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    To those who fight to reclaim their true selves,and to the dreamers who dare to see beyond the horizon.May you find the strength to rise,even when the world insists you fall.
And to the memory of those who never got the chance to tell their story—this one's for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We are all shaped by what we've forgotten,the parts of us lost in the dark.Only by embracing the shadows within,can we hope to see the light again."– Unknown
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Chapter 1: Blood on Neon Streets
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Rain hit the city in thin, venomous threads—acidwashed and impatient, tapping across the plexi-roads like skeletal fingers. In South Sector Nine, the light never quite reached the ground. Neon signs fought through the dark like wounded stars, flickering across puddles and discarded tech.

Rei Voss crouched near the corpse, one gloved hand brushing a smear of blood with practiced detachment. The body was still warm. Male, maybe thirty. Clothing torn, chest shredded open as if something had raked him from collarbone to stomach. The autopsy would confirm what Rei already knew: the lacerations were too deep, too precise, too clean for a street brawl.

And the eyes—wide, glassy, frozen on something the brain had no words for.

Rei’s breath fogged faintly. His coat, heavy with woven synth-leather and reinforced plates, creaked as he stood. The augmented lens in his right eye flickered, then locked in on the wounds.

Diagnostic Analysis:

– Pattern Match: 62% similarity to high-density claw trauma
– Residue Detected: Class-B bio-magic trace (non-human origin)
– Bloodwork Flag: DNA marker anomaly
Rei blinked the HUD away.

“Something wrong?” asked Officer Deneva, standing at the edge of the crime scene tape, nervously chewing her lip.

“Besides the obvious?” he replied dryly.

She glanced at the body. “Third one this week. Same kind of wounds.”

“They’re escalating.”

“You think it’s a copycat? Gang work?”

“No. Gangs don’t leave biometric residue,” Rei muttered. “And they don’t use claws.”

He turned his back on the corpse, instinct prickling at the base of his neck. Something about the scene was... incomplete. Staged, maybe. Or cleaned up. The rain hadn’t washed away the blood entirely, but the pattern felt unnatural. Calculated.

And his implant was acting up again.

A burst of static jolted his neural feed. The vision in his right eye scrambled for half a second—he staggered, grabbed the edge of a wall to steady himself.

WARNING: Regulator Spike Detected
Sync Error: Phase Drift
Neuro-Suppressor Fault — Recalibrating...
Not now.

He clamped his jaw, rode the wave. The nausea came in a blur, then faded like a distant scream. He could feel the pulsing behind his ribs—an echo of something older than tech. He told himself it was just a malfunction.

It always was.



The morgue’s light was clinical, cold. Dr. Kaelin moved with quiet confidence around the body, her visor flickering with scan results as Rei stood at a respectful distance, arms folded.

“Same claw pattern,” she said. “Same subdermal rupture. But this one’s got something new.”

“Show me.”

Kaelin enlarged the scan—a cross-section of the victim’s arm. The muscle was too dense. Thickened striations, threaded with microfibers. Not cybernetics.

“Organic reinforcement,” Kaelin said. “Like the tissue wanted to grow stronger.”

“Not possible.”

She gave him a look. “We said the same thing during the war, remember? Before the wolves started turning inside the barracks.”

Rei stared at the screen. A part of him didn’t want to ask the next question. The part that already knew.

“DNA markers?”

Kaelin nodded. “Lycan lineage. Not a curse. Not an infection. Inherited.”

Rei exhaled slowly, a pressure tightening in his chest. “I thought Aetherion put all of them down.”

“They said they did.”

She tapped the screen again. “This guy didn’t just carry the gene—he was starting to shift. Mid-process, maybe. But someone stopped it.”

“Or used it.”

The room felt smaller suddenly, tighter. Kaelin stepped around the slab and glanced at him, concern behind her eyes. “You okay, Voss?”

“I’m—” He paused.

Another surge. His implant flashed red.

Memory Lock Triggered
Regulator Sync Error: Lunar Phase Spike Detected
The overhead lights dimmed—for him alone. His vision tunneled. Somewhere distant, something howled.

Then—silence.

Rei blinked. His hands were gripping the edge of the autopsy table. Kaelin hadn’t noticed.

“I’m fine,” he said, his voice hoarse.

She raised an eyebrow but didn’t press. “I’ll send you the report.”

He nodded and left before she could finish the sentence.



Rei’s apartment was a shoebox stacked in a tower of concrete and fibersteel, perched somewhere above the smog line. He locked three physical bolts and disabled his uplink before he even sat down.

The implant was still glitching—he could feel it twitching behind his right eye like a trapped insect.

He stripped off his coat, rolled up his sleeve, and looked at the scar near his elbow. The port was still warm. The regulator embedded beneath it—the moon-phase modulator Aetherion had installed during his time in the Lunar Division—was still active, still pulsing with residual sync data.

He hadn’t been near a full moon in months.

And yet... tonight it was humming like it was alive.

He stood in front of the mirror. His reflection stared back: lean, hollow-eyed, pale under the skin. More machine than man from the neck up, if you looked closely. But what unsettled him wasn’t the tech. It was the flicker of something behind his own gaze.

He opened his mouth.

For a split second—just one—his canines looked longer than they should have been.

He slammed the bathroom cabinet shut.

No. He wasn’t one of them.

Couldn’t be.



Later, in bed, sleep came fitfully. He stared at the ceiling, listening to the city pulse outside his window. Drones whispered through the night. Somewhere, a siren cried and didn’t stop.

Then, as dreams finally began to overtake him, a voice came.

Not a memory.

Not yet.

Just a name.

A whisper in the bones:

Nyra.

Rei sat bolt upright, heart pounding, the word echoing in his skull like a gunshot.

He didn’t know who she was.

But something inside him did.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Silver Lining Protocol
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The dream lingered.

Rei Voss stood in the center of a warzone he didn’t remember, the ground beneath him scorched and pockmarked, the sky torn open by silver light. Bodies blurred in motion. Howls echoed across the smoke. Then a voice—low, female, and wrapped in static:

“You let them collar the moon.”

He awoke with a jolt, breathing like he'd run for miles.

Sync Spike: Phase Drift > Threshold
WARNING: Regulator Fault - Unauthorized Dream Trigger
Memory Block Integrity: Compromised
He rolled out of bed, heart pounding, and stumbled to the sink. Cold water. Two handfuls.

“You let them collar the moon.”

The words weren’t his. But they belonged to something inside him. Something getting louder.

He stood over the basin, palms planted on the ceramic. His face in the mirror looked a shade older than yesterday. His eyes flickered, the right one glitching with faint interference.

His implant was failing. The regulator was supposed to prevent memory bleed, suppress the instinctual part of him Aetherion had “corrected” during the war.

It wasn’t working anymore.



At the precinct, Sector Nine Division was in crisis containment mode.

The moment Rei entered, a wall of voices hit him—officers barking over comms, datafeeds screaming updates, and above all of it, the Captain’s voice cutting through like a blade.

“Voss. My office. Now.”

Rei followed Captain Orven inside. The man looked like someone who hadn’t slept in three days—jacket half-unbuttoned, black veins of coffee under his eyes. He didn’t bother offering a seat.

“You didn’t report the glitch last night.”

“I stabilized it.”

“You were off-protocol. That alone can ground you. And I’ve got Aetherion knocking on my door about jurisdiction.”

“They don’t own me,” Rei said, jaw tight.

“No,” Orven growled, “but they own everything else. This is their city, we just rent oxygen in it.”

He dropped a datapad on the desk. It spun once before stopping. Rei glanced at the screen.

Autopsy Report: Subject 3A
Genetic Anomaly – Type-2 Lycanthropic Marker Confirmed
Foreign Tech Identified: Aetherion-Manufactured Regulator Detected (Retired Model)
“Tell me why a civilian corpse has one of your war implants, Voss.”

Rei didn’t respond.

Because he didn’t know.

Not really.

Orven narrowed his eyes. “You served in the Lunar Conflict. Everyone here respects that. But if you’re hiding—”

“I’m not.”

Silence.

Orven leaned back. “Look, off-record: there are whispers in black sectors. About ‘legacy code.’ Modified operatives that never got decommissioned properly. You and I both know Aetherion doesn’t delete things. They shelve them.”

“I’m clean,” Rei said flatly. “If I wasn’t, you’d already have a kill order on your desk.”

Orven didn’t argue. That silence was enough.

“Then clean this up. Discreetly. Before corporate makes it public. Find whoever’s reviving the tech.”

Rei nodded once, turned to leave.

“And Voss?”

He stopped at the door.

“If you start remembering things you’re not supposed to... don’t trust the memories.”



Rei ducked into the Evidence Vault. Dim lighting. Motion sensors off by design. The kind of place that left you alone if you needed it.

He pulled up the autopsy logs from Dr. Kaelin. Flipped through the bio-signatures, the regulator frequency, the last pulse scan before death.

Final Spike: LUNAR SYNC FIELD DETECTED
Intensity: 89.6% — Full Shift Threshold Crossed
Time of Death: 03:17 AM
Moon Phase: Waning Gibbous
Regulator Disruption Cause: SILVER FIELD SATURATION
He paused.

Silver Field Saturation.

That wasn’t natural. Silver was toxic to lunar-sync stability—but only in highly refined, condensed forms. Something—or someone—had released a silver-frequency dampener into the area.

He dug further. Traced the interference logs. Cross-referenced Sector Nine atmospheric data.

A pattern emerged.

All three murders occurred in zones where signal towers showed silver-band anomalies.

Not a coincidence.

Someone was using silver as a targeted weapon.

And the victims?

All pre-shift. Half-turned. Unstable.

Someone was flushing out latent werewolves before they could fully awaken.



That night, Rei returned to the alley where the first victim had been found. It had already been scrubbed by forensics, but he wasn’t looking for corporate residue.

He waited.

Midnight passed.

Rain again.

The kind that whispered secrets.

From the corner of the alley, a flicker of movement—too fast for human eyes. Rei didn’t move. He let the ocular do the work.

Thermal overlay: a blur of heat behind the dumpster. Female form. Small. Not threatening.

He turned his head slightly.

“I know you’re there.”

Silence.

Then a voice, barely audible, ragged from disuse:

“They said you forgot.”

Rei’s pulse jumped.

He didn’t recognize her.

But something in him did.

The figure didn’t step out. Just a sliver of profile—long silver hair, matted. One glowing eye. The other covered in a makeshift patch.

“They’re hunting the half-awakened. The ones too old to shift clean. You’re next, if you don’t run.”

“I don’t run,” Rei said.

A pause.

“That’s what she said, too,” the figure whispered.

Rei narrowed his eyes. “She who?”

But the shape was gone.

Just rain again.

And silence.



Back in his apartment, Rei didn’t sleep.

He sat on the floor, cross-legged, regulator clicking faintly under his skin like a ticking bomb. He laid out the evidence. The shift signatures. The regulator specs. The name the girl didn’t say.

But it was already there.

Burning in his mind.

Nyra.

A ghost. A fugitive. An Alpha.

And suddenly, not a rumor anymore.

Rei looked out at the moon.

This wasn’t a case.

This was a recall order from something buried in his blood.

And someone had just triggered the Silver Lining Protocol.
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Chapter 3: Corpse Memory
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The body on the slab was cold.

Rei stood over it, arms crossed, as the scanner panned slowly over pale skin and half-healed scars. This was victim four—picked up in the river just before dawn, less than twelve hours after his meeting in the alley. Male, early twenties. No ID. No digital trail. And no obvious wounds.

Except for the same thing every other corpse had.

Kaelin angled the body’s arm upward. “Subcutaneous traces. Look familiar?”

Rei leaned closer. At first glance, the skin looked untouched—pale, water-wrinkled, clean. But Kaelin increased the scan resolution.

There. Faint lines—almost fractal—etched in hexagonal spirals just beneath the dermis.

“Ritual circuits,” Rei said, quietly.

Kaelin nodded grimly. “Etched with surgical nanites. Nano-runes.”

He frowned. “Techno-arcanism?”

“I’ve seen it before. Not since the end of the war.”

“Who ran the mods?”

She hesitated. “I can’t confirm. The runes aren’t tagged.”

“Then guess.”

Kaelin glanced at him, then back to the scan. “They look like Aetherion’s Lunar Sync prototypes. Early-gen. Pre-stabilization.”

“Those were destroyed.”

“You sure about that?”

Rei didn’t answer.



Back at his desk, Rei sat motionless for nearly fifteen minutes, staring at a blank terminal. Not searching. Not typing.

Just listening.

His implant had begun whispering.

Not literal words. But pulses—uneven, urgent. A rhythm buried deep in his nervous system. He could feel it when he blinked. When he breathed.

When he touched metal, sometimes, it throbbed louder.

Memory Lock Status: UNSTABLE
Recall
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