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Crystals of light vibrated gently along the palace walls, emitting a harmony of colors that shifted with each breath of their inhabitants. Emperor Noah stood on the highest balcony of Luminara Palace, his luminous silver hand touching a railing made of hard-light fields—photons locked into a solid lattice by quantum-stabilized exotic fields. His long hair, like liquid silver, flowed down his back, moving with the invisible currents of graviton flux flowing from the galactic core. His eyes—a pair of irises spinning between nebula purple and supernova gold—gazed at the giant holographic screen hovering before him.

On that screen, a pale blue planet was dying.

"Earth," he whispered, his voice carried through quantum-resonance fields that reached across dimensions. "Your time has finally come."

Around him, hundreds of the Neorace gathered in sacred silence. Their perfect bodies—the result of billions of years of guided evolution, genetic engineering, and fusion with various humanoid species—shimmered through light-spun clothing that shifted form according to their will. Some chose flowing robes, others crystal armor, and some wore only strands of light wrapped around their bodies like cosmic silk.

They all witnessed the moment that had been calculated 7.5 billion years ago.

The Sun—the yellow star that had nurtured life for eons—had now swollen into a red giant. Its expanding atmosphere slowly swallowed the orbits of Mercury, Venus, and now... Earth.

"Drone surveillance unit Delta-9 has reached a safe distance, Your Majesty," reported Aria, one of the highest Neorace advisors. Her aurora borealis-colored hair moved as if alive. Her electric cyan eyes watched data streaming through the air. "Maximum resolution recording has been activated. All Earth archives, from the Hadean epoch to the final evacuation, had been synchronized with the Eternal Library."

Noah nodded. His face—still appearing like a man in his thirties despite having lived for 3.2 million years—showed an expression difficult to interpret. It was not sadness, because the Neorace had evolved beyond such primitive emotions. But there was something... an echo from a past so distant, a memory embedded in their DNA that had mutated thousands of times.

Nostalgia. That was the closest word.

"Magnify the final sector," Noah commanded.

The holographic screen shifted, displaying Earth's long-dead surface. There were no more blue oceans, no more white clouds—only a barren expanse of cracked rock, magma pooling in the lowlands, and an atmosphere eroded away by solar winds. The continents that were once green and bustling were now barely recognizable geological shadows.

The final evacuation had been conducted 6 billion years ago—a formality, really, because Earth's population had drastically decreased 6.5 billion years earlier when the Great Migration began. Some purists had chosen to hold out until the end, living in high-tech domes, watching their ancestral planet slowly die.

But even they eventually left. And now, Earth was truly alone.

"Begin," Noah whispered.

On the screen, the glowing edge of the Sun touched Earth's remaining atmosphere. Super-heated plasma began eroding the planet's outer layer. Rocks vaporized into gas. Magma exploded in spectacular but futile bursts. Earth, the planet that had given birth to the most complex life in the known universe, was now slowly dissolving in the embrace of the star that had given it warmth for 9.5 billion years.

"Does Your Majesty wish to issue a memorial decree?" Aria asked gently.

Noah fell silent for a moment. Then he raised his hand. Cosmic energy gathered in his palm, forming a spinning sphere of light. He threw it into the air, and the sphere exploded into millions of light particles, forming words in every language that ever was and ever would be.

The Imperial Declaration flowed throughout the known universe, crossing 2.3 trillion galaxies currently under the rule of the Neolight Empire—a vast domain, yet only a fraction of the infinite. Beyond the imperial borders lay the Frontier Galaxies, and further still, the Unclaimed Void, where the light of the empire had yet to reach.

"Today, at rotation 947,358,442,116 from Epoch Zero, we witness the end of Earth—birthplace of humanity, ancestor of the Neorace. Let all species in our kingdom honor the planet that gave us existence. From stardust it was formed, and to the stars it returns. Memento Originem. Remember your origin."

The message was transmitted through the quantum-entanglement network, reaching every corner of the empire instantly. On trillions of planets, in thousands of parallel dimensions, and across various manipulated timelines, all Neorace paused momentarily to pay respect.

Noah lowered his hand. He closed his eyes, and for
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