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  Foreword



Some stories take shape in months. Others unfold over years. The Memoirs of Michael Zane: The Last Human took over fifteen. Not because the words were elusive—but because I wasn’t ready to let go. I held onto this world, its people, and its pain because they became part of me. This story grew with me, shifted as I did, and quietly mirrored the moments of my own life.




At its core, this is a story about survival, identity, and the crushing solitude of being the last. But behind the scenes, it’s also a story built on unseen foundations—on the quiet strength of support that never falters, never doubts, and never demands anything in return.




To my wife: your love and belief were the steady heartbeat beneath every page. You stood by me without hesitation, through late-night writing marathons and long silences when the story consumed me. You gave me the space to dream and the strength to finish. Without you, none of this would have been possible.




And to you, the reader—whether this book found its way to you by chance, recommendation, or deep fandom—thank you for stepping into this world with me. Michael Zane’s reality is bleak, dangerous, and often heart-wrenching. But underneath the dust and darkness lies a question we all wrestle with: what does it truly mean to be human when the world no longer is?




Welcome to the edge of extinction. And the start of something greater.




—David Cameron
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Bloodstorm – The Renegade




of The Memoirs of Michael Zane Series




There are names in the galactic memory that echo like gunfire. Names that carry the weight of extinction, the heat of rebellion, and the scars of survival. Among them, one stands out not for his compassion, nor for his strategy, but for the sheer brutality of his existence.




Bloodstorm.




He is not a legend. Legends imply honour. Reverence. Purpose.




Bloodstorm is a weapon that learned to think. A beast forged not in fire, but in pain.




Born in 1980 on the savage world of Silverfall, home world of the Saluki Inu Empire, he was never given a childhood—only commands. Only violence. From his first breath, he was shaped to conquer, to kill, to obey. The Saluki Empire does not raise warriors. It forges monsters. And among those monsters, Bloodstorm was a masterpiece.




They broke him to make him strong. They bled him to make him loyal.




But something within him refused to die.




This is not the story of a hero. It is the story of a defector.




A traitor.




A renegade.




When Bloodstorm turned on his masters, he did not do it for justice. Not for love. Not even for redemption. He did it because he saw what they truly were—parasites hiding behind banners of glory. Creatures who fed on planets, cultures, and souls. He turned because he wanted to be more than a tool in someone else’s war.




But to turn against the Saluki Inu is to declare war on inevitability itself.




They hunted him. Tortured him. Buried him in stasis beneath the ruins of dead worlds, hoping he’d be forgotten. But you don’t forget storms like him. You don’t erase something that refuses to die.




And when he rose again in the year 4045, the galaxy had changed—but the war had not.




Earth was gone. The Maw was rising. The stars were bleeding.




And Michael Zane—the last human—was fighting a war he could not win alone.




Bloodstorm didn’t join the resistance. He collided with it.




His presence was not a balm, but a rupture. Where he went, fear followed. To the broken remnants of humanity, he was either a threat or a necessary evil. To the Saluki, he was a cautionary tale. To Michael Zane, he was something far more dangerous: an ally.




This novel, Bloodstorm – The Renegade, is not a sequel. It is Book 1.2 in The Memoirs of Michael Zane series—a parallel, interwoven story that explodes through the same shattered timeline. Where Zoshi – The Exiled Strategist moved with silence and intellect, this book moves with violence and rage. It is a deeper look into one of the most terrifying forces in the known universe—not the Maw, not the Saluki, but a warrior who dared to defy both.




Here, you will learn what made Bloodstorm run. What made him stay. What haunts him in the silence between battles. What he sacrificed, and what he’ll never get back.




You will see him broken. You will see him reborn.




You will see what happens when a weapon chooses its own target.




This is the story of an outcast too brutal for peace, and too loyal to let humanity die.




A being who could slaughter empires, but struggles to hold a single conversation without bloodshed.




A monster built for genocide who now fights to preserve the last flickers of hope.




This is not a story of forgiveness.




It is a story of survival.




Of scars that never heal.




Of rage sharpened into purpose.




And through Bloodstorm’s fury, you may find a deeper question buried beneath the violence:




Can a thing created only for destruction ever truly be more than its purpose?




This is his story.




At last.
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  Birth of a Soldier

  
  




Location: Silverfall, 1990 (Earth Time)




They did not name him Bloodstorm when he was born.




He had no name at all.




Names were earned on Silverfall.




The air was toxic with iron and heat, always shimmering from distant geothermal vents that breathed like dying titans. The sky was not sky but a cracked dome of ash-laced clouds, casting amber light across the planet’s fractured crust. Nothing grew here—except war.




He was bred inside the Vorn Bastion, a steel cathedral of agony where infants were raised not by parents, but by war-priests and soldier-programmers. Even before he could walk, he was conditioned. They wired reflex-stim coils into his spine. Fed him slurry proteins from tubes. Played endless screams and battlefield sounds into his cradle until terror became a lullaby.




By his second cycle, he could disassemble and reassemble a plasma scythe. By his third, he had learned not to cry when the pain serum was administered. By his fourth, he’d broken a peer’s jaw with a jagged stone for stealing food.




By his fifth, he no longer dreamed.




In the lower levels of the bastion, the children were penned like animals. Rows of rusted bunk cages. Recycled air. Sweat and static. Discipline came with electro-brands, not words. Training was constant. Rest was earned.




The weak vanished. No explanations. One day they’d be there. The next—a blood smear, a scream, then nothing.




It was called The Winnowing.




He survived his first ten Winnowings.




One morning, the war-priest Kaarn entered with his ceremonial bone spear. The children froze, already knowing what was coming.




“Trial of First Blood,” Kaarn bellowed. “Choose your enemy. Kill. Or be erased.”




No hesitation. One by one, children lunged at their closest rivals. Friends, bunk mates—irrelevant now. The forge of Silverfall melted all such bonds.




He was small for his cycle, but fast. Sharpened. Where others screamed and flailed, he moved silently. Thought before he struck.




His opponent was a hulking brute with red eyes and knotted arms—Ghaur, three cycles older, feared by all. Ghaur laughed when he stepped forward.




“You want to die first?” the brute sneered.




He didn’t speak. Didn’t blink.




The duel began.




Pain came immediately. A strike to the ribs. Bone cracked. Another to the throat. He rolled away, coughed blood, and tasted something sharp behind his teeth. Maybe a fragment of himself.




But Ghaur made a mistake.




He mocked.




“Too easy. Should’ve put you in the meat bins at birth.”




That was when the rage took over. Not the flailing anger of a child, but the cold, focused fury that Silverfall embedded in its sons.




He feigned collapse. Waited. As Ghaur leaned in to gloat, he surged upward with a jagged shard of bone hidden beneath his tongue. Drove it into Ghaur’s eye socket. Twisted.




Ghaur screamed, reeled. The second blow opened his throat. A jet of blood sprayed against the rusted walls. The third opened his gut.




The boy stood over the twitching body, panting. Covered in blood. Silent.




Kaarn watched with detached approval. “Name?”




The boy didn’t understand.




Kaarn pointed at the corpse. “Your name. Take it from this moment.”




The boy looked down. His hands were shaking.




A storm had bled, and now he was born.




“…Varkos,” he said.




Kaarn nodded. “So be it. Rise, Varkos  of the Ninth Bastion. You have earned your place.”




He rose, not as a child, but as a weapon.




Cycle 6




Varkos ’s daily regimen was simple: wake, bleed, train, bleed more, sleep if permitted. The older he grew, the harsher the trials became. He was conditioned in low-gravity bone density chambers, injected with volatile enhancer serums that either elevated or exploded the recipient. Neural implants burned mnemonic war chants directly into his mind.




He never forgot his first kill. Not because of the blood or the screams—those came often now—but because of the silence that followed. That was the day his fear died.




The others feared him now. He was faster, more ruthless. He took no allies. Those who approached him with trembling hands were ignored. Those who didn’t, didn’t live long.




His instructors noted it in their reports:




Specimen #47: Bloodstorm. Exceptional pain resistance. Neural adaptation faster than standard. Lacks empathy. Promoted to Omega Tier.




Kaarn, watching from the high railings, knew what was being forged. Silverfall needed monsters. And Bloodstorm was becoming their finest.




Cycle 8




At eight cycles old, he was sent to the Spire Pits—a brutal gauntlet designed to simulate real war zones. Acid rain, radiation storms, bio mechanical predators released for “exercise.” The Spire Pits had claimed more than 70% of the last cohort.




Varkos  not only survived, but thrived.




He studied the enemy units—not just physically, but behaviourally. He used terrain to kill smarter, not harder. Set traps. Learned alien patterns. By the end of the cycle, he returned with five confirmed eliminations and a trophy made from the carapace of a Shrike Beast.




His reward: a field rank.




He was nine cycles old.




Cycle 10 – The Massacre of Dren Hollow




Bloodstorm’s final trial came early. He was sent on his first official operation—an extermination mission on a rogue colony that had attempted secession from the Saluki control net.




They gave him a command squad of his own. Ten seasoned warriors.




Target: Dren Hollow.




A city of dissidents. Mostly civilians. Rebellion sympathisers. Unarmed.




The objective was clear: annihilate.




He did.




Methodically.




He dropped in from the northern ridge, led precision sweeps through residential tunnels, executing every confirmed heartbeat. Screams were silenced. Children too slow to hide were swept aside. No mercy. Mercy was weakness.




When it was done, over four hundred lives had been extinguished.




He left no survivors.




Except one.




A girl. No older than he was when he made his first kill. She stared at him with hollow eyes. Broken leg. Bleeding scalp. Yet she didn’t cry.




Something flickered inside him. A memory. Of cages. Of pain.




He turned his blade.




Didn’t move.




She didn’t flinch.




Then the shuttle arrived. Kaarn emerged. “Why do you hesitate?”




“She did not resist,” Varkos  said.




“She is the enemy. That is resistance enough.”




Varkos  raised the blade again, but stopped. “No. She’s no threat.”




Kaarn’s eyes darkened. “Have you grown weak?”




Varkos  stepped aside.




Kaarn approached the girl—and slit her throat himself.




“She was yours to erase. And you failed.”




Kaarn turned back to him. “You will remember this failure. Let it shape you.”




Varkos  said nothing. But something hardened inside him that day. A fracture. A question. One that would echo through the decades.




Cycle 11 – Elite Ascension




He was brought back to the Vorn Bastion, no longer a soldier, but an instrument. Whispered of in subterranean bunkers. Celebrated in kill-chants. Used for only the darkest missions.




His eyes were not the same.




They glowed faintly now—a crimson hue from the neural adjustments. His voice was lower. His movements sharper. Controlled.




But inside, something was broken.




He’d followed every rule. Killed as ordered. Never once hesitated—until that girl.




And yet the memory of her stare haunted him more than any enemy.




He was eleven years old, Earth time. Barely a child.




And already, Varkos  had become death incarnate.




But not yet a traitor.




That chapter would come later.
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The moons of Silverfall bled across the sky like open wounds—bloated, veined, and festering red. Their sick light oozed over the blackened earth, casting the world in a nauseating hue. Below them, the Screaming Fields writhed.




No map could capture the madness of this place. Spires of twisted bone jutted from the soil like the rib cage of a dead god. Thorned tendrils slithered in the mist, whispering curses in a language older than memory. The fog didn’t roll; it pulsed. Sentient. Malignant. Saturated with the toxins of the failed experiments buried beneath it. This was no training ground. It was a graveyard of ambition.




Sixteen-cycle initiates stood at its edge, thirty in total. Cadets of the Obsidian Dominion. Nameless. Raw. Disposable.




Among them, the boy they once called Varkos stood silent. His skin was painted in oil and ash. The ceremonial blade in his hand trembled—not with fear, but anticipation. Unlike the others, who muttered oaths or clawed at heirlooms, he offered no prayer. The gods had long abandoned Silverfall.




High-Commander Skar’Vul, flanked by enforcers whose armour bore dried entrails like trophies, spoke. His voice cleaved the air.




“Tonight, you are born or broken. No lights. No weapons beyond your blade. The Screaming Fields are awake. If you return, you are steel. If you fall, you are compost.”




A klaxon howled like the wail of a dying beast.




The gates of the field groaned open.




The cadets ran.




Varkos walked.







The air beyond the threshold was thick with decay. It slithered down throats and into lungs, coating the insides with spores and dread. Footsteps vanished in the sludge, muffled and irrelevant. The mist curled around Varkos like a noose.




He let his eyes close. Sight was useless here. Trusting it meant death.




Instead, he felt.




The heartbeat of the Fields echoed in his bones. Every twitch of fog, every shift in the air, mapped itself across his skin. Something skittered to his left—a low chitter and the rustle of thorns. He turned his body slightly, exhaling through his teeth.




He moved like rot, slow and inevitable.




Within the first hour, the screams began.




Not clean cries of pain, but the torn vocalisations of young throats clawing for mercy. One, then two. Then silence. Wet silence. The kind that follows a torn windpipe.




He stepped over a skull. The bone was fresh.




The Fields remembered.







He reached a clearing soaked in ichor. The remains of a cadet—flayed, jaw shattered, fingers chewed off. A warning.




A shape emerged from the mist. Its movement betrayed intelligence—not brute instinct. It stood on six legs, plated in chitin split by old Dominion blades. Its head was crowned with a single, malformed eye that blinked sideways. A Xentari aberrant.




Varkos lowered into a crouch.




It saw him.




With a shriek, it lunged. He sidestepped, burying his blade into the socket of its eye. It howled, acidic blood spraying over him. The fumes burned his skin. He didn’t flinch.




The creature writhed. He twisted the blade and wrenched it free, bisecting the skull with a grotesque pop.




Its death spasms flailed for minutes.




He sat still until it stopped.







By midnight, the Fields were slick with cadet gore. Bodies half-consumed. Entrails used as bait. Something in the fog mimicked their voices, calling out with familiar cries. “Help! Over here!” Only fools followed.




At 02:00, there were five left.




He found one—a girl, Velza. Her leg was shredded, and black veins spread up her thigh. Toxin-burn. No saving it.




She gripped his forearm. “It’s hunting me. It doesn’t eat. It just watches. It whispers.”




He stared into the fog. It stared back.




For a moment, the mist thinned.




He saw it.




A titan.




Ten feet tall, draped in loose, organic armour that pulsed like muscle. Horns spiralled backward from a skull split by tooth-lined cracks. Its breath moved the fog in heaves. No name. No classification. Not even the Dominion had dared log it.




Velza wept. “Please… please don’t leave me.”




She was bait now.




Still, he grabbed her. Dragged her into a collapsed outpost shell. The walls throbbed—living metal, abandoned in haste. The beast approached.




It spoke.




Not in words. In sensation.




In sorrow.




In hunger.




Velza’s panic peaked. Her scream pierced the fog.




The titan moved with inhuman grace, sizing her mid-air. She shattered between its claws like pottery. Blood geysered across the clearing.




Varkos ran.







He fell once—into a pit of rot lined with bone shards and twitching parasites. They burrowed under his skin, writhing against muscle.




He bit down on a shard of obsidian to stifle the scream as he burned them out with a torch fungus he’d found clinging to an old helmet.




Pain was silence. Pain was loyalty.







He reached a Dominion flare-post just before dawn. It rose like a tombstone from the mire.




He activated it.




Blue light screamed into the clouds.




The titan saw it.




But it didn’t follow. Not this time.







Three cadets returned.




One boy missing both hands, giggling madly. One girl whose eyes refused to blink. And Varkos, soaked in black, caked in ash, his blade ground dull against the bones of monsters.




High-Commander Skar’Vul approached.




“You are no longer Varkos,” he intoned.




“You are Bloodstorm.”




The boy did not react.




His name had died in the fog.







That night, back in the barracks, he sat alone. The walls echoed with the sobs of survivors. One cadet carved glyphs into his own flesh. Another beat his head against the stone until sleep took him. No one spoke to Bloodstorm.




He remembered Velza’s scream.




Not with guilt.




With clarity.




A necessary loss.







The Dominion’s report logged the exercise as “maximum output with minimum cost.”




Three apex threats confirmed. Control minimal. Worth the blood.




In the vaults beneath Khar-Telon, in the neural archives where thoughts were scraped clean from skulls, a note was etched in red:




“Subject: Bloodstorm — adaptive cruelty optimal. Trauma tolerance: exceptional. Compassion matrix: null. Recommend black-tier command development. Memory loop stimulus approved.”




In the deep dark, they smiled.




And far above, the Screaming Fields shifted.




Hungry for the next harvest.
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Khar-Telon’s under city was a cathedral of filth—etched from rusted alloys and bone-gray stone, soaked in chemical seepage and the stench of old blood. Pipes wept rust, walls breathed Mold, and the artificial air choked like it had passed through too many lungs. In this mechanical hell, sunlight was a myth. Sound travelled like whispers through a tomb.




The Serrated Veil made its home here—an organisation so secret that even the Dominion’s death squads spoke of it only in murmurs. No banners. No names. Only pain, silence, and ghosts wearing skin.




At fifteen cycles, Bloodstorm was dragged into this abyss in chains. Not as a prisoner. As a sacrifice.




His captors shoved him through a meat-lock style door into a chamber that smelled like scorched flesh and antiseptic—a killing room turned classroom. The walls bled condensation. Low red lighting painted everything in arterial hues. Bloodstorm was stripped of armour, his flesh a lattice of half-healed lacerations from the Screaming Fields.




Seven figures stood in a crescent around him. Masked, silent, wrapped in cloaks woven from light-reflecting shroud fibre that shimmered like oil on water. They looked like wraiths spat out from an old god’s nightmare.




The tallest stepped forward—gender less, mechanical voice like a rasped breath.




“You bled in the open,” it said. “Now, you vanish in shadow.”




Bloodstorm said nothing.




The lead spectre nodded. “You are here to become what even the Dominion fears. A ghost among phantoms. A wound that never heals. A scream heard only by the dead.”




The lights went out. And so began the death of who he had been.




They didn’t teach tactics. They erased identity.




For ninety days, he was denied speech, denied his name. He was not even Bloodstorm. He was Unit 43X. One of twelve. Nothing more.




They were kept in a sub-level chamber where the walls constantly whispered—replays of war crimes, distorted pleas, howls from past candidates who didn’t make it. The audio was relentless. A slow erosion of sanity.




The others were older—battle-hardened psychopaths with war zone eyes. Survivors of the Veltrax infernos. Bone-burrowers from Phoros-7. Ghost makers of the Targan Skirmishes.




They mocked him.




They bled for it.




In the first week, one tried to break his jaw in the feeding queue. Bloodstorm shattered his arm with a food tray and drove a shard of ceramic into the attacker’s thigh. Another candidate tried strangling him during sleep. That one died.




No punishment was given. Only silence. The instructors were watching.




The Black Labyrinth was the crucible. An underground maze carved from obsidian and dead steel, starved of light, crawling with pain.




Six nights without food or fire. Only the cold, the dark, and the hunters—silent operatives wielding stun-glaives, bone-knives, and synthetic pheromones that caused hallucinations. He was prey in a world built for predators.




He broke one of them with a rock, caving in a mask and fracturing the skull. Another he strangled with their own wire.




On the seventh day, he crawled out covered in dirt, blood, and ichor. One hand clutching a stolen cloak. Eyes wild. Starved. Alive.




“Subject 43X exhibits primal ghosting behaviour,” one instructor murmured into a recording. “Instinctual. Raw. Untamable.”




From then on, he was no longer Unit 43X. He was Primal Ghost.




They trained him in ways the sane should never understand. Stealth was not evasion—it was annihilation of presence. Bloodstorm learned how to trick heat scans with sub dermal gel packs, how to slow his pulse and lower his temperature until he registered as dead.




He could walk into a room, read the patterns of breath, know where each person stood before his feet crossed the threshold.




He learned how to erase footsteps, how to bleed in patterns that looked like someone else’s. How to kill so slowly the victim didn’t know they were dying until the darkness took them.




Then came Interrogation.




They gave him prisoners: broken rebels, fanatics, scavengers. His job was not to torture. Torture was for amateurs. His task was extraction.




One woman spat in his face as they brought her in—defiant, still proud despite her missing fingers and broken ribs. A rebel saboteur. A martyr-in-waiting.




Bloodstorm sat across from her for twelve hours. He didn’t touch her. Didn’t speak.




He listened.




By dawn, she confessed. Everything.




When the handlers asked him how he broke her, he replied, “She didn’t want to keep her secrets. She just didn’t want to die unheard.”




They called it tactical empathy. But afterward, no one dared sit alone with him in the dark again.




Sabotage training followed. Real-world death simulations. No lectures—only acts of violence in silence.




He was taught to infect code with living viruses that fed on signal. To lace water supplies with chemicals that altered cognition, turned allies into paranoid killers. He learned how to burn cities without lighting a single match.




They dropped him into Vek 9—a mining colony on the edge of civil collapse. Rebel hub. High volatility.




His mission: Erase the rebel command within 48 hours.




He returned in 36.




The rebellion tore itself apart in a frenzy of betrayal and fear. Explosives planted days prior by their own engineers. Paranoia whispered in ears at just the right time.




Bloodstorm never drew a weapon.




“Subject 43X achieved total destabilisation via suggestive collapse. High-value application,” noted one file.




At seventeen, only three of the original twelve cadets remained.




They stood before the Veil Council—a gathering of ancient minds, most kept alive through machines. Their faces were screens, their bodies chair-bound with feeding tubes and surgical tubing. Each was a monument to obsession.




Instructor Voss, a skeletal reverent of a man, moved down the line.




He stopped at Bloodstorm last.




“Do you feel fear?”




“No.”




“Guilt?”




“No.”




“Identity?”




He paused.




Then: “Only function.”




Voss smiled. A crack of yellow teeth like tombstones.




“Then you are ready.”




There was no graduation ceremony. No applause.




There was a purge.




One of the three was labelled compromised. No explanation. Just an order.




A black blade was placed in Bloodstorm’s palm.




“Fix the error.”




He did. Without hesitation. A single motion. Throat slit. Blood on the mat. The body was gone within minutes.




He didn’t ask questions.




He didn’t blink.




From that moment, he was no longer a student.




He was Agent Bloodstorm of the Serrated Veil.




Officially, he didn’t exist.




Unofficially, he was marked for command.




But unease grew among the instructors. In sterile chambers, behind encrypted shielding, they whispered:




“He’s too quiet. Too cold.”




“He doesn’t execute orders—he redefines them.”




“He doesn’t believe in loyalty. He mimics it.”




They feared they had created not a weapon—but a plague.




A week later, his record was erased. His file terminated.




Dominion archives listed him only as:




Asset Relocated – Tier Black.




He became a shadow of a shadow.




Beyond Khar-Telon, far from the bone towers and rusted plazas, another world awaited.




A mission unlike the others.




A place not even the Veil could predict.




A whisper in the dark that would become a scream.




And in the silence between heartbeats…




Something began to change.
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