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For the ones who learned to look up

Even when the ground felt safer

For those who trusted the unknown

And found something waiting for them there
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He trusts the sky. She trusts the ground.

But when the fields reveal a secret, everything changes.
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Chapter 1 — High-Tech Collision
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The drone dropped too fast.

Jonah Reed felt it before he saw it.

A flicker on the screen. A dip that didn’t match the numbers. Wind steady. Signal clean. Everything exactly where it should be.

Except it wasn’t.

He adjusted altitude, thumb precise on the control.

Too late.

A shape cut across the lower edge of the feed.

Movement. Fast. Erratic.

A horse.

“Damn it.”

Jonah lifted his gaze from the screen.

Out in the field, the animal had already seen the drone. Or heard it. Or felt it. Its body tensed, muscles tightening under the late afternoon light.

Then it spooked.

Hard.

The horse reared, front legs slicing the air. The rider held on, barely, her form low and controlled, but the panic had already taken over.

Jonah pushed the drone higher, forcing distance between machine and ground.

It didn’t matter.

The horse bolted.

Straight toward the far stretch of uneven land.

“Come on,” he muttered, already moving.

He started running before he realized he’d made the decision.

The field stretched wide around him, dry grass brushing his jeans, the scent of sun-warmed earth rising with every step. Familiar. Predictable.

Not like this.

“Hey!” he shouted.

The rider didn’t look back.

Dark hair pulled tight. Spine straight. Focus locked ahead.

She wasn’t panicking.

She was fighting.

Good.

Still not enough.

“Pull left!” Jonah called out. “There’s a break in the fence past the ridge!”

No response.

The horse veered right.

“Of course,” he muttered, pushing faster.

The ground shifted under his boots, a subtle dip he knew by memory. He adjusted without thinking, eyes fixed on the moving chaos ahead.

The animal’s rhythm broke.

A stumble. A correction. Too sharp.

If it went down now, it wouldn’t get back up clean.

Jonah closed the distance.

“Easy!” he called, voice lower now, steadier. “Hey... easy...”

“Don’t come closer!”

Her voice cut through the field, sharp and controlled.

“You’ve done enough.”

Jonah ignored that.

“Your horse is about to snap something if you keep pushing it.”

“And whose fault is that?”

He angled in from the side, timing his steps with the horse’s stride.

“Mine,” he said. “If you don’t let me fix it.”

A beat.

The horse jerked again, foam at the bit, breath coming fast.

The rider adjusted instinctively, her body moving with the animal, not against it. She knew what she was doing.

Which meant she also knew how bad this was.

Jonah moved closer.

“Give me a second.”

“I don’t need your help.”

“Clearly.”

Her head snapped toward him.

For a second, everything narrowed.

Her eyes locked onto his.

Not soft. Not uncertain.

Furious.

And something sharper underneath. Something that didn’t back down.

Jonah stepped in anyway.

He reached for the reins just as the horse faltered again, his grip steady, voice dropping low.

“Easy... you’re alright...”

The animal fought it. One second. Two.

Then something shifted.

Not calm.

Not yet.

But less chaos. Less panic.

Enough.

The horse slowed.

The tension changed shape.

The rider swung down in one clean motion, boots hitting the ground hard. She kept one hand on the horse, the other moving along its neck, grounding it, steadying it.

Only then did she look at Jonah.

Up close, she didn’t soften.

Sun-warmed skin. Wind in her hair. Eyes that held their ground.

“You almost got him hurt.”

Jonah exhaled once, slow.

“Your horse reacted before the drone got close enough to do that.”

“It was right over us.”

“It wasn’t.”

“Close enough.”

Silence stretched between them.

Tight. Charged.

Jonah tilted his head slightly.

“You always this certain when you’re wrong?”

Her jaw tightened.

She stepped closer.

“Do you always fly things over land that isn’t yours?”

“It is mine.”

“Not all of it.”

That landed.

Jonah stilled.

The wind shifted.

Subtle. Cold.

Wrong.

Something brushed past his arm.

He turned his head.

For a second, he thought it was dust.

Then he saw it.

A pale petal.

It drifted through the air, slow, deliberate, catching the light before disappearing into the grass.

Jonah frowned.

There were no willow trees close enough for that.

“Problem?” she asked.

He looked back at her.

“No.”

She didn’t believe him.

“Then keep your drone higher,” she said. “Or don’t fly it at all.”

Jonah glanced past her, up at the drone hovering steady again. Stable. Controlled. Exactly where it belonged.

Unlike everything else in the last few minutes.

“I’ll fly it where I need to.”

Something in her expression shifted.

Recognition.

“Of course you will,” she said quietly.

She turned back to the horse, her hand still moving along its neck. The animal responded instantly, breath slowing, tension easing under her touch.

Jonah watched that longer than he should have.

“You’re new,” he said.

“No.”

“You are. I’d remember you.”

That pulled her attention back to him.

This time, her gaze was different.

Measuring.

“Maybe that’s the problem,” she said.

“What is?”

“You remember what you’re looking for.”

A beat.

Then, softer, but sharper:

“And miss everything else.”

The words stayed.

Longer than they should have.

Jonah opened his mouth.

Nothing came out.

She mounted again in one smooth motion, gathering the reins.

“Next time,” she said, looking down at him, “try looking up.”

Then she turned the horse and rode off, cutting across the field with controlled precision, like nothing had happened.

Like everything had.

Jonah stood there, the controller still in his hand.

The drone hummed above him.

Perfect.

Reliable.

Predictable.

He glanced down at the ground where he’d seen the petal.

Nothing.

Just dry grass.

Jonah looked back toward the direction she’d gone.

Toward the line where the land dipped.

Where the horse had stumbled.

Where something had felt... off.

His grip tightened slightly on the controller.

The data had been clean.

The drone had been stable.

Everything had behaved exactly as expected.

Except it hadn’t.

Jonah exhaled slowly.

The thought settled in, quiet and persistent.

The horse hadn’t reacted to the drone.

It had reacted to something else.
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