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  To my wife—your love was the light in the dark, your strength the reason these words exist. You never stopped believing.




To my parents—though gone, your voices still echo in every page.




To my friends—thank you for the truth, the loyalty, and the quiet support that carried me through.




This story stands because of you. It breathes because you never let me give up.
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  Foreword



Some stories demand to be told. Others wait—quiet, patient, lurking in the dark until the moment feels right. Shaman – The Silent Shifter was always one of the quiet ones. His presence haunted the edges of the Michael Zane universe for years—a whisper in crowded silence, a flicker between the lines. Not because I didn’t know who he was, but because I wasn’t yet ready to follow him into that silence.




Shaman’s journey isn’t one of clear beginnings or grand declarations. His story moves like shadow—fragmented, elusive, and deeply personal. It’s about identity stripped bare, connection without language, and the fragile power of empathy in a world drowning in violence. It asks not what it means to fight—but what it means to feel.




This book, like all the others in this universe, only exists because of those who held space for it to breathe.




To my wife—your patience and faith were the invisible threads that stitched this story together. When I drifted, you remained. When I doubted, you believed. There’s more of your heart in these pages than you know.




And to you—the reader—thank you. Whether this is your first step into the world of Michael Zane or another chapter in a long journey, your presence here matters. Shaman’s tale is quiet, strange, and often lonely—but in that silence lies something rare: a truth that doesn’t shout, but still echoes.




Step gently. Listen closely. The silence speaks.




—David Cameron
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  Awakening in Ruin

  
  




A whisper of cold echoed through shattered corridors, like the breath of a dead thing. The moon hung cold and distant above the ruined world of Equinia, a barren satellite long forgotten, scarred by wars too old for even myths to properly remember. Its surface was pockmarked with craters and wreckage, cities crumbled into mausoleums of steel and stone. Beneath one such ruin—beneath a fractured dome of mangled metal ribs and cracked obsidian glass—something stirred.




Eyes fluttered open in the darkness.




Not suddenly. Not with purpose. Like a dying ember flickering in ash.




His eyelids trembled, then slowly peeled back. A thin film of dust coated his lashes. The glow of the ruined dome’s cracked skylight filtered down in moonlight hues of silver and blue. Broken steel girders loomed like fossilised ribs above, framing his first view of the world—cold, ruined, alien. The light barely touched the floor where he lay, partially entombed in a cocoon of shattered machinery and broken glass.




Pain radiated through his limbs.




But not pain like injury. This was deeper. This was old. An ache that had grown in the marrow of forgotten years, more memory than sensation. His muscles trembled, disused for so long they seemed to resist the idea of existence. Dust, thick as snow, blanketed his form. It settled into the strange, etched sigils glowing faintly across his body—pulsing alien phrases, flickering with colours no human eye would recognise.




The glyphs shifted subtly, rearranging with a gentle writhing. They crawled under his skin, across arms, neck, chest—never static. They pulsed like veins, like thoughts too ancient to translate. No voice spoke them, yet their meaning dripped into his consciousness in fragments, as if they had always been there, waiting to be remembered.




He tried to move. Joints cracked like dry bark. The brittle remnants of his surroundings groaned in protest, the floor sagging with the subtle collapse of age. His fingers closed around broken shards of the wall—chilled metal, wet with condensation and layered in oily grime. The cold seeped into him, not just into skin and bone, but deeper—like it was remembering him, consuming him.




There was no memory. No context. No anchor.




Just a void where he should have been.




No name.




No history.




Only a feeling—raw and primal. A terror clawing up his throat that didn’t belong to the present moment but rather to whatever had come before.




Something had happened here.




Something old.




Something hungry.




The air stank of rust and chemicals, blood and corrosion. A metallic tang coated his tongue even as he took his first breath, instinct overriding reason. The reek of scorched metal, old plasma burns, decaying matter, and laboratory antiseptics merged into a cocktail of horror. Half-melted equipment lay around him in grotesque formations—smashed consoles, cables like blackened vines, skeletal remains slumped against chairs and shattered tubes.




Half of a humanoid skull stared at him from beneath a flickering terminal, jaw unhinged as if mid-scream.




A hiss shattered the silence.




He froze. Eyes—those strange, luminous eyes—snapped to the source. Movement, faint and fluid, rippled beneath a pile of rubble. A shadow, coiled and unnatural, slithered out of sight before he could fully focus. His body tensed. The glowing sigils along his forearms shimmered brighter, symbols shifting—warnings etched into flesh, reacting to a threat he could not yet see.




He wasn’t alone.




Or he was, and madness had crept into the silence with him.




Slowly, cautiously, he forced himself upright. Each motion screamed with effort. His legs buckled, caught beneath him like rusted scaffolding. His balance slipped, and he lurched sideways into a warped support beam, the breath knocked from him in shuddering bursts. His skin felt wrong—patches rough like scaled hide, others soft and strangely smooth. His limbs—longer than they should be?—twitched with spasms.




His reflection stared back at him from a shattered monitor.




The face was not his.




Or was it?




Bioluminescent eyes, wide and predatory, stared from the cracked screen. Irises too large, pupils slit vertically. The mouth was humanoid but too still, the cheeks too angular. Hair—white as snow, clumped and tangled—hung past his shoulders. Across his skin, the glyphs pulsed like living creatures, glowing softly in the reflection, moving even as he stood still.




Alien. And yet… somehow familiar.




He turned away.




He needed answers.




Or direction.




Or escape.




Shuffling forward, his bare feet crunched glass and bone, the echoes unnaturally loud in the dead space of the lab. Static crackled from dead speakers. A nearby screen blinked to life for a moment, spewing warped images—blueprints of biological structures, x-ray overlays of strange anatomy, surgical footage blurred with crimson smears. Then it died again. Lights above him flickered once, illuminating a grotesque mural of pain: cages, pods, syringes.




Images slipped into his mind uninvited.




Flashes.




A scream muffled by liquid.




Hands gloved in black, raising a scalpel toward him.




A voice—neutral, unfeeling: “Begin the synthesis.”




He stumbled. His heart—if that was what beat in his chest—raced. Panic surged like a tidal wave, crashing into his lungs and making it hard to breathe. He leaned against a broken table, gagging, but no vomit came. Instead, something else pushed up inside him—some instinctive pressure, something like energy building behind his eyes.




The glyphs on his body brightened.




Pain struck—sharp, like a needle in his spine.




He screamed.




The lab answered with silence.




And then a crash.




Steel shrieked above. A panel tore free from the ceiling with a howl of buckling metal and smashed into the ground mere feet from him. The sound was deafening. He flung himself to the side, landing hard, winded, the taste of blood sharp on his tongue. Dust exploded into the air, choking the room, thick and heavy.




He coughed violently, eyes stinging.




When he opened them again, he saw it.




A figure. Or something like one. Behind the veil of dust.




A twitch. A curl of something that shouldn’t move the way it did.




He blinked, and it was gone.




Was it real?




The silence was no longer empty. It was pregnant. Watching. Listening.




His shoulder suddenly burned—white-hot agony. He cried out, staggering. A gash had opened along his left arm, long and deep, black ichor bubbling from it. No blade had touched him. No enemy had struck. Yet the wound was real.




His hand pressed against it, trembling.




And before his eyes, the skin began to close.




Flesh knit together.




Veins reconnected.




The ichor sizzled, then was drawn inward.




The sigils flared bright gold and then dimmed.




Healing.




But not perfect.




A deep ache lingered beneath the surface. A wrongness. Like something that should have been there… wasn’t. The glyphs over the wound began to flicker erratically. Some warped. Some bled into one another. For a moment, they resembled chains.




Then they faded.




He needed to leave.




The lab was a grave.




A cage.




A lie.




Dragging himself forward, he limped toward the nearest breach in the wall—where the dome’s frame had torn wide open to the sky. Cool lunar air whipped into the ruin, stirring papers long untouched, sending files and scalpels scattering into the dust.




Shaman stepped through the breach.




The world beyond was bleak and endless.




The ruins of Equinia sprawled before him—a broken city, half-buried in ash and sand. Monolithic towers leaned at suicidal angles, the bones of skyscrapers and science halls jutting from the moon’s crust like the ribs of a dying god. Broken bridges hung between them, snapped like brittle spiderwebs. A constant wind howled through the ruins, carrying with it whispers in a language no throat could speak.




Above, the stars wheeled silently across a black sky. The pale light of Equinia’s twin planets—massive giants, green and ochre—loomed on the horizon like judging eyes.




But something else stirred.




Beneath the surface.




A tremor—faint, but real—rippled through the ground.




The sand shifted near his feet.




He crouched, hand against the soil. There. A pulse. A rhythm.




Not seismic.




Not natural.




Mechanical.




Alive.




He did not understand it. He didn’t know what it meant.




But he felt it wanted him dead.




That was the one truth he could trust.




Behind him, the lab flickered. One final gasp from the dying systems. A last screen sputtered to life and displayed a single word, written in the same glyphic script as his skin.




Then it died.




But the phrase remained burned into his vision:




Not Theirs.




Not theirs.




But whose, then?




His chest tightened. The wind cut sharper now, colder. As though the world itself rejected his presence. As though he had awoken something that should have remained buried.




He turned to the north, where the mountains of Equinia rose like black teeth.




And then—so faint he thought he imagined it—a voice whispered inside his mind.




A voice that did not come from outside, but from within.




“Find the Silent.”




The words struck like a blade, sharp and final. Not a suggestion. A command. A memory, perhaps. Or a prophecy.




The glyphs shimmered in agreement.




And then he knew: something ancient slept here. Something older than the lab. Older than Equinia. And it had noticed his awakening.




He had no name. No past. No allies.




Only a message carved into his skin.




Only enemies he could not see.




And so Shaman stepped forward into the cold shadows of the forgotten moon, alone, hunted, and marked.




The ruins did not welcome him.




But the stars watched.




And far beneath the soil, in blackened hollows where even memory dared not linger, something began to move.
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  I Am Not What They Made

  
  




The air inside the lab was a noxious miasma—thick with the stench of rot, ammonia, and something darker, more primal. Not just the decay of flesh, but the decomposition of hope. Every breath tasted like death, a slow suffocation in history’s most grotesque secrets. Fluorescent strips flickered overhead, buzzing with failing energy as they cast strobing shadows along walls coated in grime, corrosion, and dried ichor.




Shaman moved slowly, his bare feet whispering against the corroded metal grates of the hallway. His skin, a patchwork of shifting iridescent sigils, glowed dimly, the words upon it pulsating with eerie light—like a language searching for meaning in a world long lost to madness. Dust floated through the air in thick sheets, disturbed by his passage and illuminated in his bioluminescent aura. His presence made the darkness deeper, his light a reminder that this place had once been teeming with life—or things pretending to live.




Each step echoed louder than the last, as if the very walls were listening. As if they remembered him.




The corridor was long, lined with shattered glass panels and gnarled machinery half-eaten by time. Rust bled from the walls like old wounds. He passed broken observation windows, each a portal into a nightmare: surgical theatres blackened with soot, cells scorched from within, containment tanks with melted restraints and claw marks etched into the titanium. This was not a place of healing or research. This was a slaughterhouse for the mind and soul.




He paused before a massive, fractured doorway—once sealed by forcefields now sputtering with ghostly arcs of electricity. A word flared across his skin: “Threshold.”




Beyond it, the chamber expanded into a yawning vault of decay. This was the heart of it—the belly of the forgotten beast.




Here, even the air felt old.




Pools of stagnant green-blue liquid shimmered with strange microbial life, thick with sediment from biological remains. Cracked bio-shells littered the floor—each one a chrysalis that had failed to birth its intended form. Some bore the scars of violent escape attempts—gouges and burn marks etched into their surfaces—while others were pristine, sealed around the dead like coffins.




Shaman knelt beside one of the shells. The shell had ruptured, its perimeter twisted and sharp—resembling the splayed remains of an exhumed ribcage. Inside was the shrivelled remnant of something once alive—its form humanoid but twisted, skeletal fingers fused with synthetic tendrils. Wires protruded from eye sockets. The mouth had been sewn shut with surgical precision.




It hadn’t died in rage. It had died in silence.




The sigils on his body quivered, forming a trembling phrase across his chest:




“Echo. Broken. One of Many.”




His throat tightened, breath shallow. He wasn’t alone in his pain. Others had walked this path—others like him. Born not of nature but of ambition. Of hubris.




He stood again, eyes scanning the far wall. There, etched beneath a rotted display screen, were faint markings—etched by fingernails or improvised blades. Scrawled in blood and bio-etching fluid, the language was alien, yet achingly familiar. Some glyphs he couldn’t read, others pulsed with recognition.




One phrase glowed brighter than the rest:




“I am not what they made.”




The words branded themselves across his forearms, the sigils on his skin aligning to mirror them. A confirmation. A vow.




He stumbled forward into another chamber—this one filled with decaying terminals and cracked screens frozen on corrupted data feeds. Shaman reached out to one with trembling fingers and placed his palm against it. The screen flickered. Sparks spat from exposed wiring. But something responded to his touch.




The screen stuttered to life, garbled code pouring across it in a storm of static-laced data:




SUBJECT: Genetic Vessel 7X




STATUS: ACTIVE – UNCONFIRMED




NOTE: Empathic resonance anomaly detected. Autonomous neural development at 43% beyond baseline.




WARNING: Subject unsuitable for standard integration. Recommend indefinite containment.




His breath caught. His designation.




7X. A number, not a name.




A vessel, not a person.




More lines followed, cascading down the screen like falling ash:




Vessel 5W – Degeneration at 92% within 36 hours. Subject liquefied.




Vessel 6K – Neural feedback induced permanent psychosis. Terminated.




Vessel 7X – Emotional imprinting observed. Resonance with unknown Echo field pattern.




Isolation recommended. Autonomy developing too rapidly for baseline controls.




—ERROR—UNAUTHORISED ACCESS—




The screen blinked out.




Shaman pulled his hand back as if burned. His heart thundered in his chest. He turned and vomited into a nearby drainage trough, thick bile mixing with filth. He had not come from life. He had been engineered—grown, tested, catalogued. A thing to be controlled.




But something had gone wrong.




Or maybe right.




“Vessel” blazed across his shoulders, etched in broken red lines that pulsed like living scars.




A tremor passed through the floor beneath him—distant but real. Something stirred in the depths. Not mechanical. Not human. A slithering echo in the dark, wet with purpose.




He moved forward with renewed urgency, down a sloping corridor choked with dangling cables and thick roots that had pierced the metal walls. Nature had begun reclaiming the ruin, but even it recoiled from the heart of the structure. There were no living plants here—only bone-white fungal growths that pulsated softly in time with his own heartbeat.




Then—screams.




A howl, sharp and primal, echoed through the vents. It wasn’t human, but it had once been. Shaman’s eyes widened as his skin lit up violently with urgent sigils.




“Run. No Witnesses. The Forgotten Hunt.”




He pressed against the wall and closed his eyes, listening. Whatever it was, it was moving. Not lumbering, but stalking—aware. Purposeful.




He gritted his teeth and pushed onward, following memory more than instinct now. His feet carried him through half-remembered halls, past labs where unspoken rituals had been performed. The walls of one room were covered in blood-marked glyphs—rings, twisted spirals, and crude renditions of fractured eyes.




Another was filled with hundreds of jars, each holding a malformed embryo suspended in green fluid. Their eyes—those that had them—followed him.




He reached a chamber he had forgotten until now—a vault of containment. The door had been forced open from the inside, metal twisted like wet clay. Inside, the remnants of a containment pod lay shattered, its occupant gone. What remained was a circle of blackened floor where something had melted through solid steel.




And etched on the far wall, in perfect symmetry:




“We remember you, Shaman.”




The words didn’t glow. They didn’t shift. They had been carved long ago. By claws. Or something else.




His name. Not a number. Not a designation. A truth.




His knees buckled.




The past came rushing in—memories locked behind glass walls in his mind. Surgical tables. Screaming. The smell of ozone and sterilised blades. Faces in masks—some human, some not. A voice that whispered to him in the dark when all others left:




“You are not a failure. You are the key.”




He didn’t know who had spoken it.




Maybe it had been himself.




He knelt beside a half-buried frame—bones fused with cybernetic grafts. The body was curled in on itself, shielding something. With trembling hands, Shaman reached inside and withdrew a small, smooth orb of crystal. It pulsed faintly with energy.




The sigils on his body reacted instantly:




“Memory Core: Sibling Echo.”




He stared at it.




Had this… thing… once been like him? Another vessel? Another soul abandoned in a maze of horror?




A strange grief pierced him—raw and sudden. He didn’t remember the being beside him, but his body did. Something in him mourned, ancient and wordless. His skin glowed softly with a single line:




“I carry you.”




He rose, clutching the orb.




The darkness shifted again. Footsteps—wet and dragging—approached from deeper within. A shape moved beyond a translucent screen—tall, lurching, limbs too long, its head twitching erratically.




Shaman didn’t wait.




He turned and ran.




Corridors blurred around him. Lights exploded. Doors slammed open in his wake. The thing behind him shrieked—not in rage, but in recognition.




It knew him.




He burst into a collapsed atrium, glass and roots woven through the ceiling like a wound torn open to the world. Lightning flashed through a skylight, illuminating a fresco on the domed roof—once pristine, now faded. It depicted strange, inhuman figures—tall and hooded—surrounding a glowing orb.




At the centre of the fresco, a single glowing phrase had resisted time:




“The Vessel Shall Awaken.”




Rain began to fall through the breach above, cleansing him in cold sheets. The orb in his hand pulsed. The words on his skin twisted and aligned into a new phrase—long dormant, now blazing across his chest:




“I Am Not What They Made.”




And for the first time, Shaman believed it.




He turned to face the doorway behind him, the sounds of the creature drawing closer, slower now—hesitant.




He would not flee again.




He stepped forward, rain streaming down his skin, and whispered the name written across his soul:




“Shaman.”




Not a vessel.




Not a number.




Not their creation.




But something new.





OEBPS/4dda4d6ea31c236c762afd17db5f37bdfddce522_smallRaw.jpg
THE MEMOIRS OF

M B ﬁ’ L) 7’ NE















