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In the year 2089, New York City was on the brink of revolution. The world was changing faster than anyone could comprehend, and in the midst of it all, a small, inconspicuous device began altering the flow of time itself. It wasn't a weapon or a vehicle; it was something far more mysterious, one with the power to alter people's perceptions of time, memory, and the future. It was a Time Capture Device.

Dr. Elara Miles stood in the sterile white lab, watching the faint hum of the device as it sat on the bench. It was small—just the size of a palm—sleek, metallic, with a soft, iridescent glow pulsing from within. The Time Capture Device was her creation, the product of years of research into quantum entanglement and cognitive neuroscience. It could record thoughts yet to be thought, capture words yet to be spoken. It was cutting-edge technology that represented an extension of the mind. The thought of it still made her stomach churn, even after all these years.

"Ready?" Rico's voice broke through her reverie. Elara turned to find her assistant standing behind her, his dark hair disheveled, his eyes sparkling with that familiar spark of curiosity.

Elara hesitated, feeling the weight of what she was about to do. There were whispers in scientific circles that the Capturer could do more than just predict the future—it could change it. The idea was the kind of thing that excited some and terrified others.

"Yes, let's do it." She placed the device against her temple, the cool metal sending a jolt through her skin. She took a deep breath, calming herself. The world outside the lab was as busy and chaotic as ever, but here, inside the quiet room, time seemed suspended.

Rico tapped a few keys on the control panel, and the device's beeping grew louder. Elara felt a familiar tingle in her mind as it synchronized with the device, reading her brainwaves, capturing fleeting moments of awareness. Thoughts yet to be formed, desires and memories waiting to be revealed.

For a moment, there was nothing. An empty void.

And then—there it was.

A voice. Soft, like a whisper in her ear, but somehow distant, as if coming from a world outside her own. Elara froze. It wasn't her voice.

"Don't trust it."

The words echoed in her mind, echoing in the void. Elara pulled the device away, her hand shaking. She felt her breath catch in her chest, an icy chill run down her spine. It wasn't a thought she'd had before, not a memory, not a fleeting desire. It was something else.

Her heart pounded.

"Rico," she said, her voice trembling. "Did you... hear that?" Rico turned, frowning. "What do you hear? The machine is still calibrating. You haven't heard anything yet. You're familiar with its operation." But Elara heard something—clear as day.

"Don't trust it."

The voice wasn't a prediction, nor merely the echo of a memory. It was an urgent warning, a message from somewhere—someone—Elara couldn't place.

"I... I heard something," she muttered, turning the Captor over in her hands, examining it. "A voice. Telling me not to trust it."

Rico raised an eyebrow, a faint hint of doubt crossing his face. "Elara, do you believe me? It could be... I don't know, a glitch. These things are still new, after all. The algorithms are still learning." "No," she replied firmly, her pulse racing. It wasn't a glitch. It was obvious. And I wasn't at fault. I was aware of my thoughts. Rico stepped forward, his fingers dancing across the keyboard again. "Let's check the recording. Maybe we can isolate what it picked up."

The feed from the voice capture device was picked up. The faint sound of distortion filled the room as the device played back its recording: a jumble of random thoughts, fragments of unspoken words, and sensations that seemed too fleeting to comprehend. Then, near the end, Elara saw the message flash across the screen.

"He's unreliable." Her stomach lurched. She'd been right. It wasn't a glitch; it was intentional. The voice came from somewhere—or—something outside her mind. The voice capture device picked it up, but it was something else entirely.

Rico stood silent for a moment, his expression unreadable. "Well," he said slowly, "this... isn't what I expected. But the system is still new. Let's not get ahead of ourselves. It could just be a random anomaly."

Elara frowned, staring at the glowing screen. She wasn't convinced. She knew better than that, and she certainly hadn't heard such things—at least, not yet.

"I don't know, Rico," she said, her voice strained. "This doesn't seem like a random glitch. It's very specific. Very deliberate."

Rico exhaled, massaging the back of his neck. "Okay, let's run some diagnostics. Maybe it's a code error or a cross-frequency disturbance. We'll find out."

But Elara couldn't shake the feeling that the message meant something more. The receiver had picked up something it wasn't supposed to—a warning, a whisper from a future yet to come. But the question haunted her: Who was this voice directed at? And why her?

She stared at the device in her hand. Could this technology hear the future? Was it possible the receiver was picking up events and feelings that hadn't yet occurred? Or was it something more sinister—an echo of a reality that wasn't hers?

"Let's continue the tests," she said, trying to sound steady. "But I want to make sure we go deeper. I have a feeling this isn't just predicting the future. There's something else here."

As Rico returned to his work, Elara sat, her mind racing. She knew one thing for certain: the world had stepped into a world she wasn't prepared to understand. The Captor had opened a door—a door she wasn't sure they could ever close again.

Outside the lab, the noise of the city continued, oblivious to the storm quietly brewing within the confines of the room.

But Elara couldn't ignore the sound. She couldn't ignore it.

And soon, no one else would be able to ignore it either.
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Jonas Kyle had never believed in fate.

As a former soldier, he'd seen enough chaos to know that life doesn't follow a set path; it's a mess of choices, mistakes, and moments of luck. Instead, his life was a series of divergences—paths taken, paths left untaken, moments when a single decision changed everything. And in one such moment, one of those small divergences, he found himself sitting in front of a time-capture device.

The device didn't stand out much. It was a small device that looked more like a remote control than revolutionary technology. But Jonas had heard rumors, whispers from people who claimed the device could capture the future before it arrived. It was ludicrous, of course. Still, the idea gnawed at him—if there was even a shred of truth to it, could it finally give him the answers he so desperately needed?

He sat in the small room, the metal walls of the government facility pressing against him. The faint whir of machinery was the only sound, and the sterile environment made his skin crawl. The device rested on the table in front of him, and he had to admit—his heart was beating faster than he expected.

"Okay, Jonas," a technician said, his voice emotionless. "Put the Capturer to your temple, as agreed. This will only take a few minutes."

Jonas nodded, still unsure what lay ahead. But he needed something. Anything. For years, he had been haunted by a single catastrophic event from his
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