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Prologue: The Whisper of Time
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The wind whispered through the narrow lanes of Tarakeswar, carrying secrets that no one else could hear. Ancient temples stood silently, their bells frozen in mid-chime as though time itself had hesitated for a moment. In a forgotten house at the edge of the town, faint blue light pulsed from a window — a heartbeat of a secret too powerful for the ordinary world.

Inside, Sadhana Sen adjusted the final calibration on her device, her mind racing through calculations that defied conventional logic. Beside her, her young son, Subhadip, watched with wide, curious eyes. Even at his age, he understood the magnitude of what they were attempting: bending the very fabric of time.


“Are you sure this will work, Ma?” Subhadip asked, voice barely a whisper.



Sadhana’s eyes softened. “I don’t know, Beta. But if we succeed, the past, present, and future will all be within our reach. If we fail...” She trailed off, letting the silence convey the danger.

A shadow shifted in the corner of the room, unnoticed. Rudra, the unpredictable force lingering at the edge of Zero, had already begun to stir. Time does not forgive recklessness, and even the smallest tremor can ripple into disaster.

The machine hummed, lights flickering in a rhythm that felt alive. Subhadip reached out, touching the polished surface, feeling a tingle that traveled straight to his heart. Somewhere in the infinite corridors of time, events began to shift, echoes of possibilities forming and dissipating like smoke.

Outside, Tarakeswar continued its quiet existence, unaware that history itself was being challenged. The air seemed to vibrate with a silent warning: some doors, once opened, can never truly be closed.

And in that instant, the forgotten house became the nexus of a story that would test courage, intellect, and the unbreakable bond between mother and son. The whisper of time had begun, and nothing — no shadow, no future, no secret — would remain untouched.


Time was no longer just a river... It was a storm.
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​Chapter 1 – The Forgotten House
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​Section 1: Return to Tarakeswar

The train coughed its way into Tarakeswar just as dusk began to melt into the orange haze of evening. The platform looked smaller than I remembered, its paint flaking like an old photograph left in the sun. Forty years have passed, and yet the smell of wet earth, incense, and diesel clung to the air like memory itself refuses to fade.

I stepped down with my stick in one hand and my small leather bag in the other. No one here would recognise me now—the reporter, the dreamer, the husband of the “mad scientist.” To them, the Sens were a story that died with the rain of 1985.

Only I knew it hadn’t.

The road from the station curved through the temple market. Shops sold copper idols, rudraksha beads, and plastic toys shaped like the Trishul. The same song blared from a crackling loudspeaker: “Har Har Mahadev...”—a chant older than time.

I smiled sadly. Faith still ruled here. But under the chant, I heard something else—a faint metallic hum, too steady to be a generator, too low to be the wind.

I told myself it was imagination, yet a part of me knew better.

The lane to our old house had changed completely. The pond was half-filled with weeds; the banyan tree that once shaded our gate was gone. In its place stood a rusted signboard—

“Government Property. Entry Prohibited.”

I stood before it for a long time, the stick shaking slightly in my hand. Grass had swallowed the path. The gate hung open, eaten by rust. Inside, what was once our home looked like the skeleton of a shipwreck: cracked walls, fallen beams, and vines crawling where wires once hummed.

But the shape of it—the outline—was still there, like a ghost remembering its own body.

When I crossed the gate, a shiver ran through me. It wasn’t fear; it was recognition. I had walked this path thousands of times—to bring tea, to call Sadhana for dinner, to hear Subhadip’s laughter echoing from the basement.

Now each step sounded like a heartbeat in an empty chest.

I reached the spot where the lab entrance used to be. The metal trapdoor was gone, buried under layers of soil and moss. Only a faint circular mark remained, perfectly etched, as if the ground itself remembered.

Kneeling down, I brushed away the leaves. My fingers touched something smooth—glass, perhaps. When I cleared the dirt, I found a shard of transparent blue crystal, edges melted, still faintly warm.

It glowed for half a second, then died.

That was when the air changed.

A smell of ozone and burnt copper drifted up, and the hairs on my arm stood straight. Somewhere beneath the soil, something hummed—a soft vibration that pulsed through the ground like a living heartbeat.

I whispered, “Sadhana...?”

The sound stopped, leaving only silence and the shrill cry of crickets. I stayed frozen for a moment, then laughed quietly to myself. Old men hear what they wish to hear. Or so I tried to believe.

I wandered through what remained of the house. Our drawing room was a roofless pit now. On one half-broken wall, a faint outline of chalk equations still clung to the plaster—symbols of time differentials and energy constants that even today no textbook carries. I touched them lightly, dust crumbling under my fingers.

They felt sacred, like prayers written in mathematics.

I remembered her voice:


“Time doesn’t flow, Sisir. It folds. We’re living on one crease of the paper.”



I had mocked her once for saying that. Now, standing in the ruins, I wondered if I was the one trapped on the wrong side of the fold.

At the corner near what used to be the kitchen, something caught the dying light—a tiny metallic flash. I bent down and picked it up. A screw. Not rusted, not decayed. Polished, perfect. As if it had been made yesterday.

Impossible.

The government had sealed this place decades ago, declaring it unstable after “the explosion.” No one had lived here since. Yet this small screw gleamed like it had been touched by time itself—time that didn’t corrode but preserved.

I slipped it into my pocket.

When the sun dipped completely, shadows from the temple spire stretched across the yard like long, thin arms. I could hear the evening aarti in the distance, the rhythm of bells almost syncing with that faint underground vibration I thought I’d imagined.

I stood there until the first star appeared.

For a brief moment, I could almost see them again—Sadhana, with her untied hair, adjusting her instruments; Subhadip, scribbling notes on his clipboard, his laughter ringing through the night; and me, the man who never understood how fragile time really was.

I whispered to the wind,

“I’m home.”

And the wind, or perhaps something beneath the ground, answered with a low hum—steady, patient, waiting.

Section 2 – Echoes in Dust

Sisir’s flashlight beam cut through the half-darkness of the living room. The once-bustling home now stood as a monument of silence — cobwebs drooping like old memories, the faint smell of burnt wires still lingering. Dust motes drifted through the air like fragments of time, suspended between the past and present.

He traced his fingers along the cracked walls, each line reminding him of laughter, quarrels, and the soft hum of Sadhana’s lab machines. He remembered her — always in her white coat, her hair tied up carelessly, eyes burning with obsession for discovery. Subhadip had inherited that same spark, that same stubbornness.

Sisir smiled faintly. “They said it was madness,” he whispered to himself. “But madness is where the future hides.”

He stepped into what was once Sadhana’s lab — a converted storeroom packed with outdated gadgets, rusted metal, and broken monitors. The old control panel stood at the center, covered in dust and spiderwebs. The switches were still labeled in Sadhana’s neat handwriting — “Energy Core,” “Chrono Gate,” “Quantum Node.” The words had once sounded like fiction. Now, they felt sacred.

A shiver passed through him. He could almost hear her voice.


“Sisir, imagine if we could change one decision... undo one mistake. Time isn’t a line — it’s a loop. You just have to find where it bends.”



That had been twenty years ago. Back then, she was a rising scientist at the Indian Institute of Technology, working on quantum temporal physics. When she proposed her theory about temporal bridges, no one believed her. Except Subhadip. Their son had dropped out of his doctoral program to join her research.

They had worked here in secrecy, converting the old family house into their lab. The townspeople of Tarakeswar whispered that they were building something unnatural. Some even said they were trying to resurrect the dead. But Sisir knew better — they weren’t trying to play gods. They were trying to understand time itself.

He moved closer to the large steel chamber that dominated the far end of the room. The “Chrono Gate.” Once, it had pulsed with a soft blue light that filled the whole house. He remembered the night it first powered on — the way Sadhana’s face glowed in the reflection of the light, eyes full of awe and fear.

That was the night everything changed.

The lights had flickered. There was a scream — not of pain, but of something far stranger, something that bent the air around it. When the power returned, Sadhana was gone.

The police called it an accident. The lab was sealed, the family house abandoned. Only Sisir stayed back, writing her story in secret — because deep inside, he believed she hadn’t died. She had crossed.

Sisir ran a trembling hand over the gate’s cold surface. “You crossed over, didn’t you, Sadhana?” he murmured. “And maybe... maybe Subhadip found you.”

He turned to the shelves stacked with notebooks and disintegrating files. One of the books caught his eye — leather-bound, marked “S-Model: Iteration 9.” Inside, the pages were filled with complex equations, diagrams of loops and waves, and a sketch of the Chrono Gate. In the margin, a single line was written in Sadhana’s handwriting:


“The key lies in resonance — the heartbeat of time.”



Sisir frowned. Resonance. The word echoed in his mind. He remembered the soft hum that used to fill the house when the machine ran — a low vibration that seemed alive.

Suddenly, the flashlight flickered. The air grew heavy, electric. Somewhere beneath the floorboards came a faint, rhythmic pulse — hum... hum... hum...

He froze.

The sound was not random. It was steady. Familiar.

Sisir’s heart began to race. He knelt down, pressing his ear to the floor. The hum grew louder, vibrating through the wooden planks. He followed it to the corner near the gate, where the floorboards seemed slightly newer than the rest — repaired, perhaps by someone else long after the accident.

He hesitated. Then, with trembling hands, he pried one of the boards loose. Dust and old nails scattered. A faint blue glow leaked through the cracks.

Sisir’s breath caught in his throat.

He leaned closer. The hum deepened, like a heartbeat awakening after years of sleep. The glow pulsed softly, illuminating the edges of a metal hatch hidden beneath the floor.

The Chrono Gate was still alive.

And somewhere, deep below the house, time itself was breathing.

––––––––
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SECTION 3 – THE HUM Beneath

For a long moment, Sisir just knelt there in silence — the soft blue light flickering through the cracks in the wooden floor, painting his wrinkled hands in ghostly color. His heart pounded as if the house itself had remembered how to breathe after years of stillness.

He reached out and tugged the floorboard aside completely. Beneath it, an iron hatch glimmered faintly, round like a vault door, sealed tight with a biometric lock. Sadhana’s work — he recognized the pattern of the circuit etchings, the tiny Sanskrit symbols she used to encode her projects.

“By Shiva...” he whispered, brushing away dust. “You hid something here.”

The lock’s sensor blinked once — red to blue — as if it had recognized his voice. Then came a faint mechanical click. The hatch opened a few inches, letting out a rush of cold air. A smell of ozone and metal filled the room.

Sisir coughed, shielding his nose, and lifted the hatch fully. A narrow staircase spiraled downward into a dimly lit chamber. He hesitated at the top step. The sound — that rhythmic hum — was louder now, pulsing like a living heart deep below.

Gathering his courage, he descended.

Each step creaked beneath his weight. The deeper he went, the more the walls began to shimmer faintly — like glass catching moonlight. He realized the entire chamber was lined with reflective panels, each engraved with strange wave patterns.

At the center stood a cylindrical capsule connected to thick cables that disappeared into the walls. The capsule’s transparent surface glowed from within, and inside floated something — or someone.

Sisir’s breath caught.

He stepped closer, trembling. His flashlight beam revealed a human silhouette inside the chamber — suspended, unmoving. The face was pale, serene, surrounded by faint blue currents of light.

It was Subhadip.

“No...” Sisir staggered backward. His knees nearly gave way. “This... this can’t be...”

His son — preserved, asleep, or perhaps trapped — inside the very time machine they had built together. His hands pressed against the glass, but it was cold and unyielding.

The monitor beside the capsule blinked to life as if sensing his presence. Lines of data scrolled across the cracked screen. Among the static and numbers, a message flashed briefly:


“SUBHADIP – TEMPORAL STASIS: ACTIVE.

SUBJECT STABILIZED IN CHRONO LAYER 7.

CONTROL TRANSFER: S. SEN.”



Sadhana’s initials.

Sisir’s mind raced. His wife had been alive when this was activated. She had sealed Subhadip inside — but why?

He pressed buttons on the terminal, trying to access the logs. A hidden folder appeared, labeled “Final Entry.” With shaking fingers, he opened it. A video feed flickered onto the screen.

Sadhana appeared — older, tired, but her eyes still carried that fierce brilliance. Her voice cracked slightly as she spoke:


“If you’re watching this, Sisir, it means you found the chamber. Subhadip and I succeeded — but not as we planned. The machine works, but the cost...”
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