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	Chapter One: The Year the Sun Began to Falter

	 

	The first sign that the world was ending did not arrive with fire, sirens, or collapsing cities. It arrived quietly, hidden inside a decimal point.

	In the year 2815, the Sun dimmed by 0.7 percent.

	For most people on Earth, the 

	
 

	change was invisible. Artificial skies stretched over the megacities, perfectly calibrated to maintain familiar shades of blue. Climate regulators adjusted temperatures within seconds. News channels repeated the same phrases with reassuring calm: temporary fluctuation, instrument error, no verified threat.

	Life continued.

	But for Dr. Layla Hassan, the number was catastrophic.

	She stood alone in the Helios Observatory, a massive orbital 

	
 

	station suspended between Earth and the Moon. Before her hovered a detailed holographic projection of the Sun, its surface alive with roiling plasma and twisting magnetic arcs. Data streamed endlessly around it—spectral analyses, energy outputs, gravitational readings.

	Layla had spent her entire life studying stars. She knew their rhythms, their cycles, their patience. The Sun was not a young, unstable star. It was middle-aged, calm, predictable.

	It was not supposed to change.

	
 

	"Run the model again," she said.

	The system complied. The hologram reset, recalculated, and returned the same result.

	0.7 percent.

	Layla closed her eyes.

	If the Sun lost even a fraction of its output, Earth’s fragile equilibrium would collapse. The planet no longer relied on natural systems alone. Photosynthesis, weather patterns, ocean currents—everything was artificially supported, balanced on assumptions that had never been questioned.

	
 

	Assumptions like: the Sun will always be there.

	A sharp chime echoed through the chamber.

	"Incoming transmission," the station announced.

	Layla turned, already irritated. "Accept."

	A man’s face materialized in front of her, projected in pale blue light. He was in his late fifties, his features worn by heat and dust rather than age. His eyes, however, were sharp—alert in a way that came from lifelong skepticism.

	
 

	"Dr. Yusuf Murad," Layla said. "This channel is restricted."

	"I know," Yusuf replied. "I wouldn’t be using it if what I found didn’t concern you directly."

	Yusuf Murad was one of the last true archaeologists on Earth—not a digital reconstructionist or archive analyst, but a man who still dug into the ground. His work was considered romantic at best, obsolete at worst.

	Layla crossed her arms. "What did you find?"

	Yusuf hesitated, a rare thing for him.

	
 

	"We opened a sealed chamber beneath Saqqara," he said. "No prior records. No satellite scans ever detected it. It was hidden deliberately."

	"That’s impressive," Layla said, unconvinced. "But not orbital-emergency impressive."
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