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— The Codex of the Lost, UESN Archive Entry 0142
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FILE BB-01 “BLACK BOX”

Classification: TOP SECRET // UESN EYES ONLY
Issued By: Earth High Command (EHC) — Strategic Operations Division
Date: 14 February 2321
Vessel Assignment: UESN Grumman (Curran-Class Stealth Scout)
Commanding Officer: Captain Jane Unwin
Crew Manifest:
• Commander Mathew Halk — Tactical Operations / Security
• Warrant Officer Jack Raymond — Science Officer / Data Recovery
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Mission Objective

Recover critical sensor data from the Black Box of the UESN Ferdinand (Daedalus-Class Science Vessel), which was lost during the initial Voidborn assault on Earth. The data is believed to contain resonance-pattern telemetry of the enemy’s primary weapon system.
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Operational Parameters


•  Depart from EHC Command: Prometheus Base under full cloak.

•  Re-enter Earth orbit undetected.

•  Transmit recovered data directly to EHC via secure Phase Relay.
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Environmental Conditions

Earth classified as Hostile Zone Delta — unstable atmosphere, extreme heat signatures, high radiation, and surface combustion events continuing from planetary fracture.
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Threat Assessment

Voidborn activity within the Sol System remains intermittent but lethal. Surviving interceptors are presumed to patrol low Earth orbit.
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Authorisation Code

EHC Directive 145-B-Sigma.
Failure of Mission BB-01 may result in total loss of remaining human strategic capacity.

End Transmission​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Harbingers of The Void: Black Box

[image: ]


​

“Raymond, bring the new sensor array online!” Captain Doran Kane shouted—her voice barely audible over the blaring sirens.

Warrant Officer Jack Raymond punched at the controls, his hands steady despite the adrenaline surging through him. Outwardly, he appeared calm—focused. Inside, his heart thundered in his chest; beads of sweat ran down his brow.

The crew was tense but disciplined—moving as one, like a well-oiled machine.

The mission was meant to be routine—bring the new sensor array online and log a few readings.

For eighteen months, the Ferdinand’s crew had poured everything into this project—an array designed to read the resonance patterns of enemy weapons and shields; something no other system could do. If it worked, it would give Earth an edge it desperately needed.

The cold war with the Astralis League had dragged on for years, their stolen colonies pushing further into the dark. Now, with rumours of impossible new weapons, Earth’s High Command (EHC) was running out of time—and faith.

Then it came. 

A ship dropped out of Phase Space—just beyond the Moon’s orbit; city-sized.

A colossal fortress so immense its shadow blotted out the sun.

“It’s not Astralis League,” Raymond said, eyes scanning the data on his console. “I’m not seeing any of the usual AL Phase signatures. And... something’s off about the energy readings. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“Battle stations,” Kane ordered. The command instantly bringing shields and weapons online.

“Lieutenant Harlan, bring us about.”

Her composure steadied the crew, a quiet anchor amid the rising tension. 

“Coming about,” Lieutenant Jace Harlan replied, his voice tight. “Gods... that thing is huge.” His eyes widened as the ship came into view.​
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The UESN Ferdinand was a Daedalus-Class science ship, relatively large for its class. 

What chance did they have against that—this monstrous juggernaut that had appeared from nowhere?

The Ferdinand executed a strafing run, unloading every weapon it had.

A mosquito harassing a god.

Four other UESN warships began attack runs of their own: the UESN Endeavour, a Dreadnought-Class Carrier and flagship of the UESN; the UESN Colonial One, the UE Presidential Churchill-Class Cruiser; and its two support corvettes.

The behemoth didn't even notice. No deviation. No hesitation. It just kept moving, an executioner’s blade. Straight for Earth.

It opened fire. Torpedoes screamed towards Earth, tearing through every weapons platform, every defence satellite in their path.

One by one, they erupted—fantastic fireballs scattering a million white-hot fragments. The remnants of each shattered station joined the growing debris field—a cloud of twisted metal so dense it was visible from Earth’s surface.

The two corvettes were instantly disabled as a barrage of torpedoes and beam weapons struck them. Their Phase Metal shields provided little protection. Another volley of distortion obliterated them, their carcasses—along with a number of destroyed civilian ships—adding to the graveyard that orbited Earth.

Star Port One, humanity’s crowning achievement, launched its own counterattack—torpedoes flashing towards the alien dreadnought. They had no effect. It didn’t even slow down.

The leviathan retaliated. Torpedoes and energy beams lanced out. In a burst of flame and plasma, Star Port One ceased to exist.

Thousands of souls—gone in an instant.

Suddenly, the firing stopped, and uneasy stillness settled over the few surviving vessels.

The front of the enemy dreadnought began to open—revealing a cannon so enormous it spanned the entire bow. It glowed red, charging—preparing to unleash something unimaginable. ​
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“Get me those weapon frequencies now! We mus—” Kane’s voice broke off.

A beam of light stabbed out.

The devastation was immediate.

It struck the Moon first—shattering it like brittle stone beneath a titan’s hammer. 

Glowing fragments scattered across the void, trailing fire.

Then it hit Earth.

A single, terrible blast carved a chasm from pole to pole, splitting the planet’s crust. The atmosphere ignited, its compression somehow changed—once a cradle of life, now fuel for a blaze that would burn for decades.

Our blue marble was gone.

What remained hung broken in the void, bleeding ash and flame.

On the Ferdinand, no one spoke. Silence enveloped the bridge—shock, grief, fury. Their home had died, and they had watched it burn.

“Report,” Kane said softly, her voice a thread anchoring the crew to reality.

Raymond wiped a tear from his cheek. Ten billion people had lived on Earth. He took a deep breath, composed himself, and checked his console. “Colonial One has been lost with all hands. The Endeavour has retreated with her delegates onboard. All but one civilian ship has entered Phase Space. Captain... it’s a Lunar Cadet shuttle—the LCT Artemis. Nine souls onboard: eight children, one adult.” Raymond’s speech quickened. “They’re targeting it!”

“Get us between them, now!” Kane ordered, standing from her seat.

Raymond felt the gut-wrenching pull of acceleration—

—and then...

nothing.​
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The harsh buzz of the intercom awoke Raymond from his nightmare.

“Report to the bridge,” Captain Jane Unwin ordered over the intercom.

He pushed himself upright, sitting at the edge of the bunk, head in his hands. His coarse stubble scraped against his palms. 

How? How am I the only one who survived?

At the sink, his hands trembled as he shaved. A nick bloomed red on his chin. He stared at it—half-expecting the ghosts of his crew to stare back. 

Since Earth’s destruction, he’d fought a war no one could see. The screams had stopped, the fire was gone, but the chaos never left.

Earth. Home. Everything—gone. And still he breathed, carrying the weight of those who didn’t.

They were all orphans of the void now—ghosts in uniform, drifting through the stars.

That uniform once meant pride; now it was just armour against the hollow inside him.

You should have gone down with them.

Raymond buttoned his jacket with trembling hands and walked out toward the bridge.​
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“Take your station,” Unwin said, offering a small, knowing smile.

He could feel her eyes on him—knew she saw how close he was to breaking. 

Normally, someone in that state would be pulled from active duty. But these were not normal times. This was war—one we were losing. 

The bridge was quiet, its lights dimmed to combat-readiness.

Captain Unwin sat at the helm, her posture stoic—exactly as Raymond remembered from his cadet days. Once the iron voice of the Mars Test Pilot Program, she’d never been one for sentiment. Still, seeing her there—calm, steady—offered a flicker of relief.

“Bringing us out of Phase Space. Prepare to activate the cloak.”

“Aye, Captain.” Halk’s voice was steady and low—pure muscle and grit. He was the newest and final member of their three-person crew.

Raymond had learned to like him. Halk said what he meant and didn’t waste words—rare qualities in a man built for war.​
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Unwin wasn’t so forgiving. She’d never trusted marines—too quick to shoot, too proud of their scars—but even she couldn’t deny the comfort of a gun hand beside her. Out here, comfort was in short supply.

The UESN Grumman was a ghost by design—Phase Tech stripped down and rebuilt for silence.​
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Outside, the UESN Grumman shimmered—light folding around her hull as reality bent to hide her. To every eye and sensor in the galaxy, she was gone.
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​

On the bridge, the hum of power settled
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