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Gate Nexus, Vortex Station. Five thousand witnesses to the irrevocable.

The aperture convulses — Spatia glyphs shrieking where they once sang, the
ring's membrane shredding into jagged geometries no cartographer could
name.

Folded space collapses like crumpled scripture. Darkness bleeds through the
edges, tasting of ozone and scorched legacy.

DIMENSIONAL INTEGRITY COMPROMISED — and still the ring hallucinates
between existence and ruin, a megalithic altar to catastrophe's slow
achievement.
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Twenty ships. No crew. No memory of transit.

The Spatia Spectres do not cluster around wreckage — they cluster around
questions.

Her reflection in the dark viewport recognises her first.

Behind her, the Gate announces another arrival. The Chronometers fracture.
Somewhere, this moment is already ending — and has not yet begun.




VORTEX STATION — SKYFORGE DOCKING BAY
A cathedral of salvage and secrecy, where Magnetica holds its breath.

Arc welders slay the dark in silence — each flash a small ordeal, repaid in
shadow.

Beneath the ore hauler, one figure drifts. Tenuously connected. Cerebrally
alone.




Vortex Station. Outer Ring. Oxygen Credits: Critical.
The numbers on Winn's forearm say suffocation. Kael says optimal.
Three hundred sleepers below — dreamless, frozen, favorably reported.

Somewhere in the deep void, something docks. Neither of them asks what.
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Vortex Station, Decommissioned Bay — Sector Unknown.
Every breath here is a transaction. Every silence, a deficit.

The rumbling doesn't belong to any machine. The Void-Born engineer knows
this — tranquilly, irreversibly.

Somewhere in the bronze dark, a loose bolt spins. Patient. Weightless. Waiting
to be sifted from the noise.
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Vortex Station. The Algae Cathedral's singing priests fall silent. Not in
sequence. Not through choice. In half-second increments, each tank dimming
a precise interval before the next—a daemoniacal rhythm that mirrors nothing
in nature and everything in engineering.

The Admiral stands at the cold magnetic bulkhead. Bone-thin. Void-born. Her
wrist implant cascades with data she has been looking at for three hours
without permitting herself to name what she is seeing.

Nova Terra: Root Rot signature. The Drift: dew failures evaporating in precise
117-hour intervals. Tidalcross: pressure gate anomalies spreading through
coral-composite seals. Each fracture following the same angular geometry.

RESONANTIA (Internal broadcast): "Pattern locked. Origin: null. Propagation
vector: unknown."

The words arrive without comfort. The data refuses to provide a single point of
origin, because it is everywhere at once.




Vortex Station. Safety orange and cold blue and stark vacuum black. Dr. Chen
hands Kaori a data-dense pendant.

Kaori takes it. Her True-Sight engages—involuntary. The invisible becomes
grotesquely, horrifically visible. A shape woven through Anima space itself.

The pattern rotates. Hexagonal fractals nesting infinitely deeper with each
rotation. As if the contamination extends into dimensions beyond the three
chromatic ones Anima typically maps.

DR. CHEN: "You see it too." Two women in a dying orbital ring, staring at proof
that whatever hunts them thinks in mathematics older than language.

KAORI: "This is architecture. Someone built this." The pattern continues
rotating. Patient. It has been waiting for longer than either of them has been
alive.




Sleepers? The First Wave sits at equidistant positions around a metal table.
Their respiratory rhythms are synchronized, the ghost-bond rendering
individual function as collective choreography.

Above their temples: Energia fractals arcing silently. Neural-interface
emergency releases trigger longing-calls, reaching backward across three
centuries to something that no longer exists.

The Eldest stares at her palms. They belong to someone else. They are a relic.
She is their custodian.

MARA: "We owe them for not staying buried."

The ghost-bond holds them in formation. Survivors performing acceptance.
Imprisoned in synchronized rhythm. Grief as choreography.




Two hundred and eighty years of divergence.
The body rewrites what the spirit could not undo.
She stands alone in white — fearful, ataraxic, ascendant.

A litany of adaptation. An unforgettable feat.




Forty meters above the foragers, the jungle grows thicker to keep her secret.
Her moss-grey clothes burn amber — the Tether feeds on anticipation she
cannot spare.

Twelve hours with a sky-child. The boundary between earth and sky, already
undone.

She presses flat against the stalk. Some knowledge, once rooted, cannot be
unlearned.




Three centuries of unbroken song — felled in a single breath.

The Ascension pulse reaches the Kanara Basin. The insects go first.
Then the birds. Then the wind. Then everything that knew it was alive.

When the jungle finds its voice again — tentative, fervid, questioning — it must
remember it still has the right to speak.




Basins Where the Jungle Bows to Drink

Eight hundred figures, formerly wayfarers of the canopy's ancient hive — here,
at last, they are plentifully still.

The Vitalis-attuned vines negotiate privacy like patient diplomats. The
waterfall's roar softens to a priestly drum. The jungle, centuries deep, fulfills its
immeasurable role: to nurture without asking.

Shadow Scab remembers every season. It coaxes the eddies. It steers the
floating flowers into spirals. It has always known how to make a cathedral of
open water.




THE DEEP ROOTS — SHADOW SCAB, SUBLEVEL UNDISCLOSED
Fifty thousand souls who answered burial with architecture.

Three centuries of patient excavation. Fungi-lit. Defiant. Permanent.
They did not escape the dark. They made it theirs.




Bioluminescent spores drift through vascular architecture. The Glare-Sick
gather here, their eyes wrapped in ceremonial linen.

A Stargazer Matriarch leans forward. The phosphorescent scars along her
forearms constitute a language that the Aura-Net cannot broadcast.
MATRIARCH: "Crown. Crater City. Apex."

Eve's seven Spectral bonds hum. Atairukh, the eldest, sharpens his presence.
The purple lensing flickers across damp stone walls.

The Matriarch presses a palm against Eve's chest. MATRIARCH: "Do not let it
see you first."

Eve files this into the blank spaces between her ribs where secrets calcify. The
compartmentalization is not betrayal. It is architecture. She tells herself this.




Taro's sorrow ripples across the Jungle Scab: blue-green, irreversible,
broadcast to all.

Even the High Council cannot turn away from what they have already
consented to lose.




Taro treats his first Hollow-Man.

His Vitalis bond perceives something underneath the Slag-hollowed Anima
signature, something older, a shape of a burning he has no language for yet.




The fungi-light casts everything in sickly violet. The light of ledger-keeping—a
frequency that reveals obligation, that strips the pretense of social grace and
leaves only account balances.

Melori stands on the causeway. Her matte black obsidian skin absorbs the
violet light. Her pure white slicked-back hair catches it cleanly. Her crystalline
forearms refract it downward.

Taro and Kai approach. The weight of Melori's assessment hits Taro before her
eyes find him—pressure differentials, as if she is calculating his liability.

Melori's white eyes find Taro. Her bioluminescent veins pulse in annular
patterns—rhythmic as a questioner's breath.

MELORI: "You bring him here." (A statement, accusation, or simple notation of
fact.)




The Hall of Ancestors opens before them—four thousand calcified statues in
genealogical groupings. The root-lattice ceiling filters tenebrous green light
down through its braided geometry.

Melori stops at one statue among four thousand. It is the most worn, its
features eroded nearly to abstraction. Touched. Weekly. Over decades.

Her crystalline forearms catch the root-green. Her purple veins pulse as her
bare hand presses against the stone. A weekly appointment kept in silence.

Taro recognizes this weight of grief formalized into ritual. He steps forward.
Melori raises one crystalline palm, stopping him with generosity rather than
refusal.

Melori's white eyes find Taro's. This is what she carries. And she has brought
him here to hold a portion of that weight—not to take it, but to witness it.




Three hundred meters of jungle overhead. Two friends adjusting a dial.

The radio finds a voice. Crop schedules. Distant and ordinary and enough.

Reflected in the basin — a triptych of endurance: the girl, the boy, the griffin —
held still by root, water, and the tree's long negotiation with living.
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Eve sits cross-legged on a nest of woven root-fibers.

She has been thinking about the Crown. The knowledge sits in her chest like a
stone dropped into still water. Ripples spreading outward. Not yet touching
her other six bonds.

Atairukh, the eldest Gravita Spectre, occupies the space behind her like a
geological fact. The veto-bearer. The one whose refusal carries the weight of
absolute negation.

Eve's question is shaped more by breath than articulation.

The impossibility: Atairukh does not refuse. The massive head dips. The
root-nest beneath Eve settles deeper into stone, as if the architecture
acknowledges the permission.
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Shadow Scab — Year 312 of the Regrowth Pact.

The Antiquity Spine: irreducible, unchallengeable, older than any living
steward's memory.

A thousand inhabitants move through its maze of root and breath — not as
conquerors, but as adherents. Boundlessly patient. Earning each footfall.

The jungle judges. And, regretfully, it remembers.
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Shadow Scab does not tolerate the squeamish.
Two hundred meters of living air — and the jungle is watching every stride.
Vitalis reads the footfalls. The canopy decides whether to catch you.

Ahead: a habitat grown from deliberate patience, its door open only to those it
deems worthy of arrival.
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Shadow Scab — Mid-Stratum, Canopy Hour

Two thousand pale dwellers, diffused into vine and bark. Motion the only proof
of habitation.

The forest does not forgive. It tallies.
Every leaf a threshold. Every root a gallows for those who forget reverence.
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A city of the Indebted Grove

Where devot

id

ing harvests — and the gr

is measured in dy

ion to the Old Ways

keeps the ledger
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Shadow Scab Convergence Chamber. Ghost-Walkers, Memory Trade, and
Slip-Thread networks gather. Melori arranges evidence on the central table
with the specificity of a verdict.

MELORI: "The contamination was not released. It was deployed. The real
question is what the contamination was designed to prevent anyone from
looking at."

MELORI: "Something is in the deep bedrock of each civilization. Something old
enough that the contamination needed to be in place for ninety years before
the thing beneath it could complete its purpose.”

The three networks hold their breath. The chamber dims fractionally. Above
them, the ensemble moves unaware that their heroism has served as cover for
this disclosure.
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Vitalis Scar — Shadow Scab Territory
The debt is paid in labor. The forest receipts it in silence.

Spores ascend. Forgiveness, laced with warning, drifts upward like snow that
has forgotten gravity.

At the apex: one sunflower, turned not toward the twin suns — but downward,
toward the Left Behind.
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The Remembering Groves hold what institutions cannot name —

memory worn in wings, in spore-thick air, in the body's furore before thought
arrives.

Taro enters carrying the Ascension like a wound. The moths have been
waiting.

Consciousness, it turns out, archives itself. The jungle has always been a
witness.
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The jungle does not forget what it has grown through.

A Scab steward. A Vitalis bond older than her brass tools. A reflection that
learned to grin.

She does not look up because she heard something.

She looks up because the roots told her your name.
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The glass does not lie — it simply refracts the cost.

Mira. Shadow Scab Steward. Vitalis anchor. The last coherent thing in the
room.

Three hundred meters of jungle below, patient as theology, waiting to reclaim
what centuries of trade could not exorcise.

She holds the lift. She holds herself. The terminal dissolves around both.
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Beneath the Polished Root — Shadow Scab Transit Hub

Three hundred years of armed pacifism, chiselled into every face that endures
it.

Her features, fractured by the bark-mirror: ruthless angles, the cold arithmetic
of a survivor who mistook opportunism for wisdom.

Behind her, a second figure retreats. The jungle tallies every footfall. It has
eaten calamity before — and rebuilt, patient, daemonic, whole.
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