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Prologue:

"Humanity has always reached for the stars, but the true journey begins not in space — but within ourselves. And the one who finds harmony within will, one day, find home even in the vastness of the Universe."

Many centuries passed before it became clear: only by uniting in the face of global challenges would humanity have a chance to avoid extinction.

Only then — standing at the edge of everything — did people understand: they would either unite or vanish forever.

Overpopulation, disease, and ecological collapse forced humanity to seek new ideas. Colonizing the planets of the Solar System was no longer enough — their eyes turned toward the distant stars.

Wars disappeared. Diseases were cured. But the hunger for knowledge and the urge to break beyond the known remained.

Incredibly costly expeditions to distant worlds — toward the center of the galaxy — became not only a mission of discovery but one of survival and dignity.

Antimatter engines were created. Technologies for instant spatial transfer emerged.

But these jumps came with one grave uncertainty — no clear knowledge of the arrival point, nor of the possibility to return to Earth.

No expedition could be sure it would ever come back. Many ships vanished without a trace, becoming only whispers in the archives of history.

And yet, one truth was absolute: to stop was to perish.

The world’s greatest physicists, theorists, and engineers worked without rest, searching for a method that would allow not only travel to distant worlds — but a return from the interstellar chaos.

Humanity evolved. Borders disappeared, and wars became mere memories.

Medicine reached heights once considered fantasy.

Spiritual development became the common ground of all peoples.

Antarctica was settled and transformed into a flourishing continent. Climate was mastered, planetary behavior predicted, and even the Sun’s magnetic storms forecasted to the second.

Energy changed too. Hydrocarbons and the dangerous decay of heavy atoms were long abandoned.

The world transitioned to clean energy — the boundless power of the Sun and the depths of space.

That energy fed not just machines, but the very belief in the future.

Humanity had become one living organism.

Earth was no longer divided by nations or languages — it became a cradle that had finally learned to protect its own children.

And now its gaze turned to the infinite Universe.

For there — in the cold shimmer of the stars — new worlds were waiting.

New challenges.

And perhaps... new truths.
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Chapter I — Initiation
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The spacecraft Infinity hovered solemnly in geostationary orbit, preparing for a mission that could forever alter not just the fate of humanity, but its very understanding of the Universe. Its massive, multi-layered hull gleamed in the sunlight, its titanium plating reflecting the brilliance of the star it orbited. Immense antimatter engines loomed at the rear — majestic, silent, ready.

Yet inside, tension simmered.

Infinity had been designed not only to travel — but to land on distant planets and build a replica of itself.

It was the final day before departure.

Inside one of the modules, Chief Theoretical Physicist Christian Forzo stood by the viewport, gazing at Earth. The familiar blue sphere drifted silently beyond the glass — alive, vibrant, home. He traced the shapes of continents, the spiraling clouds, the shimmering oceans.

A voice recording interrupted his thoughts — his mother’s voice.


“If you truly go, don’t be afraid. I spent my life teaching you not to fear. But above all — don’t lose yourself, my son...”



Just hours earlier, Christian had been sitting by the great river near his home. The setting sun had turned the water copper and gold. Eyes closed, he had breathed in the scent of wet earth and blooming grass. His aging mother, frail and hunched, held his hand with trembling fingers.


“I know you must go. But come back. If not to me — then to yourself.”



He nodded silently. In his eyes — gratitude. For her words, for the moment, for every sunset they'd shared.

Elsewhere, Lesia del Ponto, the ship’s lead engineer, was saying goodbye to her father. They stood in the garden near their old family home. He was gray-haired, gentle-eyed, with soft hands. He handed her a flower.


“Your favorite — remember?” he smiled.

“I remember every one of them. And the sound of your voice,” she replied.



They sat on a bench as the sky around them burned red and violet. Her father touched her shoulder.


“If it ever grows dark — remember the color of these petals. And me.”



When Lesia returned to the station, she slipped a pressed flower between the pages of her favorite poetry collection.

These farewell scenes were mirrored across the planet. Each crew member had their own story. Some embraced their children. Some left notes.

Some simply stared into the sky.

Twelve hours before launch, the crew attended their final briefing. In a softly lit hall, the captain stood before thirty-two men and women — all part of this almost inhuman attempt to pierce the unknown.


“We don’t know what awaits us. But we know who we are. Out there, we are ambassadors of humanity. We cannot betray that trust.

Everything else is uncertainty. But together — we will cross it.”



Four hours later, the transition module was prepped. Infinity was about to initiate its first spatial jump — the first of several that would take it toward the galactic core.

The problem remained: coordinate deviation. The probability of precise arrival was only 40%.

Christian sat at his station, scanning through projections of space-time distortions.

He knew: equations falter when facing the unknown.

Yet somewhere inside, a flicker remained — “Maybe this time...”

In the background, Bach’s Mass in B Minor played quietly — solemn, reverent.

Lesia walked through the corridors, brushing her fingertips against the panels she had once designed.

She knew every alloy, every weld, every screw. This was her home.

At 07:00 Earth watched in silence. Every screen on the planet showed the launch of Infinity.


“Mission Control, this is Infinity. We are ready,” said the captain’s voice.

“You have green light. Countdown initiated.”



Christian and Lesia locked eyes.


“See you there,” she whispered.

“If ‘there’ exists,” he replied — and smiled.



3... 2... 1...

The ship flared in white flame.

Space compressed.

Reality trembled.

And Infinity vanished.

Earth waited for a reply.
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Chapter II — After Launch: The Path to the «Jump»
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After Infinity vanished from Earth’s orbit, a new era began — not just in science, but in the consciousness of everyone left behind.

Yet for the crew, everything felt different.

They hadn’t seen the launch from the outside — they had lived it from within.

The blazing engines made no sound — vacuum carried none.

But the tremor of metal and the fleeting distortion of space were felt by all.

It was a moment suspended between two worlds: the Earth they had left behind, and the Universe that now began.

In the first hours of flight, the crew had yet to fully grasp what had happened.

There were duties, protocols, schedules.

But deep inside, each of them quietly asked:

Had they truly left home?

Had humanity really taken a step into the unknown?

Christian Forzo was analyzing the spatial distortions left behind after the jump.

They differed from his calculations. Not catastrophically — but significantly.

He made a note: "Possible external field interference. Reassess at next jump."

A feeling clung to him — not of error, but of something... other.

An echo, perhaps. Another will? Or maybe his own memory, searching for a way to reconcile expectation with reality.

Lesia del Ponto was running diagnostics on the ship’s energy conduits.

Her movements were precise, assured — but in her eyes, a flicker of unease.

She hadn’t spoken of it, but in the moment of distortion, something had brushed against her mind.

A presence? A memory? A hallucination?

She rechecked the circuits three times, even knowing they were fine.

It wasn’t a malfunction — it was fear.

Dozens of sections aboard the ship were active.

Life-support systems were initializing in the biolabs; external sensors were being calibrated in the technical modules.

Every motion was programmed — but no program accounted for the tension within.

People were adjusting to the idea that ahead of them lay nothing. And everything.

Even the dining hall felt different.

The food was tasty, nourishing — engineered for deep-space travel.

But taste didn’t matter.

The silence during shared meals spoke louder than any report: it was fear, disguised as fatigue.

And expectation — uncertain, like a shadow following you at night.

The first day passed under strict operational control.

Mission Commander Sarah Heinz held a short meeting with the senior officers.

Priorities were confirmed. Schedules established.

But the unspoken question hung in the air:

What if we’re not where we think we are?

At 19:43 ship time, the navigation console displayed a warning:

"Phase deviation in predicted trajectory zone."

The shift was small — but its nature was anomalous.

Even simulations had rarely produced such a result.

Engineers reviewed logs, ran tests — all within normal parameters.

But the captain’s instinct, sharpened by hundreds of missions, signaled: this was no accident.

Christian immediately entered the analysis chamber.

With the navigation team, he examined the structure of the distortion.


“This isn’t a deviation,” he said aloud.

“It’s a shadow. A shadow of another path.”



He didn’t fully understand why that word — shadow — felt so right.

The next morning, the crew underwent training in the artificial gravity module.

They practiced emergency stabilization procedures in the event of interspatial turbulence.

The drills were precise, but tense.

With each passing minute, they drew nearer to the event feared even by the most experienced:

the first jump.

And though it was only the beginning, many aboard were already playing out the worst-case scenarios in their minds.

No one dared to speak of them aloud.

But they were there.

At that same time, Lesia spent 17 minutes in the communication module, reviewing delayed transmissions from Earth.
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