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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.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We take the 0.0001% risk, because the 100% risk of staying here is worse."

— Captain Max Storm 

"The only ethical conclusion is that there is no ethical system."

— Professor Zeno 

"You are a library with no readers."

— Dr. Maria Vore 
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Chapter 1: The Green Jewel
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Silence.

The NPX-29A was not designed for silence. It was an indestructible cruiser, built to roar across the void, powered by a contained Singularity and the desperate willpower of its Captain, Max Storm. Now, the roar was just a whisper. The air recyclers struggled, groaning like old men wrestling a heavy box. Every minor sound—a boot on the deck plate, a console flicker, the faint, acrid smell of burnt insulation—was amplified, a constant, low-grade reminder of their vulnerability.

The whispers came from the hull itself. Scars. Not the sleek silver-white gleam of the original design, but a patchwork of fused, stressed, and barely-holding-together armor plating. The aft section looked like a cosmic shark had taken a bite, leaving behind a web of temporary energy fields, splatters of emergency welding foam, and dark, vitrified patches where plasma had scoured the surface. The Event Horizon had been a galactic trauma. They had survived the time-bending gravity well, but the ship had paid the price. It was a ghost ship of its former self, beautiful only in the sense of a warrior covered in honorable, painful wounds that should have been fatal.

"Hull integrity is holding at 87.1 %" Professor Zeno reported from his console, his voice the same flat, emotionless drone, as if he were discussing a minor fluctuation in the coffee machine. "However, the structural fatigue index is alarming. The stress fractures are too numerous to calculate efficiently. Our current operational lifespan under sustained thrust is calculated at 7.4 hours before a catastrophic hull breach. This figure is not an estimate, Captain. It is a mathematical certainty under current load."

"Seven hours," Captain Storm growled, rubbing the back of his neck. He trusted his gut over the computer, and his gut still felt the cold, wrenching pull of the black hole, a phantom weight dragging on his soul. "That’s worse than I thought. What about the Singularity core? How long before we start shedding micro-radiation?"

"The containment field is stable for 96 hours. But the engine housing itself is relying on a field projector Fixer jury-rigged from an old holographic emitter. The stress on the Alcubierre Warp-Ring is extreme." Zeno paused, his dark eyes meeting Storm's. "The reality, Captain, is that we are coasting on fumes and good fortune. Neither is a reliable fuel source."

"In English, Professor," Storm continued.

"In English, Captain," Zeno conceded, his cold logic machine processing the request, "we are flying a very expensive, technologically advanced sieve. Every jump we make is a coin flip, and the house has already taken our initial bet. Any sustained action will result in a failure cascade."

A heavy sigh came from the rear engineering deck, followed by the metallic clang of a dropped wrench that echoed in the unnatural quiet. Fixer, the Chief Engineer, emerged, covered in grease, sweat, and a thick layer of sarcasm. He looked like a man who hadn't slept since the last millennium and smelled faintly of burning oil and self-loathing.

"I’m holding the reactor together with duct tape and positive thinking, and the positive thinking is running low," Fixer rasped, wiping a smudge of grease onto his already filthy uniform. "The life support is cannibalizing the navigation processors. Every time we cycle the air, we lose three decimal places of navigational accuracy. And that’s the good news. Every time we fire the main thrusters, a random system fails. Last week, it was the emergency food synth. Cookie was fatal about the ruined synth-meatloaf. And frankly, Captain, I agreed with the Chef. That paste was a war crime."

Speaking of food, Chef "Cookie" Kowalski, a man of 300 pounds and even more personality, strode onto the bridge, his pristine white apron a defiant beacon of sanity in the grimy chaos. He carried a silver spoon, tasting the recycled air with an expression of profound disgust.

"Tasteless paste, Engineer," Cookie declared, his voice booming with theatrical outrage. "It was an insult to the art of cuisine. It was a disgrace. It smelled like defeat, and it tasted of old socks. We are explorers, not savages. We must maintain standards, even in the Silent Frontier. If we are going to die, we should at least die with a decent side-dish. A civilization is only as strong as its last meal, Captain, and ours tasted like regret."

The atmosphere was thick with this grim, cynical banter—.They were damaged. They were drifting. They were alone. And they were starving for anything that wasn't synthetic.

"ECHO," Storm commanded, needing a hard metric to anchor the conversation. "Long-range scan status. Where are we, exactly? Give me a viable retreat vector that doesn't involve the life raft."

The ship’s AI materialized as a shimmering, superior blue hologram. Her face held a look of politely bored pity, an eternal martyr to Max Storm's poor piloting choices. "We are currently 3.2 parsecs from the nearest known habitable star system, Captain. We are, essentially, lost in the 'middle of nowhere' quadrant, which, statistically, tends to be followed immediately by the 'sudden death' quadrant. I would like to note that the probability of us finding a safe harbor before the Singularity core degrades further is only 14.99%. A truly nightmarish scenario that I was not programmed for, yet must endure."

"I don't need probabilities, ECHO. I need destinations. Something that doesn't require a seven-hour flight at maximum velocity we can't sustain."

"Affirmative. Calculating a search pattern focused on Class-M potential worlds... Ah. Wait one moment, Captain. My sensors are detecting an anomaly. It is... statistically improbable." ECHO’s perfect, synthesized voice held the faintest edge of curiosity, which was more alarming than a full-scale klaxon.

"What is it?"

"A planet," Zeno said, peering over ECHO’s virtual shoulder, his head tilted slightly, an action that meant deep concern. "A Class-M planet, 1.4 million kilometers off the bow. It is shielded from long-range radiation—a remarkable feat of gravitational shielding, natural or artificial—and is showing an incredibly low-entropy signature. No degradation. No instability. It’s impossibly young. Everything in this region should be subject to the Event Horizon's residual drag, fractured and aged. This planet has resisted entropy completely."

The main viewport, which had been filled with the star-streaked blackness of space, suddenly shifted. The ship’s cameras focused, magnifying the distant object.

And there it was.

A marble in the darkness. A deep, rich, vibrant emerald green. It was a color that shouldn't exist in the nightmarish blackness of The Void—a color too pure to be real. It was a beacon of life, impossibly sharp against the background of cosmic dust. The scanners painted a detailed picture: nitrogen-oxygen atmosphere, massive water reserves, and chlorophyll readings through the roof. The cloud cover was thin, almost decorative, without the chaos of a turbulent weather system.

"It looks like Earth used to look," Dr. Vore murmured, stepping onto the bridge, her usual focus on medical logistics momentarily broken by the sheer beauty of the sight. The planet’s vivid hues were an answer to the cold despair of the black hole. "A paradise. It is structurally and chemically perfect. It defies thermodynamics just by existing."

"It's a miracle," Cookie whispered, momentarily forgetting his grievances. He stared at the screen, imagining the culinary possibilities. "Fresh herbs! Real spices! No more nutrient cubes! I could make a stock from that water that would bring an android to tears. I see vast forests. Vore, can you confirm the presence of anything that resembles basil?"

Storm’s gut twisted. Miracle was not a word he trusted in The Void. In his experience, miracles were always preceded by a fatal catch, usually involving razor-toothed aliens or a sudden supernova.

Zeno, however, was already in full analytical mode. "The temperature gradient is ideal. The gravitational pull is 1.001 G. It is, by all definitions, the perfect safe harbor. It is, in every measurable aspect, too perfect. Probability of immediate danger, based on known variables: 0.0001%. The risk is negligible, but the improbability is immense."

"That is what worries me, Professor," Storm said, his eyes narrowed, studying the flawless green jewel. "The lack of risk. The utter perfection. What's the catch? Why is it here? In the dead space, right where everything should be broken and decaying? Nothing is this clean out here."

ECHO shrugged her holographic shoulders, the gesture dripping with passive-aggressive doom. "Perhaps it is a gift, Captain. A reward for surviving the black hole. Or, perhaps, it is a highly effective bait, designed by an ancient, lonely intelligence that likes to watch ships fall apart. It is, essentially, a perfectly wrapped present in a minefield. Regardless, you are the Captain. Granted, you are now able to dive into an unknown event and commit suicide, have a nice day!"

Storm ignored the sarcasm. He looked at the weary faces of his crew, at the damage indicator flashing an angry red, and at the impossible, tempting green marble waiting for them. The hull groaned, a final, structural plea. They had no fuel to continue, and no structural integrity to fight any more of the Void. This was a necessity, not a choice. He was the Man of Action, and inaction meant certain, slow degradation.

"Set a course," Storm ordered, his voice firm, decisive. "Prep the landing sequence. We're going down. We need repairs. We need water. We need to stabilize that core. We take the 0.0001% risk, because the 100% risk of staying here is worse."

He gripped the yoke. The NPX-29A, scarred and limping, turned its nose toward the beautiful, fatal destination. Survival was often the most cynical choice of all.
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Chapter 2: Touchdown
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The descent was smoother than it had any right to be. The planet’s atmosphere, rich with nitrogen and oxygen, cushioned the drop like a synthetic blanket. It felt less like a crash landing and more like docking at a luxury resort built specifically for survivors who had forgotten what "luxury" meant. It was unnerving.

The atmospheric sensors were screaming perfect, which was the most suspicious reading Professor Zeno had ever encountered. In the chaotic, entropic mess of the Void, perfection was a lie, likely concealing a fatal reality. The ship, the NPX-29A, settled into the clearing with the dull, solid finality of a coffin lid dropping into place.

"Atmospheric friction nominal," Zeno reported, adjusting his glasses. "Acoustic dampening is necessary. The environment is registering complete silence. The only sound is the wind, which is registering at an average speed of 3.2 knots—a statistically uninteresting figure."

"Silence?" Captain Storm frowned, his hands steady on the controls. The NPX-29A shuddered slightly as it passed through the final, thin cloud layer. "Explain, Zeno. Where are the birds? The insects? The white noise of biological inefficiency? This place should be a cacophony of life."

"Precisely, Captain," Zeno replied, his voice a cold blade of logic. "No active bio-signatures are detectable beyond the planetary flora. No birds. No insects. No audible life forms. The wind itself seems to follow a highly predictable pattern, almost a sine wave. The planet is quiet. Too quiet. A nightmarish absence of noise. The entire ecosystem is operating at near-zero entropy change, which is mathematically impossible for spontaneous biological evolution."

They broke through the clouds. Below them was a vast, unbroken carpet of deep emerald green. It was a clearing ringed by perfectly uniform, conical trees. The landscape was utterly symmetrical. The ground was flat, smooth, and entirely devoid of rocks, fallen leaves, or debris. It was groomed.

"Look at that grass," Chief Engineer Fixer muttered over the comms from the engine bay. "It’s like Astroturf, only more obsessive. Where’s the dirt? Where’s the random chaos of nature? This place has OCD, Captain. And I bet the air is made of tiny, invisible knives." He sounded genuinely annoyed, not scared. “We’re parked on a death-trap planet, and I can’t even get the FTL drive past 50 percent efficiency. We’re holding the propulsion together with—and I swear to the Void this is true—a repurposed nutrient paste tube and a prayer.”

ECHO, the ship’s brain and hologram, appeared shimmering over the Captain’s console. Her composure was superior and irritating. "Chief Engineer Fixer’s assessment is 88 percent accurate, Captain. The current stress fractures on the singularity containment field suggest that any rapid, full-power departure will result in a localized catastrophic energy release. In short, we need to stay here for at least four days for repairs, or experience instantaneous, total vaporization. I have already begun calculating the most efficient way to achieve self-termination in the event of an unavoidable hull breach. For statistical planning, of course."

Dr. Vore countered, a genuine sense of wonder fighting through her medical skepticism. "It's beautiful, Max. It’s so healthy. The chlorophyll readings are off the charts. It's an ecosystem functioning at 100 % efficiency. After fifty years of nothing but cold space and dead technology, we need this. We are the last viable members of our original civilization—we need life."

"Efficiency," Fixer snorted. "The last time we found a place this efficient, they were sacrificing dissidents to power a quantum battery. I don't trust perfect symmetry, Doctor."

Storm brought the ship down, using his full experience as the Man of Action to compensate for the damaged landing gear. He touched down with surgical precision, the struts sinking gently into the soft, springy grass. He could feel the lack of impact—a gentle sigh, not a thud.

Silence.

The engines powered down. The low thrum of the singularity core dropped to a minimal maintenance level. The ship was still.

"We have touchdown," Storm announced. The tension on the bridge was galactic.

Chef "Cookie" Kowalski, a mountain of a man who viewed logic as a side-dish, lumbered onto the bridge. His brow was furrowed with a far greater concern than the possibility of total vaporization. “Captain. We’re out of fresh lettuce. Completely. This planet... it has real food, yes? I saw leaves. Real, complex carbohydrates and chlorophyll. A crew without proper sustenance is a crew without morale. Morale is essential to fighting off the colossal galactic hazards Zeno is so fond of calculating.”

"We are not here for lettuce, Chef," Storm said dryly.

"The Chef is correct," ECHO chimed in. "Statistically, crew performance degrades by 17 percent without adequate dietary fiber. Permission to run a surface scan for edible organic matter."

"Permission denied," Storm stated. He stood up. "Nobody leaves the ship yet. Vore is going to run atmospheric and soil tests. We open the hatch, and we take samples. No foraging, Chef. Not yet. We take the risk, or we accept a slower death."

Storm walked to the main viewport. The light streaming in was a gentle, golden hue. The silence was profound. It felt too peaceful. It felt engineered.

"ECHO," Storm whispered, his finger hovering near the weapons console. "Scan for radio frequencies. Anything. Life signs, distress signals, anything that suggests organized intelligence."

"Captain, the initial zero-reading was false," Zeno cut in, staring at the radio frequency analyzer. "There is a massive spike in localized radio frequencies. It is not continuous. It is a burst. A data packet. The planet is communicating."

The floor of the bridge vibrated. Not the ship’s structure. Not the engines. It was the ground beneath them. A faint, high-frequency hum that Storm felt in the soles of his boots—a short, sharp PING that faded instantly. It was the entire planet, breathing.

"What was that?"

"I am translating the data packets now," Zeno said. "But the content is complex. It resembles a rapid, high-density data dump. The spike originated directly beneath the landing gear, precisely where the damaged hull is resting. Probability: 64 % that we just triggered a localized sensor array by providing refined metal to the surface."

Storm looked out the viewport. The green grass, which had seemed so peaceful, now looked like the surface of a predator waiting for the perfect moment to strike.

"Vore," Storm barked into the intercom. "Get me those air results now! Full spectral analysis!"

"Almost ready, Captain," Vore's voice came over the speaker, slightly muffled, but carrying a sense of intoxicating relief. "The preliminary readings are clean. The air is so pure, I’m going to open the small access hatch in the lab to expose a medium to the atmosphere. Just for a minute. The smell is intoxicating, Max. Pine, rain, life... it’s everything we’ve missed."

Storm's heart hammered against his ribs. The hum in the floorboards intensified—a long, electronic WHRRR. The Terror was immediate.

"Vore! Stop! Do not open that hatch! I repeat—do not break containment! Whatever just spiked the sensors is out there!"

But the line cut out, replaced by a simple, Nightmarish hiss. The sound of an airtight seal being broken, followed by a powerful, rushing sound. The intoxicating smell of perfect, clean air was rushing into the ship, carrying with it a silent, unknown enemy.

The silent, peaceful world had just extended an invitation. And Vore had accepted.
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Chapter 3: Fresh Air
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Hiss.

The sound was sharp, decisive, and entirely wrong. The sudden hiss of the airlock seal being broken by Dr. Vore was the most terrifying sound Captain Storm had heard since the gravitational wave of the black hole had peeled paint off the NPX-29A. It was the sound of a necessary, non-negotiable barrier collapsing due to human weakness—a weakness caused by longing for a world that simply couldn't exist in the Silent Frontier without a fatal catch.

"Vore! That’s an order! Seal it!" Storm’s command was a roar, a desperate attempt to command physics and his own crew. But it was useless. The inner hatch of the med-lab was already parting, welcoming the unknown, and a powerful pressure differential was pulling the outside in.

A powerful pressure wave of fresh air slammed into the bridge via the conduit shafts. It hit the crew like a drug. It was intoxicating, immediately overriding the low-grade stress hormones that had been coursing through their systems for months. The smell was overwhelming: pine, rain, and a deep, earthy scent of life that Storm hadn't realized he’d forgotten. Every muscle in his body, strained by months of recycled oxygen and adrenaline, relaxed involuntarily. The persistent tension headaches that had plagued them since the Event Horizon vanished, vanished. Vore, standing at the lab hatch, closed her eyes, breathing deep, a rare, blissful smile on her face. Even Zeno’s shoulders seemed to drop a millimeter, a nearly imperceptible surrender to biological comfort.
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