Prologue: Shadows and Light

In the heart of Neo-Babylon, where the neon lights never dim and the silence of night is a forgotten
tale, there lies a commodity more precious than the rarest metals or the most intoxicating
substances. It flows silently through the veins of the city, unseen but omnipresent, shaping
destinies with the subtlety of a shadow passing over the moon. This commodity is memory.

Anya had always been attuned to the whispers of the city, the murmurs of secrets traded in dark
alleys and the silent screams that echoed through the labyrinth of the mind. She moved through
Neo-Babylon like a ghost, her presence as fleeting as the memories she stole.

The night air was thick with the electric buzz of neon, mingling with the distant hum of hover cars
and the occasional drone delivering its late-night payload. The city was a paradox, a masterpiece of
light and darkness, of technology and decay. It was in this chaos that Anya found her purpose, her
skills making her a sought-after artisan in the shadowy world of memory manipulation.

As she stood atop a towering skyscraper, the city spread out beneath her like a living, breathing
entity, Anya couldn't shake the feeling of unease that clung to her like a second skin. The message
had been clear, concise, and utterly cryptic—a job that promised to be unlike any other she had
undertaken. It whispered of danger, of secrets buried deep within the folds of the mind, and of a
power struggle that could alter the course of the city's future.

She had always known that memories could be weapons, could be keys to unlocking doors better
left closed. But as the wind tugged at her cloak, carrying the faint scent of ozone and anticipation,
Anya realized that this job might force her to confront not just the demons lurking in the memories
of others, but also those that haunted her own past.

The skyline of Neo-Babylon was a testament to human ingenuity and ambition, a beacon of
progress shining brightly against the backdrop of the cosmos. Yet, beneath its gleaming surface lay
a network of shadows, a realm where memory thieves like Anya operated at the edge of morality
and legality.

Tonight, as she prepared to delve into the mind of a man who held the city's darkest secrets, Anya
knew that the line between hero and villain, liberator and oppressor, was as fragile as the
memories she was about to steal. The future of Neo-Babylon, a city built on dreams and
nightmares, hung in the balance.

And so, with a deep breath that tasted of electric rain and unspoken fears, Anya stepped into the
night, her resolve as unwavering as the city lights that pierced the darkness. The game was afoot,
and the stakes had never been higher.

In the shadows of Neo-Babylon, where memories were both currency and curse, Anya's journey
was about to begin.
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