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Introduction

Dr. Alex Nolan never thought time would become her most valuable currency, let
alone her deadliest adversary. Years before her name echoed in the secret corridors of
scientific circles, Alex Nolan was a prodigy whose radical ideas about temporal
mechanics got her laughed out of prestigious lecture halls and barred from the most
reputable labs. Her obsession with paradoxes and the fabric of reality became a
convenient excuse for those peddling safer, more conventional sciences. But Alex’s
past was not one to be put to rest—she carried it like the scars from experiments gone
wrong, reminded each day that her hunger for understanding would always set her
apart.

Her isolation turned to opportunity in the linoleum-lit laboratory she called home.
Sleep was a fleeting memory as she poured over equations and blueprints, wrestling
with the idea that time was not just a constant, but a veil—thin, delicate, waiting to be
pierced. Long after university funding dried up and dubious investors turned away,
Alex pressed forward, haunted by flashes of inspiration and by a singular, tantalizing
question: What if the river of time could be crossed at will?

Then, one storm-lashed night, she caught it—an anomaly in her calculations, a faint
pulse in the quantum field she was monitoring. It began as nothing more than a
statistical hiccup but grew into a phenomenon that defied explanation. Armed with
little more than a makeshift device and a heart thundering with wild possibility, Alex
performed her first field test. The results were both mundane and miraculous—a coin
placed in the chamber vanished, only to reappear on the opposite side, aged by
centuries.

But miracles, Alex learned, attract witnesses. News of her unorthodox success spread
like wildfire, drawing the attention not only of academics but of darker, more
influential powers. When a clandestine syndicate made contact, their offer was
shrouded in promise and threat: pull objects, secrets, even people out of history itself;
in exchange, her work would be fully funded, her genius recognized, and her
reputation salvaged. The price, though, was covert—a series of heists, each riskier and
more morally ambiguous than the last, each ripple threatening to crack the foundation
of the world she thought she knew.

Now, caught between the allure of discovery and the shadows of those who would
twist her invention for their own ends, Alex stands at the crossroads of science,
ambition, and the currents of fate. As the boundaries between right and wrong blur,
she must decide whether to master the flow of time or become swept away by
it—knowing all too well that every theft, every leap, may fracture a future where she

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

no longer belongs.
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CHAPTER ONE: Shadows from the Past

The rain lashed against the reinforced window of Alex’s laboratory, each droplet a tiny
drumbeat against the hum of the temporal displacement unit. It was a sound she’d
grown accustomed to, a comforting counterpoint to the relentless grind of her own
thoughts. Tonight, however, the storm felt different, heavier, as if the very
atmosphere outside was pressing in, mirroring the invisible forces now converging on
her life. She stood before a whiteboard scrawled with equations, a phantom limb of an
idea still nagging at her.

Her initial success with the coin had been both exhilarating and terrifying. A simple
1987 quarter, placed in the shimmering field, had vanished with a soft hum and
reappeared moments later, pitted and corroded, its date barely legible: 1787. Two
centuries in the blink of an eye. The implications had been overwhelming, a rush of
pure scientific triumph mingled with a dizzying sense of responsibility. She’d spent the
last week running increasingly complex, yet still controlled, experiments. A houseplant
became an ancient fern, a glass of water, a murky sample from a prehistoric bog. Each
successful displacement was a testament to her theory, a vindication of years spent in
the academic wilderness.

The lab itself was a testament to her single-mindedness. It was a converted
warehouse, tucked away in a forgotten industrial park on the outskirts of Boston, its
exterior unremarkable, its interior a maelstrom of cutting-edge technology and
discarded takeout containers. Wires snaked across the floor like metallic vines,
connecting humming generators to bespoke capacitors. The air thrummed with latent
energy, a constant reminder of the unstable power she now wielded.

Alex ran a hand through her perpetually disheveled brown hair, her eyes, usually
alight with fierce intelligence, now shadowed by a gnawing unease. The initial rush of
discovery had begun to fade, replaced by a growing anxiety. She was alone in this,
utterly. No colleagues to bounce ideas off of, no peer review board to scrutinize her
methods, no one to share the burden of this monumental secret. It felt less like a
triumph and more like a tightrope walk over an abyss.

Her phone, a relic of an earlier, less complicated life, buzzed on the cluttered
workbench. It was an unknown number, and Alex hesitated, her finger hovering over
the screen. She rarely got calls from numbers she didn't recognize. Most of her former
academic contacts had long since given up on her, and the few remaining friends
understood her erratic schedule. Finally, curiosity, and a faint flicker of hope that it
might be an old colleague returning to the fold, won out.
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“Nolan,” she answered, her voice betraying a hint of the exhaustion that had become
her constant companion.

A smooth, cultivated voice replied, devoid of any discernible accent. “Dr. Alex Nolan?
My name is Elias Thorne. | represent a... consortium of interests.”

Alex’s grip on the phone tightened. “Consortium of interests? What can | do for you,
Mr. Thorne?” Her mind raced, sifting through possibilities. Was it a university trying to
lure her back? A corporate entity looking to poach her research? Both seemed unlikely
given her reputation.

“We’'ve been following your work for some time, Dr. Nolan,” Thorne continued, his
tone calm, almost unsettlingly so. “Specifically, your recent breakthroughs in temporal
displacement.”

A chill snaked down Alex’s spine. How could they know? She had been meticulously
careful, operating entirely off-grid, using encrypted servers and anonymous suppliers
for her equipment. Only a handful of people knew about her theories, and even fewer
believed them. “My work is proprietary, Mr. Thorne. And largely theoretical.” She lied,
the words tasting like ash in her mouth.

Thorne chuckled, a dry, humorless sound. “Oh, we know it’'s far more than theoretical,
Doctor. We have, shall we say, a vested interest in the practical application of your
genius.” There was a pause, a beat of silence that stretched, thick with unspoken
meaning. “We’'re aware of the coin. And the fern. And the water sample from the
Cretaceous period.”

Alex felt her blood run cold. They hadn’t just heard whispers; they had details. Specific
details. This wasn't a casual inquiry. This was surveillance. Her lab, her sanctuary,
suddenly felt exposed, transparent. Every precaution she had taken, every layer of
security, had apparently been penetrated. The weight of her isolation pressed down on
her, heavier than before.

“Who are you?” Alex demanded, her voice sharper now, a defensive edge creeping in.
“And how do you know all of this?”

“For now, Dr. Nolan, suffice it to say we are observers. We understand the unique
challenges you face, the lack of resources, the skepticism that has plagued your
career.” Thorne’s voice was like velvet, smooth and alluring, each word carefully
chosen. “We believe you are on the cusp of something truly extraordinary, and we
wish to offer you the means to fully realize its potential.”

Alex scoffed, a nervous habit. “And what exactly does ‘fully realize its potential’ mean
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to your... consortium?” She was wary, deeply so, but a sliver of curiosity, that
insatiable scientific hunger, still gnawed at her. Could this be the funding she’d always
dreamed of? The recognition she’'d been denied?

“It means unlimited resources, Doctor. State-of-the-art facilities, a team of the
brightest minds to assist you, complete freedom to pursue your research without the
constraints of conventional ethics or bureaucratic red tape.” Thorne paused, letting
the implications hang in the air. “And, in return, we would ask for your expertise in a
series of... unique endeavors.”

“Unique endeavors?” Alex repeated, her eyebrow raised. The hairs on her arms stood
on end. This sounded less like scientific collaboration and more like something out of a
spy novel. The storm outside continued its relentless assault, mirroring the turmoil in
her mind.

“Indeed. Endeavors that could reshape our understanding of history, retrieve lost
knowledge, and ultimately, secure a future of unprecedented prosperity.” There was
an almost messianic quality to his voice now, a subtle shift that sent another shiver
down Alex’s spine. “We believe your device, in the right hands, with the right
guidance, can achieve precisely that.”

“And what if I'm not interested?” Alex challenged, trying to project a confidence she
didn’t feel. The thought of turning away from this potential windfall, this chance to
finally legitimize her work, was agonizing. But the vague, unsettling nature of Thorne’s
proposal set off all her internal alarms.

“Dr. Nolan, we have invested a considerable amount of time and effort in observing
you. We know your past struggles, your drive, your burning desire for scientific truth.
We also know you are a pragmatic woman.” Thorne’s voice dropped, becoming a low,
resonant hum. “We believe you will find our offer... irresistible. And frankly, Doctor,
walking away would not be... advisable.”

The veiled threat was unmistakable. It hung in the air, a chilling counterpoint to the
allure of his previous promises. Alex felt a knot tighten in her stomach. This wasn’t just
about her research anymore. This was about control. About power. She had stumbled
onto something far bigger than herself, and now, it seemed, she was trapped in its
gravitational pull.

“Let’s meet,” Alex said, surprising herself with the words. It was a desperate gamble, a
need to see the faces behind the disembodied voice, to understand the true nature of
this “consortium.” She needed more information, needed to assess the threat directly.

Running wouldn't work; they clearly knew where to find her.

“Excellent. We anticipated your pragmatic nature.” Thorne’s voice held a note of
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triumph. “A discreet car will arrive at your address tomorrow evening at 8 PM. Please
be ready. And Dr. Nolan,” he added, his voice dropping to a near whisper, “come
alone. We prefer to conduct our initial discussions... privately.”

The line went dead, leaving Alex in the echoing silence of her lab, the only sounds the
continued lashing of the rain and the persistent hum of the temporal displacement
unit. The offer was too good to be true, and the threats were too real to ignore. She
had opened a door, not just to the past, but to a shadowy world she never knew
existed, a world that was now demanding she step through. And she knew, with a
certainty that chilled her to the bone, that her life would never be the same again.
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