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The Ghost of Sector 7

The cockpit of the Star-Slayer fighter smelled like burnt wires and stale protein bars. Leo, a twelve-year-old Cadet First Class, tightened his grip on the flight stick. Outside his reinforced glass canopy, the nebula looked like a swirl of neon-green soup. This was Leo's first patrol along with two other cadets.

Suddenly a Swarn ship appeared out of hyperspace! Before two of the fighters could react, they were vaporized.

"Base, this is Ghost Lead," Leo said, trying to keep his voice from cracking. "I’ve lost my wingmen. I’m the only one left in the sector."

The radio crackled. "Ghost Lead, return to the carrier immediately. We’ve detected a Swarm-Ship coming out of hyperspace. You’re outgunned."

Leo looked at his radar. A massive red dot—ten times the size of his fighter—had just blinked into existence. It was the Krill, an insect-like alien race that had been pushing the Human Alliance back for months. If that Swarm-Ship reached the jump-gate, the home colony was toast.

"Negative, Base," Leo whispered, flipping the safety off his photon cannons. "If I leave, they win."

The David and Goliath of Deep Space

The Krill Swarm-Ship was a jagged, obsidian nightmare. It didn't have engines; it moved using gravity pulses that rippled through space like a stone dropped in a pond.

"Target locked," a robotic voice chirped in Leo’s ear.

Suddenly, the space around him erupted. Hundreds of tiny Krill "Drones"—small, fast-moving pods—poured out of the Swarm-Ship like angry bees. Leo slammed the thrusters forward.

Whoosh.

He dived into the green nebula, the thick gases masking his heat signature. Three Drones followed him, their plasma beams melting the edges of his wings.

"Think, Leo, think," he muttered. He remembered his flight manual: Krill Drones use sound-wave sonar to track targets in gas clouds.

Leo reached for the "Decoy" button. He ejected a flare that hummed at a high frequency. The Drones veered off, chasing the bright light. Leo pulled a sharp U-turn, his stomach doing somersaults from the G-force, and lined up his shot.

Zap. Zap. Zap.

Three explosions lit up the green mist. But the victory was short-lived. The massive Swarm-Ship was charging its main weapon—a beam of dark energy that could vaporize a planet's moon.

The Last Stand

"Ghost Lead, your shields are at 15%," the computer warned. "Engine failure imminent."

Leo looked at the Swarm-Ship. It had one weakness: the thermal exhaust port located right under its primary cannon. But it was guarded by a heavy energy shield. To get through, he’d have to fly faster than the Star-Slayer was ever designed to go.

"Computer," Leo said, his eyes narrowing. "Divert all power from life support and shields to the main thrusters."

"Warning: This will leave the pilot vulnerable to—"

"Do it!"

The lights in the cockpit dimmed. The humming of the oxygen fans died away. Leo held his breath. The Star-Slayer surged forward, turning into a streak of silver light.

The Krill ship fired its main beam. A column of purple energy roared past Leo’s wing, the sheer heat blistering the paint on his ship. He danced through a hail of green plasma fire, spinning and diving.

"Fortune favors the brave," Leo whispered, quoting his commander.

He was inside the shield perimeter. The exhaust port was right there—a glowing red circle.

Locked.

Leo pulled the trigger. Two blue torpedoes streaked from his ship, hitting the target dead-center.

The Great Silence

For a second, nothing happened. Then, a white-hot light began to leak from the cracks of the obsidian ship.

Leo slammed his ship into reverse, pushing his engines to the breaking point. A massive shockwave hit him, spinning the Star-Slayer like a toy. He hit his head against the seat and everything went black.

When Leo opened his eyes, the green nebula was quiet. The Swarm-Ship was gone, reduced to a field of floating debris. His radio buzzed to life.

"Ghost Lead? Ghost Lead, do you copy?"

Leo let out a shaky breath and grabbed the mic. "Base... this is Leo. The sector is clear. I’m coming home."

The radio erupted in cheers from the carrier crew. Against all odds, the smallest pilot in the fleet had saved the biggest world in the galaxy.

Mission Debrief

New Call-sign assigned: Cadet Leo "Ghost Lead"

Enemy: Krill Swarm-Ship (Destroyed)

Status: Alliance Preserved
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The Signal from the Grave

The wreckage of the Krill Swarm-Ship looked like a graveyard of jagged glass. Massive chunks of obsidian-colored hull drifted aimlessly through the green nebula, still glowing with the orange embers of the explosion.

Leo nudged his control stick, his hand shaking just a little. The Star-Slayer was battered; its left wing was scorched, and his fuel gauge was blinking a steady, rhythmic red.

"Ghost Lead, stay clear of the debris," the Carrier Commander’s voice crackled over the radio. "Recovery teams are ten mikes out. Just sit tight and breathe, son. You did it."

"Copy, Commander," Leo said.

He leaned back, ready to close his eyes for just a second, when a sharp ping echoed through the cockpit. It wasn't the radio. It was his short-range scanner.

Beep. Beep. BEEP.

A pulsing violet light flashed on his dashboard. It wasn't a Krill signature, and it wasn't human. It was something... else.

The Secret in the Shards

"Computer, isolate that signal," Leo commanded.

"Signal identified," the computer replied. "Origin: Internal cargo hold of the destroyed Swarm-Ship. It appears to be a Quantum Relay Beacon."

Leo squinted. In the distance, tucked between two massive plates of Krill armor, he saw a faint, rhythmic pulsing of blue light. It looked like a heartbeat in the dark.

"Base, I’ve got a strange reading. It’s coming from the center of the debris field. I’m going in for a look."

"Negative, Ghost Lead! That wreckage is unstable. Return to—"

Leo switched off the long-range comms. He knew he was breaking protocol, but that blue light felt like it was calling to him. He threaded the Star-Slayer through a gap in the floating metal, his sensors screaming as he skimmed inches away from the sharp edges.

The Discovery

He reached the center of the wreckage. Floating in the void was a small, silver sphere, no bigger than a soccer ball. It was untouched by the explosion, protected by its own miniature energy bubble.

As Leo got closer, his HUD (Heads-Up Display) began to flicker.

WARNING: Incoming Data Stream. Source: Unknown. Language: Galactic Standard (Encoded).

"Translate," Leo whispered.

Words began to scroll across his visor in bright gold text. It wasn't a battle plan. It wasn't a threat.

"THEY ARE NOT THE ENEMIES YOU SEEK. THE SWARM IS RUNNING. SOMETHING BIGGER IS COMING."

Leo felt a chill that had nothing to do with the cold of space. The Krill hadn't been attacking the Human Alliance to conquer it—they were trying to get past it. They were running away from something even scarier.

A New Mission

A shadow suddenly fell over Leo’s cockpit. He looked up, expecting to see the recovery team.

Instead, a massive, triangular rift opened in the fabric of space. It was silent, blacker than the void, and rimmed with ancient white fire. A ship emerged—unlike anything the Alliance had ever seen. It was sleek, white, and looked more like a bird of prey than
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