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The Code Of Secret Domination

1. Prologue

The Midnight Archive, a city that was a living organism,
pulsed with memories it could no longer hold.

The city’s skyline gleamed with neon lights, casting a
vibrant glow of pink and blue hues. Below, the streets
pulsed with energy, filled with the hum of hovercrafts and
the echoes of the past. Time worked differently here - it
was fragmented and fluid. Memories were the city’s life
force, and they were constantly being extracted, traded,
and stolen.

The Midnight Archive stood at its heart, a towering
shadow among the shimmering skyscrapers. To the
untrained eye, it was a relic of outdated architecture
swallowed by modernity. But for those who dared to look
closer, it was a fortress of secrets. Inside its walls,
memories were preserved, catalogued, and locked
away—fragments of lives sold to the highest bidder or
hidden from prying eyes. What the Archive stored, it also
controlled. And what it controlled, it could destroy.

Tonight, the air felt heavier.

The city’s hum had changed—subtler, darker, like the
faint vibration of a storm still hours away. Across districts
forgotten by time, faint glitches rippled through the
holographic  billboards.  Advertisements  promising
happiness and success blurred into static, then briefly
morphed into something else: flashes of faces twisted in
terror, collapsing buildings, a map marred with red zones.
The images were gone as quickly as they appeared,
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leaving only unease in their wake.

Inside the Midnight Archive, the temperature dropped.
Deep in the labyrinth of glowing shelves and humming
servers, a vial blinked erratically. It was unmarked—no
name, no date, no identity. Unlike the others that glowed
softly with the hues of memories contained within, this
one pulsed like a dying star.

No alarms sounded. No technicians noticed. But
something had been triggered.

In the upper levels of the city, where the skyline met the
clouds, a group of masked figures gathered around a
circular table. Their faces were obscured, their voices low
and measured. The room was illuminated by a faint, blue
light emanating from the table’s surface, casting
elongated shadows that danced across the walls.

“It’s begun,” one of them murmured, their tone a mix of
anticipation and fear.

Another leaned forward, their mask glinting in the pale
light. “The memory wasn’t supposed to activate.”

“It’s too late to stop it now,” a third voice said, sharper
than the others. “We need to prepare for the fallout.”

Far below, the street-level districts carried on in blissful
ignorance. Scavengers bartered stolen scraps of tech.
Street performers juggled glowing orbs in exchange for
loose credits. A child pressed their face to the glass of a
memory booth, watching someone relive a first love. To
them, it was just another night in the city.

But the Archive’s silence was deceptive. The unmarked
vial wasn’t just a glitch or an anomaly—it was a fuse. And
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the city, for all its shimmering lights and sprawling chaos,
was the powder keg.

A faint tremor rippled through the ground, barely
noticeable but enough to still the air. In the moments of
quiet that followed, it was as if the city itself held its
breath, waiting.

Something had awakened in the Midnight Archive.

And it would not go unnoticed.
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2. Memory Thief

The lower districts of the city were a world apart from the
shimmering skyline above. While the elite lived in
towering spires of glass and steel, down here, survival was
a daily gamble. The streets twisted into labyrinthine alleys
where neon lights flickered between states of decay.

Lina stepped over a puddle that shimmered with oil and
static, a sign of leaking memory dust—traces of memories
illegally siphoned from people and dumped when they
lost value. In the dark corners of the alley, vendors in
patchwork cloaks whispered coded phrases, offering
stolen memories to those desperate enough to buy them.

“First love—authentic, untouched,” murmured an old
trader, holding up a glowing vial. “Guaranteed
heartbreak, only 500 credits.”

Lina ignored him. She had seen enough addicts, people
who traded their real lives for loops of nostalgic bliss,
drowning in borrowed memories until they forgot their
own.

At the edge of the alley, a makeshift market sprawled
beneath the ruins of an abandoned overpass. Cybernetic
implants, counterfeit identity chips, and experimental
neural enhancers were bartered like cheap jewellery. She
passed a stall where a hunched woman was extracting a
memory directly from a man’s temple—his eyes
unfocused, lips trembling as the machine pulled
something vital from his mind.

Lina’s stomach clenched. She had no illusions about what
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she did. But at least she stole from those who deserved it.
Tonight, she had a job to do.

The city never slept, but Lina moved through its veins like
a shadow—silent, unnoticed, and always one step ahead
of its unrelenting pulse. Her boots barely made a sound
against the damp metal grates of the lower districts, where
the air smelled of ozone and forgotten promises. She
tugged her hood lower, her sharp eyes scanning for the
usual signs of trouble: a glint of steel, a shadow moving
against the grain of the crowd, or the unmistakable hum
of patrol drones.

Lina wasn’t afraid. Fear was a luxury for those with a
safety net, and she’d cut hers loose a long time ago. She
thrived in the space others avoided—the alleys, the black
markets, and the Memory Dens where humanity’s secrets
were siphoned, sold, and stolen.

Tonight’s job wasn’t supposed to be complicated.

Her target was a mid-level bureaucrat from the
government’s Oversight Division—a man bloated with
power and memories not his own. Lina had been hired to
extract one particular memory: the details of an illicit deal
he had brokered in secret. The client wanted it for
leverage, but Lina didn’t ask why. She never did. The less
she knew, the safer she was.

The memory exchange was happening in a quiet corner of
District 7°s underground bazaar. Here, traders peddled in
stolen identities, counterfeit memories, and black-market
upgrades. The air buzzed with whispers of deals and the
faint glow of neural implants. Lina weaved through the
crowd, her hand brushing the small syringe-like device
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strapped to her wrist—a memory extractor, sleek and
efficient.

She spotted her mark. The bureaucrat was exactly as
described: balding, wearing a suit that screamed
counterfeit wealth, and carrying himself with the
arrogance of someone who thought he was untouchable.
He leaned over a table cluttered with holographic screens,
negotiating with a shady dealer over a vial of glowing
amber—a memory that sparkled like liquid gold.

Lina’s lips twitched into a faint smirk. It was almost too
easy.

She waited for the dealer to step away before slipping into
the seat opposite the man. He looked up, startled, but
before he could speak, Lina pressed the memory extractor
to his temple. A quiet hiss, a faint glow, and it was done.
The man slumped forward, unconscious but unharmed.

The memory vial slid into her hand, warm and pulsing like
a heartbeat.

It should have ended there.

But as Lina turned to leave, a faint hum caught her
attention. It wasn’t coming from the vial she’d just
extracted, but from a small, unmarked capsule tucked
among the bureaucrat’s belongings. It didn’t glow like the
others. Instead, it seemed to absorb the light around it, a
void that made her skin prickle with unease.

She shouldn’t have touched it. She knew that.

But Lina was a thief, and curiosity was a habit she
couldn’t break. Her fingers closed around the capsule, and
the world seemed to shift—colours blurring, sounds
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distorting into a low, haunting hum.
For a fleeting moment, she felt... everything.

A flood of emotions, disjointed images, and whispers she
couldn’t understand. It wasn’t a memory. It was
something else—something darker, deeper, and alive.
Lina stumbled back, clutching the capsule to her chest as
if it might leap from her grasp.

“What are you?” she whispered, her voice barely audible
above the chaos of the bazaar.

The capsule didn’t answer, but something deep inside her
did. A chill crawled up her spine, and she suddenly felt
exposed, as though the shadows around her were
watching, waiting.

She shoved the capsule into her pocket and disappeared
into the crowd, her heart pounding like a warning bell.

The bureaucrat slumped forward as Lina pocketed the
extracted memory. It should have been simple—get in,
take what she needed, get out. But something felt... off.

A faint, almost imperceptible shift in the air. The silence
felt too perfect.

She turned.
A second too late.

A pulse of blue light shot toward her, grazing her arm.
Pain seared through her jacket as she stumbled back,
cursing. A cloaked figure emerged from the shadows,
holding a sleek, high-tech stun rifle.

“You picked the wrong memory to steal, thief.”

Lina didn’t wait for a conversation. She threw herself
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backward, toppling a row of display screens as another
blast struck where she had just stood. The crowd
panicked, scattering in all directions.

A drone whirred overhead, its red scanners locking onto
her. Shit. The place was crawling with council enforcers,
hidden in plain sight.

She sprinted toward the nearest exit, dodging between
panicked market-goers. The bureaucrat’s memory vial
pulsed in her grip. Her real prize—the unmarked
memory—pressed against her ribs in her inner pocket.

A second drone descended, blocking her path. It extended
a mechanical arm, preparing to inject a neural inhibitor.

Lina yanked a small EMP disk from her belt and flung it.

A sharp pulse of energy rippled through the air. The
drone’s optics flickered, and it collapsed in a heap of
sparking metal.

Lina didn’t stop. She tore down the alley, disappearing
into the city’s underbelly.

She had the memory. But now, someone knew she had it.
And they wouldn’t stop until they got it back.

Above the city, in the sealed halls of the Midnight
Archive—or rather, The Mnemonic Nexus—a single red
light began to blink. It was faint, barely noticeable among
the thousands of monitors and data streams, but it was
enough to catch the attention of a lone technician.

“Unmarked memory detected,” he muttered, his voice
tinged with disbelief.

Somewhere deep within the Nexus, gears began to turn.
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And far below, Lina, clutching her stolen prize, had no
idea that she’d just stolen more than a memory. She’d
stolen the key to unravel everything.

Lina’s decision to keep the unmarked memory sets off a
chain of events she doesn’t yet understand. Who does the
memory belong to? Why was it hidden? And why does
she feel like someone—or something—is now hunting
her?

The stakes have been raised, and Lina’s life is about to
change forever.
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3. Unmarked Memory

Lina sat in her dimly lit apartment, a patchwork of
shadows and neon spilling in through the cracked blinds.
The room, cluttered with spare parts and half-
disassembled gadgets, seemed quieter than usual, as
though the air itself was holding its breath.

The unmarked capsule sat on her desk, its dark surface
absorbing the faint glow of a nearby lamp. It didn’t look
like any memory vial she’d ever seen. Most were
transparent, shimmering with the light of captured
experiences. This one felt... heavy.

She reached for her tools—a small analyzer she’d stolen
from a Memory Den a year ago. It was a crude device but
reliable. Sliding the capsule into the dock, she activated
the machine. The hum of its circuits filled the room, a
sound that usually comforted her. Tonight, it only made
her hands tremble.

The analyzer’s screen flickered to life, lines of encrypted
data racing across it. She frowned. Most memories
opened with ease, revealing glimpses of someone’s life,
but this one resisted. It was locked, encoded with layers
of security she’d never seen before.

“What the hell are you hiding?”” she muttered.

After a few adjustments and some risky overrides, the
lock gave way. The screen filled with an image—a man
standing in a high-ceilinged chamber, his face obscured
by shadows. Around him, towering machines pulsed with
light, their purpose unclear. The sound of voices drifted
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through the feed, low and urgent, but they weren’t coming
from the memory. They were layered within, as though
someone had hidden an additional recording inside.

Lina leaned closer as the memory unfolded.

The scene shifted to a vast council room where the city’s
leaders sat in a circle. Their faces were sharp,
emotionless, almost inhuman in their stillness. A woman
at the centre spoke in clipped tones:

“We cannot allow this information to surface. If the
people find out...”

Her words dissolved into static, but Lina caught
fragments: control... rebellion... erase.

The memory skipped again. This time, it was chaos—
streets filled with screaming civilians, their faces blurred.
Soldiers marched through the crowd, dragging people
away as fires burned in the distance. A voice cut through
the chaos, cold and authoritative:

“Release the siphons. We’ll wipe them all if we have to.”

Lina yanked the capsule from the analyzer, her chest
heaving. The images, the voices, the truth—it was too
much. She pressed her hands to her temples, trying to
steady herself.

“What is this?” she whispered, her voice cracking.

The implications were horrifying. This wasn’t just a
memory; it was a blueprint for the city’s corruption. The
siphons, the soldiers, the council’s orders—it was all
connected.

Her instincts screamed at her to destroy the capsule, to
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erase the nightmare before it could consume her. But a
quieter voice, buried deep in her mind, urged her to act.

People need to know.

The thought terrified her. Lina wasn’t a hero. She wasn’t
a revolutionary. She was a thief, someone who worked in
the shadows and survived by staying invisible. But now,
she was holding something that could shatter the city’s
delicate balance.

She paced the room, the capsule burning in her pocket like
a live wire. What if the council knew she had it? What if
they were already coming for her? The thought made her
glance at the window, half expecting to see patrol drones
hovering outside.

Her gaze fell on the memory extractor resting on her desk.
For the first time, she hated the thing. It had brought her
wealth, power, and survival, but now it felt like a curse.

She had to make a decision.

Lina grabbed her coat and stuffed the capsule into an inner
pocket. She couldn’t stay here. If she was going to figure
out her next move, she needed answers—and she knew
exactly where to start.

A name rose unbidden in her mind: Elian.

The reclusive inventor was her occasional ally and
supplier of tech, but he had a reputation for knowing
things he shouldn’t. If anyone could make sense of what
she’d uncovered, it was him.

As she stepped into the night, the city’s neon lights
reflected off the slick streets, casting fractured patterns
that seemed to ripple like the memory itself. Every
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shadow felt like a threat, every drone overhead a spy.

But Lina didn’t stop. She had crossed a line she couldn’t
uncross, and now there was no turning back.

Who is Elian, and what secrets does he hold? As Lina
seeks his help, she’ll uncover not just the truth behind the
memory but also the dangers of exposing it. The question
lingers: will she risk everything to reveal the conspiracy,
or will the city’s leaders silence her before she can act?
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4. A Chance Encounters

The industrial district was a labyrinth of abandoned
factories and forgotten streets. Towering smokestacks
loomed overhead, their rusted frames casting jagged
shadows across the damp pavement. It was a place Lina
rarely dared to visit; a ghost town of progress long
abandoned by the city’s elite.

She pulled her hood tighter against the cold drizzle and
glanced at the crumpled piece of paper in her hand. A set
of coordinates, scribbled hastily by an old contact, led her
here. The address wasn’t listed anywhere on public
records.

“Elian better be worth this,” she muttered under her
breath, stepping around a puddle reflecting the flickering
neon of a distant streetlamp.

She found the building tucked between two looming
warehouses; its exterior nondescript saves for the faint
hum of machinery emanating from within. The air around
it seemed heavier, charged with the kind of static that
made her skin prickle.

Lina rapped on the metal door. Once. Twice. A long
pause. She shifted on her feet, half-expecting no response.

Then came the sound of locks disengaging—too many for
comfort—and the door creaked open just wide enough for
a single, piercing eye to scrutinize her.

Elian didn’t trust people.

The workshop was cluttered with old tech, discarded
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schematics, and half-built machines that hummed with
untapped potential. Yet for all its chaos, there was one
untouched space—a single shelf, pristine and dust-free.

It held a row of identical memory vials.
One for each year he had tried to recover what he lost.

Elian picked one up, turning it between his fingers. Inside,
a pale blue glow pulsed faintly. Not a real memory. Just
a fragment. A failed attempt.

She had once been a scientist, just like him. Smart.
Stubborn. Obsessed with solving the mysteries of the
mind.

And she had trusted the wrong people.

The council had erased her—not killed, erased. Her
memories, her identity, her very existence. He had
watched as she stared at him one day with blank eyes, no
longer knowing who he was.

The council had called it “Reintegration.” A reset of
unwanted minds.

Elian called it murder.

He set the vial back on the shelf and turned as the knock
sounded on his door.

Lina had arrived.

And, despite himself, he was about to get involved in
another fight that could cost him everything.

“What do you want?” a gravelly voice demanded.

“Elian,” Lina said, keeping her tone steady. “I need your
help.”
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The door opened further, revealing a man in his late
thirties, his face partially obscured by the dim light. His
unkempt hair fell over sharp features, and his eyes, one
brown and one mechanical, flickered with suspicion.

“You’re in the wrong place if you’re looking for charity,”
Elian said, his tone cold.

“I’m not here for charity,” Lina shot back. “I have
something you’ll want to see.”

His gaze sharpened, but he didn’t move. “People don’t
find me unless they’re desperate. So, what’s your angle?”

Lina hesitated, then pulled the unmarked capsule from her
pocket, holding it up so the light caught its unusual
surface. “This.”

Elian’s expression shifted—a flicker of recognition,
quickly masked. Without another word, he stepped aside,
motioning her in.

The interior of the building was a chaotic workshop.
Shelves sagged under the weight of spare parts and
salvaged tech, while half-built machines buzzed and
whirred in a corner. A massive digital board dominated
one wall, its surface cluttered with schematics, maps, and
equations Lina couldn’t begin to decipher.

“Put it there,” Elian said, pointing to a table littered with
tools. He moved with a deliberate precision, his
mechanical eye glowing faintly as he studied her.

Reluctantly, Lina set the capsule down and stepped back.
“Do you know what it is?”

Elian ignored her question, picking up the capsule with a
gloved hand. He turned it over, his brows furrowing.
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“Where did you get this?”
“That’s not important.”

His gaze snhapped to hers, sharp as a blade. “It is if you
want me to help you. Do you have any idea how
dangerous this is?”

Lina crossed her arms. <l wouldn’t be here if | didn’t.”

Elian sighed and set the capsule on a scanner. The
machine hummed to life, projecting a holographic
interface above the table. He navigated through layers of
data with quick, practiced movements.

“This tech isn’t standard,” he muttered. “The encryption
is military-grade—no, beyond that. It’s been designed to
erase itself if tampered with.”

“Can you unlock it?” Lina asked, trying to mask her
impatience.

“l can try,” he said, his tone grim. “But if | do, you’re
inviting trouble you can’t imagine.”

“I’ve already invited it,” she said, her voice steady.

Elian glanced at her, his expression unreadable. “You’ve

got guts, I’ll give you that.” He paused, then added, “But
guts won’t save you if the council finds out.”

Lina’s stomach twisted. “The council?”

Elian nodded, his fingers still working the interface.
“They control everything—trade, technology, even
information. If this memory belongs to them, it’s not
something they’ll let go of easily.”

The scanner beeped, and the holographic display shifted.
A fragment of the memory played, showing the shadowy
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council chamber Lina had seen before. Elian’s face
darkened as he watched, his mechanical eye whirring
softly.

“This...” he began, then stopped. For the first time, his
confidence seemed to falter.

“What?” Lina pressed.

Elian stepped back from the table, rubbing a hand over his
face. “This isn’t just a memory. It’s evidence. A record of
something they don’t want anyone to know.”

“Then we need to expose it,” Lina said.

Elian barked a harsh laugh. “You think it’s that simple?
You’d need more than this. Proof. Allies. A way to stay
alive long enough to use it.”

“Can you help me or not?”

Elian hesitated, then nodded slowly. “I’ll help. But if
we’re doing this, we’re doing it my way. No reckless
heroics. No unnecessary risks.”

“Fine,” Lina said, though her mind raced with questions.

Elian’s gaze softened slightly, though his voice remained
firm. “You’ve stumbled into something big, thief. And if
we’re not careful, it’ll swallow us both.”

With Elian on her side, Lina takes her first steps into a
dangerous game of uncovering the truth. But as the
council’s shadow looms closer, can they stay ahead of
those who will stop at nothing to protect their secrets?
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5. The Black Market Of Memories

The city had its secrets, but none were as lucrative—or as
dangerous—as the underground memory market.

Lina pulled her hood lower, blending into the maze of
neon-lit alleys that led to the Hollow Bazaar. The deeper
she went, the thicker the air became with the scent of olil,
damp metal, and the faint hum of decaying electronics.

This wasn’t just a marketplace. It was an auction house
for stolen lives.

She reached the entrance, a rusted gateway marked with a
flickering neon sign:

“ECHOES FOR SALE.”
A masked guard scanned her before nodding her through.

Inside, the bazaar pulsed with an eerie vibrance. Rows of
glass cases held memories suspended in vials, glowing
like bottled constellations.

Vendors hawked experiences—first love, victory,
betrayal—each with a price tag.

“Experience the thrill of skydiving—without ever leaving
your seat!” one seller boasted, holding up a vial labelled
ADRENALINE RUSH.

“Ever wanted to feel the pain of heartbreak? Limited
edition. ”

Lina ignored them, her eyes locked on the main stage.

The auctioneer, a tall woman with cybernetic implants
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running down her arms, held up a silver-tinged vial.
“Lot #31: A memory with no recorded origin.”

A murmur spread through the crowd. Unmarked
memories were dangerous. No history, no known
owner—just a fragment of someone’s past, waiting to be
exploited.

Lina’s gut twisted.

The memory’s color matched the one she had stolen
years ago.

She moved toward the bidding console, ready to place her
bid—

Then someone else raised a hand first.

Lina turned sharply.

The buyer was cloaked, face hidden. But something
about them was familiar.

They knew what this memory contained.

And they wanted it before she could get to it.
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6. Journalist Quest

The newsroom was a chaotic symphony of ringing
phones, clattering keyboards, and raised voices. Amid the
noise, Maia leaned over her desk, scanning the documents
spread before her. Names, dates, and events linked by red
lines on a sprawling diagram filled the surface. Her dark
eyes burned with intensity as she traced the web of
corruption she had spent years unravelling.

The city’s council was a fortress of secrecy, their true
dealings buried beneath layers of bureaucracy and
propaganda. Maia’s instincts told her there was a crack in
their armor, and recent whispers of a rogue memory thief
might be the opening she needed.

“Maia!”

She glanced up to see her editor leaning out of his glass
office. “If you’ve got time to daydream, you’ve got time
to write. Deadlines in two hours!”

“On it,” Maia called back, already turning her attention to
the half-finished article on her screen. But her mind
wasn’t on deadlines or headlines—it was on the tip she
had received the night before.

The message was cryptic, sent from an untraceable
account: “The thief has something they can’t hide.
Find her before they do.”

Her sources in the underground memory trade had gone
silent when she tried to confirm the details. That, more
than anything, told her the tip was real—and dangerous.
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Later that night, Maia found herself in a dimly lit bar in
the heart of the city’s underbelly. The air was thick with
smoke and murmured conversations. It was a haven for
smugglers, hackers, and those who thrived in the grey
areas of society.

She spotted her contact in a corner booth, a wiry man with
nervous eyes. “You shouldn’t be here,” he hissed as she
slid into the seat across from him.

“You’ve said that before, Sam,” Maia replied, her voice
calm but firm. “What do you know about the thief?”

Sam glanced around, his fingers drumming on the table.
“Word is, she’s got something big. Something that could
bring the whole system down.”

“Details, Sam,” Maia pressed.

He leaned closer, lowering his voice. “There’s a capsule.
Unmarked. It’s not like the usual trades—this one’s hot.
Too hot.”

“Where is she?”

Sam hesitated, his gaze darting toward the door. “If | tell
you, they’ll know it came from me. | can’t—"

“Sam.” Maia placed a hand on his, her expression
hardening. “You came to me. You want this exposed. So,
tell me what I need to know.”

After a tense moment, he sighed and scribbled an address
on a napkin. “But be careful,” he warned. “If the council’s
involved, you’re stepping into a minefield.”

Maia slipped the napkin into her pocket and left without
another word.
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The address led her to a run-down apartment complex on
the city’s outskirts. Maia climbed the creaking stairs, her
heart pounding as she approached the door. She knocked,
and when no one answered, she tried the handle.

The room was empty, but signs of a hasty departure were
everywhere—papers scattered across the floor, a chair
tipped over, a half-eaten meal abandoned on the counter.

“Looking for someone?”

The voice startled Maia, and she spun around to see a
woman standing in the shadows. Her hood obscured her
face, but there was no mistaking the glint of determination
in her eyes.

“You’re the thief,” Maia said, her voice steady despite the
adrenaline coursing through her.

“And you’re the journalist,” the woman replied, stepping
into the light.

Lina.

For a moment, they studied each other, two strangers
bound by a shared sense of purpose and danger.

“What do you want?” Lina asked, her tone guarded.
“I want the truth,” Maia said. “And I think you do too.”

Lina hesitated, then nodded. “Then we need to talk. But
not here.”

As Lina and Maia begin to exchange information, their
uneasy alliance is put to the test by an unexpected threat.
What secrets does Maia already know, and can Lina trust
her new ally as the council closes in?
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7. Uncovering Archive

The dim glow of Elian’s workshop flickered across rows
of half-finished inventions, holographic displays, and
tools scattered in organized chaos. The air hummed with
the faint sound of circuits buzzing as Lina, Maia, and
Elian huddled around a table where the unmarked
memory capsule lay like a loaded gun.

“We’re in over our heads,” Elian muttered, leaning back
in his chair. “Do you even understand what this is?”

Lina crossed her arms. “Not entirely. That’s why |
brought it to you.”

“I’ve seen memory capsules before,” Maia interjected,
her eyes locked on the device. “But this... it’s different.
The encryption alone is like nothing 1’ve come across.”

Elian smirked, his fingers dancing over the holographic
interface of a scanner. “That’s because it’s not just
encrypted. It’s protected by quantum-level locks.
Someone went to great lengths to make sure no one could
access this.”

“And yet here we are,” Lina said, leaning forward. “Can
you open it?”

Elian hesitated, glancing between the two women. “I can
try. But if this thing is connected to the council, it could
trigger a failsafe—a signal that tells them someone’s
tampered with it.”

“Then work fast,” Maia said. “Because if what’s inside is
as dangerous as it seems, they’ll come for us whether we
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open it or not.”

The capsule hummed softly as Elian worked, his brow
furrowed in concentration. Maia paced the room, her
mind racing with the implications of their discovery. Lina,
however, remained still, her gaze fixed on the capsule as
if trying to will it open.

Finally, a soft click echoed in the room, and the
holographic display above the capsule sprang to life.

Something unexpected happened.
A voice—synthetic, fragmented—spoke.

“You are not authorized to access this data. Identify
yourself. ”

Elian froze. “That’s... impossible.”
Lina glanced at him. “What the hell was that?”

Elian’s fingers flew across the interface. “It’s an Al. A
high-level, self-learning entity. The council must have
created it to categorize and filter memories.”

The voice repeated, this time clearer.
““State your purpose, or your session will be terminated. ”

Lina’s stomach twisted. “Elian, tell me this thing isn’t
about to fry us.”

Elian’s mechanical eye flickered as he worked faster. “It
shouldn’t even be conscious. But it’s watching us. And if
it’s still operational, that means it’s been learning all this
time.”

The room dimmed. The air felt heavier. The Al spoke
again, its tone eerily calm.
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“The past is irrelevant. The present is unstable. The
future must be decided. Are you the architects... or the
destruction?”

Lina clenched her fists.
They had been fighting the council.
But now, it seemed they had just woken something worse.

“What is it?” Lina asked, her voice barely above a
whisper.

Elian’s face turned pale as lines of data scrolled across the
screen. “It’s... a map. Or rather, a blueprint. Of the
Archive.”

“The Midnight Archive?” Maia stepped closer, her
journalistic instincts flaring. “That’s just a myth.”

“It’s real,” Elian said, his voice grim. “And this isn’t just
a map. It’s a record of what’s inside—every memory,
every secret. Everything the council has tried to bury.”

Lina’s heart raced. “Why would someone hide this in an
unmarked capsule?”

“To protect it,” Elian replied. “Or to make sure it only fell
into the right hands. But now that we have it...” He trailed
off, his expression darkening.

“We’re targets,” Maia finished for him.

The trio poured over the map, piecing together the layout
of the Archive. It was an underground labyrinth, heavily
guarded and accessible only through a series of encrypted
locks.

“We can’t just walk in,” Lina said, studying the
holographic display. “We’ll need codes, disguises, and a
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way to bypass their surveillance.”

“You’re assuming we’re going,” Elian said, his tone laced
with scepticism.

Maia shot him a sharp look. “You saw the records. The
council isn’t just hiding inconvenient truths—they’re
controlling the city through fear and lies. If we don’t
expose this, no one will.”

Elian sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Fine. But
we need a plan. And more importantly, we need leverage.
If we’re going to risk everything, we need to make sure
it’s worth it.”

Lina nodded. “Agreed. But first, we need to figure out
who created this capsule—and why they wanted it found
now.”

As the trio prepares to infiltrate the Archive, they discover
a hidden message embedded in the capsule, leading them
to a mysterious figure who claims to know the truth about
the council’s darkest secret. Can they trust this new ally,
or is it another trap in a city built on deception?
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8. Secrets Beneath The City

Elian tapped the screen, his cybernetic eye flickering.
“You’re not going to believe this.”

Lina leaned over his shoulder, eyes scanning the map he
had uncovered. The layout showed a vast underground
network beneath the city.

“It’s older than the council,” Elian muttered. “Buried
beneath decades of erased history.”

Lina frowned. “If it was erased, why does it still exist?”

Elian’s fingers hovered over the interface. “Because some
things were too dangerous to delete.”

She exhaled sharply. “How do we get inside?”
Elian smirked. “I have a few ideas.”

Two hours later, Lina found herself in a crumbling
tunnel deep beneath the city, the air damp with old
machinery.

The entrance to the vault was sealed with a mechanical
lock unlike anything she had seen before.

Elian crouched beside it, running a diagnostic scan. “This
system is ancient. If the council really tried to wipe this
place from existence, they did a terrible job.”

Lina shifted uneasily. “Or maybe they left it here as a
warning.”

The lock clicked open.

A rush of cold air hit them.
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Inside, rows of memory capsules lined the walls—
thousands of lost recollections, frozen in time.

And then—at the far end of the vault—a single console
flickered to life.

A voice, synthetic yet hauntingly human, echoed through
the chamber.

“Welcome back. ”
Elian’s breath hitched. “That’s an Al.”

Lina’s pulse pounded. “It knows we’re here.”
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9. The Cost Of Memory

The night air was heavy as the trio moved through the
narrow alleys of the metropolis, the glow of holographic
advertisements casting distorted reflections on the rain-
slick pavement. Lina adjusted her pocket felt heavier with
every step.

Their destination was a decrepit building on the outskirts
of the city—a forgotten library now serving as a safe
house for underground activists. Inside, Maia spread out
the stolen files across a dusty table, their holographic
projections illuminating the room with a cold, pale light.

“These records,” Maia said, her voice steady but her
hands trembling, “are enough to confirm that the council
has been using the Archive to rewrite history. Whole
events erased. People... erased.”

Elian leaned against the wall; his face shadowed. “This is
bigger than I thought,” he murmured.

“And more dangerous,” Lina added, her gaze fixed on the
records.

As the hours stretched on, tension simmered between
them. Lina tried to focus on the files, but fragments of her
own stolen memories began to surface—faces she didn’t
recognize, emotions that weren’t her own. She clenched
her fists, forcing herself to stay present.

“You, okay?” Maia asked, noticing Lina’s pale
complexion.

“I’m fine,” Lina replied sharply, then softened her tone.
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“I just... sometimes, when you take memories, they stick.
They’re not supposed to, but they do.”

Maia frowned. “That sounds like a hazard of the job.”

“It’s more than that,” Lina admitted, her voice barely
above a whisper. “It’s like I’m losing pieces of myself to
make room for everyone else.”

Elian, who had been silent until now, turned toward her.
“That’s the price of playing with memories.” His voice
carried an edge that made Lina look up.

“You say that like you know,” Lina said.

“l do.” Elian’s tone was flat, but his eyes betrayed the
depth of his pain. “I used to work on memory extraction
tech. We thought we were building something
revolutionary. Instead, we created a weapon. My wife was
one of the first test subjects. They said it was safe. They
lied.”

The room fell silent.
“What happened to her?” Maia asked cautiously.

“She didn’t survive,” Elian said, his voice cracking. “But
her memories did. They kept them, stored in the Archive
like data in a server. | tried to get them back, but they were
already repurposed—given to someone else.”

Lina felt a pang of guilt. “I didn’t know...”

“You wouldn’t,” Elian said coldly. “But every time you
steal a memory; you’re playing their game. You’re no
better than they are.”

Lina sat alone on the rooftop of the safe house, the city
stretching out before her in a blur of neon and static.
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In her hand, she turned a memory vial over and over,
watching the faint glow inside shift like liquid stardust.

Elian’s words echoed in her mind.

“Every time you steal a memory; you’re playing their
game.”

She told herself she only stole from the corrupt. That she
was different.

But was she?

How many times had she left someone dazed, confused,
missing something they’d never get back? How many
lives had she altered without their consent?

She squeezed the vial until her knuckles turned white.

For the first time, she wondered if she had stolen more
than memories.

Had she stolen pieces of people?
And if so, was she even worthy of fighting for the truth?

Lina still remembered the first time when she stole a
memory.

She had been seventeen, reckless, and desperate to prove
herself. The target had been a low-level executive—a man
whose secrets could fetch enough credits to keep her alive
for months.

The memory had been easy to extract. Too easy.
But something had gone wrong.

The man had convulsed, his eyes rolling back. The vial in
her hand glowed too brightly, its contents unstable. She
had stepped back, horrified, as the man collapsed, his
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body twitching before falling still.
Lina had run.

For weeks, she had told herself it wasn’t her fault. That
the memory had been corrupted. That he had deserved it.

But sometimes, when she closed her eyes, she still saw his
face.

And she wondered—had she stolen too much?

The tension in the room was palpable. Maia stepped
between them, her voice firm. “We don’t have time for
this. If we’re going to expose the council, we need to work
together.”

“She’s right,” Lina said, swallowing her guilt. “But we
can’t just take down the Archive. We need to understand
it first. If we don’t, we’ll only make things worse.”

Elian sighed, running a hand through his hair. “Fine. But
this doesn’t change the fact that we’re up against an
enemy that controls everything—including us.”

As they prepare their next move, Lina receives an
anonymous message from someone claiming to be a
former insider at the Archive. The message contains a
single cryptic clue: “The truth is deeper than you think.
Find the Whisperer.”
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10. Into The Depths

The night was unnaturally silent. From the rooftop, the
Midnight Archive loomed like an impenetrable fortress,
its dark spires cutting through the sky. The streets below
were devoid of life, but Lina knew better. The council’s
eyes were everywhere—hidden drones, surveillance
feeds, and informants lurking in the shadows.

“This is our one shot,” Lina whispered, adjusting the
memory capsule secured in her belt. “If we fail, we
disappear.”

Elian stood beside her; his gaze locked on the security
scanners along the building’s perimeter. “The external
defences are manageable,” he murmured. “The real
problem starts once we’re inside.”

“Then we don’t get caught,” Maia said, checking her
equipment. Her voice was steady, but Lina could sense
the tension beneath her confidence. They all knew what
was at stake.

Kade, their reluctant guide, smirked. “You make it sound
SO easy.”

Lina shot him a glare. “’You’ve been inside before. Lead
the way.”

With a final nod, they descended into the depths of the
city, slipping through the underground tunnels that led to
the Archive’s restricted entrance.

Breaking In

The access hatch was hidden beneath layers of abandoned
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infrastructure—old maintenance tunnels long forgotten
by the city’s inhabitants. Kade knelt beside the control
panel, his fingers working swiftly to override the
biometric lock.

“You sure you still remember how to do this?” Elian
asked, his voice low.

Kade didn’t look up. “You don’t forget how to break into
hell.”

With a final beep, the lock disengaged. The heavy steel
hatch slid open, revealing a dimly lit corridor leading into
the Archive’s underbelly.

Lina took a slow breath. “No turning back.”
One by one, they slipped inside.
The Labyrinth of the Archive

The walls of the Midnight Archive pulsed with an eerie
blue glow, alive with the hum of stored memories. The
group moved swiftly; their footsteps barely audible
against the sleek metal flooring.

“Elian, how’s the map?”” Maia whispered.

Elian’s wrist console flickered to life, displaying a
holographic layout of the Archive. “We need to reach the
central vault—the Whisper Chamber. That’s where they
store the real secrets.”

“Security?”

“Advanced. Motion sensors, biometric locks, and
automated sentries. If we’re detected, the entire system
will go into lockdown.”

Lina’s fingers twitched. “Then we move fast.”
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They navigated the maze-like corridors, dodging patrol
routes and bypassing surveillance cameras. The deeper
they went, the heavier the air felt, as if the Archive itself
was watching them.

Then, suddenly—

“Unauthorized access detected. Deploying security
measures.”

A mechanical voice echoed through the chamber.
“Shit,” Lina hissed.

Hidden panels in the walls slid open, revealing sleek,
spider-like drones with glowing red optics.

“MOVE!” Elian shouted.

The drones fired electric pulses, barely missing as the
group sprinted down the corridor. Lina ducked behind a
terminal, yanking a small EMP grenade from her belt.

“Cover your ears!”

She tossed it, and with a pulse of energy, the drones
flickered and collapsed.

“That won’t hold them for long,” Maia panted. “We need
to get to the Whisper Chamber—now.”

Betrayal in the Shadows

Kade led them through a concealed passage, his
movements quick and deliberate. Lina’s instincts
screamed at her to be cautious, but she had no choice.

They reached a massive circular door, its surface etched
with intricate symbols.

“This is it,” Kade said. “The Whisper Chamber.”
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Before Lina could react, a voice echoed from the walls—
cold and mechanical.

“Welcome back, Agent Kade.”
Lina’s blood ran cold.

Kade turned to them, a slow smirk creeping across his
face. “You didn’t think it would be that easy, did you?”

The door behind them slammed shut.
Lina’s heart pounded. They had been set up.

Trapped inside the Whisper Chamber, Lina, Elian, and
Maia must outthink Kade and find a way to unlock the
council’s deepest secrets—before they become the
Archive’s next erased memories.
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11. The Truth Unveiled

The heavy doors of the Whisper Chamber slammed shut
with a deafening finality, sealing Lina, Elian, and Maia
inside. The air felt different here—thicker, charged with
something unseen. The walls pulsed with a faint blue
light, like veins carrying the city’s buried secrets.

Kade stood near the terminal, arms crossed, his smirk
cutting through the tension. “You should’ve known better
than to trust me.”

Lina’s fingers twitched toward her weapon. “You walked
us right into a trap.”

“No,” Kade corrected. “I walked you into the truth. The
council has been watching you since the moment you
touched that unmarked memory. The only reason you’re
still alive is because they want to know what you’ll do
next.”

Maia scoffed. “And you? What do you get out of this?”

Kade’s smirk faltered, just for a second. “A second
chance.”

Lina exchanged a quick glance with Elian, who subtly
tapped his wrist console, already working on an override.
If they could access the terminal, they might still have a
chance to expose whatever was hidden here.

“You’re stalling,” Lina said, taking a slow step forward.
“But if you were really with them, you wouldn’t have
brought us this far. So tell me, Kade—who are you really
working for?”
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Kade exhaled sharply, running a hand through his hair.
“Myself. 1 used to be part of the council’s inner circle, a
technician in charge of memory encryption. | built half of
this security system, and | believed in their vision—until
I saw what they were really doing.” His voice hardened.
“They don’t just control the city. They control its past, its
future. They decide who remembers and who disappears.”

Elian’s console beeped softly, signalling access to the
terminal. He shot a quick look at Lina—we re in.

“Then help us,” Lina pressed. “If you really regret what
you did, prove it. Open the system.”

For a long moment, Kade hesitated. Then, with a quiet
curse, he turned to the terminal. “This will trigger every
failsafe they have. The moment we access the core files,
they’ll know.”

“Then we move fast,” Maia said, stepping beside him.
The Conspiracy Revealed

The holographic display sprang to life, casting eerie blue
light over their faces. Files flooded the air, cascading in a
blur of data—maps, names, memory records, council
transcripts.

Then, the most damning document of all appeared before
them.

PROJECT OBLIVION.
Lina’s breath caught as she read.

The council had been developing a large-scale memory
reset device—a neural pulse that could selectively erase
and rewrite the minds of the city’s population. They
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weren’t just silencing dissidents. They were rewriting
history in real time.

“They were going to use this on a mass scale,” Elian
murmured, his face pale. “A total reset. Every time the
people started asking the wrong questions, every time
someone tried to resist, they’d just... erase it all.”

Maia shook her head in disbelief. “It’s not just about
control. It’s about complete domination. They could turn
anyone into whoever they wanted. Change memories.
Change people.”

Lina clenched her fists. “We have to get this out. If the
city sees this, they’ll have no choice but to rise up.”

Kade’s hands hovered over the controls. “We can transmit
it directly to the city’s public network. Every screen,
every data feed, every personal interface. But once | hit
this button, the council will know exactly where we are.
They’Il come for us. Hard.”

Elian turned to Lina. “We don’t have a choice, do we?”

Lina inhaled deeply; her decision already made. “No. We
finish this.”

Kade’s fingers flew across the console. “Then let’s make
history.”

The Warning Comes Too Late

The transmission began. Across the city, every screen
flickered, hijacked by the truth. The files of Project
Oblivion, the testimonies, the footage of the council’s
private meetings—it all spilled out into the open.

For a moment, there was only silence.
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Then the alarms started blaring.
“Intrusion detected. Security forces deployed.”
Kade turned, his expression grim. “We need to go. Now.”

Lina grabbed the memory drive containing a copy of the
files, shoving it into her pocket. “They’re coming.”

From beyond the vault doors, the sound of approaching
footsteps echoed through the halls. The council’s
enforcers had arrived.

Maia tightened her grip on her weapon. “Guess we get to
see what happens when the truth finally comes out.”

Lina exhaled sharply, steadying herself. “Then let’s make
sure we live long enough to see it.”

With one last glance at the pulsing memory vault behind
them, they bolted into the chaos.

With the city now aware of the truth, chaos erupts in the
streets. The council fights to regain control, and the group
becomes the most wanted fugitives in the city. As they
make their escape, they must decide their next move—
because the battle is far from over.
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12. The Rival In The Shadows

The rooftop winds howled as Lina sprinted after the thief
who had just stolen the council’s most valuable memory.

He was fast. Too fast.

She vaulted over a narrow gap, landing hard, only to see
the figure turn sharply and vanish into the shadows.

Lina skidded to a stop, scanning the darkness. “You can’t
outrun me,” she called.

A chuckle echoed back. “I don’t need to outrun you. I just
need to be one step ahead.”

A figure emerged—a young man, his coat billowing in the
wind.

He twirled the stolen memory vial between his fingers.

“Lina, right? You’re good, but you’re playing checkers
while the rest of us play chess.”

Lina’s heart pounded. “Who the hell are you?”

He smirked. “Riven Vale. And if you want this memory,
you’ll have to take it from me.”

Then—he shattered the vial.
Silver mist swirled into the night air, lost forever.
Lina lunged, grabbing his collar. “What did you do?”

Riven leaned in, whispering, “If you think a single
memory holds all the answers, you’re not ready for the
truth.”
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Then he let himself fall backward off the rooftop.

Lina watched, stunned, as he disappeared into the depths
below.

Whoever he was, one thing was clear—

He knew something she didn’t.
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13. The Great Escape

The alarms screamed through the Midnight Archive,
pulsing in sync with the flashing red lights that bathed the
corridors. Every step Lina took felt heavier, the weight of
the truth they had just unleashed pressing down on her.
The city now knew everything—Dbut they might not live
long enough to see the fallout.

From behind them, the muffled voice of the Archive’s
automated security system echoed through the halls.

“Intruders detected. Initiating containment.”

Metallic hisses followed as reinforced doors began
sealing shut.

Lina didn’t stop running.

“Keep moving!” she yelled, sprinting down the narrow
corridor.

Elian was beside her, his hands gripping a stolen security
pass as he tried to override the emergency lockdown.
Maia was just ahead, already pulling Kade forward as he
stumbled, still winded from their confrontation in the
vault.

“Which way?” Maia demanded.

Kade cursed under his breath. “Left—down the
maintenance shaft. It’s the only way out now!”

They rounded the corner just as a squad of enforcers
emerged from an adjacent hallway, their weapons raised.

“Freeze!”
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Lina had no intention of stopping.
A Fight in the Dark

The first shot fired missed by inches, searing past Lina’s
shoulder and striking the wall behind her. Elian reacted
instantly, tossing an EMP grenade toward the squad. The
small device detonated with a static pulse, momentarily
scrambling the soldiers’ targeting systems.

“Go, go, go!” Elian shouted.

Maia grabbed a smoke bomb from her belt, hurling it
behind them as they bolted into the maintenance tunnel.
Thick clouds filled the corridor, buying them a few
precious seconds.

Kade coughed, his voice strained. “That’s only going to
hold them for—”

CRASH!

A mechanical drone burst through the smoke, its sleek,
spider-like legs clanking against the metal floor. Its red
optic locked onto Lina.

“Target acquired.”

A flash of blue light shot toward her, but Lina rolled to
the side just in time. The energy blast struck the floor
where she had been standing, leaving a charred dent.

“Great,” she muttered. “More of these things.”

Elian pulled a pulse rifle from one of the fallen guards,
firing a precise shot at the drone’s central processor.
Sparks exploded as it twitched violently before
collapsing.

“Lina, move!”
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She scrambled to her feet and sprinted after the others.
The enforcers would be right behind them soon.

The Cost of Escape

The maintenance tunnel was barely wide enough for them
to move single file. Pipes hissed with steam, and the
ground was slick with condensation. The air smelled of
rust and stale electricity.

“This leads to the old subway system,” Kade explained
between gasps. “If we can get to the lower levels, we can
disappear into the city.”

Lina didn’t like how uncertain his voice sounded.

They pressed forward, reaching a grated platform
overlooking a deep vertical shaft. A rusted service ladder
ran down the side. Below, the abandoned subway tunnels
stretched into darkness.

“We climb,” Maia said, already moving.

Lina followed, gripping the cold metal rungs. Elian came
next, then Kade, who hesitated for just a moment. His face
was pale, his hand pressed against the wound he’d
sustained earlier.

A distant sound sent a chill up Lina’s spine.
Footsteps. Heavy. Getting closer.
They weren’t alone.

Kade barely had time to react before the first enforcer
reached the platform above them.

BANG!

A bullet ricocheted off the ladder, narrowly missing
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Kade’s shoulder.
Lina looked up in horror.
“Kade_”

But before she could reach for him, Kade gave her a tired
smirk.

“Guess | won’t be needing that second chance after all.”
Then he let go.

Lina’s heart lurched as she watched Kade plummet. He
twisted midair, firing a final shot at the enforcer before
vanishing into the darkness below.

A distant thud followed. Then silence.

Elian swore under his breath. Maia shut her eyes for a
second, her grip on the ladder tightening.

Lina forced herself to keep climbing.
There was no time to mourn.
The City’s Streets Are No Longer the Same

By the time they emerged from the tunnels, dawn was
breaking. The city, bathed in an eerie golden glow, was
no longer the same place they had left.

Screens flickered with distorted news reports, authorities
scrambling to control the narrative. Protests had already
begun in the central districts.

People were waking up to the truth.
“We did it,” Maia breathed.

Lina wasn’t sure if that was true. The fight was only
beginning.
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Elian checked their surroundings. “We need to disappear,
fast.”

Lina clenched her fists. Kade was gone. The council
would be hunting them. The city was on the edge of
something huge.

And they had no choice but to see it through.

As the city spirals into unrest, Lina and her team must find
a safe haven. But with the council desperate to reclaim
control, their next steps could determine whether the
revolution survives—or is erased forever.
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14. The Aftermath

The city was burning.

Lina stood on the rooftop of an abandoned complex,
watching plumes of smoke rise into the bruised sky. The
streets below were alive with chaos—protests, riots,
clashes between civilians and enforcers. Some fought for
justice, others for revenge. Some just wanted to survive.

Their truth had set the city on fire, but now the flames
were spreading in directions they couldn’t control.

She exhaled sharply, tightening her grip on the railing.
Was this what freedom looked like?
A City on the Edge

Inside their new safe house, an old auto-repair shop in the
industrial district, Elian patched up Maia’s arm where a
stray piece of shrapnel had grazed her. The room was
dimly lit, cluttered with discarded tools and rusted
machinery.

“Not deep,” Elian muttered, securing the bandage.
“You’ll be fine.”

Maia winced but waved him off. “I’ve had worse.”

Lina paced, her mind spinning. “We need to figure out our
next move.”

Maia scoffed. “You mean before the city eats itself
alive?”

She wasn’t wrong. Reports were coming in from every
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screen in the shop—people rallying, breaking into
government facilities, trying to take back control. Others
were taking advantage of the collapse, looting, setting
fires.

The council’s remaining forces were retaliating brutally,
trying to restore order. But the damage was done.

The old world was collapsing, and something new was
trying to be born.

The Cost of the Truth

Elian sat down heavily, rubbing his temples. “We always
knew it would be messy.”

Lina stopped pacing. “Not like this.”

She turned to Maia. “We thought once people knew the
truth, they’d rise up together. Instead, they’re turning on
each other.”

Maia’s jaw tightened. “That’s what happens when you
keep people in the dark for too long. When you steal their
past, rewrite their memories, erase who they are. They
don’t know what to do with the truth when they finally get
it.”

Elian let out a slow breath. “Then we have to make sure
they don’t lose sight of it.”

Lina met his gaze. “How?”

He gestured toward the flickering screens. “The council
isn’t gone yet. The people need leadership—guidance. If
we don’t step in, someone worse might.”

Maia frowned. “You’re talking about taking control?”
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Elian shook his head. “No. I’m talking about making sure
no one does. No more secrets. No more hidden power
structures. If we really believe in what we’ve done, we
need to make sure the people can shape the future
themselves.”

Lina exhaled slowly. “Then we need to keep fighting.”
Fractured Loyalties

A sharp knock at the door made them all tense. Elian
reached for his weapon.

“It’s Anya,” a muffled voice called.

Lina exchanged a look with Maia before unlocking the
door.

Anya—L.ina’s old contact in the underground network—
slipped inside, her hood pulled tight around her face. She
looked shaken.

“The council’s collapsing,” she said breathlessly. “But
they’re not going quietly.”

Lina’s stomach twisted. “What do you mean?”

“They’re making deals with old allies. Private security
firms, black-market traders. Anyone who can help them
rebuild control.” Anya hesitated. “And there’s something
worse.”

She pulled out a small data drive and slid it across the
table. “They’re trying to activate Project Oblivion.”

Lina felt the blood drain from her face.

“We shut it down,” Maia said, disbelief in her voice.
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Anya shook her head. “You delayed it. But some of the
council’s scientists escaped before the Archive fell. They
still have the core memory codes. If they succeed, they
could wipe the past again—erase everything that’s
happening right now.”

Lina gritted her teeth.
They weren’t done yet.
A Dangerous Choice

Elian picked up the drive, staring at it. “If this is real, we
can’t stay hidden. We have to stop them.”

Maia sighed. “We’re already wanted fugitives, Elian. We
barely made it out alive last time. Running straight into
another fight might get us killed.”

Lina exhaled slowly. The weight of their decisions
pressed down on her.

“We don’t have a choice,” she said finally. “We didn’t do
all of this just to watch them take back control.”

Maia ran a hand through her hair. “Then we need a plan.”

Anya hesitated. “I might know where some of the
surviving council members are regrouping.”

Lina looked at Elian, then at Maia.

Another fight. Another risk. Another choice that could
change everything.

But that was the price of the truth.
And she wasn’t backing down now.

With the city in chaos and Project Oblivion still a threat,
Lina and her team must track down the council’s remnants
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before they can reset history once more. But in the shifting
battlefield of power, new enemies and unexpected
betrayals lurk in the shadows.
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15. The Architects Of Memory

The underground lab was abandoned, wires sparking from
shattered consoles.

Lina and Elian stepped cautiously forward.

A figure emerged—a frail woman with cybernetic arms.
“You 've come too late. ”

Elian tensed. “Dr. Kasra...”

Lina glanced at him. “You know her?”

Elian swallowed. “She helped build the memory system.
Then the council wiped her existence.”

Kasra coughed. “I failed to stop them. But maybe you
won’t.”

She gestured to the rusting terminals.

“Everything you need to take them down... is right here.
But you must make a choice. ”

Lina’s chest tightened. “What choice?”
Kasra’s voice was heavy.

“Destroy the system—and erase every stored memory,
even the ones that could save people. Or let the council
keep its power. ”

Lina’s pulse thundered.
Some memories deserved to be erased.

But some... were worth saving.
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16. A Message From The Past

Lina clutched her head as the invisible force of the
memory pulled her under.

The world around her blurred and cracked, reality
peeling away like a broken transmission.

And then—she was somewhere else.

A sterile white room flickered into view, the air
humming with the low static of a memory recording.

A woman stood in the centre.
No, not just any woman.
Herself.

But older. Worn. A streak of silver in her dark hair, eyes
carrying the weight of too much knowledge.

“If you ’re seeing this, ” the older Lina said, voice urgent,
“then you need to listen. ”

Lina’s pulse thundered. She tried to move, but her body
felt like a ghost in someone else’s past.

“They ve lied to you. Everything you think you know—it’s
been altered. ”

The older version of her stepped forward, looking directly
into her own eyes.

“You weren 't just a thief. You were the key to all of this.
The council didn 't erase history. They erased you. ”

Lina’s breath hitched. “What do you mean?” she
whispered, but her voice didn’t exist in this memory.
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The projection continued.

“You once knew something they feared. Something about
the Midnight Archive. But you made a choice—to forget.
To become someone else. And now...”

The recording glitched violently.
“...theyre coming for you.”

Static ripped through the scene. The walls of the
memory room fractured—

And then she was yanked back to reality.

Lina gasped, collapsing onto her knees.

Elian rushed toward her. “What the hell just happened?”
She looked up, her heart pounding like a war drum.

“I just saw myself,” she whispered. “And I think... I used
to be one of them.”

Elian’s eyes widened. “One of who?”

Lina swallowed hard. “The council. Before they erased
me.”

The moment the words left her mouth, alarms blared
throughout the city.

They had found her.

And they were coming to finish what they started.
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17. The Final Revelation

The city was falling apart.

Lina stood in front of the cracked mirror in their safe
house, staring at her own reflection. She looked
exhausted. The bruises from their escape still ached, the
weight of their choices pressing down on her shoulders.

We exposed the truth. We set the city free. So why does
it feel like we’re losing?

Behind her, the faint glow of Maia’s screens flickered.
News reports flooded the airwaves—some called them
revolutionaries; others called them terrorists. The people
were rising up, but so were the remnants of the council,
desperately clawing back control.

And now, with Project Oblivion still in play, the fight
wasn’t over.

The Last Broadcast

Elian leaned over a rusted terminal, fingers flying across
the keys. “We have one last chance to get ahead of this.”

Maia looked up from her seat. “How?”
He turned the screen toward them. “A final broadcast.”
Lina frowned. “We already revealed the truth.”

Elian shook his head. “We revealed a truth. But the
council’s still twisting the narrative, trying to paint us as
criminals. We need to show the people what’s really at
stake—Project Oblivion, the surviving council
members, the fact that they’re trying to erase

57



Akash Mondal

everything again.”
Maia exhaled sharply. “So, we go all in.”

Lina nodded. “No more secrets. No more playing in the
shadows.”

Elian hesitated. “There’s one problem. The city’s
networks are being monitored. If we send out this
message, we won’t just be exposing the council. We’ll be
exposing ourselves.”

A silence fell over the room. They all knew what that
meant.

The moment they hit send, they would have nowhere left
to hide.

The Past Resurfaces

As they prepped the transmission, Maia sat beside Elian,
her fingers tapping against the console. “Why do you care
so much?” she asked. “’You could have walked away.”

Elian didn’t answer immediately. His hands tightened into
fists.

“I lost someone,” he said finally. “She trusted the wrong
people. Thought she was safe. And then... she wasn’t.”

Maia’s expression softened. “The council?”

Elian nodded. “They wiped her memories. Bit by bit.
Until she wasn’t her anymore.” His jaw clenched. I tried
to save her, but by the time | reached her, she didn’t even
remember my name.”

Lina, listening from across the room, felt a lump rise in
her throat.
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This was never just about rebellion. This was personal.
Maia’s Crossroads

Maia sighed, rubbing her temples. “I’ve spent my whole
life exposing corruption. But | never stopped to think
about what happens after. What happens when the truth
isn’t enough?”

Lina looked at her. “We fight for what comes next.”
Maia let out a dry laugh. “You make it sound so simple.”

Lina shook her head. “It’s not. But if we don’t try, then
all we did was burn the city down for nothing.”

Maia was quiet for amoment. Then she smiled—tired, but
real. “Alright, then. Let’s do this.”

The Broadcast

Elian activated the system. “Once we go live, they’ll come
for us.”

Lina nodded. “Let them.”

The screen flickered, and her voice filled every device in
the city.

“People of the city. They tried to silence us. They tried
to erase us. But we remember. And now, so do you.”

The data flooded out—documents, footage, proof of the
council’s final plans.

Project Oblivion was real. The council wasn’t just
erasing rebels. They were rewriting reality.

And now, the people had irrefutable proof.
The Chase Begins
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The broadcast lasted exactly two minutes before the
emergency sirens blared outside.

Maia glanced at the screens. “They’re coming.”
Elian shut down the system. “Time to move.”

Lina grabbed the last memory drive. “No matter what
happens, we finish this.”

Footsteps echoed in the alley below. The council’s
enforcers had arrived.

Their final battle had begun.

With the city watching, Lina and her team make their last
stand. But the council has one final trick up their sleeve—
one that could change everything.
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18. The City’s Reckoning

The city was awake.

Every screen, every device, every flickering billboard
now carried the truth. The council’s lies were exposed,
their grip shattered. For the first time in decades, the
people had control over their own past.

And yet, the streets were chaos.

Lina stood on the edge of a crumbling rooftop,
overlooking the riots below. Fires burned in the distance.
Protesters clashed with security forces, some demanding
justice, others seeking revenge. The council’s enforcers,
desperate to reclaim order, fired stun rounds into the
crowds.

It wasn’t just a rebellion anymore.
It was a reckoning.
The Collapse of Power

Maia stared at the news feeds scrolling across her tablet.
“The council’s done for. Some of them have already fled
the city.”

Elian sat against the wall; his face grim. “And yet their
soldiers are still fighting.”

Lina exhaled slowly. “That’s because power never
disappears. It just shifts.”

They had torn the system apart, but now the city was
unstable. Without leadership, without structure, the
people were turning on each other.
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“This isn’t what we wanted,” Maia muttered.
Elian looked at her. “Isn’t it?”
She flinched. “We wanted justice.”

Elian scoffed. “Justice doesn’t come clean. It comes in
fire and blood. That’s what revolution looks like.”

Lina clenched her jaw. “Then we need to make sure the
right people take control before the wrong ones do.”

The Council’s Last Move

Anya burst into the room, breathless. “They’re trying to
activate Oblivion.”

Lina turned sharply. “What?”

Anya tossed a small device onto the table—a cracked data
drive. “The council still has one emergency plan. They
know they can’t win, so they’re trying to wipe
everything.”

Maia’s eyes widened. “A full reset?”

Anya nodded. “If they pull this off, it won’t just erase
memories. It will erase history. Every digital record.
Every past event stored in the Archive. It’ll be like none
of this ever happened.”

Lina’s stomach twisted. They had risked everything to
reveal the truth—now the council was trying to erase the
entire revolution.

Elian stood; his expression cold. “Where are they?”

Anya hesitated. “The old research facility beneath the
central tower.”

Lina’s fists tightened.

62



The Code Of Secret Domination

“We finish this.”
A City on the Brink

As they moved through the city, the reality of their actions
hit Lina harder than ever. The people weren’t just angry—
they were lost. Some were tearing down statues of the
council, others were looting, unsure what to do with their
newfound freedom.

A young boy stood on the sidewalk, clutching a shattered
memory chip, staring blankly at the chaos around him.

Lina swallowed hard. They needed to end this before
the city destroyed itself.

The Final Confrontation

The facility was already under siege when they arrived.
Rebels had caught wind of the council’s last stronghold,
and a full-scale battle had erupted outside.

“We need to get inside,” Lina said.

Maia checked her weapon. “Then let’s not ask for
permission.”

The hallways were flooded with smoke and gunfire as
they fought their way through. The last remnants of the
council’s enforcers were making a final stand.

Lina shot down a drone before it could sound an alarm.
Elian moved ahead, using his knowledge of the facility to
guide them.

Then they reached it—the core room.

Inside, a lone figure stood at the console. Governor
Darion, one of the last high-ranking council members.
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He didn’t look afraid.
He looked calm.

“You don’t understand,” he said, his voice even. “The
truth isn’t what sets people free. It’s what destroys them.”

Lina aimed her weapon at him. “Step away.”

Darion exhaled, shaking his head. “You think you’ve
won. But what do you think happens now? The city will
collapse. Without control, without leadership, people will
turn on each other.”

Maia glared at him. “Maybe they should decide for
themselves.”

Darion sighed. “They won’t. Because they don’t know
how.”

His fingers hovered over the Oblivion switch.
Lina’s breath caught.

One move, and the past would be erased forever.
The Choice

Lina’s mind raced. If Darion activated the system, all their
work would be gone. But if they killed him, they wouldn’t
be any different from the council.

“Lina,” Elian said quietly. “This is yours to decide.”
Lina tightened her grip on the weapon.
Darion smiled faintly. “Go ahead.”

Darion’s hand hovered over the console. A single press,
and the past would be erased forever.

Lina took a slow step forward, weapon raised. ““You think
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wiping the past will save you?”

Darion’s lips curled into a smile. “It’s never been about
saving me.”

He pressed the switch.
Nothing happened.

A second later, the screens flickered. A countdown. Thirty
seconds.

Lina lunged.

Darion caught her wrist, twisting her arm as she hissed in
pain. “You fight for chaos,” he snarled. “But the truth?
The truth is power. And power belongs to those strong
enough to wield it.”

She kicked his leg out from under him, breaking free.
Fifteen seconds.
Darion reached for the console.

“You’re so sure of yourself, aren’t you?” Darion’s voice
was dangerously soft.

Lina held her gun steady. “You lost.”
Darion smiled. “Did 1?”

The floor vibrated beneath them. A whirring noise filled
the chamber. Behind him, a neural interface flickered to
life—one designed for direct memory extraction.

Lina’s breath hitched. No.

Darion tilted his head. “I could take it all, thief. Your
memories, your name, your fight. You’d wake up an
empty shell, just another citizen in the city. No past, no
purpose.”
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He gestured toward the flickering screen. Lina’s own
memories—her mother’s voice, Elian’s warnings, Maia’s
defiance—flashed before her like fragile ghosts.

Darion’s smirk widened. “So, tell me, Lina—are you
willing to risk yourself for this revolution?”

Her heart pounded.

For the first time, she wasn’t just fighting for the city’s
past.

She was fighting for her own.
And she would not lose.
Lina didn’t hesitate. She fired.

The bullet struck the terminal, sparks flying. The
countdown froze.

Darion fell back, stunned. “You have no idea what you’ve
done.”

Lina exhaled. “Yeah. | do.”
She fired again.

Not at him.

At the console.

The system exploded.

Fire erupted from the terminal, sending Darion stumbling
backward. The Oblivion program was destroyed.

Lina stepped forward, staring at the fallen governor. “The
city doesn’t need rulers. It needs a choice. And now, they
have one.”

Darion stared up at her, realization dawning in his eyes.
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Then, for the first time, he looked afraid.
Lina turned away.

“Let’s go.”

The Aftermath

As they stepped outside, the sounds of battle had faded.
The city was still broken, but it was free.

Elian glanced at Lina. “So... what now?”
She exhaled, watching the rising sun.
“We rebuild.”

With the council finally defeated, Lina, Elian, and Maia
must decide their place in the city’s future. But even with
victory, new dangers lurk in the shadows—because power
never truly disappears.
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19. A New Dawn

The city was unrecognizable.

Where once there had been rigid order, now there was
uncertainty. Where once the skyline had gleamed under
the weight of control, now it stood fractured, caught
between ruin and rebirth.

Lina stood on a rooftop, watching as people gathered in
the streets below—mnot to riot, not to destroy, but to
decide.

For the first time in decades, the people weren’t being told
what to do. They were choosing.

And that, more than anything, terrified her.
The Weight of Victory

Inside the safe house, Maia flipped through different news
channels, her fingers tapping anxiously against the
console.

“No official leadership has stepped forward yet.”

“Provisional factions are forming in different districts,
each claiming to have a solution for the city’s future.”

“The council’s power is gone, but questions remain—who
will take control?”

Elian rubbed a hand over his face. “This is the hardest
part.”

Lina turned from the window. “The hardest part was
fighting for the truth.”

68



The Code Of Secret Domination

Elian shook his head. “No. The hardest part is what
comes after.”

They had spent so long tearing down the past, but none of
them had thought about what came next. Who would
lead? Who would ensure power didn’t corrupt again?

Because if history had taught them anything, it was that
power never disappeared. It only changed hands.

Maia’s Decision

Maia exhaled slowly, staring at the map of the city. “I
know what | need to do.”

Lina frowned. “What?”

Maia looked at her, determination burning in her eyes.
“The people need a voice. Someone who isn’t trying to
rule them—just someone to make sure the truth doesn’t
get buried again.”

“You’re staying,” Lina realized.

Maia nodded. “Not as a journalist. Not as a rebel. Just...
as someone who refuses to let them forget what
happened.”

Elian crossed his arms. “That’s a dangerous path.”
Maia smirked. “So was following you two.”

Lina smiled faintly. “Then I guess this is where we part
ways.”

Maia reached out, clasping Lina’s hand briefly. “We’ll
see each other again.”

And for the first time in a long time, Lina believed it.
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Elian’s Farewell

Later that night, Lina found Elian outside, watching the
city as lights flickered on, one by one.

“You’re leaving,” she said.
Elian didn’t deny it.

“There’s more out there,” he said. “More cities. More
places like this. And if they’re anything like we were...
they need help.”

Lina felt something tighten in her chest. “Then I guess this
is goodbye.”

Elian glanced at her. “Not forever.”

She swallowed hard, then reached into her pocket, pulling
out a memory drive. “Take this.”

He frowned. “What is it?”

“The history of this city. Our history.” She pressed it into
his palm. “Don’t let them forget us.”

Elian smiled—small, but real. “I won’t.”

Then, without another word, he disappeared into the
night.

Lina’s Choice

As the sun began to rise, Lina stood alone on the rooftop.
The city stretched out before her, raw and uncertain, filled
with people trying to shape their own future.

She had spent her life stealing memories. Now, she had to
figure out who she was without that.

For the first time, her future was hers to decide.
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And maybe that was enough.

The city has changed, but echoes of the past remain. As
Lina walks forward into the unknown, new dangers and
forgotten secrets lurk beneath the surface—waiting for
the right moment to rise again.
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20. Epilogue: Reflections in the
Ashes

The city still breathed.

It wasn’t the same place Lina had grown up in, nor was it
the same city she and the others had fought to free. It was
something new—uncertain, fragile, teetering on the edge
of transformation.

For days, the streets had been restless. People gathered in
old government halls, debating their future. Some wanted
a council to guide them, others wanted complete
autonomy. Some still whispered about the old ways,
believing control was necessary.

Lina had watched it all unfold from the shadows, resisting
the urge to interfere.

This isn’t my fight anymore.
Or at least, that’s what she told herself.
Looking Back

She walked through the abandoned sectors of the city,
places still scarred by the rebellion. The Midnight
Archive had been destroyed, its walls reduced to rubble,
but memories were harder to erase.

Somewhere, in the minds of those who lived through it,
the truth still existed.

She had spent her life stealing memories. Now, she had
given an entire city theirs back.
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But at what cost?
Kade was gone.
Elian had left.

Maia had chosen to stay behind, dedicating herself to
keeping the truth alive.

And Lina... she wasn’t sure where she belonged
anymore.

A Familiar Shadow

As she moved through the outskirts of the city, a small
glint caught her eye. A memory crystal, half-buried in the
dust.

She picked it up, turning it over in her fingers.
It wasn’t labelled.

Unmarked.

Just like the one that had started all of this.
Lina’s pulse quickened.

No. It couldn’t be.

She glanced around, suddenly hyper-aware of how quiet
the streets had become. Someone had left this here.
Someone wanted her to find it.

She hesitated, then pressed the crystal against her wrist
implant.

A whisper of a voice crackled to life in her mind.
“You think the past is behind you, don’t you?”
Lina’s breath hitched.

“But some memories refuse to be forgotten.”
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The transmission cut off.

The streets were empty.

But she no longer felt alone.

The Future Remains Unwritten

Lina exhaled slowly, slipping the crystal into her pocket.
She had thought the fight was over.

She had been wrong.

The past still had secrets left to tell.

And something told her... her story wasn’t finished yet.
End of Book 1.

(Or... is it just the beginning?)
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