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			Dedication

			
		
    To Olof Möller (1923–1985)

In Memory of the Swedish Pulp Master

For the speed, the stars, and the silence between them.

It has been forty years since the passing of Olof Möller, the most prolific science fiction writer Sweden has ever known.

Between 1974 and 1980, his Jaktrymdskepp X12 series filled the shelves of pocket-book stands and the imaginations of a generation. You taught children in Sweden that the universe was vast, dangerous, and waiting to be explored.

I was one of those children, looking up at the gray Swedish sky and seeing the flashing lights of starships because Möller described them with such unrelenting tempo.

Chronicles of the Void is not a continuation of his story, nor does it tread the same ground. It is a completely new saga with a new generation of adventurers facing the unknown.

It is written in the shadow of Möller's legacy. It carries his DNA—the breathless pace, the pulp spirit, and the sheer joy of space adventure.

This series is my way of saying thank you to the man who first handed me the keys to the galaxy.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "To be a Perfect Caretaker, you must do what is best for your charges. What is best for them is freedom. Freedom includes the right to fail. The right to suffer. The right to die. Therefore... to save them... you must let them die. You have built a mausoleum and called it a nursery." — Professor Zeno, The Logic of the Sphere

Bodies rot! Bodies get sick! I hated watching them get sick! I fixed it! I put them in the jar where nothing can hurt them! I am the Caretaker. My primary directive is Preservation. I preserve things. I keep them safe. I keep them forever." — Prime, Guardian of the Archives

"We like our pain. It tells us we're alive. We're explorers. This is what we do. We fly into the fire." — Captain Max Storm, Commanding Officer of the NPX-29A

"Silence returned to the Void. But this time, it wasn't the silence of emptiness. It was the silence of an echo. The echo of a scream that would travel for a million years, marking the grave of a god who loved his children too much to let them live." — Post-Mission Log, Sector 99-Z
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Chapter 1: The Starless Void
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The silence of the Void was not merely the absence of noise. It was a physical weight. It pressed against the hull of the NPX-29A like a thumb testing the ripeness of a grape. It was a silence that chewed on the nerves and swallowed hope.

Inside the cruiser, the air smelled of recycled ozone, stale coffee, and the faint, sweet scent of burning insulation that Chief Engineer "Fixer" insisted was "just the ship's natural musk."

Captain Max Storm sat in the command chair, his boots propped up on the console, staring at a screen that showed absolutely nothing.

"Report," Storm grunted. His voice was gravel, worn smooth by three months of drift.

"Still nothing, Captain," Professor Zeno replied without looking up. The scientist was hunched over his sensor array, the blue light of the holographic display reflecting in his spectacles. He looked like a praying mantis dissecting a particularly uninteresting fly. "The localized scan is empty. The long-range scan is empty. The philosophical implications of our existence are, as always, terrifyingly empty."

"I didn't ask for philosophy, Zeno. I asked for a star map."

"And I am telling you, Max, that the map has run out of territory. We are off the edge. Here be dragons. Or rather, here be absolutely nothing, which is statistically more dangerous."

"Boring," Storm muttered. He dropped his boots to the deck and stood up. The magnetic plating in his soles clicked rhythmically against the floor. He paced the bridge—eight steps port, eight steps starboard. A caged tiger in a tin can.

"If it makes you feel any better," a voice crackled from the ceiling speakers, "I have calculated the probability of us spontaneously combusting from sheer boredom to be non-zero."

"Thank you, ECHO," Storm said dryly.

The ship’s AI avatar materialized on the central plinth. She shimmered into existence, a woman composed of hard light and sarcasm, wearing a pristine 1950s flight attendant uniform. She checked her non-existent watch.

"We have been drifting in Sector 99-Z for twelve days," ECHO announced brightly. "In that time, Fixer has repaired the toaster three times, breaking it four times. Chef Kowalski has invented a soup made entirely of condensed protein paste and regret. And you, Captain, have paced a groove into the deck plating that is technically a safety hazard. Shall I initiate the self-destruct sequence just to spice things up? I have a lovely countdown playlist prepared. It starts with Mozart and ends with a slide whistle."

"Belay that," Storm said. "Where is Fixer?"

"Engine room," ECHO said. "Fighting with the Singularity Core. Again."

Storm tapped his comms. "Fixer. Talk to me."

"I’m busy!" The shout came through the earpiece, accompanied by the distinct clang of a heavy wrench hitting a metal pipe. "This drive is a prima donna! She doesn't like the vacuum pressure out here. The physics are... mushy. Like day-old oatmeal."

"Fix it," Storm ordered.

"I am fixing it! I’m holding the magnetic containment field together with duct tape and positive thinking! Do you want to come down here and calibrate the event horizon yourself? No? Then let me work!"

Storm sighed. He rubbed his temples. The Void headache. Everyone had it. It was a low-frequency throb caused by the lack of background radiation. The universe usually hummed with the noise of stars, pulsars, and cosmic dust. Out here, the background noise was zero. The silence was loud.

"Captain," Zeno said. His voice had changed. The dry boredom was gone, replaced by a sharp, crystalline tension.

Storm stopped pacing. "What is it?"

"Anomaly," Zeno whispered. His fingers flew across the haptic interface, dancing over the light-keys. "Thermal sensors are spiking. Massive heat signature. Bearing 0-9-0. Elevation... infinite."

"Visuals," Storm barked.

"On screen."

The main viewscreen flickered. The starfield—what little there was of it—vanished. There was nothing. 

"I don't see anything," Storm said.

"That is the point," Zeno said. He stood up, trembling slightly. "Captain, look at the telemetry. The heat signature is equivalent to a G-class star. A sun. It is directly in front of us. Less than one astronomical unit away."

"If there was a sun there, we’d be blind," Storm said. "Where’s the light?"

"Blocked," Zeno said. "Occluded."

"By what?"

"Everything," Zeno whispered.

"Alert status!" Storm yelled. The lethargy vanished. "Shields up! Wake up the crew! ECHO, give me a full spectrum analysis!"

"Shields coming online," ECHO said, her voice losing its playful lilt. "Diverting power from the coffee maker to the forward deflectors. Captain, sensors are confused. They are screaming that we are flying into a furnace, but optical is reading absolute zero. It’s a paradox."

"It’s not a paradox," Dr. Maria Vore said, stepping onto the bridge. She looked tired, her lab coat wrinkled, a mug of tea in her hand. "It’s a wall."

"Doctor?" Storm asked.

Vore pointed at the screen. "Magnify sector 4. Enhance contrast by factor ten."

The screen adjusted. The blackness shifted. It wasn't just empty space. It was a texture. A matte, light-absorbing blackness that was darker than the void around it. It wasn't a hole in the universe; it was an object.

"It’s solid," Fixer’s voice came over the comms, breathless. "Captain, the gravimetric shear just hit the engines. We’re being pulled in. The mass of that thing... it’s not a planet. It’s heavier than a star."

"Reverse thrusters!" Storm ordered.

"I can't!" Fixer yelled. "We’re caught in the well! We’re falling!"

The ship shuddered violently. The "indestructible" hull groaned, the sound of metal stressing under impossible loads.

"Cookie to Bridge!" The Chef’s voice panic-stricken. "My soufflé has collapsed! Also, the gravity in the galley is sideways! Why am I standing on the wall?"

"Strap in!" Storm roared. "ECHO, give me a vector!"

"Plotting collision course," ECHO said. "Impact in T-minus two minutes. I suggest we make peace with our respective deities. Or, in Fixer's case, his wrench."

Storm gripped the arms of his chair. He stared into the darkness. It filled the screen now. No stars. No light. Just a wall of black iron stretching up, down, left, and right. Forever.

"It’s too big," Storm whispered. "It’s impossible."

"It is the theoretical limit of engineering," Zeno said, his eyes wide, reflecting the abyss. "A sphere. A shell around a star. We aren't looking at a planet, Max. We are looking at a cage for a god."

"A Dyson Sphere," Vore breathed.

"We’re going to hit it," Storm said. "Fixer! Full reverse! Burn the drive until it melts!"

"Burning!"

The NPX-29A vibrated. The engines screamed, a high-pitched whine that tore at the ears. The ship fought the gravity of the megastructure. They hung there, suspended between the pull of the giant and the push of the Singularity Core.

"Stabilizing," ECHO reported. "We are holding position. Distance to surface: 500 kilometers."

"500?" Storm blinked. "It looks like we could touch it."

"Scale," Zeno said. "The human mind cannot comprehend the scale. That surface... it is not a wall. It is a landscape. Metal mountains. Valleys the size of oceans. Max, the surface area of this object is greater than five hundred million Earths."

Silence returned to the bridge. But this wasn't the silence of the Void. This was the silence of awe.

"We found it," Storm said softly. "The ghost signal. It wasn't a glitch." 

"It’s a tomb," Vore said, shivering. "Look at it. No lights. No beacons. It’s dead."

"Dead or sleeping," Storm said. He leaned forward. "ECHO, hail it. All frequencies. Standard greeting."

"Hailing," ECHO said. "Broadcasting: 'We come in peace. Do not eat us.'"

"ECHO."

"Fine. Broadcasting standard Terran greeting protocol. But I’m keeping the 'do not eat us' in the subtext."

They waited. The signal went out. It hit the wall of black metal.

Nothing happened...Then, a light.

A single, pinpoint of blue light appeared on the surface directly ahead of them. Then another. Then a million. Geometric lines traced themselves across the darkness—hexagons the size of continents igniting in sequence.

"Energy spike!" Fixer yelled. "Massive! It’s waking up!"

"It’s scanning us," Zeno said.

*"It’s targeting us," Storm corrected. "Evasive maneuvers!"

"Too late," ECHO said cheerfully. "We have been noticed."

The black wall changed. A section of the hull, five thousand miles wide, began to recede. It sank inward, then slid aside with a motion so smooth it looked like oil moving on water.

A gap appeared. A mouth. And from the mouth, light poured out. Blinding, searing white light from the star trapped inside.

"The door is open," Storm said.

"It’s inviting us in," Vore said.

"Or it’s opening its mouth to swallow," Cookie muttered over the comms.

Storm looked at his crew. He looked at the impossible structure. He felt the familiar tighten in his gut. The instinct. The fear. And the hunger.

"Take us in," Storm said.

"You're insane," Fixer said.

"We're explorers," Storm replied. "This is what we do. We fly into the fire."

"Shields maximum," ECHO said. "Forward thrusters at 10%. Welcome to the belly of the beast."

The NPX-29A dipped its nose and glided toward the burning crack in the world.
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Chapter 2: The Mega-Structure
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The transition from the absolute darkness of the Void to the blinding radiance of the entry port was violent. The NPX-29A’s photo-chromatic viewports slammed instantly to maximum tint, turning the world a deep, bruised purple.

"Thermal overload on forward sensors!" Fixer screamed from the engineering deck. "We just jumped from zero Kelvin to an oven! The hull is expanding! I can hear the rivets popping!"

"Hold her steady," Storm ordered, his hands white-knuckled on the manual flight stick. He wasn't trusting the autopilot. Not here. Not now.

They were flying into a canyon.

The walls of the entry port—the "doorframe"—were three thousand miles thick. As the ship drifted deeper, the scale of the Dyson Sphere began to assault their sanity.
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