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For the ones who refuse to break—

even when the system demands it.
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The system wasn't designed to fail.

It was designed to **erase. **

**Dax Callen** broke protocol to protect **Lark Winslow**and discovered Blackout had been hunting her for years.

**Keller Ward** followed a ghost into Budapest and found **Eden Ryker**—alive, erased, and embedded with a kill code designed to detonate the moment she remembered him.

**Vale Ashwood** chased a signal from the dead and found **Cipher**fragmented, weaponized, and programmed to forget the one person who refused to let her go.

Now the pattern is clear.

Blackout doesn't just train operatives.

It **shapes** them.

Each one marked by something deeper than code.

**Totems. **

Animal echoes that appear in dreams, in glitches, in moments when memory refuses to stay buried.

**Raven. Lion. Fox. Wolf. **

Not symbols.

**Survivors. **

The system tried to isolate them.

Instead—it **connected** them.

And when **Rowan Creed** and **Neve Voss** were locked together in a safehouse after a mission gone wrong—

The pattern **stabilized. **

They weren't just operatives anymore.

They were **variables** the system couldn't predict.

And the moment their totems awakened—

Everything changed.

**Phase Two has begun. **

The ghosts are waking.

And this time—they're not alone.
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Chapter One: Wake the Lion
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Rowan Creed
Classification: LION
Status: Off-Grid | Unstable | Reactivated



[SURVEILLANCE LOG | ECHO BLACK VAULT | REDACTED]

Subject: Rowan Creed.
Directive Failure: Memory Burn – Incomplete.
SIGCLASS Pattern: LION – Anomaly Uncontained.
Last Visual: Walking away from a fire he did not light.



He shouldn't have survived.

Not Budapest. Not Echo Black. Not the kill string that burned through his spinal node and should've scrambled everything that made him human.

But here he was—walking through the ash line like a ghost with a pulse.

Rowan Creed moved like the wind had warned him something was coming. Quiet. Deadly. Already too late to stop.

The safehouse he'd carved into the Sierra stone groaned under the pressure of the coming storm. Static crackled in the air like a countdown ticking down to zero, electric and insistent, raising the hair on the back of his neck.

And beneath his ribs—right where the lion's ink scar coiled around a wound that never healed—he felt it burn.

Not pain. Not quite.

Recognition.

A signal had activated.

Not one the system knew.

One he had buried.



[FLASH MEMORY | DATE: UNKNOWN]

Her voice, distorted through static—

"They're coming, Rowan."

"Then let 'em try."

—Gunfire. Silence. The memory folds before it ends.



He powered up the holomap, dust motes swirling in the beam of pale blue light.

Data scrolled across the screen: nodes blinking, then flickering red. A pulse. A ping. A memory that wasn't dead—just sleeping.

Location: NODE STATION 9 – CLASSIFIED VAULT
Status: Active
Access: Unknown
Last User: [REDACTED]
Echo-Trace Matched Signature: Cipher

His jaw flexed, muscle ticking beneath stubble he hadn't bothered shaving in days.

Cipher had vanished months ago after torching her own kill string and gutting Mnemosyne from the inside out. If her signature was showing up here—at this kind of node—it meant something buried was trying to wake up.

Or someone was about to die trying to stop it.

He stood, rolled his shoulders, felt the familiar pull of scar tissue across his back.

Stripped off his shirt.

The scar on his ribs flared in the dark—not ink. Not just trauma.

The lion totem glowed faintly, like memory dust soaked in heat, pulsing in rhythm with his heartbeat.



"You don't train a lion to follow orders.

You break it, bury the memory, and pray it never wakes up."



They broke me.

But they didn't bury me deep enough.

He holstered the twin silencers, weight familiar and cold against his ribs. Pocketed the fail-safe blade—sharp enough to cut through bone, small enough to hide.

And walked out into the black.



[SURVEILLANCE RECORD | MNEMOSYNE TRACER FEED – NODE 9 EXTERIOR]

Subject Creed in route.
Elimination protocols failed.
Subject not contained.
LION active.
Begin Echo-Beast cascade.
Wake the Raven.
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Chapter Two: Interference Pattern
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Neve Voss
Classification: RAVEN
Status: Memory Inversion Active | Trust Level: Zero | Unknown Potential



[RECON LOG: SIGCLASS FILE // NEVE VOSS // PROJECT TOTEM]

Classification: RAVEN
Skillset: Memory Archive / Data Retrieval / Psychological Counter-Infiltration
Programming Status: Inverted – Agent does not know what she knows.
Directive: "If the lion wakes the raven, run."
Status: ERROR: Echo-Beast trigger proximity breach



She didn't believe in fate.

Only pattern, anomaly, and burn radius.

Neve Voss was a closed loop: pulled from fieldwork, re-inserted without warning, given half a directive and a full death count. NODE 9 wasn't supposed to be active—hadn't been for years, buried under layers of digital rot and false kill codes.

But she wasn't supposed to still be alive either.

She breached the rear access hatch in silence, bypassed the magnetic lock with fingers that moved faster than conscious thought, and slipped inside like static—clean, exact, cold. She carried no identifying tags, no digital scent. Even the shadows forgot her after she passed.

And still—something inside her burned.

A low hum beneath her ribs, like interference bleeding through a frequency she couldn't name.

She reached the archive chamber, boots silent on concrete slick with condensation.

A biometric pad blinked red in the darkness.

Then green.

That's not possible.

She hadn't touched it.

She hadn't even been cleared.

Her pulse didn't spike. Her fingers didn't tremble. Years of conditioning made sure of that.

But her thoughts blurred—like static peeling at the edge of memory, something trying to surface that she'd been programmed to forget.



[MEMORY FLASH: UNKNOWN DATE // DEEP FILE]

A man's voice. Laughing softly.

"You were always watching. Even when I made you forget."

"Who are you?"

"Wrong question."

"Then what's the right one?"

"Why do you remember me anyway?"



She snapped back, jaw clenched, breath shallow.

Too late.

The vault door opened behind her with a rush of pressurized air, cold biting at her exposed skin.

And standing there—gun raised, breathing steady, eyes narrowed like he'd been expecting her—

Was him.

Tall. Coiled like a spring under tension. Scarred across the ribs, visible through the torn edge of his tactical shirt.

Her gaze dropped for half a second—to the brand glowing faintly on his side, pulsing with the same rhythm as the hum beneath her own ribs.

A lion.

Oh fuck.

She moved first.



[SURVEILLANCE | NODE 9 | ROOM 17-A]

Combat initiated.
Subjects unidentified.
Pattern match: SIGCLASS LION + RAVEN.
Recording interference—memory fragmenting—



She dove left. He fired right.

The bullet missed her by inches—but it wasn't a kill shot. She knew that instinctively, body reading the trajectory before her mind caught up.

Not hesitation. Choice.

He caught her wrist mid-spin, grip iron tight. Slammed her into the wall hard enough to crack the plaster, dust raining down around them.

"Who sent you?"

"Same people who forgot to finish the job on you."

Her knee came up fast. His shoulder cracked. They hit the floor together, grappling, rolling across exposed wires like animals caught in a trap neither of them had set.

"Name."

"Voss."

"Neve Voss?"

Recognition flashed across his face. Then alarm.

"...You shouldn't be here."

"No one should."

She yanked a knife free from her boot. He slammed her hand into the floor, knuckles cracking against concrete.

"I don't want to kill you."

"Good. Because you won't get the chance."

Then the system overloaded.

A cascade failure blew the ceiling nodes in a shower of sparks and molten metal, the smell of burning circuitry acrid in the confined space.

Light vanished. The room went red, emergency lighting kicking in with a mechanical groan.

The file self-purged in an electric scream.

And Rowan covered her before the blast hit, body shielding hers as debris rained down and the world went white with heat.



[BLACKOUT SAFEHOUSE // RECOVERY NODE TRIGGERED]

Two agents offline.
Automatic recovery override initiated.
Safehouse relocation in progress.
Welcome, LION.
Welcome, RAVEN.
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