
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


VELOCITY OF TIME

By John
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Chapter 1 – The Accident
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Boston seemed to be holding its breath that night.

The windows of the Medical Sciences building shook with every crack of the storm hovering over the city. On the third floor, where the hallway smelled of disinfectant and reheated coffee, Peyton Ward, an eighteen-year-old medical student, was checking for the tenth time the samples needed for her biochemistry project.

It had been an endless day, but the lab was quiet—the kind of quiet that allowed Peyton to concentrate—broken only by the hum of the equipment and the rhythmic patter of rain against the windows.

—Just finish this and I’m out... —she murmured, though she knew it was a lie.

With her gloves on, hair half-tied, and dark circles that could alone pass an anatomy exam, she leaned down to grab a tray full of test tubes. And, as always, her natural clumsiness decided to make its presence known.

CRASH.

The tray bounced off the edge of the table, fell to her feet, and the tubes rolled like living marbles across the floor.

—Great! —she muttered—. I am officially a danger to science.

As she picked up the surviving tubes, a thunderclap shook the entire building, momentarily cutting the lights. Peyton looked up.

A second later, a lightning bolt struck the lab’s antenna directly.

The explosion was fierce.

Lights flickered until they died, an electrical panel blew, and a violent vibration ran through the metal tables. Shelves shook, and several reagent bottles fell like a deadly glass rain.

—No, no, not those! Those—!

One of the bottles shattered right above her, spilling an iridescent liquid that burned her skin for half a second before the electric surge that raced through the lab reached her.

A piercing buzz.

A white flash.

And then... nothing.

When she opened her eyes, she had no idea how much time had passed.

The lab was dark, silent. The smell of burnt plastic filled the air. Peyton staggered to her feet, feeling that something in her body was... off, vibrating inside as if she had an engine running beneath her skin.

She placed a hand on her chest.

It was beating fast. Too fast.

As if trying to outrun itself.

—Calm... calm down, Peyton —she whispered.

It took her several minutes to leave the building. Outside, Boston was still drenched in rain, the streets glistening under the streetlights.

But when she crossed the first avenue, it happened.

A car turned the corner without seeing her.

The headlights blinded her.

Her scream stuck in her throat.

And then her body reacted on its own.

The world seemed to stretch, elongate, distort.

Sound became deep, slow, heavy.

Raindrops appeared suspended in the air.

Peyton felt an explosion inside her.

Then, a moment later...

She was two kilometers away from where the car had nearly hit her.

Standing. In the middle of another street.

Breathing as if she had just run a marathon in a single second.

—What...? What the hell was that?

Her hands were shaking. Literally.

A small blue spark ran across her index finger.

Then another.

Then a full discharge flickered across her palms like living electricity.

Peyton stared at her glowing hands, wrapped in an energy she didn’t understand and couldn’t turn off.
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CHAPTER 2 – FIRST TRIPS, TEMPORAL CHAOS, AND A HEART AWAKENING
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Peyton had been trying for hours to process what had happened in the lab. She felt a strange tingling in her muscles, like electricity trapped under her skin. To avoid going crazy, she decided to do what she always did when she needed to think: run.

She went out to her backyard and started circling the old mango tree.

One.

Two.

Three circles.

The world began to blur, as if someone had sped up only her, but not everything else.

—“Wh-what...?” she whispered, stopping abruptly.

When she stopped, she realized she wasn’t in the same moment. The glass she had left on the table minutes earlier was full again. The TV was showing a commercial she had seen an hour ago.

—“Did I... just go back? No. NO.” She put her hands on her head. “Yes, I did!”

She tried again. She ran in circles. Fast. Very fast.

The edges of her vision seemed to melt and then reconstruct.

Suddenly she was five minutes earlier. Then two hours earlier. Then yesterday.
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