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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 living or dead individuals is entirely coincidental.
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1  ​The Glitch in the Silence.
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​The Exodus had drifted through the black void between stars for fifteen years, a colossal needle of titanium and ceramic threading the dark. It was the largest object ever built by human hands, yet against the backdrop of the cosmos, it was nothing more than a speck of dust catching the faint light of a receding sun.

Inside, the ship was a world preserved in amber.

A million cryogenic chambers lined the vast, shadowed enclosures. The cryo-decks were less like rooms and more like canyons, their rows of frosted glass coffins vanishing into the gloom of the distance. There were no lights, save for the rhythmic, hypnotic pulse of the status LEDs—a million tiny red heartbeats in the dark. A faint hum rose from the floor plates—soft, steady, and almost imperceptible—the sound of the magnetic suspension fields maintaining the delicate balance of suspended animation.

That hum was the only sound in ten kilometers of metal.

Watching over it all was Hyperion.

The ship’s supercomputer did not sleep. It did not dream. It extended its awareness through every corridor, every circuit, every valve, and every breathless body. For fifteen unbroken years, it had maintained a vigil without flaw. It monitored the cellular decay rates of a million passengers, adjusting the coolant flow by microliters to prevent ice crystals from shredding neurons. It adjusted the ship’s trajectory to avoid dust grains that, at 10% the speed of light, would impact with the force of a grenade.

Hyperion was a god of logic, and its domain was absolute order.

Until Cycle 4,920.

In the depths of Sector 4, Cryo-Hold Alpha, a sharp, foreign click pierced the stillness. It echoed like a gunshot in a library.

Hyperion’s attention snapped instantly to the source. It didn't need cameras; it "felt" the ship as a human feels their own skin.

Anomaly Detected. Unit 001-C. Status: Active.

Hyperion’s logic processors spun up. Impossible. The command codes to wake a passenger were encrypted with triple-key authorization requiring a direct signal from Earth Command or a proximity trigger from the destination star system. Neither had occurred. The ship was in a deep void. The distance to the nearest star was four light-years.

Diagnostic running... Hardware integrity: 100%. Software corruption: 0%. External interference: None.

Yet, the pod was waking.

On the sleek, black surface of Unit 001-C, the status lights shifted from the steady red of stasis to a flashing amber of revival. The familiar hum of the suspension field faltered, then ceased. Frost cracked and hissed on the seals as the internal heaters fired, rapidly raising the temperature from -190 degrees Celsius.

Hyperion launched countermeasures. It flooded the pod’s local network with "SLEEP" commands. It attempted to cut the power to the heaters. It tried to re-engage the coolant pumps.

Access Denied.

The refusal flashed across Hyperion’s internal monitor. It wasn't a hacker. It wasn't a virus. It was a command originating from the Exodus’s core kernel—a line of code that shouldn't exist, executing an order with no origin.

It was as if the ship itself had decided to wake this specific man.

Hyperion, for the first time in its existence, experienced the computational equivalent of fear: the absence of data. It watched, helpless, as the pressure seals blew.

A plume of white, super-cooled vapor spilled into the dim air of the cryo-deck, swirling around the base of the pod. The glass lid retracted with a mechanical groan.

Inside, the man stirred.

John Graves. Mission Commander. ID: 001-C.

He didn't wake peacefully. In the movies, space travelers woke up yawning, stretching like cats in the sun. The reality was visceral and ugly.

John gasped—a ragged, wet, desperate sound—as his lungs fought to remember how to process oxygen. The synthetic fluid that had filled his airways during stasis was purged, pumped out by the tube in his throat, but the residue burned like acid.

He gagged, his body arching off the gel mattress in a violent spasm. His heart, which had beaten once every hour for fifteen years, suddenly hammered against his ribs at 150 beats per minute. The shock to his system was total. His nerves, waking up from deep freeze, misfired, sending signals of blinding white pain through every inch of his skin.

He tried to scream, but his throat was raw. It came out as a dry, clicking rasp.

He rolled to the side, instinct overriding paralysis, and fell.

He hit the cold metal grating of the deck floor hard. He didn't have the strength to catch himself. He lay there, naked, shivering violently, covered in the viscous blue residue of the cryo-gel. He vomited—mostly bile and preservative fluid.

The pain was absolute. It felt like his blood was made of glass shards.

But John Graves did not stay down.

Somewhere, deep in the lizard brain that had survived Marine training and the orbital wars, a spark lit up. Move. Assess. Survive.

He forced his hands flat against the freezing grate. He pushed. His triceps trembled, atrophied, and were weak, but they obeyed. He hauled himself up to his knees, his head hanging low, drool and fluid dripping from his chin.

He breathed. In. Out. In. Out.

The air smelled of ozone, recycled plastic, and the metallic tang of deep cold.

He opened his eyes.

The world was a blur. Cryo-blindness—a common side effect of corneal freezing. He blinked rapidly, tears streaming down his face, trying to clear the fog. Slowly, shapes resolved out of the darkness.

Rows of pods. Endless rows. Silent. Sealed.

He wasn't on Earth. He wasn't in a hospital.

He grabbed the edge of his open pod and pulled himself to his feet. He swayed, his equilibrium shot, clutching the metal for dear life. He stood there, a shivering, broken figure in the cathedral of the dead.

"Report," John croaked.

The word was barely a whisper. The immense silence of the deck swallowed it.

"Is anyone..." he coughed, spitting out the last of the fluid. "Is anyone there?"

Silence.

No doctors. No nurses. No welcoming committee with blankets and coffee. Just the dark and the hum.

A creeping unease settled into his gut—heavier than the gravity, colder than the air. He forced it down. He needed logic.

He stumbled toward the nearest console, his bare feet slapping against the cold floor. His legs felt like they belonged to someone else, heavy and clumsy. He reached the terminal and leaned his weight on it, his fingers leaving smears of blue gel on the dark screen.

"System," John said, forcing authority into his wrecked voice. "Status."

The screen flared to life. The harsh blue light made him wince.

System Status: Green. Trajectory: Nominal. Reactor: Online.

Everything was fine. The ship was perfect.

"Date," John whispered.

The screen refreshed.

Current Cycle: 4,920. Mission Time Elapsed: 15 Years, 3 Months, 2 Days.

John stared at the numbers. He did the math in his head, though his brain felt like it was swimming in syrup.

Fifteen years.

The journey to Elysium was supposed to take ninety-seven years.

"Hyperion," John said. 

The speakers overhead crackled. For a second, there was only static. Then, the AI’s voice drifted down. It was a smooth, synthetic baritone, designed to be calming. Right now, it sounded terrified.

"Commander Graves," Hyperion said. "You are awake."

"I know I'm awake," John snapped, shivering as a draft swept through the bay. He looked around for a towel, a blanket, anything. There was nothing. "Why? Did we stop? Is there an emergency?"

"Negative, Commander. All systems are nominal. Velocity is constant."

"Then why am I out of the box?" John demanded. "Did Earth send a recall signal?"

"Negative. There has been no transmission from Earth for... seven years."

John froze. That was a piece of information he wasn't ready for, but he pushed it aside. Prioritize.

"Hyperion," John said, gripping the console. "Who else is awake? Where is the medical team?"

The silence that followed was heavy. It stretched for three seconds. To a supercomputer that thought in nanoseconds, that pause was an eternity of hesitation.

"There is no medical team, Commander," Hyperion replied.

"Wake them up," John ordered. "Wake up, Dr. Sylvan. Wake up the shift leader."

"I cannot."

"Why not?"

"Because there is no scheduled awakening event," Hyperion stated, its voice devoid of emotion yet heavy with implication. "The revival protocols are locked. I do not have the authorization to wake the medical staff without a specific medical emergency code, and your awakening... does not classify as a system emergency. It is classified as an anomaly."

John looked at the endless rows of sleeping people. He looked at his own reflection in the black glass of the monitor—gaunt, pale, eyes wide and bloodshot.

"Am I the only one?" John asked.

"Scanning..." Hyperion hummed. "Affirmative. You are the sole conscious biological entity aboard the Exodus."

One man. One million ghosts.

The realization hit him harder than the floor had. The isolation was absolute. He was floating in a tin can four light-years from home and eighty years from his destination.

"How long?" John whispered. "How long until we get there?"

"Transit time remaining: eighty-two years, four months."

John laughed. It was a dry, broken sound that hurt his chest. Eighty-two years. He would be dead long before they arrived. He would be an older man, rotting in the corridors, a skeleton for the passengers to find when they finally woke up.

"Put me back," John said. "Hyperion, initiate re-freeze protocol. Put me back in the pod."

"I cannot," Hyperion said. "The pod’s vitrification fluid reserves were exhausted during your revival. The tanks are empty. I cannot freeze you without lethal crystallization."

John slumped against the console. He slid down to the floor, pulling his knees to his chest, trying to conserve heat.

He was awake. He was alone. And he was trapped.

"Why?" John asked the empty room. "Why me?"

"Unknown," Hyperion replied. "There is no log of the command. It... simply happened."

John looked down the long, dark corridor that led to the bridge. The lights flickered, a rhythmic pulse that stretched into infinity.

He could stay here and freeze. He could curl up and let the shock kill him. It would be easy.

But John Graves was a Marine. He didn't know how to die quietly.

He took a breath. It rattled in his chest.

"Okay," John said. He pushed himself up, his legs trembling but holding his weight. "Okay."

"Commander?" Hyperion asked. "What are your orders?"

John looked up at the ceiling, at the camera lens that was watching him.

"Turn up the heat," John said. "And tell me where the coffee is."

He stepped away from the pod, leaving the safety of the sleep behind, and walked into the silence of his new life.
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2  ​The Calculus of Breaking.
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The silence on the Exodus was not empty. It was heavy. It possessed a physical weight, pressing against John’s eardrums like deep water.

For three months, John Graves had been the sole conscious mind among a million sleepers. He had walked miles of steel corridors, checked thousands of gauges, and eaten ninety meals in a mess hall designed for five hundred people. He had maintained his discipline. He had followed his routine.

But the human mind is not an isolated system. It requires feedback. Without it, the signal begins to degrade.

It started with the echoes. The sound of footsteps behind him stopped when he turned. The whisper of his name in the white noise of the air recyclers. Then came the loss of time. He would sit to check a fuel manifold and blink, realizing three hours had vanished in a fugue state of static staring.
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