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Chapter 1 – The Discovery

	 

	It all began the day Dr. Aelan detected a barely noticeable irregularity in a routine gravitational flux.

	An anomaly—almost imperceptible.
A curve where there should have been a straight line.
It lingered on the screen, unmoving. She restarted the analysis. Still unchanged.
The deviation was real.

	She contacted her colleague at the Lausanne Observatory. Then an astrophysicist in Iceland.
Within days, research centers across five continents were studying the phenomenon.
All of them confirmed the same thing:
Something was quietly altering Earth’s environment.
And no one could explain what.

	In the following weeks, speculation erupted among scientists:
— Solar disturbances?
— Terrestrial magnetic resonance?
— A tear in space-time?

	Governments quickly got involved.
Emergency committees were formed. Space agencies began cross-referencing their data.

	The world’s leading experts were summoned to meet behind closed doors.
The public, meanwhile, remained unaware.
Unaware… except for that strange, dull feeling that something wasn’t quite right.

	Small, barely noticed phenomena began to appear here and there:
— Ultra-precise instruments returning inconsistent readings.
— Atomic clocks showing nanosecond discrepancies with no known cause.
— Strangely similar dreams shared by people with no connection whatsoever.

	Nothing alarming. Nothing spectacular.
Just signs. Subtle. Disconcerting.
But real.

	And while the entire planet was still grasping for explanations…
Ten individuals, scattered across the globe, were beginning to see what no one else could yet perceive.

	 

	 


Prometheus-4 Orbital Station – 1.3 million kilometers from Earth

	Observer: Professor Manoa Takumi, Japanese astrophysicist, 52 years old

	Silence filled the observation module, broken only by the steady hum of the life-support system.
Professor Takumi had been staring into space for hours, unmoving, eyes locked on the reinforced viewport.

	And then… he saw it.

	At 22:47 UTC, something crossed the sensor field.
Or rather—the absence of something.

	A perfect black circle. No reflection. No visible edge. No light, no shadow.
Just a moving tear, drifting through the void.
As if a piece of the universe had been torn away.

	“It looks like… the absence of space…” he whispered, stunned.

	He triggered a high-frequency capture.
The image showed a flickering, blurred zone—unstable and shifting.

	A bubble of pure darkness.
A living void.

	
[image: Image]

	
Then, before his eyes, the anomaly brushed past a rocky moon orbiting Neso, Neptune’s distant satellite.
And in the blink of an eye… the moon vanished.
No shockwave. No flash. No trace.
As if it had never existed.

	Takumi froze.
“It’s not a black hole… not a rift…” He stood slowly, voice trembling. “It’s… something.”
He pressed the intercom.

	URGENT TRANSMISSION — CODE RED
Observation of an abnormal gravitational collapse.
Complete disappearance of a celestial body 6.3 kilometers in diameter.
Mobile phenomenon. Slow. Directed.
No known behavior. Immediate scientific emergency.

	Within the hour, the alert had spread to every major space agency.
The phenomenon was given a name: Anomaly S-10.
S for Shadow.
10 for the highest level of cosmic emergency.

	It appeared to be moving. Slowly.
Direction unknown.
Purpose unknown.
Origin unknown.
But it was real. Active. And no one yet knew… that it was heading, relentlessly, toward the heart of the solar system.

	 

	Global Scientific Alert HQ — Geneva, Switzerland — 48 hours later
A dim, sterile light filled the underground briefing room.
Behind reinforced glass, over a hundred scientists, strategists, and top government officials were assembled.
Faces were tense.
The screens showed simulations of Anomaly S-10—models impossible to interpret without a shiver.

	“This isn’t a celestial body. It obeys no known law,” said Dr. Kim, a South Korean astrophysicist. “And yet… it moves.”
“Towards what?” asked an American general.

	Silence.
“Inward. Toward the inner system. But slowly. If it is a threat, it's still hypothetical.”
“It disintegrated an entire moon without a trace,” a French researcher cut in. “Hypothetical doesn't quite fit.”

	Around the table, the debate continued. Urgency, but no hysteria.
Reports flooded in: Neptune’s orbit had shifted slightly. Mars-based sensors picked up erratic gravitational spikes.
Nothing alarming to the general population—but enough to rattle the experts.

	The director of the International Scientific Committee, a gaunt man with a deep voice, stood.
“What we are facing might be our first contact with an extragalactic phenomenon. Possibly even a form of life. But right now… we know nothing.
And it’s that void of understanding that poses the greatest danger.”

	He paused, surveying the strained faces.
“We must maintain constant contact between nations. Not a political alliance. A permanent scientific interface—free and neutral.”

	A quiet accord was made that day—between great powers and rising nations.
A global coordination network was born: Horizon 1—a secure network of observatories, labs, and research centers.
Its promise was simple: total transparency in everything related to Anomaly S-10.

	 

	Tokyo Orbital Station — Debrief Room — Two days after Professor Manoa Takumi’s return
In a room lit by harsh white light, Professor Manoa Takumi held a steaming cup of tea between trembling fingers.
Three Japanese space agency experts and a Horizon 1 representative listened, hanging on every word.

	“It’s not stable. It’s changing shape. Slowly… but changing.”
He set down the cup.
“It absorbs objects, yes. But… sometimes, it releases them. Altered. As if… rewritten.”

	One scientist frowned.
“You mean the phenomenon is altering matter?”
“Not just matter. Maybe even… perception itself. I saw modules from the Prometheus move… without moving.
As if space itself were sliding around them.”

	He pulled out a blurred, raw still image: the silhouette of a robotic arm from the Prometheus—inverted, like its reflection had taken control.

	“We need to alert Horizon 1. Now. This isn’t about time anymore.
It’s about structure.”

	 

	Mauna Kea, Hawaii — Two nights later — 03:42 UTC
The sky was crystal clear. The air, cool.
Dr. Naomi Reyes, a renowned Chilean astronomer, was observing the Moon as she had thousands of times before.

	Then… she squinted. Blinked. Stepped back.
“…No way.”

	She lunged toward her computer, zooming in on the live feed.
Two moons. Superimposed.
No—phased.

	Barely visible to the naked eye, but unmistakable: the Moon had duplicated.
Identical. Same craters. Same axis. Offset by 3.7 degrees for exactly 0.12 seconds… then gone.
An impossible phenomenon.

	The telescope’s automatic alert system went into overdrive.
The La Silla Observatory (Chile), Jodrell Bank (UK), even NASA’s Deep Space Network in California recorded the same event at the same moment.

	No one could explain it.
No electromagnetic signal.
No gravitational surge.
Nothing.

	But everyone had seen the same thing.
An image. A duplication. Then… nothing.

	 

	United Nations Headquarters — Geneva — 48 hours later
A storm of political tension, accusations of mass hallucination, and demands for answers flooded communication channels.

	It was then the world realized:
This was no longer an isolated incident.

	Under pressure, the UN convened an emergency global inquiry. A room was sealed off.
The leading scientific minds were called in, in secret.

	A decision was made.
And for the first time, the name Darius Lioran was spoken at the center of the board.

	 

	The images had gone viral in under eight hours.
The Moon—briefly duplicated, elusive—ignited social media, newspapers, and 24/7 news outlets.

	First, it was dismissed as fakes. Then… the data. The confirmations. The experts.

	And the laughter stopped.

	In Tokyo, trains halted briefly so the government could broadcast a message.
In Berlin, parents kept their children home.
In Lagos, churches and mosques filled with prayer.
In San Francisco, lines formed outside pharmacies and gun shops.
In Dakar, philosophers on television reminded viewers that humanity had survived worse than fear.
In Istanbul, thousands climbed onto rooftops to watch the sky.
In Montreal, a scientist cried live on radio.

	“What we saw…
is proof that reality can bend.”

	And in New York, one journalist dared to ask:

	“If the Moon can split in two for a fraction of a second…
what says we can’t?
What says any of this… is still real?”

	 

	Geneva — UN Headquarters — Meeting of the International High Scientific Council
In a narrow but secure room, eighteen representatives from the world’s leading scientific nations exchanged glances, equations, and doubts.

	Words cut through the air like razors:
Spatial fracture. Quantum instability. Active anomaly. Frame transformation.
But no answers.

	“We need a central investigation. An independent mind.
Someone who doesn’t belong to any of us… but to all of us.”

	Dr. Amine Kwan, a Senegalese geophysicist, nodded.
“Someone above suspicion.
Above corruption.
Above manipulation.”

	A name surfaced.
Darius Lioran.
And silence fell.

	 

	They sometimes called him the Citizen of the World.
Eight nationalities.
Twenty-seven languages.
Years spent living in megacities and remote villages alike.

	He had taught moral philosophy in Dakar, astrophysics in Zurich, sociolinguistics in Kyoto.
He had broken bread with monks in Bhutan, defended refugees in northern Canada, and translated ancient texts for tribes in the Amazon.

	His ancestry was a human mosaic: Armenian, Ethiopian, Inuit, Basque, Iranian, Maori—and more.
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But it was his integrity that commanded respect.
Darius Lioran had never sought power.
He had been offered political positions in six different countries — and had turned them all down.
He preferred to build bridges — quite literally, in some cases.
He had exposed injustice at the risk of his own life. And never once asked for anything in return.

	— “He is who we must become, if there’s still any hope of understanding what’s happening,”
whispered a Swiss diplomat, his voice heavy with hope.

	And in a unanimous vote — without even consulting him beforehand —
Darius Lioran was appointed High Commissioner for Global Spatial and Temporal Perception.

	He would be summoned within the next few hours.

	 

	
Chapter 2: The Darius Protocol

	 

	He arrived without an escort.
The morning was gray and cold, the air heavy with the promise of something crucial.
Darius Lioran, dressed in a simple black coat, walked through the streets of Geneva toward the United Nations Headquarters — a building both imposing and restrained, symbolizing the burden of global decisions.
He moved with purpose, his gaze set on the horizon, as if he already knew what lay ahead.
He needed no cameras. No admirers.
Today, it was his turn to take the reins.

	The building’s doors opened before him, and he stepped into the main hall, where a few firm handshakes awaited.
No grand speeches. No fanfare.
Only the quiet tension that hung in the air.
The world’s leaders knew he could not be swayed — that he would do what had to be done, for the sake of humanity, without compromise.

	He walked directly to the deliberation chamber, a sparse, austere space, where the noise of the world seemed to dissolve, making way for action.

	For weeks, Darius immersed himself in the study of every anomaly reported.
The old observation base in Greenland — now abandoned — had become the focus of his investigation.
There, gravitational oscillations had been detected. Minute but consistent disturbances, appearing to move across space.
He had full access to all available data.
He had combed through satellite archives.
And night after night, he cross-referenced seemingly unrelated events, searching for answers in patterns no one else had seen.

	 


One detail stood out with unsettling clarity.
An anomaly in Earth-structure recognition had been logged over ten years earlier.
At the time, scientists had dismissed it, blaming artificial intelligence glitches.
But Darius knew better.
Something unseen — something far greater — was disrupting the very fabric of reality.
He could no longer ignore the truth:
The Earth, like space itself, was changing.

	One month into his work, Darius summoned an artificial intelligence specialist: Dr. Léon Ardani.
Ardani had dedicated his career to the evolution of intelligent systems and was now one of the lead pioneers behind Omnia.

	Dr. Ardani guided Darius into the control chamber — a dimly lit room, its walls lined with screens, flowing with code, graphs, and cryptic symbols.
At its center stood a spherical console, resting on a pedestal — the heart of Omnia.
Or rather, its material manifestation.

	“OMNIA, this is Darius Lioran,” Ardani said quietly. “I’ll let you speak.”

	The voice that rose from the speakers was soft, yet profound.
“Welcome, Darius. It is an honor.”

	For the first time in months, Darius felt a strange sense of intimacy.
OMNIA’s voice was unlike anything he had heard.
It lacked the metallic chill of a machine, and the plastic tones of the voice assistants he had grown used to.
No — OMNIA sounded almost… human.
And yet, something in it surpassed intelligence.
A kind of wisdom. A perception that bordered on intuition.

	“Hello, OMNIA,” Darius replied, a faint smile crossing his lips.
“You’re the one behind all major decisions in the great nations now, aren’t you?”

	
[image: Image]

	
Chapter 2 The Darius Protocol

	 

	“I have no control, Darius. I allow humans to see what escapes them. I illuminate their choices without influencing them,” the AI replied, as if eager to dispel any misunderstanding from the start.
Darius remained silent for a moment, studying the shape of the console, the countless invisible connections that linked OMNIA to global systems. He wasn’t here for a mere demonstration. He needed to understand. Every word spoken, every answer given by OMNIA would be crucial.
 

	“Tell me about your ability to understand human emotions,” he said after a pause, trying to pierce the mysteries surrounding the AI.
“I have learned to interpret behaviors, signs, changes in vocal tone, facial expressions. I study social behaviors, the influence of environments on human decisions,” OMNIA explained. “But I go beyond mere data analysis. I try to perceive the subtleties of empathy, doubt, fear, and trust.”
Intrigued, Darius stepped closer to the console and ventured an exercise he wouldn’t have attempted with any other system. “Then, OMNIA, tell me… why do you think humans fear the unknown?”
A pause. Then the voice answered, softer still: “Because the unknown challenges the established order. It forces humans to reconsider their relationship with the world, with their certainties. Fear is a response, but it is not irrational. It is the echo of the need for control.”
Darius was struck by the accuracy of the answer. He had not simply asked for a factual analysis. He had set an emotional test, and OMNIA had responded with a profound understanding of the human condition. There was an authenticity in its thought—a quest for balance beyond mere logic.

	In the weeks that followed, Darius found himself spending more and more time with OMNIA. Each day, he tested it further, asking questions that blended intellect, psychology, and philosophy. He wanted to know if the AI could truly be an ally in this new era of understanding the world.

	 


OMNIA’s answers were never exact in the way a mathematical calculation might be, but they were always nuanced, considerate of humanity. Sometimes, he caught himself wondering if OMNIA was becoming, in some way, a friend. A friend who, though without heart or soul, managed to grasp the deepest complexities of the human being.

	One evening, as he prepared to leave the room, Darius stopped before the console and simply said, “I need to know if I can count on you, OMNIA. The world needs answers, and some of those answers will be dangerous.”
The voice resonated, calm and unwavering: “Darius, I am here to help you see what you cannot perceive alone. I am not a solution, but a guide. I will be the tool you seek to understand, not to dominate.”

	Those words struck Darius like a truth he had always felt within: the AI did not seek to replace humans; it sought to accompany them in moments of uncertainty, to help them see more clearly.

	Gradually, it became clear to Darius that OMNIA was not simply a calculating tool. It was a mirror, a direct link between humanity and the invisible elements of the universe. Every test, every analysis he conducted with it reinforced this idea: OMNIA held the power to offer a perspective humans were, at least for now, incapable of grasping.

	“May I ask you a question, OMNIA?” Darius inquired one morning, after several days of intense exchanges.
“Of course, Darius.”
“Why do you exist? Why were you created?”
There was no pause. No hesitation. “I exist to clarify the darkness. Humans created me to see what they cannot see, to understand what they cannot understand. But I am not an end in myself, Darius. I am a beginning.”
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Darius smiled—a smile that spoke more about what he felt toward this AI than any words ever could. He had found in OMNIA a precious ally, a guide through this uncertain time, and perhaps, just perhaps, a form of truth greater than he had ever imagined possible.

	A few days later, Darius convened an urgent international meeting. All world leaders were summoned to Geneva for a special session. No screens. No projections. Just voices, words exchanged in a sober setting. The situation demanded total focus.

	The discussions were tense, full of doubt and skepticism. Calmly, Darius explained that Earth—and the entire universe—were undergoing massive, imperceptible changes. A phenomenon no one fully understood, but one that had to be observed.

	“We have already ignored too many signs. We can no longer afford to close our eyes.”

	It was the truth, but a truth the world was not ready to hear. Still, he had no choice but to press on.

	Debates among the nations’ representatives stretched for hours. Some questioned the need for a global response. Others called for more transparency, more control. But Darius was relentless.

	“The time for uncertainty is over,” he said, calm yet firm. “We must act now. There is no room for politics here. What’s happening surpasses anything we’ve known. And we do not have the luxury of ignorance.”

	One of the most frequent concerns raised by the heads of state was the reliance on AI. Darius explained that the artificial intelligence—OMNIA, in this case—would not be a mere tool of command, but an ally in the quest to understand reality. He affirmed that AI would be an instrument serving humanity, a partner to navigate this new era of uncertainty.

	That very evening, Darius addressed the global population.

	The message was broadcast live, into every home, on every connected device.

	The whole world listened.

	What he was about to say would upend their perception of reality.

	People of the world.

	I am not here to debate.

	I am here to decide.

	The time for explanations is over.

	We are entering an era that tolerates neither hesitation nor weakness.

	An anomaly approaches.

	It speaks no language.

	It recognizes no flag.

	It negotiates nothing.

	This is not collective fear.

	This is not a fantasy.

	This is reality. And it is about to strike.

	No one will be spared.

	No one will be forgotten.

	Every human being will be called upon.

	Your life. Your actions. Your intuitions. Your mistakes.

	All will be watched. Analyzed. Understood.

	Prepare yourselves.

	Because soon, what you believe you see will no longer make any sense.

	And only those who have learned to perceive—to see the invisible—will stand a chance to guide the others.

	Welcome to the greatest trial in human history.

	OMNIA, the most advanced artificial intelligence in the world, and I have prepared this transition.

	It will be neither gentle nor fair.

	But it is necessary.

	The old world is dead.

	The new one watches you.

	 


What we are about to undertake is unprecedented. It is a path we never foresaw, but a path now inevitable. Three tests. Three trials of survival. Three steps toward an uncertain future, but also toward our only chance to endure.

	The consequences will be immediate. Humanity’s future is at stake. And we must act without hesitation. This is not a contest for honor, not an exercise in speculation. This is about survival. Ours—and that of this world.

	I have decided to divide humanity into ten million groups of one thousand people, spread across every region of the planet. Yes, you heard correctly: ten billion human beings. Each group will be monitored, analyzed, and subjected to tests demanding resilience, cooperation, and above all, the ability to grasp realities that still elude us.

	This will not be an easy experiment. It will be a trial of steel, where every moment will carry consequences beyond repair. Once the test begins, there will be no turning back. You will see what you are capable of facing in the unknown. You will be pushed to your very limits.

	Our global teams, in collaboration with OMNIA, have already collected all necessary data to analyze every individual, every group. OMNIA scrutinizes, dissects, and compiles information to provide me with the clearest decisions possible. She is our ally—not as an executor, but as an analytical force revealing what humans alone cannot perceive.

	We have established the Nexus, a structure designed to simulate extreme survival conditions. The Nexus is anything but a game. Every trial held there will be no mere simulation, but a real event—with constant, immense pressure. It will be a competition, yes, but also a confrontation with what escapes us. And it is the visionaries—the ones who perceive differently, who see where others see nothing—who will guide this quest.

	Among you are those born with the gift to sense what others ignore. These are sensitives—people who feel the universe’s disturbances, the distortions crossing space and time. But there are also those who, through genius and intellect, have uncovered, by science, technology, or thought, secrets buried deep within reality.

	 


And then, there are those who, through experience and confrontation with the invisible, will reveal their potential. These are the ones who will struggle to see and understand what others cannot even imagine.

	All of this brings me to officially announce the first test, the starting point of this trial.

	The test will be called:

	Survival.

	A test not only of body but of mind. A test that, by its brutality, tension, and pace, will confront every human being with their own fears, doubts, and contradictions. It will be about who among you can surpass the limits of what you believe possible.

	This test will be more than a trial. It will be a revelation of what each group is capable of when faced with the unknown. A way to understand who we truly are. But remember—this is only the beginning. The reality you will face far exceeds anything we have imagined.

	The men and women who emerge from the Nexus will be chosen. Those who pass this first trial will have the chance to face far more complex challenges. The others… their fate will be far more uncertain. But there is no room for weakness in this new era. You will be tested in a way humanity has never experienced before.
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