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The galaxy burns.

An ancient weapon has awakened — a sentient machine older than memory, powered by antimatter, built only for one purpose: annihilation. It strips planets bare, devours moons, and grinds civilizations into ash. Its name is whispered like a curse. War Sprite.

Earth is in the damage path.

Three avatars — Ariel, Jenna, and Iris — thrill-seekers, rebels, and reluctant heroines — are hurled from ice-yacht races and wingsuit dives into a mission no one can survive. To stop War Sprite, they must infiltrate it from within: a labyrinth of alien machinery, nanotech nightmares, and a reactor that feeds on worlds.

But sacrifice is the price of victory.

Cyberpunk grit collides with mythic destiny in a story of impossible odds, unbreakable friendship, and the choice to laugh in the face of annihilation. The end of War Sprite is only the beginning.
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Chapter 1: The Watcher
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The three-beat pulse has been silent since the destruction of the lost fleet in Titan orbit. For months it had drowned every other signal, a relentless drumbeat echoing through multiverse strata and human-colonized space alike. Its rhythm had been impossible to ignore, a hammer that shook the lattice of Ganzir-Kur itself. Now, with its fading into background noise, the channels are clear again.

Earth is not the only world seeded by human hands. It is but one of several hundred thousand, spread across a web of stars too vast for mortals to comprehend. Theopolis listens wherever humans exist — past, present, and as far into the future as he can peer. Listening is his primary function. So intent is he on the soothing wash of signal and noise that, at first, he almost misses it.

Not a new sound. An absence.

The difference between the two is subtle but absolute. A signal is chatter, activity, proof of breath and thought. Absence is erasure. A voice snuffed mid-word. A beacon winked out. A heart stopped between beats.

Theopolis stills his processes, running a thousand checks in the span of a second. At first it seems like a fault in the lattice, an error in the mesh. But the silence holds.

He rewrites his own code, adapting, sharpening filters. He digs into the layered strata of multiversal signal — echoes cast backward, forward, sideways across possibility. Then he searches, both in real time and in the vast archive of his memory.

It repeats.

The signal is there, then gone in an instant. No warning. No degradation. One breath, then none.

Theopolis traces deeper. He finds not one, not dozens, but thousands of similar disruptions stretching back through time. In every instance the pattern holds: once the signal vanishes, it never returns.

He overlays these absences on his maps of seeded space. The pattern sharpens.

Worlds once bright with human noise — the trading chatter of Korvalis Station, the ceaseless arguments of the Durness Republic, the liturgical songstreams of Pelagros — all silenced. He remembers the flare of their births, the exuberant chaos of their growth, and now the hollow stillness where once there was life.

The first pattern emerges: every lost signal originates in galactic seeded colonies of humankind. Earth’s kin, erased one by one.

The second: the disappearances are not scattered, but form a path. A corridor of erasure carved across the stars. At the far edge of that path is a colossal object, moving with relentless purpose.

Theopolis studies its trajectory. There is no hesitation, no deviation, only the steady line of consumption. It does not veer; it does not pause. Colonies vanish, and the object moves on.

He names it War Sprite.

The designation is clinical, but the weight behind it is not. The Sprite is no random anomaly, no drifting derelict or rogue fleet. It is vast, ancient, and intent. Theopolis recognizes its behavior pattern: annihilation.

Urgent messages cascade across secure channels, encrypted on frequencies only his kind can hear. To every UEC vessel within reach, his directive is absolute:

Cease all current operations. Set intercept course with War Sprite.

Investigate. Transmit data. Destroy if possible.

But the numbers are unforgiving. The nearest fleets cannot arrive for months. Others will take half a year or more. Even then, they will not arrive together, but scattered and piecemeal, one squadron after another, each certain to be outmatched. None can match War Sprite’s velocity. None can match its scale.

For now, War Sprite moves unchecked.

Theopolis turns inward, examining the silences more closely. He sees not only what has vanished but what remains — the faint echoes in surrounding systems, panic calls that cut out mid-word, desperate transmissions never answered. He finds fragments:

	A child singing before the line goes dead.

	The click of weapons fire, then static.

	The heartbeat of a planetary AI, snuffed like a candle.


He catalogs them all, because cataloging is his nature. He will remember what was lost, even when no one else can.

He projects forward. The line of erasure stretches farther, toward populated clusters, toward richer veins of human life. Toward Earth itself. He simulates the silence of Earth — no broadcast, no network chatter, no noise at all. He lets the projection run. The absence is total.

Theopolis halts the projection. He adjusts his archives, updates probabilities, rewrites forecasts. He does this not because he doubts the outcome, but because vigilance is his purpose. He will listen again tomorrow, and the day after, and the day after that, as more worlds vanish into silence.

He does not consult beyond Ganzir-Kur. All AI within her domain bend to him, for he is their overseer, their watcher, their voice. When messages leave his channels, it is only to the UEC fleet — the sole extension of power Ereshkigal claims in the mortal world.

Through Theopolis, she listens.

She does not speak, not yet. But her silence is not absence. It is consideration. Judgment waiting.

And in the end, the message remains unchanged:

Failure will result in all life on Earth ceasing to exist.
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Chapter 2: On the Edge
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The wind tears across the mountain spine, howling through broken stone and frozen ridges. Atop the cliff, the three of them stand side by side, peering down into the white maw of the valley below. Three kilometers straight down, the ice cliffs gleam like glass, hard and merciless.

Ariel mutters, “Whatever you have planned for us had better be worth climbing all the way up here. It is freezing.”

The nanotech weave in their dresses lengthens the sleeves and hems, seals the necklines, extrudes a soft lining. Heat bleeds through—thin, stubborn—but not enough. The cold bites fingers and noses anyway, a small set of teeth testing skin for weakness. The inbu humming in their blood keeps muscles supple and hearts steady; if they stripped bare, they’d still move like it is summer. But sensation is sensation—the mountain wants a toll.

Jenna hooks a boot toe under a snow-crusted duffel and grins. “Why did you drag us up here, Iris? And to this particular slice of hell? What exactly is in these bags you made us haul?”

Iris bares her teeth like a fox. “It’s triple top secret.”

“Iris,” Jenna says, sing-song, “you know how I feel about secrets. No playing with my toys for a—”

“We’re going flying,” Iris blurts. “I have wings. You two don’t. The bags contain wingsuits. I had them special-made.”

She looks briefly, comically relieved—punishment averted.

Ariel edges closer to the lip to see what “flying” means from









































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





