
Chapter One

Stadium





“Most people live like the world will keep spinning just because they’re in it.”
That’s what Skye Navarro would think later.



But on that afternoon—under a blazing sun, surrounded by music, sweat, and the scent of concession grease— she was just trying to pretend she was okay.




The stadium was packed. A summer music showcase. Some viral rapper from L.A. headlining, a few forgettable openers. Her best friend Alyssa had scored two tickets off a cousin who bailed. “Let’s just have fun,” she’d said.




Skye smiled. She was trying.
But something felt wrong. Again.




It was the third time today.




5:17 PM.




On her phone. On the gas pump. On the receipt from the food truck.




517.




Like something was tapping her on the shoulder—and she kept turning the wrong way.




Inside the arena, the bass dropped. The crowd surged.
Skye stayed still.




Her skin prickled like the air was electrically charged. She scanned the metal scaffolding overhead, watching a team of lighting techs finish their last checks. One of them stepped too close to the edge. Another reached out and pulled him back, just in time.




She exhaled.
Maybe she was just being paranoid again.




A kid behind her hummed a song she hadn’t heard in years—an old church melody. She turned slightly, trying to place it.




“Are you washed… in the blood…?”




She blinked. The kid was already gone—vanished into the crowd.




Then it happened.




The sound wasn’t just loud—it was wrong.




A crack—low and full-bodied. Like concrete groaning under something it was never meant to carry.




People thought it was part of the bass drop. They cheered louder.




But Skye looked up—and saw it.




A hairline fracture running through the steel plate that held the central jumbotron.




Then came the second sound.




Metal snapping. Screams. Then silence.




The scoreboard collapsed with a deafening roar. Steel cables whipped through the air. Upper tiers cracked. Rows of seats crumpled like paper. People surged toward exits that were already jammed. Concrete rained from above.




Alyssa was beside her one second—gone the next.




Skye didn’t run. She dropped.
Fell beneath the bleachers—just as a flood of bodies and rubble poured over them.




It would take two hours to find her.




A triangle of bent metal and shorn piping had formed a space around her. A shelter. A tomb that hadn’t closed.




Fifty-eight confirmed dead.
Her entire row—crushed.
Her seat? Split down the middle like a line drawn in judgment.




The next day, Skye sat on her apartment floor, staring at a voicemail from Alyssa.




“I can’t wait for tonight. You need this. I love you.”




She played it again. And again.




Outside her window, someone was spray-painting a mural on a construction wall near the wreckage site.
The words stopped her breath cold:




“Appointed once to die…”




She searched it. Hebrews 9:27.




Her phone buzzed.




A Reddit thread popped up in her notifications—though she hadn’t searched for it:




517 — The Pattern You’re Missing




She clicked it. The screen glitched.




At the top was one line in bold:




“The ones who survive aren’t lucky. They’re marked.”




Underneath, a new comment posted just now:




“You weren’t meant to live. You were meant to believe.”




Her phone flickered. Shut off. Wouldn’t turn back on.




She walked outside, needing air. The sun was gone.
The muralist was gone.




Only the scripture remained.




As she turned the corner, her eyes caught something blinking on the highway billboard above.




For a second, the lights stuttered.
And then she read it:




STAY. YOUR. HAND.




Three words.
She didn’t know what they meant.
But something inside her already did. 


CHAPTER Two

Marked




Skye barely slept. When she did, she dreamed of teeth—not her own, but someone else’s—scattered across concrete and glitter.

She woke to sirens. Again.

Not in her neighborhood, but close.

Close enough to matter.

She didn’t check the news. Didn’t scroll.

Just stared at herself in the bathroom mirror.

There was still blood in her hair.

Not hers.




Later that morning, her phone buzzed.

SECOND STADIUM SURVIVOR DIES IN “TRAGIC HOUSEHOLD ACCIDENT.”

Carla Jennings, 22.

Skye remembered her. Blonde streaks. Flannel shirt. Pulled from the wreckage laughing. She’d been on a stretcher—cracking jokes.

The article said she’d slipped in her kitchen.

Hit her head.

Fell forward into a pot of boiling oil.

Dead before EMTs arrived.

Skye’s stomach turned.

She scrolled the comments:

“That’s two.”

“They’re dropping like flies.”

“She should’ve died that night.”

“Another one… they’re going in order.”

Order?




She closed the browser and opened Reddit.

Threads were everywhere—most of them chaotic and unhinged. But one post stood out. Quiet. No upvotes. Almost like it was waiting for her.

517 – The Pattern You’re Missing

“They don’t all die at once. The ones who walk away… Death walks after.”

She kept reading.

References to other events. Flight 180. A highway pileup in New York. A rollercoaster. A bridge.

Each one with survivors.

Each one followed by a list of names—scratched out, one by one.

“They think they escaped. But they were just delayed.”

She felt sick.




She searched Carla Jennings again. Found a memorial page. Her bio.
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