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Introduction
Noah Bridge was seventeen years old, and his world had already begun to unravel
long before the phone call that would change everything. His life—intensely ordinary,
colored by the dull routine of suburban high school, chores, and awkward
conversations with a mother who’d long ago lost her shine—was marked by a
persistent ache: the absence of a father he barely knew. Dr. Daniel Bridge’s shadow
loomed over their household, present mostly in science journals on living room shelves
and half-forgotten birthday cards signed with equations instead of words. There was
genius, yes, but also a kind of cold remoteness that Noah never understood.

At school, Noah wore isolation like a second skin. He was neither popular nor
infamous, drifting at the edges, his days filled with unfinished homework, half-hearted
plans for the future, and the nagging suspicion he’d inherited nothing but silence from
a man the world called a visionary. When word came that Dr. Bridge had died
overseas—“an accident,” the voice on the phone intoned, clipped and official—Noah
felt less grief than confusion. How do you mourn a parent who was never really there?

The funeral was a blur of strangers and accolades. Noah watched as physicists wept
and dignitaries whispered about “lost potential,” unable to reconcile their reverence
with the battered urn in his hands. His mother, brittle and beautiful, alternated
between stiff composure and private tears, giving Noah space but no answers. As the
afternoon sun bled into dusk, a solitary figure approached—a sharp-suited woman with
eyes that flickered over Noah like scanner beams. She handed him a small, unmarked
box. “Your father insisted you have this,” she said, her voice too calm, her smile not
quite real.

Inside the box: a device, polished and inscrutable, strange symbols etched along its
surface. It hummed faintly when he touched it, as if alive. There was no letter, no
explanation, only a sense of heaviness that settled in Noah’s chest. That night, while
the house slept and the world outside seemed to shift subtly, Noah lay awake staring
at the ceiling, feeling the first stirrings of unease—and curiosity. 

It wasn’t long before odd things started happening. Flickers at the edge of vision.
Memories that weren’t his. A relentless feeling of being watched. The device pulsed
with energy, drawing him in with equal parts fear and fascination. Each day, Noah
trudged through the motions of normalcy, even as reality itself began to seem less
certain, less whole. 

Beneath it all lay questions he had never dared to ask—about his father, about the
nature of destiny, about the choices that bind us to our futures. Noah did not yet know
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it, but in accepting his inheritance, he was about to stumble into a war for the very
fabric of reality—a world of shadows and possibilities, of enemies who would stop at
nothing to control his legacy, and of allies he had yet to meet. The first step had been
taken. There was no turning back.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Funeral Algorithm
Noah stared at the device, a smooth obsidian oval that fit perfectly in the palm of his
hand. It wasn’t metal, not exactly. More like a perfectly polished stone, warm to the
touch, with a subtle pulse he could feel against his skin. The symbols etched into its
surface weren't like anything he'd seen – intricate, alien, yet strangely familiar, as if
plucked from a dream he'd once had. He tried to remember the last time his father
had given him anything, truly given him, without a hidden agenda or an implicit
expectation of genius in return. He couldn't.

The silence of the house was oppressive. His mother was asleep, or perhaps just
feigning it, the kind of deep exhaustion that comes from holding yourself together for
too long. Noah’s room, usually a chaotic archive of graphic novels and half-built
models, felt like a sterile museum exhibit under the pale moonlight. He traced the
lines on the device with his thumb, a faint hum now audible, a vibration that resonated
not just in his hand, but deep in his bones. It felt alive, and somehow, it felt like his
father.

He picked up his phone, the glowing screen a beacon in the darkness. He wanted to
Google it, to find some reference, some clue. But what would he even type?
"Mysterious black egg with alien symbols from dead physicist father"? He sighed,
dropping the phone back onto his bed. This was exactly the kind of cryptic nonsense
his father reveled in. A riddle wrapped in an enigma, designed to challenge, to
provoke, to… confuse.

Noah remembered a fleeting moment, years ago, when he’d stumbled into his father’s
study. Daniel Bridge, usually a whirlwind of equations and whiteboard diagrams, had
been hunched over something small and glowing, muttering to himself. He’d snapped
it shut the moment Noah entered, a rare flash of something akin to panic in his usually
placid eyes. Noah had been too young to understand the significance, too preoccupied
with the Lego spaceship he wanted help building. Now, the memory pricked at him, a
sharp, belated realization.

He clicked the small, almost invisible button on the side of the device. Nothing. No
lights, no sounds, no mechanical whirring. Just that persistent hum, growing slightly
stronger, almost a thrum. He tried pressing it again, holding it down. Still nothing.
Frustration mounted. What was the point of a mysterious inheritance if it was just a
fancy paperweight?

He rolled onto his back, holding the device aloft, the dim light from his window
catching its polished surface. As he watched, a faint luminescence bloomed within the
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etched symbols, a soft, ethereal blue. It pulsed once, twice, then solidified into an
intricate, almost holographic projection. It wasn't on a screen, but in the air, a
shimmering cascade of what looked like pure data – numbers, symbols, and geometric
patterns swirling like a cosmic dance.

A dizzying sensation washed over him. The hum intensified, a low thrum that vibrated
through his entire body. The room seemed to stretch, then compress, then stretch
again. The air grew heavy, thick, like water. He felt a sharp tug in his gut, a
disorienting lurch as if he’d just dropped from a great height. His vision blurred, then
sharpened, but not on his own room.

He was standing in a street. It was his street, but not his street. The houses were
similar, but the paint colors were different. His neighbor, Mrs. Henderson, usually
tending her rose bushes, was wearing a bizarre, almost futuristic jumpsuit and
speaking animatedly into a wrist-mounted device. The sky, usually a clear, smoggy
Los Angeles blue, was a vibrant, impossible purple. A sleek, silent vehicle, nothing like
any car he’d ever seen, glided past.

Noah gasped, stepping back, bumping into something solid. He spun around. It was his
own house, but the porch light was a pulsing green, and a garden gnome on the lawn
was wearing a tiny, silver-plated helmet. He looked down at himself. Same clothes.
Same hands. He felt his own skin, his heart pounding. This wasn't a dream. This was
real.

A wave of nausea hit him, stronger this time, and the vibrant purple sky began to
ripple, the futuristic car shimmering out of existence. The strange jumpsuit on Mrs.
Henderson’s doppelganger flickered, replaced by her usual floral apron. The pulsating
green porch light resolved into a normal warm yellow. He was back in his bedroom,
lying on his bed, the device still clutched in his hand.

His breath hitched, ragged and uneven. He sat up, pushing himself against the
headboard, his eyes wide. He looked at the device. The blue glow had receded, the
symbols dull again. What in the actual hell had just happened? Had he hallucinated?
Had he fallen asleep and had the most vivid dream of his life? But the sense memory,
the lingering scent of something metallic and ozone-like that hadn't been there before,
felt too real.

He rubbed his temples, trying to piece it together. The funeral, the strange woman,
the device, and now… a glimpse of another world? It was too much. His father, the
theoretical physicist who spoke in riddles, had left him something utterly, terrifyingly
incomprehensible. He thought of the world-renowned scientists at the funeral, their
hushed tones about his father’s “revolutionary theories.” Was this it? Was this the
revolution?
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He felt a cold dread settle in his stomach. His father had been obsessed with quantum
mechanics, with parallel universes, with the idea that every choice splintered reality
into countless possibilities. Noah had always dismissed it as abstract academic
pontification, the kind of thing his father used to excuse his emotional distance. But
what if it wasn't? What if this device was a key?

A sudden, sharp rapping at his bedroom door made him jump. His mother’s muffled
voice came through. “Noah? Are you still awake? I heard something.”

Noah quickly shoved the device under his pillow, his heart still thrumming from the
impossible vision. “Just me,” he called back, trying to sound normal. “Couldn’t sleep.”

He heard her footsteps recede. He exhaled slowly, pulling the device out again. It lay
inert in his palm, an ordinary object once more. But he knew, with a certainty that
chilled him to the bone, that it was anything but ordinary. It was a window. And what
had just happened was only the beginning. The world, already unstable from his
father's death, had just tilted on its axis, and Noah was now standing precariously on
the edge of a precipice he hadn't known existed. The funeral had ended, but a new,
terrifying reality had just begun.
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