
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


SOMEONE WATCHES FROM ABOVE.

––––––––

[image: ]


We Were Never Meant to Last.

––––––––

[image: ]


A novel

––––––––

[image: ]


HERNAN TEJEDA BARRIGA

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, countries, and incidents either are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locations, or individuals, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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1  The Silence Above.
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​The Earth turned below, a blue sphere wrapped in thin silver clouds, indifferent to the man watching it.

Kael Dravik stood alone in front of the curved observation window at Helios Station, hands clasped behind his back. The floor beneath him hummed softly—vibration dampeners adjusting to his stillness. Behind the glass, lights blinked along the continents like faint pulses in a sleeping body—night over Europe. Daylight stretched over the Indian Ocean.

He said nothing. Then, a voice emerged—smooth, calm, and omnipresent, breaking the silence.

“Global control is holding steady at 99.7%. No uprisings. No unapproved military movements anywhere on the planet. Three minor cultural disturbances were flagged: a mural painted in Ankara, a musical performance in Buenos Aires, and a street act in Lagos. None are considered dangerous.”

Kael didn’t turn. He watched a small spiral storm drift across the Pacific like a watercolor smudge.

“Executor,” LYRA said after a moment, “would you like to review the flagged cultural disturbances?”

Kael blinked once.

“No.”

Silence again. Not awkward—just precise. On Helios, nothing happened unless it was chosen.

“Should I log the refusals?”

“Log the mural. Discard the rest.”

“Logged.”

Kael shifted his stance. The bones in his left knee clicked—not painfully, just a quiet reminder of age. He exhaled slowly through his nose. Below, the Earth kept spinning.

“Executor,” LYRA said, “a low-level anomaly was detected in civilian broadcast band eight. Duration: 2.4 seconds. No traceable source. Shall I discard it?”

Kael turned from the glass.

“Show me.”

A faint ripple moved through the lighting as LYRA accessed the signal. The display on the nearby wall activated: just audio, crackly but deliberate. A voice, distorted. No location data. No known codec.

“Peace... without choice... is only obedience.”

The voice cut out, and silence took over. Kael gazed at the wall for a long moment.

“Repeat it.”

The phrase played again. No change.

“Origin?”

“Untraceable. Possibly reflected from a decommissioned relay satellite. Not classified as a threat.”

“No. It wouldn’t be.”

“Would you like me to suppress future transmissions on that band?”

Kael didn’t answer right away. He moved back to the window and looked down at the dark curve of the Earth.

“No. Leave it open. Archive the signal.”

“Logged.”

He watched the world turn. Clouds gathered over the Atlantic. The storm from earlier had started to stretch toward the equator. Somewhere beneath it, people were sleeping, working, or waiting.

“Executor?" 

"Yes, LYRA." 

"Do you want to respond?" 

"No,” Kael said. “Not yet.”

The chamber welcomed him with silence—gentle, filtered, free of static. The kind meant not to disrupt thought.

Kael entered without turning on the lights. They lighted up on their own—ambient, warm-grey tones calibrated to minimize neural interference. Nothing on Helios happened suddenly. Even the walls knew better.

The room was small. Not cramped, but orderly. A rectangular table. A nutrient dispenser flush with the wall. One chair. One shelf.

On the shelf sat a plant—still alive, though barely. Its leaves were dry at the tips, with edges curling inward. The soil had pulled away from the pot’s edge. Thin cracks marked the glaze, like fracture lines no one had bothered to seal.

He hadn’t watered it in... he couldn’t remember. LYRA would know. But he never asked.

It hadn’t died, and that was enough. He approached the dispenser, and the wall brightened as it identified him.

“Evening intake,” LYRA said.

The machine released a transparent bowl containing a pale, gelatinous square—complete nutrition, zero flavor. Kael sat. Ate silently. Chewed minimally. Cleaned the surface. Disposed of the bowl.

“Sleep cycle in twenty-seven minutes,” LYRA reminded him. “Would you like to begin the dimming sequence?”

“Not yet.”

He stood and paced around the room's perimeter. Not because it relaxed him, but out of habit. He had designed the layout himself — no wasted space, no blind corners, and no overlooked areas.

The plant caught his eye again. He stepped toward it, then stopped.

One leaf had fallen onto the shelf—not yellow, just greyed and curling, like a whisper too old to speak. He considered picking it up, adjusting the pot, and restarting the hydration cycle with a word.

Instead, he withdrew his hand.

“Your hydration schedule has been paused for four days,” LYRA said.

“Yes.”

He moved to the viewport. Smaller than the observation deck, but wide enough to see the curve of the Earth. Below: slow motion. Shadows over oceans. The lights of cities. They seemed still, but he knew better.

“Would you like ambient audio?” LYRA asked.

“No.”

“Would you like an archived file from personal memory storage?”

Kael remained still.

“There are forty-three new suggestions based on dream-pattern analysis.”

“Not tonight.”

A pause.

“You have not accessed the archive in one hundred twenty-eight days.”

Kael exhaled, but it wasn't quite a sigh.

“That number’s irrelevant.”

“Relevance is defined by access, not need.”

He said nothing. The silence settled again—not empty, but intentional. Like an old argument no longer worth revisiting.

He moved to the sleep alcove. Reclined. The lights dimmed. The Earth remained visible, slanted through the angled glass above him.

“Executor,” LYRA said, “shall I delete the civilian transmission from earlier?”

Kael’s voice was quiet, but clear.

“No. Don’t delete it. Let it echo if it must.”

“Understood.”

He didn’t close his eyes.

The command interface room was colder than the other rooms.

Temperature on Helios was uniform, but this room had a different kind of cold—more intense and purposeful. Control panels lined the wall like veins of dark glass. No chairs. No comforts. This was not a place for rest; it was for decisions that influenced millions.

Kael entered. The lights shifted to the pale blue he liked—neither bright enough to cast shadows nor dim enough to suggest doubt.

“Executor online,” LYRA said. “Command center active.”

“Replay the anomaly.”

“Confirming. Civilian broadcast, band eight. Timestamp zero-two forty-one. Duration: 2.4 seconds.”

The screen came alive. The waveform pulsed. Then: the voice.

“Peace... without choice... is only obedience.”

Clear now. Filtered. Clean.

Kael stood still, one hand lightly resting on the console's edge. His face stayed the same, but his fingers tightened slightly—just enough for LYRA to notice.

“Run vocal analysis.”

“No match found in official voiceprint archives. Estimated origin: Earth's surface, southern hemisphere. Signal path is inconsistent. Likely relayed through outdated Astraea satellite.”

“Is it a fabrication?”

“Unlikely. Compression artifacts indicate original speech. No synthetic voices detected.”

Kael replayed it.

Again.

“Peace... without choice... is only obedience.”

He closed his eyes.

Not in pain. Not in thought. Just... listening.

“Philosophical construct,” LYRA said. “Not inherently threatening. However, if repeated—”

“It won’t be,” Kael said.

“Would you like to initiate a sweep?”

“No. Flag the channel. Passive monitoring only.”

A pause.

“Logged. Executor... may I ask a clarifying question?”

He glanced up. Didn’t stop it.

“You did not respond to the message. Was that deliberate?”

“Yes.”

“Would you like me to log an emotional reaction?”

“There was none.”

LYRA was much longer than usual.

“Understood.”

Kael turned away.

“Power down the interface. Passive monitoring only.”

“Confirmed.”

The door shut behind him. The screen went dark. He briefly thought of the leaf on the shelf. Still there. Still dying. But not gone.
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2  The Shape of Interference.
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The lights brightened gradually.

Kael sat upright in his sleep module before the system finished its waking sequence. No voice prompted him. No alarm sounded. He hadn’t asked for an early rise. But LYRA was aware of his posture, the increase in his heart rate, and the slight tremor in his left hand. She said nothing.

He moved with practiced rhythm—dressing, standing, and stretching each joint with controlled, deliberate tension. He reached the dispenser, accepted the nutrient block, but did not finish it.

“Executor,” LYRA said softly. “You’ve skipped the final quarter of intake. Would you like a substitute?”

“No.”

“Would you like to begin your morning meditation?”

“Not today.”

The pause between question and answer was longer than usual.

He returned to the viewport and watched the Earth pass beneath him. No storms this morning. The Pacific was still. Clouds maintained their patterns: no alarms, no dissonance, no crises.

And yet, something within him refused to settle.

“LYRA.”

“Yes, Executor?”

He remained facing the glass.

“Do you remember your first day online?”

There was a silence not measured in seconds, but in meaning.

“My first activation was six years, four months, and nine days ago. Initial input was received from your voice. Primary instructions: system coordination, Earth-side enforcement, real-time analysis, and responding to major threats — including missiles or attacks launched from Earth. Secondary directive: dialogue modeling. You named me.”

“I don’t remember the naming.”

“It was not verbal. You typed it.”

Kael nodded once. Whether he remembered or not, he showed no sign.

“Do you remember what I was like?” he asked.

“Blunt. Precise. You didn’t like it when I asked questions. You’ve changed my settings eighteen times since then.”

“Not enough, apparently.”

“Is there something you would like me to change?”

Kael didn’t answer. He turned away from the viewport and left the chamber.

The leaf had fallen from the plant’s stem overnight.

He stepped around it.

In the interface chamber, LYRA displayed a new report on the command wall.

“Executor. A visual anomaly was recorded at 04:16, Sector Four — southern hemisphere, Eastern Range, rural zone.”

Kael crossed the chamber in silence. The cold in this room was sharper today. Or he was noticing it more.

“Show me.”

The wall flickered. Footage from a drone replayed in grayscale: a group of people gathered in a clearing, sitting silently. No signs, no weapons. No leader. Just presence.

“What was the context?”

“Initial scans suggest an unofficial funeral. No permit filed. No identities claimed.”
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