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    For my family — the real signal behind everything.To my mom, whose strength taught me how to build worlds and believe in impossible things.To my wife, whose love and patience keep me tethered to Earth even when my head's in the stars.To my kids — proof that the best stories are the ones still being written.And to my grandson — our Ashur-naut and Shining Star

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The truth was never the problem.The problem was deciding who got to tell it."— Anonymous, White House Situation Room Transcript, 2026
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Disclosure: 2026 – Story One: “The Leak”
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[image: ]File #: DS-01-A – Status: Declassified – Release Date: June 8, 2028 Notice: This transcript is reconstructed from verified NASA, DoD, and media communications between January 17–20, 2026. Certain names have been redacted or altered under the National Security Transparency Act.

“When humanity finally learned it wasn’t alone, it was because somebody in IT clicked the wrong box.”

— Internal memo, Office of Science & Technology Policy, 2027
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Scene 1 – The Night Shift
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NASA Goddard Space Flight Center was the kind of building that hummed even when everyone inside wanted it to sleep.

Fluorescents flickered like tired stars, coffee tasted like printer ink, and the vending machine in the hallway coughed every time it dispensed a Snickers.

[image: ]Rachel Kim had been there eleven hours. Her hoodie said Jet Fuel and Regret.

She pushed her hair back, muttering to her monitor.

“C’mon, sweetheart. Just reroute and let me go home.”

Across the cubicle wall, Eric Zhao answered as he stood up.

“Talking dirty to the servers again?”

“Only the responsive ones,” she shot back.

“Yikes. HR’s gonna love that report.”

They laughed – the exhausted, hollow kind that comes when the clock says 2:43 a.m. and the caffeine’s fighting for its life.
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