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Description
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Eleven-year-old science genius Ari Bini has faced incredible challenges across dimensions—unlocking ancient experiments, battling memory-warping foes, and discovering hidden truths about himself and his friends. But nothing prepares him for the ultimate test: a powerful Machine that controls memories and the very fabric of reality itself.

Together with the rebellious Lyra and the half-robot Zin, Ari must navigate fractured timelines, confront echoes of erased pasts, and make a choice that could rewrite the laws of memory — or destroy everything they’ve fought to protect.

The Machine of Memory is the thrilling third installment in The Starborn Experiments series, blending real science, magical adventure, and heart-pounding mystery in a world where memories can be lost, stolen, or rewritten. Perfect for fans of Harry Potter, Percy Jackson, and The Mysterious Benedict Society.

Will Ari and his friends unlock the secrets of the Machine — or become prisoners of forgotten futures?
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Preface
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Have you ever forgotten something important — like where you left your notebook, or the face of someone you once knew?

What if those memories weren’t just lost... but taken?

In this book, you’ll journey into a world where memories are alive — where they can be stored, stolen, and even weaponized.

This story began with a lonely boy named Ari Bini who saw patterns in the stars and formulas in his dreams. It continued with secret portals, science that behaves like magic, and a team of brave misfits who became heroes across dimensions.

Now, the Machine of Memory has awakened.

In these pages, you'll find mysterious codes, timelines that twist and split, and the toughest question of all:

Are our memories what make us... us?

You don’t need to be a genius or a wizard to enjoy this story — just bring your curiosity, your courage, and maybe a flashlight for the dark parts.

Time to remember what the universe forgot.

— M.G. (Author)
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To the Reader
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Dear Explorer of Worlds,

Welcome back — or maybe welcome for the first time — to the strange, star-swept universe of the Starborn.

This story was written for the curious, the brave, and the quietly brilliant kids (and kids at heart) who wonder what if...?

What if science and magic could fuse together?

What if your memories held secrets, you don’t even know you’ve forgotten?

What if you were chosen to protect them?

Ari, Lyra, and Zin aren’t perfect. They make mistakes. They argue. They doubt themselves.

But they never stop learning, questioning, or trying.

As you journey through collapsing timelines, sentient machines, and hidden truths, remember this: Every question you ask lights a path through the dark.

So, hold tight to your curiosity.

Protect your memories.

And never be afraid to rewrite the rules.

Enjoy the adventure — it’s only just beginning.

With wonder,

Manoranjan Ghoshal (Mano)

Author of The Starborn Experiments
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Prologue: Echoes of the Forgotten
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The stars no longer whispered.

They screamed.

High above the fractured skyline of Aeonis—the memory-shrouded city that no map remembered—ribbons of light twisted unnaturally through the sky. Gravity had begun to hum again, not with chaos, but with remembrance. It pulsed like a heartbeat—ancient, aching, and unfinished.

In a hidden observatory buried beneath the sands of the Silent Sector, gears long dormant ticked into motion. The Machine of Memory, a relic built by those who once tried to imprison time itself, stirred with purpose.

Inside the chamber, a young archivist, no older than fifteen, placed a trembling hand on the crystalline console. Her eyes glowed faintly—not from fear, but from awakening. Words not spoken in centuries danced in her mind.

“When memory fails, the stars will remember.”

Far away, Ari Bini stood on a cliff at the edge of reality, the echoes of the Gravity Gate still echoing in his bones. Lyra beside him, silent but watchful, pointed to a sky that had begun unraveling once more.

It was not over.

Somewhere, hidden deep within the folds of forgotten time, the truth was waiting to be remembered—and some memories were never meant to be found.
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Chapter 1: The Broken Echo
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Ari Bini jolted awake, his heart racing as if he’d just been chased by something unseen. The cold sweat on his brow clung to his skin. Moonlight poured through the cracks of his bedroom window, casting long, silver shadows across the scattered notebooks and half-finished sketches sprawled across his desk.

But it wasn’t the moonlight that had disturbed his sleep.

It was the echo.

A strange, fractured whisper, threading through the corners of his mind — a voice, or many voices, speaking in a language he couldn’t quite understand. Memories flickered like broken fragments of a shattered mirror, scenes that weren’t his but felt strangely familiar.

Ari pressed his palms to his temples, trying to steady the swirling haze. Who are you? the voices seemed to ask. Why have you come? The question dissolved into static before he could make sense of it.

He sat up slowly, glancing around the quiet room. His fingers brushed against something cold on the desk — the glowing constellation-shaped circuit board. It pulsed faintly with an eerie blue light, as if alive.

Ari reached out and held it carefully. The metal was smooth and cool, the delicate circuits etched in patterns that reminded him of stars in the night sky. It felt heavy, as though it carried the weight of countless secrets.

The whispers returned, softer now, almost like a lullaby.

Find the Machine... buried deep within time’s layers...

Ari’s breath caught. The Machine? He remembered the dreams — swirling images of a massive device, ancient gears turning endlessly, tubes of light spiraling through shifting space. He’d thought they were just fantasies sparked by late-night reading and his own restless mind.

But what if they weren’t?

His phone buzzed sharply, snapping him back to the present. He grabbed it, eyes wide. The screen displayed a new message from an unknown sender labeled Core Station:

Encrypted signals detected from dimension X-12 — temporal signature unstable.

Urgent investigation required.

The Machine of Memory may be involved. Initiate diagnostic protocols. — Command HQ

Ari’s heart pounded. Core Station was the secret base beneath the school, where he and the other Starborn kept watch over mysterious signals from alternate realities. It was supposed to be quiet now—ever since the last big event had sealed the Portal months ago.

But this message was new. Raw. Disturbing.

“The Machine of Memory...” he whispered again, staring at the glowing words on the screen.

His fingers trembled as he unlocked the phone to reply, but before he could, his mind was flooded with more images — a vast labyrinth of tunnels twisting through time, a great machine humming with energy, and a voice calling his name.

“Ari...”

He froze.

Who’s there? he thought, heart racing. The voice was faint, distant, yet unmistakably real.

Outside, the world was still asleep. The early morning sky was a deep navy, scattered with sparkling stars. Ari slipped on his jacket and stepped out of his room quietly, careful not to wake his parents’ downstairs.

His breath formed small clouds in the chilly air as he hurried through the silent streets toward school. Every step echoed in his ears, but it wasn’t the sound of his footsteps he noticed — it was the faint hum in the air, a vibration that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere.

The old school building loomed ahead, its brick walls etched with vines and age. The front doors were locked tight, but Ari knew another way — the basement entrance behind the science wing, where the Portal to the Starborn world waited silently.

He slipped around the corner, heart pounding. The cracked concrete stairs creaked under his feet as he descended into the dim basement corridor.

The smell of dust and cold metal filled his nose, mixed with the faint tang of electricity.

At the far end of the hallway, the Portal gateway shimmered softly. The surface rippled like liquid mercury, pulsating with a quiet energy. Ari stepped closer, and the circuits on his constellation board matched the pulsing light perfectly.

“Welcome back, Starborn Ari,” a gentle voice echoed in his mind — Lyra’s voice, clear and steady, even though she wasn’t physically present. “We’ve been waiting.”

Ari swallowed and stepped through the Portal.

The alternate universe was both dazzling and disorienting.

The lab stretched out before him — walls alive with floating holograms that shifted between schematics, star maps, and indecipherable codes. Particles of glowing dust drifted lazily through the thick, warm air, casting a golden haze.
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