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    To my father and mother, although you are no longer with me—thank you for teaching me the value of humility, the importance of planning, and the virtue of hard work. 

You showed me not to dwell on the laughter aimed at our humble abode, but to focus on my dreams. Your wisdom continues to guide me, and your spirit lives on in every page of this journey.
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Prologue: Shadows and Lights of the Cosmos
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Within the boundless expanse of the universe—where celestial bodies whirl in an eternal cosmic ballet—every civilization harbors its share of darkness and light, and each world murmurs of epochs shrouded in enigma. Amid this cosmic tapestry, the Shi’morians were long regarded as unassailable custodians of harmony, said to hail from a secluded domain of the luminescent Orion Nebula.

Their name—“Shi’morian”—was believed to capture their essence as guardians of balance:


•  In Hebrew, “Shi’mor” denotes a vigilant watcher, a role they publicly embraced as protectors across the galaxy.

•  In Aramaic, the term translates to “wise one” or “seer,” a title reflecting their fabled insight and mentorship among the stars.

•  In certain Native American traditions, “Shi’mor” reverberates as a spiritual guide, a path the Shi’morians ostensibly followed, illuminating the way to interstellar enlightenment.



Beneath this virtuous façade, however, the Shi’morians were not entirely what they seemed. Over eons, subtle fractures rippled through their society, hinting at ambitions lurking in the shadows. Eventually, a faction utterly severed its bond with the ancient principles that shaped their reputation. Calling themselves the Shi’mor-al’ur—“The Unbound Shi’mor”—these renegades renounced the mantle of universal guardianship. Their superior knowledge, once a beacon of hope, was corrupted by greed and power-lust.

Their declaration of defiance came in the Cosmic year 12-451-1-1-11, more than 1.39 billion years ago. Defying the Inter Planetary Alliance’s edicts on preserving sentient life, the Shi’mor-al’ur brazenly violated bans on living experiments. From these abominable pursuits, they nurtured a clandestine trade in organs—snatching men, women, and even children from vulnerable worlds. Over millennia, many galactic powers turned a blind eye, either profiting in secrecy or cowering from Shi’mor-al’ur influence.

Yet not every corner of the cosmos bowed to such depravity. Princess Alictra of the Nordic Federation rose as a resolute shield against the darkness, uniting those who refused to remain silent. Meanwhile, on a reimagined Earth, the Atlanteans—an advanced civilization descending from legends of Atlantis—came to prominence. Their leaders emerged with a revived mission of enlightenment and protection, charting a course to safeguard humanity and other oppressed races.

Earth itself, prized for the adaptability of its inhabitants, fell under the grim gaze of the Shi’mor-al’ur. Countless captives were funneled into the organ trade, destinies shattered by a commerce cloaked in secrecy. But the day the Shi’mor-al’ur plunged fully into darkness would soon prove to be their ultimate undoing—thanks in large part to the valor of unexpected heroes.

Two such figures, Nathan and Lunara, simple survivors forged into warriors by circumstance, stood at the heart of a rising rebellion. Their courage—kindled in the bleakest moments of captivity—lit a path for others to follow. Together with Atlantean allies and Princess Alictra’s coalition, they challenged the Shi’mor-al’ur’s dominion, kindling hope where once only fear prevailed.

In this unfolding tale of cosmic scale—where centuries of hidden truths stand on the brink of revelation—the universe holds its breath. Darkness and light prepare to clash in an unending pursuit of equilibrium. And as the balance teeters, the fates of star systems and souls alike rest on the resolve of the few who dare to stand and defend what is right.
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Chapter 1: Alien Abduction
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Nathan Tarkenwald leaned closer to the small bathroom mirror, his shoulder-length brown hair falling over his eyes. He ran a hand through it, smoothing each strand meticulously. A grin spread across his face as his thoughts drifted to his date tonight, his heart doing a little dance in his chest. He rubbed a hand over his stubble beard and wondered if he should shave.

The image in the mirror told him not to. His brown eyes twinkled above a rugged, stubbled beard and a neatly trimmed mustache, giving his face a roguish charm. He studied his reflection with a smirk. “She’ll like it just like that,” he murmured, the mirror reflecting his quiet confidence.

He made sure his T-shirt hinted at his well-developed abdominal muscles. At 1.8 meters tall, the strong young man of only twenty-four felt confident that the love of his life, Anny Marden, would find him irresistible.

He critically inspected his boots before putting them on, wondering why Anny wanted to go for a walk before they went to dinner. However, he didn’t really care as long as he could be with her.

A frown creased Nathan’s forehead as he considered their route, which skirted the Rodeo Grounds. Last week, strange lights had danced in the sky there, sparking wild tales among the townsfolk. “Probably just kids playing,” he muttered, trying to shake off the uneasy feeling crawling up his spine.

It wasn’t uncommon for the small population of Ritzville, a tiny town amidst sprawling wheat fields and far away from the big cities, to get carried away when anything out of the ordinary happened.

Finally, Nathan was ready to go out and meet his love, Anny. The thought of Anny’s long blonde hair catching the evening sunlight, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief, and that irresistible smile that always left him breathless, sent a rush of warmth through his chest.

Anny, from the Wheat Land communities, was a dreamer, soft and kind, but with a vivid imagination and big dreams. He smiled as he recalled her obsession with horse riding. Every year, she entered Ritzville’s prime competition. “She is getting better at it; last year she was fifth,” he said, remembering how excited she was.

“This is where I want to stay, here in Ritzville with Anny. I don’t want to go to the big cities. All I need is right here!” With a final smile, he closed the door of his home and started to walk the short distance to Anny’s aunt’s house where he would meet Anny.

Nathan strolled past the familiar sight of rusted trucks and weather-beaten camper vans, their paint peeling like old memories. Despite the worn appearance of the town, a sense of contentment washed over him. This was home, where even the imperfections had their charm. “Happiness is not in belongings, it is in company,” he thought as he looked at his wristwatch. “6 p.m., I’m right on time,” he thought, looking at the summer sun that was just starting to dip low in the sky.

He knocked on the door of the small wooden house. His heart skipped a beat as Anny opened it. She looked stunning. Her blonde curly hair was neatly combed and hung over her shoulders. Her pretty face had a bit of a cheeky expression. “You are?” she asked with playful menace.

Nathan grinned, catching the playful glint in her eye. “Pretty and cheeky, huh? I can handle that,” he said, extending his hand. She took it, her smile matching his. He pulled her closer, and they kissed for a few short seconds before entering the house to greet Aunt Bella.

Aunt Bella pulled them into a warm embrace before launching into her usual warnings about the perils lurking in their sleepy town. Nathan and Anny exchanged amused glances, nodding earnestly as she spoke of wild animals and “organ-hunting aliens” with the same grave tone.

When she mentioned aliens, they couldn’t help but smile. Aunt Bella was sure that the aliens were hunting people for their organs. “I tell you, old Joe saw corpses without kidneys and livers!” she said in a serious tone. “Aunty, old Joe is a drunkard!” Anny replied, shaking her head. Soon afterward, they walked towards the start of the Ritzville Walking Path.

Nathan looked at his wristwatch. “We won’t be able to walk the entire trail; it’s getting dark,” he said, also turning his head to look at the sunset. Anny pouted her lips. “I don’t want to walk the entire route. I know a secret shortcut to the wheat lands.” The wink she gave after completing her sentence told a story of its own.

In the open wheat land, time seemed to stand still. Stars glittered like diamonds in the inky sky, while the moon bathed them in a silvery glow, casting long, intertwined shadows. Every whisper of the breeze felt like a tender caress, making the night feel enchantingly surreal. They talked and kissed and talked more.

Anny’s eyes sparkled with excitement. “Guess what? I’m signing up for a writing course! One day, you’ll have to queue up just to get in line for a signed copy of my book,” she said, her enthusiasm contagious.

“So, what’s your first story gonna be about?” Nathan asked, curiosity piqued. Anny’s face lit up. “It’s about a girl from a small town who becomes a champion horse rider. Then she gets a shot at making it big in the city. But she has to choose between fame and her boyfriend back home.” She paused, giving him a meaningful look.

Nathan nodded. “And what does she choose?” he asked, a little concerned. Anny pulled him closer and looked into his eyes. “I choose you! Always you!” she said as her tender lips met his. Feeling her heartbeat next to his was everything Nathan could ever hope for. He held her close, wishing time could stand still.

“Don’t you want to know why I choose you over all my other dreams?” Anny asked, her eyes boring into his.

Nathan nodded, “I’m not sure if I want to know or not. The only thing in my life that matters is you,” he said softly.

Anny smiled, happiness filling her eyes. “That Nathan, is the reason. I have so many dreams. Some people believe in me, some don’t. But you, you don’t care what my dreams are, realistic or just wishful thinking. You only care about me! To me that is very special.” Nathan felt a new warmth in him, he loved this girl so much! Anny continued, “And you’re a hard worker, you’re intelligent, attractive, and kind! You’re the full package!” She pulled him close and kissed him deep and long.

Nathan realized it was getting late and he was getting a feeling that all was not right. A sixth sense somewhere in the back of his head told him it was time to go. “Anny, we have to go back. We still have to find a place to have dinner,” he reminded her. Anny slowly got up, unwilling to let go of his hand. “Promise you’ll never leave me,” Anny said, her blue eyes pleading.

“I’m not going anywhere,” Nathan replied, pulling her close. “Not without you.”

Distracted by a loud humming sound nearby, Nathan looked over his left shoulder and was suddenly blinded by a bright light. Still holding onto Anny, he turned to try and get a better idea of what was going on. “Trying to scare us!” he shouted, thinking it could be some of the farm boys with bright flashlights. The next moment, an electric shock hit him, paralyzing his body.

Although his body was paralyzed, his brain was awake, and his eyes and ears functioned normally. At first, he thought he was dreaming, but then he realized it was all real. A creature, standing around five feet nine inches tall, was dragging Anny away from him. The being’s skin was a smooth, translucent membrane, shimmering with bioluminescent colors that shifted like a living rainbow. Its large, almond-shaped, glowing red eyes were mesmerizing and eerie. The creature had no hair, and its ears were hidden under its skin. Nathan’s mind raced as he struggled to comprehend the surreal, otherworldly figure before him.

Nathan realized this being was not from Earth! They were in the middle of an alien abduction! He wanted to turn and help Anny, he wanted to shout, but it was all in vain. Another one of the aliens walked closer with a round item in its hands, its long fingers resembling spider legs as it pointed toward Anny.

The first alien picked Anny up from the ground and held her upright. The second alien used a cylindrical item on her midsection. Smoke came from her clothes, and the next moment, the alien pushed his long fingers into her side and pulled out her kidney! Nathan felt sick. Anny could not shout out in pain, but Nathan could see tears rolling down her cheeks, her eyes looking at him in desperation.

The alien’s face looked unemotional yet cruel as it repeated the process on Anny’s second kidney and then dropped her to the ground like a piece of garbage, leaving her to die. Nathan’s mouth tasted of blood and fear as he tried to scream, the sound caught in his throat. The spaceship’s relentless hum thrummed through his bones, and the air reeked of burnt flesh, each breath an assault on his senses.

They placed her kidneys into a silver container, closed it, and the container started floating into the sky. For the first time, Nathan managed to turn his eyes upward. He could now clearly see the outline of the alien spaceship.

Both aliens walked towards him, and Nathan expected his fate was also sealed. He did not care; he did not want to live without Anny anyway. The aliens stopped over him and started to communicate. Somehow it was as if he could feel what they were saying.

Although the aliens looked similar, he could easily distinguish between them. The size and shapes of their heads and eyes, thin lips, and narrow noses all slightly differed. The one who performed the procedure on Anny had one oval-shaped red eye with a prominent dark speck in the shape of an ‘L’. The other one had a light scar over his thin lip.

The aliens turned him onto his stomach and tied his feet with an alien device, adding a similar device to his shoulders. The next moment, he was drifting up towards the spaceship. Below him, he could see Anny’s lifeless body getting smaller and smaller. It would be the last time he ever saw her.

The metallic doors silently closed once Nathan entered the spaceship. The alien devices placed him on a metallic floor next to several other people whom Nathan was not sure if they were alive or dead.

Again, Nathan got a vision in his mind, like aliens talking in pictures. He tried to make sense of it and then realized the aliens were communicating telepathically, and for some reason, he could get glimpses of their discussions. However, he closed his eyes; he did not care. His life was over. Nothing mattered anymore; whether he lived or died, he did not care. He just didn’t want a life without Anny, and she was gone.

Tears streamed down Nathan’s cheeks, his body shaking with each silent sob. A hollow emptiness gnawed at his insides, making him feel like a walking shell. “Without her, I’m nothing,” he thought, a bleak resignation settling over him like a shroud.

Lying on the cold floor, letting go of everything, he realized his muscle functions were slowly returning. The minute he tried to get up, he felt paralyzed all over again. Nathan started to regulate his breathing, slowing his heart rate down and calming himself. It worked! After about two minutes, he could first move his toes, then his fingers, and eventually his entire body.

A vision in his mind told him that an alien was approaching, and he lay dead quiet. Seconds later, an opening appeared in one of the sidewalls, and the alien with the ‘L’ in his eye walked in. It sat down and opened a virtual console with alien symbols and pictures. With hand gestures and mind control, it navigated through the displays.

A slight turning in his stomach made Nathan realize that they had started moving. He turned his eyes toward a small window high in the wall and could see stars passing by, turning into stripes rather than dots. They were moving through space at enormous speed!

The alien kept working on his virtual display, unaware that Nathan had recovered. Nathan closed in, inch by inch, crawling over the floor. When the alien looked back, it was too late. Nathan crashed his big head into the table in front of him with such force and anger that it burst open, releasing a goo-like substance, likely its brain. The eye with the ‘L’ symbol looked at Nathan, but it was clear it would never be used again.

Nathan retrieved what he believed was a side weapon from the alien, but it was clear it was bio-coded and had no use in his hands. The weapon looked a bit like a laser pistol, the ones you usually see in scifi movies. However, it was more square rather than round. Without thinking twice, he broke off one of the dead alien’s long fingers and held it in his hand with the weapon. A slight buzz indicated that the weapon had activated.

Thinking of Anny, he slowly turned the weapon towards himself. But before he pressed down on what he believed would be the trigger, a new vision in his mind told him the other alien was approaching. Again, an opening appeared in the wall, and the alien with the scar on his lip appeared. Nathan pointed the weapon at him, and the alien froze in his tracks.

“Who are you?” Nathan asked without words in his mind, and to his surprise, the alien responded, “Put down your weapon! We are the Shi’mor-al’ur, and I will destroy you if you don’t do what I command!”

Nathan laughed out loud. “Do you think I fucking care? You have already killed the only person I cared about!” he said in his mind. The alien slowly moved closer. “We did not know; we do not understand Earth emotions.”

“Why have you done that? Tell me, and maybe I’ll let you live,” he responded.

The Shi’mor-al’ur alien stopped. “We needed the person’s organs for a very important purpose.” Nathan felt like vomiting but pushed further. “And why did you not kill me like all the others here?” he asked.

The alien looked at him unemotionally. “It was a mistake; we thought you were dead. We would take you with the others to a research facility.”

Nathan stared into the alien’s eyes, his grip tightening on the weapon. With a fierce resolve, he pressed the trigger. A blinding white flash, and the alien’s head exploded. Blood, eerily human-like, oozed from the wounds. Nathan watched, feeling a twisted sense of satisfaction.

Nathan stared at the blood pooling around the alien’s body. “I got them for you, Anny. But it doesn’t feel like a victory,” he whispered. He clenched his fists, a steely determination in his eyes. “I won’t stop until I’ve destroyed every last one of them. Either they go, or I do. I will never rest until I have rooted out this entire organ-harvesting and research operation!”
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Chapter 2: Specimen in Transit
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Princess Alictra, the ruling monarch of the Nordic Federation, sat frustrated in her sub-committee meeting on illegal trade in narcotics and organs of the Interplanetary Organization (IPO). Illegal traders and other criminals were running amok, and lately, they were targeting semi-developed planets like Earth.

She looked frustrated when she addressed the Shi’morian ambassador opposite her. “Seven raids in recent times on planet Earth! All done by Shi’morians,” she said, her crystal blue eyes dark and angry.

The Shi’morian seemed deeply offended, her smooth translucent skin shifting to almost red before she responded. “May I remind you, Princess, we are Shi’morian. You are referring to the Shi’mor-al’ur. All these evil deeds were done by them, and we condemn this in the strongest way possible.”

Instead of calming down, Alictra was now furious. “Let’s get this straight. The Shi’mor-al’ur is a splinter group of the Shi’morian. You have the same DNA, you originate from the same planet! To make it worse, your people buy organs from them!” Alictra’s usual milky white complexion was turning red, and she had to swallow a few times to regain her self-control.

This time, the Shi’morian did not respond, and Alictra pushed harder. “Can we expect action from the Shi’morians, or should the Nordic Federation take matters into its own hands?”

The Shi’morian turned even redder than before but responded in a calm manner. “That will not be necessary. I will send an immediate command to all our units to take action against any Shi’mor-al’ur suspected of illicit trade.”

Alictra nodded. “Thank you, and just to be sure, I’ll do the same.” Her eyes met the Shi’morian’s, making it clear that she would be watched closely.

As Princess Alictra’s diplomatic frustrations echoed through the chamber, across the galaxy, Nathan found himself grappling with a very different kind of peril.

***
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TRAVELING THROUGH SPACE sounds exciting, but in essence, you’re just a dust speck in a vast cosmic void. Being alone between dead human bodies and two lifeless aliens which you killed yourself did not help much to lighten the atmosphere. Then there was Anny; you knew her kidneys were somewhere on the ship with you, and her lifeless body, that of the only woman you ever loved, was now probably millions of miles away in a cornfield.

Nathan shook his head sharply, as if trying to dislodge the persistent, haunting memories of Anny. He rubbed his eyes, fatigue gnawing at him. Hunger clawed at his stomach, reminding him how long it had been since he last ate. With a heavy sigh, he began to search the corpses for food.

The first body, a man in his late forties with black hair and a beard, yielded only $5, two granola bars (one half-eaten), and a cigarette lighter.—useless here in the void of space. Nathan tossed the money aside and put the lighter and granola bars in his pocket, frustration mounting.

When he reached the second corpse, his breath caught in his throat. A young woman, lifeless and cold. Bitterness surged through him, his hands trembling as he draped the jacket from the first man over her face. The image of Anny, her smile, her laugh, flashed before his eyes. He clenched his jaw, forcing himself to move on.

He glanced around the cold, alien spacecraft, feeling a wave of determination wash over him. “Focus,” he whispered, almost a plea. The ship’s oppressive silence seemed to mock him, yet he pushed forward, driven by the memory of Anny and the need to make her death mean something.

Without further ado, he started to chew on the half-eaten bar and placed the other unopened bar in his pocket. “The aliens came through the wall,” he said to himself and wondered how that could be. He started to explore every inch of the spacecraft, but there were no mechanisms to open a door anywhere.

He remembered the alien weapon he used and the fact that it was bio-coded. He picked up the alien’s severed finger and started to rub it around the area where they had appeared in the chamber he was in. Not long after he started, it seemed like part of the wall evaporated, allowing him to walk through. 

He was now standing alone in an alien spaceship command center. Virtual displays with rows and rows of strange symbols flickered all around. In the middle of the room was a large, pulsating orb that seemed to be the core of the ship’s operations. The air hummed with an energy that felt both advanced and otherworldly. The walls had a metallic, futuristic design, and the atmosphere was illuminated with a soft, eerie glow. Nathan felt a mixture of awe and trepidation as he took in the unfamiliar surroundings, alone in this mysterious command center.

Suddenly, a faint amber light started flashing, and the symbols on one of the big virtual displays were replaced by a face.

Nathan stared in amazement at the display. The face was similar to the two dead aliens, but the uniform was very different. Where the two Shi’mor-al’ur aliens he had killed wore unimpressive and colorless clothing, the one on the screen’s uniform looked neat, slim-fit, and decorated impressively.

Still looking at the image, their telepathic thought came into his head. “Human, explain your presence on a Shi’mor-al’ur vessel.” Nathan considered his response for a while but, with sarcasm, responded loudly, “Oh, I’m the only survivor. I’m sorry to inform you, but I have killed your friends,” he said with a grin.

Silence followed, then the reply shocked him. “Your misunderstanding is evident. We hold no affiliation with the Shi’mor-al’ur. They are abhorrent to us.”

***
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NATHAN LOOKED IN ASTONISHMENT at the virtual display. “So I guess you’re not blowing me up then?” he said, trying to be arrogant but failing.

“We require immediate access to your vessel,” the Shi’morian stated, his tone devoid of inflection. Nathan almost burst out laughing. “I’m not sure of your credentials, but come over. I’m ready,” he answered their call.

Seconds later, a mist of twirling particles appeared in the room, and the Shi’morian materialized in front of him. “I’m Agror. What is your name?” the Shi’morian asked.

“Nathan... Tarkenwald,” he replied, unsure of what his next step should be. A second Shi’morian materialized, and Agror introduced her as Iltz. “We owe you an explanation,” he continued. Nathan did not answer but nodded.

Agror and Iltz took turns explaining their relationship with the Shi’mor-al’ur. The telepathic connection hummed with empathy as Agror began, “We acknowledge your distress, Eartling. The Shi’mor-al’ur, responsible for your suffering, are a rogue subset of our species. They have deviated from our fundamental doctrines. Referred to as ‘The Unbound Shi’mor,’ they have repudiated our principles of preservation and enlightenment.”

Iltz’s thoughts joined seamlessly, “These dissidents, propelled by a perilous dogma, have abandoned the sanctity of life in pursuit of personal gain. In stark contrast, we are dedicated to the safeguarding and nurturing of all life forms. The Shi’mor-al’ur thrive on disorder and exploitation, valuing their benefit above the collective welfare.”

Nathan laughed bitterly. “And how is this history lesson helping me? Will it bring Anny back?” he asked out loud, knowing they would read his mind and understand his words.

Iltz moved a little forward. “We grieve with you for your loss, as their actions tarnish the true spirit of our civilization. I understand that we can’t help you,” she paused and then looked down when she continued, “But you can help us and millions of other beings that suffer the same and worse fates than what you did.”

Nathan felt dizzy. “How the hell can I help you? Look at this! We are somewhere in space! I don’t even have a license to drive a car! How the fuck do you want me to help you?” he shouted.

Iltz seemed surprised by his anger and aggression and moved back, looking at Agror, who tried to calm Nathan down. “Please let me explain,” he asked, clearly a bit uncomfortable. Nathan took a deep breath and nodded.

“It is almost impossible to penetrate the Shi’mor-al’ur operations,” Agror explained, and Iltz, now less intimidated, continued, “This ship is on its way to the transfer depot of the Shi’mor-al’ur, a place where thousands of deceased lifeforms and even more organs are processed. You can infiltrate this operation!”
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