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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is purely coincidental. The author and publisher disclaim any liability for actions taken by readers based on the content of this book.
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Chronis is a superhero whose power is not strength, flight or invisibility — it’s control over time itself.
But unlike other time-manipulating characters, Chronis cannot travel through time freely — he can feel, hear and touch time as a living entity. He senses the emotions of time, the pain of wasted moments and the agony of erased futures. His mission: to restore balance to a world that keeps breaking the natural rhythm of time through greed, destruction and manipulation.
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Origin Story
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Elias Venn was once a chronophysicist working on a project called Project Aeon — a secret government experiment to harness micro-second temporal fields to accelerate healing and computation.
During a lab accident, Elias was caught in a collapsing time-core, his body and mind fractured across a billion instants. He died for three seconds — but in those seconds, he saw Time itself, an ancient cosmic consciousness called The Continuum.
When he returned, he was no longer bound to one timeline. He became a “temporal echo” — existing simultaneously in past, present and near future.
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In the city of Mirrordale, time is no longer abstract — it’s currency.

Corporations called Time Banks harvest and trade people’s lifespans as energy units. The rich live centuries; the poor die young.
When physicist Dr. Elias Venn is consumed by a failed experiment to harness temporal energy, he emerges not as a man — but as something fractured between moments: Chronis, the living echo of time.
He becomes a rogue vigilante who restores stolen seconds to the dying, hunts the corrupt elite who manipulate time and seeks the ultimate question: Can one man rewrite the morality of time itself?

The hum of machinery filled the underground lab like a heartbeat gone wrong.
Rows of cryogenic conduits hissed and pulsed, bleeding thin threads of vapor into the cold air. Above the massive core chamber, an inverted sphere of glass hovered, suspended in magnetic flux — the Chrono Core, a device designed to capture a fragment of time itself.
Dr. Elias Venn stood at its center, staring at the shimmering heart of his life’s obsession. His reflection rippled across the core’s curved surface — distorted, split and multiplied, like a man already lost to different moments of himself.

“Initiate Aeon Sequence, phase three,” he said, voice steady but heavy.
“Lock containment grid,” replied a robotic tone. “Phase field expanding. Temporal stability: 97%.”
The lights dimmed. The hum deepened to a thunderous growl that seemed to vibrate in his bones. Around him, the rest of his research team — five of the brightest physicists in Mirrordale — monitored glowing terminals that mapped quantum timefields spiraling like galaxies.

But Elias didn’t see equations. He saw time breathing.
Each pulse of light inside the core was a second — a living, radiant second.
He whispered, “Do you feel it? That’s time itself trying to speak.”

His assistant, Dr. Mara Hensley, frowned. “Elias, we’re at critical power thresholds. The containment field’s bleeding entropy.”

“That’s what it’s supposed to do,” Elias murmured, eyes never leaving the floating core. “Entropy isn’t the enemy. It’s the voice of the universe.”

A warning klaxon screamed. The air shimmered like heat waves. Monitors flickered red. A holographic readout exploded into chaos.

“Containment breach!” Mara shouted. “The Chrono Core is destabilizing!”

But Elias was already stepping forward — closer to the pulsing sphere, closer to the impossible. His fingertips hovered inches from the light.

And then, time stopped.

The klaxon froze mid-wail. Sparks hung motionless in the air. The team stood like statues. The world had turned to still glass.
Only Elias could move.
He turned in slow wonder, heart pounding in the silence.
He could hear something — faint, immense, ancient — a sound that didn’t belong to any world he knew.
“Elias Venn,” it whispered, a voice like wind moving backward through eternity.
“You have opened the wound of Time.”
A dark light flared inside the core — black and gold, infinite and alive. It reached for him like liquid gravity.

He screamed as it struck him.

Reality shattered.

He saw everything — all at once.
He saw his childhood, the first sunrise of Mirrordale, the last dying star.
He saw people who hadn’t been born and those long dead. He saw seconds being born, like children gasping for their first breath.

And he felt them all.
Every moment that had ever existed — billions of lifetimes — burned through his veins.
When he hit the floor, the lab was gone.
Everything was gone.
He stood in a white void, alone, floating.
In front of him stood a figure — shifting, formless, built of stars and clockwork fragments. The Continuum.
“Why me?” Elias whispered, broken.
“Because you reached where no human should have,” it replied.
“You sought to own time. Now, you will keep it.”
The Continuum extended a hand of light. In its palm — a glowing shard, pulsating like a living heart.

“Take it,” it said. “Your heartbeat will no longer be your own.”

He reached for it. The shard dissolved into his chest. His body convulsed. His pulse synchronized with the rhythm of something far greater — Time itself.

The world snapped back.

Alarms screamed. Flames erupted from the ruptured containment pods. His team was gone — frozen in contorted, half-erased poses. The core chamber was a graveyard of seconds.

Elias stumbled to his feet, gasping. His reflection in a broken glass panel stopped him cold.

His eyes glowed faintly blue — rotating, like clock hands.
A faint ticking echoed inside his chest.
“Dr. Venn!”
A voice. Distant. Fading.
“Do you hear me?”
He turned — but there was no one there. Just echoes.

He fell to his knees, gripping his chest and realized the horrifying truth:
his heartbeat had turned mechanical.
Every thud was a tick.
Every pause, a tock.
The lab’s emergency systems kicked in — sprinklers spraying, drones hovering to scan survivors.
He staggered through the wreckage, barely alive.
Through the shattered viewport, Mirrordale stretched before him — a city of glass and smoke, towering under artificial skies.
He felt it for the first time — the flow of seconds — millions of them, all pulsing through the city, like rivers of life.
And among them, he sensed others — seconds that were stolen, trapped and sold.

The pain of it hit him like a bullet.

He screamed, clutching his chest and the world around him warped — lights slowed, air rippled, sound distorted.
The clockheart within him pulsed faster, syncing with the stolen seconds he could now feel.
“They’ve broken time,” he whispered. “And now... I can hear it dying.”

Somewhere above the city, an advert flickered on a skyscraper’s surface:
AEON CORPORATION — TRADE TIME, LIVE FOREVER.
Elias Venn stared up through the smoke.
He didn’t know who he was anymore. But he knew one thing:
“If time can be stolen...
I’ll be the one to take it back.”
As lightning cracked across the Mirrordale skyline, the man who would become CHRONIS stepped into the storm —
the Keeper of Lost Time had been born.

The sirens of the Mirrordale Emergency Corps wailed through the storm, bouncing off the steel canyons of the city. Drones in black hazard casings swarmed the air above the burnt-out shell of the Aeon Research Complex, scanning every inch for survivors. The entire building shimmered with static — a residue of distorted temporal radiation that warped light itself.

Within the ruins, investigators found the impossible.

Pieces of glass floated midair, motionless, still caught in the instant of the explosion. A drop of blood hung in suspension. Half the lab’s digital records were wiped; the rest replayed in endless loops of three seconds. Time had folded on itself inside the chamber.

And standing silently at the epicenter, as if carved from the blast, was Dr. Elias Venn.

He barely felt the cuffs they placed on his wrists. He could still hear the ticking inside his chest — faint, constant, like a hidden metronome. The rescue drones’ lights flickered when they passed near him. Every second around him bent, stretching into strange rhythms.

“Subject appears stable,” one medic said nervously.
Another replied, “Stable? He’s not even breathing at normal intervals— look at the vitals. His heart rate’s changing every millisecond.”
“Let him breathe,” a cold voice interrupted.

A tall figure stepped through the smoke, wrapped in a charcoal coat, shoes polished to mirror sheen. Lucian Marr, head of Aeon Corporation — the man who funded the entire experiment — regarded the scene with mechanical calm. His eyes, pale silver implants, recorded everything.

“Dr. Venn,” Marr said, kneeling beside him. “You’ve done something... extraordinary.”

Elias looked up, dazed. “They’re all dead... every one of them.”

Marr’s lips curved faintly. “Death is a temporary condition, Doctor. We can fix that — if we understand what you touched.”

The words barely registered. Elias’s mind replayed the voice in the void — You sought to own time. Now you will keep it.
He could still feel it watching him, somewhere just beyond perception.
Marr signaled to his men. “Take him to containment. Level Seven.”

The transport descended into Aeon’s sub-basements — sterile corridors lined with glass cells.
Inside one, Elias sat in silence, connected to machines monitoring his every pulse. Each reading contradicted the next: his body temperature fluctuated; his molecular decay rate suggested both life and death.
Through the observation window, Marr studied the data. “His cells aren’t healing,” said the lead scientist, “they’re resetting. Every few seconds his body rewinds itself to a stable moment.”

Marr’s eyes narrowed. “He’s become a living temporal loop.”

The scientist hesitated. “Sir, if this power spreads—”

“It won’t,” Marr interrupted. “We’ll contain it... or own it.”

Inside the cell, Elias pressed a hand to the glass. Beyond it, he saw his reflection delay — moving a second slower.
He whispered, “You’re not me.”
The reflection blinked — and smiled.

Every light in the corridor flickered. Security alarms howled. The glass rippled like water and shattered outward.
Elias fell forward into chaos as the facility’s clocks stopped at once.
The guards raised weapons — energy rifles glowing blue — but time bent around him. Bullets crawled through the air like drifting sparks.
He moved between them — swift, graceful, detached — disarming one man, turning another’s weapon against the wall.
The scene unfolded like ballet under strobing red lights. Every motion precise. Every heartbeat a command.

Marr watched from the control room, eyes wide but voice calm. “Record everything. He’s manipulating local time without external tech.”

A guard stumbled backward. “What is he?”

“Evolution,” Marr said simply. “The first true Keeper of Time.”

Elias heard it through the intercom. His eyes flared with a glow that wasn’t anger but realization.

“No,” he said quietly. “I’m not keeping it for you.”

He struck the floor with both hands. A pulse of light exploded outward — a shockwave of pure temporal force. Every camera feed fractured into infinite replay loops. Every clock in the facility melted into a blur of numbers.

When the light faded, the cell was empty.
Only the faint sound of ticking remained, echoing down the corridor.
Hours later, Marr stood at the ruin of the containment room. A single message had burned itself into the glass — letters carved by time itself:

THE SECONDS ARE MINE.

Marr smiled faintly. “Then let’s see how long you can hold them, Doctor.”

He turned to his assistant. “Initiate public cover protocol. Label it an accident — energy malfunction. And begin preparations for Time Bank Phase One. If we cannot control him, we’ll control everyone else’s time instead.”

Far above, under the bruised sky of Mirrordale, Elias emerged into the neon night.
Rain streaked against his face, but every drop slowed before hitting him.
His hands trembled — still human, yet not. He felt the seconds of every passerby brushing against him: lives burning, fading, overlapping.
A beggar’s chrono-tag blinked red — five minutes of life left. A corporate executive’s glowed gold — four hundred years bought from others. The imbalance screamed through him.

“They’ve turned time into currency,” Elias whispered.
“And I helped them build it.”
Lightning tore across the skyline, illuminating his silhouette against the towering city. For the first time since the accident, resolve anchored his expression.

He stepped into the downpour, vanishing among the crowds.
Behind him, the city clock tower struck midnight — but the chime repeated twice, as though the world itself had stuttered.
The Keeper of Lost Time was no longer a myth in the making.
He had become the first shadow in the war against eternity.

Rain glazed the streets of Mirrordale in sheets of mercury. The city pulsed beneath the storm — lights flickering through fog, air heavy with electric static. Every skyscraper gleamed like a monolith of glass and lies. From above, the whole city seemed to breathe in unison, its heartbeat powered by the endless tick of synthetic clocks.

Elias Venn, soaked to the bone, walked through the narrow alleys of the Clockwork District. The neon signs hummed overhead, reflecting off puddles that shimmered with colors not entirely natural. His chest still ticked faintly beneath his torn shirt, steady and mechanical. He could hear everything — the vibrations of people’s chrono-tags, the faint hum of time units transferring wirelessly between wrists, the subtle distortion each second made when it was bought or sold.

He stopped at the corner where a massive holo-screen floated above a market square. On it, the smiling face of a newscaster beamed with artificial cheer.

“—And in tonight’s economic report,” she announced, “Aeon Corporation’s revolutionary Time Bank Initiative continues to reduce poverty by allowing citizens to trade unused lifespan for credit, housing and healthcare. Our city’s future— quite literally— depends on it.”

Elias watched silently as a man in a tattered coat collapsed beside a food stall. His chrono-tag blinked red — zero seconds left. The crowd stepped around him without pause. The vendor dragged the body aside and reset his stall’s timer display. The man had expired like an overdue subscription.

Elias felt something fracture inside him. For the first time, he sensed the man’s stolen seconds — floating away as faint, glowing motes that vanished into the sky. He could feel where they went — upward, toward the Aeon Spire at the city’s center, a structure of mirrored steel reaching like a needle into the clouds.

He whispered, “They’re siphoning life.”

The ticking in his chest quickened. His body moved before thought. The air shimmered around him as he accelerated— not through distance, but through time. The world slowed to syrup. Raindrops hung suspended in the air. His steps echoed like thunder in the silence.

He reached the dead man’s chrono-tag, pressed his fingers against it. The device flickered, then glowed faintly as the last remaining fragment of life energy pulsed inside. Without knowing how, Elias drew it into himself, then exhaled — releasing it outward. The glow drifted to a crying child standing nearby. Her tag brightened. Her mother gasped as the timer jumped — three more days added.

Elias looked at his own reflection in a puddle. His eyes blazed pale blue. “Every second has a soul,” he murmured. “And they’ve been stealing them.”

A siren screamed behind him. Two black hoverbikes cut through the rain, marked with the insignia of Aeon Security Division. The riders wore visors shaped like clock faces, scanning for unauthorized time energy discharge.

“Temporal anomaly detected,” barked one through his comm. “Suspect near the marketplace perimeter.”

Elias turned. For a split instant, he saw the bullets before they fired — silver streaks of compressed seconds. He shifted instinctively. The air rippled and the bullets froze midflight, hanging motionless inches from his face. He could see their temporal trails stretching backward in time.

He raised a hand and the trails reversed. The bullets zipped backward into the barrels. The shooters jerked in shock as their own weapons malfunctioned. Elias lunged forward, moving faster than motion. His hands struck like clockwork precision — disarming one rider, flipping the other into a wall of rain and light.

One guard activated his chrono-booster, slowing time around himself. For ordinary men, it gave the illusion of speed. Against Elias, it was nothing. He stepped into the same temporal field, twisted it and reversed the flow. The guard screamed as his body aged years in seconds, his skin folding, collapsing into dust before his visor hit the ground.

The remaining rider fled. Elias chased. The world blurred around him. Buildings stretched into streaks of glass and neon as he moved through fractured time. He could feel the seconds of the city shifting, the rhythm of millions of lives trembling as he bent through them.

He caught the rider near an overpass. One hand clamped onto the hoverbike’s tail; the other pulled the man backward into freefall. The rain stopped midair as Elias spoke — voice low, steady, inhumanly calm.

“Tell me where Aeon stores the seconds.”

The man’s visor flickered with terror. “Y-you don’t understand— it’s not just the company. The Reaper owns it all. He’s—”

Time snapped back. The man’s words froze. A gunshot echoed from somewhere unseen. A bullet struck him through the throat. The body fell limp in Elias’s grip.

He looked up, scanning the skyline. On a rooftop across the street stood a silhouette — tall, precise, holding a long rifle that shimmered with temporal distortion. The figure aimed again.

Elias moved. The second bullet passed harmlessly through where his head had been. He hit the street, crouched, eyes glowing. The sniper fired a third shot — but Elias caught it midair. He crushed the bullet between his fingers. Time fractured around his hand like glass.

By the time he looked up again, the sniper was gone.

Only a single object remained on the rooftop — a spinning coin, engraved with a clock’s face. It rolled in slow circles before falling flat, stopping on midnight.

Elias whispered, “The Hour Reaper.”

The city lights flickered. For a moment, every chrono-tag in sight dimmed, then reignited brighter than before. Somewhere far above, the Aeon Spire pulsed with a red glow, like the eye of a god waking from sleep.

Elias stepped back into the shadows, rain hissing around him. His chest ticked slower now, steadier, the rhythm of a man preparing for war. He had felt time die tonight — and he knew who was killing it.

He vanished into the labyrinth of alleys as thunder rolled across Mirrordale.
The silence between ticks was over. The countdown had begun.

The storm had faded into a gray, exhausted drizzle that washed the blood from the streets of Mirrordale. The air smelled of burnt metal and ozone — remnants of fractured seconds still dissolving into the night. Somewhere in the distance, a clock tower tolled midnight, but its echo sounded distorted, as if the chime itself was slipping through different layers of time.

Elias moved silently through the shadows beneath the Aeon Spire. The massive tower loomed above him like
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