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The Whisper in the Static

	The hum of the command module was constant, a low mechanical purr beneath Lieutenant Kira Halden’s boots. She sat alone in the observation deck of The Aegis Dawn, her gaze locked on the blank canvas of space stretching beyond the reinforced viewing panels. For days now, they had been on patrol just outside the Kuiper Belt, beyond even the quiet chatter of the solar system's usual traffic. But last night—if it could be called that in space—they’d heard something. A whisper. Not human. Not natural. A pattern etched in static.

	The audio logs had been reviewed a dozen times by the ship’s AI, Ava-9, which insisted it was nothing more than radiation noise. But Kira knew better. Her experience in deep-signal analysis had taught her how to listen between the lines, to hear when something was trying to be heard. This wasn’t just a coincidence or a cosmic hiccup. It was a signal. A deliberate one.

	She leaned forward, fingers dancing over the interface, replaying the segment again. White noise filled the room, broken only by a flicker—a rise in frequency, a coded pulse, repeating every 73 seconds. The same anomaly. The same ghost message. It wasn’t modulated like human transmissions, and it didn’t follow the known communication protocols used by Earth, Mars, or the outer colonies. It was off-pattern, as if intentionally avoiding recognition.

	Commander Vance had dismissed it this morning, writing it off as background noise from the Perseid dust stream. But Kira hadn’t let it go. She’d stayed up, poring through old logs, digging through deep-space observatory archives. And then she found it—a brief note in a two-year-old file from the Helios Research Array near Saturn: Unidentified modulation sequence. Class-C anomaly. Logged for future analysis.

	It was the same signal.

	Kira exhaled slowly and stood. She crossed the room, the lights dimming automatically as her presence moved away from the control panel. Behind her, the static still whispered, like the universe breathing through the cracks of silence. She felt its rhythm now—not just a pattern of sound but a message in waiting. What disturbed her most was the sense that it wasn’t meant for them. They had just… intercepted it.

	In the mess hall, Ensign Rhys was half-asleep at the table, his tablet glowing with a paused game. Kira slid into the seat across from him. “Hey. I need access to the deep frequency arrays. The stuff buried in Level 7 diagnostics.”

	Rhys blinked. “Why would you—wait, you’re still chasing that blip?”

	Kira gave him a look sharp enough to silence further protest. “I think it’s not a blip. I think it’s a message that was never meant to reach us.”

	He stared at her, trying to decide whether to argue. Then he sighed and tapped into the ship’s internal systems, routing permissions under the radar of the main command. “Just don’t get me court-martialed.”

	By the time she returned to the lab, Ava-9 had already recompiled the full waveform. But it had done more. The AI had constructed a visual representation: a waveform loop wrapped around itself like a coiled strand of DNA. There was data in the static. Not voice. Not image. Something else. Ava’s voice chimed in quietly. “Lieutenant Halden, I have determined the signal contains mathematical structure. Prime-based intervals. It is artificial.”

	Kira's heart thudded. “Can you locate the source?”

	“Triangulation suggests deep origin. Direction: constellation Andromeda. Estimated source distance: 2.5 million light-years.”

	Kira froze. She knew the distance. Everyone did. Andromeda was the closest galaxy to the Milky Way, still unimaginably distant. No Earth technology could send a signal there, let alone expect one back. If the whisper came from Andromeda… it had been traveling for millions of years.

	She didn’t report it immediately. Instead, she spent hours with Ava-9, mapping the sequence. Every pulse, every pause. They built a framework, a language scaffold. It wasn’t human speech, but it obeyed structure—syntax without words. A conversation built in logic. A language designed to transcend species.

	At 0400 hours, Kira stood again on the observation deck, watching the stars flicker with cold indifference. She had known the universe was vast. But now, it felt inhabited in a way that transcended biology. The message carried no images, no instructions, no greetings. Just the repetition of form. A call echoing across time.

	When she finally presented the data to Commander Vance and the science team, there was silence in the room. The Commander scowled. “Even if this is a signal, there’s nothing actionable. It’s too old. Too far. You can’t talk to a ghost.”

	“But what if it wasn’t meant to reach us?” Kira pressed. “What if we weren’t the intended recipients, but we’re intercepting something sent to someone else?”

	The idea sent a ripple of unease through the room. The concept of intergalactic communication was not new, but this wasn’t the usual hopeful beacon sent out into the dark. This was eavesdropping on a transmission not meant for human ears.

	“What if it’s not a message, but a warning?” one of the technicians asked quietly.

	That changed the tone. A warning from one unknown civilization to another. A cry in the dark. Or worse—a red flag meant to keep others away.

	Kira left the briefing with a mix of vindication and dread. She had proven the anomaly was real. That was the easy part. Now came the questions with no answers: Who sent it? Why? And what had they encountered in the Andromeda galaxy that made them send a whisper across time?

	Ava-9 had continued to process the signal in the background. By the evening, it reported a breakthrough. The static contained embedded coordinate references—geometric alignments between stars, encoded in trinary representations. It was a map.

	Kira stared at it, heart thudding. A destination. A point within Andromeda. Was it where the signal originated, or where it was meant to arrive?

	There were no records of Earth probes or satellites that had ever been capable of going that far. The fastest ship built by the Solar Alliance wouldn’t reach Andromeda in less than several million years. And yet, the signal was here. Now. This suggested something else entirely—either the message had been sent from something already nearby... or something closer had relayed it.

	That possibility unnerved her more than anything else.

	Kira requested long-range scans of the space surrounding their patrol zone. Deep scans. Not just radiation and matter, but gravitational lensing—subtle distortions that could suggest hidden mass or cloaked objects. Ava-9 processed the request.

	Hours later, she was woken by the alert tone.

	“Lieutenant,” Ava’s voice said with practiced calm. “Anomalous object detected. Drifting at sub-light velocity. No heat signature. No drive emissions. Distance: 0.02 AU.”

	Kira leapt out of bed, pulling on her uniform. Twenty-thousand kilometers. That was within striking distance.

	When she arrived at the main viewing deck, the object was already on the display. It was small, roughly the size of a scout pod. Its shape was irregular—like an asteroid—but perfectly symmetrical. No surface features, no markings. Just a dark shard suspended in space.

	The whisper was growing louder. Not in volume, but in meaning. Ava had begun matching fragments of the signal to the object’s surface reflections. It wasn’t just broadcasting. It was resonating with it.

	The ship hadn’t found the signal.

	The signal had brought them here.

	Kira stared out at the void, the dark shard drifting in the eternal cold. Somewhere beyond it, across the unimaginable gulf, Andromeda waited. But this… this thing was a piece of it. A messenger. Or a probe. Or a monument.

	For now, it whispered.

	And she listened.

	 


Coordinates Unknown

	There was a stillness in the data lab that didn’t match the atmosphere anywhere else on The Aegis Dawn. Where most of the ship buzzed with the low thrum of fusion drives and the quiet hum of human voices managing systems and routines, this place felt different. Hushed. Observing. As if the very walls were listening. Lieutenant Kira Halden sat at the main console, her eyes flicking between layers of encoded data Ava-9 had compiled. She had isolated the string from the whispering signal the day before and now stared at the most confounding piece: a block of numerical sequences repeating at odd intervals, shifting slightly but never at random. They were coordinates. Of that she was almost sure. But they didn’t point to anything recognizable.

	The conventional star maps provided no match. Nothing in the galactic grid lined up with the string Ava was suggesting. Not a planetary system, not a known anomaly, not a star, dead or living. And yet, the numbers were specific—far too deliberate to be noise. A simple triad of figures, rearranged, mirrored, then layered. She’d fed them into gravitational charts, dark matter maps, even the ancient Sloan Sky Survey database. Nothing. No match.

	That was when it occurred to her: maybe the coordinates weren’t meant to reference locations within their known charts at all. Maybe they belonged to a map that wasn’t human in origin.

	She leaned back in her chair, rubbing her eyes. It was easy to lose hours in here. Days, even. The absence of sunlight, of any measurable sense of time, wore on people differently. Kira had long since given up trying to measure days by clocks. Instead, she measured time by progress—how far the decryption had come, how many new patterns Ava could isolate. In this case, time was moving fast. Too fast.

	Just yesterday, they were listening to the whisper. Now the whisper was pointing.

	The numbers began to shift on screen again as Ava introduced them into a spatial simulation that mapped trajectories in four-dimensional geometry. The visualization was dazzling—arcs of light forming curves through empty space, a weaving of paths that ignored the flatness of ordinary galactic planes. The AI’s tone was calm, almost too calm. “Lieutenant Halden, when extrapolated across relative temporal distortion, the coordinates match the movement of an object traveling at relativistic speed.”
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