

    
        
          Red Crystal

        

        
        
          ActionVerse, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Bob Buckle

        

        
          Published by MR.E, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      RED CRYSTAL

    

    
      First edition. June 9, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Bob Buckle.

    

    
    
      Written by Bob Buckle.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Red Crystal | By: Bob Buckle | Chapter 1

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Red Crystal

By: Bob Buckle

Chapter 1

[image: ]


The relentless Arizona sun beat down on Phoenix, a city that seemed to shimmer and waver under its intense gaze. For Rex Anderson, a twenty-one-year-old trying to find his footing in the sprawling metropolis, the heat was just another constant, another familiar weight in a life that felt perpetually on the cusp of something, yet never quite arriving. His days were a predictable rhythm of early mornings, a part-time gig at a jewelry store that paid just enough to cover his modest rent and an endless stream of ramen, and evenings spent in his cramped apartment, the hum of the ancient air conditioner a constant, low-level companion.

Rex wasn't unhappy, not really. He possessed a quiet optimism, a knack for finding the silver lining even when the clouds were thick. He dreamt of a life beyond the dusty pawn shops and the fluorescent glare of retail, perhaps a steady career, a small place of his own with a patch of green to call a yard, maybe even a car that didn't rattle like a box of loose change. These were simple aspirations, honest desires that felt a world away from the dazzling, often unattainable lives he glimpsed on social media or in the polished windows of the boutiques where he worked. He was adrift, not in a storm of despair, but in a gentle, unhurried current, carried along by the everyday without a strong rudder to steer him.

His routine was a carefully constructed dam against the vast ocean of uncertainty. Alarm at 6:00 AM, a quick shower that never quite washed away the lingering scent of cheap soap, a glance at the headlines on his phone, and then out the door. The bus ride to work was a kaleidoscope of faces, each with their own story etched into their features, a silent testament to the countless individual journeys unfolding within the city's vast expanse. He’d arrive at "Sparkle & Shine," a high-end jewelry store in the heart of downtown, his smile practiced, his movements efficient. He’d spend his shifts arranging necklaces, polishing display cases, and offering polite greetings to customers, all the while a quiet observer in a world of glittering jewels and hushed transactions. The contrast between the opulence within the store and the gritty reality of his own life was stark, a constant reminder of the societal strata that seemed to dictate so much.

Phoenix itself was a city of contradictions. It was a modern marvel carved out of an ancient land, a testament to human perseverance against the harsh, beautiful elements. Towering skyscrapers pierced the impossibly blue sky, their glass facades reflecting the relentless sun, while at their feet, the desert began its slow, inexorable creep, a stark reminder of the raw, untamed wilderness that lay just beyond the city limits. The air, even in the early morning, was already thick with a dry heat that promised to intensify as the day wore on. This heat was an ever-present force, shaping the landscape, the architecture, and the very rhythm of life in the city.

Rex found a strange sort of solace in the desert’s periphery. It was a place of , a stark contrast to the bustling streets and the ceaseless chatter of urban life. He’d often seek it out on his days off, driving his sputtering sedan a little way out of the city, where the paved roads gave way to graded dirt tracks, and the distant mountains rose like ancient, slumbering giants. It was in these moments, surrounded by the stark beauty of saguaro cacti and hardy scrub brush, that the usual anxieties of his life seemed to recede, replaced by a profound sense of peace. The desert, he felt, held secrets, ancient energies that whispered on the wind, a powerful, primal force that lay just beneath the surface of this modern metropolis. It was a place where the mundane often collided with the unexpected, a truth he would soon discover in a way that would irrevocably alter the course of his life. The sheer scale of the landscape, the vastness of the sky stretching out in an unbroken expanse of azure, had a way of putting his own small existence into perspective, making his aspirations and anxieties feel both insignificant and strangely poignant. It was a humbling, yet exhilarating feeling, to be a solitary speck against such a grand, elemental backdrop. He wasn't actively searching for anything, just absorbing the raw, unadulterated essence of the land, a silent communion with something far older and more enduring than himself. The subtle shifts in light, the way the shadows lengthened and deepened, the hardy resilience of the flora that clung to life in the arid soil – all of it spoke of a power that was both subtle and immense, a whisper of the extraordinary hidden within the ordinary. He'd often pause, just to listen to the silence, a silence so profound it seemed to have its own voice, a low hum of inherent energy that resonated deep within his bones. This connection, this silent dialogue with the desert, was a comfort, a grounding force in his otherwise unmoored existence. He found himself drawn to the stillness, to the unvarnished truth of the landscape, a stark contrast to the artificiality that often permeated his daily life. It was here, in this elemental emptiness, that he felt most himself, paradoxically, even as he felt most aware of the vastness of the world beyond his immediate experience. The rugged beauty, the sheer perseverance of life in such a challenging environment, spoke to a deeper resilience, a quiet strength that he found himself trying to emulate, a silent aspiration to be as enduring and as grounded as the ancient rocks beneath his feet.

The desert air, even in the late afternoon, held a deceptive gentleness. Rex, having taken an unplanned detour from his usual contemplative drives, found himself venturing further from the familiar, a tangible escape from the humdrum of his Phoenix existence. He’d left the asphalt ribbon of the highway hours ago, the sedan protesting the increasingly rough terrain, until even its sputtering complaint faded into the vast silence as he parked it near a cluster of weathered boulders. The stillness was a balm, a stark contrast to the cacophony of city life, and he walked, aimlessly at first, the crunch of gravel and dry earth under his boots the only sound to break the profound quiet. He wasn’t seeking anything in particular, no grand revelation or hidden treasure, just the raw, unfiltered embrace of the land, a fleeting respite from the weight of unanswered questions that seemed to perpetually orbit his life. He traced the contours of a dry wash, its sandy bed a testament to infrequent, violent downpours, the surrounding rock formations sculpted by millennia of wind and water into shapes that hinted at forgotten giants. The sun, now beginning its descent towards the horizon, cast long, distorted shadows, transforming the familiar landscape into something alien and ethereal. It was in this hushed twilight, as the sky bled into hues of orange and purple, that a subtle shift in the air, a barely perceptible vibration, drew his attention.

It wasn't a sound, not precisely, but more of a feeling, a low thrumming that seemed to emanate from the very earth beneath his feet. Intrigued, he veered off the faint track he’d been following, drawn towards a shallow depression shielded by an overhang of sun-baked rock. The usual sparse desert flora – the resilient creosote bushes and the hardy, spiky yucca – seemed to bend away from a particular spot, as if recoiling from an unseen source of energy. He approached cautiously, his senses heightened, the mundane reality of his desert excursion dissolving into something altogether more mysterious. There, nestled within a small crevice, almost as if it had been deliberately placed, was the source of the strange sensation.

It was a crystal, unlike any he had ever seen, even in the polished cases of "Sparkle & Shine." Roughly the size of his fist, it pulsed with an inner light, a deep, vibrant crimson that seemed to absorb and refract the fading sunlight in equal measure. The surface was not faceted like a typical gemstone, but smooth, almost liquid in its texture, as if it had been shaped by forces far more ancient and potent than any jeweler’s craft. The light within it wasn't static; it ebbed and flowed, a slow, rhythmic beat that mirrored the faint thrumming he had felt, and now, undeniably, heard. A warmth radiated from it, not the oppressive heat of the desert sun, but a gentle, almost inviting warmth that seemed to penetrate his fingertips even before he reached out to touch it.

He hesitated, a primal instinct warring with an irresistible curiosity. The crystal’s alien beauty was captivating, its presence in this desolate, unremarkable corner of the desert utterly incongruous. It felt... alive. As his fingers brushed against its surface, a jolt, not of pain, but of pure, unadulterated energy surged through him. It was like touching a live wire, but without the shock, a pure current of vitality that momentarily stole his breath. The pulsating light within the crystal intensified, the red deepening to an almost impossible vibrancy. He felt a strange, magnetic pull, a silent invitation to connect, to understand. The world around him seemed to fade, the desert landscape receding into a hazy blur as his focus narrowed to this single, extraordinary object.

He picked it up. The weight was surprisingly substantial, far heavier than its size suggested, and the warmth intensified, seeping into his palm, spreading up his arm. It felt impossibly ancient, a fragment of something that had existed long before the mountains rose or the rivers carved their paths. The thrumming now resonated not just in the air, but within his own bones, a subtle harmony that felt both foreign and deeply familiar. He turned it over and over in his hands, mesmerized by its unnatural luminescence, the way it seemed to capture the dying rays of the sun and transmute them into its own internal fire. There was an undeniable allure to it, a silent promise of something beyond the ordinary, a whisper of powers that lay dormant, waiting to be awakened. He found himself unable to detach his gaze, lost in the hypnotic dance of light and energy contained within the crimson depths. It was a moment suspended in time, a chance encounter that felt fated, the mundane seeking of
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