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The portal was just the beginning.

After saving the multiverse from collapse, eleven-year-old science prodigy Ari Bini hoped for a return to normalcy. But when strange anomalies begin warping time at his school—students stuck in repeating moments, shadows moving backward, equations rearranging themselves—Ari realizes the multiverse is still unraveling.

A cryptic warning from Lyra, now missing across timelines, leads Ari to a forbidden realm known as the Null Spiral, where forgotten experiments echo through fractured space. There, he uncovers the existence of a cosmic glitch: The Quantum Curse—a paradox born from rogue Starborn energy, threatening to erase history itself.

To fix it, Ari must:


	
Decode the Bini Equation, a mysterious formula only he can complete.


	Outwit a haunted intelligence trapped in a time-locked loop.

	Navigate twisted dimensions where his past, future, and fears collide.



But the deeper he goes, the more he realizes that solving the curse may require the unthinkable: sacrificing his own existence to reset the balance.

In a world where science is magic, and logic bends under pressure, Ari Bini must face the ultimate truth:

Some destinies are chosen. Others are cursed.
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Preface
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There are moments that divide a life—before and after.

Before, I was just Ari Bini: a eleven-year-old science geek with too many equations in his head and too few friends who understood them. My world was ruled by gravity, logic, and laws you could write in chalk across a blackboard.

Then I found the portal.

After that? Reality hasn't been the same.

I discovered a hidden lab under my school, met a girl from another dimension named Lyra, and learned I was connected to something ancient and extraordinary—an order known as the Starborn, guardians of the multiverse. Together, we stopped an experiment gone wrong, sealed a collapsing timeline, and saved more worlds than I ever knew existed.

But peace was a pause, not an ending.

The portal didn’t just open a door—it unlocked a curse.

Now, time skips like a broken record. Equations rewrite themselves. Shadows bend in impossible ways. And Lyra... she’s missing. Somewhere beyond the reach of normal timelines.

I thought I had fixed reality.

I was wrong.

There’s something deeper. Older. Hidden behind math and myth alike. It whispers through warped circuits and pulses beneath the Arc Core we sealed. They call it the Quantum Curse, a cosmic imbalance born from truths too dangerous to be known.

This time, it’s not just about understanding the universe.

It’s about surviving it.

And if I can’t break the curse—

the universe breaks me.

—Ari Bini
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Prologue: The Fracture
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The sky cracked.

Not thunder. Not lightning.

A fracture—like glass beneath pressure—sliced across the heavens above Sector Theta-9, revealing flickering glimpses of something far more terrifying than storm clouds: alternate timelines crashing into one another. Buildings flickered like stuttering holograms. People walked backward. Birds froze mid-flight. Reality—once stable, dependable—was beginning to split.

Far below, inside a sealed Starborn vault long buried beneath layers of memory encryption and cosmic dust, a machine began to stir. Old gears turned. Lights blinked awake after centuries of silence. Symbols written in a long-lost language—the Original Code—lit up across a curved wall of crystal circuitry.

One word glowed brighter than the rest:

CURSE.

Elsewhere, in a realm not bound by coordinates or maps, a figure stirred within a cage of suspended time.

She opened her eyes.

The girl known only as the Remnant felt the shift. Felt the unraveling.

“It has begun,” she whispered.

Her voice echoed into infinite versions of itself.

And on Earth, in a small, cluttered lab under the floorboards of a forgotten school, a glowing triangle blinked on a dusty console—three sides of light forming the ancient symbol of the Starborn.

Ari Bini’s name appeared across the screen.

The machine was calling him again.
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Chapter 1: Echoes in the Equation
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The morning sun hung in the sky like a paper lantern suspended by invisible threads. Its warm light spilled over the rooftops of Eldridge Town, where everything always seemed to hum with quiet normalcy—almost too normal. School buses wheezed down the streets, sprinklers arced over well-manicured lawns, and kids like Mira, Theo, and Zayn drifted through routines carved by years of habit.

But today, things felt... off. Not wrong exactly—just warped, as if reality had been copied and pasted slightly out of alignment.

Mira noticed it first. She always did.

She stood at the corner of Myrtle Avenue, waiting for the crosswalk signal to change. She adjusted the straps of her backpack and glanced at her digital watch. 7:32 a.m. She looked up. The green walk light flickered on.

She stepped forward. A horn blared. Tires screeched. Her heart slammed in her chest as a delivery truck swerved inches from her legs.

But then—it didn't happen.

She was back at the curb.

Blinking.

The signal was still red.

Her watch still read 7:32.

A bead of sweat ran down her temple despite the morning chill. She stood frozen, heart racing, eyes wide. Had she imagined it? The truck? The horn? She even remembered the driver's face—mid-forties, balding, angry. She remembered the sound of the brakes, the smell of hot rubber.

Mira took a deep breath and waited for the light again. When it turned green, she stepped forward more cautiously. No truck this time. Just silence.

Theo was already at school when it hit him.

He was in chemistry class, pretending to take notes while doodling fractal patterns in the margins of his notebook. Mr. Graff, who always lectured like he was reading a bedtime story to himself, droned on about valence electrons.

“Electrons in the outer shell are responsible for chemical bonds—”

Theo’s pen paused.

Hadn't he just written that down?

He flipped back a few pages. Same sentence. Same date. Same joke doodle of a frog holding a sign that read ‘Bond with me.’

He frowned.

Mr. Graff continued: “In noble gases, the valence shell is already full—”

Theo’s heart skipped. He mouthed the words with the teacher. He knew exactly what would come next. Not just the science—word for word. The pause, the chalk squeak, even the way Graff cleared his throat.

It was as if he’d lived this class before.

He turned to Zayn, seated next to him, and whispered, “Deja vu?”

Zayn looked at him blankly. “Huh?”

But a moment later, his eyes narrowed. “Wait. Did we already have this lesson?”

They stared at each other.

That night, the three of them gathered in Mira’s garage—their usual hideout. Her parents thought she was studying. Zayn’s parents assumed he was at soccer practice. Theo’s mom probably hadn’t noticed he was gone at all.

The garage was lined with tangled shelves of tools and dusty robotics kits, remnants of Mira’s older brother who’d gone off to MIT and left behind a legacy of half-finished machines. Among these was their pride and joy: a cobbled-together quantum detector that Mira had salvaged from eBay parts and old science fair leftovers. They called it “Echo,” short for Echo Chamber—a name that felt more appropriate with every passing day.

Mira turned on the device, and the garage buzzed faintly with static electricity.

“So,” she said, folding her arms. “Am I crazy, or did reality just hit Control+Z?”

Theo laughed nervously. “Okay, so you felt it too.”

“Felt it?” Mira raised an eyebrow. “I lived it. Almost got hit by a truck that apparently never existed.”

Zayn paced, rubbing his temples. “Same here. I was reading an article online, and when I refreshed it, it was gone. Like, totally different content. Same headline. Different reality.”

Mira pulled a tablet from her backpack and tapped it awake. “I’ve been recording background quantum flux for weeks. At first, I thought it was just sensor noise. But lately—” She showed them a graph: the quantum variance curve had sharp, unnatural spikes. “It’s like reality’s... jittering.”

“Time loops?” Theo asked.

“Or splinters,” Mira replied. “Echo theory suggests that time doesn’t always flow linearly. Under specific quantum stress, it might ‘bounce,’ like a skipping record.”

Zayn frowned. “But why us? Why now?”

No one answered. Outside, a dog barked. A wind chime shivered as if disturbed by something more than breeze.

Mira looked up from her data. “There’s a pattern. The anomalies occur in a precise frequency—thirteen-minute intervals, give or take.”

Theo blinked. “You're saying we’re in a loop?”

“Not exactly,” Mira replied. “More like... parallel snapshots of the same moment. But with slight differences. We’re drifting between them.”

Zayn pointed to the detector. “Can we prove it?”

Mira hesitated. Then she adjusted a dial on Echo. A whirring hum filled the garage. The device's screen began to flicker, and for a moment, the air itself seemed to shimmer like heat rising from pavement.

Suddenly, Zayn’s soda can—sitting untouched on the table—shimmered too. Then it wasn't there.

And then—it was.

Back again.

Theo gasped. “Okay. Okay, that was not normal.”

Mira’s fingers danced over the controls. “The detector just caught a divergence event. Micro-scale. Temporal displacement of matter. Maybe... a few nanoseconds off. But that can ripple.”

Zayn looked visibly shaken. “That’s not just déjà vu. That’s something rewriting.”

The next day, things escalated.

Theo saw himself in the hallway.

Not a mirror. Not a trick.

He turned a corner at school—and there he was.

Another Theo.

Same clothes. Same backpack. The other version looked at him, eyes wide with confusion. They both spoke at once:

“Holy—”

Then he was gone. Vanished in a blink.

Theo ran to find the others.

By noon, the three had met in the library, hidden between shelves of outdated encyclopedias and physics manuals. Mira brought her laptop, the detector logs, and a theory.

“Okay,” she whispered. “I think we’re sliding.”

Zayn raised an eyebrow. “Sliding?”

“Between adjacent timelines,” she said. “Parallel states that were once decohered—separate—but are now colliding.”

Theo pulled out his sketchbook and drew intersecting lines. “So you're saying there’s bleed-through.”

“Yes,” Mira said. “And we’re somehow aware of it.”

Zayn asked, “What changed?”

Mira hesitated. Then she tapped the screen. “Three days ago, there was a spike in the Schumann resonance—earth’s electromagnetic pulse. It corresponded with a solar flare. My guess? The flare destabilized local quantum fields.”

Theo scratched his head. “That’s cool and terrifying. But... why us?”

Mira paused. Then, “We were using Echo during the spike. We might’ve been exposed. Tuned in.”

Zayn laughed nervously. “So we’re like quantum radios now?”

“More like partially entangled observers,” Mira said. “Trapped between branches of the multiverse.”

The phenomena grew stronger.

People repeated actions. Conversations played twice. Streetlights flickered in perfect sync. Dreams felt real—and mornings, even more so.

One afternoon, Mira’s mother came home with groceries. She unloaded them in the kitchen. Then she walked back in a second later—same bags. Same groceries.

She paused, blinking. “Didn’t I already...?”

Mira didn’t answer. Her hands trembled.

At school, Theo watched a bird fly into a window—and then reverse, wings fluttering backward like a reversed film. The bird perched again, unharmed.

Zayn called Mira in the middle of the night. “I saw my dead brother,” he whispered. “He was standing at the end of my bed. Said something... about 'fixing the fracture.' Then he vanished.”

Mira sat up, heart racing. “That wasn’t your brother.”

“How do you know?”

“Because my grandmother died six months ago. She made me tea this morning.”

Silence.

Then Zayn whispered, “What the hell is happening to us?”

A week later, Echo overloaded.

It happened during a test. Mira had increased the scanning range. Theo manned the laptop. Zayn watched the sensors.

The garage pulsed with an unnatural blue glow. The hum rose to a screeching pitch. The air thickened like gelatin.

Then—boom.

A flash. The lights went out. The machine smoked.

But what followed was worse.

Silence.

Everything stopped.

The wind. The bugs outside. Even the ticking wall clock.

They looked around.

Time had... frozen?

No—slowed. They moved sluggishly, like underwater. Mira clutched Theo’s arm.

“Something’s here,” she said.

A ripple formed in the air—a distortion shaped like a person. No features. Just an outline, flickering, shifting.

Zayn backed away. “What is that?”

The figure tilted its head. Then it spoke—not in words, but in pulses. Their minds heard it.

"Anchor breached. Restoration required."

Then it vanished.

The lights snapped back.

The clock ticked.

They stood in stunned silence.

Theo finally said, “Did we just meet a quantum ghost?”

Mira shook her head. “No. Worse.”

Zayn whispered, “A warden.”

That night, Mira stayed up reviewing every bit of data. The fluctuations were worsening. The reality walls were thinning.

She found something else too—a message embedded in the waveform. Not noise. Not coincidence.

Coordinates.

Somewhere outside town. An abandoned observatory they’d explored once as kids.

Mira called Theo and Zayn. “We have to go,” she said. “There’s more to this.”

Theo was silent. Then: “More than time glitches?”

Mira’s voice was firm. “This isn’t about déjà vu anymore.”

Zayn asked, “Then what is it?”

She looked out her window, the night flickering like a dying video feed.

“It’s about the future cracking open.”
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Chapter 2: The New Transfer
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Eldridge High looked the same. The chipped lockers, the smell of overcooked cafeteria fries, the low buzz of adolescent energy—all routine. But routine was a fragile illusion these days.

Ever since the anomalies began, Mira, Theo, and Zayn moved through their days like actors on a cracked stage, aware that the set could collapse at any moment. Reality was a fraying thread. They were just trying not to pull it apart further.

Then came her.

Her name was Lyra Quinn.

The morning she arrived, the sky was too blue. The kind of blue that felt fake, like someone had cranked the saturation up on a simulation. The wind stood still. The birds didn’t sing.

And every student turned to look as Lyra stepped through the front doors.

She was tall, graceful, with dark auburn hair that shimmered under the artificial hallway lights like strands of circuitry. Her uniform was immaculate, but she wore it like armor—buttoned, precise. Her eyes, though, were what held everyone captive.

They were silver.

Not gray. Silver. Almost metallic. Unblinking. Unnerving.

Theo nudged Mira in the hallway. “That’s not normal, right?”

Mira was already frowning. “No. And neither is her file. I checked. There’s nothing.”
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