
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Ground Static

        

        
        
          Lyra Xolani

        

        
          Published by Lyra Xolani, 2025.

        

    



    
        
          Ground Static

        

        
        
          Lyra Xolani

        

        
          Published by Lyra Xolani, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      GROUND STATIC

    

    
      First edition. May 14, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Lyra Xolani.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8998929601

    

    
    
      Written by Lyra Xolani.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      GROUND STATIC

    

    
      First edition. May 14, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Lyra Xolani.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8998929601

    

    
    
      Written by Lyra Xolani.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1: Ground Static & Resonance

Chapter 2: Sensory Calibration for the Emerald World

Chapter 3: Immersion in the Emerald Wild

Chapter 4: Resonant Frequencies and Invasive Light

Chapter 5: Warrior in the Emerald Wilds

Chapter 6: A Symphony of Understanding

Chapter 7: Echoes in the Crystal Labyrinth

Chapter 8: Harmonies Forged in Starlight

Chapter 9: Fractured Calm

Chapter 10: Whispers Through the Static

Chapter 11: Anchored Light and Calculated Risks

Chapter 12: The Collective Arrives & The Riven Council

Chapter 13: Testing the Boundaries

Chapter 14: The Collective Arrives & The Ambush in the Labyrinth

Chapter 15: Secrets of Scarabite-7, Shared Burden

Chapter 16: The Choice and the Catalyst

Chapter 17: Weaving New Paths Towards Connection

Chapter 18: Harmonies Forged in Starlight

Chapter 19: Entering the Uncharted Akhet – A Harmony of Souls

Chapter 20: Navigating the Cosmic Flow of Ashe

Sign up for Lyra Xolani's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This book is dedicated to my family and to the diaspora in the present and future.

      

    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This book is dedicated to my family and to the diaspora in the present and future.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Ground Static & Resonance

[image: ]


Keket

Chapter 1: Ground Static & Resonance

The gut feeling hit first. Sharp. Unsettling. I had spent weeks poring over grainy preliminary drone scans in the isolation of a deep space lab. The Ganymede Prime Silicates— a unique silicate structure that promised breakthroughs: hyperefficient atmospheric processors, clean water for struggling colonies, maybe even a significant boost for the Sanction’s ambitious terraforming project back home. Proof that exploration—real exploration pushing the boundaries of the known—mattered more than profit margins.

My Watcher’s intuition, a legacy rooted in the old ways of Ma'at, screamed significance, pulling me toward subtle anomalies others had dismissed as environmental noise. There was a genuine thrill in the discovery, a desperate need for something real. Something vital. And perhaps, though I rarely let the thought surface, a connection just as real. My work, while vital, was a solitary pursuit, the hum of the lab my only constant companion. The Watcher legacy spoke of perceiving unseen currents, but what of the currents that might bind one soul to another? Such thoughts were unproductive, a distraction from the precise data before me, yet they flickered sometimes in the quiet hours between scans—an undefined ache for a resonance beyond the scientific.

Instead, OmniCorp Energy—Mom’s domain, that monolithic corporate titan with its ubiquitous, ironically stylized Eye of Horus logo promising foresight and prosperity—had seized it. Their legal teams. Their resource acquisition specialists. They moved with ruthless efficiency, locking down the patent, burying the research under layers of proprietary code, deemed too valuable for public distribution. Now that revolutionary material adorned luxury RTV-7 filtration tech. State-of-the-art purifiers marketed for penthouse suites in orbital pleasure habitats and private yachts cruising through the asteroid belt. Their polished hulls reflected the indifferent void.

A sharp, cold image flashed behind my eyes, triggered by the sheer audacity of the corporate emblem: the dull, vacant eyes of a child struggling for breath behind a cracked atmospheric filter. A memory from the Cerulean Plague outbreak season, just three years ago. The lower hab levels, crammed with people deemed nonessential or lacking sufficient credits, had choked on air thick with pathogens. The thin, desperate sound of ragged, rasping coughs. The contrast was a physical blow. A nauseating counterpoint to the station’s relentless, indifferent hum. I could still almost taste the acrid, sickness-sweet smell that had clung to the lower hab med bay during the worst of it—thick with fear, fever, and the metallic tang of inadequate filtration. A stark reminder of who truly paid the price for “strategic resource allocation.”

“Strategic resource allocation,” Mom had called it. Clipped. Dismissive. A comm call. Her face projected, efficient, slightly blurred by interstellar static. Her focus already elsewhere. How could I reconcile that sickening hypocrisy—that calculated cruelty masked as efficiency—with signing off on reports optimizing extraction routes for PetroMax Interstellar? Dad’s employer. OmniCorp’s equally vast and voracious counterpart in the relentless consumption of planetary resources. Each approved plan felt like another rivet hammered into the hull of the very system I despised. A relentless engine of profit that saw planets as quarries to be hollowed out and people as acceptable losses in the pursuit of growth.

As an ad-drone glided past, its synthetic voice blaring PetroMax’s slogan in the hub’s transit corridors—“Powering the Future”—my hand clenched involuntarily over the console. The cool plasti-alloy was a poor substitute for the visceral anger tightening in my gut. Whose future, exactly? Not the child in my memory. That was certain.

Another rotation cycle bled into the next aboard this sterile processing hub orbiting Earth. Each hour felt like a flat, colorless echo of the last. The low hum of Orbital Command Station Epsilon was a constant, monotonous vibration. It sank into the deck plates, a physical reminder of the station’s immense, impersonal power. A reminder of my own minuscule, equally impersonal role within its machinery.

My gaze fixed on the cascading data streams—rivers of glowing green and amber digits, endless lines of clean code. They represented mineral yields from distant moons, projected energy needs for system colonies, logistical optimizations for distribution networks. Below the pristine data, I knew the sub-feeds hinted at the truth: rationing on Cygnus X-1 Prime, civil unrest brewing on the Kepler settlements—the cost of an empire built on spreadsheets. I thought of Jian, the contact I had there, waiting on supplies that might never arrive.

The clean, efficient logic of it all felt utterly, soul-crushingly unsatisfying. A hollow hum against the persistent ache of restlessness. It tightened my chest, made my fingers twitch over the console. The recycled air tasted flat, metallic, devoid of life or scent, like the reports piling up for my approval. Efficient. Necessary. Ultimately hollow.

This intricate dance of logistics and hyperspace jumps—this service to the Sah Collective that saw itself as the benevolent steward of humanity’s expansion among the stars—was the family business. It was tied to the Watcher legacy: that ancestral knack for deep-field acuity, a sensitivity to the subtle energies of spacetime and planetary fields, the ability to perceive the unseen currents.

Nana always told me it was rooted in the old ways of Ma'at, in perceiving the universe’s underlying balance. Not just through what the eyes could see, or the sensors could register, but through instinct. By resonating with cosmic currents. She’d speak of priestesses charting the stars by the whispers of the wind and the alignment of constellations, their wisdom passed down through generations, echoing the Griots of old Earth who carried history and guidance in their voices, shaping narratives not just for entertainment but for survival.

I’d heard whispers too, of others in our line—some who vanished into the void, others who chose paths far from the Collective’s eye. Tech augmentation—the bio-filaments and neural interfaces—sharpened it. Quantified it. Turned it into a marketable skill the Collective eagerly sought out as easily accessible resources dwindled.

These integrated systems didn’t just enhance natural perception; they translated the subtle energies my lineage sensed—shifts in spacetime, planetary fields, resonant frequencies—into quantifiable data streams and sensory input my conscious mind could interpret and interact with. Turning instinct into a powerful technological tool.

But the core of it, the Ashe flowing through our line—the intuitive understanding—was something older. Something OmniCorp couldn’t synthesize or patent. Something that resisted quantification. And that’s what made us valuable assets in this system, sought after by the very powers I resented.

As I navigated complex interface controls, my fingers traced elegant curves on the holographic display—symbols echoing ancient Kemetic glyphs for “journey” and “sky,” overlaid onto standard Collective astrogation data. It felt less like cold calculation and more like breathing. The symbols flowed naturally under my touch. This inherent connection, amplified by technology, was my strength. But also the chain that bound me.

My gaze drifted past the data streams toward the viewport—a momentary escape from the digital cage. Below, Earth turned slowly. A scarred blue-green marble veiled by swirling clouds. The faint, intricate shimmer of the defense grid that encased its atmosphere. It was a view I had known since childhood visits to my parents’ duty stations—a familiar backdrop. A reminder of where we came from, the cradle of humanity. But not a place I truly considered home anymore.

That anchor, if I had one, was the star-dusted void that stretched endlessly beyond, dotted with the distant light of colonized systems. The promise of the unknown. Out there, barely visible under the atmospheric haze and beyond the hub’s climate-controlled environment—beyond the immediate, suffocating reach of corporate tentacles (or so I desperately hoped)—was the North East Coast Sanction. My Sanction. A sprawling mecca of African American innovation on old Earth.

A collective gamble in a different way, pinning hope on collaboration instead of exploitation, on building something sustainable and equitable outside the dominant extractive model. It was supposed to be different. I clung to that hope—a fragile ember in the constant wind of my cynicism—even as my current task demanded I feed the machine working against it.

Restlessness pulsed under my skin. A kinetic energy with no outlet here, only the hub’s sterile efficiency. I wanted dirt under my fingernails. The unpredictable thrill of discovery. The challenge of the unknown. The raw, unfiltered data of an alien world—not this endless cycle of optimizing exploitation from a climate-controlled cage high above the world.

I wanted my work to mean something. To build. To contribute something real, not just extract value for the benefit of a few. The desire was a physical ache. A yearning for escape velocity from this gilded prison of data and complicity.

Which was precisely why I felt this restless energy now, hours before my scheduled Perception Calibration. I needed Command’s sterile focus, the rigorous mental discipline honed by years of deep-space navigation. To push down the cynicism. To access the professional core required for whatever was coming.

The vastness of space outside was somewhat offset by the floor-to-ceiling murals depicting star lanes in vibrant geometric patterns of old Ghanaian Kente cloth—a splash of defiant color mandated by the Diaspora Accords, a hard-won treaty after the Scattering that aimed to preserve cultural identity and history across the stars. A reminder that even in the void, our past journeyed with us.

I traced the lines with my gaze. Each sharp angle and flowing curve told a story whispered across light-years. The deep blues spoke of vast distances. The fiery oranges of newborn suns. The earth browns, a reminder of the house we left behind.

It was beautiful, yes, a vital link to a fragmented past. But tonight, even their beauty felt… hollow. Another artifact in a life that felt increasingly detached.

This wasn’t routine. The Collective didn’t schedule full-spectrum Calibrations—honing my Watcher acuity to its absolute peak, amplifying that innate ability to perceive the subtle energies of spacetime and planetary fields—without significant reason.

Whispers had been circulating through the secure channels. Hushed reports of a critical resource need—something vital for the next-gen Phase-Channel conduits underpinning all faster-than-light interstellar travel. Stabilizing those conduits meant relieving pressure on the overburdened hyperlane network, which was nearing breaking point. Allowing sustainable settlement of developing colonies. Not just frantic, unsustainable expansion driven by dwindling resources.

Across the galaxy, supply lines were stretching thin. Colonies were facing shortages. The fragile peace of the Collective’s expansion was threatened. This wasn’t just a future problem. It was a crisis point now.

A goal even my cynical side admitted held genuine merit beyond simple corporate or Collective profit. And tasks requiring this level of sensory enhancement—navigating hazardous, data-rich environments that would overload standard sensors—fell by necessity to those with the innate acuity, amplified by technology. The Watcher lineage. My legacy. My marketable skill. My inescapable responsibility.

A clipped comm pinged. This time a direct priority channel overriding routine traffic. Mom’s face flickered onto my display, her brow furrowed with that familiar work-induced stress.

“Keket, status report on the Eridani survey due tomorrow. Corporate wants those projections finalized.”

The routine demands of the machine. Always pressing.

“Almost done, Mom,” I replied, forcing a professional tone. “Just running the final simulations.”

“Good. PetroMax needs those jump coordinates by 0800. Your dad’s waiting on them.”

The constant pressure. The endless deadlines. And then, the static truly set in.

“Love you, Keket,” she said, her voice a little strained, her eyes already drifting back to the data streams.

“Love you too,” I murmured to the empty air after the connection severed.

Ghosts in the machine. Some days, living felt like waiting in a beautifully engineered dead end.

The console screen returned to my task list, highlighting the next step in the PetroMax reports. My finger hovered over the approval key, hesitating. That sick feeling twisted in my gut again.

But before I could dwell on the bitter taste of compromise, a sharp, system-wide alert overrode my console’s soft hum, cutting through the ambient noise. A priority signal. Classified.

My screen blanked, then resolved into the face of Anya Sharma, Prime Coordinator of the Sah Collective. Her presence cut through the lingering static of the call and the weight of my own thoughts.

Her face was composed, as always, but her eyes were sharp, assessing me with that unnerving intensity.

“Keket,” her voice was crisp, efficient, leaving no room for ambiguity. “Your Perception Calibration is scheduled post-rotation, correct? Commander Jian confirms readiness at the Sensory Integration Suite.”

“Confirmed, Prime Coordinator. Systems nominal. I am prepared.”

I kept my tone equally professional, recognizing the shift in focus from corporate demands to Collective necessity.

“Excellent.” Sharma’s gaze sharpened further, and a hint of something unreadable—a spark of urgency that cut through her usual calm—flashed in her eyes.

This wasn’t just a routine check. This was the reason for the high-level calibration, the whispers of critical need solidified into a direct order.

“Because we have an assignment requiring your specific skill set immediately following. Designation: Xylos, uninhabited terrestrial world, Gliese 581 system.”

The standard star chart dissolved instantly, replaced by telemetry on a swirling emerald sphere that filled the screen. It pulsed with an almost unsettling energy—vibrant and alive even on the flat display, unlike the dead data I usually worked with.

“Preliminary scans indicate significant Scarabite-7 deposits,” Sharma continued, her voice picking up a note of urgency as she zoomed in on jagged energy spikes emanating from the planet’s surface. “More importantly, these deposits exhibit unusual phase-resonant properties crucial for stabilizing next-gen Phase-Channel conduits. Our hyperlane network nears capacity, Keket. Without stable conduits from Scarabite-7, supply to developing colonies like Cygnus X-1 Prime bottlenecks catastrophically within five cycles.”

The projected reality wasn’t just hardship. It was starvation. Civil unrest. The projections were grim. The Collective needed this. Desperately. And that desperation meant they might not be patient or diplomatic.

Unusual phase-resonant properties… The telemetry reminded me of fragmented historical data on this system, mentioning indigenous legends. My enhanced senses, even uncalibrated, felt a subtle wrongness in the data: unstable tectonic harmonics, significant bio-resonant cascades. The planet’s core energy readings showed immense power—but also a strange, rhythmic modulation.

A pulse that felt less like a geological process and more like a conscious beat, resonating on frequencies my Watcher senses instinctively recognized as aligned.

Among the fragmented historical data, I recalled indigenous warnings regarding “unraveling light” and “currents that bite”—dismissed as primitive superstition. But now, facing the reality of Xylos, the phrases felt chillingly specific.

“The challenge,” Sharma elaborated, highlighting anomalous readings clustered specifically around the Scarabite-7 deposits, “lies in the environment. Xylos presents… irregularities. Standard automated extraction is high risk, potentially catastrophic to automated systems attempting to process such volatile energy signatures.”

Her gaze met mine across the distance, direct and unwavering. “We need direct assessment, Keket. Human analysis, guided by enhanced perception. Your acuity… is paramount for navigating safely and identifying stable extraction points. Automated systems cannot replicate the nuance of Watcher perception.”

Anya gestured to the swirling green image. “This isn’t just resource acquisition, Keket. It’s navigating the unknown under hazardous conditions. A true frontier task. Xylos is key to the Collective’s—and by extension, Diaspora’s, the Sanction’s, all our scattered worlds’—immediate future stability.”

The pull was undeniable. The allure of the unknown. The challenge that demanded everything my unique heritage and training had prepared me for. The anomalous readings sparked my professional curiosity.

Not heritage as some mystical claim, but as a foundation for a practical capability the Collective desperately needed for this specific, challenging environment.

Staring into the star-dusted void beyond the viewport—always more like home than Earth—the familiar pull of the unknown warred with a weariness I rarely allowed myself to acknowledge. The emerald dream of untouched worlds lingered.

Time to prepare. This calibration wasn’t a general power-up; it was the crucial step in attuning my senses to the specific, volatile energies of Xylos, the only way to safely navigate the anomalies Sharma described and locate the vital Scarabite-7.

My journey, defined not just by ancestors and their ancient wisdom, but by where my skills could take me—by the mysteries I could unravel—was truly beginning.

It began here, preparing specifically for the unknown pulse and vibrant chaos of Xylos.
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Chapter 2: Sensory Calibration for the Emerald World
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Keket

Later that day, the Sensory Integration Suite was a sanctuary of quiet. A stark contrast to the bustling energy of Command. A stark contrast to the constant hum of the processing hub. It was designed as a harmonious, zen-like space, drawing inspiration from Feng Shui principles. To promote focus. To promote receptivity. To quiet the external noise and allow the internal senses to come to the fore. Soft, diffused light bathed the room, filtering through climbing plants that cascaded down a living wall. Their leaves were a vibrant, calming green. A gentle waterfall trickled down the center of that wall. Its soothing sound mingled with the low, almost imperceptible hum of the station's deeper systems. A sound I was about to become intimately familiar with. The minimalist room centered around a reclined chair. Sleek and ergonomic. The walls were adorned with murals of calming greens and blues, abstract patterns that seemed to flow and shift. Designed to soothe. Designed to prepare the mind. It wasn't a chamber of whispers or sterile machinery, not like the medical bays or the engine core. It was a lab. Meticulously designed for honing human senses. Pushing them beyond their natural limits.

Anya Sharma, the lead mind behind the neuro-sensory program – her lineage tracing back to those who first translated 'Watcher' intuition into quantifiable cognitive science – oversaw my final calibration. She wasn't the crisp, authoritative Coordinator now. She was the focused expert. Her silver hair tied back tight. Her eyes sharp and assessing as she reviewed diagnostics on a handheld pad. Confirming everything was within parameters. There was a quiet intensity to her. A deep understanding of the intricate systems she worked with. But also a hint of warmth. A reassuring presence that cut through my apprehension.

"Lie back, Keket," she instructed calmly. Her voice gentle. A calming presence in quiet space. I settled into the chair. The cool, smooth material is a welcome contrast to my own warm skin. Adjusting my position, mindful of my height. My long locs brushing softly against the headrest. A familiar faint blue glow emanated from the tattoos tracing intricate paths from beside my ear, down my neck and shoulder, onto my arm. Visible even in the soft light. Visible manifestation of my bio-integrated systems. The tech woven with my biology. I met Anya's gaze with my own. Steadying my breath. Ready for the process to begin.

"Vitals optimal. Xylos's unique and complex interference signatures necessitate full-spectrum enhancement," Anya stated. Her voice steady and professional. Confirming the explicit need for this level of advanced calibration, linking it directly to the planet awaiting me.

Articulated arms tipped with micro-emitters moved with precise, near-surgical grace around my forearms and temples. Positioning themselves with uncanny accuracy. I felt precise, near-painless tingles as the microscopic pathways of the bio-filaments snaked beneath my skin. Branching from enhanced nerve bundles. Interfacing directly with my peripheral nervous system. Amplifying specific sensory inputs. Preparing me to perceive the world in ways few others could. They pulsed with a soft, internal light. Intricate patterns like glowing veins beneath my skin. Mirroring the visible tattoos. A lightweight neural interface headset, cool and smooth against my skin, lowered over my eyes and ears. Sealing me in a world of controlled input.

"Beginning with somatic amplification," Anya stated, her voice a soothing presence through the headset's internal speakers. "Xylos's unstable tectonic harmonics and bio-resonant cascades are primary concerns. This network lets you perceive subsonic frequencies, micro-vibrations below standard thresholds. Subtle tremors to the planet itself. Feel geological stress shifts before they become critical. Sense the planet's deep pulse." A low hum filled my awareness. Not as the sound my ears perceive. As a vibration resonating through the station's structure. Through the chair. Into my very bones. Data my conscious mind never registered before. The deep, underlying pulse of the station. Soon to be replaced by the pulse of a world. It was a subtle tremor on the floor. A faint pulse in the walls. A new layer of reality is opening. This specific somatic tuning was vital. Xylos wasn't just geologically active; Sharma's briefing mentioned unstable harmonics. Detecting those micro-vibrations early could mean the difference between navigating a fissure and being swallowed by one.

"Next, chemo-reception enhancement. Targeted catalysts heighten olfactory and gustatory sensitivity and pattern recognition. Identify trace chemical signatures and vectors instantly, given the atmospheric cascades and potential biological contaminants on Xylos." The sterile air around me resolved into its component parts. No longer flat and metallic. The sharp tang of ozone from the station's systems. The metallic trace from the ventilation system. The subtle scent of the chair's polymers. The faint, clean smell of the plants on the living wall. It wasn't just smelling. It was high-speed chemical analysis. My mind dissecting the air itself. Identifying its components. Its history. Xylos, with its "significant bio-resonant cascades," suggested a complex, potentially hazardous atmosphere. Identifying trace contaminants instantly wasn't a luxury. It was survival.

"Finally, opto-neural calibration," Anya explained. Complex light patterns flickered inside the headset, synching with the bio-filaments at my temples, focusing my visual processing. "Optimizes visual cortex for broader spectrum input, enhances processing speed and filtering capabilities. Scarabite-7 emits a unique phase-energy signature, often masked by environmental interference." The briefing had emphasized these "unusual phase-resonant properties." "These phase-resonant properties are precisely what make it vital – capable of stabilizing the volatile energies needed to create and maintain Phase-Channel conduits, bypassing the limitations of standard hyperlane travel. This will allow you to perceive that signature directly, cutting through the interference, identifying the target." The light patterns intensified, swirling and shifting inside the headset, synching with the pulses beneath my skin. Then faded. Leaving a lingering warmth behind my eyes. A sense of heightened awareness settling in. Focusing, the ambient light in the room seemed richer, the edges of objects sharper, more defined. I could almost perceive faint electromagnetic fields humming around the active consoles. The energy flowing through them. A strange, exhilarating sensation. The world becoming layers of
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