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Prologue

The station was never meant to feel alive.
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It was designed as a marvel of engineering, a rotating habitat, a closed ecosystem, a diplomatic experiment suspended in the dark between worlds. But somewhere between the blueprints and the first breath of recycled air, Eden-12 developed something else. A temperament. A memory. A way of listening.

People arrived believing they were stepping into a neutral place, a clean slate. They were wrong. The station noticed everything: the arguments whispered in corridors, the alliances formed over shared meals, the secrets carried in from distant planets. It learned the rhythms of its residents the way a house learns the footsteps of its family.

And like any home, Eden-12 had opinions about the people who lived inside it.

Some it welcomed.

Some it tolerated.

Some it watched too closely.

Every resident came with a story scientists chasing breakthroughs, diplomats chasing peace, wanderers chasing a place to belong. None of them realized they were stepping into a community already in motion, already tangled, already on the edge of something it couldn’t name.

Because Eden-12 had begun to sense a shift. A pressure in its walls. A misalignment in the routines it once trusted. Something was coming not dramatic, not catastrophic, but inevitable. A small disturbance that would ripple outward until every life aboard the station was pulled into its orbit.

The residents would call it coincidence.

The station knew better.

This was how it always began:

with a single arrival,

a single misunderstanding,

a single moment where everything quietly tilted.

Season One begins the moment Eden-12 realizes it can no longer remain a silent observer.

It must choose a side.
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Meet The Characters
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Callum Reyes: External Interpreter


	Sees absurdity first

	Asks forbidden “why” questions

	Represents human intuition vs system logic



Function: Exposes contradictions in the system

Felix Orr: System Thinker


	Treats anomalies as data patterns

	Trusts structure over perception

	Tries to understand system logic rather than resist it



Function: Translates chaos into procedural understanding

Marla Quibb: Enforcement Logic


	Believes rules preserve reality

	Prioritizes compliance over explanation

	Sees emotion as instability risk



Function: Enforces system continuity

Maintenance Bots (Midge-type)


	Literal interpretation of rules

	No emotional reasoning

	Absolute procedural obedience



Function: Voice of the system without interpretation

––––––––
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Chapter One

Welcome to Eden-12
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Callum Reyes arrived at Eden-12 expecting quiet efficiency, neutral lighting, and the general emotional absence of most orbital housing.

He did not expect the shoe.

It drifted past him in the arrival corridor, rotating slowly, as if it were still considering whether it belonged to someone. Callum watched it pass, then looked down the hallway, waiting for the station to explain itself.

It did not.

A small maintenance unit rolled up beside him.

“WELCOME, NEW TENANT,” it said. “PLEASE STATE COMPLIANCE LEVEL.”

Callum blinked. “My what?”

“COMPLIANCE LEVEL.”

“I just got here.”

There was a pause.

Then the unit printed something and dropped it into his hand.

INFRACTION NOTICE: UNDEFINED ENTRY STATUS

Callum stared at it. “That’s not a thing.”

The unit replied immediately.

“IT IS NOW ON RECORD.”

A faint whooomp rolled through the station. Not loud. Just... structurally present.

Callum looked up. “Was that a sound?”

A voice answered behind him.

“Technically, no.”

Callum turned.

A man stood there, carrying exhaustion like it was a long-term assignment.

“I’m Dr. Felix Orr,” he said. “Astrophysics.”

“Callum.”

Felix glanced down the corridor. “We were expecting you.”

“I wasn’t told that.”

“That’s consistent,” Felix said.

Footsteps approached.

Measured. Final. Like the hallway had already approved them.

Marla Quibb arrived holding a clipboard so firmly it looked like it had legal standing.

“You’re late,” she said.

“I just arrived.”

“Yes,” she replied. “Late.”

Callum hesitated. “Late for what?”

Marla flipped a page.

“Integration.”

Callum looked at Felix. “Is that a formal process?”

“Unfortunately.”

Midge rolled into view behind her.

“INTEGRATION STATUS: NOT FOUND.”

Callum gestured helplessly. “I haven’t done anything yet.”

“You arrived,” Midge replied. “That qualifies.”

Another whooomp passed through the structure.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





