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They said the sun would last five billion years.

They were wrong.

The last image sent back to Earth showed no solar flares or a red giant swallowing Mercury. It was silence—an impossible silence, without a god. No explosion. No final exaltation. Just... darkness.

Some claimed it was sabotage. Others whispered of an ancient celestial power, something older than the stars, that consumed it like a candle being extinguished between fingers. The subsequent outcries shattered the truth. In the days after the sun disappeared, people tried to believe it.

They built celestial mirrors, nuclear fusion cores, and orbital lanterns. But no science could replace what was taken. The crops died. The oceans froze. The birds stopped flying. The earth mourned, but the stars in the sky—distant and cruel—did not mourn with it.

Then came the creatures.

Born of shadow, memory, and madness. They crawled from the cracks of the earth, from the edges of dreams. They had no name, only whispers.

The Halloborn.

At first, they tracked only ruins. Then they began to talk. The remnants of humanity fled to a last refuge: the Citadel Fire, a fortress built in the bones of ancient cities, powered by the last heat of the earth. They closed the gates. They burned the last forests for warmth. Even as the light died out, they told their children stories of a new day. Over time, hope shrank to embers. Furthermore, the flames began to die. But one last message still pulsed in the darkness, somewhere between myth and memory. A message. Old, broken... but not yet silent. Project Solom: Failure signal active, Skygrave coordinates, and Reignite protocol closed and incomplete.

...Reignite...Reignite...Reignite...

And deep within the rusted citadel, a girl named Lyra Vorn opened her eyes.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Fyre Castle

[image: ]


As ever, the sky was black. Above Fyre Castle, there was no moon, no stars, and no glimmer of dawn. Just a thick, black darkness pressing in like a coffin lid. The city was lit by artificial suns, huge balls of oscillating plasma suspended in steel pylons, but it was dying. Everyone knew it, even if no one spoke out loud.

The clack of her boots echoed against rusted metal as Lyra Vorn walked the catwalks above the lower furnace chambers. She wore a patched thermal coat stained with ash and old oil. She carried a maintenance bag in her gloved hands. Steam from the pressure vents hissed around her like whispers.

The geothermal plant, Core 6, was failing again. Core 6 unsettled Lyra. Sulfur and sadness hung in the air. Most engineers shunned it. They claimed that things moved in the steam when no one was looking and that it was cursed. Lyra believed in entropy, not curses. She admired this place.

She unscrewed her tools and began to work from a crouching position next to a broken valve assembly. She reset the compression coils and reattached the corroded connections, sending sparks flying. Somewhere above, bells chimed softly—announcing the arrival of second light. Artificial “night” would begin as soon as the artificial suns began to disappear. In Citadel Fire, time had no rhythm beyond the tables of decay.

Completing her work, Lyra stood and stared toward the walls through the gap of smoke and pipes. The Citadel was a maze of turrets, cables, bridges, and factories built atop old-world structures stretching in every direction. It was known as “The Last Fortress.” Yet it didn’t look like an impregnable fortress. More like a tomb.

Her comm bead crackled as she packed up her tools. “Vorn. Report.” Her boss was Foreman Caltern. “Valve 312 repaired. Steady at 61%. Core 6 is stable—for now.”

"Good. Back to Delta." "Nightlock is about to begin." She hesitated.

"Kaltern... did you feel that tremor before?" "Not our problem. The structural engineers will take care of it." "I felt different. Like something was... moving."

There was silence, then a terse reply.

"No. That's what we care about."

The conversation ended. In the shadows between the pipes, where the heat was blocked, Lyra stared. She had the fleeting impression that something tall, thin, and completely silent was watching her from there. She ignored it and turned toward the stairway to exit. On her way up, she passed a shrine etched into the wall—a crude carving of a burning sun, blackened with soot. Beneath it, someone had written in charcoal ash: "Let the ember rise again." Lyra stopped, staring at it.

She had seen it before. She had even whispered it once when she was little. She still believed the sun would return then. Back then, her brother would still be alive. She heard the pipes below ringing faintly, accompanied by a whisper. She froze.

She was back there—no moving metal, no steam. A voice. Faint. Almost human.

It said her name.

"Lyra..."
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That night, Lyra didn't sleep at all. The voice was still echoing in her head, and not from the cold; her room, deep in the Engineers' Building, was warm enough. He mentioned my name. It wasn't a nightmare. She was aware of her reveries. This was distinct. Clear. Precise. Measured the same way an unintended breath is measured. By morning, reports came in of a breach in the outer wall of Ash Sector, just three floors below Core Six. A rare occurrence, so rare that no one even whispered about it. They stared. They watched the lights. Then they averted their eyes when one began flickering. When Lyra reached her station, two fire wardens were already there—dressed in gray armor, their faces hidden behind porcelain masks inscribed with flame symbols. They guarded the access elevator, preventing workers from using it. That never happened. The firemen handled the blaze. There had been no violations. Lyra showed her badge and moved past them. “Engineer Vorn,” one of them said. His voice was gruff, like bone being blown by the wind. “Until further notice, this sector is closed.” “But I have a calibration scheduled—” “There has been a call.” Lyra lifted her head. “With whom?” The other firefighter turned slightly. “We don’t know.”

She hesitated. Then she asked quietly, “Did...he talk?”

They were silent. Then the first replied, “Yes.”

Later that day, Lyra was summoned to the Theta Sector vault, where old signals were archived. Lyra had expected criticism. Instead
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