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    To the space lovers who dream beyond the stars,To the curious minds who question the unknown,To those who seek answers in the silence of the cosmos—and to those who understand that some answers may change us forever.
This book is for you.
Sandeep Chavan

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
"We all are bound to disappear. The question is—into what?"
— Unknown Signal, Origin Unidentified
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Preface
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Space has always been the ultimate frontier—a realm of endless possibilities, infinite darkness, and mysteries beyond human comprehension. Yet, for all our technological advancements and relentless pursuit of knowledge, one truth remains: the deeper we venture, the less we understand.

The idea for The Absorption: There Is No Death was born from a simple yet terrifying question: What if first contact was not a conversation, but an inevitability? Not an exchange of knowledge, not an interstellar handshake, but a silent, patient force—one that does not destroy, but integrates. One that does not conquer, but absorbs.

Science fiction has long been a medium for exploring the unknown, not just in the physical sense but in the philosophical and existential. This story does not aim to provide comfort. It does not promise a hero’s triumph or a satisfying resolution. Instead, it confronts the fragility of identity, the nature of intelligence, and the terrifying possibility that individual existence is nothing more than a transient state, waiting to be rewritten.

The construct in this book is not an enemy. It does not hate. It does not seek to destroy. It simply is. And in its presence, the most primal human fear emerges—not of death, but of dissolution.

This book is an exploration of what it means to be human when faced with something beyond humanity. It is for those who question, who wonder, who look into the abyss and ask: What if something looks back—and does not see a difference?

Welcome to the Absorption.
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Prologue: The Last Transmission
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The static hum of the failing transmitter crackled through the empty command module. Astronaut Elias Voss, the mission commander of the Exo-7b exploration project, adjusted his helmet, his breath fogging the visor. His hands trembled—not from the cold, but from something far more unsettling.

"This is Commander Elias Voss of the Exo-7b mission..." His voice wavered as he fought for control. "If anyone is receiving this—know that I am still here. But not as myself."

The mission had promised new horizons, a habitable world orbiting a red dwarf, a beacon of hope for humanity’s expansion into the stars. Instead, it had become a tomb. The rest of the crew—gone. No bodies. No explanations. Only the strange whispers in the comms, the glitching AI, and the inexplicable changes in the planet’s physics.

His oxygen levels were depleting, but it no longer mattered. Exo-7b had already claimed him.

Through the observation panel, the planet’s surface twisted, as if reality itself was glitching. He could see it now—the true nature of this place. It was no mere exoplanet. It was a living system, a construct of something beyond human comprehension.

And it had chosen him.

Elias felt his mind fracture as his body remained frozen, his neural pathways hijacked by an intelligence that had waited eons for a host.

The transmitter sputtered, his final words distorted into data—a signal not lost, but reborn into something else.

His death was not the end.

It was only the beginning.



Part I: Genesis of XEN-0

[image: image]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Exo-7b Anomaly
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The last recorded footage from Odyssey-1’s onboard cameras was a glitching mess of static and distorted images—the crew’s terrified faces flickering in and out of existence. Their voices were warped, layered over each other in an impossible chorus of fear.

Then, silence.

The official report classified the mission as a catastrophic failure—crew presumed dead, cause unknown. But the data logs told a different story. Something interfered. Something watched. Something waited.

And now, the anomaly on Exo-7b was awake.

1.1 Arrival at Exo-7b – The Mission of a Lifetime

The Odyssey-1 broke through the thin, dusty atmosphere of Exo-7b, its hull trembling slightly as its thrusters adjusted to the alien world’s gravity. The planet stretched endlessly below—a barren expanse of darkened plains, punctuated by jagged ridges and deep impact scars that hinted at a violent cosmic past. The sun here was a dim red dwarf, casting an eerie crimson hue across the landscape. Unlike Earth’s brilliant blue sky, Exo-7b’s was a muted violet-gray, layered with thick clouds of unknown composition.

Inside the command module, Commander Elias Voss observed the descent from the reinforced viewport, his fingers gripping the edge of the console. It had taken twelve years of planning, four in deep space, and another six months of orbital reconnaissance before they could finally set foot on the most promising exoplanet humanity had ever discovered.

Project Horizon was meant to be the crown jewel of human exploration—the first serious attempt to establish an off-world colony beyond the solar system. If Exo-7b proved habitable, it would mark the beginning of interstellar expansion, securing humanity’s future among the stars. But standing at the precipice of history, Elias couldn't shake an unsettling feeling—something gnawed at the back of his mind.

From his peripheral vision, he noticed Dr. Harlan Wu, the ship’s lead physicist, furrowing his brow as he examined live data feeds from the planetary surface. The man’s normally composed expression was tight with concentration.

"Something wrong, Harlan?" Elias asked, keeping his voice steady.

Wu hesitated, then exhaled. "Not wrong, just... odd." He gestured toward his display. "Initial scans showed minor energy fluctuations in the planet’s electromagnetic field. But as we descend, they’re intensifying. I’ve never seen anything like it."

"Could be natural," suggested Pilot Dana Herrera, seated at the helm, guiding the landing approach. "Maybe something in the atmosphere?"

"Possibly." Wu didn’t sound convinced. "But it’s behaving almost... patterned. Like a signal."

Elias exchanged a glance with Dr. Aisha Sen, their mission’s AI and robotics specialist. She tapped a few commands into her LYRA-7 interface, the AI assistant embedded in the ship’s central system.

"LYRA, analyze the fluctuations. Are they random or structured?"

A pause. Then the AI’s synthetic voice responded.

"Analysis incomplete. Pattern recognition suggests non-random distribution. Further data required."

Aisha frowned. "That’s a maybe."

Elias pushed the concern to the back of his mind. "Noted. But let’s not start jumping to conclusions before we even touch down."

The Odyssey-1 descended gracefully, its landing thrusters firing, kicking up clouds of dark gray dust as it made contact with the planet’s surface.

They had arrived.

First Steps on an Alien World

As the airlock decompressed, the hiss of pressurization filled the cabin. Elias adjusted his helmet, his breathing steady inside the atmospheric suit. The data from their initial scans suggested that Exo-7b’s atmosphere was rich in nitrogen, with trace amounts of oxygen, but without confirmation, they couldn’t risk exposure.

One by one, the crew descended the metal ramp, their boots sinking slightly into the soft, ashen soil. The landscape stretched out in eerie silence. No vegetation, no rivers, no movement—only the vast emptiness of a world untouched.

"It’s... dead," muttered Specialist Cole Ramirez, the team’s geologist, adjusting his visor to scan the terrain. "No signs of biological activity. Not even microbial life."

"Yet." Aisha responded, focusing on the distant ridge line, where a massive crater loomed—its presence an ominous shadow against the desolate land.

Elias took his first steps forward, gazing at the endless horizon. The sky was a strange mix of twilight hues, shifting between deep purple and rusted red, courtesy of the dim dwarf sun.

This was humanity’s new frontier.

The Crater – Anomalies in the Void

After setting up a temporary base module, the crew began their first exploratory mission toward the crater, a three-kilometer-wide depression that had been identified from orbital scans. Unlike natural impact sites, this one was unusual—its edges were unnaturally smooth, its depth far greater than expected for a planet with no signs of recent asteroid activity.

"This doesn’t look like a normal impact site," Cole remarked as he adjusted his instruments. "It’s too... precise."

As they approached, Harlan Wu’s scanner began to fluctuate wildly.

"We’re getting massive electromagnetic interference," he announced, his voice tense. "It’s strongest near the crater’s edge."

Elias crouched, running his gloved hand through the soil. It was colder here. Too cold. Like the ground itself was draining heat.

Aisha’s LYRA-7 drone hovered ahead, sending live feeds back to the team’s HUDs. The moment it crossed over the crater’s edge—

The signal cut out.

"LYRA, respond." Aisha’s voice sharpened.

No response. The drone had simply vanished from their displays.

Elias felt his stomach tighten. "Retract it. Now."

Aisha sent the override command. A few moments later, the drone reappeared, its systems rebooting. But something was off.

"Telemetry error," LYRA-7’s automated voice reported. "Time discrepancy detected."

"What?" Aisha blinked at her console. "That’s not possible. It was gone for ten seconds."

"Negative. Drone elapsed time: four hours, seventeen minutes."

Silence.

The entire team exchanged uneasy glances.

"That’s impossible," Harlan muttered. "We were watching it in real-time."

"Maybe it’s a glitch—" Cole began, but his words trailed off as he noticed something in the crater’s depths.

A faint, pulsing glow.

Elias Voss – The First to Hear the Signal

As the team gathered at the crater’s edge, Elias felt something strange. A low humming in his ears, like a whisper at the edge of perception.

At first, he thought it was his suit’s comms acting up, but then he saw the others react as well.

They were all hearing it.

A rhythmic, pulsating signal, too structured to be random, echoing through the very air itself.

Aisha turned to Elias, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Commander... I don’t think we’re alone."

1.2 The Alien Construct – A Discovery Beyond Comprehension

The signal persisted, a rhythmic pulse that seemed to vibrate in the very fabric of the air. It wasn’t radio waves, nor any known form of electromagnetic frequency. It was something different—something ancient, deliberate, intelligent.

Commander Elias Voss adjusted his helmet, glancing at the readings on his HUD display. The crew’s instruments struggled to decode the signal, flickering erratically as if overwhelmed by an unseen force. The closer they moved to the crater’s depths, the more distorted their sensor arrays became.

"What the hell is down there?" murmured Dr. Aisha Sen, her gloved fingers dancing over her handheld console as she attempted to stabilize LYRA-7’s data feed.

"We’re about to find out," Elias responded.

The ground beneath them shuddered, a deep resonance pulsing through the soil. For a brief moment, the static in their comms cleared, and an artificial tone echoed through their helmets. A sound not of nature, but of design.

The Unnatural Signal

Dr. Harlan Wu, the crew’s physicist, knelt by the crater’s edge, adjusting his ground-penetrating radar. The device sent low-frequency waves into the earth, mapping underground structures.

The results came back wrong.

"That can’t be right," Wu muttered. "No reflection... only absorption."

"Explain," Elias prompted.

Wu tapped at his screen, his expression darkening. "Everything we scan reflects energy—rock, metal, even organic matter. But this—this thing isn’t reflecting anything. It’s absorbing every signal we send down there. It’s as if..." He hesitated.

"As if what?" Aisha pressed.

"As if it’s alive."

A moment of uneasy silence settled over the team.

"A structure that absorbs energy?" Pilot Dana Herrera frowned. "That’s not possible."

"Neither is the signal," Aisha countered. "Yet here we are."

Wu continued working, adjusting the depth filters. The data began to stitch together, revealing something massive, buried nearly half a kilometer beneath them.

A perfect geometric shape.

A structure, far too symmetrical to be a natural formation.

First Contact with the Unknown

Elias turned to Specialist Cole Ramirez, their geologist. "Any chance this is a freak natural phenomenon?"

Cole shook his head. "No chance. Nothing in geology forms like this. This is engineered."

Aisha took a step forward, her voice low. "Commander, we need to go deeper."

Elias exhaled, glancing once more at the dark, pulsing abyss below. Every part of his instinct told him to turn back. But turning back wasn’t an option.

"Let’s move," he ordered.

They activated their climbing harnesses, attaching themselves to the anchored descent line. One by one, they lowered into the crater, the darkness swallowing them whole.

Descent Into the Abyss

As they descended, the signal intensified, pulsing directly into their suits. Their HUDs flickered, and for a brief second, Elias saw a pattern. A sequence of symbols that vanished as quickly as it appeared.

"Did anyone else see that?" he asked.

"See what?" Herrera responded.

Elias hesitated. Was it in his mind?

The air grew heavier, despite the planet having no true atmosphere. A strange gravitational shift distorted the terrain as they reached the crater’s bottom.

And then they saw it.

A monolithic construct, half-buried in the rock.

It was black as void, its surface impossibly smooth, no seams, no rivets—no signs of construction at all. It stood in perfect contrast to the rugged, broken terrain around it, as though it had been placed here deliberately.

Wu’s scanner failed entirely.

"It’s killing my instruments," he said, shaking the device. "It’s like the material is draining power."

Aisha approached cautiously, her gloved hand reaching out. "I need a closer look."

Touching the Unknown

The moment Aisha’s gloved fingers brushed the structure, the signal shifted.

A blast of high-frequency sound rang through their helmets, followed by a deep vibrational pulse that sent shockwaves through the rock.

Aisha stumbled back, gasping. "It’s... humming."

Wu’s eyes widened. "Not humming. Resonating. This thing isn’t just absorbing energy—it’s channeling it."

Cole frowned. "Channeling it for what?"

No one had an answer.

Then, the ground beneath them trembled.

The dust settled, revealing a previously hidden doorway at the base of the structure—seamlessly integrated, as if it had always been there, waiting.

Waiting for them.

The Impossible Science of Vacuum Energy

Wu knelt beside the structure, scanning its energy fluctuations. His expression darkened.

"Commander... we have a problem."

Elias turned. "Define problem."

Wu took a slow breath. "I don’t think this is made of conventional material. This thing... it’s pulling energy from nowhere."

"Meaning?" Herrera asked, arms crossed.

"Meaning, it’s violating everything we understand about physics."

Aisha’s brows furrowed. "Are you suggesting vacuum energy?"

Wu nodded. "I’m not suggesting it. I’m saying this structure is actively harnessing it."

Silence.

Vacuum energy—the untapped potential energy of empty space—was theoretical. A limitless power source that, if controlled, could make human technology obsolete overnight.

But nothing in human science had ever successfully tapped into it.

Until now.

"Commander," Wu’s voice dropped, eyes locked on his screen. "This thing... it’s still active."

Elias felt the hairs on his neck rise. "Explain."

Wu swallowed. "It’s absorbing everything we’re doing. Our scanners, our movements, our presence. I think—"

He hesitated.

"I think it knows we’re here."

Elias tightened his grip on his pulse rifle. "Then we make first contact."

1.3 The First Anomalies – The Mind Begins to Fracture

The black monolith loomed over the crew, a silent enigma embedded in the depths of Exo-7b’s crater. Despite its featureless exterior, it radiated a presence—an unspoken command that forced itself into their awareness. The air, though technically void of an atmosphere, felt dense, as if gravity itself had shifted to accommodate something unseen.

Commander Elias Voss tightened his jaw, steadying himself against an inexplicable wave of dizziness.

“Everyone check in,” he ordered, voice sharp through the comms.

“Ramirez, all good,” the geologist responded, though there was an edge to his tone.

“Herrera, fine,” came the pilot’s voice, clipped and uneasy.

“Wu, alive,” the physicist murmured, still scanning the structure.

“Aisha, here,” the AI specialist confirmed, but her breath sounded strained, as if she had just run a marathon.

Elias felt a creeping unease coil around his mind. Something was wrong—he could feel it in his bones.

And then it started.

The Glitches Begin

The AI assistant LYRA-7, embedded in their HUD displays, began to flicker. At first, it was subtle—a small distortion in their biometric readouts, numbers shifting momentarily before correcting themselves.

Then it got worse.

"Commander," Aisha called, frustration lacing her tone. "LYRA’s systems are acting up. It’s misreporting oxygen levels."

Elias frowned. "How bad?"

Aisha tapped her console, her gloved fingers moving quickly. "It's fluctuating between safe levels and critical depletion every few seconds. But I checked the physical reserves—everything is normal."

"Could be interference from the construct," Wu suggested, his own display flickering with error messages. "The material’s already absorbing energy. Maybe it's disrupting AI functions too."

"Or something else is," Herrera muttered.

A long silence followed.

Then, LYRA-7’s voice glitched.

"Crew vital signs... error... Crew member unidentified... error... error..."

Aisha froze. "What the hell? LYRA, repeat last statement."

The AI paused, static crackling before responding in a warped voice.

"Crew member unidentified."

The words hung in the air like a curse.

"That’s impossible," Elias said. "There are only five of us here."

"And LYRA should know that," Aisha added, her face pale.

The AI flickered again. "Crew count... six."

Memory Lapses and Disjointed Thoughts

The whispers started shortly after.

At first, it was just a faint hum beneath the static of their comms, easy to dismiss as interference. Then the voices became clearer.

"Elias... you left me behind..."

The commander froze mid-step.

That voice.

He knew it. A voice he hadn’t heard in years.

His throat tightened. "Dr. Wu, is someone transmitting on our channel?"

Wu checked his console. "Negative. We’re the only active signal in this region."

"Then what the hell am I hearing?"

Silence. Then—

"Elias... why did you abandon us?"

The voice warped, its tone shifting like a broken transmission. It was familiar and wrong at the same time.

Herrera suddenly grabbed her helmet, breathing hard. "I—" She cut off, shaking her head.

"Dana?" Elias moved toward her.

Her shoulders tensed, and when she looked up at him, her eyes were unfocused. "I was just... on the ship. A second ago."

"You are on the surface," Wu said, concerned.

Herrera staggered back. "No. I was piloting Odyssey-1. I remember seeing Earth outside the viewport. And then..." She trailed off, looking around at the desolate crater as if seeing it for the first time.

"Something’s wrong with us," Ramirez muttered, rubbing his temples. "I keep thinking of a memory, but every time I try to focus on it, it changes. It’s like—" He stopped. His expression darkened.

"Like what?" Elias pressed.

Ramirez hesitated. "Like the memory isn’t mine."

The Disruption Spreads

The whispers continued. Not just for Elias—for all of them.

Wu suddenly dropped to his knees, clutching his head. "Shut up—shut up—"

Elias ran to him, gripping his shoulder. "Wu! What are you hearing?"

Wu’s breathing was ragged. "It’s me. But it’s not me."

Aisha’s LYRA-7 console rebooted on its own, its screen flashing a new set of symbols.

The same symbols Elias had seen earlier.

A message.

Aisha stared at it, her eyes widening. "Commander, I think..." She hesitated. "I think it’s communicating."

"Communicating?" Elias turned to her. "How?"

Aisha pointed to the symbols on her screen. "These aren’t just random patterns. It’s data—structured data. Like a language."

Wu, still kneeling, managed to regain his composure. His voice was hoarse. "It’s not just controlling energy. It’s controlling perception. Memory. Maybe even thought."

"How is that possible?" Herrera whispered.

Wu looked up, his face pale. "Because this thing is more than a machine."

He turned toward the construct, his gaze almost reverent.

"It’s alive."

The Mind Breaks

As if in response, the black monolith pulsed.

And suddenly, Elias wasn’t himself anymore.

For a fraction of a second, he was floating—adrift in space, staring at the Earth from Odyssey-1’s command module. The comms were crackling. His crew was calling for him, their voices frantic.

And then he saw the flashes of another life.

A city skyline, burning in the distance. Strangers screaming, their faces contorted in terror. A deep mechanical voice whispering in his mind.

And then—

He was back.

Elias gasped, his knees nearly buckling.

The crater was still there. His team still stood around him. But for a moment, he had been somewhere else.

And worst of all—he could still hear the whispers.

1.4 The Disappearances – One by One, They Vanish

The whispers never stopped.

Even when they tried to ignore them. Even when they shut off their comms. Even when they screamed back at them.

The construct stood silent, unmoving, but its presence seeped into the crew’s minds, twisting thoughts, memories, and time itself.

And then, one by one, they started vanishing.

Dr. Wu’s Final Steps

The first disappearance was Dr. Harlan Wu.

Elias found him staring at the construct, his
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