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BOOK 2: THE LUNAR BEACON

A Novel
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TAGLINE: The moon was never just a rock. It was a lighthouse.

* * *
[image: ]


PROLOGUE: THE LAST CHILD

4.7 billion years ago

The light was dying.

Selene's mother held her close, their chests pressed together, heartbeats trying to sync into the Harmony that had once bound their entire world. But the Harmony was fracturing now, screaming as it broke apart.

"You must be brave," her mother whispered. Not in words—they had not used words for millennia. She projected the feeling directly into Selene's core: warmth, safety, the unshakable certainty of love. "You must remember us."

Outside the crystalline chamber, the sky was falling.

Selene could feel them—her people, her millions of mothers and fathers and siblings—reaching out through the Code as the Silence consumed them. One by one, their lights winked out. Not extinguished. Absorbed. Devoured so completely that even their echoes would never sing again.

Her father appeared in the doorway. His form flickered, struggling to maintain cohesion. The Silence had already taken part of him. He had only moments.

"She's ready," he projected. "The Beacon is calibrated. It will sing for her until someone answers."

Selene's mother pulled back, cupping her daughter's face with both hands. She projected everything she had left—the history of their species, the beauty of their Ascension, the terror of their ending. She poured it into Selene like water into a cup, filling her until she overflowed.

"Remember the song," her mother said. "Remember the Harmony. Remember that we loved you."

Her father crossed the room and wrapped them both in his fading arms. For one perfect instant, they were whole again—a family, a people, a world.

Then he dissolved into light, and the light streamed into Selene, and she screamed as she absorbed the last of him.

Her mother lifted her, placed her in the cryogenic pod, and sealed the lid.

Through the crystal, Selene watched her mother press her palm to the glass. Watched her smile. Watched the shadow creep up behind her, reaching with fingers made of silence and hunger.

Her mother did not run.

She held Selene's gaze until the end.

The pod launched through the heart of the dying world, through the burning atmosphere, into the cold emptiness between stars. Selene screamed and screamed, but there was no one left to hear.

Only the Beacon would hear now.

Only the Beacon would sing.

And it would sing for four point seven billion years, waiting for someone—anyone—to finally, finally answer.

* * *
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PART I: THE HUNTED
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* * *

CHAPTER ONE: THE RETURN

The water parted and Ezra Vance broke the surface gasping.

The night sky wheeled above him, stars sharp as broken glass. Behind him, the others surfaced one by one—Kaia sputtering, Leo dragging Yuna toward the rocky shoreline of the tiny island. The underwater structure had deposited them here, miles from where they'd entered, in a place Ezra didn't recognize.

But he recognized the ships.

They filled the sky above the island, blocking out the stars. Dozens of them—sleek, angular, painted in the dark grays and matte blacks of Convergence military vessels. They hung in perfect formation, silent as hunting birds, their belly lights illuminating the churning water in cold white circles.

"No," Kaia whispered. "No, no, no—"

A spotlight found them. Then another. Then a dozen.

A voice boomed from overhead, amplified and inhumanly calm: "Remain where you are. Any attempt to flee or use unauthorized abilities will result in immediate lethal force."

Ezra felt for the Code instinctively—reached for the song of the earth, the hum of the sea, the whisper of the wind. For a terrible moment, he found nothing. Just silence. Just static. Just the cold emptiness of a universe that didn't care.

Then the collars closed around their throats.

They came from nowhere—small drones no bigger than dragonflies, descending on silent wings. Before Ezra could swat his away, it latched onto his neck with cold metal legs and clicked shut. The moment it sealed, the world went dead.

The Code wasn't muffled or distant. It was gone. Erased. As if someone had reached inside him and cut the wires that connected him to everything else.

Beside him, Leo grabbed at his collar, fingers scrabbling against the seamless metal. "Get it off, get it off—"

"It won't come off." Yuna's voice was terrifyingly calm. She stood waist-deep in the water, her dark hair plastered to her face, her hand already exploring the device on her own neck. "It's keyed to our biosignatures. Forcing it will trigger a neural shutdown."

"How do you know that?" Kaia demanded.

"Because I helped design the prototype." Yuna met Ezra's eyes across the water. "Six months ago. Before I knew what I was helping them build."

A larger craft descended from the main fleet, its landing thrusters churning the sea into steam. A ramp extended, and figures in dark combat armor marched down it—not running, but moving with the measured confidence of predators who knew their prey had nowhere to run.

At their head walked a man Ezra had never seen before.

He was tall and gaunt, with the hollow cheeks and burning eyes of a true believer. His uniform was immaculate, decorated with insignia Ezra didn't recognize—rank markers from the Convergence's new hierarchy, the one they'd built after dismantling the old world governments. His hair was silver-white, cropped close to his skull, and when he smiled, it didn't reach his eyes.

"Ezra Vance," he said, stopping a few feet away. His voice was surprisingly gentle. "Kaia Nakamura. Leonardo Okonkwo. Yuna Park." He nodded to each of them in turn. "I am Director Falk. And I have been looking forward to this conversation for a very long time."

The soldiers flanked them, rifles raised. Ezra felt Kaia tensing beside him, saw Leo's eyes flickering—looking for something, anything, a weak point or an escape route.

He caught Leo's arm. Squeezed. Not now.

Leo's jaw tightened, but he stayed still.

Falk watched the exchange with evident interest. "Wise choice. Your abilities have been... contained. Not permanently, of course. The suppressors only create a localized dead zone around your nervous systems. The Code is still out there, singing its beautiful song. You just can't hear it anymore." He tilted his head. "Imagine how the rest of us have felt our entire lives. Deaf to a symphony you didn't even know was playing."

He gestured, and the soldiers closed in.

"Bring them aboard. We have so much to discuss."

* * *
[image: ]


THE BRIG WAS COLD, white, and absolutely silent.

They'd been separated—placed in individual cells along a curved corridor, each one a transparent cube with a hard light cot and a sanitary unit that folded out of the wall. Ezra could see the others: Kaia two cells down, pacing like a caged tiger; Leo across the corridor, sitting perfectly still with his eyes closed; Yuna at the far end, her face pressed against the transparent wall, watching something Ezra couldn't see.

He pressed his palm to his own wall. The material was warm, almost organic. Not glass. Something else. Something that hummed faintly against his skin, a vibration he could feel but not hear.

They reverse-engineered this from Gardener tech.

The thought chilled him more than the cell's perfect climate control. Falk had said the suppressors were based on Gardener designs. How much else had they figured out? How long had they been studying the artifacts, the structures, the dormant machinery left behind by a being they didn't understand?

And more importantly—how had they known where to find them?

Ezra thought of the underwater structure, hidden for millennia beneath the ocean. They'd surfaced in the middle of nowhere, miles from where they'd entered. No one should have known where to look.

Unless someone had told them.

Unless someone on the outside had been feeding them information all along.

He thought of his father's face, cold and controlled on the bridge of his ship as Ezra was captured. Thought of the emergency beacon Yuna had built, the one she'd assured them was untraceable. Thought of Safehaven, the underground resistance network that had sheltered them—a network that had seemed too organized, too well-supplied, too lucky to have survived this long without Convergence finding it.

No. Don't go there. Trust is all we have left.

But the doubt was a worm in his brain, and it was already burrowing deep.

The door at the end of the corridor hissed open.

Director Falk walked in alone.

He moved slowly down the line of cells, pausing at each one to look inside. At Kaia, who snarled and slammed her palm against the wall. At Leo, who opened his eyes and stared back with unsettling calm. At Yuna, who didn't move from where she stood pressed against the far side of her cell.

Then he stopped in front of Ezra.

"You must be hungry," Falk said. "Thirsty. The human body has such inconvenient needs." He touched something on his wrist, and a panel slid open in Ezra's cell wall, revealing a tray of food—real food, not rations, steaming and fragrant. "Eat. We'll talk in the morning."

"Why wait?" Ezra's voice came out rougher than he expected. "You've got us. You've got the suppressors. Why not just... take whatever you want?"

Falk smiled. It was almost kind. "Because I don't want to take anything, Ezra. I want you to give it to me. Willingly. With understanding." He leaned closer to the transparent wall. "The Gardener isn't a god. It's an architect. It built something beautiful, yes—but it built it without our consent, without our knowledge, without giving us any choice in whether we wanted to be part of its grand experiment. I'm offering something different. I'm offering partnership. Control. A chance for humanity to meet this... being... as equals, not worshipers."

"And if we refuse?"

Falk's smile didn't waver. "Then I'll ask your friends. And their families. And everyone else in Safehaven, once we finish rounding them up." He tapped the wall lightly
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