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Chapter 1: Weiyona
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Y sat near the viewport, her silhouette sharp against the radiant haze of Q’ri, a celestial jewel suspended in the twin galaxy’s velvet void.

The planet’s rings shimmered like liquid opals, fractured light weaving through crystalline dust, casting prisms that danced across her ship’s hull.

Q’ri’s surface gleamed below, its seas of bioluminescent azure swirling in hypnotic spirals, framed by cliffs of translucent quartz that pulsed with inner fire.

Nebulae hung in the distance, their violet and emerald tendrils curling like a dream made manifest, a spectacle that had haunted Y’s nights at the Space Academy, whispered in lecture halls as the galaxy’s untamed wonder.

She had vowed to see it one day, to chase its beauty with Ajel at her side.

Now the ship’s AI hummed in auto mode, its course steady through Q’ri’s orbit, but the view felt hollow, a painting she could no longer touch.

Her thoughts roiled, untethered from the serenity beyond the glass.

“Ajel is gone,” she had told Zayad in Vamir’s rebel hold, her voice flat.

The words echoed now, a wound that refused to scar.

The pact she had sworn with Ajel on Esisha’s cracked plains held her together, but its edges frayed: live fearless, no tears, no regrets.

Weiyinur’s final words clawed at her.

“Weiyona, my daughter. Continue the cause.”

Her mother, a woman she had not known existed. The Starbreaker. A rebel princess who had ignited a galaxy’s hope. Alive all those years, watching from afar.

The Directress’s concealed vids, sent to ease a mother’s grief, had shown Y’s childhood—racing hover-bikes, laughing under Esisha’s twin moons.

Weiyinur’s aides, shrouded in veils, had slipped through Esisha, their eyes tracing Y’s growth from a distance, reporting back to a princess bound by rebellion and secrecy.

Aides in the stands at her high-school relays, disguised as scouts.

A “janitor” at the Academy who had once slipped her a protein bar after a failed flight simulation.

They had wept when Y’s car crashed, her body broken by Lynochian ships, believing her lost.

Yet Y had survived, only to meet Weiyinur in Kharvox’s blood-soaked arena, their reunion cut short by seconds, her mother’s life extinguished by Ajel’s—now known as Jardoc in Lynoch—blade.

Jardoc.

Ajel.

The revelation knotted her stomach.

The general who had slain Starbreaker was the boy she had loved—the one she had raced through Esisha’s skies with since their youth.

She had searched for him across the stars, only to find him draped in crimson, serving King Lanileos Mor—the tyrant grandfather she had never known.

Her mother.
Her love.
Her legacy.
All shattered in Kharvox’s chaos.

The grim words of Atromita, her mother’s loyal aide, on Vamir still rang in her ears.

“She meant you to lead. You’re the heir.”

Y’s jaw had tightened then, as it did now, the weight of Weiyinur’s cause—a rebellion against Lynoch’s iron grip—pressing against her chest.

She was Weiyona, named by her mother, and called her Weiy.

Her father, Nodeh, had made it just Y when he took her to the orphanage, shielding her from the empire’s gaze.

A single letter.
A ghost.
One she refused to ignite.

She longed for a family that never was.

In the quiet of Q’ri’s orbit, she pictured it.

Weiyinur, free from rebellion, teaching her to wield a blade with a mother’s pride.

Nodeh, his pilot’s grin lighting Esisha’s nights, not lost to Paschol’s void.

Ajel, not Jardoc, laughing beside her in a grav-car, their wedding day unbroken by Lynochian ships.

The ache betrayed her, but she refused to yield.

She imagined a life where circumstances bent, where King Lanileos Mor’s throne did not cast its grip, where she was not the granddaughter of a tyrant who crushed worlds for sport.

But the universe did not bend.

Weiyinur was gone.
Ajel was Jardoc.
And the rebellion was not her fight.
Y stood, her boots echoing on the ship’s alloy floor, Q’ri’s prisms fading behind her.

The cockpit’s glow bathed her, the AI’s hum low and unwavering as she checked the coordinates.

Vamir’s lush valleys, where she had left Zayad and Beliss with their new ship—and Atromita—were light-years behind.

Her own ship, a gift from Atromita’s rebels, carried no cause.

Only her.

She gripped the controls.

“It’s not my cause,” she said aloud, her voice cutting through the silence.

Q’ri’s beauty fell away as the ship surged forward, toward a horizon she would chart alone.
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Chapter 2 :  Homecoming
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The acrid stench of burnt wood stung Y’s nostrils as she stepped into the ruins of the orphanage’s main house on Esisha’s cracked plains.

Charred beams sagged under ash-dusted rafters, their blackened edges crumbling beneath her soles.

The gym, once alive with her laughter, Ajel’s taunts, and the clatter of makeshift games, was now a graveyard of twisted metal and charred mats.

She traced the outline of a shattered holo-hoop, her fingers trembling.

This was home.

Now, it was gone, devoured by fire.

Her eyes stung, but she forced the tears back.

“They were looking for you.”

A deep, measured voice cut through the silence.

Y spun, her hand instinctively twitching toward the vibro-knife at her belt.

A tall, broad-shouldered man in a crisp Esisha Investigation Service uniform stood framed by the doorway, one hand extended.

“Osia Dun, Director.”

His eyes, cold as Q’ri’s quartz cliffs, studied her.

Y hesitated, then clasped his hand, her grip firm but silent.

“Can we invite you to our office?” he asked, his tone polite but unyielding.

She followed without a word.

The crunch of debris faded behind her as they boarded a waiting hover-trans.

Esisha’s dunes blurred past, their mystique hue dulled by the weight of her thoughts.

Ajel.
Jardoc.
He had torn her world apart, and now Lynoch’s cloud hunted her again.



In the sterile office, Osia leaned back and flipped open a holo-file that glowed with streaming data.

“The cook returned at dusk to a silent compound,” he said. “No children’s laughter. No lights. Two Lynochian enforcers grabbed him, showed your image, and demanded your whereabouts. They left him broken, the orphanage in flames. He’s in med-bay now.”

His voice was calm, but his gaze pierced her.

“The Directress, staff, children—all gone. Likely abducted.”

Y’s stomach lurched.

The Directress had raised her, her stern care a mother’s warmth in the orphanage halls.

Now her absence burned like the ashes outside, and Y herself had become the cause of this ruin.

“Years ago, Lynochians attacked you and Ajel at the bunker,” Osia continued, eyes narrowing. “You vanished on a junked ship, only to return on another of theirs. Now a ruined orphanage and missing persons. Care to explain?”

Y met his stare, her Lynochian blood simmering but controlled.

She recounted the bunker stunt.
Her search for Ajel.
The Kharvox arenas.
The rebellion chaos.
Her voice stayed even, betraying none of the ache for Weiyinur or the betrayal of Jardoc.

“You should’ve contacted us,” Osia snapped, pulling his chair closer, his breath hot. “Those incidents—yours, Ajel’s, others—are under League investigation. Your actions have endangered Esisha. Lynoch’s reprisals are here, and the League will notice.”

“My mistake,” Y said, her tone ice-cold, her Lynochian heritage flaring. “I’ll face the consequences.”

The Directress.
Her friends.
The children.
They needed her.

She leaned forward, unflinching.

“Detaining me helps no one. I know Lynoch’s tech. Their tactics
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