
  
    
      
    
  



  



  Content Warning:
 This story contains themes of drug use, altered states of reality, sexual content, gender identity exploration, mental instability, and surreal depictions of time and selfhood. Some scenes may be disturbing or confusing by design. Reader discretion is advised.


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  T.W.E.R.K.


  Time’s Wild Entropy Rewrites Kingship.


  ~ by Yiffran Fox ~


  Chapter 1: The Descent


   


  Corin had never seen a world so still. Not quiet, but still — as though time itself was holding its breath, suspended, waiting for something. For anything.


  The air smelled stale, like it had been trapped in the same room for centuries. Whir of machinery in the background was the only evidence of life, a mechanical heartbeat that flickered offbeat with the passing seconds. The world was a perfect mirror of itself, trapped in an endless loop, where every instant echoed forever.


  He stared through the glass of the Observation Room at the stasis fields, where the rest of humanity lay asleep, trapped in a fragile, artificial cocoon. The suspended state, the synthetic reality — all designed to keep the mind alive while the body waited. Corin was aware of the harsh truth: the body was dying, even if the mind could hold on. The world he used to know was falling apart, piece by piece.


  It had started as a whisper in the dark, the subtle shift in time that no one noticed at first. That was the beauty of a fracture — it began so subtly, almost imperceptible. A ripple in a pond, the tiniest shift in a cosmic breeze. But soon, the ripples become waves. And once the waves break, they crash through everything.


  One event. One stupid moment that changed everything.


  A femboy in a club, high on fentanyl, twerking so fast, so violently, that the very fabric of spacetime snapped.


  No one knew the exact details. No one even knew why it had happened. The story had become a myth, an almost urban legend — a fractured moment in a fractured world.


  But the results were undeniable. The destruction of continuity. The collapse of time.


  Now, humanity was ensnared. Suspended in a state devoid of meaning, a loop of reality that spun endlessly with no beginning or end. And as they waited for a solution, the only hope they had: time traveling agents.


  The few who could still think clearly enough to endure travel from fractured void. The ones who might find a way to fix the broken world.


  And that’s where Corin came in.


  He wasn’t the best — not by any standard. But he was chosen.


  "You understand the gravity of the situation?" buzzing noise erupted from the speaker, startling him out of his thoughts. It was dry and mechanical, devoid of any empathy. No warmth. Just function.


  "I understand," Corin answered, his voice thin, as though it came from somewhere far away.


  The voice continued, recounting the mission parameters. The anomaly. The search for the femboy. The need to... impregnate him. He had read the mission brief a thousand times, but the words still felt absurd, wrong. How was it possible? How could something as ridiculous as that be the key to restoring order?


  But then, Corin had learned a long time ago that nothing about this mission made sense.


  He was to track down the one who had caused the disruption — the one who had triggered anomalies into motion. And somewhere, somewhere in this conglomeration was a child to be born. A child who, once conceived, would hold the power to restore continuity.


  It was a theory. A prophecy with lost origin. An impossible dream.


  "You are ready," the voice said, before cutting off, leaving only the silent hum of the room in his ears.


  Corin stared out the window again, but the landscape had shifted. No, it hadn’t shifted. He had shifted. His perception had altered, like a camera lens that was out of focus.


  For a split second everything felt off. He could feel the weight of it, the jagged edges of something broken, like a shattered mirror where the reflections no longer lined up.


  Was this the beginning of his journey? Or had he already lost his mind?


  Corin stepped forward, his hand trembling as he touched the cold steel of the time travel device. He wasn’t quite sure what he anticipated — he had trained for this. He’d been briefed. He knew the science. He understood the theory behind it.


  But theories didn’t prepare you for the reality. The reality that wasn’t reality.


  He inhaled sharply, engaging the switch.


  The world around him collapsed.


  Chapter 2: Fractured Reality Path


   


  Corin's eyes snapped open, and for an instant, he thought he was dead. But then the world around him began to regain it’s clarity, the edges of his vision sharpening. The soft, confusing hum of the device gradually faded into silence.


  He was standing in what seemed to be a deserted street. The tarmac beneath his feet was cracked, weeds sprouting from the gaps, but it appeared unnaturally pristine — too perfect. No trash, no remnants of the lives that once lived here. Just a forgotten corner of some city, left to decay.


  He took a slow step forward, and the air felt thick, like something was pressing against his lungs. There was a hum in the distance — the faint echo of something alive, something breathing, but it was far away, muffled.


  Corin glanced around taking in surroundings. No people. Not a soul in sight.


  A peculiar silence hung in the air , the kind that made your skin crawl. This wasn’t calm stillness; it was suffocating, unnatural. He felt the pull of the emptiness, weight of a world that felt strangely unreal.


  “Is this… is this it?” he muttered to himself, his voice shattering the stillness like a crack of thunder in a tranquil skies.


  The air rippled slightly, a distortion too subtle to be deemed anything, but enough to make Corin pause. His thoughts reeled.


  He wasn’t supposed to be here. This didn’t seem to be the timeline he’d been briefed on. The city around him should have been vibrant, full of life, buzzing with human activity — yet, there was nothing. Only the eerie remnants of a world stuck in stasis.


  He pulled his jacket snugly around him. It felt too chill, even though the air was warm. The cold fabric of reality seemed to cling to him, as if it had forgotten what it was supposed to be.


  Corin shook his head, trying to dispel growing unease. Focus. Focus. He had a mission. His world was dying. He must find the femboy.


  He remembered briefings. He knew what he had to do was paramount.


  The femboy. The one catalyst who had caused the fracture. The one whose wild, erratic movements had split the very fabric of time, distorting everything.


  There were no answers here — not yet.


  His attention was drawn to a flickering neon sign in the distance. "GLOW", it read in jagged, misshapen letters that seemed to pulsate as if alive. The light buzzed with a strange energy, warping in and out of focus.


  Corin’s heart beat faster. Something about that sign felt wrong. It wasn’t supposed to be this way. There was something familiar, something eerie about the way the letters flickered — the kind of distortion that made his teeth ache, like an old VHS tape playing too many times. Something fractured about it.


  Hesitant, he started walking toward it, though every instinct in his mind screamed to turn and run. He needed answers, and that sign... that light, felt like it was inviting him.


  The closer he got, the more his vision began to waver. At first, it was small — just the edges of the buildings and the pavement. But then it spread, like a creeping fog, until the entire street was melting into an unsettling smear of hues.


  Corin stopped. He breathed in deeply, trying to compose himself, but the sensation was overwhelming. His heart pounded, and his body felt heavy, as though he was sinking into the ground beneath.


  The hum grew louder.


  The sign flickered and died.


  A icy chill ran through Corin’s spine as everything fell silent again.


  And then... he heard it. A voice. Soft, like a whisper, but distinct, coming from somewhere ahead of him.


  "Corin..."


  His breath caught in his throat. He wasn’t supposed to hear that name. No one here should know his name. The voice seemed to ripple through the air like static on a broken radio, distorting in and out of clarity.


  He took a step forward, then another, until he was standing in front of a door — an unmarked, rusted red door beneath the dead neon sign. His hand trembled as he reached for the handle, but before he could touch it, the door swung open on its own.


  Inside, the stench assaulted his sense immediately. It was pungent, a mixture of sweat, stale air, and something metallic. As his eyes adjusted to the dim lighting, he surveyed the area: a dimly lit club, its walls lined with broken mirrors and shattered neon tubes. The floors were slick with something Corin didn’t care to identify.


  In the middle of the room, figure rhythmically swayed like a ghost in a half-forgotten dream.


  A femboy.


  The one from the briefings. The one he had to find. Surely.


  He didn’t look like the images Corin had seen in the files. The femboy before him was different. His hair was a mess of bright colors, practically glowing under the club’s lights. His movements were fluid, almost unnatural — too fast, too sharp, like the world around him couldn’t keep up.


  But what struck Corin most wasn’t the way the figure danced, or the wild intensity of his motions. It was the sheer weight of him. This person — this creature — felt like a shattering fabric of the very universe around him.


  Each motion distorted the space around him, bending it incomprehensibly. Time itself seemed to warp, flicker, and pulse with each twitch of his body.


  Corin's heart raced widly in his chest. He could feel it — the flutter in mind, the gnawing feeling that this was it. The moment he’d been searching for.


  What was it about this man — this... creature? What was it that made the very air vibrate when he moved?


  "Corin..." The voice softly whispered again, but this time it wasn’t coming from the femboy. It resided within his mind.


  His mind was unraveling. The weight of it all, the strangeness of this place — the shift in time, the distortions — was starting to take hold.


  Was it really the femboy’s doing? Was he the cause of the fracture, or had something else happened?


  The femboy stopped dancing. His eyes turned toward Corin, but they didn’t meet his gaze. They pierced him, like they saw through him, through every layer of his soul.


  For a long moment, the two just stood there, staring at one another across the empty room, the gravity of existence pressing down on them.


  Then the femboy spoke — his voice soft, but knowing.


  "You’re too late."


  Chapter 3: Reflections of the Unseen Face


   


  The before opened, alive club had vanished the moment Corin blinked.


  One moment, the dim lights flickered, casting eerie glows over the crumbling walls. The next, everything was gone. The floor, the mirrors, the femboy — all consumed by unsettling silence. Once pungent air, thick with sweat and incense, turned into the scent of cold metal and dust.


  He was standing on a bridge now.


  A long, unending bridge of glass. There was no horizon, no sky — only abyss on either side, stretching into infinite darkness. The cityscape had vanished, as if it had never existed.


  Corin blinked again, his heart racing violently in his chest. Was he still in the same world? Was this the same dimension? His eyes were tearing at the seams, unable to hold focus.


  The bridge felt unstable beneath his feet, like it might collapse into oblivion with a single step. His senses were in disarray — his body, the ground, the air — all floating in some kind of temporal limbo. His breathing quickened as the silence of this place pressed in, heavy and suffocating.


  Where was the femboy?


  Corin’s legs trembled as he took a step forward. The glass beneath him creaked, ripples of distortion breaking through the surface like a broken mirror. Was the bridge fracturing? Or was it just his mind coming apart?


  He pulled his hand up to his face, trying to regain his composure. Think. Focus. The mission. He had a purpose. Remaining grounded is crucial.


  But something tugged at his consciousness, a voice — faint but unmistakable.


  "You are not who you think you are."


  The words penetrated his thoughts like a sharp blade, and Corin froze. He hadn’t imagined it this time. No, it was real, surely. The voice was here. Inside his mind again. But it wasn’t the femboy. The voice was... different.


  He felt his breath falter as the distortion around him deepened. The bridge was now lined with cracks — each one spreading like lightning, splitting through the air, distorting his surroundings. The darkness on either side of the glass bridge seemed to swell, as if something was emerging from it, something waiting.


  And then he heard it again, this time louder.


  "You were never meant to be here."


  He staggered backward, but there was no escape from the bridge. The words echoed inside his skull, bouncing off the walls of his mind, reverberating like the ringing of a bell. Never meant to be here? But he had to be. There was no choice. He was the only one left to fix this. He had a mission. He had to find the femboy. He had to make the child.


  A sudden blip.


  And everything changed again.


  The glass underfoot shattered, and Corin fell. His body twisted in midair, disjointed, as if gravity itself had lost all meaning. The fall was infinite, like a slow-motion freefall into a void, but before the ground could meet him, the fall abruptly stopped.
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