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In Loving Memory

Francisco Silva, Jr.

“Spacie”

April 4, 2007 – February 24, 2025

 

You had a passion for speed.

The engine’s roar, the wind’s challenge, the freedom of motion—

you lived it. You loved it.

From dirt bikes to the Chrysler 300, every ride was yours.

 

But you were more than horsepower.

You brought fire, music, and joy into every room.

A gamer, a dreamer, a protector.

You wanted to save lives. And you did.

Through your heart, your energy, and the way you lit up the lives around you.

 

In this world, you are missed more than words can say.

But in this story—you are immortal.

A brother in the shadows.

A force behind the mission.

A legend who never truly left.

 

You were never just in the background.

You were the reason he could move forward.

 

This book is for you, Frankie.

We’ll see you in every rose. In every turn of the road.

And in every heartbeat that dares to race.
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Chapter 0 – Prologue — The Crash

The city was drowning beneath a storm, the sky broken by jagged lightning that sliced through the darkness like a blade. Rain hammered the streets, creating rippling pools that reflected the neon glow of shop signs and streetlights. Amid the chaos, Tune moved swiftly, his red dreadlocks soaked and clinging to his skin beneath the hood of his black hoodie. He glanced upward, eyes narrowed, sensing something he couldn’t quite place.

A sudden flash of fiery green erupted overhead, hurtling down from the stormy heavens. The air filled with a deafening roar as the object crashed, carving a crater into the rain-slicked asphalt just blocks away. Tune hesitated only a moment before sprinting toward the crash site, heart pounding in sync with the distant hum emanating from the wreckage.

Arriving at the crater’s edge, Tune peered cautiously down at the glowing object nestled among shattered pavement. It pulsed rhythmically, illuminating the rain droplets in vibrant hues of green. Compelled by curiosity—and something deeper, almost instinctive—he climbed down, approaching cautiously.

The device didn’t look like tech. It didn’t look like anything. It felt alive. A crystalline core floating inside a framework of light, flickering between red and green. Not alien. Not built. It breathed. And it watched.

As Tune reached out, it responded—not with violence, but recognition. It leapt from the crater, embedding itself into his chest like a puzzle finding its missing piece. He staggered back, panic flaring through him as the core locked into place. The glow shifted—green melting into deep, surging red. Heat surged through his nerves. His breath hitched.

Then came the visions.

His vision blurred. A sharp ringing pierced his ears. Fragmented images and flashes of impossible worlds burned across his mind—echoes of battles he hadn’t fought, voices he didn’t recognize, and names he should’ve known. His skin prickled. His body trembled. The rain felt distant, like memory. In the chaos, three words rose with painful clarity:

"Dimension Guardians."
"Division 3825."
"Founder."

He collapsed to his knees, gasping. In the reflection of a puddle, he saw it—his once-brown eyes now glowing deep red.

And then: an explosion. Gunfire. Close.

The core on his chest pulsed—once. It wasn’t a warning. It was a call. His senses drowned, and suddenly, he stood in a place that wasn’t real. A vision realm wrapped in crimson light. And there, across from him, stood a figure.

Himself—yet not. Dressed in tactical gear, pistols holstered, eyes locked with his like twin flames meeting across lifetimes.

“Who are you?” Tune asked, breath catching.

The figure smirked. “I’m the part of you that fights when running ain’t enough. The one who aims first. The one who remembers what it takes.”

Tune felt the weight behind the words. Not aggression. Not ego. Just survival.

“Got a name?”

The figure tilted his head. “Lockrage,” he said. “When everything breaks—you lock in.”

Tune didn’t hesitate. “Lockrage it is.”

The vision blinked out.

Back in the storm, the core flared—projecting a pattern of symbols across the air like glowing red veins of meaning. It wasn’t a hologram. It was instinct. Pulse-based selection. His heartbeat slowed—steady. He reached for the node glowing brightest.

Lockrage.

The world reacted.

Energy spiraled around him—cosmic fire swirling in tight, precise arcs of red and gold. His soaked hoodie vaporized in a burst of light, replaced by hard tactical armor. Matte black plates locked into place across his frame, streaked with crimson and pulsing gold circuitry. A utility vest formed over his chest, humming faintly. Boots molded into shock-absorbing tactical gear. Finally—twin pistols materialized into his hands, forged from red kinetic energy, their frames buzzing like loaded intent.

His eyes burned bright—no longer just glowing, but alive with focus.

He didn’t know what this was. But he knew what it meant.

“Looks like I got more than just a hoodie now,” he muttered.

Then he moved—toward the gunfire, the storm, and the truth.

 

 



Chapter 1 – The First Encounter

Tune moved swiftly through the shadowed streets, rain streaming off his newly armored form. Each step felt surreal yet empowering, the twin pistols firm and reassuring in his grip. His pulse quickened with anticipation, each beat echoing in harmony with the Mutacore’s rhythmic resonance.

Ahead, flames flickered against the storm-darkened skyline, thick plumes of smoke billowing skyward. Gunfire rattled intermittently, punctuated by distant shouts and the mechanical hum of drones sweeping through the streets. Tune rounded a corner, skidding to a halt behind a battered vehicle. Peering cautiously around the edge, he took in the chaos unfolding before him.

A swarm of menacing drones patrolled the area, scanning relentlessly through the darkness with beams of harsh white light. Among them moved shadowy figures—human-like silhouettes wrapped in distorted energy fields, their movements jagged and unnatural.

The Mutacore pulsed—its sync-vision overlay bleeding directly into his awareness. Not a HUD. Not data. Just instinct,shaped into clarity. His body reacted to emotional feedback loops as the core highlighted threats with crimson echo-rings.

A group of drones abruptly turned, their sensors locking onto his position. Without hesitation, he vaulted the vehicle, landing smooth and firing in one fluid motion. His pistols barked sharply, precision guided not by training—but by reflexive sync. Shattered metal rained as drone carcasses slammed into the pavement.

More figures emerged. Closer. Aggressive.

Tune’s heart raced, but it didn’t cloud his judgment. The Mutacore fed his awareness, his adrenaline syncing with form-control. He moved like he’d fought these enemies before. Every pivot and shot had purpose. Confidence surged—but beneath it, a ripple of doubt.

How do I know this?
Is this me—or something the Mutacore unlocked?

“Guess I’m built for this after all,” he muttered, pushing forward through the storm, determined to find the source of this chaos—and maybe himself.

Time didn’t slow.
It fractured.

The rooftop detonated beneath his boots—ripping him out of reality like a soul torn from flesh. Debris twisted through the air. Red light spasmed across the core embedded in his chest—its pulses no longer matching his heartbeat.

For a heartbeat, he wasn’t falling.
He was adrift.
Unanchored.
Static.

“I should be dead right now.”

He twisted mid-air, struggling to reorient, but the core inside him pulsed sharply—a warning encoded in pain. It wasn’t syncing. It was rejecting him. For the first time, he felt it slip—not away, but inward, as if retreating.

ENERGY DESTABILIZING.

Then—

[FLASH — MUTACORE MEMORY ECHO]

Flames.
Ash choking the air.
Skies shattered, laced with dimensional fault lines.
And at the center, a version of himself—barely human—wreathed in rage and ruptured energy. Eyes burning white-hot. Tendrils of fractured power spiraled from his limbs, thrashing like they were trying to escape.

Then—another figure.

Stepping from the smoke.
Black tactical coat trimmed in red and gold.
Locs tied back.
Eyes glowing calmly, knowingly.

In his hand: a single rose.

Red and black.

He let it fall.

And vanished.

Static cracked through Tune’s vision like lightning inside his skull. Then—another voice. Not external. Internal. From the core itself.

“The cycle begins again, Founder.”

[IMPACT]

CRACK.

Tune slammed into a steel beam. Pain detonated through his ribs. Sparks exploded from the impact. He crashed through a rusted fire escape, finally collapsing into a dumpster with a metal shriek.

Then—
Silence.

Rain whispered on the wreckage. Smoke coiled through the alley like breath from a wounded beast. Tune groaned, rolling onto his side. His hoodie—torn. His ribs—burning.

“Okay… that was not part of the plan.”

He rose slowly. Breathing jagged. But it wasn’t just the fall.

The Mutacore wasn’t responding.

It flickered beneath his skin—unstable energy threading through his nervous system like a live wire spliced into a bleeding wound. His vision glitched. Reality jittered.

FLASH—

—A hooded figure dragging red chains through darkness.
—A blur wrapped in electric arcs.
—A staff raised toward a collapsing sky.

ERROR: Unstable Transformation Detected. Recalibrating.

His body convulsed—flickering through half-formed battle states—until the core locked him violently back into Lockrage. The jacket snapped into place. Pistols formed again in his grip. Red energy surged into his veins. His eyes—pure red—honed forward like lasers.

Then he heard it.

Footsteps.

Slow. Heavy. Unbothered.

Frank Voss stepped through the steam, dragging a cracked gauntlet across the ground like a warning. His armor hissed. His grin?

Amused.

“Thought that might slow you down.”

Tune wiped blood from his lip. Stood tall.

“Bad news,” he said, cracking his neck.

“You just gave me a reason to get serious.”

The Mutacore pulsed once—like a war drum.

Then it burned red.

 



Chapter 2 – Nyx in the Shadows

Far above the chaos, a faint shimmer blinked across the rain-slicked rooftops—blue and barely there.
The city’s surveillance grid should’ve picked her up.
But it didn’t.
It never did.

She moved like a ghost between frequencies, her presence cloaked in static and silence. Not invisible.
Untraceable.

Nyx.

High-ranking agent of Division 3825.
Watcher. Operative. Whisperer of fate.

She stood beneath the fractured spine of an abandoned broadcast tower—grey eyes locked on the storm below. Rain streamed down her visor like tears she’d long forgotten how to shed. Her tactical HUD flickered faintly, blue glyphs dancing across the glass. Below, the sync-signal glowed red—alive, volatile.

Subject 01: ACTIVE
Style Engaged: Lockrage
Core Sync: Unstable
Emotional Feedback: Escalating
Mutacore Integration: 78% – Partial

Her lips pressed into a tight line.
The Founder had activated.
Too soon.
Far too soon.

“Typical,” she muttered—equal parts warning and reluctant admiration.

The red burst lit the skyline.
The rooftop blast.
The mid-air fracture.
The Mutacore failing to sync—then recovering.
All of it—under sixty seconds.

And there he was.
Standing. Bleeding. Glitching. Smiling.

He doesn’t even know who he is yet.

She tapped her visor.
A frame replay opened—flickering through the rain.

The red-and-black rose.
Spinning through fractured air.
Energy trailing behind it like a coded signature.
A voice, half-myth, whispered between planes:

“The cycle begins again, Founder.”

Nyx’s eyes narrowed.

She knew that voice.
Had heard it long ago.
When things had already begun to fall apart.

Spacie.

The name stung like static—buried in her memory.
Unspoken.
Unfinished.

But there was no time for ghosts.

Her focus dropped back to street level.
Frank Voss was on the move.

The first fracture.
The first test.

If Tune fell now, the cycle would collapse before it even began.

Nyx stepped forward, her breath fogging the inside of her mask. Her voice, low and resolute, slipped through the storm like a knife through silk:

“Don’t let the past win again.”

Then—
She vanished.

Her body fractured into shards of blue light, dispersing into a glitching ripple of fragmented particles.
Like a memory being erased before it could finish writing.

Only silence remained.



Chapter 3 – Above the Storm (Spacie POV)

High above the storm—far beyond the reach of drones, satellites, or surveillance—a lone figure crouched at the edge of a fractured satellite dish, rain slipping off his coat like gravity had given up trying.

He watched the battlefield in silence.

Francisco Silva Jr.
Codename: Spacie.
Leader of the Shadow Directive.
Interim Commander of Division 3825.

But up here, cloaked in static and sky, none of that mattered.

Here—
He was just a brother.

Below, the Mutacore pulsed like a dying star—erratic, desperate, trying to re-stabilize.
Tune stood amid the wreckage, body battered, mind fragmented, but still—spine unbroken.
The fire in his stance refused to go out.

Spacie didn’t smile.
But the tension in his jaw eased.

“Still standing… good.”

He tapped a gloved finger to the data crystal embedded in his palm.

Above, the storm rumbled—not thunder.
Disruption.
His disruption.

He had bent the stormfront to catch Tune’s fall.
Redirected satellites.
Scrambled drone feeds.
Folded chaos into a shield of silence.
Just long enough.

Just enough.

Nyx would feel it.
She’d pause.
That was all he needed.

He was always watching.
But never interfering.

Not yet.

His visor shimmered with soft red light—tracking biometric sync streams.
Tune’s vitals dipped into warning thresholds… blinked yellow… then slowly stabilized.

The Mutacore flickered across his HUD—glitches in the glyph pattern, like a heartbeat skipping notes in a familiar melody.

Spacie recognized the rhythm.

Too many pathways.
Too much pressure.
Too much pain.

And still…
he fights.

His eyes slid toward the mounted relic beside him—a single metallic rose stem, driven into the dish like a ritual dagger or remembrance token.

TRANSMISSION LOOP: ACTIVE
TUNE SIGNAL: JAMMED
FRACTURED TRACE: BLOCKED
CORE SYNC – MONITORED

Spacie placed his hand on the stem.

Not to adjust.
Not to test.

To connect.
A tether.
A ritual.
A promise.

“I got you, Frankie.”

It wasn’t muttered.
It wasn’t for him.

It was for Tune.

Then—he rose.

The storm folded around him like it knew who he was.
His red eyes flickered once beneath the shadow of his hood—resolute, not hopeful.

“Make the right choice when the time comes.
And if you don’t…
I’ll be there.
Even if you hate me for it.”

And with that—
He was gone.

No signature.
No sound.

Just a fracture in the sky…
…and a single sunflower pressed gently against cold metal.

BATTLE INTERFACE: ONLINE.

 

 



Chapter 4 – The Voice Within

The street was cracked open like a wound.
Fire licked the edges of shattered pavement.
Smoke bled from crushed cars and ruptured storefronts.
This wasn’t just a battleground anymore—
It was a test chamber.
And Tune?

He was the subject.

He rolled his shoulders, pistols heavy in his grip. Steam rose off his jacket in the heat.
Across from him, Frank Voss cracked his knuckles through armored gloves—his grin sharp enough to cut steel.

“You don’t even know what that thing in your chest really is, do you?”

Tune didn’t answer.

Not out loud.

Because something else had already answered.

You are syncing faster than projected.

The voice wasn’t spoken.
It wasn’t synthetic.
It was deeper—woven into him.
Not external.
Not alien.
But familiar.
Like a thought he'd never dared to voice finally rising through the static.

Lockrage Sync: 93%
Vital Stress: Stabilizing
Combat Rhythm: Adaptive
Emotion Link: Anchored

Precision Feedback: Enabled.

A red shimmer pulsed across the Mutacore embedded in his chest.
The pistols in his hands recalibrated—lighter, sharper, harmonized with his heartbeat.
Not weapons.
Extensions.

You don’t have to fight like them, Tune.
Fight like you.

His breath caught.

“…Did you just talk to me?”

No answer.
But the silence that followed wasn’t emptiness.
It was acceptance.
Trust.

Frank was still pacing. Still taunting.

But Tune wasn’t listening anymore.

He was listening to the beat—
His beat.
And the Mutacore?

It wasn’t controlling him.

It was matching him.
Mirroring him.
Becoming him.

He exhaled, slow.

His stance shifted—no longer rigid.
Fluid. Focused.

His trigger finger stilled.

Shooter Style Calibration Complete.
Lockrage Potential: Unlocked.

He smirked.

And behind his pupils, the red glow flared—

Like twin suns rising behind a storm.

 



Chapter 5 – The Commando Fight

Frank Voss moved like a tank.
Every step thundered with purpose—armor cracked, molten streaks glowing like ember veins across matte black plating.
He didn’t walk through fire.
He carried it with him.

Steam hissed from the wreckage, the alley a graveyard of broken cars and crushed concrete.

Tune faced him, pistols drawn.
Red energy pulsed from the Mutacore embedded in his chest—no longer erratic.
No more glitches.
No more surges.

The sync was clean now.
Heart to core. Will to weapon.

This wasn’t a borrowed glitch anymore.
This was his.

Frank sneered through soot-streaked skin.

“You really think that little glow rock in your chest is gonna save you, Founder?”

Tune tilted his head—half a smirk curling at the corner of his mouth.

“Nah.
I was born with it.
Just didn’t know it until tonight.”

Frank roared—and charged.
A missile in human form.
Metal. Fury. Hate.

 

[SLOW MOTION – MUTACORE SYNC SURGE]

Time fractured.

Tune exhaled.

The world sharpened.

Rain froze into drifting glass droplets.

His vision narrowed—not from fear, but clarity.

Every micro-movement.
Every flaw.
He saw it all.

The torque in Frank’s right hip.
The stagger in his heel.
The telegraph of the swing.

Data no one should see.
But the Mutacore saw it with him.
As him.

Lockrage Sync: 98%
Precision Feedback: Active
Combat Field Bias: Tactical Advantage

He moved.

Two shots—clean. Surgical.

—One to the knee. CRACK.
—One to the shoulder. SPARK.

Frank’s momentum faltered.
Concrete groaned beneath his stumble.

 

[REAL TIME RE-ENGAGED]

Tune surged forward—not fleeing, but positioning.

He slid low through the wet grit, pistols flaring wide arcs.
Red tracer energy streaked behind him like comet tails slicing steam.

Frank slammed his gauntlet into the pavement.
BOOM.

A shockwave detonated outward, flipping cars like dominos.

Tune leapt.

One of the cars spiraled overhead—
And he ran across it.

Gravity bent.

Momentum obeyed.

He fired.

BANG. BANG. BANG.

Shots carved lines through smoke.

Frank blocked—but his gauntlet cracked.

Then shattered.

“Nice toy!” Frank growled. “But I don’t need tricks to kill you!”

Tune landed clean.
Pivoted.

“No tricks,” he said.
“Just style.”

He spun—fired.

The Mutacore blazed with red and gold resonance.
Glyphs spiraled across the steam.
It didn’t ask.
It didn’t explain.

It evolved.

Shooter Style Evolution Detected.
Dual Mode: Online.
Ranged Arsenal Unlocked.

One pistol dissolved—breaking into red fractal particles midair—
Then reformed.

A sleek AR unfolded from his core.
Angular. Black and crimson.
Glowing circuits etched like living veins.
It clicked into his grip like it had always belonged there.

Tune whistled.

“Okay… now that’s hot.”

Frank roared again—swinging a molten pipe like a war hammer.
Tune slid under the arc, vaulted behind—

And slammed the rifle into Frank’s gut.

PULSEFIRE—

Light erupted from the barrel.

Frank was lifted, thrown—
Crashing into a rusted van that collapsed around him like tinfoil.

Smoke churned.
Wires sparked.
Frank groaned, blood on his teeth, armor torn open like cracked obsidian.

He wasn’t dead.
He wasn’t done.
He was furious.

“You think you’ve won?” he spat.
“You haven’t seen what’s really coming.”

Tune stepped forward.
AR resting on his shoulder.
Barrel still steaming.

“Nah.
But I know this is the part where the music drops.”

The Mutacore surged—energy coiling out like a storm about to scream.
It synced to his breath.
To his will.
To his decision.

He raised the rifle.

One glowing red shot—

BOOM.

A ripple of data shock tore forward—not to kill, but to erase.
Frank convulsed.
Glitched.
Then—

Disintegrated into flickering digital feathers—
rising, drifting into the storm-lit sky.

Silence fell.

Just steam.
And the steady hum of the Mutacore, now quiet.

Shooter Style Evolution: Complete
AR Loadout – Integrated Permanently

Tune stood there.
Breathing slow.
Adrenaline fading.
Heat dispersing beneath his skin.

But something inside him…

Had changed.

The rain hit different now.

Not sharp.
Not cold.
Just present.

He stared at the place where Frank had vanished.
His fingers hovered near the trigger, still in fight posture.

But he didn’t move.

He hadn’t moved since the final shot.

His chest rose and fell—measured.
Steam curling from his lips.

The Mutacore dimmed—
Not off.
Just… resting.

Like it had exhaled with him.

Threats: None Detected
Dimensional Instability: Clear
Emotional Integrity: Fragile

But he didn’t feel safe.
He didn’t feel anything.

Just that numb, post-impact ache—
when something inside breaks…
and you’re not sure if it was out there, or in you.

He glanced down.

The red core still pulsed faintly.
Not foreign now.
But not familiar either.

Part of him.
And that terrified him.

He slid down the wall until his spine met cold concrete.
Arms over his knees.
Eyes toward the sky.

“…What the hell did I just do?”

His voice cracked—not from fear.
From exhaustion.

This wasn’t victory.
It wasn’t power.
It was survival.

And survival left marks.

He sat in silence long enough for the city to return—sirens, dripping water, distant hums.

Then—

A sound.

Behind him.

Metallic. Deliberate. Soft.

He reacted before thinking—hand to sidearm—

Until he saw it.

At the alley’s edge.

Placed.
Not dropped.

A red and black rose.

No note.
No footsteps.
Just there.

Left with purpose.

He stared at it. Confused.
Alert.
But deep inside—something twisted.

Sharp.
Familiar.

He didn’t know why.

Didn’t know who.

But it felt like family.

His voice broke the silence—barely above a breath.

“…Who the hell am I?”

The Mutacore didn’t answer.

Only the rain did.

 

 



Chapter 6 – Enigma: Watching the Founder

The feed buzzed faintly inside her visor.
Static. Then clarity.

Target: Tune
Location: Sector 9 – Rooftop Clash: COMPLETE
Status: Alive. Stable.
Mutacore Sync: Shooter Form – Lockrage Engaged

Enigma exhaled quietly through her nose.
She adjusted the recon scope with surgical care, crouched between two rusted vents atop a silent rooftop several blocks away.
High enough to see.
Low enough to disappear.

She hadn’t been ordered to watch him.

She just needed to.

The Founder.

In motion.
Finally.

He moved like instinct wrapped in fire—raw, reckless, improvisational.
His strategies were half sarcasm, half survival instinct on overdrive.

But he’d dropped Frank Voss.
Frank freaking Voss.
One of the most brutal Fractured tacticians Division 3825 had ever cataloged.

And Tune put him down—in five minutes flat.

That should’ve impressed her.
It didn’t.

Because she saw the aftermath.

The twitch in his trigger finger.
The sag in his shoulders.
The silence behind his eyes once the fight ended.

The weight.

He looked powerful—but he looked lost, too.

She tapped her visor.
Voice low. Controlled. Precise.
A field report she didn’t want to admit she was making.

“Subject 01: Unstable but adaptable.
Mutacore syncing faster than Nyx predicted.
Emotional volatility confirmed.”

She hesitated.

Eyes narrowing beneath the HUD.

“…And still… he’s him.”

Her hand brushed the hilt of the Sunsteel Blade slung across her back.
Even that soft contact sent a subtle ripple of tension down her spine.

Because if the Mutacore ever unraveled—
If the bond between it and the Founder fractured—

It might fall to her to stop him.

And she would.

Without hesitation.

But deep down, something quieter stirred—
A whisper.

Not yet.
Not this time.

She stood—silent, composed—scanning the skyline one last time before fading into shadow.

“Stay alive, Tune,” she murmured.
“You’ve got a lot of catching up to do.”

Then she was gone.

No sound.
No signal.

Just the echo of a blade she hoped she’d never have to draw.

 



Chapter 7 – Entry Protocol

The quiet didn’t last.
Just as Tune let himself exhale—just as the rain began to sound like rain again—
a low hum rolled through the alley.

Mechanical. Deep. Climbing.

He straightened, pistol raised before the thought even formed.

From the storm-slick sky, a sleek black dropship descended—matte plating shining like wet obsidian, cut with red and silver traces.

Its engines folded inward with surgical grace, hovering inches from the fractured pavement.
Puddles rippled outward like glass cracking in slow motion.

On its side: a glowing red insignia—
Division 3825.
A double infinity symbol interlocked over a fractured dimensional map.

Tune took a slow step back.

“Okay… this is new.”

The hatch hissed open.

Two operatives emerged—silent silhouettes wrapped in layered black armor veined with red and gold circuitry.
No faces. No names. Just presence.

One raised a scanner.
The other lifted a hand.

“Tune. Codename unassigned. Subject 01.
You’re coming with us.”

Tune cocked a brow.

“Yeah? And if I don’t?”

The scanner beeped once.

“Your Mutacore is emitting Founder-level resonance.
You don’t get to say no.”

Tune glanced down.
The red core in his chest pulsed softly.
Not warning.
Not pressuring.
Just… present.

Watching.

He sighed and holstered the pistol.

“Fine. But if this ends in a bio-hack autopsy, I’m flipping a table.”

They didn’t flinch.

They stepped aside.

Invitation or order—didn’t matter now.

Tune climbed aboard.

 

Inside, the dropship was still.
Not dead.
Held.
Air like chilled glass. Walls lined with pale white trace-lights. No windows—just data feeds embedded in curved black panels.

Vital signs. Neural spikes. Emotional resonance patterns.
All of it: his.

He sat—silent, scanning.
The numbers flickered.
So did his thoughts.

When the hatch sealed shut, the operative across from him finally spoke.
Calm. Almost too calm.

“You’re not a prisoner, Tune.”

He leaned back, arms folded.

“Then why does this feel like a kidnapping?”

A pause.

“Because you’re the Founder.
And no one remembers being one of those.”

The words hit like a buried chord struck too hard.

He didn’t reply.
Just stared at the Mutacore.
Still. Pulsing. Embedded.

For the first time since the crash, he wondered—

Had he stepped into something that never stopped waiting for him?

 

The ship descended into mist—featureless. Still.
Until the fog shimmered.
Reality flexed like skin recoiling from touch.

And then—it appeared.

Division 3825 Headquarters.

A colossal fortress buried in the earth’s memory.
Spiral towers rising from a central core.
A black spire crowned with a red ring pulsing with dimensional sync energy.

Walkways floated in perfect cadence.
Agents trained on adaptive platforms.
Holograms whispered live intel mid-briefing.
The whole facility didn’t operate.
It breathed.

A living machine engineered to intercept collapse.

The dropship sank into a vertical hangar.
Magnetic clamps engaged.
Engines cut out with precision.

The hatch opened.
Mist kissed the metal floor.

Tune stepped out.

The entry corridor towered around him.
Black alloy walls laced with shifting glyphs—like rewritten memory.
Beneath him, the floor shimmered—rivers of light flowing beneath transparent glass.

At the far end: a seal.
The double infinity.
Wrapped around a fractured sphere.
In its heart: a flickering diamond—red and gold.

The operative beside him turned.

“Where exactly am I?”

No reply.
Just a gesture toward the glowing seal.
As the doors parted—

“You’re home, Founder.”

 

[TRANSFORMATION SEQUENCE: ENDING]

As the corridor opened, the Mutacore pulsed in his chest.

Not danger.
Not failure.
Closure.

Threat Level: Zero.
Combat Field Cleared.
Returning to Baseline Mode…

Tune froze.

“…Wait, wha—”

The red glow flared one last time.

In fluid silence, the Lockrage armor separated—
Red circuit lines dimming, steam curling off his chest.

His pistols blinked into red sparks.
The plating peeled away like ash in reverse—streams of red cosmic energy folding inward.

Each piece melted back into the core like smoke rewinding into a candle’s flame.

And then—

Stillness.

The glow dimmed.
The Mutacore restructured itself—sliding from chest to left wrist.
Familiar. Personal.

His Standard Style returned.

The black hoodie flowed back into form.
Soft fabric etched in gold trim.
Red pants.
Damp, but whole.
His red eyes softened—embers behind the storm.

He was himself again.
But changed.

The calm of Standard didn’t feel like peace.
It felt like exposure.

He flexed his hands.
The phantom weight of the pistols lingered.

“All that power…” he muttered, “just folds itself away when the fight’s done…”

No reply.

Just the core—silent.

Watching.

 

The hallway stretched forward—etched in dark alloy, alive with low pulsing energy.
Transparent panels beneath his boots flickered.
Division 3825 wasn’t a building.
It was a memory engine.

And it remembered him.

Operatives watched as he passed.
Sleek black armor. Silver circuit veins.
Sidearms locked. Posture rigid.
No salute.
No fear.

Just awareness.

That’s him.

A cluster of agents stood at a holo-table.
One—barely older than Tune—glanced up.

Their eyes met.

Not fear.
Not worship.

Recognition.

Like they understood what it meant to be caught in something larger than you.

Tune nodded.
Slow.
Uncertain.

They nodded back.

And returned to work.

 

A panoramic window opened to the right—revealing a massive training platform rotating in real time.

Agents sparred.
Projection tech flickered.
Simulated Styles—some red, some gold, some green.

But none of them were real.

Only his was.
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You had a passion for speed.

You brought fire, music, and joy into every
room. A gamer, a dreamer, a protector.
You wanted to save lives. And you did.
Through your heart, your energy, and the
way you lit up the lives around you.

In this world, you are missed more than
words can say- [

But in this story -you are immortal. W)
A brother in the shadows.

A force behind the mission. —

A legend who never truly left. 7\

You were never just in the background.

You were the reason he could
move forward.

This book is for you, Frankie.
We'll see you in every rose.
In every turn of the road.





