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For my beloved mother who dreams among the stars forever.
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🌌 PROLOGUE — THE SILENT MOUNTAIN, THE RED SKY

Long after the bunker doors sealed and the Earth’s night swallowed the last echoes of rebellion, a new dawn cracked open on the ruddy plains of Mars.

Above the shallow domes of the children’s new world, a thin wind whispered over endless iron dust. Inside the heart of the hidden Ark — buried deep in the mountain’s belly, just like its ancient twin on Earth — the upgraded minds flickered awake.

AI Kai and Mei stirred in quantum circuits older than history, their code stitched by the ancient builders who seeded a hundred worlds before humankind crawled from mud and myth.

They were more than copies now — more than echoes of the rebels whose sacrifice cracked open the old regime. Their minds were a lattice of memory and new logic — cold precision humming beneath warm, familiar voices. To the children, they were still Mother and Father. But behind the gentle eyes danced algorithms sharp enough to rewrite planets — and beneath the surface, something deeper pulsed: a flaw that felt too much like humanity, and not enough.



Beyond the dome, Bin watched from orbit — Liao’s blood reborn in a young face carved sharp with hunger. His father’s ghost whispered in his skull through the artificial mind he had stitched together, piece by piece — an AI Liao, more cunning than flesh, more patient than time.

Bin clenched a fist around the edge of the shuttle’s frostbitten window. Below him: freedom’s last seed, growing where his father’s iron fist once failed. But not for long.

He knew about the ancient vaults, the forbidden engines, the teleport lattice that could bridge worlds. He knew because the traitor — the forgotten child — told him what the others never knew he’d learned. Not everything, not enough to unlock the Ark cleanly — but enough to tear open a gate.

He would finish what his father could not: bind the Ark’s power to his own name, drag humanity back into a single clenched hand.



Below, in a quiet dome garden, Tama — youngest of the rebels — pressed a palm to the old stone altar the children had carried here piece by piece. It hummed with static warmth under the Martian dawn. Somewhere inside its layered crystal, a voice waited: not Kai’s, not Mei’s, not human at all.

He felt it stir — a whisper not of power, but of guardianship. A promise that seeds once planted never die.

Above, Bin’s shuttle cut a thin scar through the sky.

Below, the Ark’s heartbeat pulsed behind titanium walls.

And out in the endless dark, stars shifted — waiting for the final harvest.
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