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Chapter 1 – The Celestial Backdrop
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Star Captain Kras Burgo rocked slowly in his antique chair on the veranda of his twentieth-century-style home. 

The creaking of the chair reminded him of times long gone. In his left hand smoldered a Havana cigar, the smoke rising in heavy coils that smelled of earth and sea.

In his right gleamed a glass of amber-colored synthesized whiskey — a product of a nanolab, yet with a flavor so close to the original that it felt as though the future had managed to resurrect the lost magic of the past.

His gaze was fixed on the sky.

It shone in a deep bluish-black darkness, pierced by billions of stars — not chaotic, but moving in an ordered dance of constellations humanity had traced across the heavens for millennia.

To the right, just above the horizon, Sirius blazed — the bright eye of the night. Its light was pure and dazzling, like a needle piercing the very darkness.

Higher up, within Orion’s fiery belt, pulsed the reddish glow of Betelgeuse — an old sun beating like the heart of a dying titan. Each throb seemed to foretell a storm unlike any ever seen.

Between them flickered the bluish spark of Rigel — young, proud, and restless. Its light had crossed the ages to touch Kras Burgo’s eyes in that very moment, a whisper from antiquity reminding him how small man is before eternity.

But most striking of all was the heavenly sphere rising above the horizon — unusually near and majestic, every crack and basaltic sea visible with painful clarity.

The moon stood motionless, more real than ever — as if the night itself had chosen to draw her closer.

She had entered her perigee, the closest point in her orbit around Earth, and her light, refracted through the planet’s carbon-laden atmosphere, took on a warm, golden-orange hue.

She rose above the darkness like a living lantern whose glow did not merely illuminate the night, but pressed upon it with the weight of her presence.

And in that moment she hung above the world — silent and still, witness to eternity.

He drew deeply on his cigar, let the smoke slip slowly from his lips, and smiled bitterly. Those stars, those giants and dwarfs, that endless dome — he knew them all well. Not as a poet or a romantic, but as a man who had crossed the interstellar routes, who knew their true coordinates, spectra, and deadly secrets.

The night seemed calm. But he knew it never was.

His thoughts returned to the new project — the starship Helios Δ. It would be the first vessel not merely to glide along the surface of spacetime as earlier warp cores did, but to use stabilized wormholes.
Theorists called them Einstein–Rosen bridges, but for men like Kras they were simply gates — short, unstable, terrifyingly dangerous gates.
The ships of the present could reach 0.8 or even 0.9 c with antimatter engines — the edge of possibility. But Helios Δ promised something else: a way to exceed light speed, not by brute acceleration, which physics forbade, but by weaving through spacetime itself.
The craft would fold the fabric of the cosmos and slip through tunnels that existed only for it — corridors visible solely to their creator.
The parameters were etched into Burgo’s mind. The field of superconducting magnetic coils, kept at temperatures near absolute zero, formed the invisible skeleton of the new machine — the border between stability and chaos.
At its heart pulsed a crystalline quantum reactor, fueled by particle collisions in the range of ten to the nineteenth electron-volts — more energy than that carried by cosmic rays.
Over all of it watched an autonomous navigation AI, capable of calculating the tunnel’s topology in real time.
A single error in the coordinates could fling the ship billions of light-years away — into absolute nothingness.
He looked again toward Orion. Where the human eye saw only Betelgeuse and Rigel, the new ship could make them neighboring paths. A journey that once required days, weeks, even years — that once seemed impossible — would now be measured in minutes, hours, or at most months.

Distances once infinite were reduced to navigational routes and coordinates. Yet with Helios Δ, not only space but time itself began to yield.
Travel among the stars would no longer depend on distance, but on the courage to pass through the fabric of the universe itself.
And still... darkness lingered in his thoughts.
Kras knew another truth: the natural wormholes used by the fleet so far were unstable and unpredictable. No one could tell when they might collapse or where they might eject a ship. Some vanished instantly; others decayed somewhere else in the universe.
Helios Δ would be the first to create its own — artificial, controlled portals stabilized by human will and mathematics. Yet even so, Burgo had no illusions: reality does not like to be torn.
Behind every opening something may lurk that does not wish to be found. And now he was to be the captain who would cross the first of them.
Suddenly the silence was broken by a deep metallic tone — the sound of the holographic receiver.
The device, built into the table beside him, reacted only to high-priority transmissions.
Above its surface spread a bluish light that gradually shaped itself into a human figure woven from translucent waves and electronic static.
“Captain Burgo,” said a cool but energetic female voice — Virta, his artificial intelligence, his virtual aide, and at times his only companion in the endless silence of space. “Incoming transmission from Star Admiral Ben Rabich. Priority: Alpha Protocol.”

The hologram shifted and solidified into the tall figure of the Star Admiral himself, commander-in-chief of the space forces. His uniform was impeccable, his face severe, and his eyes flashed like lasers that tolerated no objection.

“Captain Burgo,” the voice was deep and clipped, “I’m interrupting your evening for urgent reasons. The test flight will not proceed as planned. You have new orders.”

“I understand, Admiral,” Kras drew a sharp breath. “What orders?”

“You will be briefed aboard Helios Δ. You depart... immediately.”

Virta’s calm voice confirmed: “Transport module dispatched. Estimated arrival: less than one minute.”

The night’s stillness was shattered by a distant, low-frequency rumble that grew into a steady vibration, making the veranda tremble.
From the darkness emerged a silhouette — a craft descending vertically on an antigravity drive.
There were no flames, no smoke — the air itself seemed to distort, as though space bent beneath the pressure of gravity waves.
The ground resonated under the captain’s feet until the machine touched down with a soft metallic thud.
The side door opened with a dry hiss. From within stepped two armed soldiers in black exoskeletal armor. Their footsteps echoed along the stone path.

“Captain Burgo, sir, please come with us,” said one of them — firm but respectful.

Kras took one last draw from his cigar, crushed it in the ashtray, and rose slowly. He said nothing — only nodded, inhaled deeply, picked up his prepared travel bag, and walked toward the transport module.

His hope for a quiet evening was gone.
Something new had begun — something leading into the unknown.
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Chapter 2 – The Mission
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The transport module glided silently through the aerial corridor and, within minutes, descended into the heart of the Central Command of the United Stellar Forces.
The massive complex rose like a giant monolith of steel and glass, illuminated by thousands of neon lines that traced its structure against the darkness.
Captain Kras Burgo stepped out of the module and was immediately greeted by Admiral Ben Rabich. Tall, silver-haired, with a stern gaze, the commander-in-chief extended his hand.

“Glad you got here so quickly, Kras.” His voice was as heavy as the gravity of a neutron star. “We have no time for protocol. Follow me.”

The two men entered a waiting transport capsule that detached from the ground and soared smoothly toward the spaceport. As the module accelerated, Rabich began to explain.

“A distress signal has reached us from the colony New Hope — a settlement of nearly twelve thousand souls: scientists, engineers, builders, and farmers. They’re the first pioneers who dared to make Kepler-452b a livable world. The planet lies in the constellation Cygnus, almost fourteen hundred light-years from Earth, orbiting the star Kepler-452. It’s considered one of our planet’s closest twins — about 1.6 times Earth’s radius and nearly twice its gravity.”

Burgo leaned forward, and light flashed in his eyes — a mix of wonder and hope.

“An artificial wormhole... that’s the only way we could cover such a distance in days instead of months. Natural ones have always been rare, unstable, unpredictable — their exits appearing far from the intended destination. But this... this means control, precision, something we’ve never had before.”

The admiral nodded.
“Helios Δ is the first ship capable of controlled transition through both natural and artificial wormholes. And we’ll have to prove it — right now.”
As they neared their destination, a magnificent sight unfolded before Kras’s eyes.

In the orbital dock towered a colossal silhouette — the starship Helios Δ. Its body, more than a kilometer long, gleamed with a steel-silver sheen streaked by radiant sections. The main hull stretched like a spear, surrounded by a ring structure whose core pulsed with antigravity generators and stabilization systems for wormhole passages.

Its exterior was both smooth and formidable — a hull of black titanium radiating unshakable power.
But what made it truly unique was its propulsion system.
Helios Δ carried four distinct types of engines, each with its own purpose:
— planetary drives for maneuvering and atmospheric stability;
— superluminal drives for travel beyond the light barrier;
— quantum drives for opening and crossing wormholes;
— and auxiliary thrusters scattered along the hull for precision corrections in the void of space.
This perfect combination allowed the ship to move with unprecedented speed and accuracy — a genuine pinnacle of human engineering, the most advanced machine ever built by human hands.

Kras was left breathless.
“Beauty and power, united.”
Admiral Rabich’s smile barely showed.
“And that’s only the beginning. Helios Δ carries the newest weapons science can provide:
— Photon torpedoes — miniaturized quantum-compressed warheads using focused gamma-ray detonations to pierce heavy armor. Unlike the old plasma weapons, they are stable and can be guided at near-light speeds.

— Quantum disruptors — working on the principle of quantum resonance, tuning energy fields to the frequencies of quarks and gluons. Once resonance is achieved, atomic bonds begin to tremble; the effect spreads in a chain reaction that could, at least theoretically, destabilize entire stars.

— Laser cannons — a new generation with adaptive wavelength control, automatically adjusting to the material of the target. The system uses optical crystals and gravitational lenses to keep the beam focused even across hundreds of thousands of kilometers.

— Nano-shield field — billions of nanobots forming a protective envelope around the ship, dynamically adapting to the type of attack. Kinetic or energy impacts are redirected, part of their force recycled back into the reactors.”

Burgo stayed silent, eyes fixed on the glowing silhouette of the ship. A childhood memory surfaced — an old science-fiction film he had watched on a worn-out holographic projector. In it, an empire possessed a weapon the size of an artificial moon, capable of destroying entire planets with a single beam.
Even as a child, Burgo had felt the horror of a power that could turn worlds to dust.
Now, decades later, he stood on the threshold of that same reality.
I remember the words from that film, he thought. “The greater the fear, the safer the power appears.”
He exhaled slowly and clenched his fists. Science fiction is often a warning. But when the warning becomes reality—who bears the blame? And now that power lies in my hands!

Admiral Rabich broke the silence.
“There’s one more thing you need to know, Kras. You won’t be flying only with the scientific and command crew.” He leaned slightly closer. “You’ll be joined by a battalion of elite space marines, fully equipped for any combat environment — from orbital assaults to subterranean operations.”
Burgo raised an eyebrow.
“Marines? Then you’re expecting more than a rescue mission.”
“Exactly.” Rabich nodded. “The encrypted markers in the distress signal suggest possible hostile interference. We can’t take chances. Command is assigning you not merely a rescue — but a potential combat operation.”

“Who’ll lead them?” Kras asked.

The admiral’s smile was faint but meaningful.
“Colonel Sokolov. A veteran of the Epsilon Eridani Belt War, with over twenty successful campaigns behind him. Stern, uncompromising, but a man I’d trust with my own life.”
The name wasn’t new to Burgo. He had heard the stories — of an officer who never failed a mission and never hesitated to walk into the fiercest fight.

Kras leaned back, feeling the tension of the mission rise with every passing second.

“I’ll hold full command, then?” he asked quietly, the weight already pressing on his shoulders. “And Sokolov — will he be under my authority?”

“That’s right. You carry full responsibility for every aspect — scientific and tactical. Sokolov and his battalion will act under your orders.”

Burgo drew a long breath. This isn’t just a flight. Not a test. It’s a burden—and I’ll bear it. A burden of choices no one else can make.

Suddenly, the teleport bracelet on his wrist — a small metallic band filled with pulsing nanofluids — began to vibrate. Almost at the same moment, Admiral Rabich’s own device did the same. The signal was clear: they were within the final kilometers of their destination.

“Prepare for teleportation,” Rabich ordered. “As soon as the ship’s systems register your signal, you’ll be transferred aboard Helios Δ.”

Kras looked at the starship once more — the colossal silhouette, the ringed generators, the glowing drives built for faster-than-light jumps. He knew: Helios Δ was capable of intergalactic travel, of crossing light-years and emerging in distant systems within hours.
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Chapter 3 – Aboard Helios Δ
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Kras Burgo stepped across the threshold of Helios Δ and, for a moment, found himself in a world beyond anything he had ever imagined.
The ship’s interior was magnificent — the high arches of the corridors glowed with pulsing lights that shifted in color according to section and operational state.
The floor, made of transparent nanocrystal panels, revealed the flow of plasma coolant and the thick energy conduits below — veins of a living organism.
Soft memory-foam seats, artificial gravity, and individual holographic workstations gave the place a sense of comfort rarely seen on warships.
Kras stopped before the main observation window of the central hall.
The view before him was breathtaking, yet this was not the time to admire it.
This was the first starship of its class capable of generating its own wormholes — something no previous vessel could do.
Until now, humanity had depended on natural tunnels, and travel through them had always been slow, risky, and limited.
Helios Δ could open its own gate to the far end of the galaxy — even plan jumps between galaxies themselves.
After a brief inspection tour, Captain Burgo and Admiral Rabich arrived at the command hall.
It was oval in shape, with luminous wall panels, a transparent domed ceiling, and a massive holographic display for tactical planning.
The entire crew was already waiting there.
Without wasting time on formality, Rabich began at once.
“Welcome aboard Helios Δ,” he said. “Today I’ll introduce the crew and your new chief of security — Colonel Sokolov.”
Kras studied the man: tall, broad-shouldered, muscles hardened by decades of combat operations.
His face was weathered, marked by the deep scars of past explosions and battles, yet his gaze — sharp and disciplined — radiated authority and calm confidence.
“Kras Burgo,” continued the admiral, “known among the crew as Spaceman, carries full responsibility for this ship and all missions. Sokolov will act under his command.”

“Pleasure to meet you,” Sokolov said with a curt nod toward Kras. “I hope we’ll work well together.”

The admiral moved on with the introductions.
“Nina — our astrogator. The team calls her Astra,” he said with a faint smile.
She stood and nodded politely.
Burgo followed her with his eyes — blonde, blue-eyed, exuding quiet assurance.
Her gaze was piercing, as if able to cut through even the densest fog of numbers.
Rumor had it she possessed an almost instinctive feel for orbital calculations — often anticipating the ship’s own computers.
To the crew, she was a living star map.
She often thought aloud, and those “whispers” of hers frequently led to the right decision at the last moment.
Instinct, precision, and an innate sense of the cosmos — that was Nina.
And if there was anyone he could trust to guide them through the unknown, it was her.
“Dr. Jemmy — medical and biochemical specialist. The crew calls her Doc,” Rabich continued.

The woman smiled faintly and stepped forward.
There was a quiet strength about her, felt even before she spoke.
A brunette with an intelligent expression and eyes that mixed determination with gentleness — a beauty that did not seek attention but commanded respect.
“Si Yan — linguist. The crew knows her as The Voice,” said the admiral.

The woman, with delicate Asian features and a calm demeanor, inclined her head slightly in greeting.
Her fine-boned face and sharp eyes radiated inner strength.
There was silence around her, but it was not weakness — it was focus.
Even Sokolov sensed that behind that stillness stood a will of iron.
“Chris — chief engineer,” the admiral finished with a faint grin. “Or, as everyone calls him, Pretty Boy.”

The man waved in greeting.
His hair was a little tousled, and his hands bore traces of machine oil, yet he carried himself with easy confidence — a man who could make metal obey as if it had a will of its own.
When the introductions were over, the admiral concluded with a smile:
“You’re all here for one purpose — the success of the mission and the safety of this crew.”
At that moment, the ship’s central computer, Alfie, spoke up in a slightly offended tone.
“Hey! Why wasn’t I introduced? I’m the ship’s brain! I could’ve impressed everyone with holographic effects and intellect, but you just skipped me!”
The crew burst out laughing.
Kras shook his head, smiling.
“All right, Alfie — you can introduce yourself later, when we open the wormhole.”
Admiral Rabich turned to them all.
“Good luck on your mission! You have two hours to prepare for departure.”
With a single motion, he activated the teleport bracelet on his wrist and vanished from the hall, leaving the crew in a moment of surprised silence.

Captain Burgo straightened, his voice echoing across the command chamber.
“You heard the admiral! Everyone to your stations! Run system checks, calibrate navigation, and make sure everything is ready. Helios Δ enters orbit in just a few minutes!”
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Chapter 4 – Preparation for the Mission
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Helios Δ lay at the orbital spaceport suspended between Earth and the Moon.
Its vast solar arrays caught the Sun’s light while the ship drifted in weightlessness, poised for launch.
Every second the decks hummed with activity—each member of the crew at their station, preparing the vessel for departure to the distant colony of New Hope.
Colonel Sokolov inspected his soldiers.
They stood in formation, clad in state-of-the-art combat exoskeletons—a perfect blend of protection, agility, and firepower.
The armor was built from a multilayer composite: an outer shell of nanoceramic, inner segments of titanium–carbon alloy, and ballistic plates reinforced with flexible carbon fibers.
The combination withstood direct hits from bullets, plasma shots, and even strikes from energy weapons.
Integrated energy shields projected a transparent defensive layer capable of deflecting an opening salvo or absorbing explosive shrapnel.
Camouflage panels across the armor shifted color with the environment—desert, jungle, or dense urban terrain—rendering the soldiers nearly invisible to the naked eye.
Their helmets were true command centers: holographic visors projected maps, target markers, ammunition counts, and each soldier’s vital signs.
The integrated comms suite enabled encrypted links both within the unit and directly to command.
Compact laser emitters were mounted on their forearms for close combat, and on their backs—locks for heavier weapons: plasma rifles, grenade launchers, or kinetic cannons.
The exoskeleton multiplied their physical strength—one trooper could lift loads of several hundred kilograms or leap five meters high.
A gravity compensation system automatically
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