GEOXenoLipid

Kincaide clocked over chroma and clamored into a new self-braided prison of phenomenal proportions.  He could see layers of worlds, like he witnessed in SOLHRP, but now, many series of sequential stargates armored by alien construction.

Wrought in the middle of a massive experiment in stealth mode, he hammers time out of his mind by laying genetic dare and ruffled a few meters of his helix.

But this plugged into space all the same and he soon found the aliens engineering geotectonic RNAtranscription

Spelling strangeness, the vision before his eyes, he told VaugGhod to record millennial snapshots as he frought with wonder as to the final product.

Stringing together a taut torque of a harp, warped by the very massive scale of worlds wound together as beads coled together in stellar systems, almost colliding in conclusion an infinite concerto announced alien hemogeny.

During the phase-gate of transition, Kincaide angled his chromatic momentum religiously and found a nexus fluxing in disharmonic stasis.

