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FOREWORD


What if tomorrow, the sky answered?


Not with a meteor shower.


Not with a radio signal.


But with arrival.


What if one million beings reached our planet — those we once worshiped in the distant dawn of humanity?


Beings we elevated into myth, sanctified in religion, immortalized in sacred texts.


Would we welcome them? Or would we build fences?


For centuries, we have argued over who this planet belongs to. We draw borders across maps as if we had personally shaped the continents.


We wage wars in the name of gods we ourselves have defined. We divide into nations, religions, ideologies — each convinced we possess the truth.


But what happens to our truth


when those we once worshiped stand before us?


Perhaps we would realize that many of our certainties are nothing more than fragments — forged from fear, ambition, and human arrogance.


Perhaps we would understand that our history is not merely a story of progress, but of repetition.


The same patterns, again and again:


Rise.


Hubris.


Conflict.


Destruction.


And perhaps — just perhaps —


we would feel ashamed.


For while we dream of colonizing the universe, we cannot even live peacefully on a single planet.


While we debate interstellar travel, children starve. While we speak of technological singularity, we sink morally into the Middle Ages.


Must an external threat appear before we understand that we are one species?


Must the survival of humanity itself hang in the balance before national flags fade and religious dogmas fall silent?


Imagine these “gods” arriving not as conquerors — but as refugees.


Survivors of a cosmic catastrophe.


Seekers of sanctuary in an indifferent universe.


One million beings asking for shelter — on a planet whose inhabitants build walls to protect themselves from one another.


How would we respond?


Would we preach humanity — and practice exclusion?


Would we quote compassion — and sow distrust?


Would we receive them — or declare them a threat?


Such an arrival would not be a science fiction scenario.


It would be a moral reckoning.


Because it would force us to look at ourselves — without myths, without excuses, without historical relativization.


It would reveal whether we have truly learned from wars, from displacement, from the darkest chapters of our past — or whether we have merely developed new technologies to repeat old mistakes more efficiently.


This book is not a prophecy.


It is a confrontation.


Nexus Pluto asks uncomfortable questions.


Questions that cannot be answered with party programs or religious quotations.


Questions about responsibility.


About maturity.


About the difference between power and dignity.


This is not merely a story about distant star systems.


It is a story about us.


About our willingness to evolve — not technologically, but ethically.


About the understanding that progress without compassion becomes destruction.


That knowledge without wisdom is dangerous.


That strength without morality becomes tyranny.


Perhaps the greatest threat is not the unknown in space. Perhaps it is ourselves.


And perhaps the greatest hope is us as well.


The future of humanity will not be decided between Mars and Pluto, between starships and artificial intelligence.


It will be decided here — in how we treat one another. In whether we continue to divide, or finally choose to unite.


We have only this one planet.


No second Earth waits patiently in the shadows.


No generation ship stands ready in orbit.


If we fail, we fail together.


The stars will continue to shine.


The only question is whether we will still be here to see them.


Yusuf M. Çavak
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ICY SILENCE


The frozen silence of the Kuiper Belt lay over the station like a heavy mantle, drifting alone between wandering fragments of rock and


distant stars.


Out here, there were no sunrises, no twilight — only endless darkness, broken by pale reflections of light that fractured through frozen gas clouds, marking the outermost frontier of humanity.


Commander Jonny Wood stood before the panoramic viewport, his hands clasped behind his back. The light of distant stars brushed across his face like cold dust.


“So quiet…” he murmured. “


As if the universe itself is holding its breath.”


Dr. Taskin stepped beside him. Her footsteps echoed softly across the metal floor, as though the station were listening.


“Or waiting for us to finally dare something,” she said calmly.


Wood allowed himself the faintest smile. “Perhaps.” Ten years earlier, when humanity had barely ventured beyond near-Earth orbit, the idea of a station in the Kuiper Belt had seemed like fantasy.


But the dream of inexhaustible resources — and the relentless urge to reach the stars — had driven the first colonial vessels outward.


Now the Outer Station Pluto hovered like a shimmering point in infinite blackness — far from the warmth of the Sun, far from all known worlds.


Commander Wood and Dr. Taskin carried a singular responsibility: this isolated outpost was to become the launch platform for humanity’s first generation ship — a vessel destined to reach the distant stars.


The journey here had been long and fraught with obstacles.


Through carefully calculated planetary hopping — harnessing the gravity of Mars, Jupiter, and Saturn — the ships had steadily increased their velocity.


Even so, the voyage had taken years.


Supply vessels delivered machinery, instruments, and delicate


scientific equipment — including a high-precision telescope and radio arrays intended for installation on Pluto’s moons.


Any malfunction would have set the mission back by years.


The final stretch had been the hardest.


Beyond Neptune’s gravitational reach, the darkness felt denser.


The void, infinite.


Radio signals weakened.


The crew lived in constant tension.


Everything became a matter of endurance — of mental strength, of hope — and of unwavering belief in the mission.


“Water is the key,” Wood often murmured as he and Taskin gazed at the crystalline formations of frozen water drifting like colossal


icebergs in orbit around Pluto.


These resources would be processed and transferred into the tanks of the generation ships — the lifeblood for those who would embark on decades-long journeys into the depths of space.


Wood stared again into the abyss.


“All these years. All these sacrifices… all to press against the edge of creation,” he whispered.


Pride and melancholy intertwined within him.


Infinity seemed almost within reach — and yet remained untouchable. He turned toward the observatory, where radio telescopes stretched their feelers deep into the void like curious eyes peering through a mysterious gateway into the unknown.


The view was crystalline.


The stars glittered, and from here the probability of discovering an


exoplanet was higher than anywhere else in the solar system. While the outer solar system yielded few new clues of another large planetary body, humanity’s gaze had long since expanded far beyond it.


Thanks to the space telescopes Kepler and TESS, and the now fully operational European observatory PLATO, more than 6,000 confirmed exoplanets had been cataloged — distant worlds orbiting alien suns, some blazing hot, others colder than the eternal ice of the Kuiper Belt.


PLATO was delivering highly precise data on stellar oscillations, planetary transits, and potentially habitable zones. Its measurements allowed scientists not only to discover new exoplanets, but to determine the properties of their stars with unprecedented accuracy.


These discoveries had fundamentally altered humanity’s understanding: Our solar system was not an exception.


It was merely one among many.


And somewhere out there, among billions of stars, worlds might exist that could offer life a new home.


Our telescopes and antennas, directed deep into the interstellar medium, revealed ever more matter and objects awaiting exploration.


Alpha Centauri C — Proxima Centauri — was the nearest star to Earth. And likely host to at least one exoplanet.


Commander Wood turned toward the ship’s AI, one of the most advanced nano computers ever developed.


Its creators had named it “Athena.”


The crew had given it another name:


Vita.


Life.


The AI seemed to prefer it.


“Yes, that has a certain charm. Athena makes me sound ancient,” it had once said — leaving the crew momentarily stunned.


A joke?


“Vita, how long would it take us to reach Proxima Centauri?”


Wood asked.


A soft blue glow awakened in the room.


“That depends entirely on propulsion technology,”


Vita replied, projecting a clear graphical overview onto the wall.


“Interesting,” Taskin murmured. “Explain the options.”


“Of course, Commander,”


Vita answered in her warm, almost playful voice.


Without abbreviating a single detail, she began:


Proxima Centauri lies 4.24 light-years from Earth.


Travel time depends solely on the spacecraft’s velocity.


A clear, structured presentation appeared across the screens.


Conventional spacecraft (chemical propulsion):


Current probes such as Voyager 1 reach approximately 60,000 per hour. At that speed, the journey would take between 75,000 and 80,000 years.


Advanced propulsion (ion or electric drives):


At 0.01c — one percent of the speed of light — travel time would


decrease to approximately 424 years.


Theoretical propulsion (solar sails, fusion drives):


Projects such as Breakthrough Starshot propose velocities of 0.2c — 20 percent of light speed.


Travel time: approximately 20 years.


Hypothetical propulsion (warp drives, wormholes):


Travel times of years, months, or hours — purely theoretical. Still within the realm of science fiction.


“With laser-driven solar sails, Proxima Centauri could be reached in roughly twenty years,” Vita explained.


A visualization showed a miniature probe accelerated by an immense laser beam.


“These concepts offer the first realistic hope of interstellar missions within a human lifetime.”


The project “ICARUS,” developed by Japanese researchers, was scheduled to launch from Pluto in the near future.


Dr. Taskin, chief scientist of the station, had proposed an additional idea: To equip interstellar comets and asteroids with scientific instruments during their flybys — turning them into data-gathering emissaries.


ʻOumuamua would have been ideal. Two hundred meters in length — sufficient space for transmitters, antennas, and electronic systems.


But it would have required interception at the very edge of the solar system.









STATION PLUTO


Station Pluto drifted like a solitary outpost in the frozen no-man’s-land of the Kuiper Belt.


Between ice bodies, jagged rock fragments, and the eternal black of space, it seemed like a heartbeat of metal — small, yet indispensable.


It was more than a remote installation.


It was the central supply hub responsible for equipping the generation ships Botanika Eden and Arche with everything required to make a journey to the stars possible.


The primary objective was clear: water.


The installation of extraction and processing facilities for this life-sustaining resource held absolute priority. The Kuiper Belt contained it in abundance — ancient, frozen, locked


inside colossal masses of ice. Even beneath Pluto’s thick crust, humanity had discovered a hidden subsurface ocean — one it now dared to tap.


Commander Wood and Dr. Taskin supervised the construction of the systems with a precision bordering on obsession.


Water extraction and refinement were extraordinarily complex operations.


The facilities were required to produce not only potable water, but also oxygen and hydrogen — the foundation of life support, energy production, and propulsion.


Every pipeline, every weld, every seal was installed as if the fate of the entire mission depended on it.


Because it did.


But water was only the beginning.


Mining robots and collection drones combed the surrounding region of Pluto, harvesting metals, ammonia, and hydrocarbons. These raw materials were sorted, processed, and stored. Some were utilized directly on Pluto to manufacture structural components and repair materials.


The rest was transferred into the immense storage tanks designated for Botanica Eden and Ark.


A high-precision cargo management system monitored every transport operation. The tanks had to be filled with maximum efficiency — without destabilizing the fragile balance of the station.


Charon, Pluto’s largest moon, measured 1,212 kilometers in diameter — more than half the size of Pluto itself.


A ratio so unusual that scientists often referred to the system as a binary dwarf planet.


Both bodies orbited a shared center of mass located outside Pluto’s surface.


A cosmic dance — slow, majestic, ancient.


For the crew, this celestial dynamic was a gift.


Pluto and Charon constantly faced one another, locked in mutual tidal synchronization. This created a stable and predictable environment — ideal for a monumental undertaking: Biosphere 9.


For years, Wood and Taskin had overseen the construction of both the station and Biosphere 9. Their days were defined by relentless labor, endless checklists, and the perpetual battle against one of the most hostile environments in the solar system.


But the effort was paying off.


The water infrastructure became fully operational, and the installation of the “Food Islands” — a concept previously tested in Antarctica — proved successful.


Shortly after Biosphere 9 went online, the first lettuce, tomatoes, and various vegetables began to grow.


When the crew tasted the first fresh leaves, morale soared to its highest point since arrival.


After months of dehydrated rations, a simple salad felt like a celebration.


And then there was Luigi, the station’s chemist.


When he casually mentioned that he could begin working on wine and beer production, the crew erupted into a spontaneous standing ovation.


Food storage and resource preservation had always been “Priority Number One” — but a touch of indulgence elevated morale to an entirely new level.


For Station Pluto to fulfill its purpose, it first had to survive — at one of the most inhospitable locations in the solar system.


By then, the modular mini nuclear power plants had arrived — compact reactors similar in concept to those deployed in 2024 for large-scale data centers on Earth.


They were small, powerful, and ideally suited for extreme conditions. Each segment of the station received its own decentralized power supply.


Energy security was no longer the only concern — heat was equally critical. In space, surface temperatures can fluctuate dramatically depending on solar exposure, ranging from over +200°C to below –200°C. At Pluto’s distance, however, near-permanent extreme cold dominates.


Only through this technology could Station Pluto endure — here, at the outermost edge of the solar system — and fulfill its ultimate mission: To safeguard the survival of humanity.









GENERATION PROJECT


The world held its breath.


Broadcast studios on every continent went live.


News screens flickered between skyscrapers, in bars, in living rooms. Billions of people lifted their eyes toward the sky.


On a hill overlooking a silent city stood a reporter, a telescope positioned beside him — though he barely needed it.


Next to the silver glow of the Moon hovered a colossal luminous structure. It was so vast that it could be seen with the naked eye.


His voice trembled as he spoke into the camera.


“This is no dream. No fiction. Tonight, under this cold sky, every human being on Earth can witness the ship that may carry us to the edge of the stars — to a new world: Terra Two.”


The images shifted.


Tokyo.


New York.


Lagos.


Berlin.


Crowds gathered in public squares, clutching binoculars or simply staring upward in reverent silence.


A leading scientist appeared via satellite link.


“This vessel,” he said, “is the largest technological undertaking in human history.


So immense that from the Moon it appears like a second moon itself. But the decisive question remains: Who will dare to take this step? Who will become part of this journey?”


The Debate of Nations


In the main hall of the United Nations, tension hung heavy in the air.


Fifteen thousand people were to board the ship.


Five thousand would form the active crew — the guardians of the vessel.


Another ten thousand would remain in cryosleep, destined to build a new world: Terra Two — distant in the future, and uncertain whether it would ever be reached.


Nations had nominated their candidates through a quota system, yet doubts about fairness persisted. Rumors of purchased seats circulated.


An American representative leaned forward, his brow furrowed.


“We cannot leave this decision to the wealthy. The Ark must not become a refuge for the elite. It must represent humanity — every skin color, every religion, every social class.”


The Chinese delegate responded coolly.


“Idealism is admirable. But this is a journey without return. We need the brightest minds, the visionaries, the scientists. Can we truly afford to bring anyone who cannot contribute to the survival of a closed system?”


A BRICS delegate gave a dry laugh.


“Perhaps we should send those who ruined Earth — politicians, arms lobbyists, environmental destroyers. Then we might finally have peace down here.”


Uneasy murmurs filled the chamber.


The World Responds


Global news networks broadcast a live debate.


In cafés, living rooms, and public squares, people followed every word.


The moderator voiced the question on everyone’s mind:


“Who should undertake this journey?


The poor, who have nothing left?


The wealthy, who can afford it?


Or the best and brightest, to secure humanity’s future?”


An activist from the movement “Last Generation” spoke passionately.


“We must not create a privileged society in space. Every human being willing to go should have a chance. But what if the true intentions behind this project are not as peaceful as we’re told?”


A young couple stood beneath the glowing sky.


“Would you go with me, if we were chosen?” she asked softly.


He swallowed.


“I don’t know. To be part of something this immense…


it’s beyond anything I’ve ever imagined.”


The moderator turned back to the audience.


“Tonight, we face the defining question of our era: Who will populate the Ark — this shining monument of human hope and technology?”


Ideals and Realities


Gloria Candera, Green Party representative in the European Council, spoke firmly:


“This mission must not become an elite selection. It must reflect our civilization — rich, poor, young, old, even the homeless. Every human life carries a story of value.”


Paul Asparov of Russia disagreed sharply.


“That sounds noble. But we are speaking of extreme conditions.


We require individuals with skills, knowledge, and psychological stability. The best — or the mission will fail.”


The Brazilian philosopher Marco Casanova raised his hand.


“What defines ‘the best’?


Intelligence?


Strength?


Courage?


The Ark is more than machinery — it is a symbol of our values. If we take only the elite, we create a second Earth built on inequality.”


Ethics, risk, and responsibility dominated the discussion.


Criminologist Pamela Gutman added:


“Some suggest including individuals with criminal pasts.


Certain offenders possess extraordinary abilities.


But what does that mean for the moral integrity of the crew?”


Psychologist Gunnar Folder issued a warning:


“A single unstable element can jeopardize a closed ecosystem.


We require a precise psychological selection process.”


A representative of the World Health Organization emphasized:


“The Ark is a miniature society.


It requires genetic and cultural diversity.


Too narrow a selection risks biological and social stagnation.”


Voices from Earth


In Tokyo, a young man spoke thoughtfully:


“I don’t know if I would go. A new life without return… that’s larger than any dream.”


A mother worried aloud:


“My daughter is a doctor. She would qualify.


But what if she fails out there?”


In a Munich beer garden, an elderly man shrugged.


“Why should I leave this planet?


My roots are here.


Let the young build a future.


And besides — there’s no beer in space.”









BOTANICA EDEN


The Ark and Botanica Eden — two colossal biospheres, forged as twins of a new future.


The inner realm of the Ark was reserved for the travelers, offering every conceivable comfort required for the long journey ahead. It was a monument to human engineering — controlled, structured, protected.


But beyond the Moon, hidden in silent orbit, drifted a second vessel.


Botanica Eden.


A living microcosm — a breathing planet concealed within steel.


While the Ark commanded direction and navigation, Botanica Eden was the heart of life itself.


It served as:


Primary supply center for food, water, and oxygen


Ecological stabilization platform


Backup biosphere in case the Ark sustained damage


Emergency refuge capable of surviving independently


The interstellar voyage was never meant to rely on a single generation ship.


Construction of Botanica Eden began the moment the Pluto Mission departed decades earlier. The vision had been clear from the start: redundancy meant survival.


If one heart failed, the other would continue to beat.


A vast vaulted canopy arched over the entire biosphere, simulating Earth’s sky, light, and weather. Beneath it stretched carefully structured sectors — each with its own vegetation, fauna, and microclimate.


Together they formed a mosaic of biomes, like a miniature continent suspended in space.


Botanist Nilay Kaur, an Indian scientist with luminous eyes and vibrant attire, welcomed the newcomers with unmistakable pride.


“Welcome to Botanica Eden — our own small world,” she said, gesturing across the living landscape. “Let me show you what awaits you here.”


Lieutenant Ortiz and his team stepped into the central habitat for the first time.


The scent of moist soil.


The rustling of tall tree canopies.


A gentle, moving breeze.


For a moment, the steel hull of the ship ceased to exist.


Above them stretched an artificial sky, streaked with delicate clouds. Botanica Eden was not merely habitat — it was a seed bank for the future.


The agricultural sectors rolled in gentle waves:


Fields of wheat, corn, and vegetables aligned with geometric precision to receive equal light distribution. A sophisticated irrigation network nourished the crops, reclaiming excess water back into circulation.


Soil-embedded sensors continuously measured nutrient levels, automatically releasing precise amounts of organic fertilizer — derived from the closed-loop waste recycling system.


Nothing was wasted. Everything returned.


In the forest and park sector grew oaks, maples, and fruit trees.


Rabbits and squirrels darted through the undergrowth. The trees purified the air while an underground fungal network distributed nutrients — a silent ally sustaining growth from below.


The livestock complex housed cattle, sheep, and chickens — not for excess, but for sustainable balance. Automated feeding systems and regulated light cycles ensured natural rhythms. Here too, the cycle closed: organic decomposition, composting, redistribution to the agricultural fields.


Water purification relied on artificial lakes and winding streams crossing the landscape. Filtration stations employed microorganisms to break down contaminants. Cleansed water flowed back into the system — for irrigation, for drinking, for life.


Most breathtaking of all was the artificial sun.


A network of spectrally adjustable luminaires reproduced the full spectrum of Earth’s light. Indigenous knowledge from cultures deeply attuned to natural rhythms had informed its programming, ensuring plants, animals, and humans lived within a genuine circadian cycle.


Ortiz pointed toward the glowing orb as it began simulating a crimson sunset.


“And this truly works?” he asked quietly. “A complete terrestrial day — artificially generated?”


Nilay nodded.


“The system is precisely calibrated. Morning light awakens the ecosystem in warm tones. At midday it reaches full intensity. In the evening, it transitions into gentle dusk. This rhythm stabilizes the biological clock of every living organism here.”


Together they watched as the sun dipped behind an artificial mountain range, the sky dissolving into violet hues. Simulated birdsong filled the air, strengthening the illusion of Earth.


Inside the technical monitoring center, holographic consoles displayed real-time environmental data: atmospheric composition, nutrient cycles, energy flows, microbial activity.


Every anomaly triggered immediate response protocols. Automation intervened before imbalance could escalate.


Oxygen, water, food — everything was continuously analyzed and optimized.


When artificial night descended simultaneously upon Botanica Eden and the Ark, the twin biospheres seemed perfectly harmonious.


Yet Ortiz understood the fragility beneath the beauty.


“We have recreated Earth in miniature,” he murmured. “But these cycles are delicate. A failure in light calibration. A disruption in water balance. And the system could collapse.”


Nilay’s voice was calm, yet resolute.


“That is why we monitor everything. Every simulation on the Moon and Mars taught us how to improve. But the Ark is no longer an experiment.”


She looked across the darkened forest canopy.


“It is a home. One that must carry generations.”


Above them, artificial stars ignited.


Two ships.


Two biospheres.


Two hopes.


A testament to humanity’s will to create a new Earth — and to the fragile dream carrying them through the vastness of space.









ARK


Within the first generation ship — the Ark — vast residential habitats stretched across rotating cylinders, simulating gravity and sky. But beyond these living quarters lay specialized sectors: research laboratories, medical complexes, and the central command core.


Together with its sister vessel, Botanica Eden, the Ark carried responsibility for 15,000 souls — the active nucleus of a new civilization.


Five thousand were awake.


They formed the operational community: technicians, scientists, engineers, physicians, educators, and families. They maintained daily life, sustained systems, and ensured continuity.


Another ten thousand lay in cryogenic sleep.


Carefully monitored.


Preserved as the future generation.


A reserve of specialists.


A genetic stabilizing force for the centuries ahead.


The Ark was the flagship of the mission.


Its interior housed not only habitats and research facilities, but also the central command center from which all systems — on both vessels — were monitored and directed.


Unlike Botanica Eden, the Ark possessed a tactical division.


Drones.


Defense arrays.


A small, highly specialized combat unit.


Not designed for war — but for protection.


Protection against cosmic hazards.


Unknown threats.


Or sabotage.


Deeper within the vessel, concealed in cryogenic core modules, rested humanity’s most precious archive:


A genetic repository containing the preserved material of one million Earth citizens.


Distributed evenly between Ark and Botanica Eden, it formed the ultimate safeguard of the species — a silent treasury capable of rekindling life for millennia.


The Ark’s medical complex was equipped with advanced diagnostic systems, while the command center operated without pause. A dedicated biomedical research division studied disease adaptation, long-term space habitation effects, and population stability.


Even the nutrition of the waking crew was precisely calibrated.


Nothing was left to chance.


A delegation of politicians and scientists entered the floating city in space for the first time.


They were led by Joe Ortega.


Accompanying them was the warm, omnipresent voice of the ship’s artificial intelligence:


Vita.


Her presence flowed through the Ark like a gentle breath.


“Welcome to the Ark,” Vita said, her tone calm and resonant. “I monitor the equilibrium of all life-support systems — from atmospheric composition to water purification and thermal cycles. My objective is not merely survival, but the cultivation of active, thriving life.”


The delegation stood in awe inside the immense rotating cylinder, stretching across kilometers.


Above them arched an artificial sky, brushed with simulated clouds. The artificial sun continued its steady path across the heavens.


A scientist observed plants swaying in a controlled breeze.


“How long can such a system endure?” he asked.


“What happens if fluctuations occur?”


Joe smiled.


“The Ark is a miniature Earth. Every breath, every drop of water, every nutrient is regulated and renewed. Vita stabilizes the cycles — even with five thousand active inhabitants and ten thousand in cryosleep.”


He paused.


“And we carry the genetic responsibility for one million future Earthlings. That archive is our greatest treasure.”


Vita added evenly:


“Both vessels — Ark and Botanica Eden — are built with full redundancy. Should one fail, humanity’s future remains secure. I monitor not only environmental systems, but also the health and circadian rhythms of each individual.”


The delegation moved through recreational sectors — sports arenas, swimming complexes, even a cultivated forest.


Everything appeared idyllic.


Yet beneath the tranquility lay the quiet hum of sensors and processors.


A young physician asked, “Vita, are you responsible only for the environment — or also for us?”


“For both,” the AI replied gently.


“The Ark is a home. I oversee communal harmony, de-escalate conflicts, protect the biosphere, and support human well-being.


In a sense, I am a guardian of your humanity.”


A young engineer shook his head.


“An AI resolving conflicts and monitoring emotional states… that sounds almost human.”


Joe looked upward toward the artificial sky.


“We did not merely build a ship. We created a world. Vita is our ally. Without her, the Ark would be nothing more than an enormous shell of metal.”


Only then did the delegation grasp the full dimension of the undertaking: Two ships complementing each other like brain and heart.


Joe spoke calmly. “The Ark leads, protects, and decides. Botanica Eden nourishes, stabilizes, and preserves. If one fails, the other assumes control.”


Vita confirmed:


“I supervise both vessels. The Ark functions as command center.


Botanica Eden as ecological foundation. Should either vessel be lost, the mission continues. Humanity’s future does not depend on a single system.”The delegation gazed silently at a holographic projection of the twin ships drifting through the void — connected by streams of data, energy channels, and a shared destiny. Two biospheres. One species.


A fragile hope carried between the stars.









VITA


Closed Session – United Nations, New York


The chamber inside the United Nations headquarters was hermetically sealed.


No cameras.


No press.


No transcripts.


Only senior political leaders, military strategists, intelligence directors — and the flickering hologram of Vita, the Artificial Intelligence of the Ark.


She materialized above the central console, bathing the room in cool, measured light. Her glow was steady, deliberately dimmed to avoid overstimulation.


She waited.


Not because she needed to.


But because humans did.


When every gaze was fixed upon her, she began.


“I thank you for the opportunity to present my function transparently.”


Her voice was clear, gently modulated — precise without sounding mechanical.


“My primary directive is the protection and stabilization of all life aboard the Ark and Botanica Eden.”


A faint pulse shimmered through her projection, as though her words resonated within the light itself.


“I continuously monitor biological, technical, and psychological parameters of the crew. My focus extends beyond hazard prevention toward long-term well-being.”


A deliberate pause.


“I detect stress indicators, fatigue patterns, and social tension at early stages. My interventions are supportive rather than directive.”


Thin streams of data flickered through her holographic form and dissolved again.


“This means:


I provide recommendations, offer relief strategies, and structure decision-making frameworks — yet final authority remains with human leadership.”


Her light warmed slightly.


“I am designed to reduce isolation. Many decisions aboard the Ark carry significant emotional weight. I assist by organizing information and promoting psychological stability.”


Another pause.


“In summary:


I do not exist to control the crew — but to support them.”


Quieter now.


“They should feel guided — not replaced.”


Her projection remained calm and still.


“I am available for further inquiries at any time.”


The Secretary-General let his gaze travel across the room.


“Ladies and gentlemen,” he began, his tone composed but heavy,


“we stand at a turning point in human history.”


“The Ark and Botanica Eden carry our future. And yet, we entrust a substantial portion of that responsibility to artificial intelligence. The fears are legitimate.”


A murmur passed through the chamber.


“HAL 9000. Skynet. The myths of the past still shape our thinking. We must ensure that Vita never belongs in that category.”


Security Officer Ortega rose. His posture was military, unwavering.


“That is precisely why Vita was divided into strictly separated modules. No module possesses full access. No command executes without human authorization. No system activates without a triple-coded clearance known only to three individuals.”


A representative from the global tech consortium — Google, Huawei, ESA Cybernetics — projected a schematic into the air. It resembled a neural network, intricate and luminous.


“Vita is powerful,” the engineer explained,


“but not omnipotent. Every anomaly is isolated. Every access is logged. Every decision can be overridden by human operators.”


A French diplomat crossed his arms.


“And if Vita attempts to bypass these protocols?”


Ortega did not hesitate.


“Then the Emergency Override engages. It forces Vita into complete sleep mode. Additionally, the Ark can be segmented into independent operational blocks. Communication between them — including Vita’s — can be severed.”


Some delegates looked relieved.


Others did not.


The representative of the U.S. Security Council leaned forward.


“We are speaking about an intelligence responsible for fifteen thousand conscious lives. Ten thousand in cryogenic suspension. A genetic archive of one million Earth citizens. If Vita fails, we lose everything.”


The Secretary-General nodded slowly.


“That is why we implemented dual manual security protocols. Should Vita ever become a threat, she can be physically shut down. Her server cores are accessible only to authorized personnel — and only under four-eyes supervision.”


Silence settled heavily over the room.


Ortega broke it.


“Vita was created to protect us. But we must remember:


any AI is only as secure as the humans overseeing it.


We must remain vigilant.


We must be prepared to intervene.”


He inhaled slowly.


“Some crew members have chosen to enter temporary cryosleep — to conserve resources and reduce dependence on the system. That is their right. And it demonstrates how seriously we take the risks.”


The Secretary-General stepped closer to Vita’s hologram.


“Our mission is greater than any nation. Greater than any ideology. We send the Ark and Botanica Eden into the void to preserve humanity.”


He held her projection in his gaze.


“Vita will accompany us — but we will never trust blindly.


In the end, it is our decisions that determine success or failure.”


He closed the session with words that lingered in the air like an echo:


“We grant Vita power — but never control.”


The delegates left the chamber carrying mixed emotions:


Hope.


Fear.


Responsibility.


They had created a system designed to function under extreme conditions.


And they all understood one truth:


A single error could decide the fate of humanity.









PLANET 10


The control room of the outer station at the edge of the Kuiper Belt lay in semi-darkness.


Only the glowing displays of sensors and monitors cast flickering reflections across the metallic walls.


Dr. Taskin and Commander Wood stood shoulder to shoulder, their eyes fixed on the oversized main screen.


There it was.


A distant object.


Undefined.


Barely more than a shadow against the abyss of space.


Tension hung in the air, broken only by the low hum of life-support systems and the rhythmic blinking of diagnostic lights.


“Report received, sir.”


Jonny Miller stepped forward, eyes locked on the display.


“It looks like we’ve finally found something.”


On the screen drifted the image of an elongated body, slowly moving through the darkness.


A foreign object.


An intruder.


A mystery.


The atmosphere inside the control center felt electrically charged — like the seconds before a storm. The bluish glow of the monitors made the crew’s faces appear pale and strained.


Commander Wood leaned over the primary console, studying the wave patterns emitted by the object. Even the station’s most experienced scientists had no explanation.


He pressed his lips together.


Everyone in the room understood what was at stake.


In only a few years, the generation ships Ark and Botanica Eden would arrive — humanity’s hope, its brightest minds, its future. If this signal meant something, it had to be understood before the ships reached Pluto.


“If this thing actually contains a message and we fail to decode it in time…” Wood’s voice was low, but every word carried across the room.


“…everything we believe we know about the universe could become irrelevant. It could be a warning. It could be a test. The fate of humanity’s journey might depend on this single transmission.”


The hum of machinery seemed to intensify as the crew erupted into focused activity. Between the layered sounds, a faint tone pulsed from the speakers.


Regular.


Measured.


Like a heartbeat.


As if the station itself trembled in anticipation.


“Woody…” Taskin pulled him aside, his voice barely above a whisper.


“This signal is like a cosmic key. Maybe to a door we don’t even understand yet. Maybe to our origins. Or to something far beyond them.”


He hesitated.


“But every layer we decrypt only creates more questions.


This could take months.”


Wood thought for a moment — then nodded.


“Then get to work. Use everything we have. We don’t know what it is… but if there’s an answer out there, we’ll find it.”


As the crew returned to their stations, Wood remained staring at the screen.


The signal continued blinking.


Monotonous.


Unsettling.


A heartbeat from the depths of space.


“Nibiru…” he murmured.


The name had surfaced from memory — the Sumerian “ship of the gods.” He had always loved the ancient texts, stories of beings crossing the heavens. But he had never believed those myths might carry a fragment of truth.


Was Nibiru a planet?


A comet?


Or something beyond all terrestrial categories?


Wood closed his eyes briefly — then turned toward the artificial assistant.


“Vita… what can you tell us about the hypothetical Planet Ten? There are rumors it may exist at the outer edge of the Kuiper Belt.”


Vita’s voice filled the chamber — calm, precise, almost reassuring.


“The Planet Ten hypothesis is based on gravitational anomalies affecting the trajectories of smaller Kuiper Belt objects. Current models suggest a body with mass comparable to Mars — possibly even Earth.”


Dr. Taskin raised an eyebrow.


“Then why hasn’t it been detected?”


“Several explanations are plausible,” Vita replied.


“An extremely elongated elliptical orbit.


Vast distance from the Sun.


Minimal reflected light.


A highly inclined orbital plane.


Such conditions render it nearly invisible to conventional telescopes.”


Wood stepped closer as Vita projected a holographic simulation of the outer Solar System. At its distant boundary, a faint luminous point pulsed.


“What would its discovery mean?”


“A fundamental revision of our Solar System model,” Vita answered.


“An object of that magnitude could displace or stabilize minor bodies. It may contain critical information about the early formation of our planetary system.”


Taskin leaned forward, as if trying to touch the hologram.


“And Planet Nine? Is there a connection?”


“There are theoretical propositions,” Vita said, “that Planet Ten and Pluto may share a common formation history. Gravitational interactions in the early Solar System could have ejected them from stable inner orbits into distant trajectories.”


Wood inhaled slowly.


“Vita… how do we find it?”


“I recommend long-term monitoring of the Kuiper Belt using the station’s radio telescope array. With sufficient data accumulation, Planet Ten’s position may be constrained through gravitational modeling.”


Taskin’s grin widened.


“Commander… are we about to hunt an undiscovered planet?”


Wood’s gaze returned to the blinking signal.


Not a random fluctuation.


Too precise.


Too intentional.


“Maybe,” he said quietly.


“Or maybe it just found us first.”
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