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​The Flame of Life

​The Ashes of Earth
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It was said that Earth had a blue sky.

Lian had never seen one.

She was born in Sector 9-B of the Grand Voyage, a vast space station larger than most cities. Her first impressions were not of trees or fields, but of whirring metal walls, filtered air, and the warm amber glow of artificial lights. Rain, wind, and birds were absent. There was only the distant whine of steel expanding and contracting in the vacuum of space and the faint hum of an engine. Earth's stories were taught like fairy tales—passed on by gray-uniformed teachers with tired eyes. The land was covered with oceans. The sky was reached by the forests. Scents that Lian could only imagine filled the air. But greed, war, and neglect turned those wonders into memories. Fires spread. Ice disappeared. Storms raged. Humanity, intelligent and arrogant, turned its cradle into a grave. By the time Lian was born, Earth had been silent for over a hundred years.

The Grand Voyage was one of the last ships to depart, a symbol of desperate ambition. Built by the United Earth Alliance, it carried the Flame of Life, seed packets capable of reviving ecosystems on dead worlds. Some said it was the purest hope humanity had left, while others whispered it was a lie-a symbol, nothing more, of making death easier.

Lian didn't know what to believe. She was seventeen, and faith had no place in her daily life. Her job was to help her mother maintain the hydropower systems, inspect pipes, fix leaks, and keep the nutrient solution flowing to the crops. The world was practical. Predictable. Repetitive.

Until it changed. It started with a flicker—a mere hiccup in the station's lights during a routine maintenance cycle. Then, a full quarter went out for 23 seconds. Power came back on, but communications were jumbled and distorted by static electricity. Rumors spread faster than facts: interference with a solar flare, a system update error, or sabotage.

But the messages stopped altogether.

First, from the outer sectors. Next, engineering. Then medicine. No one knew why the station's heartbeat had slowed. One night, Lian stood in the central dome of the Botanical Garden, watching artificial stars twinkle in the black sky. Her mother had once told her that real stars burned violently, with a heat and light that took millions of years to reach you. But these were projections projected onto a curved screen. False stars are like fake skies. Like imaginary hope. She clung to the edge of the railing. There was something eerie in the silence that followed. Too still. Too little. And then she heard it.

Not a sound, exactly, but a feeling. Like the absence of something that should have been there. As if the void had begun to speak. As if some ancient, long-suffering being was watching and waiting. “Is there still anyone out there?” Lian whispered to herself in the pitch-black darkness of the dome, her voice barely audible above the din of the station. Silence answered.

​The Day the Stars Fell Silent

At first, no one wanted to admit anything was amiss.

Hydropower technicians like Lian were told to keep working, double-check the systems, and stay calm. Security teams stepped up patrols. Announcements over the station's intercom urged "Patience" and "cooperation"—words that tasted like rust in Lian's mouth.

But it wasn't just about the power outages anymore; it was about the people.

Entire sectors emptied overnight. Workshops were abandoned. Quarters were left untouched, beds unmade, and food half-eaten. No alarms, no calls for help. A silence so thick and suffocating, it swallowed everything.

The great voyage had carried over 70,000 souls. By the third day, it seemed less than half that number remained.

And yet, no answers came.

Lian clutched the old maintenance device her mother had given her—its cracked screen was now her only reliable source of navigation. She hadn't seen her mother in two days. No sign of her at the hydroelectric power stations. No response to the communicators' chimes.

Deep down, Lian already knew.

But she wasn't ready to accept it yet.

She was crossing the central spine of the transportation network, a kilometer-long tunnel with maintenance tunnels and magnetic rails, when it happened. Above, the artificial sky flickered between deep purple and black.

A low rumble echoed down the tunnel. Not mechanical. Not natural. It was almost... hungry.

Lian, frozen in front, watched the lights go out one by one, as if swallowed by a creeping void. A figure stumbled into view—a man in a technician's suit. His mouth hung open in a silent scream. His hands scratched the air as he collapsed, a thin, crackling mist dissipating from his body like smoke.

The mist twisted and receded, disappearing into the darkness. For a single, heart-rending moment, Lian was paralyzed. Then she ran.

She didn't know how far or how long she'd run—only that when she finally collapsed behind the screen door, gasping for breath, she wasn't alone.

Three figures crouched in the shadows: a thin young man with grease-covered hands, a woman with sharp, wary eyes, and a girl no older than Lian, holding a small, flashing drone.

The woman stepped forward, her weapon half-raised. "Name. Rank. Sector."

Lian swallowed hard. "L-Lian Vance. Civilian Hydrotechnologist. Sector 9-B."

The woman narrowed her eyes, searching for something in Lian's face. Then she lowered the weapon. "You're lucky. There are only a few left now."

The man snorted. "If you call that luck." "I'm Kai," he said reluctantly. "This is Amara." He nodded to the woman. "And Juno."

The younger girl raised her hand in a small gesture.

"Congratulations," Amara said grimly. "You've experienced your first breach of the Silence." Silence. They spoke of it in hushed, broken voices, like a disease hearing its name.

No one knew what it was. It didn't break down doors or tear people apart. It simply emptied them—first their souls, then their bodies. Power grids faltered in its wake. Communications went down. Shards of memory—shadows of thoughts—flew into the air like ash.

"It's not just taking down the station," Amara said. "It's taking it away." "And it's not finished yet," Kai added in a low voice.

They had a plan—or at least, fragments of it.

There was a space shuttle dock on Deck 47, one of the few sectors that hadn't yet been swallowed up. If they could have reached him, they could have set off before the entire great journey was lost.

If they were lucky. If silence hadn't found them first.

Lian glanced down the empty corridor. She considered her mother. From Sector 9-B. Among the hundreds, if not thousands, who hadn't made it this far. Her hands trembled, but she clasped them together.

Whatever was happening, wherever they had to go, she wouldn't survive by standing still.

"Okay," she said. "Let's move."

For the first time in her life, she stepped into darkness, not knowing if she would ever see the light again.

​Sparks in the Darkness

The great corridors of the journey curved before them like the ribs of a dying beast.

Her heart pounding in her chest, Lianne stayed close to Amara and Kai. Juno, small and silent as a ghost, moved beside her, clutching her drone like a talisman. Every few steps, the lights above them flickered, casting long, quivering shadows across the metal floors.

They flinched with each flash; each echo made them tighten their grip on the weapons they had gathered: crowbars, plasma cutters, anything they could find.

The station wasn't just collapsing; it was empty. Entire sectors ahead had been swallowed by the blackout, their life support systems extinguished like candles. Frost slickened the walls and hissed like fingers crawling over pipes and bulkheads as the power went out. “Stick to the maintenance poles,” Amara whispered. The main corridors were too exposed. The hulls of the original Great Voyage were visible through newer, shinier layers as they passed through forgotten service tunnels, past decades of graffiti and rusting equipment. Humanity had built this ship with hope, but hope had a way of peeling under pressure.

Lian stumbled once, bracing herself against the cold wall. Her tablet hummed faintly with noise, no longer useful for tracking or maps. They were drifting aimlessly.

Time was a blur. They stopped only once, in a deserted hydroponic bay. The vines of withered crops were gray and brittle, hanging limp in rows. They should have smelled of soil and green life.

Instead, they smelled of stale air and ancient death.

Kay extracted a power cell from a forgotten supply closet. Juno used it to recharge her drone—a small, spidery thing that emitted a faint, reassuring pulse of light.

Lian sat for a moment, exhausted. In the fading light, she looked at her new companions. Kai, disheveled and sharp-eyed, masked his fear with sarcasm. Amara, however, wore her armor like a shield—every movement measured, controlled. Juno... Juno was different. She stared into the dark spaces between objects, her intensely bright eyes reflecting more than the dim light could interpret.

"How far?" Lian asked finally.

Amara checked a damaged wrist unit. "Floor 47 is close. If—

The floor shook beneath them.

A deep, throbbing pulse rolled through the bay—more felt than heard. As if something massive had touched the station from outside.

Kai cursed. "This isn't just the station whimpering."

The lights dimmed. Then, in a flash, they saw it:

A fog curled in the far reaches of the bay, where shadows gathered at the deepest point. No smoke. No gas.

It was hungry.

And it was coming for them.

"Move!" Amara barked.

They ran fast. As the fog rose, Lian felt a chill stalk her, pricking the back of her neck. Above them, pipes burst, shooting out freezing drops like needles. The drone's light crackled.

They reached the transport shaft as darkness closed behind them.

The emergency staircase extended upward, disappearing into the darkness.

No maglevs, no power.

Only one way left: up.

Hand in hand, they climbed through the freezing air and the dark levels where the doors were open, nothing moving but memories. By the time they reached Deck 47, Lian's arms ached and her lungs burned. But there, far away, beyond a wobbly bulkhead, was the shuttle dock.

Besides, two small ships—no, three—remained operational and docked. Hope glowed in her chest, bright and dazzling.

They hadn't died yet.

Not if they could reach them.

In the darkness, the smallest spark could be a beacon.

Or a target. As they
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​The Wounds of Silence



















​Seeds of Control
















​Genesis Point




















​Echoes of the First Exodus
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​The Bus and the Escape
















​A New Light
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