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To the Creator of All Things,

Thank You for everything.

Thank You for every trial, every tribulation, and every lesson that became a blessing.

Thank You for the gift of creativity and for choosing to use me as a vessel to tell this story.

It is my sincere prayer that these pages reach the hearts of many and that they fulfill Your purpose. May Your will be done through every word written here.

Asé
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Chapter 1: The Sign
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Fear did not arrive with fire.
It did not arrive with earthquakes.
It did not arrive with war.
It arrived with a question.
At 2:43 a.m., the night shift at the International Deep Space Observatory followed the same routine it had followed every night for nearly forty years.
Monitor.
Record.
Analyze.
Repeat.
The air in the room smelled of stale, burnt dark roast coffee and the sharp, hot ozone tang of overheating server racks.
The universe was remarkably predictable.
Stars burned.
Galaxies drifted.
Planets orbited.
The heavens obeyed laws mankind believed it understood.
Until...
"Can someone verify this?"
Dr. Elena Vasquez leaned closer to her monitor. The harsh blue pixels hummed against her retinas, casting a pale, ghostly glow over her face.
The object wasn't supposed to exist.
It wasn't listed on any celestial chart.
It hadn't appeared in the previous night's observations.
There were no projected trajectories.
No known origin.
No recognizable composition.
It simply...
appeared.
A technician adjusted the telescope's calibration, his knuckles white against the dial.
"Equipment error?"
Another scientist checked the system diagnostics, her fingers tapping a frantic, hollow rhythm on the plastic keyboard.
"No."
A third observatory halfway around the world was contacted.
Minutes later, they confirmed the same reading.
Then another.
Then another.
By sunrise...
every major observatory on Earth was looking at the same impossible anomaly, its jagged silhouette burning a hole through their data.
No one could explain it.
The emergency meetings began immediately.
Governments encrypted communications with clicks of heavy glass and steel switches.
Military satellites shifted their focus, their gears grinding silently in the vacuum of space.
Scientists abandoned scheduled research.
The world's most powerful leaders were awakened before dawn, the shrill, metallic ring of secure phones cutting through the quiet dark of their bedrooms.
Within hours, secure conference rooms filled with presidents, prime ministers, defense officials, intelligence directors, astrophysicists, economists, and advisors.
The air grew thick and sour with the cold sweat of raw adrenaline.
One enormous screen displayed the same image.
Silence filled the room—a heavy, suffocating weight.
Finally, someone asked the question no one wanted to answer, their voice tight and dry.
"What exactly are we looking at?"
No one knew.
By noon, classified reports began circulating among world leaders.
Every report ended the same way.
Origin: Unknown.
Trajectory: Unknown.
Intent: Unknown.
Artificial intelligence processed billions of calculations, the cooling fans of supercomputers roaring like distant jet engines.
Every model contradicted the one before it.
Nothing fit.
Nothing matched.
Nothing made sense.
Humanity had encountered something beyond its understanding, leaving a bitter, metallic taste like copper pennies in the mouths of everyone in the room.
The decision was unanimous.
The information would remain classified.
There would be no public announcement.
Not until more was known.
Panic helped no one.
At least...
that was the plan.
Someone leaked the image.
No one ever admitted responsibility.
Within minutes, it spread across the internet.
Millions shared it on screens that glowed in the dark.
Millions questioned it.
Millions dismissed it.
The headlines multiplied faster than anyone could read them.
MYSTERIOUS OBJECT DETECTED IN DEEP SPACE
GOVERNMENTS HIDING THE TRUTH?
EXPERTS BAFFLED
The world wanted answers.
There were none.
Television networks interrupted regular programming with loud, piercing emergency broadcast tones.
Scientists debated.
Politicians reassured.
Military officials urged calm.
Financial analysts predicted stability.
Religious leaders offered interpretations.
Social media exploded with theories.
Alien civilization.
Secret weapon.
Optical illusion.
Government experiment.
Divine judgment.
Everyone had an opinion.
No one had evidence.
For the first time in modern history...
the world's brightest minds stood before billions of people and uttered three words they hated saying, their throats clicking in the microphones.
"We don't know."
Fear doesn't require proof.
It only requires possibility.
Stock markets opened.
Then plunged.
Investors abandoned decades of carefully built portfolios, the trading floors erupting into a deafening roar of shouting voices and tearing paper.
Gold prices climbed by the hour.
Banks experienced record withdrawals, lines of people spilling out onto hot asphalt sidewalks.
Supermarket aisles echoed with the rhythmic, frantic screech of ungreased cart wheels.
Shelves were stripped bare, leaving behind only the chemical scent of burst bleach bottles and spilled flour hanging like dust in the air.
Gas stations stretched into miles of traffic, the air thick with exhaust fumes and the angry hum of idling engines.
Gun stores sold out of ammunition, the smell of gun oil and cardboard boxes filling the empty shops.
Construction companies received thousands of calls requesting underground shelters.
Private security firms doubled their rates before lunch.
Luxury survival companies sold out of inventory within hours.
No one knew what was coming.
Everyone prepared anyway.

∞ ∞ ∞
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Across every nation...
the same conversations unfolded in low, ragged whispers.
"Should we leave the city?"
"Go where?"
"Should we buy more food?"
"For how long?"
"Should we pull our money out?"
"What if this gets worse?"
Parents stared at sleeping children, listening to the soft, rhythmic sound of their breathing.
Business owners locked their heavy doors early, the deadbolts sliding into place with a definitive, metallic thud.
Neighbors who had never spoken suddenly gathered in driveways under the orange hum of streetlights, searching for reassurance that no one possessed.
The uncertainty became contagious, hanging in the cooling night air like a heavy fog.
As darkness settled over the planet, billions of eyes turned toward television screens.
A veteran news anchor sat behind a polished desk.
For twenty-seven years she had reported wars, pandemics, economic collapses, elections, and natural disasters.
Her composure had become legendary.
Tonight...
she struggled to find it.
The studio lights beat down on her, baking the heavy makeup on her face until it felt like a cracking mask.
She looked directly into the camera lens—a cold, glass eye reflecting her own terror.
"Government officials continue to assure the public there is no immediate threat."
She lowered her eyes toward the latest report placed before her.
Her expression changed.
Almost imperceptibly.
She looked back into the camera.
For the first time in her career...
she no longer believed the words she had just spoken.
Silence filled the studio. It lasted only seconds, but it felt eternal.
Across the globe...
millions leaned closer to their screens.
Children stopped talking.
Restaurants became quiet, the clink of silverware instantly vanishing.
Hospitals paused.
Airports stood still.
For one brief moment...
the entire world held its breath.
No one cared about politics.
No one cared about sports.
No one cared about the stock market.
Every heartbeat with a heavy, synchronized thud, occupied by a single question.
Not...
What is it?
But...
What is coming?
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Chapter 2: The Vault
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By the eighth day...
fear had become an industry.
Financial markets continued their violent swings.
Banks imposed temporary withdrawal limits, their security grates rattling against desperate crowds.
Private security firms stopped accepting new clients.
Luxury survival companies sold out within hours of restocking.
Across the globe, one question echoed through every boardroom, every presidential palace, every royal estate, and every billionaire's private residence.
Where do we go?
For the wealthy...
there was already an answer.
His name was Maxwell Fortune.
The wealthiest man alive.
Fortune Global.
Fortune Energy.
Fortune Defense.
Fortune Robotics.
Fortune Infrastructure.
His fingerprints were everywhere.
Bridges.
Power grids.
Hospitals.
Artificial intelligence.
Quantum computing.
Entire cities had been designed by his engineers.
For decades, governments had borrowed his ideas.
Now...
they sought his protection.
The invitation arrived without warning.
No return address.
No explanation.
No signature.
Inside the heavy, black wax-sealed envelope rested a single titanium card.
Cold and unyielding.
Engraved across its face were only four words, cutting sharply into the metal.
WELCOME TO THE VAULT
Nothing else.
Those who received one understood exactly what it meant.
Those who didn't...
never would.
Private jets filled the skies, their engines roaring a continuous bass note across the clouds.
Motorcades crossed continents.
Helicopters disappeared into mountain ranges where no roads appeared on any map.
Kings.
Queens.
Heads of state.
Technology giants.
Oil magnates.
Entertainment moguls.
Old money.
New money.
Generational wealth.
Every person stepping through the heavily guarded entrance belonged to a world most people would never see.
Not one school teacher.
Not one factory worker.
Not one waitress.
Not one homeless veteran.
Not one struggling mother.
Admission had never been earned.
It had been purchased.
Long before the world knew it needed saving.
Maxwell Fortune stood quietly as his guests arrived.
He smelled faintly of expensive cedarwood and clean linen.
He wasn't there to impress them.
He already had.
For twenty years...
he had been preparing for a day everyone else insisted would never come.
Now...
that day was approaching.
"Ladies and gentlemen..."
His voice echoed through the chamber, crisp and clear.
"Welcome."
Behind him stood two massive steel doors.
Each weighed more than a naval destroyer, smelling of heavy industrial grease and cold iron.
Titanium locking mechanisms disappeared deep into the surrounding mountain with a deep, hydraulic hiss.
No photographs had ever been taken beyond those doors.
No satellite had ever detected what lay beneath.
The project had remained hidden beneath layers of shell corporations, classified contracts, and private funding.
The world believed Maxwell had built data centers.
Research facilities.
Mining operations.
The world had been wrong.
The doors began to open.
Slowly.
Silently.
A rush of pressurized, ultra-filtered cool air escaped from the darkness beyond, carrying the crisp scent of alpine pine.
The guests stepped inside.
The elevator descended.
One thousand feet.
Two thousand.
Three thousand.
Four thousand.
The pressure popped in their ears.
No one spoke.
When the doors finally opened...
several people gasped, the sound sharp in the enclosed space.
Others simply stood frozen.
It wasn't a bunker.
It was a city.
Blinding sunlight poured across tree-lined streets.
Only...
there was no sun.
A perfectly engineered sky stretched overhead, illuminated by an artificial solar array that hummed at a frequency just below human hearing, capable of reproducing dawn, noon, sunset, and night.
Waterfalls cascaded into crystal-clear lakes with a soothing, synthetic roar.
Birds filled the air with song—a flawless digital loop.
Children laughed in parks.
Gardens stretched across acres of hyper-fertile, nutrient-rich soil that smelled faintly of greenhouse vitamins.
Hospitals.
Universities.
Concert halls.
Museums.
Luxury residences.
Hydroponic farms capable of feeding hundreds of thousands.
Independent power stations.
Water purification systems that stripped every single impurity until the water tasted purely of mineral stone.
Seed vaults.
Medical laboratories.
Everything required to sustain civilization...
already existed.
No expense had been spared.
No detail overlooked.
A woman whispered, her throat dry.
"My God..."
Maxwell calmly replied.
"No."
He continued walking, his leather shoes clicking evenly against the polished stone pavement.
"This..."
he said,
"is the future."
An enormous stone monument stood at the center of the city.
Carved into polished white marble were four words.
THE CITY OF EDEN
Several guests smiled.
Others applauded, the sound echoing crisply off the artificial canyon walls.
One elderly investor slowly removed his glasses, wiping a bead of cold sweat from his brow.
"I never believed you'd actually finish it."
Maxwell looked around with quiet satisfaction.
"I didn't build this for belief."
"I built it for survival."
A world-renowned banker raised his hand, his diamond cufflinks catching the artificial glare.
"How many?"
"Two hundred thousand."
The room fell silent, the mechanical bird chirps overhead suddenly feeling loud and mocking.
Another voice spoke.
"And the other eight billion?"
Maxwell didn't answer immediately.
Instead...
he looked toward the artificial horizon, where the fake sun was beginning its programmed dip into dusk.
Finally, he spoke, his voice dropping to a cold baritone.
"You cannot save everyone."
No one challenged him.
Most had built their fortunes believing exactly that.
The taste of their expensive champagne suddenly felt thin.
Resources were finite.
Space was limited.
Decisions had to be made.
This city wasn't built for humanity.
It was built for those who could preserve it.
Far above...
billions of ordinary people searched grocery store shelves under flickering fluorescent lights.
Prayed.
Panicked.
Wondered.
Far below...
the wealthiest people on Earth dined beneath artificial stars.
Confident.
Protected.
Certain they had done what only money could do.
They purchased another tomorrow.
None of them realized...
they had mistaken preparation...
for salvation.
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Chapter 3: The Ultimate Space Craft
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Not everyone believed the future could be found beneath the earth.
Some believed humanity's greatest mistake...
was remaining on Earth at all.
Goldie Sparks stood inside the Observation Gallery of Exitus Station, her hands folded tightly behind her back as she watched the glowing blue marble of the planet slowly rotate beneath her boots.
Beautiful.
Fragile.
Temporary.
For thousands of years, poets had written about the heavens.
Scientists had studied them.
Children had dreamed about them.
Goldie had built a road to them.
She never claimed to be the smartest woman alive.
Other people gave her that title.
The world's greatest engineer.
The architect of interplanetary civilization.
The woman who accomplished what generations before her believed impossible.
Where others imagined...
Goldie built.
She had engineered the first permanent colony beyond Earth.
Not a space station.
Not a research facility.
A civilization.
Schools.
Hospitals.
Parks.
Universities.
Agriculture.
Manufacturing.
Artificial rivers that rushed over synthetic stones.
Entire neighborhoods stretched beneath transparent, multi-layered domes where children had already been born, their first cries echoing in artificial air without ever touching the raw soil of Earth.
It was humanity's greatest achievement.
Or so history called it.
A journalist once asked her, the bright lights of the camera reflecting in her sharp eyes,
"Do you believe Earth is dying?"
Goldie smiled, her voice smooth and unwavering.
"I believe every civilization eventually outgrows its birthplace."
The interview became one of the most quoted statements of the century.
Exitus.
The name appeared everywhere, glowing in neon on giant city billboards.
News broadcasts.
Financial networks.
Government briefings.
Luxury magazines.
Investor conferences.
To the public...
Exitus represented hope.
To the wealthy...
it represented opportunity.
To Goldie...
it represented humanity's future.
The cost of passage had never been advertised.
Those who could afford it never asked, their pens gliding silently over multi-million dollar contracts.
Those who couldn't...
already knew the answer.
Governments negotiated for seats in heated, whisper-filled backrooms.
Royal families purchased entire residential sectors.
Corporate empires secured generational contracts.
The wealthiest families on Earth quietly transferred fortunes into interstellar assets, the digital numbers shifting across global networks.
Waiting lists stretched decades into the future.
Billions watched from below, their eyes strained against the night sky.
A chosen few prepared to leave.
Inside the Grand Departure Terminal, the air smelled of crisp, hyper-purified oxygen and the faint, chemical scent of fresh synthetic carpet.
Enormous digital displays hummed, counting down toward the next launch in bright, bleeding numbers.
Thousands of engineers made final inspections, the rhythmic clinking of their tools echoing off the high, curved ceilings.
Cargo vessels carried artwork, the canvas smelling of centuries-old oil paint.
Medical equipment.
Ancient manuscripts wrapped in protective, scentless plastic.
Seed collections sealed in airtight silver pods.
Laboratory specimens.
Architectural archives.
Works of literature.
Everything considered essential to preserving civilization.
It was called...
Humanity's Backup Plan.
Goldie walked through the terminal unnoticed by most of the workers, the soft squeak of her rubber-soled shoes lost in the bustle.
She preferred it that way.
She stopped beside a massive viewing window overlooking the launch platforms. The glass felt ice-cold against her fingertips.
Towering vessels rested silently beneath blinding white floodlights.
Each one capable of carrying thousands beyond Earth's choking atmosphere.
One of her senior engineers joined her, carrying a tablet that clicked softly as he tapped the screen.
"The final manifests are complete."
She nodded, keeping her eyes on the ships.
"Any changes?"
"A few governments requested additional accommodation."
"And?"
"We declined."
Goldie looked toward the stars, cold pinpricks of light frozen against the pitch-black canvas.
"Capacity is finite."
The engineer hesitated, shifting his weight.
"Some are calling us elitists."
Goldie's expression never changed.
"They called Noah the same thing."
The engineer chuckled softly.
She did not.

∞ ∞ ∞

Far below...
the lights of Earth's cities shimmered like a scattered handful of dying coals against the darkness.
Wars continued.
Markets fluctuated.
Governments debated.
People prayed.
People panicked.
People waited.
Goldie watched them from orbit, high above the clouds.
Not with hatred.
Not even with pity.
Simply with certainty.
She believed history was repeating itself.
Every great civilization eventually reached its limits.
The wise adapted.
The rest remained behind.
A global broadcast interrupted programming across every nation, the high-pitched alert chime ringing out from billions of speakers.
Goldie stood before the polished, silver emblem of Exitus.
Millions watched, the blue light of their screens illuminating their anxious faces.
"Throughout history," she began, her voice broadcasting with a crisp, digital clarity, "humanity has survived every catastrophe because we refused to accept extinction."
She paused, letting the silence hang in the air.
"We crossed oceans."
"We climbed mountains."
"We conquered disease."
"We reached the moon."
"Now..."
"We take the next step."
Vibrant, colorful images of the colony filled every screen.
Families walking beneath enormous, sunlit domes.
Children laughing in lush, green parks.
Crystal lakes reflecting artificial, picture-perfect skies.
Modern cities stretching toward distant mountains beneath another world's alien horizon.
It looked...
like paradise.
Goldie smiled, her eyes crinkling at the corners.
"The future is no longer a dream."
"It is waiting."

∞ ∞ ∞
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Across the globe...
applications surged, crashing data servers.
Investments doubled.
Fortunes changed hands overnight with the click of a button.
The rich debated, a bitter taste of indecision in their mouths.
Should they descend into the heavy, deep security of The Vault...
or ascend to the clean, weightless future of Exitus?
Some chose below.
Others chose above.
Both believed they had secured tomorrow.
Neither realized...
they were searching for refuge in places that had never been promised to save them.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4: The Elder
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The world had become louder.
Every screen flashed another headline.
Every hour brought another expert.
Every conversation circled back to the same unanswered question.
Fear spread faster than the morning sun.
Yet...
there was one place where none of it could be heard.
The first sound Elder Issa Faith heard each morning was not a news anchor.
It was a mockingbird.
Its song drifted through the open bedroom window just before sunrise, crisp and clear in the cool dawn air.
She smiled before opening her eyes.
"Thank You, Father..."
The words were almost a whisper.
Not rehearsed.
Not religious.
Simply familiar.
Like speaking to Someone who had walked beside her every morning for years.
The old farmhouse had stood for generations.
Its white paint had surrendered long ago to time and weather, peeling away to reveal the gray, sun-beaten wood beneath.
The porch creaked a familiar welcome.
The screen door complained with a sharp, metallic screech each time it opened.
The wooden floors sang their own song beneath every step, low and hollow.
To most people...
it looked old.
To Issa...
it looked like home.
She tied a faded cloth apron around her waist and stepped onto the porch.
Morning dew still rested on the grass, cool and damp against her bare feet.
A gentle breeze carried the sweet, wet scent of fresh earth.
The garden was waiting.
Tomatoes.
Collard greens.
Beans.
Peppers.
Herbs.
Everything planted with patient hands months before.
She knelt in the soft, dark soil.
Pulled a weed, feeling the roots snap against her fingers.
Checked a vine.
Picked a ripe tomato, warm from the early sun and heavy with juice.
Life continued.
Exactly as it had yesterday.
Inside the kitchen...
a heavy iron kettle whistled softly, a plume of white steam rising toward the ceiling.
She poured hot water into a chipped ceramic mug, the smell of herbal tea blooming in the small room.
Opened her worn Bible.
The leather cover had long ago cracked, its edges smooth and frayed.
The pages had softened from years of turning, feeling like thin linen between her fingers.
Margins held handwritten notes dating back decades.
Promises.
Prayers.
Answered prayers.
Names.
Dates.
Tears pressed into paper only God remembered, leaving faint, wrinkled watermarks on the ink.
She read quietly.
Not to finish a chapter.
Not to complete a plan.
Simply to spend time with the One she loved.

∞ ∞ ∞
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A sharp knock interrupted the silence.
She smiled before opening the heavy wooden door.
Little Isaiah stood on the porch holding an empty wicker basket, his dusty sneakers tapping the wood.
"Mama Issa..."
His voice carried the innocence only children possess.
"My mama said to see if you had any eggs."
Issa laughed softly, the sound warm and melodic.
"I was wondering when she'd send you."
She handed him a basket already filled, the weight surprising his small hands.
Fresh eggs, smooth and warm from the coop.
Two tomatoes, bright red and fragrant.
A thick loaf of bread she had baked the evening before, smelling of yeast and toasted crust.
Isaiah looked inside, his eyes wide.
"She only asked for eggs."
Issa winked, her weathered face wrinkling with affection.
"I know."
Before he left, she rested a gentle, warm hand on his shoulder.
"Tell your mama I love her."
"I will."
"And tell her to stop worrying."
The little boy frowned, his eyebrows knitting together.
"Worrying about what?"
Issa smiled, tapping his nose with a flour-dusted finger.
"Oh... she'll know."
He nodded as children often do when they don't understand grown folks.
Then he skipped down the dry dirt path toward home, kicking up small clouds of dust in the sunlight.
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By midday...
neighbors had stopped by.
Not because they needed answers.
Because they needed Issa.
One woman came carrying tears, her cheeks wet and salt-stained.
Another came carrying silence, her jaw locked tight with anxiety.
An elderly widower simply sat on the porch without speaking, his calloused hands trembling in his lap.
Issa never rushed anyone.
Sometimes she prayed, her voice a steady, comforting rhythm.
Sometimes she listened.
Sometimes she poured another glass of sweet tea, the ice clinking against the glass like tiny bells.
Sometimes...
love needed no words at all.
She owned no television.
Never had.
She owned no computer.
No tablet.
No social media accounts.
Her cell phone stayed tucked inside a dark kitchen drawer, often forgotten for days until its battery slowly died in silence.
People laughed about it.
"Mama Issa, you're living in another century."
She
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