
        
            
                
            
        



    
        
          War with the Red Shift

        

        
        
          PPKPP

        

        
          Published by PPKPP, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WAR WITH THE RED SHIFT

    

    
      First edition. May 22, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 PPKPP.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235642966

    

    
    
      Written by PPKPP.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every reader who carries stories forward, to every voice that refuses silence, and to all who protect truth even when it is fragile. This book is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "When the past can be rewritten, courage begins with remembering."

      

    






War with the Red Shift 

Genre: War Thriller 

Author: Pavel Kostka – PPKPP 

Year of Publication: 2026

 


Legal Notice

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, whether electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the author.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, events, organizations, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events is purely coincidental.

The author assumes no responsibility for any errors or omissions in this book, nor for any consequences arising from the use of the information contained herein. All characters and narrative elements are created solely for entertainment purposes.

Unauthorized distribution, uploading, or sharing of this book is prohibited and may result in civil or criminal liability.

© 2026 Pavel Kostka – PPKPP. All rights reserved.

 


Annotation: War with the Red Shift

In a world where memories can be rewritten and history can be engineered, Captain Mara Voss and her team stand against the Red Shift, a covert network reshaping reality from within. As false artifacts appear, records vanish, and entire communities adopt memories they never lived, Mara and Kade Riel fight to protect the last fragile line between truth and manipulation.

War with the Red Shift is a tense war thriller about identity, power, and the battle for collective memory. When the past becomes a weapon, the future belongs to those who refuse to forget.
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Chapter 1: Threshold

The portal opened like a wound in the sky, a ragged circle of light and static that did not belong to any map or calendar. It hung over the ruined plaza like a promise and a threat, a seam in the world where the air tasted of ozone and old rain. Soldiers moved through the dust with the practiced silence of men and women who had learned to carry entire histories in their pockets. Their armor was matte black and scarred, not by bullets but by time itself. Each plate bore the faint shimmer of chronal residue, a pattern that looked like frost on glass and hummed when the wind shifted. They called themselves the Shift Corps, and tonight they were the last line between a commander who wanted to rewrite everything and the fragile continuity that kept people alive.

Captain Mara Voss stood at the edge of the light and watched the portal breathe. Her face was a map of small decisions, of favors owed and debts paid in blood. She had been born in a city that no longer existed, in a decade that had been erased and then stitched back with compromises. She had learned to read the seams between moments, to feel when a memory was borrowed and when it was true. The mission briefing had been simple in its cruelty. Enter the portal. Secure the anchor. Prevent the commander from seeding the past with his doctrine. Return with the anchor intact. The words had been spoken in a room that smelled of coffee and old metal, but the meaning had been layered with contingencies and contingencies of contingencies. There was always a price.

Behind her, Lieutenant Kade Riel checked his rifle with a ritual patience. He was young enough to still believe in cause and old enough to know causes could be rewritten. His hands moved with the steadiness of someone who had seen a hundred different suns rise and fall in different centuries. He had a scar that ran from his temple to his jaw, a pale line that told a story he never told aloud. The scar was not from a bullet. It was from a paradox, a moment when two versions of himself had collided and one had been left behind. He kept that memory folded away like a map to a place he never wanted to visit again.

The plaza below the portal was a palimpsest. Buildings leaned at impossible angles, their facades a collage of eras. A glass tower from a future skyline stood half embedded in a baroque facade that belonged to a city of horse drawn carriages. Neon signs flickered in languages that had not yet been invented. Statues wore clothing from centuries that had not yet been sewn. Time had been layered here like sediment, each layer pressed into the next until the whole place felt like a fossil of possibility. The commander had chosen this site for a reason. It was a node, a place where timelines intersected and the fabric of causality was thin enough to be pierced.

Mara felt the hum of the anchor in her pack, a small device no larger than a fist that pulsed with a cold blue light. It was the only thing that could hold a portal open long enough for a team to pass through and return. Without it, the portal would collapse into a memory and the team would be stranded in whatever century the commander decided to claim. The anchor was also a beacon, a homing signal that could be traced by anyone with the right instruments. That was why the mission had to be surgical. That was why they had to move like ghosts.

They descended into the plaza in a line that made no sound. The air was thick with the smell of frying oil and gunpowder, of wet stone and something metallic that tasted like the future. A child ran past them, laughing, wearing a jacket stitched from fabric that shimmered with embedded circuitry. He did not see them. He could not. The child belonged to a timeline that had not yet been touched by the commander. For now he was a small, bright thing in a world that was about to be rearranged.

The first sign of trouble was the clock tower. It had been a landmark for as long as anyone could remember, a sentinel that had kept time for generations. Tonight its hands spun in reverse, a slow, deliberate unwinding that made the hairs on Mara's arms stand up. Time did not spin like that unless someone was forcing it. The tower's face was cracked and bleeding light, and from its mouth came a sound like a choir of broken watches. Kade's jaw tightened. He had heard that sound before in a field where the sky had folded and men had fallen through their own histories.

They moved toward the tower, and the plaza shifted around them. A market stall that had been selling spices a moment before now displayed mechanical parts stamped with a crest Mara recognized from a war that had been erased. A woman in a dress from another century argued with a vendor who spoke in a dialect that belonged to a future coast. The world was rearranging itself in real time, as if the commander were testing the seams, tugging at threads to see which would hold.

"Anchor status," Mara whispered.

"Stable," Kade replied. "Signal strength low. We have a window of six minutes before the anchor needs recalibration."

Six minutes. The number landed in Mara's chest like a stone. It was both a promise and a countdown. Six minutes to secure the node, to find the commander or his agents, to stop whatever ritual he intended to perform. Six minutes to prevent a man from becoming a god.

They reached the base of the clock tower and found the first of the commander’s marks. It was not a symbol in any language Mara knew. It was a geometry of light, a sigil that pulsed with a red shift, a color that seemed to absorb the edges of things. The sigil was etched into the stone as if by a hand that did not belong to any human era. Around it, the air shimmered and small objects drifted as if underwater. A coin rolled uphill and stopped at Mara's boot. She picked it up. It was warm and stamped with a face she recognized from a history that had been erased and then rewritten to suit the commander’s rise.

"Chrono sabotage," Kade said. "They are seeding the node with altered artifacts."

"Meaning?" Mara asked.

"Meaning the commander is not just opening portals. He is planting anchors in the past and the future. He wants to make his presence inevitable."

The plaza answered with a sound like a thousand shutters closing. A figure stepped out from behind the tower, not running, not hiding, but walking with the calm of someone who had already won. He wore a uniform that was both ancient and new, a cut that suggested imperial courts and corporate boardrooms at once. His face was obscured by a visor that reflected the portal like a black sun. He carried no weapon that Mara could see, and that was the most dangerous thing of all. Power did not always need a gun. Power could be a law, a memory, a rewritten fact that made people kneel without knowing why.

"Commander Alaric," Kade breathed.

The name landed like a verdict. Alaric had been a rumor for years, a shadow commander who had orchestrated coups across timelines, who had turned victories into inevitabilities by rewriting the records that came before. He had been a myth until he had not been. Now he stood in the plaza with the confidence of a man who had already rewritten the map of the world.

"Captain Voss," he said, his voice amplified and yet intimate, as if he were speaking directly into the bones. "You are persistent."

Mara felt the anchor pulse against her ribs. She could feel the portal behind her, a living thing that wanted to close and open and close again. She could feel the weight of the mission, the faces of people who had been erased and those who had been saved. She could feel the child who had run past them, laughing, unaware that his laughter might be the last sound of a timeline that would be folded into another.

"Alaric," she said. "This ends tonight."

"Ends," he repeated, as if tasting the word. "You speak as if time is a line. It is not. It is a field. It is a garden of possibilities. I will prune it."

"Prune?" Kade said. "You mean kill."

Alaric smiled, and the smile was a small, precise thing. "I mean correct. I mean to remove the rot. I mean to make history efficient."

"History is not a ledger," Mara said. "It is a story. You cannot edit it without killing the people who live in it."

"People are malleable," Alaric said. "They are narratives waiting to be improved. Imagine a world without the mistakes that led to war, without the accidents that bred suffering. Imagine a world where my rule is not contested because the past itself has been arranged to accept it."

Mara thought of the child and of the coin in her hand and of the scar on Kade's face. She thought of the woman who had argued with the vendor and of the market stall that sold parts stamped with a crest that had never existed. She thought of the anchor in her pack and of the six minutes that were slipping like sand.

"Then you will be a god built on graves," she said.

Alaric's visor reflected her face back at her, but it was not her face. It was a version of her that had made different choices, that had bent to a different will. "Gods are necessary," he said. "They bring order."

"Order at the cost of freedom is tyranny," Kade said.

Alaric tilted his head. "You speak like a soldier who has not yet tasted the sweetness of certainty."

"Then you have not tasted the bitterness of loss," Mara said.

Words were a poor weapon, but they were all they had for a moment. The plaza held its breath. The portal pulsed. The anchor hummed. Time itself seemed to listen.

Alaric raised a hand and the sigil on the tower flared. The air thickened and the coin in Mara's palm melted into a smear of light. The child who had run past them froze mid laugh and then blinked as if waking from a dream. For a second Mara saw two versions of the plaza layered one on top of the other, like transparencies misaligned. In one, the market was whole and the clock tower chimed the hour. In the other, the tower was a ruin and the market was a field of ash. The commander was folding one over the other, pressing one into the other until the seams disappeared.

"Now," Alaric said. "Choose. Stand with the continuity that keeps the weak in place, or stand with me and build a future that does not repeat the same mistakes."

Mara felt the anchor in her pack like a heart. She thought of the faces she had sworn to protect, of the timelines that had been erased and the ones that had been saved. She thought of the paradox that had left a scar on Kade's face and of the price they had paid to keep the world from unraveling. She thought of the child and of the coin and of the way the plaza had folded.

"Stand with the people," she said.

Alaric's laugh was soft and without mirth. "People are inconvenient," he said. "They require explanation. They require history. I will give them a history that makes them obedient."

"Then you will be a tyrant with a clean ledger," Mara said.

"Call it what you will," Alaric said. "I call it progress."

Kade moved then, a blur of motion that was both desperate and precise. He lunged for the sigil, for the geometry of light that pulsed with the red shift. Mara followed, anchor in hand, and for a moment the world narrowed to the sound of their boots and the hum of the portal. The plaza around them dissolved into a thousand possible outcomes, each one a thread that could be cut or tied.

They reached the sigil and Kade reached for it with gloved hands. The light bit into his skin and he cried out, a sound that was not entirely human. For a second he was everywhere and nowhere, a man split across centuries. Mara felt the anchor tear in her grip and the blue light flared like a star. She slammed the anchor into the ground and felt it bite into the seam of the plaza. The portal shuddered and the air screamed.

Alaric stepped back and the visor reflected a thousand versions of the scene. "You cannot hold it," he said. "You cannot hold a wound open without it becoming infected."

"Then we will close it," Mara said.

"Close it and you will trap the consequences," Alaric said. "Leave it open and you will be consumed."

The choice was a blade with two edges. Mara thought of the child and of the coin and of the scar on Kade's face. She thought of the anchor and of the way the portal breathed. She thought of the commander and of the way he smiled like a man who had already written the footnotes of history.

"Do it," she said to Kade.

He nodded, and in that nod was the weight of every soldier who had ever followed an order into a place where time itself was the enemy. He reached into the sigil and pulled, and the world tore.

For a moment there was only light and sound and the sense of falling through a corridor of mirrors. Mara felt herself unspool, a thread pulled from a tapestry. She saw flashes of other lives, other choices, other versions of herself that had loved and lost in different centuries. She saw a city that had never been built and a child who had never been born. She saw Alaric standing on a throne that had been carved from the bones of timelines. She saw Kade, whole and broken, and she felt the anchor burn like a brand.

Then the light collapsed and the plaza was quiet. The portal was a hole in the air, ragged and sputtering, and the sigil on the tower was a smear of ash. The coin in Mara's hand was cold and ordinary. The child who had run past them was gone, as if he had never been. The market stalls were intact, but the neon signs flickered in languages that made no sense. The clock tower stood with its hands at twelve, as if time had been paused and then set down again.

Alaric was gone.

Mara sank to her knees and the anchor hummed in the dirt. Kade leaned against the tower, breathing hard, his face pale. He touched the scar on his jaw and for a moment he looked like a man who had been given a second chance and did not know what to do with it.

"Status," Mara said.

"Anchor stable," Kade said. "But the node is contaminated. There are echoes. Fragments. We sealed one incision but the wound is not healed."

Mara looked at the plaza and felt the weight of what they had done. They had stopped Alaric from performing whatever ritual he had planned, but they had not stopped the idea. Ideas were like seeds. They could be buried and they could sprout in other soils. The commander had been a gardener with a sickly vision. They had cut down one plant, but the roots ran deep.

"Report to command," Mara said. "Tell them we bought time."

"Time is what he wants," Kade said. "He will come again."

"Then we will be ready," Mara said, and she did not know if she believed it. She only knew that the anchor in the dirt was a small, stubborn light in a world that had been bent and bruised. She only knew that they had crossed a threshold and that beyond it lay a war that would not be fought with bullets alone.

They gathered themselves and moved through the plaza, past the market stalls and the clock tower and the neon signs that hummed like distant stars. The city around them was a collage of eras, a place where the past and the future had been pressed together until the seams showed. Somewhere in that collage Alaric would be rewriting the footnotes of history. Somewhere else he would be planting artifacts that would make his rise inevitable. Somewhere else he would be a whisper that became a law.

Mara kept her hand on the anchor and felt its cold pulse. She thought of the child and of the coin and of the scar on Kade's face. She thought of the commander and of the way he had smiled. She thought of the portal and of the way it had opened like a wound in the sky.

They had crossed the threshold. The war had begun.

 


Chapter 2: Echoes

The city had not yet learned how to forget what had almost been taken from it. In the hours after the portal collapsed the plaza felt like a place that had been stitched back together with hands that trembled. People moved through the streets with the slow, careful gait of those who had seen a miracle and a massacre in the same breath. News feeds filled with images that did not belong together, photographs that showed a clock tower intact and a clock tower in ruins at once, and commentators argued about whether the footage was real or a sophisticated forgery. The Shift Corps moved through that noise like surgeons through a crowded ward, their faces set, their eyes cataloging anomalies with the trained cruelty of those who had to decide which memories to save and which to let go.

Captain Mara Voss did not sleep. She sat on the roof of a building that had once been a library and watched the city breathe. Below her the streets were a collage of eras, a living museum where a tram from a vanished century shared rails with a hovercar that had not yet been certified. The anchor lay beside her like a small, obedient animal, its blue pulse a metronome for a world that had been given a reprieve. She had expected relief after the confrontation with Alaric. Instead she felt the hollow that follows a wound, the knowledge that stopping a man in one place did not stop the idea that had driven him.

Kade Riel arrived with the dawn, his boots scuffing the gravel, his face drawn. He carried a satchel of artifacts that had been recovered from the plaza, each item wrapped in cloth and tagged with a time stamp and a notation that read contaminated. They were small things, a child's toy stamped with a crest that had never existed, a newspaper whose headline announced a war that had not happened, a photograph of a woman who had been erased from every registry. Each object was a seed of inevitability, a piece of evidence that Alaric had been planting narratives across centuries.

"We have to catalog them," Kade said. "We have to know what he planted and where."

Mara turned the anchor in her hands. "He will not stop at one node," she said. "He will not be satisfied with a single garden."

Kade sat beside her and unwrapped a small metal bird. It was delicate and old fashioned, its wings etched with a pattern that shimmered when the light hit it. "This came from a market stall that sold spices and clockwork," he said. "The vendor swore he had never seen it before. He said it appeared after the portal opened."

Mara traced the bird's wing with a fingertip. The metal was warm, as if it had been held recently. "We need to find the other nodes," she said. "We need to map the lattice."

Kade nodded. "Command will want a report. They will want to know how many anchors he has seeded, how many timelines he has touched. But the truth is we do not know where to look. He is not planting in a straight line. He is scattering like a gardener who wants to ensure his seeds find fertile soil."

The Shift Corps had a map that was more like a constellation than a chart. Nodes glowed where timelines intersected, some faint and some bright, some stable and some like the afterimage of a struck bell. The Corps had learned to read the map by the scars it left on the world. Places where history had been rewritten bore a certain signature. Buildings would have mismatched foundations. Names would appear in records that had no origin. People would remember things that never happened and forget things that had been real. Those were the places to watch.

Mara and Kade were not the only ones watching. There were whispers of other groups, of mercenaries who sold their services to the highest bidder, of cults that worshipped the idea of a single ruler who could make the world neat, of governments that wanted to weaponize the technology for their own ends. The commander had not been a lone actor. He had been a catalyst, a man who had found a way to exploit the seams and then offered the tools to those who wanted certainty more than they wanted truth.

The first mission after the plaza was reconnaissance. A small team would be sent to a node in a coastal town that had been a crossroads for centuries. The node had been flagged because of a pattern of anomalies in shipping manifests and birth records. The plan was simple in its outline and monstrous in its contingencies. Insert, observe, extract, return. The anchor would be used to open a temporary corridor, long enough to send a scout team into the node and back. The team would carry devices that could detect chrono signatures, instruments that read the density of causality like a seismograph reads the earth.

Mara briefed the team in a room that smelled of solder and coffee. The men and women who sat before her were a cross section of eras and experiences. Some had been born in timelines that no longer existed. Some had been recruited from futures where the commander had already won and had chosen to fight anyway. There was a linguist who could speak in dialects that had not yet been codified, a mechanic who could repair engines that had not yet been invented, a medic who had learned to treat wounds that were temporal in nature. They were a strange, necessary family.

"Remember," Mara said, "we are not here to change history. We are here to observe and to prevent changes. If you find an artifact that is clearly out of place, tag it and bring it back. If you encounter civilians, do not interfere unless they are in immediate danger. If you encounter Alaric or his agents, do not engage unless you can guarantee extraction. Our priority is the anchor and the integrity of the node."

A young soldier raised his hand. "What if the node is already compromised?" he asked. "What if the commander has already rewritten the local records?"

"Then we document," Mara said. "We take what we can and we leave. We do not try to fix the past. We do not try to play god. We are custodians, not kings."

The team moved out at dusk. The anchor was secured in a transport that hummed with a low, steady sound. The city fell away and the landscape shifted as they traveled. They passed through towns that had been stitched together from different centuries, through fields where crops grew in patterns that suggested a different climate, through highways that led to bridges that had never been built. The world was a palimpsest and they were reading the layers.

The coastal town was smaller than the maps suggested. It sat on a bay that had been a harbor for traders for generations. Its streets were narrow and smelled of salt and fish. The node was centered in the old lighthouse, a structure that had been rebuilt so many times it was a collage of stone and steel. The team set up the anchor in a cellar beneath a bakery, the smell of fresh bread a small, human comfort in a place that had been touched by the unnatural.

The instruments hummed and the chrono seismograph registered a pattern that made the technician frown. "There is a resonance," she said. "It is not local. It is like a chorus of echoes."

"Echoes of what?" the linguist asked.

"Of edits," the technician said. "Small changes layered over time. Someone has been pruning this node for a long time."

Mara felt the hairs on her arms rise. "How long?"

"Long enough that the local records show births and deaths that do not match the physical evidence," the medic said. "Long enough that people remember events that never happened and forget events that did."

They moved through the town and found the signs. A statue in the square bore the face of a man who had never existed. A plaque commemorated a treaty that had not been signed. A school taught a history that placed a different family on the throne. The changes were subtle and cumulative, like the slow erosion of a coastline. Each edit made the next one easier.

In the bakery a woman wept quietly as she kneaded dough. Her hands were flour dusted and steady. She had a photograph pinned to the wall that showed a child who was not in the town registry. When Mara asked about the photograph the woman smiled and said the child had been taken by the sea. She said it with the certainty of someone who had been told a story so often it had become truth. Mara felt the weight of the lie like a physical thing.
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