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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.

And that’s when the disaster began.

Mistakes That Almost Broke the Universe

First, she ran into herself.

Yesterday’s Peyton walked into the kitchen, saw present-day Peyton, and screamed as if she had found a domestic demon. The house cats joined in the concert, and in the chaos, one of the Peytons knocked over a vase that never existed—until both of them broke it.

Then, the same mug appeared duplicated on the table.

Next, a pair of white socks multiplied into three.

And her favorite band’s poster mysteriously flipped upside down in one timeline, while in another it was torn in half.

Every small change seemed to alter something... though not always logically.

—“I have to learn to control this before I erase my own existence,” she huffed, collapsing onto the bed.

Testing the Limits of Time

Peyton grabbed a notebook and started writing:


	How long can I stay in the past?

	If I change something small... how much does it alter the future?

	Why the heck do I sometimes go alone and other times bring duplicates?

	What happens if I run too fast?



The last question was the most dangerous—because it put her to the test.

She ran.

And ran.

And ran.

Until the air stopped feeling like air and turned into something else... like a liquid wall passing through her.

The ground vanished. The lights stretched. Sound warped.

When she felt solid ground under her feet again... she was no longer in her backyard.

The Year 2000

Peyton looked around.

Old cars. Strange clothing. A pole with a poster: Concert 2000 – DJ Pulsar.

—“No. This can’t be.” She touched her chest, breathless. “Did I travel decades back?”

Before she could react, she almost bumped into someone: a boy her age, but with a totally early-2000s style. Bright blue hoodie, gelled messy hair, and a retro-commercial smile.

—“Are you okay?” he asked, holding out his hand.

Peyton felt a jolt in her chest, as if time itself were pushing her toward him.

—“Y-yeah, sorry... I didn’t see you coming.”

—“I’m Kael Merrick,” he said, smiling in a way that seemed to light up the whole street.

As she looked at him, a golden flash streaked through the air.

Peyton noticed the ground beneath her had tiny cracks... as if her speed had shattered reality itself.

Kael seemed to sense something strange too: he looked at her like she was a delicious anomaly.

They talked. They laughed. He asked where she was from.

She made up a clumsy story that he either believed—or pretended to believe.

There was chemistry between them.

Before Peyton returned to her timeline, she approached Kael with a quick, nervous smile:

—“Hey... can I have your phone number?”

Kael gave it to her, curious but unaware of what had just happened, as Peyton disappeared almost instantly, leaving behind only a sense of mystery and unexpected connection.
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CHAPTER 3 – THE HEARTBREAKING DISCOVERY
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Peyton returned to the year 2000 as soon as she felt she could control her jumps a little better. This time, Kael was waiting for her, as if time itself knew how to align them. They spent hours walking, laughing, sharing things that felt far too intimate for two people who had barely met.

But it was inevitable: they were falling in love.

Every look, every brush of their hands, every smile made Peyton feel like this boy belonged to her destiny.

When she returned to the present, in 2025, her heart was still racing. She wanted to know what had become of him. What kind of life he had lived. If he was even alive.

So she took the number he had given her back in 2000 and dialed it.

After several rings, an elderly voice answered.

“Hello?”

“Hi... is this the Merrick residence? I’m calling for Kael Merrick.”

“Who are you?” the woman asked, suspicious.

“A... friend of Kael,” Peyton replied, unsure if she should say more.

The woman fell silent for a few seconds. Her voice cracked just a little before she spoke again:

“Kael is in prison. He has been for five years.”

Peyton’s world stopped.

“P—prison? Why?”

“You should know that, if you say you’re his friend.”

And before Peyton could respond, the woman hung up.

With trembling hands, Peyton searched Kael’s name online. It only took a few minutes to find what she didn’t want to see:

Kael Merrick, convicted of the murder of Dean Roberts.

The name pierced through her like a blade.

Dean Roberts.

Nicole’s father.

Her best friend’s father since childhood.

Peyton froze, as if her trip to the past had been a cruel joke from fate:

She had fallen in love with a boy who, in her present, was the murderer of her best friend’s father.

Which version was the truth?

The sweet Kael from the year 2000...

or the condemned Kael from 2025?
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CHAPTER 4 – THE IMPOSSIBLE JOURNEY
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Peyton had made a desperate decision: she had to travel to the year 2000. Her mission was clear, yet terrifying: to warn Kael that, in the future, he would become a murderer. The pressure on her shoulders was unbearable, but she could not turn back.

With determination, she began spinning rapidly in circles. Each turn seemed to pull her out of the present and closer to the past she sought. The room blurred around her, colors blending, and the air vibrating with an almost painful intensity. Yet time did not bend to her will. Despite her efforts, the world around her did not solidify into the year 2000. In the blink of an eye, Peyton found herself in an unexpected future: the year 2027.

Confused and exhausted, she returned to her room. She turned on the television, searching for a clue about what had happened while she was out of her time. The words on the screen hit her like a punch: Kael Merrick had been executed in prison. The news seemed to scream that her warning had come too late.

A freezing silence enveloped her. Peyton realized, with a lump in her throat, that some destinies might not be changeable, no matter how hard she tried.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 5 – CROSSROADS IN TIME

[image: ]




Peyton took a deep breath as she began spinning rapidly in circles, feeling the air around her distort and the world melt into a whirlwind of light and sound. Each turn brought her closer to the past, and finally, with a shiver running through her body, she landed in the year 2000.

Time felt slower, more tangible. Cautiously, she approached Kael, determined to understand what had led her friend from the past to become the murderer of the future.

“Kael,” Peyton said, her voice firm but careful. “I need to ask you some questions. Do you have enemies? Anyone who might hurt you or chase you?”

Kael looked at her with some suspicion, but after a moment, he nodded.
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