Writing Short Fiction Stories

Prompt

After inventing time travel, you send agents back in time to change the future and conquer
the world. Instead you get back several dead agents and a note saying “Never try that

again”



The Last Stand of the Chronarchitects

The crimson glow of Timeline X-73 flickered across Dr. Anya Sharma's face as she hunched
over the console, the hum of the Chronarch Engine a constant thrumming in her ears.
Sweat beaded on her brow, a stark contrast to the sterile chrome of the control room. Anya

ran a calloused hand through her short, dark hair, anxiety gnawing at her.

They were on the precipice of rewriting history. The Chronarch Engine, a marvel cobbled
together from scraps of salvaged technology from across the fractured timelines of the
Solverse, hummed with the potential to undo the Sundering, the cataclysmic event that had

shattered the once unified universe eight millennia ago.

Anya glanced at the four empty pods lining the chamber, each a testament to the failed
attempts before hers. Each agent, sent back with meticulous calculations and precise
objectives, had returned a mangled corpse, accompanied by a single, chilling message

scrawled across their forearms: "Never try that again."

The message was a stark warning from the splintered fragments of the Solverse itself, a
testament to the unknown force that maintained the fractured timelines. Yet, Anya couldn't
give up. The Chronomata, the order dedicated to restoring the Solverse, had poured their
resources and countless lives into this endeavor. The fate of a thousand worlds rested on

her shoulders.

With a deep breath, Anya keyed in the final coordinates - Timeline X-1, the nascent spark of
the Sundering. Her target: A young Aethel, a member of the now extinct Architects, the
celestial beings who had once maintained the Solverse's balance. Aethel, according to
whispers across timelines, was the architect who, in a moment of hubris, had triggered the
Sundering. Anya slammed her fist on the activation panel. The chamber resonated with a
surge of energy, and the chosen pod, emblazoned with the Chronomata insignia, whirred

to life. She watched, heart pounding, as the chrono-portation sequence initiated.

The chamber pulsed with blinding light, and then...



silence. Anya held her breath, waiting. Every second felt like an eternity. With a hiss and a
spark, the pod door slid open. A figure stumbled out, coughing and disoriented. Anya
rushed forward, relief washing over her. He was alive. This time, they had succeeded. But

as the man straightened, his features hardening, Anya's relief turned to ice.

He wasn't the young Aethel she had envisioned. The Aethel she found was older, his face
etched with the weariness of centuries. His eyes, however, burned with an unsettling

intensity.

"So, the Chronomata persist in their folly," Aethel rasped, his voice echoing with a power

that sent shivers down Anya's spine.
"You... you're not who we expected," Anya stammered, her voice barely a whisper.

Aethel chuckled, a dry, humorless sound. "The timelines are not so easily manipulated,

child. The Sundering was not a mistake, but a necessity"

Anya's mind reeled. Everything she thought she knew, everything the Chronomata had built

their existence upon, was crumbling.

"The Solverse," Aethel continued, his voice laced with a strange reverence, "was becoming
stagnant, chaotic. It needed to be reshaped, rebalanced. The Sundering was the catalyst for
that change."

Anya felt a surge of defiance. "But at what cost? Countless worlds shattered, civilizations

lost! How can you justify that?"

Aethel's gaze softened, a flicker of sadness crossing his face. "There is always a cost, child.

But sometimes, the greater good demands sacrifice"

He raised a hand, his eyes glowing with a power that seemed to emanate from the very
fabric of the timelines themselves. "The Chronomata have tampered with forces they do

not understand. Now, you all will face the consequences"

With a flick of his wrist, the chamber was bathed in the same blinding light that had
brought Aethel forth. Anya screamed, shielding her eyes, as an unimaginable force ripped

her apart, tearing through the very fabric of her being.



When the light subsided, the chamber was empty. The Chronarch Engine hummed
ominously, a monument to a failed ambition. The last stand of the Chronarchitects had
ended not with a bang, but with a whimper, a stark reminder of the unyielding nature of
the fractured Solverse. The Sundering, it seemed, would remain, a testament to the delicate

balance of the universe and the perils of tampering with its grand design.
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