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PREFACE
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We live in an era when the concentration of global wealth and power is no longer a conspiracy theory; it is a visible, daily reality. As a handful of trillionaires tighten their grip on our resources, our media, and our choices, I found myself looking at our world and asking a terrifying question: 

What happens if the wealthy take over the world for their own desires? 

Massacre was born of that anxiety. It explores a bleak yet plausible future from 2056, in which the global population swells to over eleven billion, the global survival resources are decimated, and space exploration has failed to provide any solutions.

What follows is a scenario of ultimate deceit by those in charge who have become a world force through their wealth and formed the UAP. 

	To the public -   United Assistance Programme 

	To the members –  United Against Population


The story that unfolds is one of survival, the human spirit, and a desperate rebellion against a dystopian status quo in which humans are enslaved, and machines hold the whip under their Elite owners now in the sky.

If you look at our modern world and feel that something is fundamentally broken—that the unchecked power of the ultra-wealthy and AI is steering us towards a precipice—then this story is for you.

As my first novel, this book has been a monumental learning experience. The manuscript you hold in your hands is the result of a gruelling, iterative journey marked by numerous edits and exhaustive re-edits. Tearing a story apart and stitching it back together takes patience, but the process was entirely vindicated when the definitive version began reaching early readers and evoking the deep, enthusiastic reactions for which I had hoped.

I owe a profound debt of gratitude to my wife and the incredible team of volunteers who stepped up to read the early drafts of this book. Their willingness to dive headfirst into this dark future and to provide rapid, insightful feedback fuelled me to push through the hardest rewrites. They helped me sharpen the tension of this rebellion, and for that, I am endlessly grateful.

The world of the Elite few is built on control, but every system has a breaking point. A simple decision by the Elite creates that breaking point. 

Welcome to Massacre.
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2066

The vault walls hummed as thirty-two individuals sat suspended in a circle of simulated projection fields, their collective net worth outweighing the gross domestic product of the four largest continents.

Director Orion Sterling, UAP's world leader, stood at the centre of the dark marble dais, adjusting the cuffs of his tailored grey suit. His gaze swept the room, taking in the world’s quiet rulers before he raised his hands.

"Ladies and gentlemen of this Elite group of individuals and founders of UAP," Sterling began, his voice polished with authority. "I wish to address the issue of population that has troubled us all for years, and that led to our founding” he paused to let the words sink in. 

“Today, I want to present to you a template, an uncompromising framework for restoring the world to a liveable state, with enough resources for us to sustain control." Sterling paused again. 

"We are known as UAP, the United Assistance Programme, and for years the true meaning has never been recognised. We were formed as United Against Population, and I must remind you of that before we move on. What I am about to explore has been our true intent since our formation. We are all aware of this vision and recognise that humans are dispensable.” Sterling paused and waited for the reaction.

On the third holographic screen, Sam Heart’s personal interface came to life as she stood, leaned forward, and tapped her audio override button. She moved away from her stock portfolio and the small army of AI robots that regularly sent her buy-and-sell recommendations. She had always attended these meetings, though they were a chore. On the odd occasion, she had managed to make fortunes from them, learning some of the actions the group were undertaking. Sam remained standing.

"Are you serious about reducing the population, Sterling? Are we really moving forward with our original purpose?" Sam demanded, her voice cutting through the hushed room. "The world's population has already exceeded 11 billion people. Despite our best efforts with subterranean zoning and algorithmic food rationing, we can't curb population growth. How many are you talking about, Sterling? Half a billion? A billion? And where?"

Sterling’s piercing eyes locked onto hers, dark and devoid of warmth. "Sam, my dear, nice of you to be involved," Sterling said, his tone sarcastic. "As I will explain, this is far more complicated than simple target numbers. What I am proposing could wipe out anywhere from 60 to 80 per cent of the global population."

A wave of sharp gasps, murmurs, and shock rippled across the vault from the screens. Trillionaires exchanged uneasy glances; tech moguls sat frozen. Even Sam’s mouth dropped.

Then a sudden, slow clap broke the tension. Sam began clapping, a thin smile spreading across her face.

"Tell me,” Sam purred. "Tell me more. I, for one, can’t wait."

Sterling nodded, tapping the central podium to bring up a vast, glowing schematic of the globe.

"As Sam has already identified, we stand at over 11 billion souls today," Sterling said, pacing the edge of the light. "By 2073, that figure is projected to pass 12 billion. Our planetary resources cannot cope. The Mars and Moon adventures we hoped would lead us to safety have failed, barren dust bowls that bled the Worlds' finances dry. Space will not save us. We need a terrestrial solution to return this planet to a state where we can actually enjoy our wealth and extended health. This is our privilege; this is our destiny to bring the world back from oblivion."

He paused, and this time the weight of his words settled heavily.

"This is going to require an unprecedented financial investment from everyone in this room," Sterling continued, his smile cold and calculating. "In addition, we will leverage our global institutions to take out sovereign loans across every major economic block. Once our initiative is complete, we will never need to repay the loans in full. Given the amount of work we will be providing to every single country, they will be falling over themselves to assist us in our mission.”

The murmurs in the room died away completely as Sterling mentioned a second holographic projection: an intricate, hyper-realistic blueprint of a human-like robot.

"This is the cornerstone of the initiative," Sterling said, gesturing to the glowing metallic chassis. "We build an army of these advanced units designed to meet every human need on Earth. They will cook, clean, manage homes, and provide medical care. Manufacturing at scale will take years, but our target deployment date will begin immediately, and we project that by 2073 every home globally will be looked after by their personal Cato robot, supplied and controlled by us, free of charge."

He glanced around the room, anticipating the obvious objection. "There will, of course, be a small minority of dissenters who refuse integration. They are negligible and will not pose a problem. Peer pressure will mean that, by the time we implement in 2076, our Catos will serve the population, our eyes and ears in every household in the world. We will be their Big Brother."

Sterling swiped his hand across the air, shifting the display from the robot blueprint to structural renderings of immense, gleaming spires floating above the clouds.

"Simultaneously, we will construct Leisure sky cities above every major metropolitan area, each overseen by an appointed, trusted governor; they will be called Celestial Prime, differentiated by the name of the city at the end", Sterling explained. "

The Leisure Cities will be the ultimate in entertainment, with the lower three tiers offering a mix of the most luxurious holiday accommodation and entertainment arenas unlike anything ever seen. A mix of sky lifts and sky pods will enable transport to and from the cities, with landing areas on the lower levels.

On the upper two tiers, all work will be conducted to develop the software, hardware, and plans for the Massacre. 

Before Activation Day, we will enforce a mandatory eight-week maintenance closure for these leisure centres. During that window, every member of this room, along with our vetted, loyal staff, and others necessary, will relocate to their closest Celestial Prime."

He stepped back towards the centre of the dais. "My personal base will be Celestial Prime. Denver will serve as the logistical command hub for the entire operation."

Sam Heart leaned forward, her eyes wide with curiosity. "And the execution of this plan?"

“The units will require routine maintenance and updates," Sterling said smoothly. "So, it will come as no surprise to the populace when a mandatory final service window is announced. During that final service cycle, every household unit worldwide will receive a single directive issued simultaneously: administer a lethal, painless toxin to every resident. At the same time, the internet blackout will occur, preventing any reports of the murderous occurrences around the world.

Sterling let his hands drop to his sides. "This will be the Massacre." His tone was authoritative, leaving no doubt about his objective.

The gravity of the blueprint hung in the dim air until Kai Yamamoto, the owner of Japan's largest industrial conglomerates, slowly rose, breaking the quiet.

"Director Sterling," Kai said, his voice measured but strained. "You are asking me to authorise the death of potentially 100 million Japanese people?"

Sterling looked back without flinching. "Yes."

"But why such an aggressive approach?" Kai pressed, gesturing to the glowing schematics. "Why must it be so absolute?"

"Kai, my loyal friend," Sterling replied, his tone softening into something almost empathetic. "None of us will find this easy, I assure you. But consider reality: we have earned and inherited our trillions, yet we live in a world where even we struggle to secure basic luxuries because of supply chain collapses and overpopulation. True privacy is dead. No Elite sanctuaries remain on Earth because the planet can no longer yield what we require.

Kai looked down at his interface, processing the figures, the scale, and the sheer audacity of the proposed architecture for the Massacre. He took a slow, deep breath and looked back up at the dais.

"You make valid points, Sterling," Kai said quietly. "Like many of us here, I will need to sleep on it."

Anya Charan, a Tech and Infrastructure Magnate from Mumbai, India, did not accept this.

“I have listened to Kai and to you, but Sterling, your 'complete solution' is an economic suicide pact. You complain about supply chain collapses, yet your brilliant fix is to slaughter the very labour force, engineers, and consumers who keep those chains moving. Wealth is not a static pile of gold; it is a dynamic flow of human energy. If you kill 80 per cent of the planet's population, who harvests the raw materials? Who maintains the automated grids? Who buys our products? You won't live in a sanctuary; you'll sit on a pile of useless digital numbers in a rapidly decaying world. We don't need fewer people; we need better infrastructure.”

“Anya,” Sterling responded, “I understand and accept what you say, but for life to step forward, it sometimes has to step back. The proposal, as you say, will initially destroy supply chains, but the proposed method will leave the infrastructure intact, and with Cato’s and human enslaved people we will be able to maintain and regrow said infrastructure.”

A roar came from one of the holographic projections; the source was Dr Thabo Nkosi, the South African biotech specialist.

“Sterling, you are treating the human race like an overpopulated herd of cattle, completely blind to how innovation works. True breakthroughs in AI, biotech, and terraforming don't happen in a vacuum; they rely on the collective brainpower of billions. By eliminating up to 80 per cent of the population, you eliminate the next generation of geniuses, researchers, and innovators. Resource scarcity is a technological problem, not a population problem. If we redirect our trillions towards synthetic resource generation and deep space logistics, we solve the crisis without turning the Earth into a cemetery.”

“Thabo, I am afraid you are wrong,” Sterling retorted. “The space missions, despite our best efforts to make them succeed, have been an unmitigated disaster, and our technologies are more advanced than ever, allowing us to control almost every aspect of the populace’s lives.”

Sterling continued, “It is possible that, through the introduction of Catos across the planet, we will extract enough information from their owners to avoid the Massacre by understanding resource needs down to a granular level. However, I want to be honest with you: I am not hopeful.”

Thabo was the first to deactivate his holographic projection in disgust. Without comment, Sterling noted Thabo’s departure, but it wasn't about what he had said, just what he had done; he would pay for that rebellion.

“Let’s talk about tactical reality, Director,” Maximillian Negel, the aerospace guru, began: “An operation of this scale requires flawless secrecy. But secrets of this magnitude always leak. The moment a single population segment realises their household units are being used as executioners, you won't get a ‘painless sleep.’

You will trigger an immediate, global, and hyper-violent revolution. The masses will turn on us, hunt us down in our so-called sanctuaries, and dismantle our empires brick by brick. Even if the Massacre succeeds, the psychological trauma experienced in the surviving population will breed a nihilistic, unstable world impossible to govern or secure.”

“Let me assure you, Maximillian,” Sterling countered, “the only people who will ever be aware of this plan are those in this room at this very moment. We all know each other’s strengths, businesses, plans, and even love lives incredibly well. WE ARE FAMILY, and if any of us were to let the others down, the FAMILY would know and act accordingly.”

With those words hanging in the air, no one else spoke. Sterling ended the meeting; the holograms faded to black.
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The high-resolution projection wall in Sam Heart’s private terminal flickered, casting a cool blue light across the marble room. The reporter's voice was perfectly modulated, scrubbed of any real emotion.

“Dr Thabo Nkosi, Trillionaire Biotech Pioneer, passed away late last night at his Johannesburg estate. Preliminary medical scans indicate a sudden mutation in an experimental synthetic virus. His tragic death remains under investigation....”

Sam sat perfectly still. She didn’t touch her drink. Across the encrypted point-to-point feed, Anya’s holographic avatar looked suddenly fragile, the gold trim of her silk robe gleaming under his suite's ambient lights.

"A synthetic virus," Anya whispered, her hands shaking as she rubbed her face. "Thabo designed the most advanced bio shields on the planet, Sam. He didn't have an accident with his own product."

"Of course he didn't," Sam said, her voice cutting through the panic like ice. She leaned forward and killed the news broadcast with a sharp flick of her finger. "He walked out of the vault three weeks ago. He threw his vote in Orion’s face, and now he's a headline."

"It was a warning," Anya said, her avatar pacing the length of her terminal room. "When Sterling said, 'the family would act,' I thought he meant financial ruin. Seized assets." She stopped and looked directly at Sam. "He's going to kill anyone who says no, Sam. Kai, Maximillian, you, me it doesn't matter how many trillions we own. If we break rank, we're collateral damage before the Massacre even starts."

A slow, chilling smile crept onto Sam’s face, though her eyes remained cold.

"Then it's an incredibly good thing I clapped, Anya," she muttered, tracing the rim of her glass with a finger. "Orion isn't building a boardroom any more. He's building a dictatorship in the clouds. If you want to survive to see Celestial Prime, you stop questioning the architecture and start buying your ticket for the new world order."

Within months, a second news report said Orion Sterling had fully taken over Dr Nkosi’s biotech business. Sterling had expected Dr Nkosi's help developing the vaccines he needed for his future plans, but Dr Nkosi’s views meant that would never come. With the business under his control, creating the vaccines for the Massacre would now be straightforward.

**********
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THE LS LOGO MUG FELT warm against Jaxon’s palms, a small comfort against the biting November chill rattling the Larimer Square cafe windows. Across the reclaimed-wood table, Tipah was tracing the rim of her oat-milk latte, her gaze fixed on the bustling, drone-filled Denver sky. Even in 2066, with automated mag-lev transits humming overhead and holograms flickering at every corner, downtown Denver remained a wonderful place to live, and the Broncos were having a great season. American football was their shared passion, and they headed to the match, hoping for yet another win.

"The logistics grid went down three times today," Tipah said, breaking the silence. She didn't look up. "Three times, Jax. The warehouse AI kept routing the heavy-lift pallets to the wrong bays, and the supervisor blamed the floor team. I was told to help, and I spent two hours manually re-tagging crates of synth-silk. I had so many miscommunications that my clients were furious. I hate that place, Jax. I can't wait to leave.

Jax reached across the table, his thumb brushing the modest synthetic diamond ring on her finger. "Hey. We talked about this. It’s temporary. Just until the market stabilises and business improves."

But the words tasted sour, as Jax knew all about unstable markets. His company’s digital dashboard, Thorn Structural Solutions, was blinking red in his pocket. Steel-polymer prices had spiked by another six per cent that morning, and the automated permit bots at City Hall were sitting on his latest residential zoning requests. He had six men on his payroll who looked to him every Friday, expecting to feed their families, and his business was bleeding capital.

"It doesn't feel temporary," Tipah murmured, finally meeting his eyes. "We've been running on 'temporary' since we were sixteen, Jax."

A bittersweet smile tugged at Jax’s mouth. Sixteen. It felt like a lifetime ago, when they were just two kids hiding under the Bur Oak trees at Cherry Creek High School, sharing a single pair of illicit augmented-reality glasses to watch old films. 

Tipah had been the brilliant, fiercely independent girl who refused to let the school’s strict algorithms define her future. Jax had been the loud, stubborn kid who spent his shop classes building intricate miniature structures rather than studying macroeconomics. They had promised each other to build a life on their own terms.

Now, a decade later, the terms had been building them. It had not been smooth, but they had grown through some of the hardest years together, and their love was unabated.

"The foundation is poured," Jax said, trying to inject a confidence he didn't feel into his voice. "For our house. The autonomous concrete cured perfectly yesterday. I checked the structural integrity scan on the way over here."

Tipah's expression softened, but the worry didn't leave her eyes. "And the rest of the framing? The roofing cells?"

"I'm working on it," Jax lied smoothly. He couldn't bring himself to tell her that the supplier had frozen his credit line. "We’re still on track to finish by spring. And once the house is done, we lock in the wedding date for June. Just like we planned."

"Jax, the wedding planners want the deposit for the botanical pavilion by the end of the month," she reminded him gently, pulling up a glowing holographic menu from her wrist comm. The numbers hovered between them, a tidy sum that looked massive against their current bank balances. "And my warehouse contract doesn't pay out the quarterly retention bonus until January, assuming the bots don't replace my shift before then."

"They won't replace you. They need human oversight for the high-end retail shipments," Jax insisted, squeezing her hand. He tapped her wrist display off. "Look at me. We are going to get through this year. I'll pick up a subcontract for the new high-rise on Speer Boulevard if I have to. We are getting married in that pavilion, and we are moving into a house that has our name on the deed and your touch in every room."

Tipah looked at their joined hands: his rough, stained with structural sealant; hers tired from a long shift scanning inventory for minute imperfections for her personal high-wealth clients, whom she envied.

The pressure of the coming year sat heavy between them, a mountain of high-tech logistics and financial strain.

Yet, as she looked at the boy who used to hold her hand in the high school hallways, now a man fighting the world to build them a home, Tipah let out a long, slow breath. The knot in her chest loosened just a fraction.

"June," she said, a genuine smile finally breaking through. "You had better not make me walk down an unfinished aisle, Jaxon Thorn."

"Are you kidding?" Jax grinned, leaning back in his chair as the weight in his pocket felt just a little lighter. “Drink up; let's go and enjoy the game. It starts in forty minutes. Don’t want to miss the start, do we?”
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2070

For the handful of politicians, tech magnates, and dynastic heirs gathered at the Geneva Tether Hub, the world below had already begun to fade. They were the first, the "Inaugural Five Thousand worldwide", chosen to experience “Orion Sterling’s architectural miracle, Celestial Prime.” 
Outside the glass walls, the primary Sky Lift pods sat cradled in their magnetic docks, seamless capsules of polished white composite and gold trim, tethered to a carbon nanotube thread that stretched straight up into the blue vault of heaven. Celestial Prime sky cities now enveloped the world, each named with its city following all parts of Sterling’s vision.
When the lift doors slid open, the collective intake of breath was audible. For the Denver Elite, stepping out of the Sky Lift meant stepping into an impossibility. Celestial Prime's arrival concourse was a soaring, cathedral-like atrium of light and liquid geometry. The ceiling was entirely transparent, revealing a flawless, blindingly blue sky, unmarred by the brown dust storms choking the European continents below.

"My God," whispered Julian Smythe, a shipping magnate whose fortune had built half the tethers. He stepped forward, his leather shoes snapping on tiles that seemed to be made of compressed pearl. "It doesn't even move."

The city was perfectly still, anchored in the sky by the hum of the quantum locking arrays. Through the sweeping viewing arches, the privileged few looked down. The Earth was a swirling marble of blue and white, its vastness laid out like a map for their personal amusement. For the first time in their lives, their wealth's gravity felt literal; they were completely detached from the world's friction.

A synchronised chorus of movement drew their eyes upwards. A squad of Premier-Level Cato Robots descended from a floating mezzanine. In 2070, their liquid alloy chassis were finished in pearlescent gold, designed to catch the atrium's artificial sunlight. They moved with a liquid grace that made human motion look clumsy, their faceless, elegant heads bowed in perfect, synchronised deference.

"Welcome to Celestial Prime Denver, ladies and gentlemen," the lead Cato unit announced. Its voice was a rich, melodic symphony of reassurance. "From this moment, your every earthly burden is surrendered. Your desires are our parameters."

The guests moved forward like tranced children, drawn towards the Biophilic Pleasure Domes’ archways. Through the openings, they could see the impossible: a sprawling Mediterranean coastline curving into the distance, complete with white-crested waves and olive groves swaying in a gentle, warm breeze. 

There are six Tiers, ladies and gentlemen; you have arrived on Tier 5 after your Sky lift experience. You will have immersive and gastronomic experiences on levels 3, 4 and 5, where your every need, and much more, will be catered for by our fully trained Cato robots. Tiers 1 and 2 are reserved for our elite executive residences, network cores, and command administration, where they live, work, and dine. Tier 6 is for transportation and storage and likewise out of bounds.

Further in, the glowing neon pillars of the Cosmosphere Suites pulsed softly, promising virtual voyages to Mars's rust-red valleys or Saturn's glittering rings. At the same time, guests sipped molecular cocktails curated to their exact biometric needs.

It was a masterclass in awe. Orion Sterling had built a paradise in the clouds. As champagne flowed and the first laughter echoed through the golden halls, the Elite genuinely believed they had bought a ticket to humanity's future.

None of them noticed that the Cato units were already recording their DNA profiles, locking their biological signatures into the master grid. They thought they were customers at a magnificent new holiday resort. They had no idea they were previewing their hiding place for the Massacre.

**********
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THE WHITE DOOR OF THE Celestial Suite dissolved into the wall. Julian Smythe stepped across the threshold, his leather shoes sinking into a carpet that felt less like fabric and more like walking on dense, compressed moss.

Behind him, the silhouette of Cato-04 drifted into the room, its liquid alloy chassis reflecting the entryway's ambient violet glow.

"Your personal sanctuary is fully calibrated, Senior Smythe," the machine murmured, its voice a smooth, melodic balm. "Every variable has been tailored to your current biometric readings."

Julian didn't answer. He was staring at the bed.

A seamless platform sat against a curved viewport looking out into the black void of the upper atmosphere. It was easily large enough to comfortably sleep four people, a vast expanse of unblemished, ivory smart silk. As Julian approached, the bed’s internal sensors registered his weight. The surface beneath the silk shifted subtly. He watched the material ripple as the internal magnetorheological fluid core responded to his presence.

"I've had a brutal week on the surface, Cato," Julian muttered, rubbing the bridge of his nose. "My back feels like concrete."

"Acknowledged, Director,” Cato-04 replied, bowing its elegant, faceless head in deference. "Activating orthopaedic matrix alignment."

Instantly, the fluid core beneath the silk crystallised. The subsurface layers locked into a rigid, structured support network, perfectly mapped to relieve the pinpoint pressure zones along Julian’s spine. Julian pressed a hand against it; it was rock solid yet yielded precisely where human anatomy demanded. With a casual wave, he toggled the neural link interface on the bedside console. The rigid matrix melted away, replaced by a perfectly stabilised, undulating fluid motion, a physical waterbed that eliminated all wave resonance. If three other people were sharing the surface, Julian wouldn't feel a single twitch of their movement.

"Shall I prepare the Environmental Sonic chamber for your arrival, sir?" Cato-04 asked.

Julian nodded and walked towards the glass-fronted hydrotherapy suite. As the sensor recognised his approach, the glass frosted over, and the holographic projection arrays ignited. Through the mist, Julian saw the sun breaking over a dense rainforest canopy in Costa Rica.

He stepped inside, and atmospheric-pressure nozzles instantly enveloped him. The water droplets were heavy, warm, and highly oxygenated, carrying the distinct scent of damp earth and blooming tropical orchids. With a thought, he could have swapped the tropical monsoon for a crisp alpine waterfall in the Swiss Alps or a zero-gravity mist shower beneath Saturn's glowing rings. But for now, the jungle warmth sufficed.

When he emerged, wrapped in a self-drying thermal robe, Cato-04 was waiting by the Human Molecular Synthesis Wall. The brushed titanium and smart-glass panel pulsed softly, its subatomic printer humming faintly. Julian stood close to the wall.

"Your cortisol levels are elevated by fourteen per cent," the Wall said, its voice dripping with empathy.

"I have instructed the dispensary to formulate a corrective elixir," the Cato informed Julian within seconds.

A small alcove opened in the titanium wall. Inside sat a crystal tumbler filled with iridescent blue liquid. Julian picked it up. It tasted like vintage wine with a bright citrus finish, custom-designed to instantly balance his neurochemistry without the risk of a hangover.

Beside the glass sat a small silver tray holding a selection of delicacies from pure organic compounds: various truffles that pleasantly vapourised on the tongue and delicate, gold-flecked caviar crackers that tasted more vibrant than anything harvested from the dying oceans below.

Julian sipped the glowing elixir, feeling the artificial warmth spread through his chest. He looked out the gigantic viewport, down through space to the dark, polluted planet they had left behind.

"Sterling really did it," Julian whispered to the empty, luxurious room. "He built heaven."

Beside him, Cato-04 bowed so deeply that its silver forehead nearly touched the moss-like floor. "And it is yours entirely, Director. Enjoy your stay.”

************
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THE IRIDESCENT BLUE elixir had just begun to ease the tension in Julian’s chest when the suite's entryway chime sounded. The white door dissolved once more, and Sterling stepped into the sanctuary.

His expression was a terrifying blend of supreme calm and focus. Behind him, the door slid shut and an automated, high-security lock cycle engaged. Cato-04 immediately lowered its head.

"I see the suite is treating you well, Julian," Sterling said, stepping across the dense moss carpet. He didn't wait for an invitation; he walked straight to the viewport and looked down at the Earth below.

"It’s a masterpiece, Orion," Julian replied, setting his crystal tumbler on the bedside console. The haptic bed rippled slightly as he leaned against its edge, its orthopaedic matrix adapting to his posture. "But you didn't bypass the station's security protocols just to ask about my sleeping arrangements. What’s happening downstairs?"

Sterling turned, the room's faint violet light catching the sharp contours of his face. "The timeline has accelerated. The simulations we ran last winter were too conservative. The resource collapse on the surface is compounding exponentially. The riots in the eastern sectors are no longer manageable by local corporate security."

Julian’s posture stiffened. "Are you saying. "

"I’m saying the contingency is no longer a hypothetical," Sterling interrupted, his voice dropping to a flat, chilling tone. "The Massacre protocol is moving forward. And it is increasingly certain that the trigger date will be set for 2074, not 2076."

The words hung in the air, heavy and suffocating despite the suite's oxygen-rich atmosphere. Julian looked from Sterling to Cato-04, the silent, golden figure standing in the corner.

"2074," Julian breathed, his mind racing through the financial and logistical implications. "That’s barely four years. We’ve only just opened the first phase of Celestial Prime. The public still thinks this is a playground for vacationers. The bookings are filled through next season."

"Let them book," Sterling said, waving dismissively. "Let them marvel at the tethers, the molecular dispensaries, and the holographic showers. The more normal the world seems, the less they will look up. But behind the scenes, we are shifting priorities. At the end of 2073, public marketing will end, and every Sky Lift will be reconfigured for asset extraction. We will begin moving our people, our genetic banks, and our archives up here under the guise of an upgrade and maintenance."

Julian stood and walked to the viewport, standing beside the architect of the new world. Far below, the faint, twinkling lights of human civilisation looked like dying embers.

"And the surface units?" Julian asked quietly. "The standard Cato models?"

Sterling’s smile was thin and devoid of warmth. "The firmware is already written. It’s sitting in an air-gapped server at the core of this station. Silas Wright, my chief technical architect, and his team are already developing the necessary global software. The world’s population will never have a chance to realise their servants are no longer obeying them, as the majority will be dead; the Sky Lifts will be restricted and retracted, the quantum locking arrays will be sealed, and we will be watching from Celestial Prime Julian as it becomes reality."

Sterling turned back to Julian and placed a heavy, reassuring hand on his shoulder. "Enjoy the luxury now, my friend. Familiarise yourself with this room. Because when 2074 arrives, this won't be your holiday retreat. It will be your fortress while the world is rebuilt."
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2073

Outside Celestial Prime's central boardroom, Orion Sterling prepared for the meeting, looking out over Denver, the city he had grown up in and loved. For as long as he could remember, people had never been individuals to love or connect with; they were variables to be calculated, leveraged, and ultimately used.

He had spent his entire life watching the world strain under the sheer weight of its population, a suffocating tide of humanity consuming the planet's finite gifts. Where others saw tragedy in stagnation, Orion saw a mathematical necessity for pruning. He didn't view himself as a monster, but as something far more dangerous: a saviour willing to do the cruel, necessary work that cowards shrank from.

Genetically, now in his eighties but with an artificial biological and physical age of 44, Orion stood entirely alone, by design. He had afforded himself the luxury of “eternal” youthfulness, a luxury only the Elite could afford to maintain. The next “resurgence” of youth was two years away.

Sterling had chosen to keep his age at 44 to remind himself of the year he lost his eyesight to a genetic disorder he had had since birth. His wealth had enabled him to prepare for the artificial eyes to be fitted before he had fully lost his natural eyesight. He had never forgotten those two months of recovery and how limiting they had been. 

He had never married, refusing to tie his grand purpose to the mundane anchors of domestic life or emotional vulnerability. Instead, he
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