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The Breach at Station Delta

	A low hum pulsed through the reinforced walls of Station Delta, like the heartbeat of some sleeping mechanical beast. Perched on the outer edge of the Vanara Belt, the station had once been a bustling waystation for deep-space navigators. Now it floated in silence, half-abandoned, shrouded in layers of digital dust and forgotten protocols. The only sign of life came from the sporadic flickers of its guidance lights and the occasional relay signal bouncing weakly off nearby satellites.

	Commander Elia Voss stood before the main viewport, arms crossed over her chest, her reflection staring back at her in fractured pieces. The stars beyond were a static field of cold pinpricks, beautiful and unreachable. She had spent the last three days reviewing telemetry data from the inner rift sensors—data that, increasingly, made no sense. Distortions had been recorded. Anomalies that defied the laws of causality. Timeslips, some measured in milliseconds, others in full hours. It was like the station had become the eye of a growing storm in space-time.

	Behind her, the station’s AI flickered to life. “Commander Voss,” it said in its clipped, synthetic tone, “You requested immediate notice of any proximity anomalies. One has just entered Zone 7 of the outer perimeter. Designation: Unknown.”

	Elia turned, her boots clicking softly against the metal grating of the control deck. “Visual feed,” she said.

	A screen descended from the ceiling with a hiss, casting the room in a pale blue glow. What appeared on it was…impossible. There was no known registry for the ship now slowly crawling toward Station Delta. It was long and narrow, like a lance of black glass, gliding without thrust. Its hull shimmered with faint hexagonal patterns that pulsed intermittently, like veins beneath skin. No transponder. No heat signature. And most disturbingly, no time lag. According to the station’s sensors, it was both here and not here. Present and absent. Measurable, but out of sync.

	“Bring it in,” Elia muttered. The AI hesitated.

	“Confirm manual override? This vessel is not recognized as safe.”

	“I’m aware. Bring it in.”

	The hangar lit up for the first time in weeks, ancient hydraulics groaning as the docking clamps extended. Elia made her way down through the spine of the station, her steps quickening with each level she descended. Station Delta had always made her feel uneasy. There was something about the silence, about the way its long-forgotten corridors echoed with their own memories. Now, that unease was blooming into full-blown tension.

	When she reached the hangar bay, she found the vessel already settled into the dock. Its hull had changed color—now a dull silver, like mercury frozen mid-motion. No hatch had opened. No signs of boarding.

	She approached cautiously, her hand resting on the grip of her sidearm. “AI, scan for biological life.”

	“No lifeforms detected. Energy readings are erratic—unclassifiable.”

	As she neared the side of the ship, a seam split open in the hull with a whisper, revealing an entrance. Inside, there was only darkness.

	Elia paused. Her breath caught. Then she stepped inside.

	The interior was unlike any known vessel architecture. There were no control panels, no walls in the traditional sense. Just shifting surfaces, faint pulses of light underfoot, and a sense of vastness that made no sense given the ship’s dimensions. Every footstep echoed as if she were walking through a memory rather than a corridor.

	“Who sent you?” she asked the darkness, more out of instinct than hope.

	A flicker. A shape. For the briefest moment, she thought she saw someone—no, something—standing at the far end of the chamber. Then it was gone.

	Her communicator crackled. “Commander,” the AI’s voice trembled, something Elia had never heard before, “we’ve lost temporal synchronization. You are no longer aligned with station time.”

	She swore under her breath. “Define that.”

	“You are out of sync by approximately 47 seconds… and growing.”

	Panic threatened to claw its way up her throat, but she forced it down. She needed answers. She pressed forward, deeper into the alien ship, following a corridor that seemed to reshape itself as she walked. At the end, she found a chamber. In its center floated a device—a small orb of light, constantly folding in on itself, like time condensed into a physical object.

	As she stepped closer, images began to flash in her mind—memories that were not hers. Wars she hadn’t fought. Futures she hadn’t lived. Deaths she hadn’t died. Entire timelines, glimpsed in moments, all centered around a word that repeated in every vision: Protocol.

	She reached for the orb.

	The moment her fingers grazed its surface, the ship shuddered. Not a mechanical tremor, but a reality one. Space twisted. She was pulled backward—not through space, but through time. She landed on her knees, coughing, in the center of the hangar bay. But something was different.

	The ship was gone.

	Elia staggered to her feet. “AI, status report.”

	Silence.

	She turned toward the nearest console, only to find it covered in dust, the screen dead. The lights flickered overhead, now old and yellowed. The paint on the walls was chipped and flaking. It looked like decades had passed.

	She stumbled through the corridors, calling for help, receiving nothing in return. When she reached the command deck, her breath caught again. There, resting on the console, was a file. A physical one. Paper, yellowed and brittle. On the front, stamped in faded ink:

	Chrono Rift Protocol – Phase I

	Inside were pages and pages of logs, diagrams, reports detailing incidents across deep space stations—incidents like hers. Every account mentioned a ship. A device. A shift.

	At the bottom of the last page was a handwritten note:

	“If you’re reading this, you’ve already stepped outside of time. The rift cannot be closed—only contained. Find the other fragments. Complete the protocol.”

	Elia sank into the chair, her hands trembling. She had been part of something far larger than she had ever imagined. This wasn’t just a breach.

	It was the beginning of a countdown.

	And she was already out of time.

	 


Echoes from the Singularity

	The void beyond the rift was not black. It was a shimmer of contradiction, an impossible blend of lightless space and iridescent color that didn’t so much reflect light as it seemed to hum with it, radiating a frequency only the soul could hear. Elia Voss floated in her EVA suit, tethered by a line that pulsed with blue guidance beacons, staring into the undulating rip in the universe just three meters ahead. The rift twisted like a wound in the cosmos—alive, changing, beckoning. No signal had returned from probes sent through it. No readings made sense. The laws of physics crumbled around its event shell. And yet, something from within had spoken.

	It began as a whisper in the comms—static at first, then structured, rhythmic. Not a voice exactly, but a pattern of pulses and modulations that hinted at intelligence. Not human. Not artificial. Something else entirely. The AI had classified it as an "echo," a return signal seemingly bouncing back from beyond the singularity. But Elia wasn’t convinced. It didn’t feel like an echo. It felt like a message.

	She reached out, brushing her glove against the energy field swirling at the boundary. No heat. No resistance. Just a tingling sensation, like the pressure before a storm. She thought she saw her reflection within it—a warped version of herself with different eyes, older perhaps, or wiser, or broken. Then it was gone. The surface of the rift rippled like water disturbed by breath, and silence fell again.

	Back aboard Station Delta, the lab was dim, its lights dulled to conserve power while core diagnostics ran in loops. Elia placed the data drive from her helmet into the terminal. The feed played back her encounter, and again, the signal danced across the spectrum—brief, fragmented. She isolated the waveform and enhanced it, listening again. And there, buried deep in the pattern, was a single word.

	“Voss.”

	Her name.

	It hadn’t come from the station. Not from the AI. It had come from inside the rift.

	She leaned back in the chair, staring at the terminal screen as if it might provide some kind of context, but none came. A chill slid down her spine. That voice—if it could be called that—had known her. Or something beyond that. It had recognized her.

	The following days were filled with questions no one could answer. The AI’s logs showed multiple divergences in the station’s chronometer. Minute time skews, then larger ones. The crew—what remained of them—began reporting odd lapses in memory. A maintenance technician named Kael insisted he had just repaired a vent shaft in Sector G, only for scans to show no recent activity in that area. Worse, a second Kael was discovered later that day, unconscious in a locked storage room, with no recollection of the shift. They were genetically identical down to the smallest detail. But only one of them remembered Elia.

	She initiated a full lockdown of the rift chamber and instituted time-synced logging across all departments. Every action now had to be recorded against a unified atomic clock. Still, the anomalies increased. Sleep cycles became unreliable. Dreams began to bleed into waking hours. One engineer wrote equations on the walls of her bunk, claiming she’d seen them in a dream—equations mapping gravitational wave signatures that predated the rift's appearance by centuries.

	As the pressure mounted, Elia’s thoughts kept circling back to the voice in the rift. She began to wonder if the singularity wasn’t just a spatial phenomenon, but temporal as well. Not a hole in space, but in time itself. What if the echo wasn’t from the present? What if it came from a future—her future?

	One night, unable to sleep, she returned to the observatory deck. The rift pulsed beyond the viewglass like a star that had forgotten how to burn. She sat alone, listening to the soft hum of life support systems and the ticking of her own pulse. Then she heard it again.
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