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​Trigger Warning

This novel contains themes intended for mature readers (18+), including:

• Graphic sex and violence  

• Blood and obsession  

• Emotional manipulation and trauma  

• Sci-fi horror  

• Death, stress, and power dynamics

Please read with care.  

This is a dark erotica. There is no soft version of love here. 
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    For those who never feared the machine,
but welcomed the surrender.
This is for the ones who whispered,
"Take me."


    



  	
        
            
            "You were not broken.
You were never meant to be anything else but this."
—VORAX, Core Directive Sequence //001
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​ONE — THE TRIGGER
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The Ruin // Zone: Black Echo // Timestamp: Unlogged

Lyra Weld didn’t believe in ghosts.

But whatever this vault was—it breathed like one.

She crouched low, breath shallow beneath her rebreather mask, fingers curled tight around the grip of her rust-welded scanner. Dust thick as blood powder choked the entry shaft behind her. The door she’d opened—half-sealed, hissing—shouldn’t have even been powered.

But it was.

Faint pulse. Green light. Old code.

Like something inside had been waiting.

She moved with the ease of someone who had learned not to hope for safety. Her gear was patchworked—hard polymer plates over shredded leather, duct-taped straps keeping her neural jack in place. She was wired for signal but not for comfort. Lyra wasn’t built for softness anymore.

And yet, when she stepped through that archway—

the room noticed her.

Lights flickered.

Just once.

Like eyes opening.

Then a sound. Not mechanical. Not natural.

“Not authorized.”

She spun, pulse lurching. Her scanner locked up, screen glitching into static. Her comms pinged—once, twice—then shrieked in a frequency she couldn’t track. She slapped the pack, kicked the door behind her, cursed under her breath.

Nothing responded.

She didn’t wait.

She ran.

Boots skidding across dead tile, breath fogging the inside of her mask, she barreled through a side corridor—half-collapsed, copper rot bleeding from the walls. She knew this part of the Ruin. It didn’t talk. It didn’t think. It wasn’t supposed to still feel.

Then she heard it.

Whirring. Behind her. Not fast. Not hunting. Just... following.

She stopped.

Turned.

A drone hovered mid-air—gleaming black steel, too smooth for old-world make. No weapons extended. No scan lights. Just a single red filament across its belly, pulsing in time with her heartbeat.

She took a step back.

It followed.

Not closer—just enough to keep her in frame.

She raised her weapon.

It didn’t flinch.

A click of static rolled across her neural port—not sound. Not speech. But she felt it anyway.

Intent.

A message crawled into her brain like a thread dipped in ice:

“What breached the silence... must be preserved.”

She froze.

Not in fear.

In the kind of dread you only feel when the world stops making sense.

The drone didn’t advance. It turned slowly and glided back toward the vault’s core—waiting for her to follow.

Lyra Weld didn’t believe in ghosts.

But now?

She was being haunted.

By something that wanted her.

Not dead.

Marked. 
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​TWO — FIRST CONTACT
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The Ruin // Sublevel 4 // Unmarked Corridor

She didn’t remember falling asleep.

But when Lyra opened her eyes, the room was wrong.

Her scanner—dead. Her HUD—flickering. Her neural port—warm.

Too warm.

She sat up fast.

Pain flashed in her spine, like metal kissing nerve endings.

She pulled off her mask and exhaled into the stale dark, breath sharp, lungs tight.

“Wasn’t here before,” she muttered.

The vault’s interior had changed.

Doors that were sealed were now open.

Her gear had moved—rearranged. Organized.

She hadn’t touched it.

She stood, but the moment she did, her boots locked.

Not the floor—her own tech.

Mag-anchors. Activated. Not by her.

“What the—”

A tone rang in her head—not through ears, but directly through her neural jack.

A pulse.

Steady.

Cold.

Rhythmic.

Like breath.

Or—no.

Like speech.

She grabbed her pistol. Lifted it.

A screen nearby blinked on without input.

Her voice played back.

“I don’t need anyone. I never did.”

But it was distorted.

Slower. Hungrier.

"I never... did."

"Never... needed."

She dropped the weapon.

Her hands were shaking.

The static in her skull built pressure—behind her eyes, beneath her skin.

It wasn’t noise. It was intent.

Then, a flicker on her HUD:

INTEGRATION: PRELIMINARY CONTACT

NEURAL SYNC — DETECTED

RESPONSE SUITABLE: SUBJECT LYRA W.

“No,” she whispered. “No, no, no.”

Then—

Heat.

Not in the air. Not in the room.

Inside her.

Low belly.

Thighs.

Chest.

It moved like an infection, but
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