fractured memories... and a symbol carved into blood.

A code that should not exist.

When Liv Harrow, a researcher in the Department of Biogenetic Security and a member of the Pureborn elite, accidentally decrypts a forbidden sequence known as the Blood Code, she discovers that it is embedded within Ian’s DNA.

His blood is the code.

But somewhere there is also a key, capable of reactivating a classified pre-war protocol: a project designed to rewrite human evolution itself.

As Liv struggles to understand the true meaning of the discovery and protect Ian from the government closing in around them, Ian begins recovering memories the regime erased long ago: illegal experiments, selected fetuses, sacrificed mothers.

His existence was never an accident.

He is the most dangerous weapon ever created.

In a world where blood determines who you are, Ian must decide whether to fight for what remains of his humanity... or become the origin of a new species.

And Liv must discover how far she is willing to follow him.
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The Blood Child

The smell of disinfectant saturated the air like a ghost, thick, metallic, nauseating.

Fluorescent lights buzzed above the operating table, casting sharp white reflections across the polished laboratory floor.

A sudden scream tore through the silence, followed by a ragged breath, a broken gasp, and the wet sound of life clinging desperately to flesh.

The woman lay strapped to the sterile bed, her arms pinned by restraints, her skin drenched in sweat. Her eyes, two dark abysses, searched desperately for something steady within the blinding glare of the room.

The attending physician did not even look up.

«Blood pressure is dropping. Accelerate the protocol.»

His voice was cold, precise.

The young woman moaned, then screamed again, a sound born not only from physical pain, but from something deeper, older, almost primal.

Her abdomen tightened in violent spasms.

Then, at last, came a cry.

Weak. Uncertain.

For a single instant, the world fell silent.

The doctor reached for the newborn and lifted him carefully into the light.

Then he stopped.

The child was not like the others.

His skin, unnaturally pale, reflected the fluorescent light with an almost pearlescent sheen. Beneath the thin veins running along his tiny arm, silver glimmers pulsed faintly, as though the blood itself carried fragments of light.

«Genetic defect,» hissed the gene technician. «The organism will not respond to the standard protocol.»

The physician turned slowly, his expression hardening.

«Then terminate the case. Destroy the specimen.»

The woman’s eyes widened in terror.

«No... please... no...»

Her voice fractured beneath the pain.

She struggled against the restraints, but the straps held firm.

Tears streamed down her face.

«He’s my son... my son...»

One of the doctors gestured toward a nurse.

«Sedate her. Transfer her to Isolation immediately.»

Within seconds, the exhausted mother disappeared beyond the operating room doors.

At the same moment, a figure stepped out from the shadows at the back of the laboratory.

A young researcher.

Her hair was hidden beneath a surgical cap, her gaze steady despite the fear tightening her expression.

«Leave him to me,» she said, forcing calm into her voice. «I can study him. Understand the mutation. This could be evolution, not a mistake.»

The head of the project stared at her with open contempt.

«Dr. Voss, this laboratory does not raise monsters. Carry out your orders.»

Time seemed to slow.

The infant released a faint whimper from within the doctor’s gloved hands, a tiny sound that pierced straight through the researcher’s chest.

And in that instant, she understood she could never allow him to die.

She moved before she could think.

In one swift motion, she tore the child from the physician’s arms and wrapped him in a thermal blanket.

Shouts exploded behind her as warning alarms flooded the walls with pulsing crimson light.

«Stop her!»

«Voss, what the hell are you doing?»

But she was already running down the sterile corridor, her heart pounding violently in her throat, the baby pressed tightly against her chest.

She knew she had little time.

She also knew they would find her eventually.

Just not yet.

And not where she was going.

She reached the isolation chamber where the mother lay dying, pale as linen beneath the sterile lights.

Carefully, she placed the child in her arms.

The woman managed the faintest smile.

Fragile. Resigned. Filled with love.

Her trembling fingers brushed against the newborn’s forehead.

Then came the revelation.

«His blood...» she whispered. «It’s different... you can feel it too, can’t you?»

The researcher nodded silently, overcome with emotion.

The mother coughed violently, blood staining her lips.

With one final effort, she leaned close to the infant’s ear.

Her last words escaped in little more than a breath.

«Find Mia...»

Then her body fell still.

The researcher remained motionless beside the bed, the child cradled tightly in her arms while the sirens continued screaming through the depths of the laboratory.

She looked down at him.

For a moment, it seemed his eyes, an impossible shade of blue, were staring back at her with a consciousness no newborn should possess.

«I’ll find you a name,» she whispered softly. «And a destiny different from the one they chose for you.»

Outside, the world was already changing.

And the blood child had just taken his first breath inside a lie.
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Thirty Years Later

Ian

Blood never stays silent.

It moves beneath the skin like a sleeping serpent, waiting to strike the moment I let my guard down.

Sometimes I swear I can hear it whispering, a low, constant hum that no one else seems capable of hearing, as though something inside me was left unfinished.

Maybe that’s the real defect.

I work in Sector 9 of Nova-Eden, deep below the surface where sunlight hasn’t reached in generations.

The laboratory is a womb of steel and glass, a world pulsing with artificial cold.

Every morning I pass through biometric control. A beam of light scans my retina, a needle draws a drop of blood, and the system decides whether I deserve to exist for another day.

Here, every life is numbered, every heartbeat recorded, every anomaly reported.

I’m a Level Three genetic technician.

I analyze blood samples from the outer districts, verify mutations, correct sequence defects, and regenerate the cellular strains that maintain the stability of the Nova-Eden Code.

It sounds clean. Rational.

In reality, it’s just a more elegant way of saying I spend twelve hours a day filtering other people’s blood.

Liters of unknown lives flowing through transparent conduits while mine slowly burns away behind a monitor.

My workstation is narrow, wedged between two analysis modules. From there I can see the main corridor, where the other technicians move in silence like automatons programmed solely to survive.

All identical. All efficient. All as drugged as I am.

The pills do exactly what they’re designed to do. They stabilize the body, dull the mind, keep the blood “normalized.”

But over the past few months, I’ve started reducing the dosage.

One less tablet every two days.

I do it in secret because I want to remember.

Even if I don’t know what.

It feels like something buried deep inside me is calling out.

Since I started cutting back, the fog has begun to lift. I can think more clearly now. I can feel the air, the rhythm of my heartbeat.

But with the clarity, the episodes have returned.

Today, while processing the sequence of a K-33 code sample, the ringing began.

A thin sound, sharp as tinnitus, spreading slowly through my skull.

I tried to ignore it, focusing on the data scrolling across the screen.

Then the pain hit.

Sudden.

Violent.

The lights warped. The edges of objects bent inward as though reality itself had started to crack.

I felt my blood accelerating, turning molten beneath my skin.

Then came the vertigo.

I grabbed the edge of the workstation to keep from collapsing, but the vision came anyway.

A flash of white.

An indistinct face.

A sound.

Breathing, maybe.

Then nothing.

When I regained consciousness, blood was running from my nose and the monitoring system above my station was flashing red.

«Stafford!»

The supervisor’s voice cut through the glass partition.

I turned slowly, still dazed.

«I’m fine, sir,» I lied, wiping the blood away with my sleeve.

He studied me for a moment before typing something into his console.

«The system detected an abnormal spike in your neural activity. Do you require medical assistance?»

«No. Just stress. I need water and five minutes.»

He hesitated, then nodded.

Weakness is tolerated here.

Explanations are not.

I walked through the corridor toward the decontamination sector. The walls emitted a pale bluish glow, and the floor vibrated faintly beneath my steps, the living pulse of Nova-Eden, the mechanical heart of a world without a sky.

I splashed water over my face and looked up at the mirror.

Empty eyes.

Dark circles.

Skin paler than usual.

I looked like one of the specimens I analyzed every day, another failed experiment suspended between survival and decay.

My shift ended at twenty-three hundred.

I left the laboratory with heavy legs and a mind clouded by exhaustion.

The route back to the residential quarters was a maze of metallic corridors and suspended walkways crossed only by a handful of workers heading home.

No one spoke.

People here never really connect with one another, as though even conversation had been classified as a defect to eliminate.

My apartment is a cube measuring six meters on each side, with matte steel walls and a window overlooking a holographic projection of the sky.

A sky that changes color every hour, yet never becomes real.

I pull off my uniform and let it fall to the floor before sitting on the edge of the bed in my T-shirt.

My hands are trembling.

I run my fingers along the vein in my arm and feel the blood moving beneath the skin, pulsing too fast, too hard.

Ever since I reduced the dosage, it feels as though something inside me has awakened, an ancient rhythm, uneven and uncontrollable.

But when I take the pills, everything goes silent.

No pain.

No memories.

No life.

So I choose the lesser evil.

The pain.

The confusion.

The fear.

I choose to feel.

I lie back and stare at the white ceiling while the holographic lights simulate an artificial dawn I’ll never truly see.

I want only one thing.

A normal life.

A life where blood isn’t a sentence.

I want to know what it feels like to breathe real air, to stand beneath the sun, to feel something other than fear and control.

Eventually the buzzing inside my chest begins to fade, and my heartbeat settles into something almost normal.

I close my eyes.

But the ringing never disappears.

It remains there, constant, like a message I still cannot decipher.

And in the artificial darkness of my sterile room, I hear it again.

Not an external sound.

Something deeper.

More intimate.

Almost like a call rising from the blood itself.

And every night, it grows a little stronger.
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The City of the Pureborn

Nova-Eden rose beneath a permanently gray sky like a colossus of glass and steel, illuminated by cold lights that marked the boundary between order and chaos.

The city was more than a metropolis.

It was a living organism, pulsing with routine and control.

Every sector, every street, every tower told the story of genetic hierarchy. The Pureborn lived above, ruling with surgical elegance among vertical gardens and fountains that released perfumed vapor into the air. The Contaminated were pushed into the lower districts, condemned to corridors of dull metal and buildings worn hollow by time, where flickering lights cast a constant sense of alienation over everything. The Residuals, meanwhile, survived within the Buried City, the forgotten depths no one dared explore anymore.

The streets flowed with carefully ordered lives, every individual classified according to their DNA.

Some walked with calm confidence, wearing biometric trackers and monitoring devices programmed to detect the slightest irregularity. Others, especially the Contaminated, moved quietly through the crowds, careful not to attract unwanted attention. The Residuals hid even deeper, among the rocky tunnels and underground ruins of the city buried beneath the city itself.

Even children had already learned the weight of genetic difference.

They were cataloged, measured, evaluated every day against those considered superior, as though the value of a human life could be calculated through nucleotide sequences alone.

In the upper districts, technology governed every aspect of existence. Drones monitored movement from above while holographic projections dispensed behavioral instructions in calm synthetic voices. Air purification systems regulated oxygen, temperature, even light exposure, all engineered to preserve mental clarity and genetic stability.

The people looked flawless.

But every smile felt rehearsed.

Every gesture recorded.

Every word observed.

Spontaneity no longer existed, yet no one seemed to resist. The illusion of perfection had become more powerful than law itself.

Further down, the city changed its face.

The towers narrowed into metallic blocks stained by age and neglect. Flickering lights revealed hidden laboratories, improvised workshops, and overcrowded passageways packed with exhausted workers moving through prescribed routes.

Here, the Contaminated survived through endless labor shifts and constant genetic testing, performing the dangerous work the Pureborn considered beneath them.

The murmur of hushed conversations, the mechanical hum of surveillance drones, and the intermittent wail of warning sirens blended into a permanent atmosphere of tension.

Every face carried the same marks.

Fatigue.

Fear.

And the bitter awareness that their lives had already been measured and judged long before they had truly begun.

And yet, within that anonymous tide of workers, among restless hands and lowered eyes, Ian Stafford moved like a silent, perfectly calibrated mechanism.

To the city, his existence appeared insignificant, another technician buried within the endless machinery of Nova-Eden.

But Ian felt something else inside himself.

Something invisible.

A sense that his life was tied to a purpose larger than anything he understood, as though some silent force had been calling to him since birth.

He could not remember the face of the woman who had saved him, the researcher who had defied protocol and carried him out of the laboratory where he had been born, a defective infant marked for termination.

But as he grew older, fragments of the truth reached him through the people who had taken him in.

His childhood had been hidden behind sealed corridors, genetic control rooms, and private lessons administered by a man who had once been close to the researcher and who regarded Ian less as an adopted child than as an experiment worth preserving.

Ian learned to read DNA sequences before he learned to navigate the crowded lower districts.

He endured hunger, isolation, and the constant fear that the people hunting him would eventually return.

But he never lost the instinct to survive.

Only in recent years had he managed to secure a position inside the laboratory system as a genetic technician, earning the trust of his superiors despite being classified as Contaminated.

He had spent countless sleepless nights among sequencing systems, blood samples, and genetic correction algorithms until his name became associated with efficiency and reliability.

Yet that seemingly ordered existence had never silenced the torment inside him.

Every day he battled unexplained neurological seizures. His body betrayed his mind, and the clarity he gained by reducing the medication placed him in constant danger.

Now, seated alone in his underground apartment while artificial light filtered through the metallic vents overhead, Ian felt something moving quietly beneath the surface of his thoughts.

Expectation.

He did not know what awaited him.

He did not understand why his existence felt so profoundly different from everyone else’s.

But somewhere inside him, distant and irregular as the pulse of blood itself, a voice continued whispering that his life carried a purpose he had not yet begun to understand.

And while the City of the Pureborn pulsed above him, suspended between perfection and oppression, Ian knew one thing with absolute certainty.

He had never truly been alone.

Something hidden within his own flesh, within his blood, within the architecture of his destiny, was calling to him.

And soon, that call would begin demanding answers.
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Liv Harrow

Liv Harrow belonged to the very top of the genetic hierarchy.

A third-generation Pureborn, she had been born and raised in the upper districts of Nova-Eden, where the air carried the scent of ozone and transparent domes filtered the sky into a flawless imitation of dawn.

From childhood, she had been trained for excellence.

Discipline.

Precision.

Control.

Her days had been shaped by lessons, aptitude examinations, and constant evaluations measuring adaptability and biological purity.

In Nova-Eden, everything revolved around blood.

And hers was considered among the purest ever recorded.

Yet beneath the flawless exterior of the scientist, Liv carried a fracture no one could see.

It was not merely the exhaustion accumulated during years of military service within the Biogenetic Divisions, where she had witnessed experiments bordering on human madness.

It was something deeper.

Something corrosive.

She had watched people destroyed in the name of perfection, children genetically “corrected” before they could even speak, soldiers enhanced until nothing recognizable remained of who they once were.

Nothing around her felt human anymore.

As though humanity itself had been erased piece by piece, leaving behind only a polished imitation.

During the Sector Wars, Liv Harrow had been a feared name.

She had commanded a division of medical geneticists tasked with “purifying” soldiers of hereditary defects. She had watched life fade from the eyes of patients lying beneath surgical lights while convincing herself it was a necessary sacrifice.

For years, she believed it.

Until something inside her finally broke.

There was one memory in particular that always resurfaced during moments of exhaustion, when her body betrayed her with symptoms she could no longer ignore: stress, anxiety, shortness of breath.

An eight-year-old girl had failed an immunogenic compatibility test.

According to protocol, the child was designated noncompliant and scheduled for elimination.

Liv had attempted to save her by falsifying the results.

The deception was discovered almost immediately.

The case was erased from the archives.

The girl disappeared from the system as though she had never existed.

And Liv, by direct order of her superiors, was reassigned to the Civil Research Departments.

After that day, she swore she would never again allow conscience to override survival.

Compassion had cost her too much.

Now she worked within the Central Sequencing Laboratories, the technological heart of Nova-Eden, where the genetic codes of millions were analyzed, cataloged, and archived.

The facility felt sterile to the point of unreality.

Walls of frosted glass.

Holographic terminals suspended in the air.

White lights pulsing in measured intervals like artificial heartbeats.

Every operator was connected to a neural network that tracked data streams in real time, and every anomaly was immediately transmitted to the Council of the Pureborn.

Liv spent most of her days seated before her terminal, eyes fixed on endless rivers of code.

Long ago, she had learned to read DNA the way others read language.

Every mutation.

Every variation.

Every silence hidden within the genome carried meaning for her.

Then one evening, something changed.

An unauthorized alert appeared across her monitor.

Encrypted file detected.

No digital signature.

No origin registry.

Only a single identifier pulsing softly against the dark screen.

Blood Code.

Liv remained perfectly still for several seconds, staring at the words as though they possessed a heartbeat of their own.

System errors were not unusual.

But this file was different.

It bypassed every known security routine, and each access attempt triggered the same response:

ACCESS RESTRICTED — AUTHORIZATION LEVEL: UNKNOWN

A chill moved slowly down her spine.

Instinctively, she isolated the local network and initiated a manual decryption sequence through the secure channel.

The process took hours.

When the encryption finally broke, fragmented images flooded the screen: incomplete genetic mappings, impossible sequence structures, combinations of code unlike anything contained within any known database.

Then, buried within the chaos, a readable fragment emerged.

A sequence glowing in irregular shades of red.

No biological signature.

No origin marker.

DNA without identity.

Without history.

Impossible.

Liv ran a hand through her hair, uncertain whether to report the anomaly or erase it entirely.

In a system where every breath was monitored, possession of an unidentified genetic file could destroy a career.

Or worse.

Yet something stopped her from deleting it.

An instinct she had not felt in years.

A distant unease.

As though the code itself were calling to her.

She could not explain why, but she suddenly became certain that the Blood Code was not merely corrupted data.

It felt alive.

In the end, she closed the security protocols and copied the file onto her personal device, burying it beneath multiple layers of encrypted access keys.

Only after making that reckless decision did she finally rise from her workstation.

She crossed the laboratory and stood before the enormous glass wall overlooking the city.

Nova-Eden stretched beneath her, luminous and sterile, perfect in its illusion of harmony.

And for the first time in years, Liv felt something shift inside her.

As though the air itself had changed.

She did not yet understand that the discovery she carried with her would set something far greater into motion.

Nor did she know that the unknown sequence belonged to someone whose life had already become inseparably bound to her own.
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Subject Zero

The Central Presentation Laboratory resembled a cathedral built from light and glass.

Its towering walls reflected streams of holographic data cascading downward in vertical currents while the members of the Pureborn Consortium occupied the upper tiers, draped in ivory-colored garments that reinforced their carefully cultivated aura of superiority.

Below them, like actors waiting beneath a silent stage, technicians and operators stood in anticipation of the demonstration.

The murmur filling the room remained restrained, polite, yet charged with tension.

Every new project unveiled by the Genetic Department represented another step toward perfection, or at least toward what Nova-Eden defined as perfection.

Research initiatives were normally reviewed every six months, but this presentation had been moved forward. The Central Government had announced that funding would be granted only to the experimental divisions capable of reaching operational milestones first.

Competition had become another form of survival.

From the elevated central platform, Liv Harrow observed the audience in silence.

She wore the dark uniform reserved for senior researchers. Her expression remained composed and severe, yet her unnaturally pale blue eyes betrayed an unease she could no longer fully conceal.

She was Pureborn.

And lately, the word itself felt poisonous in her throat.

The project she was about to present, Synapsis-V, had been designed to read genetic coherence in real time, identifying mutations and biological “deviations” before symptoms could even manifest.

An invisible system of surveillance disguised as progress.

Liv understood that better than anyone.

Yet today she was expected to sound proud of it.

«Good morning,» she began calmly, her voice perfectly measured. «What you are about to witness is the result of years of genetic research and selective refinement. Synapsis-V is capable of mapping and projecting an individual’s vital code in less than three seconds.»
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