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​The Infinite Ship

A group of explorers encounter an impossible sight in the heart of the turbulent Atlantic: an ancient, derelict galleon sailing far from any known trade route. Its sails are tattered, its deck creaks under a ghostly pall—yet it shines as if untouched by time.

Intrigued, Dr. Marina Quill and her crew board the derelict vessel, eager to unlock its secrets. But the Infinite Ship is no ordinary wreck. Behind every door lies a portal to another world—a jungle of glowing monsters, a desert under a triple sun, a labyrinth of living machines. Each room tests their courage, shatters their sense of reality, and tightens the ship's grip on their destinies.

They quickly discover they are not the only ones aboard. Whispers echo through the halls. Out of sight, shadows flicker. And something ancient, something watching them, waiting for them to make their decision: to take the helm and control this interdimensional ship... or to possess it forever.

Embark on a kaleidoscopic adventure, where the sea is only the beginning, and the true journey lies in the worlds beyond every door. Welcome aboard the endless ship—but be warned. Once you enter, you may never find your way home.

​The Captain's Quarters

THE HEAVY DOOR CREAKED open, its hinges creaking like something dying. Marina Quill paused on the threshold, her heart pounding, her gloved hand on the rusted brass handle. Inside, the captain's quarters were covered in dust, but not the thick, black layer of centuries of seabed. Like crushed starlight, this dust had a faint sheen. Historian Elias Thorne, his eyes shining with awe, followed Marina's cautious entrance. "Look at this..." Elias whispered, running his fingers across the massive desk in the center of the room. A sprawling map lay exposed on the surface, its edges curled by age, its paper yellowing. Yet, as she bent over it, Marina noticed something odd: there were no coastlines, no names, no markings. Just space. Until her fingertips brushed the edge. It seemed as if rivers of ink were waiting for her touch when suddenly, inky lines appeared on the paper. Shapes appeared—snaking continents, clustered stars, and winding paths between them, none of them resembling Earth. Marina let out a soft gasp. “These aren’t... our seas,” she whispered. Elias leaned closer, his eyes wide. “This is a star map. And a sea map. Combined. They map places that don’t exist.”

Bookshelves lined the surrounding walls, but when Elias reached for one, its leather cover quivered as if alive. He yanked his fingers back with a curse.

Marina walked over to the window, drawing back the moth-eaten curtains. But the view beyond wasn’t the endless gray of the Atlantic—it was red dunes beneath three scorching suns, the air swaying like scorching dreams.

Her stomach sank. "Elias... do you see this?"

The door slammed shut behind them before he could respond. They fell to the ground as the floor tilted violently. Marina stood up, her heart pounding, and swung the door open—

But the surface was gone.

Instead, they stared out into a vast, alien desert, unfamiliar constellations twinkling in the sky. The endless surface was moving. They were no longer in their world.

​The Engine Room

HARPER VALE ADJUSTED her camera strap, her heart pounding as she descended the unsettling staircase to the lower decks of the ship. John Park followed closely behind, his flashlight sweeping the narrow corridor.

“This shouldn’t be here,” John mused. “Wooden sailing ships didn’t have lower decks like this. No engine rooms.”

And yet, before them stretched a vast room, buzzing with a strange energy. It was an engine room—but it wasn’t like any Harper had seen before. Gleaming brass gears turned slowly in impossible directions, some grinding against each other as if defying the laws of matter. Pipes ran along the walls, pulsing with a faint blue glow, like veins feeding some vast, sleeping creature.

Harper knelt beside a valve, her camera capturing every flicker of light. This isn’t mechanical... It’s biological. It’s moving. John ran his hand along the nearest pipe. His fingers slid, cold and slippery, like condensation—except they shimmered, reflecting not just light but distorted images of their faces.

Suddenly, a loud clang echoed through the room.

Harper froze, his head snapping into the shadows.

Something was moving.

A small, swift figure darted between the massive pistons. Harper's camera light caught a faint flash: pale skin, very thin limbs, and large black eyes. A whisper followed, writhing through the steam:

"Not for you... Not for you..."

John grabbed Harper's arm. "We have to go."

And yet the ground shook violently as they turned. The glowing tubes were bright. The roar of the engine shook the entire ship.

The walls around them melted like smoke.

Suddenly, they were no longer in the belly of a ship.

They stood sunk in a glowing swamp, surrounded by towering trees pulsing with a vibrant light. Huge insects buzzed above, their wings like shards of glass, their eyes tracking intruders.

Harper clung to John's arm, her voice trembling. "We're not in the engine room anymore, are we?" John swallowed hard. "No. We're somewhere else." Above them, the faint silhouette of the sailing ship hovered, shimmering like a mirage.

Outside, the ship wasn't moving. It was crossing worlds.

​Hall of Mirrors

MARINA, ELIAS, HARPER, and John huddled on what they thought was the main deck, but the wooden planks beneath their feet glinted dimly, as if they were walking on moonlight.

“I swear that door was the kitchen a moment ago,” Harper muttered, gripping her camera tightly as they approached a tall, arched door decorated with unfamiliar constellations.

Marina pushed open the door.

They entered a long hall adorned with floor-to-ceiling mirrors. But the reflections weren’t right. Harper gasped softly as she stared at her reflection—no, not her. It was her face in the mirror, but her hair was braided differently, and a long scar ran down one cheek. John’s reflection grinned back at him, wearing heavy armor he’d never seen before. Elias’s was a crown of bones, his eyes shadowed by something dark and ancient.

Marina’s breath caught in her throat. Her reflection stood completely still, staring at her... then smiled. Marina was still sitting. The reflection raised a hand. Marina's real hand remained still. "We don't look at mirrors," Elias whispered. "We look at them. Copies of ourselves."

Suddenly, the hall lights flickered.

The reflections pressed their hands against the glass, mouths moving silently—no, not silently. A faint whisper echoed through the hall, soft and cold, seeping into Marina's mind:

"Help us... Get us out..."

Harper fell back. "No. No. We're leaving." But the moment they turned, the door slammed shut, the mirrors rattled, and the reflections began pounding on the glass from within, their eyes wild, desperate.

Marina turned, her heart pounding. "It's a trap—they want us to break the mirrors!"

Elias grabbed her arm. "Don't. We have no idea what's going to happen." Suddenly, a loud cracking sound split the air. One of the mirrors was tangled like a spider's web, with a deep gash in the middle. Reflected versions rushed forward, pushing their hands through the cracks, stretching out.

Marina grabbed a brass lantern from the wall and smashed it against the nearest mirror, sending a jet of flame and smoke into the air. "Run!" she shouted.

The crew scurried down the hall as mirrors shattered one by one, shadowy shapes splattering through the glass like liquid nightmares.

At the end of the hall, they burst through a door—and found themselves perched on the edge of a cliff under a violet sky, two moons suspended in the sky, and now the galleon hovered like a ghost ship above them.

Elias gasped and crouched. "We're not just travelers between worlds..."

Marina swallowed hard. "We're travelers between ourselves."

​The Lighthouse Keeper

THE PURPLE SKY FLICKERED overhead, casting eerie double shadows as the crew staggered away from the shattered Hall of Mirrors. The smell of salt and electricity permeated the thin, sharp air. The eerie sight was slowly illuminated by a black lighthouse in the distance, crouching on the rugged cliffs by its beam. Marina shielded her eyes. “This wasn’t here a moment ago,” he said. John narrowed his eyes. “Was there anything here a moment ago?” Harper led the way up the rocky path toward the lighthouse without waiting for a reply. The wind picked up with each step, howling in a language no one understood. The heavy door opened with a long, growling sigh as they approached the massive structure, as if anticipating their arrival. Inside, a tall figure waited. He wore a long black coat, his skin as pale as bone, and his eyes—no, two eyes—glowed a faint silver, the other socket covered with an ornate copper lens. Sitting on a snake-shaped cane, he smiled faintly as he watched them. “Welcome, travelers,” the man said quietly. His voice echoed strangely, as if the stone walls were amplifying what they understood. “You are on the crossing now. Few survive this distance.”

Marina shrugged. “Who are you?”

He inclined his head. “I am the Guardian. Those lost between worlds are guided by the flames of the beacon. But guiding you back...” His smile deepened. “...has a price.”

John stepped forward, his jaw set. “What do you want?”

The Guardian gestured toward the spiral staircase behind him. “Go up. Light the beacon. See what’s above. Then we’ll talk about safe passage.”

Harper crossed her arms, trembling. This seemed to be a trap. "Everything here is a trap," the guard muttered. "The question is, do you jump out or do you walk away?"

Without another word, Marina took the first step up the stairs, the lantern held high. The others followed one by one.

The spiral ascent became longer and longer, twisting in ways impossible to imagine. The higher they climbed, the heavier the air became, until they felt as if they were moving through water, their steps muffled, their breathing shallow.

At the top, they emerged into the lantern room -

to find someone waiting for them.

It was Marina.

But not the Marina they knew.

This version had strange armor, blue eyes, and silver hair. She turned slowly, looking up at them with a sad, faint smile.

"You shouldn't have come here," the other Marina muttered in a whisper. "You're not prepared for what awaits you in the light." Behind her, the
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​The Rift Below





















​The Fragment of Return



























​Through the Eye of the Needle














​A New Signal
























​The Ash Lighthouse




















​The Awakening Islands























​The Traveler's Choice































​Threads Across the Sea
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