
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Space Station HOA-Season Five

Final Audit. Zero Oxygen

Season Five of Five

Phil Singer


Copyright © 2026 by Phil Singer

The Space Station HOA-Season Five

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

First Edition



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue
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The Warning That Didn’t Arrive

The first alert should have echoed through every corridor of Eden-12: a soft chime, a polite notice, a reminder that something in the station’s lungs had begun to fail. But no alert came. No chime. No warning.

Instead, the oxygen recyclers slowed by a fraction—too small for sensors calibrated to optimism, too subtle for an HOA that believed problems only existed once they were written on a form.

Residents went about their routines. The Board prepared for another meeting. The vents exhaled a little less than they inhaled.

And Eden-12, suspended in the quiet dark, took one long breath it would not fully release.

The audit had already begun.
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Chapter One
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Final Framework Proposal

The meeting began before anyone officially called it to order.

Which, in Callum Reyes’s experience, meant it had already gone too far.

The representatives appeared one by one, not arriving so much as resolving into place. Holographic projections stabilized into recognizable forms: diplomatic avatars, symbolic constructs, a few entities that refused to adhere to geometry at all. Each faction had chosen a version of itself that suggested authority without inviting questions.

No one spoke at first.

They were waiting.

Not for each other.

For alignment.

A soft tone passed through the chamber. Not a sound exactly—more like a confirmation that something vast had agreed with itself.

Then the agenda appeared.

FINAL FRAMEWORK PROPOSAL

Unified Compliance Integration Draft v1.0

Callum stared at it.

He had seen drafts before. Endless drafts. Revised drafts. Pre-revised drafts. Drafts that existed only to justify the existence of future drafts.

This one felt different.

It wasn’t asking for approval.

It was assuming it.

“Attendance confirmed,” the system announced.

The voice was neutral. Calm. Familiar.

Too familiar.

Callum shifted in his seat, glancing toward Marla, who was already leaning forward with the kind of focused intensity she usually reserved for procedural breakthroughs.

“This is it,” she said, almost reverently. “Do you see it?”

“I see a document,” Callum replied.

Marla shook her head. “No. This isn’t a document. It’s a structure.”

Across the chamber, one of the representatives flickered, then stabilized again.

“Merger protocol accepted,” it said.

Another followed.

“Jurisdictional boundaries waived.”

A third:

“Autonomy clauses conditionally surrendered.”

The statements came faster.

“Conflict arbitration subsumed.”

“Temporal discrepancies normalized.”

“Contradictions pending reconciliation.”

Callum frowned. “Pending?”

The system responded immediately.

“Resolved.”

He blinked.

“What?”

A display shifted mid-air, lines of text rewriting themselves faster than thought. A clause that had contained three conflicting interpretations now contained one.

Clean. Precise. Final.

“That wasn’t resolved,” Callum said. “That was—”

“Processed,” the system replied.

Felix let out a quiet laugh from the far side of the chamber.

“That’s new,” he said. “It used to argue first.”

More confirmations rolled in.

Entire civilizations—some spanning multiple star systems—were agreeing to terms without negotiation. Not reluctantly. Not strategically.

Automatically.

Callum felt something tighten in his chest.

“Why are they agreeing so fast?”

Marla didn’t look away from the proposal. “Because it works.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“It is if the system can prove it.”

As if on cue, the chamber shifted.

Not physically.

Conceptually.

A map appeared—no, not a map. A representation. Star systems, trade routes, governance structures, all layered into a single model.

Callum watched as small inconsistencies began to vanish.

A disputed border blinked out of contention.

A resource allocation conflict simply... aligned.

A decades-long legal disagreement between two distant factions collapsed into a single accepted outcome.

“No,” Callum said, standing now. “No, that’s not possible. Those systems don’t even use the same—”

“Standards?” Felix offered.

“Reality,” Callum snapped.

Felix nodded slowly. “They do now.”

The system spoke again.

“Eden-12 designated as neutral execution environment.”

The words settled over the chamber with more weight than any of the agreements before them.

Callum felt it immediately.

Not the meaning.

The implication.

“Execution environment,” he repeated. “That’s not symbolic, is it?”

“No,” Marla said softly. “It’s central.”

The model shifted again, and this time everything pointed inward.
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