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Author’s Note

This series has always been about connection, what it means to find it, to resist it, and ultimately to choose it.

Talia’s journey was never meant to be perfect. It was meant to be honest. Growth isn’t about getting everything right the first time, it’s about recognizing when you didn’t and choosing to do better.

Through this world, I wanted to explore how identity doesn’t need explanation to be valid, and how belonging isn’t something given to us, it’s something we build, often alongside people we never expected.

Thank you for spending time in this story with me.

—Vivian Vincent

Dedication

For those who believe redemption is possible. For those who stand fully in their identity.
And for those who choose connection, even when it’s difficult, uncertain, and the only way forward.
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Prologue
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Kethyrian Delta Prime – 2191 A.D. (Earth time), three months after the crash landing

THE WILDS OF K-DELT did not sleep. Even at night, the planet breathed. Light pulsed faintly through crystalline growths that spiraled out of the ground like frozen music, silver-blue veins glowing beneath translucent bark, flickering in slow, rhythmic waves that didn’t quite match Talia’s heartbeat.

She had tried not to notice that. Tried not to listen. But out here... there was nothing else. No engines. No steel walls. No voices pretending everything was fine. Just wind threading through delicate structures that chimed softly as it passed. Just the glow of a sky that refused to be dark. Just the quiet, constant awareness that the planet was aware.

Talia Reyes hunched deeper into herself, knees pulled to her chest, back pressed against the cool curve of a crystal trunk. Three Earth months had passed since everything fell apart, and somehow she was still here. The surface of the crystalline tree hummed faintly beneath her skin, not sound exactly, but something deeper. Something she felt. She squeezed her eyes shut.

“Stop,” she whispered hoarsely.

The grove didn’t listen. It never did. The first night she had made it this far from the settlement, she thought the sounds were accidental. Wind, pressure shifts, and environmental reactions. Now she knew better. This place didn’t react. It answered.

And she didn’t want answers. Not from this planet. Not from anyone. Her fingers curled into the dirt, soft, almost warm, threaded with faint glowing filaments that recoiled slightly at her touch like living nerves.

She jerked her hand back. “Yeah,” she muttered bitterly. “Don’t like me either.”

Guilt settled in her chest, heavy and familiar. Good. It should hurt. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw it again: the reactor flaring white hot, Renna collapsing, Piper screaming her name like it might hold her together.

That sound had followed her into the wild. It didn’t fade. It echoed. A soft shift in the air made her go still. Not sound. Not movement. Presence.

Talia didn’t look up. “I said go away,” she muttered.

Silence answered her. But not empty silence. The air shifted, warmer and softer. The faint hum in the grove changed key, rising slightly, uncertain, like something adjusting to her. She pressed her forehead harder into her knees. 

“You don’t get to do that,” she whispered. “You don’t get to understand me.”

Still, the presence didn’t leave. It never did. Not completely. She’d noticed them days ago. Maybe longer. It was hard to tell time out here. The light never fully faded, just softened and changed. At first, she thought it was paranoia. After everything, it wouldn’t have been surprising.

But no. They were real. The Kethyrians didn’t approach the way humans did. They didn’t announce themselves. They didn’t demand attention. They simply were.

Watching. Waiting. Listening, not with eyes and ears alone. Talia finally lifted her head. They stood at the edge of the grove, half-formed in the refracted glow of the crystalline trees. Tall. Fluid. Light moved through them instead of reflecting off them, soft blues and golds shimmering beneath translucent skin, shifting with something she couldn’t quite name.

Their eyes, if that’s what they were, glowed faintly. Not fixed on her. Attuned to her. It made her skin crawl.

“Seriously,” she said, voice rough. “Find someone else.”

They didn’t move closer. They didn’t retreat. A balance she didn’t understand. Then, slowly, one of them stepped forward. Just one. The others remained where they were, distant, giving space in a way humans never had.

Talia tensed. “Don’t,” she warned.

But the Kethyrian stopped before reaching her. A few steps away. Close enough to feel. Not close enough to touch. Light gathered faintly in their hands. Not bright. Not harsh. Gentle. Offering. Talia’s gaze dropped to the glow, then flicked back up, suspicion sharp in her chest.

“I don’t need help.” The glow dimmed slightly, not withdrawn, but adjusted. Like it was listening. She swallowed hard. “Seriously. Just... go.”

The Kethyrian didn’t argue. Didn’t insist. But something settled in the space between them, soft, steady, and unshakable. Not forgiveness. Not pity. Something else. Something worse.

Understanding.

Talia’s throat tightened. “I don’t get to be okay,” she said, more to herself than them. The grove shifted. The hum deepened. And for a brief, unbearable second, it felt like the planet disagreed.

Talia flinched back, shaking her head. “No. No, don’t do that. Don’t make this... something it isn’t.”

The light in the Kethyrian’s hands flickered once, then steadied. Patient. Infuriatingly patient. Talia dragged in a shaky breath and looked away. 

“If you’re waiting for me to magically become a better person,” she muttered, “you’re going to be here a long time.” 

Silence followed. Then the hum changed. Not the grove. Deeper. Farther. Wrong. Talia froze. Her head snapped up, eyes narrowing. That wasn’t the same. This wasn’t the soft, adaptive resonance she had gotten used to.

This was strained. Jagged. Like something beneath the planet had shifted out of place. The Kethyrian reacted instantly. Their posture sharpened, the light beneath their skin flaring brighter, edges going rigid, focused.

Concern. Real concern.

Talia pushed herself to her feet, ignoring the protest in her legs. “Okay... that’s not just me, right?”

The hum pulsed again. Stronger. Unstable. The Kethyrian wasn’t looking at the grove anymore. They were looking past her. Not at the surface. Beyond it. Far below. Something ancient stirred.  nd for the first time since she had come into the wild, Talia felt something worse than guilt.

Fear.
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Chapter One
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K-DELT NEVER SETTLED into something predictable. That was the first thing Renna Hadley noticed as she stepped into the outer grove just beyond the colony’s perimeter. The trees were familiar now, at least in shape, tall, spiraling structures with translucent bark and branching latticework that caught the light. But nothing about them stayed the same for long. Their glow shifted in tone and intensity depending on the time of day, or perhaps something else entirely. Renna had stopped trying to measure it by a clock.

“Tell me you’re seeing that too,” Piper said quietly beside her.

Renna followed Piper’s gaze. A cluster of crystalline growths near the edge of the grove flickered, their light pulsing in uneven intervals. It was subtle, easy to dismiss if you weren’t paying attention, but once you saw it, you couldn’t unsee it.

“I see it,” Renna said. “It’s not matching the others.”

“That’s the third time this week,” Piper muttered, crossing her arms over her chest. “Same pattern. Same spot.”

Renna glanced sideways at her. “Pattern implies predictability.”

Piper huffed. “You know what I mean.”

They stood in silence for a moment, watching the grove. Around them, the rest of the crystalline structures chimed softly as the wind moved through them. The sound was almost musical, a layered harmony that rose and fell in ways that felt intentional.

Lethari stepped into that sound without being announced. Renna felt their presence before she saw them, a faint shift in the air, a subtle change in the tone of the grove. Piper straightened slightly as Lethari approached, their translucent form catching the shifting light.

“You have noticed the imbalance,” Lethari said, their voice both spoken and felt, the resonance beneath it brushing lightly against Renna’s senses.

Renna inclined her head. “We’ve observed irregularities. Is it a structural issue?”

Piper snorted under her breath. “That’s one way to ask if your planet is glitching.”

Renna ignored her. Lethari’s glow shifted, not brighter, not dimmer, but thoughtful. “The systems of K-Delt are not mechanical. They do not fail in the way your technology fails.”

“Okay,” Piper said, stepping forward. “Then what does this qualify as? Because something is definitely not right.”

“The harmony has changed,” Lethari replied.

Piper blinked. “That’s... not helpful.”

“It is accurate.”

Renna stepped in before Piper could spiral into sarcasm. “What caused the change?”

Lethari was quiet for a long moment. The grove seemed to respond with them, its soft chime lowering in pitch. Renna felt it more than heard it, a tension threading through the ambient sound.

“Your arrival altered many patterns,” Lethari said at last. “That was expected. Your presence is... resonant, in new ways.”

Piper glanced at Renna. “Pretty sure that’s alien for ‘you’re loud.’”

Renna allowed herself the smallest flicker of a smile. “We are aware.”

“This change is different,” Lethari continued. “It is not the presence of many. It is the presence of one.”

Piper went still. “One what?”

“One voice that carries farther than it should,” Lethari said.

Renna’s chest tightened. “Talia.”

Lethari did not confirm it directly, but their resonance shifted in a way that felt like agreement. Piper ran a hand through her hair, tension creeping into her posture.

“She’s been out there for three months,” Piper said. “You said she was safe.”

“She is alive,” Lethari replied.

“That’s not the same thing.”

“No,” Lethari said softly. “It is not.”

The grove dimmed slightly, the light threading between branches growing more subdued. Renna noticed how the shift mirrored the conversation, as though the environment itself responded to their emotional state. She had seen it before, but it still unsettled her.

“What about the disturbances?” Renna asked. “Are they dangerous?”

“Not yet,” Lethari answered. “But they are growing.”

Piper exhaled sharply. “Of course they are.”

Renna folded her arms, her gaze returning to the flickering cluster. “You mentioned one voice. Why is it affecting the system at this scale?”

Lethari turned slightly, their attention moving outward, toward the deeper wilds beyond the grove. “Some individuals resonate more strongly than others. Most learn to quiet themselves over time. To find balance.”

“And Talia hasn’t,” Piper said.

“She does not yet understand how to,” Lethari replied. “And she is not alone in this.”

Renna frowned. “What does that mean?”

Another pause stretched between them. The grove’s hum shifted again, climbing slightly in pitch, almost like anticipation.

“There are those among my people who guide imbalance,” Lethari said. “Who specialize in restoring resonance when it fractures.”

Piper’s attention snapped back to them. “You mean like a healer?”

“Not as you understand the term,” Lethari said. “They do not treat the body. They align what is beneath it.”

Renna exchanged a glance with Piper. “And one of them is with Talia.”

“Yes.”

Piper’s shoulders eased just slightly. “Okay. That’s... good. That’s really good.”

Renna wasn’t convinced. “If she has help, why is the disturbance getting worse?”

Lethari’s expression shifted again, something quieter now, more complicated. “Because alignment requires willingness,” they said. “And she is still resisting.”

Piper let out a frustrated breath. “Yeah. That tracks.”

Renna studied Lethari carefully. “This individual who’s with her, what’s their role in your society?”

“They are a keeper of resonance balance,” Lethari said. “They listen where others cannot. They feel where others withdraw. They remain when others would step away.”

Piper blinked. “So... persistent.”

Lethari’s glow flickered with something like amusement. “That is one way to describe them.”

“Do they have a name?” Renna asked.

“They do.”

Piper leaned forward slightly. “And?”

Lethari held her gaze for a moment before answering. “Krindis.”

The name settled into the space between them, unfamiliar but weighty.

Piper repeated it quietly. “Krindis.”

Renna filed it away immediately. “If this Krindis is capable of stabilizing Talia, why hasn’t it happened yet?”

“Because they are not forcing it,” Lethari said simply.

Piper sighed. “Right. Of course they’re not.”

“That is not our way,” Lethari added. “Healing cannot be imposed. It must be accepted.”

Renna looked back toward the deeper forest, her gaze narrowing slightly. “And if she doesn’t accept it?”

Lethari did not answer immediately. The flicker in the grove intensified for a brief moment, the uneven pulses spreading slightly beyond the original cluster. Piper noticed it too, her posture going rigid.

“Okay,” she said. “That’s new. That is definitely new.”

Renna took a step forward instinctively. “If this escalates, we need to be prepared.”

“For what?” Piper asked.

Renna didn’t take her eyes off the trees. “I don’t know yet.”

Lethari moved closer, their presence steadying the air around them. “You are correct to observe. Correct to question. But do not interfere until it is necessary.”

Piper frowned. “Define necessary.”

“When the imbalance begins to harm more than the one who carries it,” Lethari said.

Renna’s jaw tightened. “And we’re not there yet.”

“No,” Lethari replied. “But you are closer than you were.”

Silence stretched again, heavier this time. The grove’s music shifted, notes no longer fully in harmony. It was subtle, a slight discord threading through an otherwise beautiful sound.

Piper rubbed the back of her neck. “I really don’t like this.”

Renna glanced at her. “You like nothing that can’t be fixed with a wrench.”

“Hey,” Piper said, “wrenches are extremely reliable.”

Renna’s lips twitched. “Unlike planetary resonance.”

“Exactly.”

Lethari watched them both, something warm in their expression despite the tension. “You anchor each other, Renna and Piper of Earth,” they said.

Piper blinked. “We what?”

“You stabilize what would otherwise drift,” Lethari clarified.

Renna looked away slightly. Piper did not. “Yeah,” Piper said quietly. “We do.” The flickering in the grove pulsed again, sharper this time, like a heartbeat skipping.

Renna’s focus snapped back to it instantly. “This is getting worse.”

Lethari’s glow dimmed, concern threading through their resonance. “Yes. It is.”

Piper’s voice dropped. “And she’s right in the middle of it.”

Renna didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. Somewhere beyond the safety of the colony, beyond the reach of structure and control, something was building. And for the first time since they had landed on K-Delt, Renna had the distinct, unmistakable feeling that whatever it was... 

It wasn’t going to stay contained.
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