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The Falling Light

Night draped Normandy in velvet darkness, carrying the faint scent of salt and stone. Lisbeth stood on her terrace, gazing toward the horizon, her thoughts suspended in the quiet space between one breath and the next. Life had been ordinary — calm, predictable, almost safe — yet beneath that surface lived a tension she could never quite name, as if the world contained edges she had not yet reached.

The news of the meteor shower had felt inconsequential. A curiosity. Something to glance at and forget. And yet, as the first streaks of light carved themselves across the sky, she did not turn away.

She stayed.

Somewhere below, a solitary figure moved along the beach, dark against the pale line of surf. Lisbeth noticed him only briefly — a human detail in a vast night — unaware that this distance between them, this unmeasured space, would soon collapse.

Then came the meteor unlike the others.

It did not tear through the sky.

It descended.

Brighter. Slower. As if hesitation itself had weight. The light seemed to linger, stretching the moment until time felt strangely malleable, as though the night were waiting — not for impact, but for decision.

Lisbeth felt it then: not fear, not awe, but the unsettling awareness of being addressed.

Her breath caught. Her heart shifted its rhythm. The world did not demand anything of her — and that, more than anything, unsettled her.

Above the dark sea, the falling light traced a path no one had chosen, yet one that would soon demand choice from others.

The night remained silent.

And within that silence, something irreversible began.
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The Night of Falling Stars

Lisbeth had gone out onto the terrace without any particular intention, carrying her mug more out of habit than desire, as if the simple act of holding something warm might justify standing barefoot on cold stone at an hour when the world had already begun to withdraw into itself.

The sea below her was almost unnervingly calm.

From where she stood, the Normandy coastline stretched into a darkness that felt deliberate rather than accidental, the kind of darkness shaped by distance and familiarity, not by fear. The tide was low, leaving the beach exposed in a wide, pale arc, its surface smooth and unbroken, as though it had been waiting for something to mark it. There was no wind strong enough to lift her hair, no waves striking hard enough to announce themselves. Even the usual sounds — the rustle of distant water, the shifting of stones — seemed muted, softened, as if the night had decided to listen rather than speak.

Behind her, through the open door, the television murmured quietly. A late broadcast replayed itself in fragments: voices she wasn’t following, headlines she had already forgotten. Earlier, someone had mentioned a meteor shower in passing, the way such things were always mentioned — as trivia, as spectacle, as something briefly beautiful and ultimately inconsequential. Lisbeth hadn’t paid attention then.

Now she found herself looking up.

The sky was unusually clear, stripped of clouds, the stars sharp enough to feel close. When the first meteor appeared, cutting a clean, luminous line through the darkness, it startled her into stillness. She watched it vanish and felt, to her own surprise, a faint tightening in her chest — not excitement exactly, but recognition. Another followed, then another, each one brief, fragile, almost shy, as if the universe were testing whether she was still paying attention.

She leaned against the railing and let the moment hold her.

Lisbeth’s life had become quiet in ways she rarely questioned. It wasn’t unhappy — she would have resisted that word if asked — but it had settled into something smooth and predictable, like water that had long forgotten the violence required to shape it. There were days when that steadiness felt like an achievement, and others when it felt like a kind of pause stretched too far. Tonight, she didn’t analyze it. She simply existed within it, watching the sky perform a small, indifferent miracle.

Movement on the beach drew her gaze downward.

A solitary figure was walking along the shoreline, his dark outline cutting gently across the pale sand. From this distance, he was little more than a shape — tall, bundled against the cold, moving at an unhurried pace. He stopped now and then, tilting his head back toward the sky, mirroring her own posture so precisely that it made her smile despite herself.

She wondered, briefly, where he had come from, and whether he lived nearby or had driven out simply to be alone under the stars. The thought that someone else had been drawn out by the same quiet curiosity felt strangely comforting, as if the night were being shared, invisibly, between strangers who would never speak.

The meteors continued to appear at irregular intervals, and Lisbeth found herself waiting for them, counting the seconds between flashes without realizing she was doing it. The sea remained still. The man continued his slow walk. Everything felt balanced, composed, as though the world had settled into a temporary agreement with itself.

Then she noticed one that did not belong.

It appeared higher than the others, its light colder, tinged faintly with blue rather than white. Instead of flaring and vanishing, it lingered, moving across the sky with a smoothness that felt deliberate rather than accidental. Lisbeth straightened, her fingers tightening against the ceramic of her mug.

She told herself it was nothing — just perspective, just chance — but her body did not listen.

The meteor slowed.

There was no burning trail, no fragmentation, none of the familiar violence she associated with things falling from the sky. It glided, adjusting its path with an ease that unsettled her, as if gravity itself had loosened its grip.

A tension gathered in her chest, quiet but insistent.

She followed the object’s descent, her eyes tracing its movement as it angled subtly, almost imperceptibly, toward the coastline. Toward the beach. Toward the man below, who had stopped walking and now stood completely still, his face turned upward, unaware of the attention being paid to him by something far beyond his understanding.

Lisbeth held her breath.

The light grew brighter, its glow sharpening rather than diffusing, and for the first time since stepping outside, she felt the urge to look away — not out of fear, but out of a sudden, irrational sense that she was witnessing something not meant to be observed.

Wrong, a word surfaced in her mind without explanation.

The man on the beach raised one hand, shielding his eyes or perhaps holding up a phone, and the gesture felt unbearably small against the vastness of the sky pressing down toward him. The meteor continued its descent, silent and controlled, its path no longer random but precise.

Lisbeth’s unease deepened into something colder.

She could not have said, even to herself, what she expected to happen next. Only that the night, which had felt so carefully balanced moments before, had begun to tilt.

The chapter ended with the light shifting course, just slightly, just enough for Lisbeth to understand — without knowing how she knew — that whatever came next would not pass unnoticed.
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The Man on the Beach

Lisbeth remained at the railing, her hands clutched around the mug that had long since gone cold, and she watched the figure on the sand grow clearer, closer now, moving in small, hesitant steps that carried him along the curve of the shoreline. Moonlight revealed him in enough detail for her to discern his age, perhaps mid-thirties, and the careful way he had bundled himself against the chill. His coat, buttoned unevenly, betrayed the absence of preparation; his posture, shoulders hunched against the night air, suggested someone accustomed to solitude, to walking alone in quiet spaces. Occasionally, he lifted a hand toward the sky, perhaps shielding his eyes from a flash or adjusting the angle of a phone he might be using to record the shooting stars. Lisbeth guessed, without certainty, that he had chosen this empty beach to witness the celestial performance in isolation, to feel the world pause just enough for him to notice himself among the stars.

She considered turning back inside, the terrace stone beneath her feet suddenly sharper, colder, more insistent, urging her to retreat into the safety of light and walls. Yet something — a subtle insistence, a rhythm in her chest — held her in place, tethered to the small, improbable drama unfolding below. The meteor, the one that had refused to follow the others’ fleeting choreography, continued its slow, deliberate descent, tracing a path almost parallel to the shore, its glow cold, almost luminous in a way that made shadows stiffen and the sand appear flatter, less pliable. It was not like the other meteors; it carried with it a strange deliberation, a measured intent that pressed against the edges of her mind without permission.

Then, without warning, the world changed.

A flash, brilliant and sudden, erupted near the man.

Lisbeth’s breath caught in her throat as the night was consumed for a heartbeat by a light so intense it seemed to press against her eyelids, to seep past them, and leave a residue of heat on her skin. She instinctively raised a hand to shield herself, but the brightness was not physical in its weight; it occupied space as much in her mind as in the air, and when her eyes refocused, the outline of the man had shifted.

The sound came afterward.

A dull, concussive roll, as if the earth itself had exhaled, reached her ears moments later, delayed in a way that made her stomach tighten. The rhythm of the world had broken; causality, for that one terrifying instant, had buckled beneath her attention. The man collapsed, folding to the sand in a motion too smooth, too quick, to be entirely natural. He did not cry out; no sound escaped him. Only the faint, metallic tang of something unfamiliar hung in the air, carried on a wind that felt unreal in its stillness.

For a moment, Lisbeth could not move. Her mind scrambled for explanation, as if logic alone might steady her racing pulse, as if the night had somehow betrayed its own rules. Nothing made sense — the meteor, the timing, the fall, the delayed sound — yet instinct, as it often did when reason failed, seized her.

She grabbed her jacket from the back of the chair near the terrace, shoving her arms into the sleeves while one hand fumbled for her phone, its surface smooth, indifferent to the tremor of her fingers. The mug she had been holding slipped from her grasp, shattering against the stone with a noise that seemed impossibly loud, echoing across the quiet beach like a gunshot fired into still air.

She ran.

The sand beneath her feet was cold, hard, unyielding, and the man lay still, too still, yet undeniably alive in the way that demanded intervention. She felt every inch of the distance stretch in her chest as adrenaline pushed her forward. She did not stop to think, did not pause to question whether she could save him, whether she understood what had just occurred. Logic had abandoned her; only the imperative to act remained.

Behind her, the terrace remained silent. The object she had glimpsed in the meteor’s descent, the strange dark glimmer that had seemed to pulse with a life of its own, had vanished from view — or perhaps it had only waited. Lisbeth did not notice. Nothing mattered except the man whose breathing she could already hear, shallow but steady, as she reached him and dropped to her knees, hands pressing against his shoulders, checking for movement, pulse, response.

The sky overhead continued its indifferent dance, meteors streaking across a cosmos that had offered no warning and would offer no explanation. Below, on the beach, a single figure lay prone and motionless, and beside him, a woman moved with the force of necessity, the quiet determination of someone suddenly called upon to do what could not be deferred.

And for the first time that night, Lisbeth felt the full, fragile weight of the unknown pressing against her senses.
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Impact

Up close, the man looked younger than Lisbeth had expected.

Moonlight traced the lines of his face in pale relief — the shadow of stubble along his jaw, the faint crease between his brows, the slackness of someone whose body had surrendered consciousness without consent. His coat was torn along one side, the fabric darkened and stiff, as if it had been exposed to intense heat and then cooled too quickly. Beneath it, his chest rose and fell in shallow, uneven breaths that sounded far too loud in the quiet of the beach.

Lisbeth knelt beside him, her knees sinking slightly into the sand, the cold seeping through the thin fabric of her trousers. For a moment, she simply watched him breathe, anchoring herself to that single, repetitive motion. Alive. That was what mattered. Alive was something she could work with.

“Hey,” she said softly, unsure whether she was speaking to him or to herself. “Can you hear me?”

There was no response.

She placed two fingers against his neck, just beneath his jaw, counting the pulse there — steady, fast, insistent. Relief washed through her in a wave so sudden it left her lightheaded. She exhaled shakily, forcing her thoughts into order the way she had learned to do in moments of stress: observe, assess, act.

It was then that she noticed how wrong the sand looked.

A short distance from where the man lay, the beach bore a perfect circular mark, the grains darkened and fused together, as if pressed flat by a force that had come from above rather than outward. There was no crater, no scatter of debris, no evidence of violence in the way she expected violence to leave its mark. Just the circle — precise, contained — and at its center, something that did not belong.

The object was half-buried, its surface smooth and dark, swallowing moonlight instead of reflecting it. It was no larger than her fist, yet it seemed to assert a gravity of its own, drawing her attention with quiet insistence.

Lisbeth hesitated.

Her first instinct was to stay with the man, to focus on what she could see and touch and understand. But curiosity — or something deeper, less easily named — pulled at her awareness. She reached out, her hand hovering above the object for a heartbeat too long, then touched it.

Warm.

Not hot. Not cold. Warm in a way that suggested containment rather than heat, as if whatever energy it held had been folded inward. The sensation startled her enough that she pulled her hand back sharply, heart racing.

“What are you?” she whispered, the words leaving her mouth before she had time to stop them.

Sirens sounded in the distance.

The noise snapped her attention back to the man at her side, to the undeniable urgency of his condition. She shrugged out of her jacket and carefully pressed it against his side, where the fabric of his coat had been burned through. The wound beneath was... unsettling. There was no blood, no torn flesh, only a precise, oval mark in the skin, its edges sealed as if cauterized, too clean to belong to any accident she knew.

Her stomach tightened.

She looked back at the object.

She did not think through the decision. There was no time, no room for ethics or consequences. There was only instinct, sharp and unyielding. She slipped the object into the pocket of her jacket, the weight of it suddenly disproportionate to its size, then turned her full attention back to the man as the sirens grew louder.

“Stay with me,” she said, louder now, her voice carrying more command than comfort. “Help is coming.”

As if in answer, his fingers twitched.

Lisbeth leaned closer, her breath catching. His eyes fluttered beneath closed lids, and for a brief, fragile moment, they opened.

They were unfocused, glassy, struggling to find shape in the world. They landed on her face and lingered there, confusion flickering across them like a broken signal.

“You’re okay,” she said quickly, even as she knew she could not be certain of that. “You’ve been hurt, but you’re not alone.”

His lips parted, a sound forming that never quite became a word. Then his eyes closed again, his body slackening as consciousness slipped away.

Blue lights washed over the sand moments later, slicing through the darkness with clinical precision. Paramedics moved toward them at a brisk pace, their voices calm, efficient, already cataloguing the scene in terms Lisbeth could not yet hear. She stepped back as they took over, her hands trembling now that the immediate necessity to act had passed.

They asked her questions — where she had been standing, what she had seen, how long he had been unconscious — and she answered automatically, her voice sounding distant to her own ears. She did not mention the object. She did not mention the way the light had moved, or how the sound had arrived too late.

Some things, she sensed, could not yet be spoken.

As they lifted the man onto a stretcher, one of the paramedics glanced at her. “You did the right thing,” he said, as if reciting a phrase he had used many times before.

Lisbeth nodded, though the words felt hollow.

She followed them toward the ambulance, the weight in her jacket pocket a constant reminder that the night had not yet finished with her. Above them, the sky continued its display, meteors streaking silently across the vastness, indifferent to the small, fragile drama unfolding below.

As the ambulance doors closed and the siren rose again, Lisbeth looked once more toward the darkened circle in the sand, already beginning to blur at its edges as the tide crept closer.

The beach was erasing itself.

She had the sudden, inexplicable certainty that whatever had fallen from the sky had not done so by chance — and that by reaching out, by choosing to act, she had stepped into a story that would not release her easily.
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Hospital Lights

The hospital smelled of antiseptic and something faintly metallic, a scent that seemed to cling to the back of her throat and make her stomach lurch as she followed the paramedics through the automatic doors that slid open with an indifferent hiss. Lisbeth’s shoes clicked against polished tile, a rhythm that seemed too loud in the otherwise muted space. Nurses moved between rooms with practiced efficiency, voices clipped and low, clipped like the edges of paper, punctuating their own movements with the tap of heels or the squeak of carts. Everything was precise, predictable — and yet Lisbeth felt, more acutely than she could have anticipated, that the world she had stepped into only a few hours ago no longer adhered to its ordinary rules.

The stretcher carrying the man she had found on the beach rolled steadily ahead of her, his face pale beneath a thin sheen of sweat. He was covered with blankets, his coat removed, though the scorched seam she had noticed remained faintly visible under the hospital lighting, like a mark she could not stop seeing. The paramedics exchanged short sentences, rapid, efficient, as if the act of explanation could somehow translate urgency into understanding. Lisbeth followed closely, her fingers tightening around the pocket of her jacket, the small object inside pressing quietly against her hand, a weight she could not yet name.

She reached the emergency room doors just as a nurse gestured sharply for her to step back. A doctor, tall and
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