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CHAPTER 1. Arrival at Sector 0
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2101 A.D. I have only just returned from a visit to my landlord, and already I sense that this reclusive neighbour will trouble me in more ways than one. As I stripped off my military-grade filtration suit in the airlock of Thrushcross Grange, I listened to the hiss of the disinfectant sweeping the last traces of caesium from my surface. I could not help but watch, through the triple-reinforced glass of my sanctuary, the rusted horizon devouring the vestiges of what was once Yorkshire. This world was not always this shroud of ash and electromagnetic radiation; in the data-banks we still preserved in the Dome, there were files that spoke of insolently blue skies and rain that did not eat through metal. But the climate collapse was merely the first act of our tragedy. When the glaciers vanished and the rising tides swallowed the coastal metropolises, resources became the only true god. It was then that the mad oligarchs—the masters of the satellites and the final freshwater reserves—decided the world was too small for everyone. They unleashed a nuclear fire that sought not victory, but a purge. That “Great Fall” fragmented civilisation into isolated fiefdoms and turned the survivors into pariahs or warlords. Those of us who could afford a place in the high-mountain biodomes, like Thrushcross Grange, lived in a bubble of recycled air and artificial light, ignoring the brutality that pulsed outside the force fields. I rented this luxury bunker to escape the political intrigues of the southern citadels, seeking a peace that only the absolute isolation of these Highlands could bestow. In this desolate sector, which no misanthrope could have found more congenial, Mr. Heathcliff and I form a most suitable pair of companions. That man struck me as extraordinary: a relic of granitic hardness in a world crumbling like burnt paper. As I crossed the threshold of his fortified station, he showed no sign of noticing the courtesy which my now-obsolete upbringing inspired in me. On the contrary, he thrust his hands deeper into the pockets of his frayed Kevlar tactical vest, and his eyes—black and deep as oil wells—withdrew behind his lids when he heard me announce my name through the external speaker of my mask.

“Mr. Heathcliff?” I asked, adjusting the oxygen regulator vibrating against my chest.

He nodded curtly—a ghost of a gesture, as if every movement were an unnecessary expenditure of energy in that wasteland.

“I am Lockwood, your new tenant. I’ve come to say that I hope my persistence in renting Thrushcross Grange hasn’t caused you excessive inconvenience. I heard energy supplies there are scarce and the fusion generators require constant maintenance, but—”

“Since the station is mine,” he replied, interrupting me with a voice that sounded like the grinding of tectonic plates, “I would not have allowed anyone to inconvenience me in it, had I not been so inclined. Walk in.”

That “walk in” was growled through gritted teeth, with an air as if he were sending me to the very hell of the biological exclusion zones. He did not even bother to fully unlock the hydraulic hatch, forcing me to squeeze past the hardened rubber seals. This was enough to make me resolve to enter, intrigued by a man who seemed even more reserved and hermetic than myself; someone who did not fear solitude because he appeared to be its architect. While the engine of my heavy transport—an armoured behemoth designed to withstand silica sandstorms—cooled outside with metallic clicks, Heathcliff released the safety chain of the steel barrier and preceded me, grim-faced, into the interior of the compound. Wuthering Heights was not merely a dwelling; it was a watch-station perched on the highest point of the sector, originally designed to monitor the advance of the toxic clouds from the north. The name was a technical designation referring to the electromagnetic turbulence that lashed this peak during ash storms—a phenomenon that rendered any radio system useless and left its inhabitants in an absolute information vacuum. Here, the wind did not merely blow; the ion-charged atmosphere seemed to howl through the reinforced ventilation grates, and one could guess the fury of the gales by the tilt of the surveillance sensors surrounding the structure, all bent southward as if pleading for mercy from the leaden horizon.

“Joseph!” Heathcliff shouted toward the shadows of the metallic corridor, where LED lights flickered with an erratic frequency. “Secure this gentleman’s transport and bring us a distillate from Tank B!”

Joseph was an old man who looked carved from the very radioactive rock of the mountain. His skin, leathery from decades of exposure to moderate radiation levels, hung from his bones like ancient parchment. His gaze was heavy with a religious fanaticism that only the end of the world could have sired; for him, the Great Fall was not a geopolitical error, but the long-awaited Last Judgment.

“They come from the Dome with their scent of synthetic perfume and their purified air,” Joseph muttered, slurring his words in a rough accent I could barely decipher. “They do not know that the wrath of the acid skies will fall upon those who hide behind quartz glass. The Judgment is nigh, and the nuclear fire has not yet finished cleansing this earth of sinners.”

Despite his evident loathing, he obeyed his master, though not before casting a look my way that made it quite clear I was not welcome in that sanctuary of iron and exposed wiring. The interior of the station was austere, stripped of any aesthetic pretension. There was no trace of the automated luxuries of the biodome, nor of the holographic interfaces that decorated my own quarters. The main space was dominated by a monitoring console whose CRT screens displayed data streams in anaemic green: toxicity levels, atmospheric pressure, and the status of the perimeter defences. In place of paintings, the walls displayed pulse rifles, high-pressure harpoons, and antique hazard suits—relics of the era of civil conflicts that followed the collapse of governments. Heathcliff stopped by a table of rusted metal, covered in digital blueprints and precision tools, and invited me to sit with a brusque wave of his hand. He was a man of an imposing physical presence that did not quite fit his hermit-like attitude; his shoulders were broad and his features possessed a dark symmetry, as if he were the descendant of a lineage of warriors who survived on pure instinct. His manners, though rough, retained a certain intellectual haughtiness; he was no simple wasteland mechanic, but someone who claimed this place by right of force and cunning amidst the general chaos. He left me alone for a moment while he went to fetch the liquor that Joseph seemed to be deliberately ignoring. I then committed the error of standing up to observe one of the screens showing the long-range radar. Instantly, a growl that blended the metallic with the organic chilled the very blood in my veins. Beneath the command console, hidden until then by the gloom, three catch-hounds rose. They were silent beasts, genetic crosses designed for perimeter guard duty, their necks reinforced by cybernetic tracking implants and their fangs replaced by surgical titanium alloys. In their red eyes shone the reflection of an artificial intelligence programmed to detect any unauthorised biological intrusion.

“Stay!” I cried, backing toward the table as I felt cold sweat drench my linen tunic.

But the animals did not respond to my voice; I was nothing more than an unknown thermal signature in their data logs. They approached in a semi-circle, moving with a lethal grace, as the hair on my arms stood on end from the static electricity emanating from their collars. I was about to activate the distress signal on my harness when Joseph appeared on a secondary screen, watching me from some hidden corner of the station with a smile full of sadistic malice, enjoying my terror without lifting a finger to deactivate the beasts' attack protocol.

“It seems the dogs smell the weakness of the Dome,” Joseph’s voice crackled through a rasping speaker. “Perhaps today the Judgment comes in the form of steel jaws.”

Fortunately, Heathcliff’s heavy footfalls echoed in the corridor. He did not shout or make unnecessary fuss. He simply struck the side control panel with the back of his hand and sent a deactivation signal that sent the dogs back to their charging niches—submissive and lethal, as if their master’s will were the only source code they could recognise.

“They do not like strangers,” he said with absolute coldness, pouring a thick, amber liquid into two reinforced plastic cups, their rims scarred by use. “Especially those who come with the scent of filtered air and the complacency of the Grange. Out here, scent is the first line of defence, Mr. Lockwood. If my dogs decide you are a threat to the oxygen supply, no lease agreement will stop them.”

We took the drink in silence. The liquor burned like aviation fuel, leaving a trail of fire in my throat that helped settle my shattered nerves. I attempted to engage in conversation regarding the logistics of the power grid connecting our properties, but Heathcliff responded with stone walls and prolonged silences that made my words sound trivial, almost childish.
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​CHAPTER 2. The Ash Storm
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​Yesterday afternoon I made my first incursion, and today, barely twenty-four hours after feeling the hiss of the disinfectant upon my skin, I succumbed once more to imprudence. Upon waking at Thrushcross Grange, the aseptic silence of the biodome became altogether unbearable; it was an artificial and costly peace, purchased with credits and maintained by machines humming hidden behind panels of reinforced quartz. The atmosphere of the main lounge, filtered to absolute sterility, reminded me of my own existential vacuity. According to the local network logs, the year 2101 began with a thermal instability that would have made the climatologists of the pre-collapse era blanch. I observed the digital barometer embedded in the graphite wall; the exterior toxicity levels were rising like an invisible tide, and the atmospheric pressure suggested that a large-scale ash storm was already forming in the Dead Lands. A sensible man would have remained by the air purifier, reading chronicles of ancient England or reviewing his investments in the southern citadels, but I was not a sensible man—or perhaps solitude was a malady driving me toward danger. I decided I must finalise the terms of the energy supply with Heathcliff before communications were totally blocked by the electromagnetic interference already saturating the spectrum. I donned my protection suit, obsessively checking the wrist seals and the level of the oxygen tanks. Outside, the world was a thick soup of suspended particles, a grey shroud clinging to my helmet’s visor as if possessed of its own will. I climbed into my armoured transport, a brutal piece of engineering designed to survive the silica dunes, and ignited the engines. The roar of the internal combustion engine, a rarity in these times of hydrogen cells, gave me a false sense of security as I forced my way along the eroded road ascending toward Wuthering Heights. Halfway through the journey, the technological disaster I so feared manifested with cruel precision. The thermal navigation sensors, choked by the accumulation of static ash floating in the ion-charged air, began to emit error signals. The console screen filled with digital snow and violet static. Without radar guidance, driving that steel monster through the ravines was suicide. I brought the vehicle to a halt and felt the chassis vibrate under the onslaught of a wind that no longer blew, but struck with the force of a hydraulic hammer. I was forced to abandon the cabin. As I climbed down, the radioactive cold penetrated the joints of my suit and reminded me that in 2101 nature was no longer a mother, but a relentless executioner. I advanced the final few hundred yards on foot, guided by the anaemic flash of the station's floodlights which barely pierced the absolute blackness. My lungs, accustomed to the processed air of the Dome, protested at the effort, and the regulator on my chest emitted a constant warning whistle. Finally, I reached the electrified barrier of the Heights, a wall of metal and cables vibrating with hostile energy. I struck the intercom panel with my reinforced gloves, but received only the screech of interference in response.

​“Open up! It is Lockwood!” I shouted, though my voice was but a muffled whisper through the helmet.

​Suddenly, Joseph’s voice emerged from the external speakers, distorted and heavy with an ancestral hatred.

​“The sulphur rain is coming, the fire that is not quenched,” the old man’s voice said, ignoring my plea. “Those who seek refuge in the house of the righteous without washing their sins in the ash shall be consumed. There is no room for the idolaters of glass in the night of judgment.”

​“Stop your preaching, you old fool, and open the airlock before my oxygen runs out!” I exclaimed, with a desperation that was beginning to border on panic.

​After a few seconds of agony, I saw a silhouette outlined against the red light of the entrance. It was Hareton Earnshaw. He appeared with a torque wrench in hand and his face smeared with a soot that seemed part of his very skin. Without a word, he activated the manual mechanism of the airlock. Compressed air escaped with a roar, and I was sucked into the access tunnel. Hareton looked at me with a physical contempt he did not bother to hide; to him, I was a greenhouse creature, a scrap of the old elite who did not even know how to walk on solid ground.

​“Have you no common sense?” the youth snapped at me, closing the rear hatch with a force that made my bones shudder. “Any idiot knows the sky is falling to pieces today. Get to the living quarters before Mr. Heathcliff decides it is an unnecessary energy expenditure to keep this corridor heated.”

​I entered the main room, the heart of the fortified station that served as a lounge. The atmosphere there was thick, heavy with the smell of ozone and overheated metal. In a corner, seated before a data terminal that looked cannibalised from three different systems, was the young woman I had seen in passing the previous day. Her beauty was an insult to the surroundings; she possessed a glacial pallor, a smooth brow, and eyes that, far from being kind, analysed the data streams with a cold precision. Her long, slender fingers moved over the keyboard with mechanical agility. I attempted to regain my composure and my air of a Dome gentleman as I removed my helmet with a gesture intended to be elegant.

​“Good afternoon, madam,” I said, trying to soften the tension of the room. “I regret intruding in this manner, but the storm has disabled my navigation systems. I presume you are Mr. Heathcliff’s wife.”

​The young woman stopped typing and looked up. Her gaze pierced through me like a laser scanner. There was not a shred of courtesy in her expression, only a profound irritation at being interrupted.

​“Heathcliff’s wife?” she repeated, in a voice that sounded like glass breaking on steel. “You should calibrate your sensors better, Mr. Lockwood. I am not his wife, nor would I be even if this were the last bunker on earth and he held the only key to the water supply. I am Catherine, and my relationship with the owner of this house is purely functional—if one can call it a function to be trapped here.”

​I felt ridiculous, like an actor forgetting his lines on an empty stage. I turned my head seeking support and saw Hareton leaning against the doorframe, watching me with a mocking smile.

​“Then... perhaps you are the wife of this young man?” I asked, pointing to Hareton with unforgivable clumsiness.

​The young woman’s reaction was a dry, humourless laugh.

​“Married to that illiterate scavenger?” she said, returning her attention to the screen. “I would sooner inject coolant into my veins than share my genome with someone who cannot tell a processor from a stone.”

​Hareton tensed. I saw his knuckles turn white over the tool he held. There was a caste pride in him, a contained fury that recalled a wounded animal that still possessed its fangs.

​“Watch what you say, madam,” Hareton growled, taking a step toward the centre of the room. “I may not have your Dome titles, but my hands are the ones that keep the generator running that allows you to keep playing with your wires. My name is Hareton Earnshaw, and in this wasteland that means more than all your integrated circuits.”

​The tension in the room was almost physical, an electrical charge that made the hair on my arms stand on end. At that moment, the heavy door to the private section opened and Heathcliff entered. He wore a long coat of reinforced leather and brought the cold of the exterior with him. His presence dominated the space instantly, quenching any dispute with his mere shadow.

​“I see my tenant has a suicidal penchant for ash storms,” Heathcliff said, without looking at me directly. He approached a metallic table where Joseph had just placed some containers with survival rations. “Sit down, Lockwood. Since you decided to exhaust our oxygen reserves, at least do not do so on an empty stomach.”

​Dinner was a simulacrum of human conviviality. We sat before plates containing blocks of synthetic protein and a greyish nutrient paste. We drank recycled water that had a persistent metallic aftertaste, served in alloy cups that had lost their lustre decades ago. The hum of the air purifiers formed the backdrop to a sepulchral silence. I attempted, with the persistence of a fool, to decipher the genealogy of that group of pariahs while chewing the insipid food.

​“Mr. Heathcliff,” I began, trying to sound casual. “I am still trying to understand the structure of your household. If this young lady is not your wife, nor Mr. Earnshaw’s, I wonder...”

​“She is my daughter-in-law,” Heathcliff cut me off with a brusqueness that made me choke. “She was the wife of my son, Linton. A weak boy who could not survive the first great system purge. She is what remains of his inheritance, a technical burden I maintain out of necessity. And Hareton... well, Hareton is an experiment on the resilience of blood against a lack of education.”

​Catherine looked at me with a bitterness that seemed to burn. Heathcliff enjoyed my discomfort, the way his words stripped those present of any trace of human dignity. Suddenly, a shrill alarm began to sound throughout the station. A rotating red light flooded the room, tinting our faces a bloody hue.

​“Red Alert,” a synthetic, monotonous voice announced. “Exterior toxicity levels exceed 4000 microsieverts. Zero visibility. Hermetic sealing protocol activated.”

​I felt the walls closing in on me. The thought of spending the night in that place, surrounded by hatred and rusted technology, triggered a fit of claustrophobia.

​“I must go,” I said, standing up abruptly, knocking the metal cup to the floor with a clang. “If you give me an ion torch and a coordinate map, I can reach my transport.”

​“Do not be stupid,” Heathcliff said without looking up from his plate. “Outside these walls, the air would melt your lungs in three minutes. I am not going to waste an ion torch on a future corpse.”

​I ignored his warning and, moved by an irrational panic, snatched a hand torch that Joseph had hanging from his belt as he passed beside me. The old man shouted something about thieves and eternal judgments, but I was already heading toward the airlock. However, my sudden movement activated more than Joseph’s ire. The cybernetic catch-hounds, which until then had remained like steel statues beneath the console, interpreted my gesture as a biological aggression against the station personnel. Before I could reach the opening panel, the largest of the dogs, a beast with red eyes and reinforced jaws, lunged at me. The impact threw me against the metal grate floor. I felt the weight of its metal paws on my shoulders and the hiss of its servomotors near my ear. The animal did not bite, but pressed its titanium snout against my throat while awaiting the execution order. I remained paralysed, feeling blood begin to flow from my nose from the impact of the fall, while my oxygen mask cracked under the pressure. Heathcliff did not move. He sat and watched my humiliation with a dry, guttural laugh that blended with the drone of the alarm.

​“It seems Mr. Lockwood is in a hurry to meet his ancestors,” he said with a cruelty that made me tremble. “Perhaps I should let the dogs finish the job. It would be an efficient way to settle the lease agreement.”

​“Enough, Heathcliff!” a woman’s voice shouted from the far end of the corridor. It was Zillah, the maintenance chief, a robust woman with arms tattooed with circuit diagrams. She approached and struck the dog with an induction rod, forcing it to retreat and release my body. “We’re not having a Dome corpse stinking up the main ventilation duct. Come on, up you get, glass man.”

​Zillah grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet with surprising strength. I was shaking, covered in coal dust and blood, feeling like the most pathetic being that had ever trod the wasteland. Without another word, she dragged me through a labyrinth of dark corridors where pipes dripped an oily condensate. She led me to a room located in the north wing of the station, a cell of concrete and metal that did not look as though it had been inhabited in decades.

​“Sleep here if you can,” Zillah said, tossing me a thermal fibre blanket before locking the heavy door from the outside. “And do not try to leave. The motion sensors are configured to shoot anything that doesn't have this house's access code.”

​I was left alone in the gloom, illuminated only by the dying light of an emergency panel. I sat on the metal cot and listened to the howl of the ash storm against the exterior plating. I had come seeking solitude and now I was trapped in the heart of a technological nightmare, surrounded by beings who had forgotten the meaning of compassion. As I lay down, my hand brushed a small inscription carved into the bedframe, hidden beneath layers of rust. I brought my torch closer and managed to read three names that repeated like a corrupt loop in a damaged memory: Catherine Earnshaw, Catherine Heathcliff, Catherine Linton. I did not know then that those names were the keys to a cipher that was about to shatter my sanity.
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​CHAPTER 3. The Echo in the System
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​As I traversed the metal-grate corridors, following Zillah’s heavy tread, I sensed that every step was leading me further from the sanitised logic of the Dome and deeper into the bowels of a wounded mechanical beast. The air in this wing of the station was not merely frigid; it possessed a stale tang, as if the recirculation system had ceased to filter memories decades ago. Zillah led me to an armoured door devoid of any digital identifier—a disquieting anomaly in a building where every centimetre was monitored by the central network. As it opened with the groan of rusted hinges, I found myself in a chamber resembling a technological mausoleum. It was a room-capsule integrated directly into the exterior bulkhead, shielded by lead and graphite panels to mitigate the wasteland's radiation. Zillah warned me to remain silent and to activate no radio signals, for Heathcliff nurtured an irrational phobia toward any occupant of that space. I was left alone in the gloom, illuminated only by the dying light of an emergency panel that flickered with the irregularity of a failing heart. The room was dominated by a sleep-pod embedded in the wall, its acrylic surface scarred by thousands of grooves. As I brought my ion torch closer, my blood ran cold at the sight of the handwriting. These were no mere graffiti; they were names physically etched into the metal with a desperation that transcended time.

​“Catherine Earnshaw,” I read aloud, and my voice sounded strange, echoed back by the reinforced steel walls.

​“Catherine Heathcliff. Catherine Linton.”

​The names repeated in an obsessive loop, carved with what appeared to be a diamond tip or a fragment of glass. I sat on the edge of the compartment, feeling the oppression of the low ceiling and the constant hiss of the oxygen generator, which emitted a high-pitched tone that grated on ears accustomed to the silence of the Dome. Upon a metal shelf, I discovered a solid-state drive—a relic from the years preceding the Great Fall—connected to a terminal whose screen remained cracked yet functional. With a curiosity bordering on the sacrilegious, I powered on the device. The interface, a primitive operating system riddled with bad sectors, revealed a series of digital journals and corrupted audio files. The earliest logs dated back to before the skies turned black, when Wuthering Heights functioned as a climate research station under the command of old Earnshaw. However, what seized my attention were the records following the collapse, when Hindley took control after his father’s death. Hindley had established a reign of terror based on the draconian rationing of credits and energy resources. According to the audio files, his first act of command was to demote Heathcliff to the status of a “disposable operative.”

​“Today, Hindley blocked Heathcliff’s access to the educational network,” said a female voice, young and vibrant, which I immediately identified as Catherine’s. “He says a pariah found in the ruins has no need to know how a fusion reactor works. He has sent him to the lower galleries without a protective exoskeleton. Heathcliff says nothing, but his eyes burn with a hatred that frightens me. If he falls, I shall fall with him. I will not allow them to turn him into a spare part.”

​I listened to several more files, each more somber than the last. Catherine described how Hindley sank into synthetic alcoholism, gambling away the station’s energy supplies in digital poker matches with smugglers from the southern sector. Heathcliff and Catherine, stripped of their technical privileges, spent their hours on the upper levels, watching the ash storms and dreaming of a world that no longer existed. There was a connection between them that did not seem human, but rather a system-sync; two power cores feeding off one another amidst a wasteland of mounting entropy. I shut down the terminal as my eyes began to sting from the monitor’s bluish glare. I slid into the resting pod and sealed the acrylic hatch to isolate myself from the exterior cold. However, the air within the cubicle was poorly compensated; the excess of nitrogen in the mix clouded my judgment and induced a hypoxic delirium—a feverish, fragmented dream. In my first hallucination, I found myself in a metal chapel, a brutalist structure where Joseph officiated a summary judgment against me. He accused me of being a “Dome spy,” an “idolater of artificial light.” Thousands of mechanical voices repeated his condemnations while a hydraulic press descended slowly toward my head. I awoke from that horror with a stifled cry, drenched in a frigid sweat. The silence in the room was absolute, broken only by a rhythmic sound emanating from outside the bulkhead.

​KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

​It was a sharp rap against the plating of the observation scuttle, right beside my head. At first, I thought it was a loose antenna or a fragment of debris swept up by the static ash storm. I tried to ignore it, but the sound persisted and varied in intensity, as if someone were searching for the seal’s weak point. Moved by a mixture of irritation and terror, I sat up and reached for the manual override of the hatch. The proximity sensor showed no presence on the external display; visibility remained zero due to the dense ash blocking the tracking lasers.

​“It must be the wind,” I told myself, though my hands shook as I turned the emergency crank. “Merely physical interference in the sensors.”

​As I opened the observation slit just a few millimetres to glimpse what was striking the glass, a gust of toxic, freezing air penetrated the pod, causing the oxygen sensor to emit a shrill warning beep. Then, something occurred that defied all technological logic of the twenty-second century. A small hand, with long fingers and a pallor bordering on transparency, slid through the slit and seized my wrist with supernatural strength. It was not a warm, human hand; it was the cold of the absolute vacuum, a sensation of death that pierced through my skin to the very bone.

​“Let me in! Let me in!” wailed a voice that seemed to travel not through the air, but through the very metal structure of the station. It was a distorted echo, a radio frequency caught by a damaged receiver.

​“Who are you?” I shouted, struggling to break free from the grip, but the pressure of those frigid fingers was relentless.

​“Catherine Linton,” the voice replied with a lament that tore at my soul. “I’ve come home. I lost my way on the iron moor twenty years ago. Open the airlock! I’m cold!”

​Through the cracked glass, I thought I discerned a face. It was no conventional ghost, but a vision of dystopian horror: a figure draped in shreds of fibre optics that emitted a dying glow, with eyes as hollow as burnt-out sensor sockets. Seized by an irrational panic, I began to strike the hand against the edge of the hatch, desperate to seal it at any cost to save my life. The friction of the broken glass against the apparition’s fingers caused something like a dark, viscous fluid to stain the transparent acrylic. Finally, I managed to crank the handle and seal the room once more. I fell back, breathing with difficulty, while the sound of the knocking persisted—now weaker, like a whisper lost in the background static. My cries must have triggered the station’s acoustic sensors, for seconds later, the armoured door swung wide. Heathcliff burst into the room with a pulse rifle in hand and an expression of murderous fury etched upon his features. His chest heaved violently, and his eyes scanned every corner of the chamber for the intruder.

​“What is the meaning of this racket?” he bellowed, aiming the weapon directly at my chest. “Who gave you permission to enter this restricted sector? What were you doing with the observation hatch controls?”

​“There was someone out there!” I shrieked, pointing to the shielded window with a trembling finger. “A woman... a girl! She said her name was Catherine Linton. She grabbed my hand... look, the mark is still there on the glass!”

​Upon hearing that name, Heathcliff’s face underwent a terrifying transformation. His fury vanished, giving way to a cadaverous pallor that accentuated his stony features. The pulse rifle trembled in his hands before he lowered it slowly, as if it had lost all its weight. He approached the window, ignoring my presence entirely, and pressed his forehead against the cold metal of the exterior plating.

​“Catherine?” he whispered, and his voice was not that of the tyrant of the Heights, but that of a man shattered by an eternity of loss. “Have you come back? Are you there, amidst the radioactive ash?”

​“Mr. Heathcliff, please, you must listen to me.”

​I tried to intervene, but he spun toward me with a look of such pure hatred that it forced me back against the opposite wall.

​“Get out!” he roared, pointing toward the door with the rifle’s barrel. “Go to the kitchen, to the Dome, to hell if you must! But never speak that name in my presence again if you value your insignificant life! Begone, before I use this rifle to wipe your trace from this room!”

​I practically crawled from the chamber, fleeing the atmosphere of madness emanating from that man. As I hurried down the metal corridor, I could not help but turn my head one last time. I saw Heathcliff throw the observation hatch wide open, defying every atmospheric security protocol. He allowed the toxic ash storm to sweep freely into the room, filling the space with a black, radioactive dust that swirled around him. I saw him fall to his knees before the open window, reaching his hands out into the darkness of the wasteland while sobbing in a way I never thought possible for a being of his hardness.

​“Come to me, Catherine!” he cried into the void, while the wind howled through the ventilation ducts. “Do not leave me alone in this wretched bunker! Come back! Come in at last!”

​I reached the kitchen, where Zillah received me with a cup of bitter infusion and a look of silent pity. I sat on a metal stool, still feeling the residual chill of those fingers on my wrist. I understood then that the nuclear war and the climate collapse had not been the greatest tragedies of this sector. The true devastation resided within Heathcliff—an internal storm far more lethal than any acid rain; a corrupted data-echo of a love that refused to die even when the world already had. I sat there, waiting for dawn to break over Wuthering Heights, knowing that I was no longer a mere tenant, but the involuntary witness to an obsession that time, radiation, and steel would never manage to erase from the memory of the earth.
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​CHAPTER 4. The Archive of Flesh and Bone
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​2101 A.D. Dawn brought no sunlight, but rather a diffuse, sulphur-coloured clarity that filtered through dense layers of suspended pollutants. I abandoned Wuthering Heights as soon as the radiation levels plummeted enough for the sensors on my armoured transport to cease their constant alarm pips. The return journey was a torment of jolts and nausea; the impact of the previous night, combined with a brief but intense exposure to the wasteland’s gases when I opened the hatch, was beginning to take its physical toll. I felt a persistent metallic tang at the base of my tongue, and a burning rash was beginning to spread across my neck, right where the seal of my filtration suit had suffered a critical failure. Upon reaching Thrushcross Grange, I barely possessed the strength to trigger the pneumatic docking sequence. The decontamination airlock received me with its jets of neutralising agents and ultraviolet light—a process I usually found comforting, but which that morning felt like a necessary assault upon my own biology. Once inside the biodome, the sterile perfection of the air induced a sudden, overwhelming dizziness. I fell to my knees in the polymer vestibule, feeling the world spin around me while domestic drones buzzed at my side, detecting my erratic pulse and the fevered temperature of my skin. I managed to crawl to my quarters, where the smart-walls automatically adjusted to a soothing blue hue to mitigate my migraine. I collapsed onto the bed and allowed the medical sensors integrated into
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