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Chapter 1 
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THE CITY DOESN’T WAKE up anymore. It just powers on.

Screens flicker to life across tower walls, storefronts, vending machines. Drones drift over traffic like tired satellites. Everything hums with soft light and digital whispers. Everywhere, the same message repeats: “Feel something again.” “Rent a memory. Rent a life.” MEMOS.CORP — Where Experience is Ownership™

A bus cruises by, wrapped in a glowing ad. A woman screams in one frame, kisses someone in the next, and then vanishes in static.

“Need inspiration? Rent genius. We preserve the minds of the brilliant.” “People with vast creativity in their minds... are our customers.”

––––––––
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ON A STOREFRONT WINDOW:

“All emotions. No consequences.” “Subscribe monthly. Forget yourself.”

Nobody’s shocked. Nobody looks up. It’s just the rhythm of the city now. MEMOS has made emotion a commodity — and everyone’s buying.

On the side of a high-rise, in massive, unmissable letters:

MEMOS.CORP New World. New Memories.
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Chapter 2
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THE STREETS SMELLED like damp electricity and old paint.

Rybak walked with his hands in his pockets and a cigarette tucked between his lips like it owed him something. Smoke curled past a billboard above him, where a smiling woman laughed through a montage of stolen joy.

“Rent happiness. Rent sorrow. Rent meaning.” MEMOS.CORP – Your memories, their experience.

––––––––
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HE EXHALED AT IT LIKE a protest. His last canvas was two weeks old and still blank. No paints. No gigs. Just sketches on napkins and a brain full of noise.

He kept walking. "Hey! Hey, guy!"

Rybak turned. A man with a red beard like rust leaned out from between two buildings — half in shadow, half in mischief. The kind of guy who always seemed to know a shortcut that wasn’t supposed to exist.

“Who, me?” Rybak said.

“I don’t have any money, man.” The red-bearded man grinned wide. “Fuck your money. You want something creative? You want to feel again? Also maybe make a little cash on the side?”
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