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It had been three months since we came back—three months since the ship, the light, the constructs. Three months since Max nearly died and Chloe and I learned just how thin the line between surviving and shattering can be.

I thought things would settle after that—that we’d slip back into normal like nothing had happened. But there’s no going back once you’ve seen the gears behind the curtain. Chloe buried herself in books, sharper than ever, as if learning faster could keep the world from unraveling again. I tried. Classes, friends, pretending I hadn’t stood face-to-face with the end of humanity. But the past has a way of clinging to you like smoke.

And Max... Max couldn’t sit still.

He carried it differently. Restless hands, eyes that kept drifting past the horizon as if he expected the sky to crack open again. He’d grin and shrug it off, but I knew better. He wasn’t waiting for the world to end this time. He was waiting for it to begin.

That’s when he showed us what he’d been building.

Not another pod—not the humming, room-sized beast that once hurled us through time. These were small, almost ordinary, bands. Sleek metal and wire, shaped into cuffs that clasped snug around the wrist. “Portable,” Max said, his grin stretching wide. “Field-ready. Whitbridge tech with a dash or two of alien engineering—just tuned up a little.”

Chloe narrowed her eyes. “A little?”

He only shrugged, like rewiring alien science into time-travel cuffs was no big deal. “Why stay stuck when you can carry history with you?”

The wristbands meant freedom. A single tap, and we could vanish into another century. No pods, no anchors—just us and the road between ages. Unless the tech failed. Then we’d be stranded, crawling back to the pod like shipwrecked sailors praying for land.

I wanted to say no. I wanted to be the one with sense. But the truth was, Max was right. After everything we’d seen, ordinary life didn’t fit anymore. Not for him. Not for Chloe. Not even for me.

So when Max leaned across the table one night, eyes blazing, and whispered, “What if we could see history—not the end of the world, Nick. Just the start of one?”—I already knew my answer.

And that’s how, three months after saving the future, we found ourselves standing in the middle of Boston, 1773, while Samuel Adams lit the spark of revolution.
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Boston’s square pulsed with life, the kind of restless energy that made your chest thrum just standing in it. The harbor wind carried brine and fish guts and the sharp tang of tar from the shipyards. Lanterns flickered in the thickening dusk, throwing gold across wet cobblestones, and every breath came out as mist.

Farmers in woolen coats stood shoulder to shoulder with merchants in patched finery, apprentices with ink-stained sleeves pressed against sailors reeking of salt. The crowd’s murmur rose and fell like surf, punctuated by a hawker shouting over roasted chestnuts, a horse stamping against its tether, the creak of a wagon shifting under its load.

Then Samuel Adams took the platform.

He was shorter than I expected — broad through the shoulders, but worn thin by years of fighting battles most men didn’t see. His wig sat askew in the wind, the brass buttons on his coat dull with age. But none of that mattered once he raised his hand. The square fell silent, as if the very night leaned in to listen.

“How much longer shall free men bow to tyranny?” His voice cracked the air, rough and fierce, sharp enough to cut the cold. “How long shall we sweat and toil, only to have our earnings seized by a monarch across the sea who careth not for our burdens? Shall we suffer redcoats to tramp our streets as conquerors?”

A growl of voices surged back at him. A man near the front gripped his hat brim so hard the fabric buckled. Another spat in the dirt. The air itself seemed to stiffen, charged with anger.

Adams’s eyes found a boy at the edge of the crowd — maybe fifteen, sleeves rolled high, ink staining his hands. “Lad! Doth thy labor belong to thee, or to King George?”

The boy froze, lips parting, but Adams didn’t wait for an answer. His words thundered back to the square. “None among ye are free while ye pay for the privilege of your own existence! Tax upon tax, stamp upon stamp! They would lay levy on thy cup of tea, the paper in thy hand, the earth beneath thy feet! Shall we pay it? Shall we kneel?”

“Nay!” The reply came like thunder, rolling against brick walls and out to the harbor.

Adams pressed forward, his voice lowering but no less fierce. “Then let the collector come and find empty coffers. Let the governor send his red-clad curs and see our doors barred, our purses fast shut, our voices raised not in submission, but in defiance. We shall not pay. We shall not kneel. And we shall not yield!”

The cheer that followed rattled the square itself. Hats flew into the air, fists hammered against chests, boots slammed the stones in rhythm. A woman dabbed at her eyes with her bonnet, while a blacksmith bellowed “Liberty or death!” so loud it nearly drowned the rest.

Adams gripped the rail, leaning into the roar. “Mark me well, countrymen: the British shall bleed us dry if we grant them leave. But we are not subjects. We are men — free men! Liberty shall be ours, or we shall take it back with our own hands!”

The square exploded, a firestorm of voices. And then, as sudden as a spark spent, Adams stepped back into the shadows, leaving the crowd to burn with what he had lit.

I turned to Max and Chloe. Lanternlight carved shadows across Max’s face, but his grin gleamed like polished silver. “Well,” he said over the din, “that was something.”

Chloe clutched her cloak tighter, her eyes still wide. “That was Samuel Adams?” she whispered, awe softening her voice.

“In the flesh,” Max said, holding up a crumpled copy of the Boston Gazette. The date glared at us: December 15, 1773. He leaned close, lowering his voice. “Tomorrow night the Sons of Liberty throw tea into the harbor. Sparks in the dark, fanning the flames of revolution. I’ve always wanted to see it.”

I looked back at the square, still humming with fury and hope. “Do you think we should... help?” I asked, hesitant.

Max’s grin tilted mischievous. “Help? Nick, we’re not here just to watch history.” He tucked the Gazette under his arm. “We’re here to make it.”

Chloe’s eyes lit, her breath catching. “You mean—?”

“Exactly.” Max’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “Tomorrow night, we’re joining the Boston Tea Party.”
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Boston Harbor lay restless beneath the winter night, the tide heaving against the pilings with a hollow slap that carried across the wharf. The air reeked of salt and tar, raw enough to sting the throat, and the wind off the sea cut through wool and cloak alike. Ships loomed in the dark—the Dartmouth, the Eleanor, the Beaver—their masts groaning like timbers under strain, rising stark and skeletal against a sky smothered in cloud. Lanterns flickered fitfully along the docks, their glow swallowed by the vast black, leaving more shadow than light.

We crouched behind a stack of crates near the water’s edge, breath clouding in the cold. Max had insisted we dress the part: rough tunics, soot streaked across our cheeks, cloaks pulled tight. But compared to the figures gathering in the shadows, it wasn’t enough. The Sons of Liberty moved with purpose, their faces smeared with ochre and ash, feathers tied into their hair, rough deerskin slung over their shoulders. They weren’t trying to vanish into the night—they wanted to be seen, bold and unmistakable, as if declaring that tyranny would be met by more than words.

“We need to blend in,” Max whispered. His hand darted into his pocket and came out with a small pouch. He passed it to Chloe.

She grinned when she saw what was inside: a mix of charcoal and ochre. “Perfect,” she murmured, dipping her fingers and streaking her face with broad marks. Max and I followed, the grit cold and bitter against my skin. He tied a strip of deerskin across his brow, feathers jutting at wild angles, and Chloe mirrored him, her eyes shining beneath the headdress.

“This is it,” Max breathed, his voice tight with urgency. “The Boston Tea Party. The moment that rattled an empire.”

Chloe’s grin widened. “Not just to watch,” she said. “To help.”

My stomach twisted. “And if we get caught?”

Max gave the kind of shrug that made my pulse spike faster. “Then we run. But tonight—we’re revolutionaries.”

A whistle cut through the dark. Short, sharp, final.

Shadows spilled onto the dock, the Sons of Liberty moving with silent conviction. Their boots thudded against frozen planks, their breath rising in white puffs. One muttered, “Let us away. We’ve tarried too long.”

Max didn’t hesitate. He slipped out from cover, Chloe and I close on his heels, and in the chaos of movement we became part of them—one more trio in the tide of defiance. No one looked twice at us. Not with the Dartmouth waiting.

The deck groaned as we boarded. Frost slicked the planks. The hold reeked of dried tea, a cloying perfume that clung to the air and mixed with salt spray.

“Take up a chest!” a man hissed.

Max echoed him with a fierce grin. He swung a crate onto his shoulder, staggering under its weight. Chloe and I followed, fingers burning as the rough wood cut our skin.

“With all thy might!” cried another rebel, his voice carrying across the deck. “Let His Majesty taste our contempt!”

The first chest hit the water with a crash. Tea burst into the harbor like a cloud of smoke, the tide swallowing it whole. One splash became many, the rhythm building into a storm. Crates were heaved over, hacked apart, gutted with axes until the sea frothed with the leaves of empire.

The docks shook with the work of it. Men moved in grim silence, urgency pressed into every motion. From the shore, a few onlookers gathered, their faces pale in the lantern glow. Some clenched fists, whispering prayers; others scanned the streets, certain the redcoats would come.

Max heaved another chest overboard, teeth bared in triumph. “This is incredible,” he gasped. His eyes caught mine, glittering. “Nick—we’re making history.”

Chloe barked a laugh, tossing her next crate after his. “Try not to drop your diary in the harbor, Nick—someone’s got to write this down.”

Despite the knot in my stomach, I couldn’t help it—I laughed too. The danger only sharpened the thrill. Together we kept pace with the men who had chosen to risk everything, each crate a statement, each splash another spark.

Hours later, the harbor was dark with tea. Ninety thousand pounds gone, a fortune scattered to the tide. The Sons of Liberty slipped into the city’s veins and vanished, leaving behind only the groan of empty ships and the scent
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