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    "To all those who want a good story they can be comfortable with."
 
-Grayson Gray


    



  	
        
            
            A Comet's Story
An icy rock yet not pure.  Dirt, debris, and gas to be sure.
Severe cold blankets my body and binds my heart. But show me the light and watch the fireworks start.
I speed through night getting closer to power. Photons so bright and solar wind like a shower.
My face so hot ice melts away. 
Leaving a luminous  trail across the Milky Way.
Crossing your path I circle back out to my place.
Wandering alone in the vast reaches of space.
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Prologue – Echoes of Innovation
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The lights in the orbital testing bay dimmed to a deep blue as the graviton net powered up.

Micah Shepherd stood behind the reinforced observation glass, his hands clasped behind his back, watching the net bloom to life like a cosmic spiderweb. Threads of glowing energy laced the vacuum in perfect geometry—lines of controlled gravimetric force woven into a lattice of impossible precision.

The engineers around him murmured in awe, their screens dancing with data as the net expanded. In the center of the bay, a collection of debris—old cargo containers, asteroid fragments, a retired shuttle husk—began to drift inward, pulled gently by the overlapping tractor beams. The net cinched. The objects held. Perfect tension.

Micah allowed himself a rare smile.

“Power draw holding steady at ninety-two percent,” one of the techs reported, voice tinged with amazement. “We’re within theoretical thresholds.”

“Correction,” another called out, brow furrowed. “Power spike. We’re jumping—one-oh-five. Climbing.”

Micah’s smile faded.

“Disengage test cycle,” he said calmly.

“Sir, we can still hold—”

“I said disengage.”

With a pulse of light, the net retracted, the strands of energy flickering and vanishing like fireflies. The debris floated inert again, harmless in the bay.

Silence fell.

Micah stepped away from the window and tapped a control pad. A holographic display of the graviton net design shimmered before him—blue lines showing efficiency curves, red lines indicating where theoretical safety limits ended and disaster began.

The net worked. That was no longer the question. The real issue was power.

Even in controlled conditions, with calibrated loads, the graviton net required more energy than most ships in the fleet could dream of generating. Conventional fusion cores burned too hot, too dirty. Antimatter reactors could provide the juice, but not the finesse. They lacked control—too explosive, too risky. Micah had learned that lesson the hard way during Phase One trials.

Only one solution had ever shown promise: the dark energy cores.

Derived from years of research and hard work, the dark energy cores were still poorly understood, still temperamental. But they worked. Two ships had been fitted with them successfully.

Destiny.
Explorer.
Micah exhaled through his nose and keyed in a private comm channel.

“Prep a secure briefing packet,” he said. “Include test footage, updated power requirements, and the revised containment protocols. Priority one.”

“Destination?” the aide asked.

He hesitated.

“Destiny and Explorer. Send it directly to Captains John and Rebecca Burke.”

A flicker of emotion passed through him—equal parts pride and guilt. He knew they hadn’t had a break in over a year. He also knew they wouldn’t say no. Not when he asked.

Micah looked once more at the now-empty bay, where the remnants of his test drifted silently.

If this worked, it would change the galaxy. Resource collection, debris retrieval, emergency response—everything. But if it failed...

The net didn’t just capture objects. It controlled them.

And if control slipped... people could be injured or worse.

He stared into the dark and whispered to no one. “I hope I made the right choice.”
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Chapter 1 – The Calm Before
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The twin moons of Cirella-4 hung low on the horizon, casting pale golden light across the rugged landscape below. Jagged crystalline formations jutted from the cliffs, catching the glow and scattering it into a thousand shimmering beams that danced across the ridge. In the distance, a waterfall poured into a steaming lake of mineral-rich waters, its rhythmic crash echoing up through the canyon.

Captain John Burke sat at the edge of a smooth stone ledge, boots off, feet submerged in a warm tide pool, sipping from a titanium mug that claimed to keep beverages like Apple Cider hot for seventy-two hours. He hoped never to need that long.

“This,” he said aloud to no one, “is peace.”

The calm was a rare gift.

From behind, soft footsteps crunched over gravel. A moment later, Rebecca Burke settled beside him, her own mug in hand, its contents undoubtedly stronger than his cider.

“You always pick the best spots,” she said, brushing a loose strand of auburn hair behind her ear.

“I try.”

They sat in comfortable silence for a few moments, the sounds of the alien wilds surrounding them. It was their first day off in thirteen months. Thirteen months of disaster relief, diplomatic transports, deep-space anomalies, corporate inspections, and one still-classified encounter with a self-aware probe in a void.

John leaned back, stretching.

“I was starting to think we’d forgotten how to relax.”

Rebecca chuckled. “I had to ask Shannon how to fold a towel properly. That’s how far
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