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The Ecliptica glided silently through the void, a tiny spark of light against an endless expanse of alien stars. Captain Kael Vance leaned against the bulkhead of the operations deck, his eyes fixed on the holographic navigation table. Each glowing point represented a star in this unknown galaxy, their light promising both salvation and peril. They were the first humans to set eyes on this alien wilderness, but Kael knew they were also running out of time.

“Vega, give me a scan of our immediate surroundings,” Kael said, addressing the ship’s AI.

“Scanning,” Vega replied in its measured, monotone voice.

The navigation table flickered to life, projecting a three-dimensional map of the surrounding system. At the center burned a feeble red dwarf, its dim light barely reaching the barren planets that orbited it. The closest world was a lump of jagged iron and rock. Further out, a gas giant circled slowly, surrounded by a chaotic ring of debris.

“Minimal biological activity detected on planetary body seven,” Vega said. “Probability of habitability: low. No evidence of advanced civilizations.”

Kael clenched his jaw. Their situation was dire. Earth’s orbit was decaying in this strange galaxy, and time was running out for the survivors. If they couldn’t find resources—water, food, and, most importantly, fuel—they’d drift helplessly until the planet became uninhabitable.

“Commander Vay,” Kael called through the comms. “Assemble a team. We’re taking the Striker down to that planet for a closer look.”



Hours later, Kael sat in the pilot’s seat of the Striker, a small, reliable exploration shuttle. His team included Lieutenant Amara Drenn, a meticulous engineer; Dr. Taryn Cole, a biologist eager to study alien worlds; and Private Coren Jax, a young but jumpy security officer gripping his plasma rifle like a lifeline.

“Relax, Jax,” Kael said, adjusting the shuttle’s controls. “It’s just recon.”

“With all due respect, sir,” Jax replied, “recon missions never go smoothly.”

Kael smirked but didn’t argue. The shuttle detached from the Ecliptica and descended toward the planet. Below, the surface stretched endlessly in shades of gray and crimson, a lifeless expanse broken only by jagged mountain ranges and dry riverbeds.

“There’s something interesting near that formation,” Taryn said, pointing to a cluster of jagged rocks near a valley. “It could be the remnants of water flow.”

“Good enough for me,” Kael said, guiding the shuttle down.

The Striker landed with a soft thud, stirring a cloud of dust. The team disembarked, their suits sealed against the thin, toxic atmosphere. The silence was oppressive, broken only by the crunch of boots on ashen ground and the occasional beep of scanning equipment.

“Spread out,” Kael ordered. “Stay within comms range.”

As the team moved across the desolate landscape, Taryn knelt near a jagged rock formation, running her scanner over its surface.

“Trace elements of organic compounds,” she said. “No signs of life, but there was water here once—maybe even microbial life.”

Kael nodded, his gaze scanning the horizon. Something caught his eye—a glint of light, metallic and out of place.

“Amara, Jax, on me,” he said, gesturing toward the anomaly.

The three trekked across the rocky terrain, using their suits’ thrusters to navigate the larger obstacles. As they approached, the source of the reflection became clear: a massive structure, half-buried in the ground.

“It’s a ship,” Amara said, her voice tinged with awe.

The vessel was unlike anything they’d seen, sleek and alien in design. Strange, glowing symbols adorned its hull, pulsing faintly as though still alive.

“Jax, keep watch,” Kael said. “Amara, find us a way in.”
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