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​A Tale of Time and Redemption  

––––––––
[image: ]


Prologue: The Dam’s Shadow

LUNYA GLOWED IN THE dark, its neon veins slicing through a haze of soot and rust. The megametropolis clung to cliffs above the Chronium Dam, a cracked colossus that held back a force older than water, something alive, pulsing in the city’s bones. 
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Hovercars streaked through skyways, their lights trailing like fading comets. Below, slums sprawled across rusted scaffolds, dripping into the abyss like molten wax.

Inside the dam, time frayed.

Joren Veyra stood before a console of flickering glyphs, gloved hands steady above the controls. He didn’t touch them. Not yet. 

The readings spiraled: seconds stretching into years, decay reversing, then surging forward. 

The Chronium Heart, the dam’s core, was unstable again, its blue pulse shuddering through the chamber’s steel walls. Pipes hissed. Monitors bled static. The air felt taut, as if each breath might snap the present apart.

“Control, status?” Joren pressed his earpiece, voice calm despite the hum of warning alarms.

A voice crackled back, strained. “Temporal sync failing in the outer ring. Sector Twelve reports anomalies—children aging to dust in seconds.”

Joren’s jaw tightened. He’d seen this before, years ago, when the chronium veins first woke. His partner, Kael Vorn, had called it evolution. Joren called it a wound. “Lock the gates. Contain the ripple here.”

“We’ve tried,” the voice replied. “The Heart’s overriding our protocols.”

He glanced at the observation window. Below, the Chronium Heart pulsed like a molten star, its light splitting briefly into twin orbs before merging again. A new timeline, birthing and dying in a breath. The dam wasn’t just a structure—it was a scar, etched into Pangaea’s tectonic fractures.

Kael Vorn stepped from the shadows, his long coat shimmering with chronium threads. His eyes glinted, gold-flecked, as if he’d already merged with the dam’s power. “Still fighting the inevitable, Joren?”

“Inevitable?” Joren’s voice was low, edged. “You think tearing time apart is progress?”

Kael circled the console, his smile sharp. “I think the future’s trying to catch up. The Heart’s not breaking, old friend—it’s remaking us.”

Joren’s hand hovered over the emergency switch. He’d used it once, years ago, and lost a crew to a frozen moment, their screams trapped in a timeline that never returned.

“This isn’t a tool, Kael. It’s a god we can’t control.”

Kael shrugged, unfazed. “Gods need believers.”

Alarms screamed. The Heart surged, a blinding pulse shaking the chamber. For a heartbeat, Joren saw Kael flicker, young, scarred, regal, broken—then solidify. 

Kael’s smile didn’t waver. “We’re past the edge now. Fall or fly, Joren.”

Then he vanished into the light.

Joren faced the console, hands steady, breath slow. Outside, Lunya trembled under the dam’s shadow, caught in a fractured second, waiting to break.
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Chapter One: The Tinkerer’s Spark
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Leo Veyra woke to Lunya’s pulse, the chronium veins humming through the cracked concrete of his hovel. The dam’s turbines rumbled in the distance, a low growl that never slept. 

Above, a shattered skylight bled violet light from the neon moon, painting his gaunt face in flickers of blue and crimson. 

At nineteen, he was already hunched like an old man, his shock white hair, not dyed, falling in greasy strands over silver eyes.

He lay still, listening. The turbines’ drone mixed with the faint click of a rusted ceiling fan, but beneath it, a deeper rhythm whispered, as if the chronium itself called his name. 

Another dream had shaken him awake: the dam’s core, a vortex of warped time coiling around his wrist, his father’s voice cutting through the roar. Mend the fracture, Leo. Always the same words.

“Not again,” he muttered, rubbing his eyes.

Leo swung his legs off the cot, feet hitting cold tile. His hands—calloused, grease-stained, born to tinker—itched for a tool.

He’d been building contraptions since he was six, cobbling gadgets from Redlight’s junk heaps while other kids scavenged food stamps. 

His father, Joren, used to say he had a gear for a heart. That was before the mines collapsed, before the corporate report blamed “tectonic instability,” before Joren’s name vanished from the engineer logs.

His workshop, a hollowed-out maintenance bay carved into the dam’s skeleton, was a tangle of wires and scavenged tech. The air smelled of ozone and burnt copper, and water dripped somewhere, steady as a clock. 

Leo hunched over his latest prototype—a toaster rigged to heat bread before it was inserted.

“It’s a time machine,” he grinned, half to himself.

Jeeves, his AI assistant, crackled from a battered speaker. “And yet you’re still hungry. A paradox for the ages.”

“Watch this.” Leo flicked a switch. A spark flared, then a bang. The toaster shuddered, bread slices hovering in a halo of blue light for a heartbeat, time stuttering. Then the glow collapsed, and the toast hit the floor, charred.

Jeeves sighed. “Congratulations. You’ve invented breakfast sabotage.”

Leo laughed, brushing crumbs off his jacket. “It worked. Just backward.” 

His wrist scanner pinged, a signal pulsing from the dam’s lower tunnels—stronger than before, matching a frequency he’d found in Joren’s old notes. His grin faded. 

“Jeeves, log my location. I’m going down.”

“Might I remind you,” Jeeves droned, “last time you went ‘down,’ you nearly rewired your spleen?”

“Prep the med-bot,” Leo said, grabbing his toolbelt and prying open a rusted hatch. 

Algae glowed on the tunnel walls, the air thick with wet stone and electricity. He didn’t see the figure watching from the shadows—tall, scarred, gold eyes glinting.

The tunnel was too quiet. Leo’s scanner hummed louder with each step. Then he saw it: a collapsed wall, wires fused into sediment. Embedded in the stone was a skeleton, its wrist bound to a device—a watch, pulsing faintly blue.

Leo froze. His father’s voice echoed: Not all graves are silent, son.

Curiosity won. He reached for the watch.

The tunnel shivered. Stone groaned. Time fractured.

Colors inverted. Sounds warped. Leo saw himself reaching—a second ago. Then—snap. He was back, sixty seconds earlier, diving as the tunnel collapsed behind him. In his hand, the watch pulsed, its gears ticking backward.
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