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Lyra was sent from the stars to guard the corridor, a cosmic passage pulsing with ancient power. But Earth changed her. She lives among those she was destined to protect Caleb, a sheriff’s deputy with a steady heart, and Eli, his five-year-old son whose trust reshaped her mission. 

As Lyra begins to “break the rules of the corridor” she realizes she doesn’t want to return to her home planet of Teyarion, and she finds something unexpected...family, belonging, and a love that defies galaxies. 

In this mythic tale of guardianship, sacrifice, and chosen bonds, Lyra must decide whether duty ends at the edge of the stars...or begins in the heart of those who call her home. 

* * *
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The diner buzzed with the hum of voices, the clatter of plates, the hiss of the grill. Caleb sat in the corner booth, Eli beside him, Lyra across the table. It was Lyra’s first time in public since her arrival, and Caleb had braced himself for stares. But none came. 

Her differences, the unusual gleam of her eyes, the shimmering silverish skin, the quiet radiance of her presence, seemed to slide past unnoticed, as though she wore a veil of ordinariness. The server smiled, refilled their glasses, and moved on without hesitation. 

Eli chattered endlessly, words tumbling over each other. “Jason said I couldn’t climb the monkey bars, but I did, and Mrs. Carter said I was the fastest reader today, and Dad, can I get pancakes even though it’s dinner?” 

Caleb gave a distracted grunt, scanning the room. Lyra listened, marveling at the boy’s unrestrained joy. On her world, children did not spill stories like this; machines measured them, corrected them. Eli’s voice was alive, untamed, and she found herself marveling at it. 
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To the staff and residents of Medilodge of Howell—

Thank you for believing in me, for cheering me on, and for becoming my great big extended family. Your kindness, encouragement, and laughter have filled my days with purpose and joy. This story carries your warmth in every word.

With love and gratitude,

Vivian Vincent
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Time was not a river. 

It was a labyrinth, folding back on itself, whispering secrets through corridors of light. 

She had always listened to those whispers. On her world, the stars were not distant fires but living maps, pulsing with pathways only the brave dared to follow. Tonight, one of those pathways opened, a wormhole unraveling like a golden rope across the heavens, a spiral of fate beckoning her forward. 

Her name was Lyra. 

Among her people, it carried the lineage of Teyari, a house bound to the skies, keepers of journeys between stars. But here, in the silence between worlds, her name was stripped bare, reduced to a single note of music, a single thread of destiny. 

She stepped into the corridor, not with fear but with faith. The wormhole did not consume her with violence; it welcomed her, dissolving her body into fragments of memory and starlight. She was no longer bound to her planet, her people, or the promises she had made. She was a traveler caught between what was and what might be. 

In the silence between worlds, echoes rose to meet her: A child’s laughter, bright and unbroken. A man’s weary voice, steady but scared. The pulse of a heart that had forgotten hope. 

They were not hers, yet they clung to her as if destiny had already chosen. 

Her eyes, molten and luminous, reflected futures that had not yet happened. Her skin glowed faintly, a beacon in the dark. She was falling, but not alone. Someone waited at the end of this unraveling thread. 

When the labyrinth collapsed into daylight, she found herself standing in a place that smelled of pine and rain, where the horizon was stitched with lakes and shadows. Earth. Present day. A town absent from any star map. 

Two lives, separated by galaxies and grief, were about to collide. 

And love, fragile, impossible, and eternal, would become the one constant strong enough to bend time itself. 
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The morning in Ashwood, Michigan broke gray and cold, the kind of November sky that promised snow but never delivered. Deputy Caleb Hart liked mornings like this. They were quiet, predictable. 

He moved through his kitchen with practiced rhythm: coffee poured black, badge clipped to his chest, Eli’s lunch packed in the same worn backpack. His five-year-old son perched on a chair, swinging his legs, humming a superhero theme under his breath. 

“Dad,” Eli said, holding up a crayon drawing of a caped figure. “This one’s me. I’m gonna fly someday.” 

Caleb smiled, though the ache in his chest was familiar. “Looks good, buddy. You’ll be faster than anyone.” 

By the time he dropped Eli off at kindergarten, the town was waking slowly. The diner’s neon sign buzzed, shopkeepers swept their stoops, and the patrol car’s radio crackled with routine chatter. Ashwood’s rhythm was steady, and Caleb liked it that way. 

But steady didn’t last. 

Near the edge of town, where the forest pressed close to the road, Caleb spotted something unusual: a figure stumbling out of the trees, barefoot, her skin catching the weak sunlight like glass dusted with silver. He braked hard, pulse thudding. 

She looked human, mostly. Her eyes gleamed amber, unnatural and arresting, and her clothes...well, they weren’t what he expected. A torn, iridescent wrap clung to her shoulders, more ceremonial than practical, shimmering faintly as though spun from dawn itself. 

Caleb stepped out of the car, his hand hovering near his holster. “Ma’am? Are you hurt?” 

She blinked at him, disoriented, and when she spoke, her voice carried something he couldn’t name. It wasn’t human, not exactly, but it wasn’t alien either. The sound settled into him, low and melodic, vibrating like a half-remembered song. For a moment, the forest hushed, as if the world leaned in to listen. 

“I... don’t belong here,” she said softly. 

Caleb’s instincts warred. The deputy in him saw a stranger in need, but the father in him saw danger. Still, he shrugged off his jacket and held it out. “Here. You need this more than I do.” 

She hesitated, then slipped into the heavy fabric. The jacket swallowed her, grounding her luminous presence in something ordinary. Yet even wrapped in his coat, her voice lingered in his mind, unsettling but not unpleasant, like the echo of a dream he couldn’t shake. 

“What’s your name?” Caleb asked, cautious but steady. 

Her radiant eyes met his, and for a heartbeat he thought she might not answer. Then, with quiet certainty, she said, “Lyra.” 

Just Lyra. No last name, no explanation. The way she spoke it made the syllables feel ancient, carried across centuries to land here, in his ears. 

Caleb nodded slowly, anchoring himself in procedure. “Lyra. All right. I’m Caleb. You’re in Ashwood, Michigan. Do you know how you got here?” 

She shook her head, the iridescent fabric shifting like liquid light, her red hair flowing like silk down her back. “The path...collapsed. I was meant to return, but instead I fell.” 

Caleb frowned. “Fell from where?” 

Her lips parted, but no answer came. Instead, she looked past him, toward the horizon, as if the question itself was too small for the truth she carried. 

Caleb exhaled, rubbing the back of his neck. He’d dealt with drunks, runaways, even fugitives. But this woman, luminous skin, amber eyes, a voice that felt like it belonged to another world, didn’t fit any category. 

“Come on,” he said finally, gesturing toward the patrol car. “You can’t stay out here. Let’s get you somewhere safe.” 

Lyra tilted her head, studying him as though weighing the gravity of his words. Then she stepped closer, the jacket hanging loose around her frame. For the first time, Caleb realized how small she looked inside it, fragile despite the strange power humming beneath her skin. 

And as she moved, her voice brushed against him again, soft, and certain. “Shelter. Yes. 

That is what I need.” 

Caleb swallowed hard. He wasn’t sure if she meant a roof...or something deeper. 

* * *
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The drive back into Ashwood was quiet, though Caleb’s thoughts were anything but. Lyra sat in the passenger seat, his jacket draped around her shoulders, staring out the window as if the trees themselves whispered to her. Every so often, her luminous gaze flicked toward him, and Caleb felt that strange pull
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