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Christopher Thabani Mandawa is a passionate storyteller and thought leader whose work explores the intersections of human experience, culture, and transformation. 

With a unique voice and a deep commitment to empowering others through words, Mandawa draws inspiration from real-life challenges, personal growth, and the richness of African heritage. 

Whether writing fiction or non-fiction, his work aims to inspire, challenge, and uplift readers around the world.
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In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.
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Introduction

Jackson Reeve never planned to become a superhuman—he was a dock worker on Mars’ Deimos Station, hauling magnetic cargo until a dark matter reactor breach irradiated his neural pathways. Instead of killing him, the exposure unlocked a rare quantum anomaly: gravitational resonance. 

Now, as Gravity Jack, he can manipulate local gravity fields—making himself weightless to fly, increasing mass to pin enemies to the ground, or generating intense crushing zones that collapse structures in seconds. 

In battle, he’s a force of raw kinetic devastation, leveling vehicles, ripping through squads, and punching with the weight of a falling asteroid. But control is not his strong suit. Jack often miscalculates force fields, causing unintended collateral damage or harming allies in the crossfire. 

His powers are like a sledgehammer in a world that sometimes needs a scalpel. Blunt, loyal, and impulsive, Jack trusts his gut more than any strategy and often charges into danger with reckless abandon. 

Still, beneath the bravado is a man trying to prove he's more than a cosmic accident. Haunted by the destruction he’s caused and the lives he’s failed to save, Gravity Jack fights to turn chaos into purpose—even if he’s not always sure which way is up.
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[image: ]


​Contents

PART I: ORIGIN & IMPACT

Chapter 1 – “Break Point”

Chapter 2 – “Ground Zero”

Chapter 3 – “Weightless Welcome”

Chapter 4 – “Heavy Lies the Crown”

Chapter 5 – “Echoes of Deimos”

PART II: THE RISING THREAT

Chapter 6 – “Massacre in the Market”

Chapter 7 – “Unbalanced Forces”

Chapter 8 – “The Pull of Chaos”

Chapter 9 – “Drift”

Chapter 10 – “Pressure Points”

PART III: INTO THE VOID

Chapter 11 – “Tectonic Shift”

Chapter 12 – “No Up or Down”

Chapter 13 – “Grav-Net”

Chapter 14 – “The Equilibrium Code”

Chapter 15 – “Center of Mass”

PART IV: COLLISION COURSE

Chapter 16 – “The Fall Above”

Chapter 17 – “Overload”

Chapter 18 – “Fault Line”

Chapter 19 – “Mass Reaction”

Chapter 20 – “Terminal Descent”

PART V: CRITICAL MASS

Chapter 21 – “The Core Betrayal”

Chapter 22 – “Singularity”

Chapter 23 – “Controlled Fall”

Chapter 24 – “Equilibrium Shattered”

Chapter 25 – “The Gravity Well”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PART I: ORIGIN & IMPACT

“Break Point”

[image: ]


The cargo line always groaned before it failed.

Jackson Reeve knew that sound. He'd spent six years hauling magnetic freight across Deimos Station’s outer rings—long enough to tell the difference between a stress moan and a fatal shudder. But this? This was new. A low-frequency hum threaded beneath the usual grind of gears and pulses, like the station itself was trying to whisper a warning.

“Sector 4 is burning red, Jack,” came the voice of Tavo in his comms, sharp with tension. “You seeing this spike?”

Jack wiped his glove across the fogged visor of his helmet, eyes flicking to the power panel near the containment corridor. A steady stream of diagnostic lights blinked green—except for one. Reactor 6B. Glowing red. Flashing faster now.

“Yeah,” Jack muttered. “I see it.”

He was knee-deep in magnetic anchors, aligning a ten-ton spool of gravitational alloy to a hover rig. Normally, it was second nature. Today, it felt like threading a needle in a thunderstorm. The ambient gravity kept stuttering—tools floated for a second too long, then slammed down with bone-jarring force. His stomach churned from the fluctuation.

Something was off.

“Reactor must be venting,” Jack said, clipping the final anchor. “I’m heading to the node—”

The floor shuddered. No warning klaxon, no system override. Just a seismic thump that reverberated through his boots and up his spine.

And then came the scream.

Not human. Not mechanical. Something deeper—like space itself had torn open behind the walls.

“Jack, get out of there!” Tavo shouted. “6B’s going critical—I'm reading dark matter flux in the—”

The corridor exploded in a flash of impossible color.

Jack didn’t feel the blast. Not at first. One moment he was upright, heart hammering, mind racing. The next, he was airborne—helmet spinning, body tumbling in slow, eerie silence. Pressure sucked out of the hall like breath from lungs. He reached for the wall, but his hands were too late. Gravity—if it could even be called that—twisted. He felt his body pull one way, then another, muscles contorting against forces that didn’t make sense.

Then... nothing.

Just cold.

Just dark.

He floated there, arms limp, as the emergency lights flickered in and out. Time lost meaning. So did direction. Up became down. Light bent like it was caught in molasses. The debris around him—the floating alloy, shattered panels, the twisted remains of his hover rig—all hovered motionless. Except they weren’t. They were orbiting him. Slowly. Like satellites drawn into a strange, unseen pull.

Jackson Reeve was the center of a gravitational anomaly.

His eyes fluttered open once—briefly. Long enough to see the shadows curve toward him, drawn by a weight that should not exist. Long enough to feel the wrenching pain behind his eyes, like the universe had redrawn his neural map in fire and static.

And then the void took him.

He didn’t hear the rescue team find him.

Didn’t hear the murmured “How the hell is he alive?”
Didn’t feel the automated stabilizers failing to normalize his environment.
Didn’t notice the commander mutter, “He’s distorting the field around him. Get the Council. Now.”
All Jackson Reeve did was float—at the eye of a silent storm no one could yet explain.
His vitals were erratic. His pulse unreadable.
And yet...
He breathed.
The void had a voice.
Or maybe it was memory. Maybe it was just the final flicker of a dying mind.
“Get the Council.”

That phrase clung to the black edges of Jackson Reeve’s awareness. It wasn’t a command he understood—just a thread of sound in a place where time had folded. He was warm, then cold. Weightless, then sinking. The sensation of his body returned not all at once, but in pulses—like gravity itself didn’t know what to do with him.

Somewhere in that storm of silence, he dreamed. If it could be called that.

He stood on Deimos Station, but it was wrong. The corridor stretched forever, impossible in dimension. Alloy walls bent inward like they were being pulled through themselves. Lights stuttered. His boots weren’t touching the floor, but he wasn’t falling either. And in the distance, silhouetted against the fractured glow of the reactor core, he saw himself.
Or something like him.
It turned, slowly—gravity rippling around its shoulders. Its eyes weren’t eyes. They were dark voids, leaking pressure like punctured hulls.
When it spoke, Jack didn’t hear the voice in his ears. He felt it in the hollows of his bones.
“You broke the fall, Jackson. Now bear the weight.”

And then it lunged.

Jack woke screaming.

Not from pain. From pressure.

His lungs fought for air, his limbs thrashing as invisible forces pinned him to the gurney. The lights above him twisted and blurred—not from movement, but from distortion. They bent around his body. A monitor nearby sparked violently, its screen spiderwebbing inward. Tools lifted into the air and clattered to the ground. Medical staff in white impact suits shouted muffled commands behind a sealed observation panel.

An automated drone hovered above his chest, injecting a stabilizer into his neck.

Clack-clack-clack. The monitor reset, trying to calibrate.

Subject: Jackson Reeve
Vitals: Unstable. Gravitational Output: 0.87gs expanding
Containment Status: Breach Risk High. Notify Council Liaison.
Jack groaned, his body pressing against the gurney like the floor had tripled its mass. Then, suddenly, he was light—too light. He rose, gurney restraints snapping as the field around him reversed. His body hovered six feet above the bed before slamming back down with enough force to crack the frame.

A voice came through the overhead system, calm and clinical.
“Subject Reeve experiencing gravitational fluctuations in bi-phase intervals. Preparing to initiate field dampeners.”
Field dampeners? Jack didn’t even know what that meant. He was too busy trying not to vomit from the weight shifts. One moment he couldn’t breathe; the next, he nearly floated off the bed again. The room was an unstable environment. But he wasn’t just in it.

He was the source.

A woman stepped into the room, breaking quarantine. She wore an Equilibrium Council uniform—sleek graphite-black with a silver trim that shimmered faintly in the strange warping light. Her stride was firm despite the ripples in the field. She didn’t flinch when a tray of tools lifted, hovered, and crashed behind her.

She just looked at him.

“Jackson Reeve,” she said. Her voice was clipped, precise. “You’re not supposed to be alive.”

Jack tried to speak, but his throat was raw. All he managed was a rasp. “Then... I guess I missed the memo.”

The woman didn’t smile. She stepped closer, holding up a scanning module that flickered wildly near his chest.

“You were at ground zero when the dark matter core ruptured,” she said. “Everyone else in that sector was vaporized. You... absorbed something. And now the gravity field around your body is behaving like a living organism. Variable. Self-replicating. Wild.”

“I don’t... I don’t understand,” Jack croaked.

“You will,” she said. “Or you’ll die. And possibly take this entire complex with you.”

A siren started pulsing above them. Red lights washed over the walls. She tapped her comm. “Activate transfer protocol. We can’t contain him here.”

“Where are you taking me?” Jack asked.

“Graviton City,” she replied. “Where the Council can decide what to do with you.”

He stared at her, still trembling. “I’m not some damn experiment.”

She looked at the warped floor beneath his gurney. Hairline fractures curled outward in a perfect spiral, like something had pressed reality inward around him.

“Aren’t you?” she said.

The room convulsed again—just slightly. Enough for her to back away. Enough to confirm what no one wanted to admit.

Gravity didn’t just affect Jackson Reeve anymore.
It answered to him.
The woman left without another word. Two security drones flanked her exit, their stabilizers whining as they hovered—barely. Jack’s warped gravity field distorted their flight paths, pulling them slightly off balance like leaves caught in an eddy.

Jack pushed himself upright, bracing as his own weight seemed to double. His spine creaked under it. His fingers clenched the bedframe, which twisted with the force.

“I’m not... supposed to be alive?” he muttered to no one. “Try telling that to my back.”

The lights above him pulsed with his heartbeat—no, with something else. He squinted. They were bending inward at the center, warping like space around a black hole. It was subtle, but wrong. He touched the edge of the bed. The metal vibrated, resonating like it was part of a larger structure he couldn’t see.

Then his ears popped.

The entire room shifted—only for a second, like an elevator lurching unexpectedly. The gravity snapped low, and he felt his stomach float toward his chest. Then the pressure returned and he slammed back down into the mattress, hard.

Alarms shrieked again. The glass behind which doctors had once stood went opaque. A female voice crackled through overhead speakers.

“Field destabilizing. Initiating null zone.”

A hiss. Then—shunk.

The lights went dark. A brief pulse rolled through the room like a wave of static. Jack’s skin tingled. His hair lifted.

Suddenly, everything stopped.

The tools. The vibrations. The warping lights. It was as if someone had drawn a circle in space and told it to behave. The pressure in Jack’s bones lightened, and for the first time since the explosion, he could breathe without fighting the air.

“Better,” he said, exhaling.

But something felt... wrong.

Still. Artificial.

He shifted to the edge of the gurney, boots touching down with a delicate thud. When he stood, the motion felt like walking through syrup—resistance from nowhere. Like the air didn’t trust him yet.

He staggered to the mirror.

His reflection looked back—messy black hair matted with dried sweat, blood in the whites of his eyes. But it wasn’t the face that startled him.

It was the faint shimmer around it.

A thin aura—barely perceptible, like heat off pavement—rippling with gravitational lensing. The walls behind him bent slightly around his outline. He moved, and the ripple followed, ever so subtly warping the world behind it.

He reached toward the mirror. His palm hovered a few inches from the glass—

Crack!

The mirror split in five places, the fractures spiderwebbing from where his hand hadn’t even touched. He jerked back, breath caught in his throat. The air snapped tight around him again. Objects nearby rattled.

Then the door opened.

Two security enforcers stepped in, clad in full anti-inertia suits. Their magnetic boots hit the floor with solid thuds. The lights inside their visors glowed faint green.

“Jackson Reeve?” the taller one said, voice filtered through a gravel-toned modulator.

“That’s me. I think.” Jack raised his hands slowly. “Unless I warped into someone else.”

“Protocol 47C. You’re being transferred to Equilibrium custody. Immediate relocation to Graviton City.”

Jack didn’t move. “I’m not a threat.”

“We don’t deal in threats,” the guard replied. “We deal in mass.”

He nodded toward the door. “Move.”

Minutes later, Jack sat in a grav-locked transport ship, arms bound not by steel, but by quantum tethers anchored to a dampener grid. He couldn’t even twitch without sending shudders through the interior.

The city came into view through the tinted viewport—Graviton City. Suspended like a jewel in orbit just above Mars’s upper atmosphere. Floating towers spiraled skyward. Inverted walkways crisscrossed through the clouds. From a distance, it looked like a chandelier built by gods who had abandoned physics.

Jack stared in silence.

He wasn’t a dock worker anymore. He wasn’t a survivor.

He was something else. A singularity with a heartbeat.

As the ship angled toward the docking array, he felt it again—that same whisper from the dream, echoing faintly in the back of his skull.

“You broke the fall... now bear the weight.”

The transport ship descended through layers of atmosphere-dispersal fields, each ring glowing faintly as it sliced through. From the viewport, Graviton City expanded like a blooming machine-flower, suspended in open sky, held aloft by counter-mass pylons spinning slow and lazy rotations around its central spine.

Buildings floated—literally. Many had no ground connection at all, tethered only by arcs of gravitational current. Walkways twisted between structures in looping arcs, and monorails skimmed through midair on invisible rails of force. Sunlight refracted around lens towers, splitting rainbows through ionized air. It should have been impossible.

Jack felt his pulse quicken.

Not fear. Not awe. Something else. The city seemed to vibrate at a frequency his body could now hear. His skin prickled as the shuttle slid into the docking zone.

A moment before touchdown, the air in the cabin changed. It became heavier. Slower. The flight officer’s movements turned sluggish.

Jack shifted slightly in his seat—just slightly.

The floor cracked beneath his boots.

A soft shudder passed through the ship’s frame. A red warning light blinked above the pilot’s station. “Anomaly spike,” someone muttered. “Localized distortion.”

Jack exhaled slowly, focusing on the breath. Hold it together.

The tethers hummed around him, absorbing excess energy.

I’m not a bomb. I’m not a bomb. I’m not—

Thunk.

The ship landed.

When the cabin doors opened, Jack stepped into his new world.

The Equilibrium Council’s port wasn’t like anything he’d seen on Deimos Station. It was sleek, gleaming, impossibly still. Every surface seemed to float a few centimeters above some invisible anchor—panels, lights, walkways. Even the air itself felt lighter... yet charged, like a magnet held just above metal.

Two Council agents in gray grav-armor escorted him across the dock. They didn’t speak.

All around, people watched.

Engineers, security officers, scientists in nano-thread robes. Some glanced at datapads and whispered into comms. Others just stared. Jack saw fear in their eyes. Curiosity too—but the kind you reserve for unstable stars and caged beasts.

He clenched his jaw. “Y’all ever seen a guy in a jumpsuit before?” he muttered.

One of the guards flicked his gaze sideways. “They’ve seen anomalies before. Just not conscious ones.”

Jack’s stomach twisted. “I’m not an anomaly. I’m a person.”

The guard didn’t answer.

They took him to a chamber made of translucent alloy, suspended in midair on nothing but focused gravity beams. The room didn’t have a door. The agents stepped back, and the floor beneath Jack lifted him like a slow, silent elevator.

The woman from before was waiting at the top. The one in the Council uniform.

She stood beside a console, reading diagnostics that updated in real time. Gravitational field maps. Bio-mass distortion charts. A pulsing 3D model of Jack’s body, surrounded by waves of fluctuating gravity like a storm made of force and math.

“You’re adapting faster than expected,” she said. “Most people subjected to dark matter leakage lose cellular cohesion in under three minutes. Your cells didn't just survive. They reorganized.”

Jack narrowed his eyes. “Glad to be a medical miracle.”

She didn’t look up. “Do you feel it?”

He hesitated. “Feel what?”

“The pull.” Now she met his eyes. “The city. The gravity lattice. It’s alive—at least to someone like you. You resonate with it. Like a tuning fork in a cathedral of weight.”

Jack was silent. But yes, he felt something. The city vibrated in his bones. Its motion echoed through his spine. Every step on this strange place made him feel more present. More real. But more dangerous, too.

“Am I... stable?” he asked.

She raised a brow. “Not remotely.”

Then, without another word, she keyed a command.

Suddenly—everything shifted.

Jack staggered. The room around him twisted. The floor beneath him wasn’t just tilting—it was warping around his body. A graviton pulse passed through his chest, making his heart skip a beat.

From the windows, he could see the city skyline. And one building in the distance—just one—began to bend.

No alarms sounded. No one panicked. The city just... reacted. The curvature of the field restructured, correcting the anomaly like a wave canceling another.

Jack felt drained.

He dropped to one knee, panting.

The woman watched him. Not with concern—just calculation. “That was just your passive field. You will destroy something if this isn’t controlled.”

Jack looked up, trembling. “Then teach me.”

She walked forward and extended a hand. “Welcome to Graviton City, Mr. Reeve. The Council’s already divided about what to do with you.”

He took her hand.

“Let’s convince them you’re not a threat,” she said.

But outside the Council’s eye, in the underlayers of the city, another figure watched the energy spike through stolen diagnostics.

A tall man with a jagged scar down the side of his face. Wrapped in a cloak lined with resonance shielding. Eyes dark with obsession.

He whispered one word to himself:

“Reeve...”

Then he smiled.

Jack followed the Council agent—her name, he finally learned, was Director Alera Voss—down a corridor suspended by gravitational beams. With every step, he could feel the building responding to him. Not visually. Not even physically. But viscerally. As if the lattice of forces holding this place together was aware he didn’t belong here yet.

He noticed it in the smallest ways.

The floor didn’t echo beneath his boots—it absorbed the sound, like it was adjusting to the weight of his presence. The air felt denser where he walked. Panels hummed faintly as he passed. Lights dimmed a shade and then returned. Alera didn’t comment. Maybe she didn’t have to. Maybe she wanted him to notice.

They entered a lift—a platform with no visible walls, suspended in open air.

“This city runs on stabilized gravitational architecture,” Alera said as the platform rose. “The entire superstructure is held together by synchronized compression nodes, each tuned to millinewton precision. If one pulses out of sync for more than half a second—”

“It all falls down,” Jack muttered.

“No. Worse. It rises uncontrollably.”

Jack frowned. “What does that even mean?”

“You’ll understand,” Alera said quietly. “Eventually.”

Below the City...

In the lowest strata of Graviton City, far beneath the sanitized towers and mirrored hallways, shadows flickered across rusted plating and forgotten infrastructure.

Massacre stood before a dormant compression node. It pulsed slowly with an old blue glow—faint, sickly. Not connected to the city’s modern lattice.

“Forgotten, but not unimportant,” he murmured, removing his glove.

His hand shimmered with unstable resonance—a mimic of the gravitational field. His fingers twitched as he tapped into the pulse. The node responded immediately, flickering red.

Behind him, three masked operatives stood watch, faces hidden beneath distortion visors.

“Target has entered the city,” one said. “Council’s keeping him under wraps.”

Massacre smiled. “He’ll make a fine test case.”

The node let out a shriek, low and vibrational. The walls groaned.

Massacre pulled his hand back. “It begins.”

Back Above

Jack followed Alera into what looked like a testing arena. Circular. Reinforced. A hundred feet wide, with graviton coils lining the perimeter. Floating drones buzzed overhead, scanning his body even as he stood still.

Alera stepped back.

“Why does this look like a gladiator pit?” Jack asked.

“Because we don’t know what happens when you’re pushed,” she replied. “And we need to find out before you do it somewhere that matters.”

Great.

Jack exhaled. He felt pressure already building in his chest—like a balloon inflating between his ribs. He didn’t know how to trigger the effect. It always just happened.

A voice echoed through the intercom:

“Test One. Initiate passive resonance release.”

“What the hell is that supposed to—”

The lights shimmered. Not because of anything Jack did intentionally—but because the ground beneath him flexed. Panels lifted, warped, and slammed back into place. The arena tilted slightly, and Alera barked into a comm.

“Compensate! Run stabilizers—now!”

Jack grabbed his head as a pulse of energy burst from his body. The air bent. Gravity reversed for a split second. One drone hit the ceiling and exploded. Two others dipped, their rotors snapping.

Jack screamed. His knees hit the floor. The walls glowed red.

Then... everything went still.

He opened his eyes. The floor was cracked beneath him. The arena’s edge had split. Alera looked at him—not angry. Not afraid. Curious.

“You generate a field ripple every time you experience panic,” she said. “You’re not just reacting to gravity anymore. You generate it. Instinctively.”

Jack groaned. “That sounds like a recipe for disaster.”

“No,” she said. “It’s a recipe for war.”

She walked forward and extended a silver badge. It shimmered with the insignia of a half-sphere tilted against a starburst.

“Welcome to the Equilibrium Council, Jack. You don’t have a choice anymore.”

In the distance, beneath Graviton’s heart, Massacre tapped a final key on his gauntlet. A stolen schematic lit up on his visor—an inversion pulse array linked to the city’s lattice.

“Begin countdown to phase breach. Let’s see how their new pet handles a real collapse.”
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“Ground Zero”
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The first thing Jack felt was weightlessness.

Not the kind he remembered from orbital shuttles or zero-G drills back on Deimos Station—this was deceptive. His body floated, yet his chest felt heavy, as though gravity itself hadn’t decided what to do with him.

The second thing he felt was observation.

His eyes opened to soft white light and seamless, sterile curves—no edges, no corners. The med bay was smooth, calming by design, but Jack knew a cage when he saw one. The bed hovered inches above the floor. No anchors. No straps. Just perfectly controlled inertia fields.

A low hum buzzed beneath his skin.

He blinked, noticing several black lenses embedded in the walls—cameras, sensors, all trained on him. Across the ceiling, a ring of silver-blue energy shimmered like a halo.

Gravity stabilizers, he realized. They weren’t taking any chances.

The door hissed open.

A familiar figure stepped in: Alera Voss, her Equilibrium Council uniform sharp, seamless, and colorless except for the white insignia pinned near her collarbone—a stylized gyroscope orbited by concentric arcs. The look on her face hadn’t changed since their first meeting.

Still calculating. Still cold.

“Morning, Mr. Reeve,” she said. “Or at least the Martian variant of it. Your internal clock's about nineteen hours off.”

Jack stretched—gently. He didn’t want to trigger another floor-buckling event like yesterday.

“Sleep’s weird when your bones hum like reactor coils,” he muttered.

She tapped a wrist console. “Your gravitational field fluctuated thirty-seven times overnight. Six of those spikes disrupted the room’s inertial alignment. You inverted the orientation of the medbed twice and partially collapsed a nearby observation hallway.”

Jack rubbed his eyes. “Do I get points for creativity?”

Alera didn’t laugh. “You're unstable, Jack. And the Council doesn’t like unstable.”

He sat up. “I didn’t ask for any of this. The explosion—”

“Wasn't your fault,” she cut in. “But survival makes you responsible.”

She walked toward the console embedded in the wall. A schematic of Jack’s body appeared—overlaid with colorful waves, swirling gravity fields that orbited him like chaotic moons. The center was bright red, and it pulsed with each heartbeat.

“You’re a gravitational resonance anomaly,” she continued. “Your neural architecture is fused with a quantum phase pattern. You generate distortions—unintentionally—and the lattice tech in Graviton reacts violently to your presence.”

“So what now?” Jack asked. “I stay in this padded cell while you poke and prod me?”

“No,” she said. “Now, we find out how much control you do have.”

The Observation Chamber

Two hours later, Jack stood in a vast chamber below Council Hall—nicknamed “The Crucible” by the engineers. It was suspended in a neutral-gravity envelope designed for one thing: containment. Drones hovered above him, projecting an adjustable pressure grid. On the far wall, a dozen Councilmembers watched through a reinforced viewport—stoic, silent.

Alera’s voice came through an overhead speaker.

“Initiating Phase One. Minimal field excitation. Stand by.”

Jack’s stomach twisted again.

A faint buzz swept through the air. The room shifted. He didn’t move, but the sensation of movement crept in—like the space around him was tilting. He tried to stay calm.

Then he felt it.

A tug on his chest. Like an invisible hook pulling him upward. His boots left the floor. Slowly, gently... and then suddenly—

Wham!

He slammed back down. The floor bent under him but held. The Council murmured behind the glass.

Alera again:

“Field instability confirmed. Pulse sync with cortical patterns is irregular. Increase to Phase Two.”

The hum deepened.

Jack clenched his fists. The air grew thick, like swimming in syrup. His heart pounded. His body began to vibrate, not from fear—but from build-up. He could feel it now: waves of pressure building behind his ribs, inside his spine, in his skull. Like he was a reactor with no vent.

“I—I can’t hold it,” he hissed.

The walls of the Crucible creaked. Lights flickered. A nearby drone popped with a loud snap and dropped like a stone.

Jack gasped—and pushed outward.

The gravity pulse hit the room like a shockwave. The force cracked the floor in a spiderweb pattern. The viewport flexed. One Councilmember jumped back.

Silence.

Jack collapsed to his knees, gasping for air. Sweat poured off him. His skin glowed faintly with that shimmer again—the ripple, the distortion.

The doors opened. Alera entered with a medical team.

“Better than expected,” she said quietly. “But you’re still a bomb with no countdown.”

He didn’t argue.

Meanwhile... Beneath the City

Deep in the city’s forgotten maintenance rings, Massacre paced before a massive control array patched directly into the city's base compression node.

He pressed his hand against the core interface. A dark surge ran through his veins, activating his custom suit—a patchwork of stolen gravity tech and scarred alloy.

Beside him, a screen showed seismic readings.

“You feel it, don’t you?” he whispered to no one. “The city. The tremble. The heartbeat out of rhythm.”

Behind him, a tech operative grimaced. “The Council’s detected our signature. We’ll need to scale down—”

“No,” Massacre said flatly. “We scale up. Reeve’s just an appetizer. Let’s see how the Council responds when their city turns on them.”

He keyed a sequence.

Compression Node A17—far beneath the city’s civic plaza—began to overclock.

Back Above

Later that evening, Jack sat alone on a balcony overlooking Graviton’s skyline. Floating towers shimmered under the artificial atmosphere’s auroras. From this height, the city seemed peaceful.

But Jack felt a shiver in his spine.

He stood and looked out over the edge. Then up—toward the gravity-suspended walkways above, toward the core tower spire in the distance.

He didn’t know how to control what was inside him.

But he knew something was coming.

A tremor passed through the balcony. Subtle. Almost like a heartbeat under his feet.

Jack sat in a debriefing room unlike anything he'd ever seen. The walls weren’t walls at all—just layers of shifting grav-fields, moving subtly like the surface of a dark lake. The table in front of him floated, gently swaying a few centimeters off the floor. A holographic monitor flickered in midair, playing loops of the test chamber incident in slow motion.

He watched himself pulse outward like a living detonation.

He didn’t recognize the man in the video.

A knock echoed—a sound that shouldn’t exist in a room like this. Then came the swish of a portal opening.

Alera entered, flanked by two individuals in Council robes—white trimmed with copper. One was a tall, emaciated man with piercing eyes and a cold smile: High Curator Salen Vey. The other, a stern woman with half her head cybernetically augmented, went by Marshal Rynn.

They didn’t sit.

“You understand the severity of what happened today?” Vey asked, his voice dry as parchment.

Jack frowned. “I nearly broke your fancy lab, yeah. Kind of hard to miss.”

Alera offered nothing. Rynn stepped forward instead.

“This city balances on a razor-thin gravitational equilibrium. Every step, every structure, every breath is calculated. What you did wasn’t just dangerous—it could have destabilized a quadrant’s compression field.”

Jack stood now, palms on the table.

“You think I want this? I didn’t sign up to be turned into a walking physics problem!”

Rynn narrowed her eyes. “You think this is personal? You are a public hazard. The only reason you’re not in stasis lockdown is because Voss argued for your mobility.”

Jack turned to Alera. “Is that true?”

She didn’t answer directly. “They wanted to put you in a gravity-null chamber, sedated indefinitely. I suggested another option.”

“Lucky me,” Jack said bitterly.

Vey waved a hand and turned to leave. “Contain him. Study him. If he can’t be stabilized by the time Phase Protocol begins, we reconsider.”

“Phase Protocol?” Jack echoed, but they were already gone.

Alera lingered.

“I’ve read your file,” she said quietly. “Deimos Station. You logged over 6,000 hours in mag-cargo rigs. Never missed a safety check. Never flinched under pressure.”

“So?”

“So I know you're not reckless by nature. But you’re changing. And change, in this city, doesn’t go unchallenged.”

She stepped closer, her tone softer than before.

“You can either master what’s happening to you, or you can become its casualty.”

Hours Later – Council Transit Hub

Jack stood in one of the city’s skyspires, waiting for a grav-lift to take him to his assigned quarters. The tower platform hovered two hundred stories above street level, tethered to the skyline by little more than active suspension coils.

The city felt alive here. Moving.

Below him, aerial trams zipped between buildings. Gravity-locked highways shimmered with vehicles that drifted silently. Even the air seemed tailored—less oxygen, more atmospheric density to reduce turbulence.

This was Graviton City in its full, humming glory.

And Jack felt completely out of sync with it.

He checked his reflection in the glass—his outline warped, as if the glass itself bent under his presence. He clenched a fist and felt it again: that pressure building in his spine, like a rogue star trying to collapse inside his bones.

He exhaled slowly. Forced himself to be still.

Just breathe.

Then, in the reflection, something caught his eye.

A flicker. A distortion. Like a shimmer in the sky where there shouldn’t be one.

Jack turned—just in time to see the skyline twitch.

It was minor. Barely perceptible. But the city tilted. Not physically—but gravitationally. Buildings remained upright, but his stomach flipped.

A moment later, a soft alarm tone echoed from the platform.

“Local graviton misalignment detected. Recalibrating lattice node A17. Please remain stationary.”

Jack narrowed his eyes. A17.

That was the same node he'd heard mentioned by the Council techs.

Another flicker.

Somewhere, something was out of tune.

Meanwhile... Massacre Watches

In a subterranean data-den carved into the old underlayers of Graviton’s core, Massacre stood before a projection screen displaying graviton pulses across the city.

His team of insurgents huddled around diagnostic rigs and stolen schematics. One of them looked up from a console.

“Inversion wave is syncing with the primary field. A17’s pulse lagged by point-eight seconds. The city adjusted.”

Massacre grinned.

“And they didn’t notice?”

“Oh, they noticed,” the tech said. “But they blamed the anomaly on environmental noise.”

“Perfect.”

He turned to the screen and zoomed in on a flickering sector—Jack’s location.

“You see? It’s not about destruction. It’s about destabilization. You don’t topple a city like this by force. You unbalance it. And then let its own brilliance destroy it.”

He reached out and tapped Jack’s outline on the feed.

“Let’s see how far the Equilibrium Council’s newest mistake will fall.”
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BACK IN JACK’S QUARTERS

Jack arrived at his assigned suite in Council Tower Sector Nine—standardized, clean, and completely inertial-neutral. The moment he entered, the room calibrated to his presence.

A calm AI voice greeted him:

“Welcome, Jackson Reeve. Equilibrium level adjusting to subject biofield.”

He tossed the provided ID badge on the desk and sat on the bed—if it could be called that. It hovered softly, swaying like a hammock caught in a windless tide.

He stared at the ceiling.

Everything felt... off. Controlled. Engineered.

Not built for people like him.

His body thrummed quietly—his bones subtly pushing outward against the field keeping him grounded. He didn’t know what he was becoming. Or if he wanted to know.

One thing was certain though: he wasn’t just some accident anymore.

Something had awakened in him.

And the city could feel it.

Jack couldn’t sleep.

Not for lack of trying—the bed was engineered to adapt to any pressure, the temperature was finely tuned, and even the ceiling glowed with the gentle hues of a Martian aurora. But it wasn’t his body that kept twitching.

It was the pull.

There was a subtle, almost invisible war within him. Some inner tide rising and falling on its own accord, as if his center of mass was no longer his own.

He sat up.

The lights brightened in response to his motion. He ignored them, pulled on his issued jacket, and stepped onto the balcony.

Graviton City pulsed beneath him, a network of floating megastructures suspended across a sky laced with quantum threads. He could see the compression towers shimmering, redirecting gravity fields like symphonic instruments. Entire districts hovered on rings. It was breathtaking.

But Jack didn’t admire the view.

He stared at a single point across the skyline—Sector A17. That name again. It had come up twice now. Once from the tech during the Crucible test. And once, during the flicker earlier on the sky platform.

A tiny red light blinked above one of the grav-towers there. Maintenance, maybe. Or something else.

He focused, narrowing his eyes.

The longer he stared, the more he felt it: a subtle drag in his chest, like that tower wasn’t just projecting a field—it was pulling him toward it. His spine tingled.

That’s when the hum started.

Low, deep, almost like a bass note vibrating the city itself. It wasn’t coming from his room. It wasn’t external.

It was him.

His hands were trembling. The cup on his bedside table lifted ever so slightly into the air and spun in place—slowly, rhythmically, orbiting nothing.

“Not now,” he muttered, trying to breathe through it.

The pulse built again. Stronger than before. His chest clenched. Sweat broke across his forehead. He closed his eyes and willed it to stop—

—and suddenly, it did.

Silence.

The cup fell with a metallic tink, rolling across the table.

Jack opened his eyes. He could still feel the distortion—but it had subsided. Not vanished. Not solved. Just... waiting.

Like a predator in tall grass.

Elsewhere – A Council Conclave

In the central chamber of the Equilibrium Council, the elite convened in partial shadow. The room was layered in concentric platforms, each hovering independently—free-floating discs of power.

Alera Voss stood before them, hands behind her back.

“You’ve all seen the Crucible recordings. The subject’s resonance is still rising. We estimate less than 30% of his potential is being expressed.”

High Curator Salen Vey raised an eyebrow. “And that’s supposed to reassure us?”

“He’s not attacking. He’s adapting.”

Marshal Rynn leaned forward. “And if he adapts too well? What then? He already radiates Class-Three graviton flux without conscious effort. A full stress event could rupture a city core.”

A young councilor—newer, more idealistic—interjected. “He didn’t ask for this. He was a dockworker. A victim.”

Vey waved his hand. “Victim or not, he’s now a variable. One we must control—or contain.”

Alera turned to them all.

“I’m recommending supervised field exposure,” she said. “If we keep him boxed, he’ll implode. But if we start controlled engagements—low-threat simulations—he can learn to release that pressure constructively.”

Silence followed.

Then Vey finally spoke.

“You have seventy-two hours, Councilor Voss. After that, if stability isn’t achieved, we initiate Null Protocol.”

The floor beneath Alera trembled slightly—just enough to notice. But she held her composure.

“Understood.”

Jack’s Decision

The next morning, Jack stood fully dressed before his balcony again. He hadn't slept more than a few minutes, and his skin still carried a low static charge, like he was electrified from the inside out.

The comm unit on the wall buzzed.

“Reeve,” Alera’s voice came through. “Report to Council Field Annex Seven. You’re being cleared for Phase-One orientation.”

Jack frowned. “You’re putting me back in a sandbox?”

“Think of it more like a treadmill with live rounds. You’ll have support.”

Jack glanced back at his floating cup. “Not sure you can support this.”

“Then you’d better learn fast. Graviton City can’t wait for you to find your center.”

Final Image

As Jack made his way toward the Council’s field annex, he passed a child in the plaza—one of the civilian tiers near the academy zone. The child dropped a toy: a spinning top built with microgravity rings.

Jack stooped and picked it up.

The top floated in his hand, slowly rotating on its own. The rings responded to him, orbiting like moons.

The kid stared, wide-eyed.

Jack smiled and handed it back carefully.

“Keep your gravity close,” he said.

As he turned to walk away, he missed the way the plaza's central spire flickered for a fraction of a second—its stabilizers misaligning with a flash of dark light.

Something was building.

Jack walked the smooth corridor toward the Field Annex, his boots making dull, padded thuds on the pressure-neutral floor. Everything here floated just slightly—not enough to alarm, just enough to unsettle. As if gravity was more a polite suggestion than a law.

He passed technicians, most of whom pretended not to look. But he felt their eyes.

The one—the gravity anomaly.

The man who dented the Crucible.

The hallway opened into a transit dock, where a sleek grav-skiff awaited. Its hull shimmered with adaptive alloys, built to survive graviton warping. Two Equilibrium escorts waited at its ramp, unspeaking.

“Where we headed?” Jack asked, climbing aboard.

“Annex Seven,” one muttered. “South district.”

He sat in silence as the skiff launched, gliding smoothly into the vast sky-web of Graviton City. Below, entire blocks rotated on gimbal-mounted cores, drifting like artificial continents. The city was a marvel—and an accident waiting to happen.

He caught his reflection again in the skiff’s curved glass: his face looked drawn, sleepless. His eyes weren’t quite centered. Like he was tilting even when the ship wasn’t.

The pilot looked back.

“Sir... you alright?”

Jack blinked. “Fine. Why?”

The pilot frowned. “Your weight reading just changed. By twelve kilos.”

Jack looked down. His seat restraints were pulling tighter—automatically compensating for a mass spike.

He unclenched his fists. The skiff’s ambient gravity field flickered in response.

The pilot tapped a panel. “Just try to stay centered, okay? We’re not built for pressure flux this high outside core lanes.”

Jack closed his eyes. Tried to breathe. Tried not to think of the dream last night.

The dark matter again.

The flickering edges of Deimos Station, collapsing in on itself. And then... a figure, standing in the reactor breach. Not him. Not human. A thing made of gravity, its limbs breaking physics with every move.

It reached toward him with fingers like folded spacetime—

“Sir?” the pilot repeated.

Jack opened his eyes. The skiff was descending now.

Ahead lay a military-style dome tucked beneath a floating interchange—Field Annex Seven, stamped with the Equilibrium sigil: a sphere split cleanly in two by a falling line.

Meanwhile – Sector A17

High above, hidden inside the fractured maintenance tower, a man watched the city through a ghost-field lens.

Massacre stood still, breathing slowly, his body wrapped in a dampener rig. He no longer felt gravitational pull like others did. He read it—sensed the warping of space like an artist saw brushstrokes.

And the city was starting to bend.

Behind him, his lieutenant tapped on a hollow screen. “Another sync surge at node A17. Pulse deviation is rising. Field cohesion is thinning.”

Massacre nodded. “Let them adjust. That’s the trick. Let the system correct itself until it builds tension.”

His eyes narrowed as he zoomed the lens in on the grav-skiff nearing Annex Seven.

“And Reeve?”

“En route to controlled exposure protocol.”

“Good. Let him shine. Let them see what a black star looks like.”

Back at the Annex

The interior of the Annex was colder, more utilitarian than the pristine council towers. Training platforms hovered at varying altitudes, surrounded by reinforced pylons glowing blue with energy.

Jack was given a uniform—sleek, insulated, with grav-mesh woven into the lining. Not armor. Not yet. But a buffer between him and the world.

Alera met him in the center chamber.

She tossed a small capsule toward him. He caught it instinctively.

“What’s this?”

“Your anchor. Wear it.”

Jack opened the capsule—inside was a small ring, threaded with copper and something darker, iridescent.

“Quantum alloy,” she said. “It doesn't suppress your anomaly, but it gives you a reference point. Something to pull back toward if you lose grip.”

He slid it on his index finger.

The moment it touched his skin, he felt the weight of it—not physically, but gravitationally. It tethered him like a faint lifeline through the void.

Alera nodded. “We’re not training you to be a hero, Reeve. Not yet. We’re training you to survive yourself.”

Jack looked at the floating rings ahead—obstacle courses suspended in open air, simulations lined with soft targets.

He sighed.

“Great. What could possibly go wrong?”

A Glitch in the Balance

Far across the city, in the residential quarter of Zephyr Heights, a young girl ran down the stairs toward her school tram.

She paused—looked up.

The world tilted.

Just slightly. Just once.

Her books slipped out of her hand. The sidewalk bent. Her weight shifted forward. A ripple moved through the air, like the breath of something massive.

She screamed.

The Annex wasn’t what Jack expected. No cold metal walls or blinding white labs. Instead, it resembled a hangar crossed with a test chamber, its central chamber open to the sky. Suspended across the air were rotating platforms, some as wide as a hovercar, others no bigger than a chair, levitating via local gravity loops.

The “floor” was barely a suggestion—sections of translucent plating floated beneath his boots, flexing as he stepped. Below that, open sky stretched down toward the lowest levels of Graviton City.

Alera Voss walked beside him, tablet in hand.

“We call this the Gyre. It’s where we test response—reflex, adaptation, and gravitational pulse tolerance. Think of it as your sandbox, Reeve. Except the sand is moving, and it can kill you.”

Jack looked around, squinting at the array of platforms, hoops, and drone ports. “Great. Just what I wanted after crashing my entire life into a physics nightmare—an obstacle course made of death frisbees.”

Alera cracked the faintest smile. “Welcome to your new reality.”

Jack exhaled, hands on hips. “So, this is where you teach the freaks to balance on their heads?”

“This is where you learn what you are,” she said, looking up at a floating orb the size of a fist. It was glowing—barely. “That’s a graviton lure. Emits pulses tuned to your resonance. We use it to draw out instinctive reaction.”

“And when I freak out and collapse half the dome?”

“Then we’ll rebuild. Or bury you beneath the rubble.”

Jack raised an eyebrow. “Comforting.”

Thirty Meters Up – Observation Deck

Two Equilibrium officers watched from above. One, a tall man with graying temples, adjusted the settings on a feedback monitor.

“He’s compensating faster than expected,” he noted.

“Or suppressing instability,” his partner replied. “There’s a difference.”

The data stream pulsed with a slight red hue—irregular.

The officer pointed. “That flux there. That shouldn’t be present in neutral stance.”

“Agreed. He’s leaning against gravity unconsciously. Like it’s pushing back.”

Training – Round One

Alera stood on a stable platform while Jack floated above the first ring, arms wide for balance.

“Just focus on the lure,” she called out. “Let your body align with the field. You’re not flying—you’re falling in a direction.”

Jack gritted his teeth. “Easy for you to say.”

The lure pulsed. Gravity around it twisted slightly—barely noticeable to the human eye, but Jack felt it in his spine.

He leaned in.

One foot forward, then the next. The platform beneath him shifted in response, and he launched—not with grace, but sheer force.

He overshot the second platform entirely and hit a field buffer mid-air, bouncing back like a marble against a wall.

“Ughhh—damn it!”

“Too much force!” Alera called. “You’re still thinking with mass. Use momentum!”

Jack hovered, arms flailing, until he refocused and willed the field to compress beneath him. It obeyed—but not subtly.

A sudden thud sent a shockwave through the ring system. Alera had to grab a stabilizer to stay upright.

One of the observers flinched.

“He’s flaring,” the younger one said. “That wasn’t part of the course!”

Below, Jack blinked as he looked around. The rings were still vibrating.

“...did I do that?”

Alera’s tone turned colder. “Control it, Reeve. This city won’t survive if you keep mistaking every instinct for a hammer.”

Jack gritted his teeth.

“I’m trying,” he said. “But this thing inside me? It’s not just power. It’s like it wants to move.”

Alera paused. That last word registered.

“Wants to move?” she repeated carefully.

Jack nodded. “Yeah. Like it’s following something. Like... I don’t know—there’s a center of gravity somewhere else, and I’m just being pulled toward it.”

He didn’t know it yet, but he had just described the signature pattern the Council’s deep sensors had only recently detected across the city: an emergent gravitational sinkhole forming beneath Sector A17.

Nightfall – The Pulse Beneath

Later that night, after Jack was escorted back to his temporary quarters, the city dipped into its cycle-night: a cooler, dimmer state where only the stabilizer spires and skyroad threads shimmered in the dark.

But something moved in that darkness.

At the city’s lowest district, deep within the gravitational mesh below the superstructure, a surge ignited like a silent scream.

A pulse.

Unregistered. Raw. Invisible to the public. But powerful enough that dozens of auto-balancers across Graviton’s lower tier flickered out of sync for two full seconds.

Enough to lift furniture from the floor in over a hundred homes.

Enough to set off alerts.

Enough for Massacre—watching from his underground sanctum—to smile beneath his helmet.

“They’ll think it’s him,” he whispered.

“And when they panic,” his lieutenant replied, “they’ll turn against their weapon.”

Massacre turned to the terminal behind him. On-screen was the Equilibrium Council’s private dossier.

Subject: Reeve, Jackson. Alias: Gravity Jack.

Next to it: a waveform diagram surging toward overload.

Massacre extended a finger—and gently tapped the screen.

“Soon.”
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