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Introduction :

Humanity, at the turn of the 24th century, had conquered the solar system. Mars was a thriving colony, Jupiter's moons were forward bases, and the asteroid belt was a perpetual construction site. But beyond the heliopause, the unknown remained an impassable wall, an ocean of emptiness and time so vast it defied imagination. Interstellar travel was still a dream, limited by technologies incapable of breaking the lightspeed barrier. It was in this context of frustrated exploration that the incident occurred. The scientific vessel *Prometheus*, tasked with studying a gravitational anomaly at the edge of the solar system, suddenly disappeared from all screens. The sole survivor found drifting in an escape pod, Dr. Elias Vance, a renowned astrophysicist, told a story so extraordinary, so terrifying, and so magnificent, that it was initially greeted with disbelief. He spoke of a ship of unprecedented technology, a mysterious and brilliant captain, and a journey beyond anything humanity had ever dared to imagine. A journey that had taken him... twenty million light-years from Earth. This story, transcribed and supplemented by Dr. Vance's notes and recordings, is the testimony of this celestial odyssey, a plunge into the starry abysses of the universe, aboard the most formidable ship ever built: the *Celestial*.
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Chapter 1: The Disappearance of Prometheus
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The year 2387. The *Prometheus* glided silently through the Oort Cloud, that icy frontier where comets are born and die in eternal darkness. Aboard, the crew was on a routine mission: mapping the gravitational disturbances detected by the Earth Federation's automated probes. Dr. Elias Vance, a world-renowned astrophysicist, watched the data scrolling across his holographic screens with growing weariness. Six months of travel to track phantom anomalies, echoes of dark matter that dissipated as soon as anyone tried to quantify them.

"Nothing yet, Commander?" Vance asked without looking up from his console. Commander Kael, a heavyset man with a face weathered by thirty years of space missions, shook his head. "Just cosmic noise, Doctor. Same as usual."

The ship's bridge was bathed in a dim blue light. The crew members went about their tasks with mechanical efficiency, their movements precise and repetitive. Only the hum of life support systems broke the silence. Vance stood and approached the main viewport. Outside, the interstellar void seemed endless, dotted with distant stars that twinkled with indifferent constancy. He felt a wave of melancholy wash over him. At 54, he had dedicated his life to unlocking the secrets of the universe, but each answer only opened the door to new questions.

Suddenly, a shrill alarm pierced the silence. The screens began flashing red. Kael rushed to the main console. "Anomaly detected! Heading 347, magnitude 9.3!" Vance rushed to his side, his heart pounding. On the screen, a spatial rift materialized: a black vortex ringed with iridescent halos that pulsed like a monstrous heart. The sensors were registering unprecedented energy levels, distortions of space-time that defied all known laws of physics.

"All units, red alert!" Kael yelled. "Grav shields at full strength! Prepare an evasive maneuver!"

The ion engines roared, but an invisible force crushed the *Prometheus*. The ship's structure groaned under titanic pressure. Sparks flew from the control panels. Vance was thrown against a wall, his skull hitting a metal protrusion. A searing pain ripped through his head, followed by the taste of blood in his mouth. Through the cracked porthole, he saw the horror: space was literally tearing itself apart, swallowing the surrounding stars. Bolts of purple energy streaked across the deck, blasting consoles in showers of sparks.

"Kael!" he shouted, struggling to his feet. The commander was already frantically typing codes into his console, his face set in determination. "Omega Protocol! Engage gravity shields!" But it was too late. An even more violent jolt shook the ship. The hull began to creak as if a giant hand were trying to crush it. Vance felt the ground give way beneath his feet. He floated for a moment before being violently thrown against a wall. The last thing he saw before losing consciousness was the main porthole imploding, revealing the black vortex growing at dizzying speed.

When he came to, Vance found himself in thick darkness, alone in the wrecked corridor of the *Prometheus*. Distant alarms screamed into the void. Flames danced on torn cables. The air was heavy with smoke and ozone. He sat up with difficulty, a stabbing pain in his temple. Around him, chaos was total. Pieces of ceiling hung like broken teeth. Bodies lay scattered, some motionless, others moaning faintly.

Vance crawled toward the escape pod section, his numb fingers struggling to find the activation panel. The door hissed open. He dropped inside, closing the door behind him. Through the pod's window, he watched helplessly as the *Prometheus* finally destroyed itself. The ship disintegrated into glittering pieces, sucked into the vortex like a speck of dust into a cosmic vacuum cleaner. An absolute silence fell, deeper than anything he had ever known.

He consulted the capsule's control screens. The coordinates displayed incoherent values, numbers that danced frantically before settling on impossible positions. He exited the capsule, floating in a strange void. Around him, no more Sun, no more Milky Way. Only an unknown sky, populated by nebulae of violent colors—fuchsia pink, electric blue, emerald green—that stretched like cosmic sails. A spiral galaxy swirled in the distance, majestic and indifferent. He consulted the star chart integrated into his suit: no match with the known catalogs. The *Prometheus* had disappeared. And he with it.

He drifted like this for hours, or perhaps days—time had lost its meaning in this foreign landscape. Loneliness weighed like a leaden weight. He was the last survivor of an expedition that should never have left the solar system. Suddenly, a black dot appeared on the horizon, growing rapidly. It was a colossal ship, sleek and black, with no visible windows, resembling a star shark hunting in the abyss. A bluish tractor beam captured it, gently pulling it toward a spacious hangar. The capsule docked with a slight bump. When the door opened, Vance saw slender figures dressed in gray jumpsuits, their faces hidden behind featureless helmets. One of them stepped forward and removed its helmet, revealing a face of androgynous beauty, with gray eyes as sharp as blades.

“Welcome aboard, Doctor Vance,” said a calm, almost melodious voice. “I am Orion. You are safe.” Vance could only nod, too stunned to speak. He was a prisoner, but alive. And somewhere within this mysterious ship, an odyssey beyond anything humanity had ever imagined began.
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Chapter 2: The Strange Captivity
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Elias Vance opened his eyes in soft darkness, lulled by a crystalline melody that seemed to emanate from the walls themselves. He was lying on a smooth, warm surface in a chamber with curved walls, pearly white with no apparent angles. The air was pure, laden with a faint scent of ozone and minerals. No pain, only utter confusion. Where was he? The *Prometheus*? The anomaly? He sat up slowly, discovering that his clothes had been replaced by a soft, gray jumpsuit of an unknown fabric that conformed perfectly to his movements.

A door opened silently in the wall, revealing an identical corridor, bathed in a diffuse light that seemed to come from nowhere. Hesitantly, Vance stepped inside. The silence was almost religious, broken only by the faint hum of his own footsteps on the smooth floor. He passed several similar doors, all closed, then emerged into a vast circular room. In the center, a shaft of light descended into the depths of the ship, illuminating particles of dust that danced in its beam. Around it, panoramic glass windows offered a spectacle that took his breath away.

Outside, it was no longer the Oort Cloud, nor even the familiar Milky Way. It was a sky of incredible richness. Violently colored nebulae stretched out like cosmic sails. Dense star clusters twinkled with an intensity never before witnessed. Distant spiral galaxies spun slowly, majestically. Vance realized, with icy terror, that he was no longer *near* home. He was *somewhere else*. Very, very elsewhere. A calm, almost melodious voice sounded behind him: "Welcome aboard, Dr. Vance. You are safe."

He turned abruptly. The man he had met in the hangar stood there, tall, thin, and dressed in elegant, dark attire. His face, almost androgynous in beauty, was framed by sleek silver hair. His eyes, a piercing gray, seemed to contain the wisdom of the ages and infinite sadness. "Who are you? Where are we? What happened?" Vance stammered.

The man gestured toward the celestial panorama. "I am the master of this ship. And we are, Doctor, very far from your Earth. Twenty million light-years, to be precise. You are my guest... and my prisoner. Welcome aboard the *Celestial*."

The next few days passed in a mixture of wonder and anxiety for Vance. He was free to move around certain parts of the *Celestial*, a ship of unimaginable size and complexity. But he was constantly followed, discreet but unavoidable, by silent guards in black suits, and above all, by the omnipresent presence of the captain. Orion gave him a complete tour of the ship, a labyrinth of technological marvels.

They first passed through the hydroponic gardens, where bioluminescent plants emitted a soft green and blue light, creating a magical atmosphere. Rivers of liquid mercury wound between the crops, reflecting the artificial lights. “This ship is a self-sustaining ecosystem,” Orion explained. “We produce our food, our air, our energy. Nothing is wasted. Everything is recycled.”

Next, they visited the meditation rooms, with floors covered in
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