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​Prologue
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Eos-Geminus: The Citadel of the Second Dawn

Look upon Eos-Geminus, and witness the apex of human persistence. It is no longer a planet, but a monument: a unified, planet-spanning citadel forged over sixteen millennia of relentless construction. This colossal ecumenopolis— the ultimate successor to the lost home of Terra— floats in the void, draped in the light of distant stars and crowned by the geometry of its own salvation.

Its history is the history of the species. Following the cataclysmic fall of the Solarian Ascendancy— the grand federation that succeeded the ancient Zhann Alliance— the survivors arrived in this system, seeking not a paradise, but a foundation. Beginning after the year 4016, the surface was slowly entombed by towers, arcologies, and hyper-structures, evolving into a world where bedrock is a myth and the sky is a commodity.

Orbiting high above the endless cityscape are the Ring Habitats— the 'Eos'— the true Dawn of this twin world. These massive, pressurised tori spin with engineered grace, containing vast internal biomes, parks, and residential sectors that offer the illusion of open sky. They are the crowning achievement, connected to the surface by shimmering, electromagnetic space elevators, the main arteries through which the lifeblood of commerce and migration flows.

The surface of Eos-Geminus pulses with cold, eternal light. From orbit, the planet is a brilliant, fractured jewel, reflecting the continuous glow of billions of windows, anti-gravity vehicle lanes, and fusion exhaust plumes. Space vessels dart ceaselessly between the multiple orbital stations and the central Ring Hubs, feeding the boundless appetite of this civilisation. It is the ultimate city: a testament to the thousands of generations who refused to fade, securing humanity's future on the Geminus, the indispensable second world.
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​Chapter 1 – The Weight of the Years Ahead
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Earth, CE 3070

I stood very still in the dim light of our upper-level penthouse, the skyline of Celestia City gleaming behind me like a silent witness. Neon reflected along the glass walls— soft, blue, pulsing, as if mirroring the rhythm of my heartbeat.

I had heard the diagnosis hours ago. But I had not truly felt it until this moment— when I turned to face Jhasmin.

Mako Jhasmin Zaneca sat curled at the end of our long white sofa, knees drawn to her chest, black hair tumbling in disarray around her face. Her eyes— those sharp, mischievous, brilliant eyes that once danced with hacker’s arrogance and battlefield fire— now glistened with a quiet devastation.

I crossed the room slowly, carrying the quiet sorrow of every world I had helped free, knowing I could not free Jhasmin from this fate. I sat beside my wife, gently cupping her cheek.

“Look at me, please,” I whispered.

Her voice broke, already.

Jhasmin trembled and leaned into my touch. “I’m sorry...” she choked. “I’m so damn sorry, Kixi.”

My breath hitched. “No. No, Jhas... this isn’t your fault. None of this is.”

A tear slipped down Jhasmin’s cheek. I wiped it away— and then another came. And another. Soon Jhasmin was shaking with sobs she had been holding back since the medical council had spoken the words Chronosynclastic Displasia.

“I’m seventy-four,” Jhasmin whispered bitterly. “Seventy-four, Kixi. In our time that’s nothing. People climb mountains at seventy-four. They start new careers. They have babies...” Her voice cracked. “And I’m dying. I’m dying like someone from the Dark Ages.”

I felt something inside her break— a clean, sharp snap I knew she’d never recover from.

“I won’t lose you,” I said hoarsely.

“You can’t fix this.” Jhasmin’s hands clenched into fists. “No sword, no fighter, no Züncålazin discipline... none of it matters.” She looked away. “I don’t want to die, Kixi. I’m not ready.”

I gathered her into my arms, Jhasmin collapsing into my chest, shaking.

“You’re not going to die,” I whispered fiercely. “There’s the stasis program... the medical suspension pods. They can hold you until a cure exists. They said a few centuries— maybe less. Technology’s moving faster than time itself now.”

Jhasmin stiffened in my embrace.

“I know,” she said quietly. “I know what they offered.”

I pulled back enough to see her face. “So... we take it. You sleep until the cure comes. And then you wake up again— healthy. Free.”

A hollow laugh escaped Jhasmin. “And you? What happens to you in those centuries?”

I opened my mouth— and froze.

Jhasmin’s gaze locked onto mine, sharp with pain.

“You grow old. You die.” Her voice trembled. “And then one day— maybe in the year 3500, maybe 3800— some medical technician opens my pod. And I step out... alone. Into a future where you don’t exist. Where everyone I’ve ever known is gone. Including you.”

I swallowed hard. “Jhasmin...”

“I can’t do that,” Jhasmin whispered. Tears streamed once more. “I would rather die now with you at my side than wake up alone in a world where you never made it.”

Silence stretched between us— thick, suffocating, full of the unspoken terror of time itself.

Then I did something unexpected. I reached for Jhasmin’s hands, gripping them tightly.

“What if I came with you?”

Jhasmin blinked. “W-What?”

I exhaled, a trembling breath. “What if I enter stasis too?”

Jhasmin’s eyes widened in horror. “Kixi, no. No— you’re healthy, you’re strong. You have a life. A mission. A legacy. You can’t just—”

“I can.” My voice was steady, for the first time since the nightmare began. “You don’t ask a soldier to abandon her post. But you can ask a wife not to abandon her heart.”

Jhasmin’s lip quivered. “Kixi...”

“You think I want to live centuries without you?” I said softly. “Knowing you’re out there, sleeping alone? That every day brings me closer to dying before you ever wake up? I wouldn’t survive that, Jhas.” My voice lowered, almost a plea. “So if you go into stasis... I go too.”

Jhasmin let out a shuddering sob and pressed her forehead against mine.

“You’d give up everything? Your time? Your world? The Alliance you built?”

“My world,” I whispered, “is you.”

And that broke Jhasmin completely.

She threw her arms around me, clutching me with raw desperation. I held her tight— so tight it hurt— and we cried together, bodies trembling, breaths tangled.

Minutes... maybe hours... passed before the storm quieted. Jhasmin’s breathing steadied, her cheek resting against my shoulder.

“Promise me,” Jhasmin whispered. “Promise me you won’t change your mind.”

I kissed her temple. “I swear it. We go together. One future, or none.”

Jhasmin closed her eyes as another tear fell.

“I love you,” she breathed.

“I love you too,” I whispered. “Across every century.”

The decision was made— not by logic, nor by fear, but by a love that had carried us across empires, wars, galaxies, and lifetimes.

And now, time itself.
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​Chapter 2- The Consultation
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The medical complex of the Celestia City Temporal Sciences Institute was pristine— white alloys, soft blue lighting, and the faint hum of quantum processors in the walls. Jhasmin and I sat side by side as Dr. Renn Avalt, head of Temporal Medical Suspension, reviewed the data floating holographically above us.

Chronosynclastic Displasia. Progressive. Terminal. Incurable.

Even the hologram felt cold.

“You understand,” Dr. Avalt said gently, “that entering medical stasis is not a treatment. It is simply... postponement.”

“We understand,” I said, my hand firmly over Jhasmin’s.

Jhasmin swallowed. “Explain the procedure again. All of it.”

Dr. Avalt nodded, bringing up a diagram of two elongated capsules— sleek silver alloy with crystal-glass canopies.

“These are Series-19 ChronoStasis Pods. Designed for long-term biological suspension. Once inside, your bodies will be placed into a quantum-slow state. You will not age. You will not dream. No awareness of time.”

Jhasmin’s eyes flickered nervously.

“And the awakening?” she asked.

“A cure must be identified and validated,” Avalt explained. “When that occurs, the medical council transmits an encrypted awakening signal. The pods automatically begin revival.”

“And if the cure takes longer than expected?” I asked.

Avalt hesitated. “Then the pods may enter ultra-deep mode. They’re... capable of sustaining you for thousands of years if necessary. A failsafe, not the intent.”

Jhasmin’s grip tightened around mine.

I spoke firmly. “We want two pods— linked.”

Avalt blinked. “Linked?”

“Yes,” I said. “If one awakens, the other must awaken as well. No scenario where
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