
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Entropy Pulse

        

        
        
          Sivakumar

        

        
          Published by SivaKumar, 2026.

        

    


​THE ENTROPY PULSE



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​PREFACE
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In the quiet corners of our minds, we often view time as a steady, mechanical river—flowing in one direction, governed by the cold laws of physics. We measure our lives by the ticking of a clock, assuming that the past is set in stone and the future is yet to be written. But what if the very fabric of that river began to fray? What if the entropy we take for granted as the "arrow of time" decided to turn back?

The Entropy Pulse was born from a fascination with the thin line between order and chaos. In this story, I wanted to explore how a man built on logic, variables, and risk assessment would react when the universe itself becomes unpredictable. It is more than just a journey through a changing Manhattan; it is an exploration of human resilience in the face of the unknown.

This book is dedicated to those who have ever felt like they were running out of time, only to realize that the present moment is the only one we truly own.
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​Chapter 1: The Endothermic Suction
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The air in Lower Manhattan didn’t just feel cold; it felt wrong. It was a humid July night in 2026, the kind of New York summer where the heat of the asphalt usually radiates upward long after the sun has set, making the city feel like a pressurized steamer. The smell of old garbage and stagnant river water usually hung heavy in the air. But as Nathan Wilde turned the corner from Wall Street onto a narrow, shadowed alleyway near Broad Street, the temperature plummeted thirty degrees in a single step. His breath hitched, forming a silver, jagged mist in the air that didn't drift away—it seemed to hang perfectly still, vibrating with a high-frequency hum that Nathan could feel in his molars. Nathan was a man of variables. As a Senior Risk Consultant for the world’s largest hedge funds, his mind was a biological supercomputer trained to spot the "Black Swan"—the 0.01% occurrence that could topple a global market. He dealt in the rigid, cold comfort of cause and effect. If a butterfly flapped its wings in Tokyo, Nathan was the man paid to calculate the exact cost of the resulting hurricane in New York.

But as he stared at the service entrance of the old Federal Hall annex, the math of the universe was failing him. There, embedded in the century-old brickwork, was a hole. It wasn't just a puncture; it was a wound in reality. Nathan stepped closer, his expensive leather shoes clicking softly against the damp cobblestones. He reached out a hand, intending to touch the jagged edge of the brick. He stopped inches away. The skin on his fingertips began to tingle with a localized, biting frost. "The Second Law of Thermodynamics," Nathan whispered, his voice trembling. "Entropy must increase. Heat must dissipate. This... this is a thermal sink." In a standard universe, heat moves from hot to cold. But here, the bricks were drawing energy out of the atmosphere at an impossible rate. The air moisture was flash-freezing into beautiful, geometric ice crystals that grew backward—from the outside in—toward the center of the hole. It was a violation of the universe’s fundamental accounting system.

Suddenly, the silence of the alley was shattered. It wasn't the sharp crack of a gunshot. It was a sickening, metallic slurp—the sound of air rushing into a vacuum, a sonic implosion. Nathan watched, paralyzed, as a distorted lead projectile—a .45 caliber bullet—leaped out of the brick hole. It didn't fall to the ground. It didn't lose momentum. It accelerated backward. The lead slug flew through the air with predatory grace, trailing a faint wisp of frost. It bypassed Nathan’s shoulder by a mere inch, the coldness of its passage searing his skin like a brand. Behind him, the bullet didn't hit another wall. It entered the barrel of a handgun held by a shadow standing in the mouth of the alley. Nathan spun around, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. The man standing ten feet away was a phantom of modern tactical gear. He wore a matte black compression suit and a specialized respirator mask that hissed with a rhythmic, mechanical cadence. But it was the way he moved that made Nathan’s stomach churn. The man wasn't stepping forward; his heels hit the ground before his toes in a rhythmic, unnatural gait, as if the film of his life was being pulled through a projector in reverse.

The man lowered the gun. Or rather, in his timeline, he had just finished un-firing it. "You’re early, Nathan," the man said. His voice was a discordant wreck of sound. The vowels were compressed, and the consonants trailed off into whispers before they began. It sounded like a digital recording played backward through a broken speaker. "How do you know my name?" Nathan demanded, backing away until his spine hit the frozen brick wall. "What did I just see?" "You didn't see a crime," the masked man replied. Through the tinted visor, Nathan caught a glimpse of eyes that looked exhausted, burdened by a knowledge that hadn't happened yet. "You saw an effect looking for its cause. In this alley, the Pulse has already happened. The entropy is inverted. To you, the bullet returned to the gun. To the bullet, it was simply going home." Nathan’s mind raced, trying to find a foothold in the logic. "Inversion? You’re talking about Maxwell’s Demon. You’re talking about reversing the flow of thermodynamics." "Not time," the man corrected, his gloved hand holstering the weapon in a fluid, upward motion that looked like he was catching the gun with his hip. "Time is a map. Entropy is the wind that blows us across it. Someone just changed the direction of the wind in Manhattan."

The man checked a heavy, industrial-looking chronometer on his wrist. It had two sets of numbers. One set was counting up in white digits—the world’s time. The other was counting down in blood-red—his time. "In ninety seconds," the stranger said, "Detective Lucas Flynn will enter this alley from the north end. He will find you standing over a 'bullet hole' that hasn't been made yet. In his world, the laws of physics still work. He will see a man at a crime scene with no weapon and no explanation. And he will break you." "Why tell me this?" Nathan asked, his voice cracking. "Because," the stranger said, stepping backward into the darkness of a recessed doorway, "In about three weeks, you’re going to do the same for me. And Nathan? Don't try to save Clara Bennett yet. You aren't ready for the paradox." The man vanished. Not by running, but by simply being swallowed by the shadows in a way that suggested he was moving away from the future. Nathan stood alone. He looked at the wall. The hole was gone. The bricks were smooth, weathered by a hundred years of New York rain, as if the lead had never bitten into them. The ice crystals had evaporated—or rather, they had "un-melted" into the humid night air.

Then, from the north end of the alley, a flashlight beam cut through the dark. "NYPD! Don't move! Hands where I can see them!" The voice was gravelly and authoritative. Detective Lucas Flynn. Nathan raised his hands, his fingers still numb from the endothermic chill. As the handcuffs clicked around his wrists, Nathan realized his life as a Risk Consultant was over. He had just encountered the one variable he couldn't calculate: an effect that preceded its cause. An hour later, Nathan sat in Interrogation Room 4 at the 1st Precinct. The room smelled of stale coffee and industrial-grade floor cleaner. Detective Flynn tossed a plastic bag onto the metal table. Inside was the lead slug. "Look at it," Flynn commanded. Nathan leaned in. The bullet was covered in a thin layer of frost, even though the room was a stifling 80 degrees. "It’s absorbing the heat," Nathan whispered. "Detective, if you touch that with your bare hands, it will give you frostbite. Not because it’s cold, but because it’s moving backward through the flow of entropy. It’s taking energy from the room to maintain its state."

Flynn sat down, his face a mask of weary skepticism. "I’ve heard a lot of Wall Street bullshit, Wilde, but 'time-traveling bullets' is a new one. Here’s the problem: The CCTV footage from the alley shows you arriving at 2:14. It shows you looking at a hole in the wall. But the hole... the hole appears on the camera at 2:18. After we already arrested you. Ballistics shows the rifling on the lead is mirrored. It looks like it was fired from a gun that doesn't exist." Nathan felt a chill that had nothing to do with physics. "A Temporal Pincer. Someone is attacking the city from both ends of the clock." "Tell me about Sterling Van Croft," Flynn said, leaning in. "His name was on a digital encrypted file found inside the lead of that bullet. How does a billionaire developer get his name inside a sealed projectile?" The door opened suddenly. Dr. Eleanor Caster walked in, carrying a briefcase that hummed with a low-frequency vibration. "Detective Flynn, you need to let him go," Eleanor said, her voice sharp. "Mr. Wilde isn't a suspect. He’s a stabilizer. If you keep him here past 3:00 AM, the 'Entropy Pulse' in Lower Manhattan will reach critical mass. The heat death of the city won't happen in a billion years—it will happen in the next twenty minutes." Eleanor walked to the table and picked up a glass of water. She tilted it. The water didn't spill. Instead, droplets rose from the floor, flying upward and into the glass until it was full. "Because in this room," Eleanor said, "the future has already started to leak." Nathan looked at his Rolex. The second hand finally broke free. It began to spin wildly—counter-clockwise.
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​Chapter 2: The Grand Central Ghost
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The 1st Precinct was a shrinking island of concrete in Eleanor Caster’s rearview mirror. Nathan Wilde sat in the passenger seat of her silver sedan, his hands still shaking—not from fear, but from the residual Endothermic Shock of the alleyway. The leather seat felt unnaturally warm against his skin, a reminder that he was back in a world where heat behaved itself, moving from the engine block to the night air.

"Check your watch again," Eleanor commanded. Her voice was taut, like a wire under extreme tension. She drove with a calculated aggression, threading the needle through the thinning traffic of Canal Street.

Nathan lifted his wrist. The Rolex GMT-Master II was a masterpiece of mechanical engineering, designed to keep time in two zones simultaneously. Now, it was failing at both. The second hand was vibrating in a frantic, microscopic arc—stuck between the fourth and fifth second of 2:48 AM.

"It’s stuck," Nathan said. "The gears... they sound like they’re grinding against sand."

"It’s not sand. It’s the Temporal Wake," Eleanor replied, her eyes darting to the rearview mirror. "We’re currently driving through a zone with high Entropy Flux. Think of it like the wake behind a ship. The stranger you met in the alley—The Pilgrim—he moved through this area in reverse. He displaced the entropy of the air around him. Your watch is picking up the ripples."

"You keep talking about him like he’s a ghost," Nathan said, looking out the window. New York looked deceptively normal. A yellow cab honked at a delivery truck. A group of tourists laughed outside a late-night diner. "He knew my name. He knew Clara."

Eleanor gripped the steering wheel so hard her knuckles turned white. "He knows everything that has already happened in his past, which is your future. That is the fundamental law of the Pulse, Nathan. Information cannot be destroyed, but it can be inverted. Sterling Van Croft didn't just build a machine; he built a bridge. But he built it out of glass, and it’s starting to shatter."

They reached Grand Central Terminal. The iconic building stood like a limestone cathedral against the ink-black sky. Eleanor didn't park on the street. She drove onto a service ramp, swiping a high-clearance security card at a heavy steel gate that led into the bowels of the station.

They descended into the subterranean world of the MTA—a labyrinth of tunnels that most New Yorkers never see. The air here was different. It smelled of ozone, burnt copper, and a strange, metallic sweetness.

"We are entering the Relative Frame," Eleanor whispered as they stepped out of the car.

They walked toward Track 61. It was a legendary "ghost track," once used by Franklin D. Roosevelt to enter the Waldorf Astoria in secret. But tonight, it wasn't being used by a President. It was being used as a Temporal Buffer.

"Look at the tracks," Eleanor said, pointing toward the gloom.

Nathan squinted. On the standard Track 4, a 4-train was idling. Its lights were a steady, warm yellow. But on Track 61, a train was hovering—or rather, it was flickering. It was a silver R160 car, but it looked like a low-resolution hologram.

Suddenly, the air pressure spiked. Nathan’s ears popped painfully.

"The sparks," Nathan gasped.

Underneath the flickering train, sparks were flying. But they weren't showering outward from the wheels. They were rising from the floor, glowing embers of kinetic energy that converged into the point where the metal wheel met the third rail. It was Kinetic Re-absorption.

"To that train, it is currently braking," Eleanor explained. "But it is braking in reverse entropy. It is taking the heat and light it lost during its journey and pulling it back into its systems. In three minutes, for us, it will 'depart' back into the tunnel. But for the people on that train, they are arriving from the future."
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