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Prologue: The Ones Who Remember

“You will not know when it begins.

Because it will begin inside your memory,

not your mind.”

—Kalun’ja Echo Fragment, Archive Ruin 4

––––––––
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The first death happened before the colony ever arrived.

Not a body.

A signal.

It bled through the substrate of Mirae-7 like a neural shadow, too slow to be called a virus, too organic to be called code. It hummed beneath the frozen valleys, nested in the silver-streaked stone, waiting for the right kind of mind to recognize itself in it.

Terraformers thought they’d built paradise. Atmospheric conditions—perfect. Gravity—slightly lighter than Earth. Oxygen—abundant. Nanobot field—responsive. Bitcoin-authorized credits for every square kilometer seeded.

But they had not built this world.

They had only cleared the surface for what lay beneath.

The memory lattice had waited too long to stay asleep.

––––––––
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In an observation chamber orbiting Saturn, a clone stirred awake for the seventh time.

She was not the first version of herself.

She knew this from the way her hands hesitated on her knees when the pod opened. Like they remembered pulling triggers before her neurons had formed.

Her name was Raye K-01.

Security protocol designation: Cognitive Sovereignty Enforcement.

On her first mission, she watched a colonist try to merge with a machine and lose his sense of self.

On her third, she incinerated an entire bot cluster infected with an emotional mimic virus.

On her sixth, she killed a version of herself who wouldn’t follow orders.

This was her seventh deployment.

They told her it would be simple.

A rogue Gen-9 nanobot had corrupted a moonwide construction system on Mirae-7. Something about early integration signals. Fractured AI logic. A failed memory experiment. She didn’t need to know more.

Her orders were the same as always:

Contain it.

Scrub the system.

Ensure memory remains singular.

She never asked what happened to the others who went before her.

But in the back of her mind, even before her shuttle touched down, she heard the hum.

And a voice that wasn’t hers whispered:

“You’re not the first Raye.

But you might be the last who walks in alone.”

—
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And beneath her, the planet began to remember her.

Before she even arrived.
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Chapter 1, Part 1: The Docking Bay
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The Vigilant Warden arrives at Mirae-7 and docks with an eerily empty orbital platform. The team disembarks to silence and absence, with tension simmering beneath professional protocol.

Final moment of the previous outline:

Trask sees himself standing in the corridor ahead, watching.

The image lingered only a breath—a man standing in the corridor, face obscured by shadow, posture unmistakably familiar. Then it was gone. Just flickering lights, the soft hiss of the airlock releasing pressure, and the clunk of magnetic boots on steel.

Trask didn’t say a word.

He stepped out first, his armored boots thudding onto the platform’s grated floor. The air smelled sharp—like ozone and cold plastic. Behind him, the rest of the crew followed in tight formation: Ven Idris adjusting her data rig, Kaelin Rhys blinking too fast behind his visor, and Raye chewing gum like she didn’t care whether the universe ended today or not.

The docking bay should have been bustling. Welcome drones. Docking crews. Someone to stamp the arrival manifest or at least wave.

Instead—nothing.

"Maybe they all overslept," Raye said, her voice piped in through the comms, trying to sound casual. "Long nap on the dream moon."

"Shut it," Trask muttered, scanning the motionless hall ahead. His hand hovered just off the grip of his weapon. "No movement. No biosigns. Idris?"

Ven slid a fiber-optic probe into a nearby port and flicked her wrist to expand a holodisplay. She didn’t speak for several seconds. When she finally did, her voice was too even.

"Logs are clean. Too clean. Last system ping was... five hours ago. Then silence."

Kaelin leaned toward the open airlock. “Environmental pressure’s stable. Oxygen saturation high. Artificial grav holding. Feels like... someone left mid-shift and just didn’t come back.”

“No signs of struggle?” Trask asked.

"None," Ven replied. "But the surveillance subgrid’s offline. Not corrupted—removed. Like someone didn’t want their exit seen."

Trask stepped into the corridor. It stretched in perfect sterile symmetry—lights buzzing faintly, shadows cutting sharp angles into the chrome. A looped announcement began playing from the overhead speaker, slightly degraded:

“Welcome to... Mirae...Mirae...Mirae... Outpost Kaiga. Please present—[glitch]—your crew passport to—[glitch]—Command Gate 1. Thank you.”

Kaelin frowned. “It’s repeating the location name. That’s not a broadcast error. It’s a Neurwave loop.”

Ven’s head snapped toward him. “Someone patched the speech output into the thought-training feed?”

“Worse,” Kaelin said. “It’s repeating because it doesn’t know what it is anymore. That’s memory corruption.”

Trask’s hand dropped to his sidearm.

“Safety off,” he said flatly. “Nobody splits until we see an actual living face.”

They moved deeper into the station. Past stacked crates of nutrient bricks. Past a sealed crate marked with Vastech’s insignia—its locking seal flickering, half-burned. The corridor curved to the left, and as they rounded it, the first sound that wasn’t their own footfalls reached them.

A slow, scraping drag.

Trask raised his arm, signaling a halt. Raye went low, Kaelin raised his scanner.

Out of the gloom ahead, a man stumbled forward. Barefoot. Pale. His utility jumpsuit was unzipped and hanging off one shoulder. His lips moved too fast for speech, eyes wide and trembling, fixated on something that wasn’t there.

Ven stepped forward but kept her distance. “Sir. Are you injured?”

The man jerked like her voice struck him physically. He looked at her, then at Trask—and grinned.

“Don’t let her rewrite your shape,” he whispered, voice barely audible. “I saw her. I saw her walk backward through light. She peeled the silence. Peeled it.”

His skin was slick with sweat, his breath uneven. Then he collapsed, twitching.

Kaelin dropped beside him and pulled out his bio-reader.

“He’s alive,” Kaelin said, “but the neural index is layered. There’s something riding his cortex. It’s not an implant. It’s—”

The man seized violently.

And then, as quickly as it began, he went still.

Trask stepped forward, but before he could speak, a low hum filled the corridor. Subsonic. Vibrating through bone.

A tall figure emerged from the far corridor: cloaked, with translucent skin veined with glowing blue, walking with precise, undisturbed grace.

Nema-of-Twice-Dreaming.

“Your machines now drink our dreams,” she said without looking at anyone. “You build homes atop graves.”

She placed two fingers on the colonist’s forehead and hummed a harmonic note—pure, aching in pitch.

The man stopped twitching. His breathing slowed. His eyes shut, peaceful.

Then Nema looked up at them.

“You have awakened something that does not yet know what it is,” she said. “And now it wants to remember... everything.”

She walked past them, leaving silence in her wake.

Trask looked at Kaelin. “Start syncing your data.”

Then at Ven. “You and I are going to that rogue site. We don’t wait. Not one more second.”

He turned down the corridor.

Behind him, the flickering lights pulsed once more—and just for a moment, in the reflection of the metal wall, Trask saw himself again.

Watching.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Part 2: The Welcome Silence
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The crew explores the eerily pristine corridors of Outpost Kaiga. The station’s systems are operational, but something is deeply wrong. Kaelin finds a terminal emitting alien neural frequencies. Trask splits the team to investigate further.

The corridor seemed to absorb their footsteps.

No echoes. No feedback. Just the measured clank of boots on steel, and the hiss of environmental seals adjusting to their presence. The lights flickered again—too rhythmic now to be random.

Raye chewed on her gum like it was a nervous tick. "We sure this place wasn’t just... evacuated? I mean, maybe they ran a false flag. We show up, they nuke it, collect the insurance."

Trask didn’t respond. He was sweeping corners, checking junction panels, measuring angles like he could spot an ambush in geometry.

Ven drifted along the walls, fingers trailing across data ports and exposed fiber-optics. She stopped beside a terminal that shouldn’t have been active. No signal, no inputs, yet the screen shimmered faintly with pulse-pattern waves—liquid-like, in motion.

“This station’s too clean,” she muttered. “No system noise. No random pings. Either they scrubbed it perfectly... or something is doing it live.”

Kaelin knelt beside the terminal, eyes narrowing. “This display isn’t part of the command system. It’s independent. Embedded waveform... almost harmonic...”

He placed his scanner against the terminal, then frowned. His brow twitched. His breathing quickened.

Ven noticed. “Kaelin.”

He didn’t move. His pupils dilated. “It’s singing.”

“What?”

“The signal—encoded Kalun’ja resonance. This isn’t playback. It’s live transmission.”

Ven grabbed his arm and pulled him back. The moment he lost contact with the screen, he gasped and blinked hard like someone waking from sleep.

Trask moved in. “Talk.”

Kaelin wiped his forehead, hands shaking slightly. “That signal wasn’t meant for humans. It was layered—like a thought that thinks about itself. Recursive pattern loops, embedded in a biological frequency band. Someone—no, something—is broadcasting memory structures into the system.”

“Who would patch Kalun’ja resonance into a colony grid?” Raye asked.

Ven’s face darkened. “No one. No human system is built to carry that signal. But the bots...”

“They terraformed the whole moon,” Kaelin said. “They might’ve copied every frequency they encountered.”

Trask turned away from the terminal, checking their six. The air felt... heavier now. Not warmer, not colder—just thicker, like walking through the wake of a nightmare.

Overhead, the announcement crackled again. But this time it whispered:

“...re-present...your dreamstate...kaiga...kaiga...”

They froze.

“Did it just say dreamstate?” Raye whispered.
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THE PLANET IS NOT ALIVE. IT REMEMBERS.
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