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Stopbyte wandered through the neon-lit corridors of the BBS. The space was crafted to resemble a dingy, back-alley bookstore crossed with a coffee shop—minus the coffee. Threads drifted in holographic displays above tables where avatars of netrunners sat, heads bowed, fingers tapping at the air, eyes glued to their screens. A low hum of activity filled the space, punctuated by the occasional flash of code as users whispered, argued, and swapped insights.

He had spent hours poring over threads on daemons, code-building, and advanced program loading, moving from one table to another, his mind beginning to haze with the tedium of firewall tips and storage optimization. He drifted past a group arguing over subroutine efficiency, half-listening to the back-and-forth of code specs and counterpoints, before turning his attention to the quieter side of the BBS.

Stopbyte stopped at the main directory, his brain aching from all the technical reading. He needed a change of pace. The BBS catered mostly to programmers, techies, and people who enjoyed arguing over everything from cars to neuroprocessors to guns, but a newer section caught his attention: #Ghost Stories.

It had more than a thousand posts, and the description said it was for net-focused stories only.

Good enough.

Stopbyte selected the topic and followed the default white arrow bobbing over the indicated table.

Once seated, he opened the thread and started scanning the posts. Titles floated in the air: The Blackouts in Data Vault 7, Echoes of Deleted Programs, and Netrunners Who Never Logged Out. Stopbyte scanned through them, a mix of amused curiosity and skepticism. Urban legends of the net, stories of ghosts and specters lurking in abandoned servers, artifacts of the lost, echoes of the dead. 

One post caught his eye: Lunar Lab Ghosts. Intrigued, Stopbyte tapped on the title, and the words expanded in front of him, the text shifting to fill his field of view.

According to the poster, who claimed to be a former employee, the lab had been run by Moonlight Biopharma, an ambitious biopharma startup that had won an exclusive permit from ESA over a decade ago. They specialized in experimental nanites and biotechnologies intended to cure genetic diseases. Moonlight had invested everything in their lunar lab, convinced it was the perfect place to conduct their cutting-edge research safely due to the difficulty of getting to the moon and the hostile environment outside. But just as they were rumored to be nearing breakthroughs, the company went bankrupt, apparently crushed under the weight of escalating costs.

As a result, the lab was abandoned, and the poster believed the company had left the building intact, since dismantling the equipment or bringing it back to Earth was too costly. Even the data vaults, locked with multiple layers of security, had been left untouched—still housing archives on disease cures, nanite prototypes, and early bio-mods, if rumors were true. It had been nearly twelve years since Moonlight folded, but the lab’s servers supposedly continued to run in isolation, fueled by autonomous solar systems designed to withstand decades without human oversight.

The post ended with a chilling note: “Moonlight’s lab is still out there—empty, lifeless, but not dead. They say a ghost still roams the lunar net. A few netrunners have tried to hack in over the years, but none came back with a story.”

At the bottom of the post was an image attachment. Stopbyte tapped on it, and the picture expanded—a grainy, low-resolution snapshot of the lunar surface with a blurred red, green, and white icon darting across the screen, as if it had been captured just before disappearing into the darkness. The figure seemed to flicker, almost spectral, like a fleeting signal on the edge of the net. The caption read, "Last known sighting of the 'Lunar Ghost'—caught by one who got close and lived to share the image. Barely."

The post continued with a cryptic warning: “Watch yourself if you go looking for it. There’s something on that server, something that shouldn’t be there. It doesn’t want company.”

Stopbyte’s curiosity piqued. An abandoned lunar server, high-value data, and some lurking mystery? He leaned back in the holographic chair, fingers tapping absently on the armrest as he weighed his options. He didn’t put stock in ghost stories, but the opportunity for a find like this—and the potential to explore something truly unknown—was hard to ignore.

———————————————————————————————————————————————————-
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STOPBYTE SAT CROSS-legged, floating within the entry room of his deck, immersed in a sea of flickering holo-screens displaying search results. Following a tricky job a few months back, his fixer had sweetened the deal by throwing in a new deck—a Nexus Prime. This wasn’t just an upgrade; it was a game-changer. 

The Nexus Prime was a powerhouse. Even in its low-end configuration, its specs were formidable. With 40 terabytes of space and a single fiber optic connection, it was built for adaptability, boasting slots for upgrades like a quantum wireless module. And speed? Its dual processors, each running twenty-four processing cores in parallel, could chew through calculations at a blistering pace. It was bigger than his old deck, more like a mini-tower than the standard lunchbox-sized portables, but he didn’t mind the heft. It came with multilayered security to ward off intrusions and an energy sponge to absorb any nastier, anti-personnel attacks in the net. It wasn’t just a deck—it was armor, a fortress, and a weapon all rolled into one.

With the deck’s expanded memory, Stopbyte could now run far more demanding programs and daemons without overloading the system. His entry room, normally empty and spartan, could now become a fully realized, photorealistic environment without denting his storage. The real thrill, though, came in the number of programs he could launch simultaneously. He could hold three times the programs his old deck could, and the dual processors could control a daemon program with three programs running under it, letting him automate some of his tasks mid-hack. Fletch, his tech-savvy friend, had been instrumental in helping him set up these daemons and optimize his code, customizing each program to his style.

Stopbyte’s arsenal of programs was ready, a meticulously curated selection for any possible encounter. In the digital arena, having the right tools meant the difference between slicing through a datawall unnoticed or getting fried by ICE. Each program had a purpose, refined and tested for the high-stakes environment of corporate infiltration.

The first in his lineup was Gopher. This was his go-to intrusion program, specialized for slipping past corporate data walls like a drill through rock. It was the vanguard, probing for weak points, and tunneling its way in without raising flags. Once inside, Invisibility 2.0 would activate a stealth program that cloaked his presence, rendering him invisible to standard trace, detection, and alarm systems. Alongside this, he’d fire up Bypass—a subtle, patient code-sniffer that embedded deep within a target system, planting access points for later use. With these three, he could come and go as he pleased, leaving nothing but whispers in his wake.

Then there was Chili Powder, a decoy module designed to send conflicting signals and keep any detection programs off his trail. Its algorithm threw noise across the data feed, confusing even the most paranoid security programs. If he found himself up against a powerful security AI, he’d deploy Chloroform, a power-draining program that overloaded the system’s circuits, temporarily putting the AI into a forced nap. For particularly stubborn encrypted doors or files, Master Key would come in, a stealthy decryption breaker that could open locked files without setting off alarms.

In case of direct confrontation, Stopbyte had Shield 2.0, a defense protocol to protect him from anti-personnel and anti-system attacks. It boasted a rare “re-rezz” feature, allowing it to regenerate after taking a hit, giving him a second layer of defense. Meanwhile, Tattletale acted as his lookout—a detection tool that revealed hidden programs lurking in the shadows, letting him sidestep or neutralize any threats before they could reach him.

Backseat Driver was his subtle control program, giving him the ability to hijack CPUs on the network. Paired with Heavy Blaster—a long-range anti-program weapon—he could neutralize ICE from a safe distance, disabling hostile programs before they even got close. A suite of utilities rounded out his gear, giving him the ability to access, read, copy, rename, lock, and delete files at will. The utility suite also granted access to cameras, mapped out the data fortress as he went, and included a special communication module for making stealth calls to the moon.

But his most prized assets were his daemon programs. These autonomous heavy hitters could each carry three programs, giving him backup firepower on demand. The first daemon, Guts, took the form of a towering, battle-scarred warrior standing over six feet tall. With short, spiky black hair and a fierce scar across his nose, Guts looked like he’d seen countless skirmishes. His weapon of choice







d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Lunar Ghost

Z B|I9AON :S8j0I1uoly) Jayeaiqapo)

Richard Sevcik





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





