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            In the silence between worlds, a whisper ignites the dawn.
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Chapter 1 – The Choice at Dawn
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Dawn draped the city in a leaden silence. The heavy, earthy scent left by the rain seeped from damp concrete walls, while the faint, misty sunlight filtering through broken windows left mottled stains on the parking lot’s floor. From a distance, the jagged wail of ambulance sirens, the screech of shattered brakes, and the wind carrying the smell of rust and burnt rubber whispered the world’s exhaustion.

At the center of the parking lot stood a peculiar marvel of engineering, resembling an old generator crate. Thick cables were soldered onto its surface, interwoven with shimmering crystal fragments and battery-powered LED lights that pulsed like an uneasy heartbeat. The air inside was heavy, suffocating; the damp silence was broken only by the occasional flicker of a cracked fluorescent bulb’s thin, trembling hum.

Five figures stood around the strange device, enveloped in profound silence. Mike, hands in his pockets, damp strands of hair clinging to his forehead, stroked his beard. His gaze drifted from one face to another. His camera hung from his shoulder, its small red recording light blinking like an unwavering vow to bear witness.

“Here,” Mike said, his voice low but sharp in the echoing emptiness of the parking lot, “is the only point we can return to. Maybe... we’ll never come back.”

Ethan crouched beside the device’s intricate frame. With an engineer’s keen eye, he inspected the crystal connections, trying to hide the involuntary tremor in his fingers. In the depths of his mind, the agony of his brother’s dying gasps from thirst flashed like lightning, then faded. He added to the rising silence: “The limit is 2150. We can go to any year up to that point. Beyond that... there’s nothing.”

Chloe adjusted the worn strap of her mailbag on her shoulder. As she brushed back the damp hair clinging to her face, a resolute yet deeply wounded light glimmered in her eyes. “I promised them hope... but it wasn’t enough.” A faint shadow of regret crossed her face as she continued: “I’m going to 2070. I need to see with my own eyes where the climate crisis truly led us.”

Alexei leaned against the cold concrete, lighting a cigarette. Smoke curled upward in the dim, gray light, his voice as cold as ice, each word deliberate: “I’m going to 2090. That’s when the surveillance algorithms went fully active, reported my family, and they died. I’ll break that chain, right at its root.”

Leyla carefully placed her fingers on the crystal’s smooth surface, feeling the faint vibration beneath the cold glass. Her eyes drifted to a distant point, her throat tightening as she struggled to swallow. “In the genetic projects... I was supposed to be a savior. Instead... I sacrificed.” In a low whisper, she added: “I’m going to 2120. If humanity’s end is truly there, I’ll witness it myself.”

Mike paused for a moment, glancing at his camera, then at his companions. “I’m going to 2150. Someone has to record the truth. Otherwise... our story will never be told, lost forever.”

Ethan stood, the gray morning light casting their faces in pale, weary, but determined hues. They exchanged one last look. “We’re going. To break this damned chain.”

The crystal flared with a blinding white light. The parking lot’s heavy silence dissolved in an instant, swallowed by distant echoes. Only the earthy scent, the wind’s howl, and the faint light filtering through broken glass remained. The five travelers had vanished into the stream of time.
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Chapter 2 – 2050: On the Edge of Collapse
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When the blinding white light released Ethan, a sharp, burnt-earth smell filled his lungs. His throat was dry, his eyes stung; as he looked around, the sight before him froze his mind. The sky wasn’t even gray—it was a dirty, impenetrable white, cloaked in a lifeless layer of clouds. The streets were desolate; rusted car frames, abandoned tanks, and crumbling buildings stretched out like monuments to a catastrophe. The air was stifling, laced with the acrid tang of rust and a scorching wind that seared Ethan’s face.

The image of his brother’s parched lips, his frail hand reaching for water, flashed before his eyes. His heart clenched. He raised the small camera in his hand, his trembling fingers starting the recording: “2050... Earth is utterly broken here.”

On a wall, a faded, half-torn poster caught his eye: “DON’T FORGET YOUR WATER CARDS.” Another bore barely legible letters smeared with dried blood: “SALVATION ZONE: 15 KM.” At the base of a streetlamp, scrawled in spray paint on a rusted tank, was a chilling message: “WE KILLED FOR WATER.”

As Ethan moved forward with heavy steps, a frail, barefoot child emerged from a side alley. Behind a black mask, the child’s eyes were empty, hollowed out by pain, staring at Ethan. He reached out, wanting to help, to say something, but the child stepped back like a shadow and vanished.

In the distance, a muffled explosion rumbled. A thick black column of smoke rose into the polluted clouds. The world was still burning.

Ethan gripped the device’s trigger module, his finger hovering over the button as tears welled in his eyes. Everything he saw echoed like a scream in his mind. “This... this is where humanity collapsed. There’s no other explanation.”

The blinding white light erupted once more. The burnt-earth smell vanished in an instant, replaced by the familiar, yet no less painful, scents of the past.



Return: The Breath of the Earth

The scorched earth gave way to the sharp, clean smell of rain-soaked dust. Ethan collapsed to his knees, clutching the wet concrete with trembling hands. His camera had slipped from his grasp, its red recording light still blinking, as if continuing to bear the weight of what he’d seen.

Mike crouched down, gently picking up the camera, his eyes fixed on the red light. In a low voice, he asked, “What did you see, Ethan?”

Ethan lifted his head. His eyes were wet, his gaze locked on the parking lot’s gray walls, as if still searching for the nightmare he’d witnessed. His voice was a broken whisper: “The place where we broke... We shattered there.”
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Chapter 3 – 2070: Scorched Lands
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As the white light faded, a dry, searing wind struck Chloe’s face. Her lungs filled with the taste of dust, and she coughed in pain. Rubbing her eyes, she froze at the sight before her. The sky was the color of rust, the sun’s presence barely felt, yet the heat was scorching, burning her skin. The cracked, parched asphalt beneath her feet crumbled with every step, kicking up choking clouds of dust.

In the distance, the charred skeletons of what was once majestic Los Angeles loomed. Hollowed-out skyscrapers, dangling solar panels, and the black, dead faces of massive billboards whispered of a civilization’s collapse.

From afar, a distorted hologram echoed: “PURELIFE: Pure Water, Pure Life.” The words hung in the air with cruel irony. Outside a water distribution center, people knelt, clutching empty jugs, murmuring as if awaiting a miracle. Drones glided overhead, scanning faces, casting merciless red beams on those without identification.

Suddenly, a man tried to flee. A drone emitted a sharp alarm. Armed robotic guards fired a laser at his leg without hesitation. He collapsed with a scream of agony, rolling in the dust.

Chloe’s eyes filled with tears. Her heart ached. She struggled to raise her camera and started recording: “2070... Water has become a chain. In the ruthless hands of corporations, people survive drop by drop, breath by breath.”

A small, dust-covered, exhausted girl approached, holding an empty water bottle. Her cracked lips barely formed a whisper: “Water... do you have any?” Chloe’s voice caught in her throat, her words failing her. She could only lower her head, crushed by the weight of helplessness.

She looked up; among the rust-colored clouds, a massive holographic date flickered: “September 29, 2070.” She closed her eyes, as if to erase the nightmare. Gripping the device’s return module tightly, she drew in the acrid air: “To break another chain.”

When the blinding white light erupted, the searing heat vanished, giving way to a cold, familiar reality.



Return: Rebirth in the Rain

The damp air of the parking lot and the gray morning light seeping through the broken roof sent a shiver through Chloe’s body. She knelt on the wet concrete, clutching the ground. Ethan rushed to her side, extending a hand. Tears streamed from Chloe’s eyes, her voice hoarse with pain: “It’s over... Humanity has become enslaved for a liter of water, Ethan.”

Alexei took a final drag from his cigarette, letting the ashes fall slowly to the ground. A cold, burning resolve glinted in his eyes. “That’s why we’ll stop it. No matter what.”
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Chapter 4 – 2090: Silent Control

[image: ]


A cold, bone-chilling silence cloaked the night. The air carried a sharp, icy tang. The sky wasn’t gray but a starless black; the city, instead of neon lights, was threaded with dull, electric-blue lines, like veins. Everything felt as orderly and cold as the circuits of a computer chip.

As the blinding white light faded, Alexei found himself kneeling on a cracked sidewalk. Tiny ice crystals brushed his palms, prickling his skin. He lifted his head to the sky; drones moved in perfect unison, a synthetic constellation. Their blue lights pulsed rhythmically, gliding in silent harmony. As a swarm approached, a red laser briefly scanned his forehead before flickering off. Alexei stood, a single thought ringing with icy clarity in his mind: “Surveillance... it comes with infinite silence.”



The Digital Labyrinth

The streets he walked felt like a living graveyard. Windows were dark, devoid of light; streetlamps didn’t flicker, casting a steady, lifeless blue glow. No car engines, no children’s laughter, no shouts of conflict—just silence, a deep, suffocating silence that devoured everything.

Wall screens displayed scrolling text on gray backgrounds, repeating endlessly: “DAILY LOYALTY REPORT: 87% – CONGRATULATIONS.” Another read: “SOCIAL CREDIT SCORE: 10,000 = 10 LITERS OF WATER.” With every step, Alexei’s mind replayed the silent night his family was taken. An algorithm had deemed them “lacking loyalty.” No warning, no screams, no goodbyes. “A prison we built with our own fears...” he whispered, his voice lost in the void.



The Invisible Chain

At a corner, a group of people in white uniforms knelt, heads bowed. Across from them stood a metallic, expressionless robotic officer. Its mechanical voice echoed: “Your social credit score has dropped to 62%. You are at risk of losing housing privileges.” A man’s voice trembled with desperation: “I lost my job... I’m trying to find another...” The woman beside him wept, her child clinging tightly to her skirt. The robot tilted its head slightly, then turned and walked away. The family, in the silence, was invisibly torn apart.

Alexei leaned against a wall. His face was cold and resolute, but the rage burning inside him was hot enough to melt ice.



Hack and Hazard

He pulled a worn hacking device from his pocket, its metal cold to the touch. Approaching a public terminal, he placed his fingers on the screen. The fingerprint verification system flashed an error. He switched the device to signal-jamming mode. On the hologram, countless names, credit scores, water, and housing rights scrolled by. Some names were flagged with red warnings: “Loyalty Deficient.” “These data... they’re the key to the chain...” he whispered, his voice barely audible.

Suddenly, the screen shook violently, a blinding red alert flashing: “UNAUTHORIZED ACCESS.” In the sky, a drone halted, locking onto him. Its blue light turned a dangerous red, fixed on Alexei.

With a cold, determined smile, Alexei pulled out the device’s return module. “Let’s see...” As the drone’s light glared in his eyes, he pressed the button. The blinding white light swallowed everything, carrying him back to the past.



Return: Breath in the Rain

Cold raindrops struck Alexei’s face, and he took a deep breath. It was like waking from a nightmare; this cold was real. He knelt on the concrete, covering his face with his hands, removing his glasses to let the rain wash over his eyes.

Mike handed him the camera, its red light still blinking. “What did you see, Alexei?”

Alexei looked up, his eyes burning with icy rage and deep understanding: “The quietest form of control. People surrendered to the chain without a whisper, without a scream... just silence.”

Ethan stepped forward, his voice firm: “Can it be broken?”

Alexei nodded, a faint, cold smile on his lips: “Control is built on data. If we corrupt that data... we can reclaim water, shelter, freedom.”

Leyla stepped closer, curiosity in her eyes: “Are they watching us?”

Alexei met her gaze, a glint of knowledge in his eyes: “Not yet. But fear makes people chain themselves. And that’s why... the chain is rebuilt every time.”

The rain intensified, the drops falling from the parking lot’s broken roof creating a rhythmic echo around the device. They looked at one another, the weight of the future and a resolve tinged with despair burning in their minds.

Ethan clenched his fist, his voice firm and unwavering: “We’ll keep going. No matter what.”

Below is the professional English translation of Chapters 9 through 12, preserving the emotional depth, vivid imagery, and dystopian themes of the original text. The translation maintains the narrative’s intensity and the characters’ motivations while ensuring a natural and engaging flow in English.

—-
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Chapter 9: Journey Back to the Future: Shifting Landscapes
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The lower level of the parking lot was steeped in the damp, musty smell of old concrete. The rain had stopped, but puddles on the floor shimmered under the flickering fluorescent lights. Alexei tinkered silently with the time travel device’s settings, the screen briefly flashing “Cycle 7” before it vanished—an enigma haunting him. Was this cycle their fate, or merely a glitch?

Chloe’s hushed voice broke the silence: “Did we really change it?” Her gaze lingered on Ethan, her eyes flickering with both a burning spark of hope and an unspoken fear of the unknown.

Mike raised his trembling hands to his camera, the red recording light blinking to life. “We have to record this. When the change begins, we’ll be the first to see it.”

Ethan closed his eyes, taking a deep breath. The dark silhouettes of the previous future flashed in his mind, but now they were chasing a new possibility. “Alright. This time, we’re going to 2090. The social credit dictatorship should be gone.”

Leyla whispered, her voice barely audible: “Please... let it be different...” The thought of Dr. Elara’s betrayal and her patents paving the way for the horrific genetic caste system tightened her chest.

**The White Journey**

As the button was pressed, a blinding white light seared their eyes, a sharp, high-pitched hum ringing in their ears. Their bodies felt weightless, adrift in a void, before gravity snapped them back into place.

**2090: A New Landscape, a Familiar Pain**

When they opened their eyes, they stood among uniform gray buildings in a cold, foul-smelling street. The air was dry, laced with a sharp dampness. The sky remained cloaked in gray clouds, but the eerie drone swarms of the previous future had been replaced by rusted, massive security balloons.

Ethan’s whisper pierced the silence: “No drones... Surveillance seems weaker...” But his hope was short-lived.

Chloe spotted a group of exhausted people kneeling at a street corner, caked in mud, their clothes tattered, faces smeared with grime. They reached desperately for a dark, foul liquid dripping from a rusted faucet on the wall. Mike zoomed in with his camera, capturing the filthy water.

A crackling, mechanical voice echoed from a loudspeaker, reverberating through the street: “Attention. You are in Code R-37 zone. Your water ration is limited to 2 liters per week. Unauthorized use is punishable by death.”

Ethan’s eyes widened, filled with horror. “We thought we stopped privatization... but this... this is worse.”

Leyla bit her lip, accepting a bitter truth. “The corporations are gone... but now the state has turned water into a weapon.”

Suddenly, a group of armored soldiers appeared around the corner, bearing the emblem “UNITED EARTH SECURITY FORCES (UESF).” Armed with shock weapons and glowing blue batons, they moved with ruthless precision. When a man on the ground struggled to stand, a soldier swung his baton; a blue flash sparked, and the man collapsed like a sack, motionless.

Alexei held his breath, his eyes scanning the soldiers’ merciless faces. “No social credit dictatorship... but now it’s a military oppression dictatorship. We traded one prison for another.”

Mike kept filming, his face pale. “We changed the future... but we didn’t save it. We just replaced one catastrophe with another.”

**A Hidden Resistance**

On a gray building wall, faded paint caught their attention: “WATER BELONGS TO THE PEOPLE – RESISTANCE.” Beside it was a red sun symbol, reminiscent of Mei’s drawing, radiating hope.

A young girl in a rusted vest emerged from behind the wall. Her bloodshot eyes carried a mix of mockery and pain. “Who are you? What are you doing here?! New saviors?!”

Chloe stepped forward, trying to infuse her voice with confidence. “We... we can help.”

The girl let out a bitter laugh. “Everyone says they can help. Then we all die.” She pulled a crumpled, worn paper from her pocket—Mei’s familiar drawing: a red sun and a broken house. “This was my mother’s drawing. She promised hope, too. But we lost her.”

Leyla froze, her heart constricting. “Your mother... was Mei?”

The girl nodded, her eyes slowly filling with tears. “Yes. But she’s gone. Hope is just a lie.”

At that moment, a massive airship appeared in the sky, its engines’ hum filling the street. Red projector lights began sweeping below, searching for them. A mechanical voice blared from loudspeakers: “Remain still. Identity scan initiated. Resistance members detected.”

Ethan, without hesitation, pulled out the return module. “We have to go! Now! We can’t stay!”

The white light erupted, the red projector beams burning their eyes one last time as their bodies were enveloped in a familiar darkness.

**Return: The Echo of Pain**

The cold scent of rain returned, and the parking lot’s gray, familiar ceiling loomed above them. The team collapsed to their knees on the wet concrete, their bodies trembling. Chloe couldn’t hold back her sobs; the image of those desperate people in 2090 haunted her. “We made it worse... we ruined everything.”

Mike turned off his camera, his eyes wet; the recorded images were seared into his mind.

Leyla slammed her fist into the ground, her palm stinging. “We stopped one disaster, but we created another. It’s a vicious cycle!”

Alexei spoke, his voice heavy with exhaustion: “Breaking the chain... it’s harder than we thought. It’s a complex web.”

Ethan lifted his head, his face etched with pained resolve. His eyes met his companions’, his voice carrying unyielding faith: “There’s still a way. We’ll plan again. We won’t stop until we save the future. Never.”

—-
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Chapter 10: The New Plan
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The rain began again, water streaming down the parking lot’s concrete walls, leaving thin, wet trails that glimmered under the flickering fluorescent lights. Ethan sat on the edge of a rusted steel barrel, his hands cradling his head. The image of 2090’s rusted water, the desperate people, and Mei’s grieving daughter lingered in his mind. The silence in the parking lot felt heavier, more suffocating.

Chloe clasped her hands, clenching her teeth. Her eyes brimmed with tears, her sister’s parched face clearer than ever in her mind. She looked at Ethan, yearning to draw strength from him, but quickly averted her gaze, choosing to face her pain alone.

Alexei knelt, dismantling and reassembling his hacking device. The screen briefly flashed “Cycle 7” before vanishing. “Something’s missing... always missing...” he muttered, his voice hoarse. The memory of that night in Moscow surfaced—the “accidental” disabling of a Gen-Corp agent, a secret he kept from everyone.

Leyla sat on the wet floor, her head against the wall. “We made it worse... The future keeps getting crueler.” With her eyes closed, Dr. Elara’s false smile in the lab haunted her; her mentor had tried to force her to join Gen-Corp, but Leyla had stubbornly refused.

Mike set his camera aside, holding it without pressing record. He recalled the night his mother vanished in a protest; recording the truth was his oath, his duty.

Ethan broke the stifling silence, his voice low but sharp: “We still have a chance. We haven’t lost everything yet.”

No one responded. Only the sound of raindrops echoed.

“We started in the wrong place. We can’t fix this by targeting just water or just corporations. It’s like a Hydra—cut off one head, and another grows.” He lifted his head, his dark gaze meeting Leyla’s. “We need to break the chain in four places at once. All at once, from the root.”

**The Layers of the Plan: A Multidimensional Strike**

Ethan stood, leaning over the table, scribbling rapidly on a piece of paper:

- **Break the Economic Chain (Ethan)**: Sabotage major banks’ water and energy investments, disrupt corporate financial flows, and strike the system at its core.

- **Collapse Digital Surveillance (Alexei)**: Write a revolutionary virus to dismantle government social control systems, destroy data flows, and restore digital freedom.

- **Sabotage Genetic Projects (Leyla)**: Infiltrate Gen-Corp’s labs, destroy gene sequence projects, and prevent genetic discrimination.

- **Rally the People (Chloe)**: Use media sabotage and resistance movements to mobilize the public and spark an awakening.

- **Document the Truth (Mike)**: Record all interventions and broadcast them to the world, making the struggle undeniable.

Ethan looked up at his comrades, his voice resolute: “If we don’t do these simultaneously, corporations, state oppression, or the caste system will rebuild itself. We’ll be trapped in a cycle.”

Alexei’s eyes gleamed, a pained but determined smile on his lips. “This... this is a war. A real war.”

Chloe nodded, clinging to her sister’s memory. “If it’s war, it’s war. We’re ready.” She lightly touched Ethan’s hand, feeling a fleeting warmth and trust.

Leyla stood, raindrops streaming from her hair to her face. “This time, we’ll save the future, even if it means spilling blood. We’ll risk everything.” Dr. Elara’s betrayal was a deep wound in her heart, now fueling her resolve.

Mike raised his camera, the red light blinking with his determination. “I need one word from each of you. One final word.”

They turned to Mike, their eyes questioning.

His voice echoed in the parking lot: “This time... no turning back.”

**A Moment of Inner Conflict**

Alexei turned to the camera, his voice sharp with anger: “You’re still recording, Mike?! This isn’t a game! This is our lives!”

Mike’s eyes blazed, his voice burning with passion: “The world has to know what we’re doing! Even if we die, our story must live!”

Alexei lunged forward, pushing the camera down, pain in his eyes. “If we die... it’s over. Hope dies too.”

Chloe stepped in, her voice tense but firm: “Enough! You’re both right. But this... this is our last chance. We don’t have time to argue.”

**The Dark Decision**

Ethan raised his hand, his voice lowering, his resolve clear in his face: “This time... we may not stay innocent. Our hands will get dirty.”

Leyla’s eyes froze, the truth hard to accept: “You mean... kill?”

Ethan’s gaze darkened, his
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