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    For those who remember too much,and for those who were never allowed to.You are the archivists now.

      

    



  	
        
            
            On Dust and MemoryI sift through dust not to find answers, but to remember that even what crumbles once had form.
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Chapter 1 – The Neural Mortician
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Aletheia Station | Orbiting Jupiter's Ghost Ring

There was no ceremony in the erasure of the dead.

Elias Thorne stood alone in the neural recovery chamber, surrounded by the low, arrhythmic pulse of outdated machinery. Fluorescent lighting flickered above, casting strobing shadows across the translucent skull of the deceased. The cadaver lay immersed in a viscous cradle of preservation gel — veins dimly lit from within, like root systems glowing with the last heat of decay. The man’s eyes had been removed, sockets stuffed with biometric sponge. Standard procedure. You didn't need sight to forget.

Elias adjusted the halo interface above the corpse’s scalp, the metal ring hissing softly as it locked into place. He barely registered the name on the slate — Yarin Tull, age 42, spinal collapse, memory retention: moderate. No kin. No flags. Nothing personal embedded. Just another mind to cleanse.

He didn't speak. The dead didn’t require words, only deletion.

A hiss of warm steam crawled from the underfloor vents. The gel bath trembled. Elias's breath fogged on his visor as he activated the synaptic tether.

[NEURAL BRIDGE ESTABLISHED]
Subject: Tull, Yarin
Status: Dormant | Memory Integrity: 63%
The download began.

The man's remaining thoughts poured into Elias’s cortex — an ugly mosaic of forgotten birthdays, skin-on-metal labor aboard one of the Ring's ice harvesters, a migraine he’d called “the silver hammer,” and, finally, his last dream: falling through air so thick it hummed like teeth. Elias gritted his jaw as the memories surged. He didn’t watch them. He was the sieve.

But something caught.

Not a vision. A sound.

A whisper, lodged deep in the neural folds. Not from the subject, but to him.

"Elias."

He froze.

There was no log of that — no residual imprint, no lexical signature. He reran the sequence. Static. Silence.

He slowly exhaled. Glitch. Residual self-reflection — a known side-effect when working without sleep. Or maybe a side-effect of working at all on this rotting station.

Aletheia was decaying, quietly. You could see it in the rust creep along the neural tanks, the way the walls emitted a low groan during artificial dusk cycles, or in the station’s AI voice, which sometimes paused too long before replying — like it was dreaming.

Elias cleaned the residue from the tether, purged Tull’s final data trace, and marked the memory file ERASED.

It was only later, as he was sealing the chamber, that he noticed something wrong with his own retinal feed. A glitch. Brief. Too fast to analyze. A flicker of static and light — a frame of something biological — something watching.

He blinked.

Gone.



He returned to his quarters, a capsule no larger than a walk-in morgue drawer, and sat on the bunk with the lights off, watching nothing. Sleep came without warning, and when it did, it brought a dream he could not explain.

He was underwater — but not wet. A pressure pressed on every cell of his body, as though time were sinking into him. Across from him floated a woman, naked, limbs hanging loose, her face framed in a halo of her own dark hair. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted.

She opened her mouth and breathed words made of dust.

He knew her face, but had never seen it.

When he woke, the station was vibrating. Faintly. Like it was holding its breath.

And the call was waiting.



[PRIORITY DIRECTIVE – NEURAL MORTICIAN E. THORNE]
Subject: Voss, Dr. Kira
Status: Deceased. Brain Activity: Ongoing.
Location: BioSector 12, Restricted Lab Theta. Immediate retrieval required.
Note: DO NOT ATTEMPT FULL WIPING WITHOUT OVERSIGHT. AI MONITORING ENABLED.
He read it twice.

Dr. Kira Voss. Bio-xenologist. One of the only Level Black researchers on the station. He’d seen her once in passing — a dark coat, high boots, a sharpness to her presence that bent the air around her. She was someone too important to die without protocol.

So why was he being sent in alone?

Elias stood, spine stiff and cold. The whisper returned in his ears, but now it wasn't just his name.

It was hers, too.

And it said: “She’s not dead. Not all of her.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 – The Sealed Lab
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BioSector 12 | Restricted Access Level Black

The door to Lab Theta pulsed like a wound.

Elias stood before it in silence, watching the reinforced seal cycle through a biometric scan that didn’t include his name. The entrance was rimmed with a greasy black gasket, not standard issue — someone had modified it to close hermetically. The kind of sealing used for containment, not privacy.

A technician from Engineering waited nearby, avoiding Elias’s eyes. She handed him an override key without a word, her gloves shaking slightly. Then she left, too quickly, as if staying any longer might expose her to something contagious.

Elias inserted the key.

The door didn’t open. It exhaled.

A hot, organic gust escaped from within. Foul, wet, metallic — the smell of boiled silicon and bone. He stepped inside.



The lab lights were dimmed to a pulse — not off, not on, just flickering in low-frequency rhythm. Equipment was strewn across the floor like it had been dragged, not dropped. Glassy fragments glinted between blood smears. Not fresh blood. Not quite blood, either.

Dr. Kira Voss sat upright in a neurochair at the far end of the lab, spine perfectly straight, head tilted downward, as if in prayer.

She was dead.

That much was certain. Her body had cooled, her lips darkened to a dull purple. But above her skull, the halo interface was still active, its filament arms twitching gently — reading, responding, adjusting. She had interfaced at the moment of death and never disconnected.

And her brain was still alive.

Elias approached carefully. Her eyes were open, unfocused, pupils blown wide.

“Dr. Voss,” he said softly, though it felt absurd.

The air was charged here, thick with magnetic residue and something more primal — a sense of observation. As if the lab were aware of him.

He opened his slate and activated a passive scan. The results chilled him.

[NEURAL TRACE: ACTIVE]
CORTICAL ACTIVITY: 12% ABOVE BASELINE
FOREBRAIN: STIMULATED
UNKNOWN SYNAPTIC PATTERNS DETECTED
“Impossible,” he muttered.

No human brain should be firing this way after death — especially without a preservative field. Her neural architecture wasn’t deteriorating. It was... changing.

He connected the tether to the main port on her chair. The interface hummed as it negotiated with her living ghost. Her system was running an autonomous loop — self-generated stimuli cycling endlessly, rejecting external input. She had sealed herself in.

He accessed her session logs. The entries were corrupted. Garbled syntax. Fragments of language mixed with code, some in known formats, some completely alien.

[LOG ENTRY 32A]
“Memories rot in meat. But he taught me how to store them in the dark.”
[LOG ENTRY 32B]
“Dreams are structures. We were living in one, all along. I opened the roof. Something came in.”
[LOG ENTRY 32C]
“...too late to close it. It remembers me.”
Elias stepped back. The room swayed.



The lab itself was built for bio-isolation — padded floor, no sharp corners, and sound-dampening foam that made every footstep feel muffled and underwater. Along the walls, digital frames cycled
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