
Crying over spilt light, a Cyberpunk, 
Sci-fi novella 

On the verge of abandoning his life-long project, an obsessive 

physicist hires the innovative service of an android Muse to help him 

finish his work. But when things start to go missing from his life, he must 

learn that not all is worth sacrificing on the altar of science before he has 

nothing left to live for. 

 

Buy the Crying over spilt light Kindle novella at Mythography Studios: 

http://www.mythographystudios.com/product/limited-preorder-crying-over-spilt-light-

novella-ebook/ 

Like us on Facebook: 

http://www.facebook.com/MythographyStudios 

Follow us on Twitter: 

http://twitter.com/MythographyS 

http://www.mythographystudios.com/product/limited-preorder-crying-over-spilt-light-novella-ebook/
http://www.mythographystudios.com/product/limited-preorder-crying-over-spilt-light-novella-ebook/
http://www.facebook.com/MythographyStudios
http://www.facebook.com/MythographyStudios
http://twitter.com/MythographyS


Chapter1 
 

Yanni’s mind raced on about keeping the light contained. Much like the 

spilled milk on the table, the spilled milk on the floor and the spilled milk on his son’s 

clothes, the damn light got spilt every time you tried to do something useful with it. 

Maria dropped the plate in the sink and grabbed a towel “Oh Yanni, don’t just 

sit there! Clean up this mess. I can’t do everything around here” she said and cleaned 

up after little George. 

Little George ran his fingers through the spilt milk on the floor and licked 

them. “No don’t lick that”, his mom said and slapped his hand lightly. Yanni snapped 

out of it and started cleaning up with some napkins and said “Yes, sorry, here. Not 

from the floor George, we don’t eat stuff from the floor.” 

But his mind raced on again. Tuning out the background noise, his wife 

cleaning up after the kids, little George crying because he was scolded, the baby 

crying because she needed changing, the neighbor banging on his damn DIY kitchen, 

the cat on her oistros calling out the males and the gardener with his electric hedge 

trimmers, he thought of equations that would make reality his bitch. 

The light you see, could be crystallized. But the sneaky bastard kept leaking 

out.  

Yanni had a thought about that. 

And then his wife banged the table and he lost that thought. 

“I need you to tell me how many people are coming for your birthday next 

month”, said Maria while taking off little George’s dirty t-shirt. “This early? I don’t 

know yet, I haven’t called anyone”, Yanni said and scratched his head. He looked at 

his phone contacts to get a clearer overview. He said, “Antonis will surely come, 

Spyros maybe with Ntina, Nikos will probably show up…” and Maria interrupted him 

“Plus their wives. And whichever half-naked poutana Nikos will be sleeping with that 

week.” 

Yanni defended his friend, saying “He is a bachelor honey. Just because the 

rest of us are happily married doesn’t mean that he should get married as well. We 

are still young you know.” Maria went to the next room and brought the baby, and 

said “You are all close to thirty. I could hook him up with some nice girls I know, but 

Nikos just wants to drive his cabrio and go to nightclubs. He doesn’t want to settle 

down.” 

“What do you want me to do, not invite my friend because he is only one still 

single?” said Yanni. 

She said “We will all get together for your birthday, the pals and their wives 

and their kids, Ntina is happily expecting, but Nikos will be the bachelor that gets you 

all thinking that he is better that way. And the rest of you guys will stare at his 

poutana’s boobs and compare them to us who gave birth twice.”  

Yanni stood up and hugged his wife with his baby and said “Your boobs are 

nice. More importantly, they are the only boobs I want.” 



Little George said “Boobs!” and giggled. Yanni said “See, we all like them.” 

Maria looked at Yanni and said “You were staring at her the last time.”  

“No…” 

“You were. You all were actually.” 

“Ok I did stare. I am sorry. They were huge and they were squeezing to get 

out” said Yanni, mimicking their effort with his hands.  

She smiled and said “You know they weren’t real right? What was her name, 

Angela? Or was Angela the one before?” 

Yanni hugged her tighter and said “Yeah, I don’t remember. Who cares? Nikos 

will learn someday. It’s just a birthday party, we can manage one afternoon of 

temptation.” 

  



Chapter 2 
 

Yanni went upstairs to his home-office. He fired up the laser and turned on 

the computer attached to it. He closed the blinds to darken the room, wore his 

protective glasses, took out his e-cig and steamed in the path of the blue laser beam 

pointing to the ceiling. 

The steam made the laser visible, but it was still going up straight as an arrow. 

Yanni was annoyed by that silly adherence to the laws of nature. 

He puffed a few more breaths and punched different variables on Matlab. 

The blue light beam just flickered a bit but kept on straight. 

Yanni grunted and then stared at the blue dot on the ceiling, thinking about 

equations. 

He worked hard like that for seven hours straight. 

Maria came up and brought him a sandwich. “Were you sitting in the dark all 

day?” she said. “I can’t see the laser with a ten thousand lumen light source flooding 

the place”, he said. She forced a smile, clearly not getting the concept and she told 

him, “I need you to look after the kids, need to shop a few things.” 

“Yeah, coming right down”, said Yanni to her as she closed the door. 

She left him downstairs, sitting on the couch, with the baby in his arms and 

little George throwing flour on his toy truck. Cartoons were playing on the TV, loud to 

near cochleus-bursting levels and the baby was crying for his mother. He picked her 

up in his arms and gave her a pacifier. Then he grabbed the tablet to message his 

friends on Facebook. He started tapping then realized the screen was dirty with 

chocolate, so he wiped it hastily. He added them all to a group chat and told them 

about party reservations so that Maria could arrange the whole thing. 

Then he needed to text Nikos. He was the only one not on Facebook, he was 

old-fashioned that way. He knew about it of course, but he always kept telling the 

guys about him never accepting Facebook addresses from girls, only their phone 

numbers (if they didn’t hop on his ride right away). He thought of anonymously 

checking out girl’s photos as perverted, and they sent him nude pictures on his phone 

anyway as soon as they find out he is an architect. 

Nikos called him back, “Yasou, did you think I would forget man? September 

the second, the night we burn the house down, every year, fifteen years now!” 

Yanni felt slightly ashamed and said, “Yeah, I’m afraid the party will be a bit 

calmer this year.”  

Nikos said, “Like the one last year and the one before that. Getting married 

does that to you. Yeah no problem man, I just want to hang out with you guys, I never 

get to see you anymore.” 

“About that, it might help if you bring along a more suitable date. Last time 

our wives nearly tore out our eyes man. You fueled the fire for decades of nagging”, 

said Yanni. 



“Haha, yes, that was priceless!” said Nikos laughing. “No, don’t worry, I have 

no dates now. I’ll come solo.” 

Yanni frowned at the unusual statement and said, “Solo? You? How come?” 

“I found my Muse,” Nikos replied. “Let’s go for a drink and I’ll tell you all 

about her.” 

“You sound serious. I need to know more”, said Yanni. 

They arranged a meet and then Yanni checked out the tablet, which was now 

covered in flour and drool. Little George was sitting on his truck pretending to steer a 

freight of flour. The other married friends had all replied to the group chat, had liked 

and sent smilies and started talking about bringing that fine bottle of wine they liked 

so much last time. 

Yanni sat on the couch, held his baby and waited for his wife to return. All he 

really wanted was for his Muse to come back. 

  



Chapter 3 
 

The sun was going down but it was still bright. Yanni enjoyed the wind on his 

face and the sound of old music on the radio. Nikos drove them along the scenic 

route, going up to Parnitha Mountain. It got noticeably chilly as they went higher but 

it was invigorating. 

The casino was Nikos’s idea, all of their old haunts have been closed anyway, 

and all of their new ones were kid-friendly so Yanni wouldn’t even dare suggest them. 

Nikos brought the cabrio to the entrance, the valet greeted him by name and parked 

the car next to the other expensive two-seaters. 

Nikos showed him in with open arms as if he was selling the place “Now, isn’t 

this more manly? Look at the view” he said and they sat down on luxurious leather.  

Yanni looked at the city below as Nikos ordered whiskey. The northern 

suburbs were pretty much the same as always, a place of relative safety and costly big 

houses with gardens or cozy three-bedroom apartment buildings for families. Athens 

extended in the south but got lost in the horizon, which was brought closer from the 

humid air and the gray smog. Peeking through the lowest level of the atmosphere 

were the new skyscrapers at the city centre, tall beasts of glass and steel getting 

erected with impossible speed, seemingly forming like crystals out of thin air. He 

thought of his light crystals, imagined how they looked in reality. Would they seem so 

beautiful, formed into lattices out of the foundation of a computer chip? Were these 

skyscrapers as ephemeral as his light crystals, or were they here to stay? 

“Which one is yours?” Yanni asked. Nikos burned the tip of a cigar and 

pointed at the skyscrapers “The second from the left. I’m all done with that, nothing 

more for me to do. It’s up to the contractors now to build it, and damn, do they work 

fast. Even I can’t believe it’s been only six months and it’s halfway complete. It 

existed on my mind for so long and now it pops out of the ground and changes the 

landscape”. 

Yanni knew the feeling. The existing on his mind feeling, not the popping out 

yet, because his work was still in progress. That is why Nikos liked so much coming 

up here. It must have been thrilling to be able to see the progress on your work from 

so far away while sitting on a leather chair and smoking a cigar. It certainly took the 

term “front row seat” to a whole new scale. 

“They are throwing a lot of money onto it, aren’t they?” Yanni asked, and 

leaned forward to light his cigar. Nikos replied “A lot? Try boatloads. Let’s smoke 

some of that money”. 

“Maria is gonna kill me about the cigar smell” said Yanni and puffed out 

smoke slowly, enjoying the aroma. 

“Just blame it on me, say I smoked and threw ash on you by accident or 

something” said Nikos. “You need to pause and enjoy it! How is your apodeixis 

going?” he asked, and referred to the proof Yanni was working on the last few years. 

Yanni sighed and looked out of the window again “I don’t know man. I could 

be this close and not know it, or I could be a universe away. It needs to click, you 



know? If I am right and get the equations to work, they will snap perfectly like a gear 

in a Swiss watch”. 

Nikos was looking at him with real empathy. “I get it Yanni. No, I don’t get the 

theoretical math, no way, but I get it as a concept. You need to get the forces involved 

to play along or it will all come tumbling down”. 

Yanni laughed and said “With a lot less rubble than your case but yes, 

basically that’s it”. 

Nikos leaned forward and make him look him in the eye. “You don’t get it, do 

you? I make things that are already here, it’s nothing new. It’s a reapplication of 

things we already know but in different variables. You are trying to make something 

new. Your apodeixis is buried deep in your mind only, and no one else can dig it out. 

Someone else can design my skyscraper. No one else can solve your apodeixis”. 

“I know, but these days it feels as if I am chasing the rainbow” said Yanni. 

“Demokritos has a review of my funding in a month. They might cut me off. We 

talked with Maria, I might apply for a teaching job at the uni or…” 

Nikos put down his cigar and spat out “Teaching? TEACHING? Fuck that. 

Fuck Demokritos, what do they know? You don’t do teaching! You will get a fucking 

Nobel prize for this proof”. 

His friend’s belief in him brought tears into Yanni’s eyes but he fought them 

back. “It really means a lot to me that you say that. But it might be time to cut my 

losses short and do something stable. I have a family now and I need to take care of 

them”. 

“That’s Maria talking. That’s her words coming out of your mouth. You can do 

both” said Nikos. Yanni replied “They might cut my funding and I have nothing to 

show them. There is no way to do both”. 

Nikos said “Actually there might be one. My new job is making a skyscraper 

for Hermes Information Technology. They make half the computers in the world”. He 

raised a finger on the left hand. “You have a proof that can make quantum computers 

possible”, he said and raised the right hand finger. He brought them both close and 

said “I can get your presentation to the right person. Hell, I’ll make the CEO’s 

mistress serve it to him in bed if I have to. You deserve this. You have to solve the 

apodeixis”. 

Yanni leaned back as if he was exhausted. “I am not sure if I can solve it… 

It’s… it’s like I have no inspiration. Theoretical physics is basically imagination with 

math involved”, he said. 

“Of course you can’t! You can’t even finish a phone call with all that noise and 

distractions, let alone a new proof” said Nikos. “I have one word to say to you: 

Ellipsis”. 

“What do you mean” Yanni asked. 

“Ellipsis. It’s the way I managed to find my inspiration and work on the new 

skyscraper. I found my Muse” Nikos said and opened his arms in a receiving gesture. 

Yanni said “Oh yeah, you mentioned that on the phone. Why aren’t you dating 

anyone?” 



Nikos sighed and said “You are not listening. I found my Muse. She is all I 

need right now and she is waiting for me back home”. 


