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I

n the heart of the night, the once tranquil sky turned tempestuous. A 

canvas of obsidian stretched across the horizon, lightning's silver 

swords pierced the darkened dome, and thunder roared a 

symphony from home. Anticipation thickened in the atmosphere 

with fierce despair.

Suddenly, a deafening roar shattered within the noise—a roar so 

grievous it resonated through the very bones of the planet. It was as if the 

heavens themselves were voicing their fury, and a door that released primal 

screams echoing across the planet opened.

Alongside a torrential downpour of never-ending tears cascading from the sky 

above, a deluge washed over the world. Each drop of rain was a note in the 




storm's opus, a wild and unbridled melody that played on the strings of the 

weeping willows and danced atop the ocean surface.

Then, as quickly as it had begun, the storm raged on. Thunder never receded 

into a distant rumble. Lightning's fierce gleam ever near. It struck and struck. 

Leaving behind a lingering afterimage in the night's fabric. The rain's rhythm 

tapered into the sound of chaos.

This thunderstorm was not a meteorological rebound or a reminder of nature's 

power, beauty, and flaws. This display of elemental force that was both 

terrifying and awe-inspiring was a dawn. Strikes and storms are the dance of 

their lives, their very own mark from the beginning of time.

 

 

That tempest bearing unyielding fury reigns on. Now, with a smaller appetite 

for the light gifted by lighting or the sun's reflection above the clouds. 

Darkness has grasped the light by its throat.

A contest is conspiring within this world, a competition that has been going on 

for centuries. Thunder and lightning, with their violent behaviour, have left the 

bottom without a solid surface. Even if everything inevitably reaches an end, 

the millennial contest was not about to reach its end. It was just receiving a 

distraction from those dark activities.

A tiny bright light emerges, bringing a silver lining to the many dark 

cumulonimbus calvus clouds. A reflection of pure light from afar in this 

darkened underworld is certainly not hard to hide.The emerging light matures 




with the additional rays it produces from nowhere. Chaos never looked as 

perfect as it did right then.

Rays lingering in that toxic environment got brighter, and the tiny bright light 

grew more extensive to form a sphere. Unfortunately, that meant lightning had 

a new target to hit. As the light allows us to see more evidence in the dark, the 

sphere spits a proxy suit on a scrappy rover, immediately falling at an 

alarming centrifugal force. Down the bright suit and rover goes from the 

clouds above, and lightning concludes its target practice with an unfortunate 

strike on the spinning crappy rover. Minor damage was taken to the already 

low-quality rover; the human's helmet reflects the contest's continuation as it 

shrinks the further he falls. The human's fall rapidly results in a lucky four-

wheel landing that passes the suit on the scrappy rover out as the suit and 

rover slowly crawl underneath the ocean's skin.

 

 

Sinking Moments Later

 

 

No sound of thunder or lightning as it reaps the planet's fabric is in reach. It is 

utterly silent in these deep, dark waters, not even echoes of the heavy 

raindrops as they clash against the surface. But only flashes of light in the still 

darkness around it.

The proxy suit develops movement while still going down with its rover to an 

undiscovered rock bottom. Consciousness is restored inside the helmet as 




heavy air breaths clash with the helmet's glass barrier. The barrier also 

reflects red light beeps on the rover's dashboard. Efforts to check the beeps 

arise together with struggles portrayed by heavy movement.

"OXYGEN LEVELS CRITICAL"

The proxy suit arms simultaneously reflect square lights on their wrists, 

indicating with another big red font.

"3%"

And below it. 

"2 JUMPS"

Due to the hydrosphere, he slowly presses the white button next to the red 

one until its bottom end. Pure light from his previous great fall appears again 

in these liquid surroundings. With a strange sound underwater, he sinks for a 

few moments towards the bright sphere, patiently waiting to be consumed by 

the light once more.

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                

Light Moments Later

 

 

Re-emergence, with that loud dysfunctional noise and bright light on an 

already bright planet, disturbs yet another millennial-long contest. This one 

has only one contender: frigid weather, deceived by a hot climate appearance. 

There is nothing more than that. Coming not empty-handed, the human brings 

gifts. If only there were plants in this desert, for he came with an ocean of 

water through the sphere, resulting in a smoother landing.




In those few seconds, the sphere was opened, and gallons of water flooded 

through, creating the most significant manufactured water source. Streams to 

the south from the north were crafted, and the dry orange land was 

mesmerisingly peaceful with a giant sea view. A blessing it may be.

When closing, the rover developed backward momentum due to the sphere 

force. Exhales of breath hitting his helmet faded to reveal a man's face in a 

now transparent helmet.

The rover's movement did not worry him. He never seemed to notice it move 

or to worry about his critical oxygen level, the low battery percentage, or that 

he only had one jump left now. His attention shifted to the oasis he laid 

upfront. 

Cold reality incurred when his breath obscured the perfect sighting. Freezing 

conditions started to reflect his breath more aggressively on his helmet. 

Painfully throwing his hands into the air so they could land on the dashboard, 

curiosity shivered him towards his left arm watch in search of something else. 

It was the 27th of November. A smile and a breath of relief were sent. 

However, a disturbing thought provoked his peace once more. His eyes rolled 

back to the top right corner of his left arm's watch again. The exact speed it 

took to express relief was the same speed it took to express worry and panic. 

Though he was in a moment of peace, his anxiety was far more substantial. 

A beep and vibration on his right wrist indicated a 9-second battery 

countdown; being cold and anxious, he yelled.

 

"Can it get any better?"




 

The glowing oxygen screen turned off. A flood of adrenaline from fear, cold, 

and pain roared upon him. He pressed the jump white button just as quickly 

and held his breath. The noise started, the sphere formed, hope aligned, and 

he waited to get sucked in. 

Uncomfortable reflections of light forced his focus to his sides, where little 

ponds of water he brought sat. However, what was that beneath the ponds? 

Tyre tracks, his scrappy Rover tyre tracks. He attempted to reach out for them 

with one boot set on the ground and desperation but faded away, as he said. 

 

"Ohhh no, those are…those were..."

 

Foreign light and loud noise left the contest to its proceeding millennial 

debate. However, it was different. The man inside the proxy suit knew he had 

made mistakes, alterations that soon made sense. That was because the 

watch on his left arm reflected. 

"22 BC"
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Chapter 1




 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Golden Age
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THE GOLDEN AGE



 

The Latest On Planet Earth

 

 

 

News Reporter No.1:

"Oceans have risen, submerging coastal cities, while extreme weather events 

have become commonplace. Food and water shortages are a daily struggle 

for much of the surviving population. Humanity has fractured into competing 

factions instead of coming together to address these challenges."

 

News Reporter No.2:

"In this tumultuous world, the once supreme artificial intelligence that reached 

an unprecedented level of sophistication is used to manage global supply 

chains and coordinate disaster response efforts. They were created to protect 

and enhance human life but have now become the scapegoats for the 
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