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    For the curious, the restless, and the ones who question time.And for every friend who stayed through the loop—again and again.— Brinda Phokeerdass
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Chapter 1: The Flash in the Sky
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The sky split open at 2:14 a.m.

Not with thunder. Not with lightning. With something that hummed.

Arin Patel had been lying on the roof of his house, staring into the nothing above with his best friend Zeke when it happened. The two of them weren’t supposed to be up there—Arin’s parents thought he was asleep, and Zeke’s mom probably hadn’t noticed he was gone—but the stars were clear that night, and Zeke had just gotten a new pair of military-grade night vision binoculars off eBay.

“Look at that cluster,” Zeke whispered, adjusting the focus. “M13. That’s Hercules. Brightest globular in the sky.”

Arin yawned. “Cool. Now explain to me again why any of this matters when we’re both going to fail physics?”

“It matters because one day, when we make first contact, I’ll be the only one who knows the difference between a red giant and a planetary nebula. And when the aliens come down, they’re gonna want someone who knows the sky.”

Arin shook his head, grinning. “You’re assuming they care about nerd credentials.”

“They will. Trust me.”

Then it happened.

A sudden, piercing streak of white-blue light, burning across the sky from east to west, faster than any meteor Arin had ever seen. It didn’t fall—it ripped downward, cutting across the clouds with a sizzling roar, like something forcing its way through air and gravity and the rules of physics themselves.

“Holy crap,” Zeke said, sitting bolt upright. “Did you see—?”

“Yes.” Arin’s voice was flat, eyes wide.

The light vanished behind the silhouette of the old pine trees near the ridge, just beyond the edge of town. A moment of silence stretched between them.

Then came the boom.

Not an explosion exactly. More like a deep snap, like the sound of the world folding in on itself. The air shimmered for a second. Arin felt it in his chest more than heard it—something wrong, like the pressure had dropped, like they were underwater without realizing it.

Zeke lowered his binoculars. “That wasn’t a plane.”

“Nope.”

“Not a meteor either.”

“Nope.”

“So... what?”

Arin didn’t answer. He was already climbing down the trellis.



They rode their bikes through the dark streets of Merrow Creek, the cold air sharp in their lungs. The town was mostly asleep, porch lights dimmed, windows shuttered. Only a few motion sensor lamps flicked on as they passed. A cat skittered under a car. Everything else was still.

Arin's pulse thumped in his ears.

He wasn’t a believer—not like Zeke was. Zeke had always wanted to see a UFO. He wore t-shirts with crop circle prints and kept a handmade “abduction survival kit” in his backpack. Arin had always laughed it off.

But tonight felt different.

The closer they got to the forest, the more the air changed. It shimmered faintly, like heat waves off asphalt. Zeke’s flashlight flickered even with fresh batteries. Their phones lost signal completely a mile out.

They ditched their bikes when the road ended and took the trail on foot. Gravel gave way to pine needles and damp soil. Arin's sneakers crunched softly as they followed the faint smell of ozone and burning metal.

Then they saw it.



A clearing opened before them, rimmed with snapped trees and scorched earth. At the center lay something enormous, half-buried in the soil—charred, cracked, and impossible.

It looked like a ship, but not one that belonged to Earth. Black metal, curved like bone, its surface veined with glowing blue lines that pulsed like veins. One side was crumpled in, as if it had hit the ground too hard. Steam hissed from vents. The scent of burnt electricity hung heavy in the air.

Arin stepped forward. “Is it... alive?”

Zeke didn’t answer. He was already filming.

But the closer they got, the more the world seemed to distort. Time didn’t feel linear anymore. The hum in Arin’s ears grew louder—not painful, but deep, like a vibration inside his brain.

Then something blinked on.

A single light near the ship’s side lit up—circular, liquid silver, swirling like an eye opening for the first time.

Zeke stumbled back. “Okay, nope. No thank you.”

But Arin couldn’t look away.

It was like the light saw him. Knew him. And for a moment, he felt remembered, as if the ship had been waiting for him—not humanity, not Earth, but Arin.

Then it shut off.

Everything went still again.

“Did you—?” Arin started.

“I don’t wanna talk about it,” Zeke said, breathing hard.

They backed away slowly, the way you might back away from a sleeping animal you didn’t trust. Neither of them spoke on the way home. Zeke kept glancing behind them. Arin kept glancing up.

By the time they got back to town, it was nearly dawn. The sky was starting to pinken, and the birds were waking up.

But the world didn’t feel right.

It didn’t feel like the beginning of a new day.

It felt like something had broken. Something silent, invisible, and massive.

And somewhere, deep inside his chest, Arin felt a strange sense of echo—as though this had all already happened before.
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Chapter 2: The Static Hours



[image: ]


When Arin woke up the next morning, he wasn’t sure he’d really slept.

His body had gone through the motions—he remembered brushing his teeth, crawling into bed—but something about it felt borrowed, like a memory someone else had lived and passed down to him. He lay there for a long time, staring at the cracked ceiling of his room, trying to make sense of the thick fog in his thoughts.

The hum was still there.

Faint, like a powerline buzz behind the world. Every now and then, it would dip or spike, like a badly tuned radio that caught another frequency before sliding back into white noise.

He sat up, rubbed his eyes, and checked his phone.

No signal.

“Still?” he muttered.

His phone was fully charged. The battery icon blinked like normal. But instead of bars, the screen displayed a single word: Searching...

Downstairs, the house felt frozen in place. His mom was at the kitchen table, staring at a mug of tea that hadn’t steamed in a while. The TV was on, but muted. Images flickered across the screen: smiling news anchors, weather maps, a looping commercial for some new over-the-counter cold medicine.

She didn’t look up when he entered.

“Morning,” Arin said.

She blinked. “Hmm? Oh. Morning, beta.”

Her voice sounded distant. Arin grabbed a slice of toast and noticed the butter hadn’t melted. It spread like cold clay.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

His mom stared at the TV again
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