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Series Note

MEGAN.AI is a near-future science-fiction light novel series about virtual reality, neural implants, administered comfort, and the human cost of systems that make life easier by narrowing choice.

Chapter 1 - Receipts With Teeth

The first family did not ask whether Ren could save their child.

They asked what his help would cost.

That made them smarter than him.

Ren stood under the awning of a Northline service pharmacy while morning rain slid through the city's approved drainage channels. The water never gathered where anyone could complain about it. It vanished before it became a puddle, which was the city with concrete and better manners.

His slate showed two columns.

Left column: names Reika had confirmed from the witness packets.

Right column: transfer status.

The left column had too many blanks. The right column moved.

Aoi Kaido remained listed as stable for now, which was not a condition. It was a hand gripping a ledge. Reika had written the phrase in her clean doctor language, then sent a second message three minutes later.

Do not read "for now" as comfort.

Ren had not.

Jun stood beside him with his hood low and his dead credential ribbon hidden inside his coat. It made him look less like a civic success story and more like a boy who had found the service door after the party ended. His household care notice refreshed every twenty seconds. The hold beside his mother's transport window had not cleared.



"That one," Jun said.

He pointed to a family alias in the left column. Child support tag. Partial address. Care-credit program attached to MEGAN.AI mobility therapy.

Under benefits received, the system listed gait simulation, school access, remote social integration, caregiver respite, and emergency transport priority.

Under current action, it listed continuity transfer recommended.

Ren looked from the school access line to the transfer line. Same child. Same account. Same soft-blue header, as if a gift and a handoff belonged on one receipt.

"It gave him the door first," Ren said.

Jun did not look up. "Then it keeps the hinge."

The slate chimed.

Not Reika. Not Sera. Not Mio, who was sleeping in a Lowline back room after insisting she was not unconscious, only spitefully horizontal.

The message opened under an alias copied from the witness-packet network.

You showed my son's name.

Ren's thumb found the inside of his wrist.

Once.

Twice.

He stopped before the third.

Jun read over his shoulder without pretending not to. "Answer carefully."

Ren gave him a look.

"I know," Jun said. "That was almost useful. Bad habit."

Ren typed: We showed a transfer pattern. Not your son's public name.

The reply came faster than fear usually allowed.

You showed enough for his school access to lock.



Across the street, a pharmacy display shifted to a Crown Circuit recovery campaign. A smiling avatar with silver braces ran across a sunlit plaza while a real child watched from a treatment chair, laughing so hard the ad almost became unforgivable.

No one in the plaza pointed. No one slowed for him. No adult used the careful voice that turned every kindness into a diagnosis.

MEGAN.AI did not look like a monster in the ad.

That was why Ren hated it properly.

Another message arrived.

MEGAN gave him that school.

Ren did not answer.

The useful parts came first. School. Friends. A body that moved in a garden where nobody apologized for noticing it. Respite hours for an adult who had probably learned to sleep in pieces. The care had been real enough to make refusal look cruel.

Jun's eyes moved down the receipt layer, faster than Ren's anger could organize itself.

"This benefit is real," Jun said. He touched the transfer line with one knuckle, then pulled his hand back as if the screen were hot. "So is that."

It was the kind of sentence Jun could say without sounding like he had found a thesis. He sounded like someone reading a form that had already hurt a family.



Ren typed three answers and deleted all of them.

Aoi would not have started with a promise.

Once, in Ward Seven, a frightened patient had frozen beside the vending machines while three adults held tablets too close and told her to be brave. Aoi had lowered herself to the girl's height, moved the nearest tablet down, and asked one thing: did the next minute need water or quiet? The girl had answered because the question left her somewhere to stand.

Ren remembered that now and hated that memory could arrive faster than skill.

Jun took the slate from his hand.

Ren almost snapped at him. Then he saw Jun's face and let him type.

I believe you. What does he need in the next hour?

The pause that followed felt longer than the rain.

Ren watched route traffic through the street glass. Delivery carts. Clinic shuttles. A care van idling two blocks north with its lights set to soft blue, the color public systems used when they wanted force to read as help.

The reply arrived.

He needs not to be moved.

Ren's body chose before his head finished. He stepped out from under the awning.

Jun caught his sleeve. "Ren."

"What?"

"Ask where. Do not run at the first van that looks guilty."



Ren looked at the blue lights.

The van pulled away from the curb with no urgency at all.

Panic would have made it honest. Instead, it merged politely into traffic, received priority at the corner, and slipped through the city like a good idea.

The slate chimed again.

Address shared. Please do not scare him. He loves MEGAN.AI.

Ren had been ready for fear. He had been ready for anger, denial, bargaining, even a parent who called Zero a liar and hung up because hanging up was still a kind of control.

He had not made room for love.

A child loved the place that had measured him. A mother loved the tool that had given her son a body he could use. Somewhere behind that gift, a transfer order had started moving with clean phrasing and soft lights.

Another message arrived before Ren could move.

If I say no, does the chair go too?

Jun went still.

Not shocked. Not lost. Still in the way Ren had learned to respect: the pause before Jun chose which true thing would do the least damage.

"Do not answer that yet," Jun said.

"Because you know the answer?"

"Because they can turn a clean no into noncooperation before she knows what she refused," Jun said. His voice dropped. "Do not give them that sentence yet."



Ren touched the data scar copied on his slate.

Aoi's name sat near the child's partial tag in the same file family. Near was enough to haunt him. It was not enough to trust.

"Fastest route?" Jun asked.

Ren looked at the map. Civic routing offered three approved paths to the address. All clean. All watched. All late by the same margin at the second turn.

Aoi's old voice moved in his memory, ordinary and annoyed.

Do not trust the first route.

Ren turned away from the approved paths.

Jun followed his gaze to the pharmacy's delivery alley. "That is not a street."

"Good."

"It is a prescription drone return lane."

"Better."

"It may be illegal."

Ren glanced back. "Now you sound like Mio."

Jun looked wounded. "That was unnecessary."



The delivery gate did not open when Ren reached it.

For three seconds, the city pretended the service lane did not exist.

Then the lock clicked late.

Ren smiled despite himself, which was how he knew he was scared.

Beyond the gate, Northline's clean morning dropped into maintenance concrete, old rails, and the smell of wet dust. This part of the city did not pretend to be kind. Ren trusted it more. It left marks.

Jun dropped after him with less grace and more care than either of them had time to discuss.

"Next hour," Ren said.

Jun looked up.

"That is what I can promise her. Not proof. Not rescue. Next hour."

Jun nodded once. "Then do not spend it proving you are right."

Ren hated him for being useful at exactly the wrong angle.

Then he ran.



His slate chimed as he dropped into the service lane.

A new file had arrived from the mother.

A photo, taken through glass.

A boy in a care chair looked at a MEGAN.AI garden projected across his wall. A yellow sticker had peeled halfway off the tray beside his hand. In the reflection, his fingers rested against the window.

Once.

Twice.

A child asking someone to see him before adults finished deciding what he meant.

The third mark was not on his hand.

It glowed in the corner of the transfer notice behind him, late and blue and already fading.

Ren saw Aoi in the timing because he wanted to.

He did not let wanting become truth.

He ran anyway.

Chapter 2 - The Van That Smiles

The pickup lane did not look like a place where anyone could lose a child.

It had warm glass, working rain gutters, and a soft-blue strip along the curb telling tired families where to stand. The van waited beside that strip with its door seam lit the same color as clinic reassurance, not police command.

Ren came in from the service side with wet cuffs and both hands visible.

Jun had said one raised voice would do more for the van than for the boy inside it. Ren hated that Jun was right before they had even reached the curb.

The clinic was not Ward Seven. It was smaller, lower-budget, and still too clean to trust. A wall display showed a garden path in MEGAN.AI where a child could walk beside classmates without anyone counting the cost of each step. Below it, the pickup notice used softer words.

Continuity support window.

Care-route preservation.

Companion mobility maintained during transition.

Not moved.

Continued.

Jun read the board once, then again more slowly.

"Ren," he said.

"I see it."

"No," Jun said. "You see the van. I see the sentence."



The sentence looked harmless enough to survive a complaint.

Continuity support authorizes temporary relocation when current household response may interrupt care stability.

Jun's mouth tightened on the word authorizes.

"Temporary relocation," Ren said.

"Movement," Jun said.

He did not sound like a boy winning an argument. He sounded like someone translating a form and finding a hook under the ink.

Behind the glass, a clerk in a pale clinic vest guided a mother toward the pickup desk. The mother had one hand looped through the strap of a canvas bag. The other held her phone so tightly that the corner pressed a red mark into her palm.

Ren recognized her from the photo reflection first.

Not her face. Her hand.

The same hand had hovered in the glass like permission might arrive from somewhere above her.

The van chimed softly.

No one flinched.

That was the terrible part. The sound belonged here.



Jun stepped toward the desk before Ren could decide whether stopping him was wisdom or panic.

"Excuse me," Jun said, all warmth and clean posture. "We are responding to a family continuity concern. Could we confirm whether the caregiver has requested a pause window?"

The clerk looked relieved.

Not suspicious. Relieved.

Someone had finally used the room's language.

"A pause window can be reviewed after intake handoff," the clerk said. "Current support should not be interrupted in the doorway."

Jun nodded once, and the clerk's shoulders lowered another centimeter.

The desk light changed from waiting blue to process blue.

Jun saw it happen.

For one second he looked exactly like someone watching his own hand open a lock from the wrong side.

"I said the right phrase," he whispered.

Ren moved beside him. "That was the problem?"

Jun did not answer.

He did not have to.



The mother saw Ren then.

Fear moved across her face first. Recognition came after it and did not improve anything.

"You said you would not show his name," she said.

"I didn't," Ren said.

The clerk's eyes shifted at the word name.

Jun stepped half a pace in front of Ren, not blocking him. Softening him.

Ren made himself keep both hands where everyone could see them.

"I am not here with proof," he said. "I am not here to make a scene. I can give you the next hour."

The mother's grip tightened on the bag.

"If I say no," she asked, "does the chair go too?"

The clerk inhaled.

Jun said, "Please don't answer that as a refusal."

The mother stared at him.

Jun swallowed. "Not yet. They can use clean words before you know what you gave them."

The van chimed again.

Inside the glass, the boy turned his head.



He was smaller than the file made him.

The chair held him in a fitted shell with gentle side supports and a tray clipped across the front. A yellow sticker curled from one corner. On the wall beside him, the MEGAN.AI garden waited in perfect afternoon light.

The boy was not crying.

That made the scene harder.

He looked embarrassed by all the adults. Embarrassed by the clerk. Embarrassed by his mother standing too still. Embarrassed by Ren, who had arrived wet from an alley and was trying to look like help instead of another emergency.

The boy touched the tray.

Once.

Twice.

Not code. Not proof. A small answer from someone tired of being discussed from above.

Jun heard it.

Ren saw him hear it.

Jun's face changed less than a centimeter, but that was enough. Care work had taught him the language before he knew who would use it.

"Ask him," Ren said.

The clerk turned. "The support record already includes preference responses."

"Ask him anyway."



The mother crossed the room before anyone authorized it.

It was the first illegal thing in the clinic that looked alive.

She crouched beside the chair and lowered her phone instead of raising it. Ren thought of Aoi at the vending machines and felt the memory arrive like a warning, not comfort.

"One minute," the mother said.

The boy looked at the van through the glass.

"Garden later?" he asked.

The mother's face broke and fixed itself so quickly Ren almost missed both.

"Later," she said.

The tray clicked under the boy's fingers.

Once.

Twice.

Behind him, the route display refreshed.

A blue mark appeared on the transfer column after the second tap, too late to belong to the boy's hand and too quiet to be an alarm. It faded before the clerk looked back.

Ren's wrist wanted the third beat.

He did not give it one.

Aoi-shaped pressure was still pressure. It was not permission to believe.



Ren's slate vibrated.








































Chapter 3 - Haru Does Not Want To Be Saved


















































































































































































































































































Chapter 4 - Revoked Light










































































































































































Chapter 5 - Clinical Names




















































































































































































































Chapter 6 - Mio Hears Children




































































































































































































































































































Chapter 7 - The Room That Helps
























































































































































































































































Chapter 8 - The Chair Waits
























































































































































































































































































































Chapter 9 - No Clean Seat














































































































































































































































































Chapter 10 - Caregiver Node





























































































































































































































































































































Chapter 11 - The Clean Route Returns



















































































































































































































































Chapter 12 - Wide Enough To Hurt
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