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Chapter 1: Symphony of Neon and Blood

The perpetual roar of Neo-Kerys was a living beast, a metallic cacophony of distant sirens, crackling holographic screens, and the buzz of delivery drones slicing through the heavy air. Kaira strode across the acid-soaked roof of a decrepit building, her synthetic coat clinging to her skin. Below, the Gut District pulsed with violent light, a venous circuit where the refuse of the megalopolis flowed. She no longer belonged to it—not really. Her world was made of tense silences and movements calculated down to the millimeter, a deadly ballet where the smallest mistake was paid in blood. Tonight, the music of that ballet was the dull throb behind her temples, a primal rhythm heralding the hunt. Her target was below; unaware that he was already dead. She breathed in air heavy with toxins and static electricity, her hand brushing the cold handles of the blades strapped to her back. The waiting was over.

The man’s silhouette was etched in the bluish glow of an illicit data terminal, his reflection distorted in oily puddles. Marco Vex. A petty trafficker of stolen cortical memories, convinced his modest protection network kept him safe from predators. From the shadows of a porch, Kaira watched him, her ocular implants zooming in and tracing heat signatures. Two guards, armed with low-grade models, their minds dulled by a constant feed of trash entertainment. Amateurs. She stilled herself, becoming part of the urban landscape, her passive camouflage system blurring her outline. Her heart beat slowly, a metronome at odds with the chaos around her. She felt no hatred, no anger—only cold certainty. This was a job. An execution. A dance whose every step she had already choreographed in her mind.
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