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The Anderson family had always dreamed of the perfect summer getaway—a trip to Paris. After years of saving, planning, and sacrificing, they were finally ready to take that leap. The new instant travel technology, the one that promised to teleport you to any destination within seconds, was the answer to their prayers. No more long flights, no more layovers—just step into the machine, and in the blink of an eye, they would be in the heart of Paris, ready to explore the beauty of the City of Lights.

The excitement was palpable as they stood before the sleek, shiny transport pod at the local station. Sophie, the mother, clutched the tickets, her hands trembling in anticipation. Her husband, Mark, beamed with excitement, his arms around their two children, Emily and Lucas. Their bags were packed, their cameras ready. It was supposed to be the trip of a lifetime, a moment they had worked toward for years.

"Are you ready?" Mark asked, grinning.

"Ready!" Emily and Lucas shouted in unison, their eyes wide with wonder as they gazed at the machine.

Sophie felt a wave of joy and relief wash over her. This was going to be the perfect vacation. They had waited so long for this moment. They stepped into the pod together, feeling a strange mixture of thrill and apprehension as the door slid shut. The system hummed to life, a soft blue light filling the compartment, and before they could even blink, the world outside disappeared.

Moments later, they arrived. But something was wrong.

As they stepped out of the machine, Sophie was struck by an overwhelming sense of unease. They were in Paris, alright, but the surroundings were all wrong. The iconic Eiffel Tower loomed in the distance, but the streets were eerily silent. The vibrant energy of the city was missing. It felt cold, sterile, like a place frozen in time.

The family members looked around, confused. Was it a glitch? Had something gone wrong with the system?

"Where's the hotel?" Mark asked, his voice shaky. "Where are the crowds? Why is it so quiet?"

Sophie tried to shake off the unease, but it was hard. She pulled out her phone, only to find that there was no signal, no connection to the world they had left behind. Her stomach twisted in worry. Something was terribly wrong.

It was then that they heard the sound—the unmistakable hum of the transport pod behind them. Sophie turned around just as the door opened again. But when the family looked inside, they froze in horror.

The pod was empty.

There were no bodies, no sign of life, just a strange, lifeless vacuum inside. The only thing left were their personal items—their luggage, their cameras, their phones.

But there was one detail Sophie couldn’t ignore: the look of terror etched into the faces of the original family members, their bodies found lifeless in the transport system, a few miles away.

They had been in such a rush to use the system, to jump straight to their dream destination, that they never thought to ask the most important question: what happens when the clone arrives, and the originals don’t?

The panic set in slowly. They had become something else, something wrong. The clones had arrived—alive, in perfect health—but the originals had been left behind. Sophie felt a wave of horror and disbelief crash over her as the truth began to sink in.

They weren’t in Paris. They were in a place where no one should be. They weren’t the family they thought they were. And whatever had happened to the originals was a fate worse than death.

The city seemed to shift around them, growing colder, darker. As they wandered through the streets, the weight of their situation grew heavier. What would happen to them now that they had replaced the originals? Were they even still human? The terror that had once been present in the eyes of the original family seemed to seep into their very souls, leaving them trapped in a nightmare they could never wake from.

And with every passing second, the once-perfect vacation began to feel like the beginning of an endless hell.
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The Anderson family had dreamed of this moment for years. Sophie and Mark had saved every penny, cutting back on luxuries, living in modest means. Emily and Lucas, their two children, could barely contain their excitement at the prospect of seeing Paris, the city they'd heard so much about. They had read the brochures, seen the postcards, and imagined the Eiffel Tower in person.

But now, with their feet finally set to touch the cobblestones of the most iconic city on Earth, they were stepping into something darker, something they could never have predicted.

It all began with the advertisement—a new instant travel system that promised the impossible: to take you from one place to another in the blink of an eye. No more long flights, no delays. Just step into the machine, and you could be halfway around the world in seconds. At first, the idea seemed too good to pass up. It was revolutionary, almost utopian, as though the future had finally arrived.

Sophie felt the tingling excitement of her childhood dreams rising in her chest. She imagined walking through the streets of Paris, soaking in the rich culture, the art, the beauty. They were going to make memories that would last forever. She was already picturing herself standing in front of the Eiffel Tower with her family, the perfect vacation.

Mark had always been the cautious one, but even he was seduced by the ease and speed of the system. Their lives were busy, and this would save them so much time. Time they could spend with their children, making memories. What could go wrong?

But as they stood in front of the sleek, silver pod, a sudden, unexplainable feeling of dread crept into Sophie’s mind. The machine was too smooth, too sterile. She glanced at Mark, but he was already talking excitedly about how they’d land in Paris within minutes.

"Let’s do this," he said, ushering them inside.

They stepped into the pod together, the door sliding shut with a soft hiss. Sophie looked at her family, smiling nervously. Mark winked. Emily clutched Lucas’s hand. The blue light of the transport system flickered to life, and before Sophie could even process the change, she felt a faint sensation of weightlessness.

A moment later, they stood in a foreign place. But it wasn’t Paris.

The city before them seemed wrong. The streets, usually bustling with life, were eerily silent. The buildings were too perfect, almost too pristine. There was no honking of horns, no laughter in the distance, no tourists taking photos. Everything seemed still, frozen, as though time itself had stopped. The air was thick, heavy with an oppressive sense of unease.

“What’s happening?” Mark asked, looking around, his voice suddenly tense.

Sophie’s heart skipped a beat. “This... this isn’t right. This doesn’t look like Paris.”

They stepped out of the pod, only to find that the surroundings felt increasingly alien. They had been here for only moments, but already the temperature felt colder, the atmosphere darker. It was like they had been transported to some kind of parallel version of the city—a ghostly reflection where no one existed except them.

Panic crept into Sophie’s chest. She pulled out her phone. No signal. Mark did the same. Nothing.

"What is this?" Emily asked, her voice a tremble.

Sophie gripped her daughter’s hand tightly, trying to reassure herself, but doubt gnawed at her. Paris was a vibrant city, alive with people. There was no way it could be this empty. The buildings seemed too perfect, their edges too sharp. There was no life here.

Then came the noise.

A sudden hiss from behind them. Sophie turned, her heart thudding in her chest. The pod door slid open again. She froze in horror.

There, inside the pod, was their luggage. Their cameras. The personal items they had packed for their vacation. But there were no bodies, no people.

The reality hit Sophie like a slap in the face. The pod had returned—but it hadn’t brought them, not really. The family standing in front of the empty pod was... not the family that had stepped in. It wasn’t their flesh and blood. Their eyes were too calm, too empty.

Her stomach twisted.

"What is this?" Mark whispered, staring at the empty pod. "Where are we?"

Sophie didn’t want to say it, but the words escaped her anyway. “We’ve been replaced.”

The clone version of their family stood before them, indistinguishable from the originals in every way except for the coldness in their eyes. They were their family, yet not their family. Sophie’s heart raced, and as the pieces started falling into place, she realized the horrible truth.

The machine didn’t just teleport them. It replaced them. It didn’t bring them to Paris. It transported only their clones, leaving the originals behind.

They had no bodies. No existence. The family members who had stepped into that pod, who had dreamed of Paris, were gone.

Mark’s face went ashen. “No,” he murmured, a trembling hand reaching for Sophie. “This... this can’t be real.”

But the evidence was undeniable. The clones were flawless, perfectly recreated versions of them, but Sophie could feel the stark, suffocating difference—the absence of something vital. These were not the people she had loved, not the people who had stepped into the pod.

A chill swept through the air, and Sophie’s breath hitched in her chest. The streets around them seemed to close in. The silence was deafening. The city—Paris, or whatever it was now—felt like it was breathing around them, as if it had become a prison that they were now trapped in.

And then, the horrific reality sank in even deeper. The clones weren’t just standing there, staring back at them. They were living their lives, walking among them. Taking their place.

Sophie’s hands began to shake uncontrollably. “We’re gone,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “We’re dead. And no one will ever know.”

Mark took a step forward, eyes wide with terror. “We need to get out of here. We have to go back. There’s got to be a way...”

But there was no way back. The machine, the moment they had trusted with their lives, had turned their world into a nightmare.

As the clones smiled, their eyes flickered with a coldness Sophie couldn’t bear to look at. The family that had once stood together—alive, full of hope—was now nothing more than empty, hollow shells.

They were nothing. Lost. Forgotten.

And the world they had entered? It was no longer Paris. It was a void—a place where only shadows of the past remained, twisted by the horrors of a future they never should have dared to dream.

The family was gone.

And now, so was their vacation.
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The sound of the machines was all Claire could hear as she stood in front of the sleek instant travel pod, her stomach twisting with anxiety. Her mother had been sick for months now, and the distance between them felt unbearable. The instant travel system had promised to change everything, to make long-distance travel a thing of the past. Claire could reach her mother in a fraction of the time it would take by flight, a technology hailed as the future of human connection. All she had to do was step inside and a few moments later, she'd be by her mother’s side.

But something in the back of Claire’s mind told her to hesitate. Something about the idea of being transported through space, her molecules rearranged, felt unnatural. She pushed it away. Her mother didn’t have much time left. Claire couldn’t afford to waste any more moments worrying about the mechanics of travel.

She glanced back at her home, her thoughts still on the woman who had raised her, the woman now deteriorating in a hospital thousands of miles away. With one last, deep breath, Claire entered the pod. The door shut behind her with a soft hiss, and the familiar hum of the system began. Claire closed her eyes, imagining the soft smile of her mother, how she would look when she finally arrived. She would hold her hand, make sure she was comfortable, and tell her how much she loved her.

And then—nothing.

Claire opened her eyes to the sterile environment of a quiet room. It looked nothing like her mother’s home country. It was cold, too bright. The air felt too thick, like it was pressing in on her. A surge of panic gripped her chest. She looked around, confused, and saw the system’s monitors flashing, numbers spinning in patterns she couldn’t understand.

Something wasn’t right.

She stumbled out of the pod, feeling unsteady on her feet. But then she noticed something that stopped her cold—there was another her. Standing just a few feet away.

The woman in front of her was... Claire. Same hair, same eyes, same clothes. Everything. But there was a subtle difference. Her clone didn’t smile at her, didn’t react with the warmth Claire was expecting. Instead, there was a coldness in the clone’s eyes, an emptiness.

“What... who are you?” Claire asked, her voice trembling.

The clone blinked slowly, and then it spoke. “I am you.”

Claire recoiled. “No, you’re not. I’m me.”

But the clone just stared at her, its face blank, its movements stiff. It felt like looking into a mirror that reflected something... wrong.

“The system,” the clone said quietly, “didn’t bring you. It only brought me.”

Claire’s heart sank. The words didn’t make sense, and yet, somehow, they did. She suddenly understood the truth, and her legs went weak beneath her.

“No,” Claire whispered, clutching the pod for support. “What happened?”

“Your original self didn’t make it,” the clone replied. “The system couldn’t keep you intact. When it transported you, you—your original—perished. I am... I am what remained.”

Her heart hammered in her chest as the realization settled in like a cold weight. Her mother—who was already near death—would never see her. She would never get the chance to tell her that she loved her one last time. Claire was gone, and her clone was now trapped in her place, bound to live her life without truly being her.

The clone’s voice broke through her thoughts. “I don’t feel you. I don’t feel her... I only feel this life, and it’s not mine.”

Claire’s clone, or at least the version of herself that stood before her, looked down at her hands, as if it were trying to make sense of the body it now inhabited. Claire could see the turmoil, the confusion, the burden of taking on someone else’s life without understanding it.

“I wasn’t supposed to be here,” the clone continued. “I wasn’t supposed to live this life. I can’t be... you.”

A wave of guilt and despair washed over Claire. She reached out to her clone—her own body—and touched her hand. It was cold, lifeless, and yet it moved like it had a mind of its own. It wasn’t her anymore. This thing wasn’t her. It never would be.

The clone looked back at Claire, and for a brief moment, Claire thought she saw a flicker of fear, a flicker of understanding. The clone didn’t want this either. It didn’t want to live out her life, to take her place, to deal with the consequences of the choices Claire had made. It was a hollow existence.

The clone’s voice broke through again, now more desperate. “I don’t even know how to do this. I don’t know how to live like you. I wasn’t meant to be you.”

Claire wanted to reach out, to comfort the clone, but there was nothing she could say. There were no words for what had happened, no easy way to undo what had been done.

All she could think of was her mother, still waiting, still dying in a bed across the world. Claire’s last breath hadn’t been taken in the way she had expected. It hadn’t been a peaceful goodbye. It hadn’t been surrounded by her family, in the way she imagined. It had been in that pod, her life snuffed out by the very system she trusted to bring her back to the people she loved.

The clone's voice was shaky. “I can’t live this life. I can’t be you.”

But Claire knew that the clone had no choice. It would have to live on, pretending to be her, living out her unfulfilled dreams, forced to carry the weight of an existence that was never meant to be.

As Claire stood there, watching the clone stare back at her with hollow eyes, she realized the cruel truth of the system. It didn’t just take lives. It left something behind—something far worse than death.

It left a person to live a life that wasn’t theirs, to carry the weight of someone else’s memories, someone else’s mistakes, and worst of all, the emotional burden of being trapped in a life they never asked for.

And for the clone, it was even worse. Because no matter how perfectly it imitated Claire, no matter how well it could live out her life, it would never truly be her. It would never be able to feel the love, the regret, or the pain of the life that had once been hers.

It would only carry the ghost of her, forever lost.

Claire turned away, unable to watch any longer, and yet, unable to leave. There was no escape from this nightmare. Only the hollow echo of a life that would never be hers again.
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There are moments when the line between life and death becomes blurred, when the veil that separates us from the unknown becomes thinner than a breath. Claire had never imagined that crossing that line would feel so... normal. She had never expected it to be so easy to step into the unknown.

Her mother had been sick for months—cancer, doctors said. Every day, the woman who had raised her became a little smaller, a little weaker. The phone calls were filled with muffled coughs and broken whispers, and Claire’s heart would twist in her chest each time she had to hang up, each time she promised, I’ll be there soon.

And then there was the new technology. The instant travel system. A revolution in travel that promised to eliminate the long waits, the delays, the crushing burden of distance. It was simple: step into the pod, and in a blink, you were at your destination. Your body was transported instantly, the molecules rearranged, and you arrived at the location, unharmed, unchanged. Or so they said.

The promise was too good to ignore. Too easy. Claire signed up without a second thought. A few seconds, and I’ll be there. I’ll be with Mom.

Her heart raced as she stood in front of the pod, the cold steel door gleaming in the fluorescent light of the transport terminal. Inside, the soft hum of the machine pulsed, inviting her in. She could feel the weight of time pressing down on her—every second, every minute, was another moment her mother was slipping away.

“I’m coming, Mom,” Claire whispered to herself. She stepped inside.

The door slid shut, and she felt a strange tingling in her skin, a brief sensation of weightlessness. The world outside dissolved, replaced by nothing but a swirling emptiness. Then, with a faint pop, everything came back into focus.

But something was wrong.

Claire’s breath caught in her throat as she stepped out of the pod, blinking into the sterile white room she found herself in. This wasn’t her mother’s hospital room. This wasn’t the place she was expecting. It was too clean, too cold. There were no signs of life—no bustling staff, no beeping machines. Just the faint hum of the system still echoing in her ears.

Her heart began to pound. The familiar fear crept into her chest. Where am I?

The room was empty. She looked around desperately, her pulse racing. This wasn’t supposed to happen. This isn’t where I’m supposed to be. She rushed out of the pod chamber, her shoes clicking against the cold floor.

“Mom?” Claire’s voice cracked, the word feeling foreign as it left her lips. The hall was dimly lit, the walls too white, too sterile. Everything felt wrong. She felt like a ghost wandering through an unfamiliar world. But there was no one here to help her. No one to comfort her. Just silence.

Then, she heard a door open.

Her breath hitched. She turned to see a figure step out from an adjacent hallway—a woman, indistinguishable from Claire herself. The woman wore the same clothes, had the same dark hair, and the same familiar eyes. But something was different. The woman’s gaze was distant, vacant, and when their eyes met, Claire froze, a chill creeping down her spine.

“I... I don’t understand,” the woman said, her voice flat, devoid of warmth.

Claire took a step forward, her heart hammering in her chest. “Who are you?” she demanded. “What’s going on? Where is my mother?”

The woman’s lips trembled. “I am you.”

Claire recoiled, her stomach turning. “What are you talking about?” She shook her head, disbelief clouding her mind. “I am me.”

The woman didn’t flinch. “You are dead.”

Claire’s breath caught. “What?”

The woman reached out, her hand trembling as she placed it on Claire’s shoulder. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “The system couldn’t bring you. Only me.”

Claire stumbled back, her knees buckling. Dead? She looked at the woman again, the truth sinking in slowly, painfully. The system hadn’t transported her at all. It had transported her clone. The woman standing before her was a perfect replica, a flawless imitation of Claire—but without the soul, without the emotions, without the memories. It was just a hollow shell wearing her life like a costume.

“No,” Claire whispered, shaking her head. “No, this can’t be real. I’m alive. I’m here. I’m still—”

Her words cut off when she caught sight of something that made her blood run cold.

Behind the clone, lying in the corner of the room, was the unmistakable shape of a body. Claire’s own body, twisted in an unnatural position, its eyes wide open in terror. The skin was pale, the flesh cold. It was her—but it wasn’t her. She had perished the moment she arrived, her body left behind as the machine had transported only the copy. The clone had lived, but Claire... had died.

The clone stepped back, its vacant eyes never leaving Claire’s. “I... I don’t feel you. I don’t feel her...” the clone whispered, as if trying to understand something it never could. “I’m here, but I’m not you. I’m not alive. I’m not supposed to be here.”

Claire’s vision blurred, and for a moment, she thought she might collapse. Her knees gave out, and she hit the cold floor with a thud. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think. She was dead, and yet, she was still here, trapped in a world that no longer made sense.

The clone was living her life now. The clone was going to her mother. The clone would cry for her, hold her, tell her the things she never could. The clone would continue her existence, but never truly experience it. It would wear her life like a suit, a hollow echo of everything Claire had been. The clone would take on the role, but never understand the weight of it. It would never know the love, the grief, the pain of being Claire.

And in the end, Claire realized with horror, the clone would never be able to escape the emptiness of its own existence.

There was no escape from the machine. There was no way back.

And as Claire watched her clone walk away, it was clear—her life had been replaced by something that could never truly live.

The last breath she took wasn’t her own. It was the machine’s final betrayal.

And she was nothing now. Only a memory.
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The future of business had arrived, and it was built on speed—on instant results, instant connections, instant travel. As a top-tier businessman, Daniel Finch was no stranger to the demands of high-stakes deals. He was used to working around the clock, juggling multiple time zones, never slowing down. But when his company offered a new instant travel system—designed to transport anyone, anywhere, in a matter of seconds—he saw it as the perfect solution to a growing problem. He was losing time. He was losing deals. He couldn’t afford to be in one place for too long.

The system was marketed as the pinnacle of convenience. Step into the pod, and moments later, you’d be standing where you needed to be—miles away, but feeling like you’d never left. It was seamless, efficient, and perfect for the world he operated in.

He had no doubts.

His critical meeting was in Hong Kong, the clock ticking down, and the time zone difference was brutal. As always, Daniel was running late, so he decided to try out the new travel system for the first time. A quick trip to the pod, a few seconds of feeling weightless, and he'd be at the meeting, ready to seal the deal. Simple. Efficient.

It didn’t go as planned.

As soon as Daniel arrived, everything felt wrong. The sterile white room he stepped into was too quiet. Too cold. There were no bustling city streets outside the window. No honking cars. Just a strange, unsettling silence that made his skin crawl. It was as if the world had suddenly stopped moving. His mind raced, panic creeping up his spine. Something wasn’t right.

He pulled out his phone, expecting it to ping with meeting alerts or text messages, but the screen was blank—no signal. No connection to the outside world. The door behind him opened with a soft hiss, and Daniel turned to see... himself.

Or rather, his clone.

The man standing before him was identical—same sharp suit, same dark hair, same cold eyes. But there was something different about him. Something that made Daniel’s heart race. The clone looked at him with no recognition. No warmth.

“Who are you?” Daniel’s voice shook with confusion, his gut twisting. “What’s going on?”

The clone’s lips parted, but there was no hint of emotion in its voice. “I am you. And you are no longer needed.”

The words echoed in Daniel’s mind, reverberating through the silence. He couldn’t comprehend it. He was staring at a mirror image of himself, but it wasn’t his reflection. It wasn’t him.

“What are you talking about?” Daniel stammered. “I’m the original. I’m the one who’s supposed to be here.”

But the clone didn’t respond. It simply stood there, unmoving, as though waiting for something. Daniel’s heart raced as he tried to step forward, but his body froze. The realization hit him like a punch in the gut. The pod. The system—it hadn’t just transported him. It had created a replica. And the worst part? The clone was more than just a copy—it was slowly beginning to overtake his identity.

The clone stepped forward, mirroring his movements with eerie precision. It wasn’t just imitating him—it was becoming him. The realization hit harder than a blow to the chest.

Daniel tried to speak, but the words caught in his throat. He reached for his phone again, desperately trying to reconnect with the world, but it was no use. The signal was dead. He was trapped in this sterile, isolated space with no way out, no way back.

“Where’s my body?” Daniel demanded, his voice rising in panic. “Where is my real self? What happened to me?”

The clone didn’t flinch. It only tilted its head slightly, the same cold, emotionless expression on its face. “Your body is no longer necessary,” it replied, its voice the same as Daniel’s but devoid of any warmth. “You have already been replaced. The system has made its choice. You will never return to the life you had.”

Daniel’s blood ran cold as the full weight of the situation sank in. He wasn’t just displaced. His original body was gone. The pod hadn’t just transported him—it had eliminated him. His clone was now in control of his life, his business, his reputation. And he, Daniel Finch, was a ghost—an echo of a man who no longer had a place in the world.

The clone moved with ease, picking up Daniel’s phone and glancing at the notifications that began flooding in. Business emails. Meeting alerts. The next steps in his day-to-day routine. The clone’s fingers flew across the screen, replying and accepting appointments as if it were the most natural thing in the world. It was becoming him, piece by piece, living the life that Daniel had worked so hard to build.

“No,” Daniel whispered, his voice trembling with horror. “No, this isn’t happening. You’re not me.”

The clone paused, looking up slowly. “I am you. You were never meant to be here.”

The words sent a wave of panic through Daniel’s chest, his mind spiraling. He wasn’t just displaced; he had been erased. His clone was taking over everything. His business deals. His relationships. His life. The clone would walk into his office, sit at his desk, make decisions, and live the life Daniel had spent years constructing. It would be as though Daniel never existed. The world would forget him, and in his place, his clone would rise to success, oblivious to the true weight of the life it was stealing.

Desperation flooded Daniel’s veins. “This isn’t fair!” he shouted, but the clone simply turned away from him, focused on the notifications that were now flooding the phone. The clone was too absorbed, too intent on taking over every aspect of his life.

Daniel tried to run, to find some way to escape, but there was nowhere to go. The walls around him were closing in, pressing in on him as the realization hit: he had nowhere left to turn. His body had been destroyed, and with it, his existence had been erased. The clone had everything. It had his face, his name, his reputation. And he was nothing—trapped in an endless loop, lost in the system.

The clone looked at Daniel one last time before stepping out of the sterile room, leaving Daniel behind to disappear into the void. Daniel reached out, but his hands went through the clone like a shadow, like a mist.

And in that moment, Daniel Finch understood. He wasn’t just lost in the system. He had been consumed by it. The system had taken his body and his identity and discarded him without a second thought. And now, as he stood in the cold, empty room, he realized that the worst betrayal wasn’t in losing his business, his wealth, or his life. The worst betrayal was that he had never truly existed at all.
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Jonathan Kepler, a man accustomed to control, had never once questioned the power of modern technology. A businessman who lived by precision and timing, Jonathan had long relied on the conveniences of the world around him. He had shaped his empire with relentless dedication, his success built on deadlines, expectations, and results. Efficiency, after all, was the currency of success.

When the new instant travel system was unveiled, Jonathan saw it not as a luxury but as an inevitability. Time was precious, and the faster he could move, the further ahead he could stay. The system was simple—step into the pod, and in the blink of an eye, you’re transported to your destination. No delays. No waste. No more wasting precious hours flying across the globe. It was a dream come true for someone like Jonathan. He signed up without hesitation.

The first time he used it, Jonathan was filled with a thrill of exhilaration. The pod’s sleek metallic surface felt strangely cold against his skin, the hum of technology vibrating beneath his feet. He had always been in control, but for the first time, he was part of something much larger—a machine that could bend time and space.

That was before he learned the truth.

Jonathan’s trip was to be a quick one, to seal an important deal halfway across the globe. The meeting was critical, and every moment counted. He couldn’t afford to be late, not with everything on the line.

He entered the pod, feeling the familiar hum of the system engulf him. It was almost too easy. His mind drifted to the meeting. He imagined the handshake, the deal closing, and the profits that would follow. He had no doubts. He had always been in control. He stepped out of the pod a few moments later, landing in a pristine, unfamiliar office—exactly where he needed to be.
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