
Tomorrow’s Rebirth

Celestia City’s Last Pyre

Kixi Rajki

Copyright © 2026 Kixi Rajki

All rights reserved.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Author’s Note

Tomorrow’s Rebirth – Celestia City’s Last Pyre

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Author’s Note
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This short story is set within the narrative framework of Tomorrow’s Rebirth, a forthcoming trilogy that continues the universe established in KnM Blade’s End – Tomorrow’s Rebirth, the final novel in the KnM Blade series.

While the Tomorrow’s Rebirth trilogy is planned as a standalone continuation— bridging eras, timelines, and long-term consequences beyond the original saga— this short story is a single, self-contained narrative that explores a specific moment and perspective within that universe. It provides a focused glimpse into events and characters between major narrative milestones, rather than representing the trilogy in its entirety.

The first novel in the Tomorrow’s Rebirth trilogy is currently planned for release in or around 2027. In the meantime, this short story has been released to give readers insight into the evolving world, its characters, and the long-reaching consequences of choices made at the end of the KnM Blade series.

This work forms part of the official narrative continuity and is best read with the understanding that it represents a fragment of a much larger story yet to be told.
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By Kixi Rajki

Earth filled the forward viewport, no longer blue, no longer whole.

The shuttle slipped through a graveyard of orbiting wreckage— vast, silent scars circling the planet like frozen wounds. Fractured habitat rings drifted in slow, eternal arcs. The torn spines of space stations tumbled end over end, their once-brilliant superstructures reduced to skeletal frames and shattered plating. Solar arrays hung in tatters, glinting faintly as they caught the distant sun, their purpose long forgotten.

I watched without speaking.

I remembered Earth wrapped in light— encircled by transit lanes, crowned with orbital cities, alive with traffic and signal chatter. Much of the wreckage drifting around the planet was familiar: the remnants of transit lanes, station spines, orbital infrastructure that had already existed in the thirty-first century and expanded in the centuries that followed. But the habitat rings were not. Those had been built after we entered stasis, sometime in the long stretch before the forty-first century collapse. Now there was only debris and absence. Even the planet’s magnetosphere felt wrong, its auroras faint and uneven, like a heartbeat struggling to remember its rhythm.

Jhasmin exhaled slowly beside me.

“I trained over that station,” she said, her voice low. “Station Seven. First off-world posting. It had interior gardens— you could see the curve of Earth from the inner promenade.”

I nodded. “Yes... I remember that,” I said. “It had gardens. Real ones. Soil, not synth. And the humidity made everything feel heavy.”

Jhasmin’s jaw tightened. “Everyone complained about the humidity.”

We flew on, weaving carefully through drifting hull fragments the size of city blocks. Some still bore faded insignia of the United Systems of Sol, their emblems scarred but recognisable.

Seventeen thousand years ago, this had been the centre of everything.

“It shouldn’t look like this,” Jhasmin said quietly. “Not after all we built.”

I turned to her. “Nothing lasts forever. We just convinced ourselves we were the exception.”

For a moment, neither of us spoke.

“I remember the traffic,” Jhasmin said. “You couldn’t cross orbital lanes without clearance. Now...” She gestured at the void. “You could fly blind and never hit a soul.”

I swallowed. “We left it behind,” I said. “And it died without us.”

The shuttle angled downward, slipping beneath the debris field, the planet’s surface rising to meet us— scarred continents, dulled oceans, storm systems fractured and irregular.

Celestia City emerged at last from the haze, sprawling across the horizon like the fossilised remains of a once-living giant.

What had been a thriving mega-metropolis— an endless forest of skyscrapers rising kilometres into the sky— now stood in various states of collapse and decay. Towers that had once reached two kilometres in height leaned at unnatural angles, their upper sections sheared away or missing entirely. A handful of the great spires that had once pierced three kilometres into the atmosphere were reduced to jagged stumps, their crowns torn off long ago, their internal frameworks exposed like broken bone.

Between them, the one-kilometre towers formed a dense, ruined skyline, their facades stripped bare by time and bombardment. Sky platforms hung frozen in midair where their supports had failed, suspended only by twisted reinforcement or collapsed into the streets below. The sky traffic lanes that had once pulsed with movement were empty now— faint traces of guidance fields lingering like ghosts, useless and forgotten.

Bridges between towers had collapsed in on themselves. Transit rings lay fractured, their segments scattered across districts like the remains of shattered halos. What had once been layered levels of habitation, commerce, and governance had flattened into a chaotic vertical graveyard.

No lights burnt.

No signals called out.

The city had not been reclaimed by nature— it had simply been abandoned, left to erode in silence for thousands of years.

Celestia City still stood.

But it no longer lived.

The shuttle settled into the fractured plaza with a muted thrum, its landing struts sinking into centuries of wind-packed ash and crystallised dust. What had once been Celestia City— the beating heart of the United Systems of Sol, jewel of the Zhann Alliance— lay broken beneath a grey sky that had not known clean air since the great collapse, which had come a thousand years after Jhasmin and I were sealed in stasis— sixteen millennia before the present.

I stepped down first.

My boots crunched softly as I moved forward, my visor tracking the broken geometry of the city— collapsed spans, hollowed towers, and the jagged remains of the spire district. This was not reclamation, nor renewal. The city had merely endured, suspended in ruin.

Behind me, Jhasmin Zaneca followed with arms folded, her expression unreadable.

We walked for hours.

Through avenues where mag-rails lay twisted like exposed ribs. Past plazas where statues of forgotten leaders lay face-down, half-buried. We found the remnants of Zed’s Quantum Aerospace offices— its sigil still faintly visible beneath centuries of grime— and later, the shattered shell of what had once been our own penthouse, glass walls blown outward, memories scattered with the debris.

We did not linger.

By the time the sun dipped low behind the broken skyline, I had changed course without a word.

Jhasmin noticed immediately.

“Where are you taking us?” she said, her tone sharpening. “This wasn’t the plan.”

I did not stop walking.

“I’m going to find out what happened to Paige,” I said evenly, my gaze fixed ahead. “I need to see it for myself.”

“She’s been gone for over seventeen thousand years,” Jhasmin continued, irritation bleeding through her voice. “You’ve slept through the fall of civilisations. Countless lives. And you’re still chasing her shadow?”

I slowed, then stopped altogether.

When I turned, my eyes were tired— but steady.

“After all this time,” I said quietly, “you of all people should understand.”

She scoffed. “Understand what? Obsession?”

“I chose you,” I said. “I slept in stasis for seventeen thousand years with you because I chose you. Above everyone. Above everything.”

Silence stretched between us, filled only by the distant wind threading through broken steel.

Then I spoke again, softer.

“And I killed her... for you.”

Jhasmin’s breath caught.

I did not look away.

Her mouth went slightly slack. She had never expected this. All these millennia, she had assumed Paige had simply been lost to history— or worse, that I might have hesitated if push came to shove. But the truth... the truth struck harder than she could have imagined.

I had always protected Paige. Against the Zhann Alliance Council, against assassins, even against the consequences of Paige’s own reckless actions. There had been that incident— the attempted assassination of Jhasmin herself, the one Paige had commissioned. I had fought the Council, argued, bargained, ensured Paige was spared, even allowing only a partial lobotomy rather than execution. That was just one example. Time and again, I had shielded Paige without question, without hesitation.

And now... I had killed her.

“Paige was going to sabotage the pods,” I said, my voice steady, almost clinical. “She wanted to make sure you never woke. I couldn’t allow that.” I paused, letting the weight of my words settle. “I had Zenon erase all traces, clean the systems. If I’d failed, the authorities would have woken me from stasis. I would have been tried— probably imprisoned for life.”

I exhaled slowly. “But they didn’t. So it worked.”

For a long moment, Jhasmin said nothing. Her mind raced. She had expected betrayal, yes— but this? Me... killing Paige? And yet, knowing everything I had done for her, protecting her at every turn... the revelation was almost unbearable.

Shock, disbelief, and a raw, painful sense of awe mingled in her chest. She realised, slowly, that I had done this for her.

Then she laughed— short, sharp, disbelieving.

“Well,” she said dryly, “I suppose that explains why no one came knocking. Still... you did kill her.”

My jaw tightened. “This isn’t funny.”

Her smile faded.

“I know,” she said. After a beat, she added, more quietly, “Thank you. For choosing me.”

I let the quiet linger for a moment, the ruins around us fading from my mind. When I spoke, my voice was soft, threaded with something unsteady I did not try to hide.

“I always chose you,” I said. “From the beginning. Long before any of this became complicated. We fought wars together. We built a life. We married.” My breath caught, just slightly. “Yes, Paige came later. Yes, I had feelings for her. But not like this. Never like this.”

I glanced at Jhasmin then, just once.

“You doubted yourself sometimes, and I never understood why,” I continued quietly. “You knew I would die for you. And the fact that we’re standing here now— after everything, after seventeen thousand years— is proof enough of that.”

My voice lowered further. “Don’t question it anymore. It hurts when you do. I hated having to kill her. It broke something in me. You’re
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