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“This is Kyle Winters, onboard Constant Warden Station, in the Nova Mundo System.” Kyle adjusted his headset, the hum of the space station’s corridors echoing softly in his ears. He looked at the small drone floating in front of him.

The camera focused on his face.

“This space station is one of the linchpin fortresses in the Maginot Line. The Maginot Line is the name given to the ring of star systems around Earth, providing a last line of the defence for our home world.” He paused. “Right now, war rages beyond the local hyper-gates as the Royal Navy fights to defend our Dominion against the dreaded religious fanatics of the Union. Constant Warden is under threat as a fierce space battle rages—”

“What are you doing?”

“Cut feed.” Kyle turned around, forcing a smile onto his face. “Hi, Eleanor.”

Eleanor frowned. “What are you doing?” She wsa resting her hand on her holstered pistol.

“Just getting some footage.”

“Kyle!”

“I'm a journalist...it's the right of the public to know what is going on.”

“You are not supposed to be down here. We're on a combat alert. Non-essential personal are supposed to stay in their quarters. Safe.”

“Locked away. Blind.”

“Safe.”

“Shackled. Blindfolded. Gagged.”

“If station security finds you down here—”

“I've got my papers in order.”

“As a visiting labourer assigned for cargo transfer.” Eleanor shook her head. “The shuttle bay is four levels up. We're in combat.”

“I pulled strings to get access here on Warden.”

“You're going to get yourself arrested.”

“By you?”

She grimaced. “I should take you in. Or at least report your presence.”

“Well, that is your job.”

“It would get you removed from the station aboard the next shuttle.”

Suddenly, a sharp jolt ran through the station. The ceiling light-panels flickered violently.

“What the hell?” Kyle shouted, staggering into a bulkhead as the deck shifted under his feet.

The station shuddered again, this time even harder.

Eleanor steadied herself.

A loud klaxon began to wail.

Some of the light-panels shifted to a red glow, flashing in warning patterns.

The bulkheads trembled, and a metallic groan echoed through the hallways.

Warning,” the harsh voice of the station's AI blared from an intercom. “Hull breach deck three section five. Hull breach deck four section five. Sealing emergency bulkheads. Damage control teams report to decks three and four.”

“Did you feel that?” Eleanor’s voice trembled as she clutched at a stanchion for support. Her eyes were wide with alarm.

“Yeah,” Kyle responded, his own eyes scanning the corridor. “Something’s really wrong.”

“Hull breaches....”

Eleanor's comm-link buzzed. “Constable Black, we've got enemy ships at close range. Be prepared for potential boarding parties.”

She tapped her comm-link. “Copy that, Boss. What's wrong with the station?”

“Those damned fanatics broke through our lines. They made a fast pass and fired on the station. They're sending in fighters now, plus more corvettes. Get to your duty station. We're expecting boarders.”

“Copy that.” She keyed off, then looked at Kyle. “Get back to your quarters right now!”

“I've got to get some footage. This is—”

The station shuddered violently, a deep, bass-heavy rumble that shook the walls, sending Kyle stumbling as the gravity altered under his feet. He felt absurdly light. Then comically heavy. He caught himself on the edge of a stanchion, his knuckles white as he strained to maintain his balance.

The air was thick with the acrid scent of burning wires and ozone.

Sparks burst from the walls, casting flickering shadows across Eleanor's terrified face. “Did you feel that?” she screamed as she clutched her head. “We've been hit!” A fine sheen of sweat broke out on her forehead, and her eyes rolled back in her head as if the very thought was too much to bear.

“Yeah,” Kyle gritted his teeth, his jaw clenched so tightly it ached. “Something's really really wrong.” The gravity still didn't feel quite right.

A new klaxon sounded its own wail.

“Warning,” the harsh voice of the AI announced. “Hull breach deck ten sections seven, eight, and nine...internal bulkheads collapsing. Critical structural failure imminent. Damage control teams report to deck ten.”

A deafening metallic groan sliced through the chaos, echoing like a giant beast awakening.

Kyle looked around.

The ceiling above cracked and groaned, and a shower of dust and debris rained down on them, choking and blinding.

Kyle coughed, his lungs burning from the fine powder.

Half of the ceiling light-panels went dark.

“Eleanor, we've got to get moving. This area isn't safe.”

“Warning,” the harsh voice of the station's AI blared. “Hull breach deck two sections eleven and twelve. Damage control teams report to deck two.”

“Should we head for the hanger?” Kyle asked. “Eleanor?”

Part of the bulkhead blew out in a fiery explosion as power systems overloaded. Piping and debris were flung in all directions, more debris collapsing and blocking the corridor.

Kyle ducked.

Metal clattered.

Kyle turned his head to the left. A piece of metal piping had impaled the bulkhead. I heard that fly past my head.

Fire was burning in the corridor—insulation maybe or a leak. Sparks rained from a hole in the ceiling.

Kyle coughed on the acrid smoke. “Eleanor!” he turned and grabbed her arm.

“Warning,” the intercom blared. “Reactor breach detected. Critical system failure imminent. Evacuate station immediately.”

“Damn it!” Kyle swore. “Wake up!

Eleanor's eyes snapped open, and she stumbled towards him, her hand grasping for his as if he were a lifeline. “We have to get out of here!” she yelled above the klaxon, her voice raw with fear. “Now!”

Kyle didn't need to be told twice. Reactor breach? The whole station is going to blow! “Where are the closest lifepods?”

“That way!”

“It's blocked!”

The fire was getting worse.

“It's bad...the fire suppression system is not responding.” Eleanor coughed on the smoke. “That way!” She pushed him down the corridor.

More rumbling echoed through the station corridors.

“What's happening?” Kyle
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