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Dedication

To the ones who loop through heartache and still choose to love again.

You are the bravest time travellers of all.
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Chapter One: The Oat Milk Incident
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In which we are introduced to the hero, his cat, and the first warning sign that reality might be on fire.

Marcus Drell opened his eyes to the ceiling fan.

Three blades. Slight wobble. One dead fly stuck in the centre like a failed martyr.

"Tuesday," he said aloud.

Chair—his cat, named during a Scrabble game that spiralled into mild emotional breakdown—leapt onto the bed with the grace of a bowling ball.

“Meow,” said Chair.

Marcus groaned. “You again?”

He dragged himself out of bed, stepping directly onto a LEGO that hadn’t been there the night before. He yelped, cursed, and vowed to throw it away for the third time.

Downstairs, the kettle was already boiling. That was odd. He didn’t remember turning it on. Maybe he'd sleepwalked? Or maybe caffeine had developed a conscience.

He reached into the fridge, grabbed the oat milk, and closed the door.

CRASH.

Chair had struck again, bounding across the counter and knocking over the exact same glass Marcus had left there the night before. The oat milk puddled on the floor like a small beige crime scene.

Marcus stared. “This feels... familiar.”

He cleaned it up on autopilot. Déjà vu—it happened. Nothing weird. Just brain static.

Right?

Then he glanced at the toaster. The LED display blinked once.

[6:59:59]

Beep.

[7:00:00]

It burned the toast. He hadn't even put any in.

Marcus stared at the toaster like it owed him money.

"Cool," he muttered, backing away slowly like it might lunge.

Chair, unimpressed, was licking oat milk off the floor with the intensity of someone trying to forget a bad date.

He shook it off, grabbed his bag, and left the house. The morning air was crisp. Too crisp. Like reality had been freshly laminated.

The walk to the station was quiet, except for the rhythmic squeak of his left shoe—a sound he knew he hadn’t heard yesterday. Or ever. He checked the sole.

Gum.

The same heart-shaped gum he remembered stepping on... two weeks ago. Or was it tomorrow?

He froze at the crosswalk.

And that’s when he saw her.

Red scarf. Denim jacket. Coffee in one hand, paperback in the other, reading while walking like she was built for it. Her hair was windswept, like it had made better decisions than she had. And her eyes—briefly—met his.

And something buzzed in his brain. Not a spark, not a flutter. A memory. One that didn’t exist yet.

She smiled, the kind that said you’re about to say something stupid, aren’t you?

“Hi,” Marcus said, surprising even himself.

A beat. She tilted her head.

“You again?” she asked.

Marcus blinked. “Sorry?”

She stared a moment longer, then shook her head with a laugh. “Never mind. Just had a weird case of déjà vu.”

Marcus let out a half-relieved chuckle. “Yeah. Me too.”

The walk signal turned green.

They stepped off the curb at the same time.

And that’s when a rogue electric scooter shot out of nowhere, collided with Marcus, and launched him directly into a fruit stand.

Pineapples flew. A very angry elderly vendor swore in three languages. Marcus hit the ground in a tangle of arms, apologies, and citrus.

As his vision dimmed, Lena—the girl in the scarf—stood over him, her coffee somehow still intact.

“I knew it was you,” she said, before everything went black.

Darkness.

Then—

BEEP.

Marcus’s eyes snapped open.

Ceiling fan.

Three blades. Slight wobble. One dead fly, still present.

“Wait—”

Beep.

He turned off the alarm.

Same time. Same sound. Same exact dread filling his lungs like carbonated water.

Chair meowed seven times.

Then knocked over the oat milk.

Marcus didn’t move. Didn’t blink. Just slowly turned his head toward the toaster.

It blinked at him.

[6:59:59]

Beep.

[7:00:00]

Toast burned.

Marcus exhaled like a man who’d just been told he was both cursed and late for work.

He looked directly at Chair.

“Okay,” he said. “I think I just died. Again.”

Chair licked his paw with deep indifference.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two: Girl at the Crosswalk
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Marcus didn’t brush his teeth this time.

He wasn’t trying to make a statement—he just wanted to see if that changed the loop.

It didn’t.

Same LEGO. Same gum. Same crisp, suspiciously scripted morning.

He hovered at the corner, staring across the road like a soldier preparing for spiritual combat.

There she was.

Red scarf. Denim jacket. Coffee. Book. Perfection.

He debated running.

But part of him—probably the lonely, ridiculous, romance-movie-watching part—wanted to know if he could get past the fruit stand this time.

He approached.

She looked up. Their eyes met.

“Hi,” Marcus said, trying for casual and hitting “mild hostage energy.”

She tilted her head again. “You again?”

His eyes widened.

“You said that last time.”

She raised a brow. “Last time?”

He took a step back. “Oh no. Don’t kiss me. Or smile. Or say something vaguely meaningful. That’s when the fruit kills.”

She blinked.

“Sorry. What?”

A scooter screeched past them.

But this time—it missed.

Marcus gasped.

“I changed it,” he whispered. “I survived the pineapple apocalypse.”

She squinted. “Are you okay?”

“No,” he admitted. “But I’m getting better at dying.”

Not his best opener. Not even in the top 50.

The girl—Lena—gave him the kind of look usually reserved for public transport announcements and extended family at weddings.

“...Cool?” she said, edging away slightly.

Marcus threw up his hands. “Sorry. That came out wrong. I meant—I’ve had a really weird day. And by ‘day,’ I mean several.”

“Several weird days?”

“No. The same day. Over and over. Like a microwave meal for the soul.”

She blinked. “You... okay, so either you’re messing with me, or I’ve just met the most aggressively metaphorical man in the city.”

Marcus laughed nervously. “I get that a lot. Well, the metaphor part. Not the death loops. Those are new.”

Lena stared at him for a moment. Then did something unexpected.

She held out her coffee.

“Here,” she said. “You look like someone who hasn’t earned a coffee, but probably needs one anyway.”

He took it cautiously. “Is this poisoned?”

“No. It’s decaf.”

“So... yes.”

She smirked. “You’re weird. But I’m late to a meeting and I like chaos, so walk with me?”

Marcus blinked. “You... want me to come with you?”

“You haven’t said anything unforgivable yet. And I like living dangerously.”

He hesitated. “What if I told you you’re the reason the day resets?”

She shrugged. “Then at least I’d know I’m not boring.”

They walked two blocks, conversation meandering between bad dreams, weird coincidences, and the time Marcus sneezed so hard he hit “reply all” on a company email.

Lena laughed, actually laughed, and it did something to his chest. Something warm. Something terrifying.

“Okay,” she said finally, stopping at a small café. “This is me.”

Marcus frowned. “Already?”

“Meeting a client. She sells artisanal cheese and conspiracy zines. It’s very Brooklyn.”

He hesitated. “Can I see you again?”

She smiled. “I think you’re about to.”

Before he could ask what she meant, the café door opened—and a loose hook from the hanging wind chime caught her scarf. It tugged sharply, she twisted, tried to fix it—

—and the entire wooden sign above the door came loose, crashing down toward them.

Marcus barely had time to think.

Just enough to say, “Oh, come on!”

THUD.

Darkness.

Beep.

Ceiling fan. Three blades. Slight wobble. One dead fly.

Marcus sighed.

“Chair... we need to talk.”
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Chapter Three: Death by Misunderstanding
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In which Marcus attempts emotional honesty, misinterprets basic social cues, and is defeated by a circular pastry.

Marcus had a plan.

It was terrible.

But in his defence, he'd only had about twelve hours of consciousness spread across three identical Tuesdays to think it through.

“This time,” he told Chair, “We go in cool. Casual. No metaphysical breakdowns. No warnings about death loops. And—very important—no sudden yelling about pineapples.”

Chair, licking his leg, offered no opinion.

Step 1: The Meet-Cute Without the Crane

He nailed it.

He didn’t get hit by a scooter, didn’t mention dying, and—miracle of miracles—managed a smooth “Hi” that didn’t sound like a dying possum.

Lena raised her brow. “You again.”

This time, Marcus smiled. “Yep. It’s kind of our thing now.”

She laughed. Score.

They walked. Talked. Skipped the café deathtrap by taking a scenic detour through a nearby farmer’s market.

Everything was going well.

Too well.

Marcus started sweating.

Step 2: The Grand Gesture (that Nobody Asked For)

Lena paused at a stall selling “emotionally sensitive doughnuts” (handwritten sign, probably ironic). She picked out one with a pink swirl and pistachio drizzle.

Marcus saw his moment.

He leaned closer, trying to look confident and mysterious. “So... if I told you I’ve lived this moment five times already, and you always pick that exact doughnut—what would you say?”

She blinked. “I’d say you’re a magician or a stalker.”

“Time traveller,” he said.

Lena raised
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