
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


In the Pull of Infinity

Fantasy–Adventure Suspense (Book One)

By G Minerva
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When young inventor Bini builds a mysterious device, he never imagines it will open a path to another world. But the signal it sends awakens a journey unlike any other—one that his entire family must take together.

A staircase stretching into the unknown awaits them. Each step hides a trial: fear that twists the mind, illusions that blur reality, the weight of time, the lure of temptation, and the fragile strength of trust.

From a city of shadows to the guardians of light, from whispers of deception to riddles of destiny, they discover the greatest truth:

real power is not in machines, but in unity, faith, and courage.

At the final threshold, the Guardian of Endings offers them three doors—safety, glory, or the terrifying unknown.

And together, they choose the unknown.

But as the door closes behind them, they realize one thing—

the staircase was never the destination.

It was only the beginning.

Infinity is calling.
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Chapter 1: The Invention of the Machine
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Bini was different from birth. While other kids on the playground would get lost in games of cricket with bats in hand, Bini would pull a screwdriver from his pocket and sit beside a broken table clock.

The neighborhood children would stare in astonishment.

“Hey Bini, aren’t you going to play?”

“No, I’m playing a different game.”

“What kind of game is that?”

“Finding the hidden mystery inside a machine.”

Hearing this, everyone would burst into laughter. In some people’s eyes, he was an amusing eccentric; in others, he was a fool. Soon, his nickname became “Crazy Bini.”

His father was a primary school teacher in the village. His salary wasn’t much, but he knew there was an unusual spark in his son’s eyes. He would often tell his students, "You don't learn everything just by memorizing books. Some people are born to break things and build them anew. Don't stop them."

His mother, however, was always very worried. There was a metallic smell in the house every day, and a wisp of smoke from a battery somewhere. One day, Bini was found with a radio disassembled, its nuts and bolts neatly arranged in rows on a piece of paper.

"What are you doing again?" his mother asked in a stern voice.

"Learning, Ma."

"Learning what?"

"How they speak."

"A radio speaks?"

"Yes, this machine plays our songs. Aren't songs a form of speech?"

His mother sighed and returned to the kitchen. But when she told her husband about it, she would often say with annoyance, "The boy is becoming a blockhead. He doesn't understand anything except breaking things."

His father would laugh and reply, "Don't you worry. It’s the crazy ones who change the world."

Bini’s den was a small room in the house. It was a chaotic mess of old radios, wristwatches, flashlights, and circuit diagrams scribbled on papers. On the floor lay blueprints of wires cut from paper; on the table were batteries, scissors, and a pair of glasses—it was a strange laboratory.

He would sometimes break apart a toy car to take out its motor, or open a clock to count the teeth on its gears. He would then write in his notebook: "Small gears spin fast, big gears spin slow. You can change the speed."

His friends would look at his notes and ask, “What good will writing this do?”

“It’ll be useful someday.”

“For what?”

“One day I’ll build something you can’t even imagine.”

His friends would laugh loudly, but Bini would close his notebook with a peculiar smile on his lips.

Bini still didn't realize that this "different game" of his would one day lead him down a path where the boundaries between humans and animals would blur.

Bini wasn’t only obsessed with machines; every detail of nature was a world of mystery to him. On his way to school in the morning, he would stand by the side of the road, watching a line of ants. He observed how they carried food in a single file—if there were only one or two, they would scurry here and there, but when hundreds of them moved together, an invisible form of communication seemed to be created among them.

He would kneel and whisper, "How do you know which way to go? Who is telling you? Do you talk to each other?"

Of course, people walking by would frown. In some eyes, there was curiosity; in others, mockery. But Bini didn’t care.

He had a strange pull towards the sky. At night, he would sit in the yard and count the twinkling stars. He would sometimes write in his diary: "These stars, they must be talking to each other. Maybe it’s not a language we can hear. But if we could, would it sound more beautiful than the human voice?"

Sometimes, he would hear a crow caw and say, "The crow’s caw sounds very irritable today. It seems angry at something."

His friends would laugh, “Can crows get angry?”

"Of course they can," Bini would reply with a serious expression. "Just because you don’t understand doesn’t mean they don’t."

He had a special fondness for a stray dog in the neighborhood alley, whom he named Kalu. Kalu would wander all day but return to the alley corner in the evening. Bini would sit by the window and think, "Does Kalu know where to go, who to avoid, where to find food? There must be a storm of thoughts inside him. If only I could hear those thoughts!"

When adults saw this, they would say, "The boy spends all day talking to animals; he'll go mad one day."

But Bini paid no heed to these words.

To him, nature was a vast school. The wind, the roar of the river, the chirping of crickets—everything seemed to call out to him, "Come, listen to what we have to say."

Every night in his diary, he wrote: "Humans think only they can speak. But I know that every animal, every tree, every river also speaks. We just can't hear them."

This belief slowly planted the seed of a dream in his mind—that one day he must build something to hear this invisible conversation.

Even during his school days, Bini stood out. He was attentive in class and listened to his teachers with interest. But his answers in exams were truly bizarre.

Once, in a biology exam, the question was: "Explain the food chain of animals."

Other students wrote in textbook language: Grass → Insect → Frog → Snake → Eagle, and so on.

Bini wrote: "Humans think they are at the top, but if animals could understand the human mind, the human chain would one day be reversed."

The teacher's eyes widened in astonishment when he saw the paper. He gave him a low score but called him after class and said, "You think differently, Bini. But always remember, not everyone accepts strange ideas."

His friends would see his paper and laugh, “Are you going to pass writing like this?”

"What I wrote isn’t wrong," Bini would say in a serious voice.

"Even if it's not wrong, it won't help. You'll get a scolding if your grades are low."

Bini would shake his head, “Still, I’ll write what I think.”

Slowly, his friends drifted away. He never went to the playing field or hung out with others. As a result, he was often seen alone in class or in the neighborhood—sometimes taking apart a machine, other times scribbling strange drawings in his diary.

His neighbors were also annoyed.

Some would say, "The boy spends all his time with metal things; one day he'll cause an explosion."

Another would say, "He doesn't play or hang out; his brain will turn to mush."

Others would whisper, “He doesn't know how to talk to girls; who will marry him if he stays like this?”

Bini never showed anger at these words. He would quietly listen and immerse himself in his work. A quiet confidence worked within him: “They are laughing now, but one day, the thing I build will astonish them all.”

Sometimes, he would feel sad. Lying in bed at night, he would wonder, "Am I really that different? Or does everyone think like me, but just not show it?"

He would then look out the window. Kalu, the dog, was sitting at the end of the dark alley. There was a strange sympathy in his eyes. Bini would whisper, "Kalu, if you could speak, maybe you would say—I am not alone."

In this way, he slowly separated himself from his surroundings. Friends, neighbors, and relatives were on one side, and he was on the other.

But this separation only deepened the strange questions in his mind: "Do animals truly not understand? Or have we lost the ability to understand them?"

This question pushed him further, towards that dream where the invisible wall between humans and animals would one day break.

One evening during the rainy season. The sky was covered in dark clouds, as if bearing an unknown weight. Bini pretended to be studying and sat quietly by the window. Outside, raindrops pattered on the tin roof, and flashes of lightning constantly illuminated and then re-enshrouded the darkness.

At the street corner sat a familiar dog—Kalu. His body was soaked, but his eyes glowed with a strange intensity. It was as if he was trying to say something.

Bini watched for a long time. Suddenly, he felt he understood the storm hidden in those eyes. It was as if Kalu was roaring, "I am in pain, can no one hear me?"

His heart pounded.

"We look into the eyes of animals every day, we hear their calls. But we don't understand what they truly want to say. What if a machine could be built that could translate these invisible signals into a language that humans could understand!"

The flash of an idea struck his mind like lightning.

He was startled. All this time, he had been playing with machines, building new gears, circuits, and motors—but without a clear goal. Today, suddenly, the goal became crystal clear before his eyes.

He whispered, “I will build this... I will build something that can make the thoughts of animals audible.”

The sound of the storm and rain seemed to encourage him. Every bolt of lightning outside seemed to say, "Yes, go ahead."

He opened his diary and wrote: "Tonight, at this very moment, I have decided. I will build a machine that can convert signals into sounds. Humans will hear the unspoken words of animals."

From that night on, Bini was not the same. Games, hanging out with friends, even reading books became secondary. His entire focus was on one thing—the machine of his dreams.

It was the turning point of his life—on an unknown evening, born from looking into the eyes of a stray dog, came the dream of changing the world.

After that night, Bini's life changed. One thought kept swirling in his mind: "I must translate the signals of an animal’s mind into human language."

The very next day, he made his small room even messier. Old radio circuits, batteries, a broken tape recorder, a flashlight's lens—everything was scattered on the table.

He drew circuit diagrams on the pages of his diary, wrote numbers, and then crossed them out.

First, he tried to understand the nature of sound. A human voice or an animal’s call is essentially a specific frequency.

He thought, "If a call is an external sound, then perhaps a kind of vibration is created inside the mind too. If that vibration can be captured... its translation is possible."

The work began with failure.

One night, he opened an old radio and connected new wires. As soon as he attached the battery, there was a loud spark! Smoke filled the room.

His mother rushed in, screaming, “What are you breaking now? Are you going to burn the house down and kill everyone?”

Bini said in a serious voice, "No, Ma, don't be scared. It was just a mistake."

His mother gave him a stern look and left, but his father stood by the door and watched everything. He said nothing, just placed a hand on his shoulder and smiled gently.

“Keep going. Something will work out, one day.”

This unwavering support gave Bini even more strength.

From then on, he would stay awake night after night. Headphones on, circuit in front of him. Sometimes he would change a transistor, sometimes a capacitor, sometimes the position of the microphone.

Each time was a failure—sometimes no sound could be heard, other times just a buzzing noise.

Still, he did not give up.

He wrote in his diary: "Every failure means I'm getting closer to the right path."

The neighbors now laughed even more.

"The boy has gone crazy."

"He'll cause an explosion one day and kill everyone."

But Bini didn't have time to listen. To him, every wire, every part, was a possibility.

One evening, he was observing a crow sitting by the window. He attached a microphone to his device and pointed it at the crow, and a strange hum was heard. The sound was indistinct, not a human language, but it seemed to echo a thought.

Bini held his breath and listened. He felt the crow was thinking, "Food... I want food..."

He jumped up. "It’s working! Something is happening!"

It was still not clear, but this small success ignited a fire in his heart.

That very night, he wrote in his diary: "Today, I got the first hint of a signal. I will not stop."

This is how his long journey of research began—countless nights, countless failures, and small flashes of hope.

Months went by. Bini’s room had taken on a completely unrecognizable appearance. The table was covered with rows of resistors, transistors, circuit boards, old microphones, and even a speaker taken from a TV.

Inside the closet by the wall were countless notebooks—each page filled with circuit designs and small notes: "This way, the signal speed decreases," "The frequency must be increased," "Another way to translate the data."

He seemed to have lost the difference between night and day. While others in the outside world were busy with college, jobs, and business, Bini's world had shrunk to these four walls—where there was only the sound of machines, the smell of batteries, and the smoke from a soldering iron.

After countless failures, one morning, as light was dawning in the sky, he sat in front of the table and connected a new circuit. This time he had used a slightly different method. A sensor to collect the frequency, a special chip for translation, and finally, output through a speaker.

His heart thumped. He held the microphone towards the window. Kalu was sitting outside.

There was a moment of silence... then a harsh, indistinct sound came from the speaker.

The sound was not human language, but it seemed to have meaning. It was as if Kalu was saying: “It’s cold... I’m wet...”

A shiver ran down Bini’s spine.

He tried again. This time, a bird flew by. The device picked up fragmented sounds: “Food... wings are tired...”

His eyes filled with tears of joy.

"It's done! I did it!"

He stood for a few seconds, then picked up the device. It looked like a small, simple radio, but inside was a revolution.

He whispered, “You are not just a machine. You are the form of my dream. From today, your name is 'Signal Translator'.”

At that moment, it felt as if the boundaries of the world had broken. The invisible wall separating animals and humans seemed to have a crack in it.

But even amidst the joy, a strange fear was born.

“If everyone could truly hear the thoughts of animals, what would happen? Would people accept it, or would they be afraid?”

But pushing the fear aside, Bini wrote in his notebook:

"Today, the Signal Translator revealed the thoughts of a living being for the first time. This day is the biggest day of my life."

He realized that from now on, his life would never be the same.

Now began the true journey—the first test.
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Chapter 2: The First Test and the Conflict
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The morning sky was clear. Water still pooled on the ground from the night’s rain. Bini woke up and immediately looked at the small device in the corner of his room—the Signal Translator.

The past few weeks had exhausted him with repeated tests, failures, and small bits of success. But this morning, his heart was filled with a strange feeling—something was going to happen today.

Kalu, the familiar dog, was sitting by the window. Shaking his wet body, he looked at Bini. Bini picked up the device from the table. There was no hesitation now.

As he pointed the microphone at Kalu, a soft hum began inside the machine. Bini held his breath and listened. After a few moments of silence, harsh, fragmented words came from the speaker.

The words were indistinct at first—"Ugh... ugh... grrrr..."—but suddenly, a strange sound became clear, as if someone in a broken, rough language was saying:

“I’m wet... cold... want food...”

Bini's body trembled.

He let out a sigh of relief and put the device down.

Kalu was still looking at him. The look in his eyes seemed to say, "You really could hear me."

Bini, trembling with excitement, opened his diary and wrote: "Today, for the first time, I received a clear signal. The sound of an animal's mind can truly be captured!"

His eyes filled with tears of joy. This felt like a historic moment. The boundaries of the world were breaking in the hands of an ordinary teenager. The first brick of the invisible wall between humans and animals seemed to have fallen.

He thought to himself: "This is just the beginning. One day, everyone will hear."

But at the same time, a fear roared deep in his chest: "Will people accept this truth?"

Still, Bini knew there was no turning back now. The Signal Translator had passed its first test.

Even after the first successful test, a strange unease began to gnaw at Bini.

All day long, he would sit in his room, running the device again and again, sometimes pointing it at Kalu, sometimes at a bird. Each time, fragmented words and bits of thought would emerge—"Hunger... exhaustion... fear..."

At first, his heart was filled with joy, but slowly, a strange fear was born within that happiness.

“Am I going too far? Should humans even know everything inside an animal's mind?”

He knew that people often love animals, but they also use and exploit them. If everyone could one day hear the thoughts of animals, would they love them? Or would they become even more cruel out of fear, greed, or rage?

He wrote in his diary: “Animals feel just like us. But if society learns this, will they stop eating meat? Or will they destroy the machine and call me crazy?”

He also thought of his parents. His father had always encouraged him, saying, "Different ideas change the world."

But his mother? She had been terrified from the start. If she found out the truth one day, she might get scared and say, "This is breaking God's rule, a disaster will follow."

Bini looked out the window. The sky was filled with stars twinkling together. He felt as though the stars were whispering, "What you are doing will bring danger."

A shiver ran down his body.

What if the device really did bring danger to humanity? What if some powerful person used it to enslave animals? Or found a way to hear human thoughts as well?

He put the device on the table and stepped away. For the first time, he felt that his own invention might turn into a curse.

But in another corner of his mind, a fire still burned: "No, I cannot be afraid. I was born to uncover mysteries. Even if the truth is terrifying, it cannot be stopped."

In Bini’s eyes, there was a fire of conflict—the struggle between fear and curiosity. This was the moment he realized his journey would not be easy.

For a few days, Bini hid the device. He would cover it with a cloth in a corner of his table and only turn it on when he was alone. But the curiosity and secret joy inside him wouldn't let him rest.

He thought, "If I'm the only one who sees this, who will understand its importance? I should show it to at least a few people close to me."

One afternoon, he called his two childhood friends, Rahul and Sayan. They had drifted away because of his strange habits, but surprised, they came.

As soon as he entered the room, Rahul laughed, "What new device have you made now? Is it a bomb?"

Sayan added with a smirk, "Yeah, be careful. If this crazy guy's machine explodes, it'll make headlines: 'Scientist's Explosion in the Neighborhood.'"

Bini didn't reply. He solemnly removed the cloth and placed the device on the table. "This is the Signal Translator."

His friends looked at each other and laughed again. "Even the name sounds like it's from a movie."

Bini then pointed the microphone out the window, where Kalu was sitting lazily. The device let out a soft hum, then came the words from the speaker:

"Hungry... want bone... feeling sleepy..."

Rahul's mouth fell open. Sayan jumped back and said, "How did that happen? Is the dog really...?"

Bini said in a calm voice, "It translated his mind's signal. That's what this device does."

Silence fell over the room. The laughter of a moment ago vanished, replaced by a mixture of fear and awe.

Rahul slowly whispered, "So... you can really hear what animals are thinking?"

Bini nodded, "Not just hear, everyone will be able to. This is my invention."

The friends looked at each other. There was curiosity in their eyes, but even more so, fear.

Sayan said in a trembling voice, "This isn't good, Bini. If people know, all privacy will be gone. Everyone will be afraid of you."

Rahul said softly, "But if it really works... then you will make history."

Bini closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He had already guessed his friends' reactions. Some would be astonished, some would be afraid. And this fear could be his greatest enemy.

After the demonstration of the device, a strange silence descended upon the room. The last words from the speaker—"want bone... feeling sleepy..."—seemed to still be lingering in the air.

Rahul and Sayan looked at each other. Their gaze towards Bini was no longer friendly but filled with terror.

Rahul was the first to speak. "Bini, what you're doing isn't right. Knowing the minds of animals means all their secrets are exposed. This isn't natural."

Sayan immediately added, "And just think, what if this could be used on humans? No one wants others to hear their thoughts. This would become a horror."

Bini tried to protest. "But I don't want to harm anyone. I just want us to understand the suffering of animals."

Rahul shook his head. "You might understand, but will others? People will misuse this. Someone will control animals, someone will pull out the hidden thoughts of humans. Can you handle that?"

Sayan's eyes were filled with almost sheer panic. "I say, destroy this thing now. Otherwise, everyone will call you a crazy person, a wizard, or a devil."

Bini's heart sank. He had always thought his friends would understand, would stand by him. But today it was clear—this wasn't just an invention; it could also be a source of fear.

His friends left. As Sayan stood at the door, he turned back one last time and said, "Listen, don't tell anyone about this. The fewer people you show it to, the better."

As the door closed, the room became even more silent. The device lay on the table, as if it was silently laughing, "You see, everyone will be afraid."

Bini looked out the window. Kalu was still sitting there, unfazed. The world inside an animal's mind was much simpler than a human's.

But the human mind? That's where the real seed of fear was born.

After his friends left, a kind of emptiness descended on the room. Bini sat and stared at the Signal Translator on the table. His friends were scared by his invention—he had imagined this, but he hadn't expected such an intense reaction.

Suddenly, he felt a deep loneliness. He felt like he might become isolated from everyone.

"If I can't make anyone understand, then this has no value..."

Just then, the door opened. His father entered the room, a cup of tea in his hand and his usual calm smile on his face.

"Why are you sitting alone so late at night?"

Bini hesitated a little. Then he slowly removed the cloth from the table. The Signal Translator was revealed. A spark of wonder appeared in his father's eyes.

"Is this the device? The one you've been so obsessed with all this time?"

Bini nodded in agreement. "Yes, Baba. It can hear the signals of an animal's mind... and even a little bit of a human's."

His father looked at him in silence. Then he slowly sat down in a chair. "My son is truly chasing an impossible dream."

Bini said in a trembling voice, "But everyone is afraid, Baba. My friends told me to destroy it. They think it will bring disaster to humanity."

His father took a deep breath. Then he said in a gentle voice, "Listen, Bini. People are always scared when something new is invented. When electricity was first discovered, everyone said it was dangerous. When airplanes flew, everyone thought people would die. But can we live without electricity and airplanes today?"

He paused, looked Bini in the eyes, and continued, "Fear will always be there. But inventors write history by overcoming fear. If you truly believe this can be used for good, then don't stop."

There was a firmness in his father’s voice. In that voice, Bini found a new light.

His father added, "But remember, with every invention comes responsibility. You are not just building a machine; one day, you might change the whole of society. On that day, you must never forget your purpose."
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