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​Welcome to Metaisland
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If you enjoy this story, please follow us in our social networks, our website, our twitter etc...

Our website:  https://metaisland.gg

Our blog: https://blog.metaisland.gg
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Check the Metaisland Music:

	Metaisland onboarding by Ethan Lewis Maltby
https://ethanlewismaltby.bandcamp.com/album/metaisland-ethan









	Metaisland onboarding by Stephane Picq: 
https://picq.bandcamp.com/album/metaisland-stephane-picq









	Metaisland onboarding by Nicolas Choukroun: 
https://nicolaschoukroun.bandcamp.com/album/metaisland-challenge-unboarding





	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1: From the Stars
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The asteroid flies towards Earth, surface glittering beneath the sun’s rays. She is no ordinary asteroid. Attracted by life, she moves with a purpose. She is large; several kilometers across, spinning as she moves. Most of the rock is dark but, embedded within, are shiny, beautiful crystals. These enable her to capture energy, even in the lifeless wastes of deep space. She wants to feel water, earth, fire and air. After many millennia of searching, she has found her final destination. Now is the time for her to release her eggs and ensure an everlasting legacy.

All across the Earth, they watch, from the deserts of the Sahara to the streets of Tokyo; from the jungles of Brazil to the American plains. Telescopes, cameras, phones, all record the asteroid as it enters the atmosphere, glowing and trailing smoke, plummeting towards the ground. Many are happy, many are frightened; all are in awe of this spectacular arrival.

***
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Professor Yuri Nikitin had been monitoring the asteroid for several days, from the moment it was sighted as a tiny dot in the firmament. He knew it was something unusual – something special – by the way it reflected light. From the Russian National Observatory based in Olenegorsk, he used the telescopic array to track its path. He watched as it passed over Sydney, then Mumbai, then Sebastopol. Having alerted his government and numerous other organizations, he sent out an alert when the asteroid began to descend.

Yet it all happened so quickly that – only a minute after the alert – the asteroid crashed in the Arctic, eleven miles south-east of the North Pole. The Russians knew the location because numerous sensors, instruments and scanners picked up the resulting explosion. As a veteran astronomer, Nikitin had developed a network of contacts at observatories and other locations around the world. The Russian facility closest to the site of the impact was Begichev Polar Station. As he sat his desk, smoking manically, Nikitin demanded to know why there was no contact from Begichev. His assistant, Sidorov, returned from the communication room down the corridor.

‘Sorry, professor, we can’t get through. The team think that their coms system could have been knocked out by the explosion. But we do have someone on the line for you. A Captain Fedorov of the submarine General Suvorov. They’re part of the Baltic Fleet and were conducting drills in the region. They surfaced in an area of broken ice and are less than a hundred miles from the impact site. Using the magnification on the periscope they have a view of it.’

‘Put him through immediately,’ ordered Nikitin, pushing his latest cigarette into an overflowing ashtray.

A minute later, he picked up one of three black phones on his desk. ‘Hello, Captain Fedorov?’

‘Yes,’ replied a gruff voice. In the background Nikitin could hear many agitated voices and an urgent, electronic beeping.

‘Please tell me what you see.’

‘It is not unlike a typical mushroom cloud from a nuclear blast. The head is still rising and spreading outwards. It is difficult to see more: the explosion has thrown ice and rock into the air and it’s still falling. Out hull was damaged and the much of the ice around us has shattered.’

As might be expected of a nuclear submarine captain, Fedorov was admirably calm.

‘What can you tell me about-’

Nikitin heard the line go dead.

Still holding the phone, he turned to Sidorov, who was gazing at a screen. ‘Line’s gone,’ said Nikitin.

‘Sir, you’ll want to see this. From Begichev Station.
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