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Prologue



[image: image]


In 1889, Nikola Tesla unveiled the World Energy Transmitter, a colossal tower that hummed and pulsed with radiant energy, casting a pale blue glow across the night sky. By 1905, the world was electrified, quite literally. Wireless energy filled the air, free and accessible to all. Tesla’s dream had come true... or so it seemed.

But by the mid-21st century, the vision had twisted into a nightmare.

The Global Power Collective (GPC) governed the world’s energy flow. The sprawling mega-cities glimmered with abundance while rural communities starved for energy. Every watt of power was rationed, tracked, and taxed. Disobedience to the energy laws, dubbed “The Glow Mandates”, was met with swift, merciless punishment. The GPC’s elite wielded the very technology Tesla had hoped would liberate humanity to subjugate it instead.
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Chapter 1
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Jax O'Brian crouched in the darkened alleyway, his pulse racing as he cradled the small energy amplifier under his arm. The device, a relic of the early Tesla era, could tap into the ambient wireless grid and redistribute energy freely. It was illegal, of course, punishable by exile to the Null Zones, vast stretches of land stripped of energy where survival was next to impossible.

His disheveled auburn hair stuck out from under a battered cap, damp with sweat from the night’s tense operation. His sharp, angular face bore the grime of someone who spent more time evading drones than resting.

Beneath his wiry frame lay a surprising strength born of years spent hauling salvaged tech and climbing through forgotten tunnels. His hazel eyes flickered with both apprehension and defiance, a spark of rebellion against a world that sought to crush it.

The tattered utility jacket he wore had deep pockets filled with spare wires, tools, and components scavenged from the ruins of a freer time. On his left wrist, he wore a homemade bracelet of twisted copper and old Tesla coils, a quiet homage to the man whose dream they were fighting to restore. Despite the weight of the amplifier and the crushing reality of the GPC’s rule, Jax moved with purpose, fueled by a fierce hope that perhaps this act of defiance might finally turn the tide.

“Jax, move it!” hissed Lyra, his partner-in-crime.

Her red hair was tied back in a tight braid that gleamed faintly under the harsh light of the drones overhead. Her piercing green eyes darted between the alley and the patrol drones circling above, their sharp intensity revealing a mind that was always calculating the next move.

Lyra’s lean, wiry frame was wrapped in patched but functional gear, built for speed and stealth. A faint scar traced her left cheekbone, a souvenir from a past skirmish, giving her an air of hardened resolve. Despite the tension, there was an unwavering fire in her expression, the kind of determination that made her a natural innovator, and a thorn in the GPC’s side.

“We’ve got two minutes before the drones sweep this sector again,” she warned, her voice low but firm, already mapping out their escape route in her head.

Jax nodded, his fingers working quickly to secure the amplifier to a makeshift antenna rig. The device sparked and whirred, then settled into a low hum. Around them, the alley began to glow faintly as stolen energy surged to the nearby slum buildings.

For the first time in weeks, the people of Sector 17 would have light, heat, and communication, albeit briefly. “We’re live,” Jax whispered, a grin spreading across his face.

Lyra allowed herself a small smile. “Let’s hope the GPC doesn’t notice too soon. Let’s move before...”

A shrill alarm cut through the night, and the alley was bathed in the harsh red glare of a patrol drone’s spotlight. “Intruders detected. Cease activity immediately,” boomed a mechanical voice. “Run!” Lyra shouted.

They bolted through the narrow maze of the slum, the drone’s spotlight bouncing erratically as it pursued them. Jax clutched the amplifier tightly, his breath ragged. The sound of the drone’s plasma blaster warming up sent adrenaline surging through his veins.

“Left!” Lyra shouted, skidding into an abandoned warehouse. Inside, the walls were covered with faded posters of Tesla’s benevolent visage, his eyes seeming to follow them as they ran.

“The chute!” Jax gasped, pointing to a hidden hatch in the floor. They dove through just as the drone fired, a searing bolt of plasma scorching the ground where they had stood.

The chute dumped them into the winding tunnels of the old city, a forgotten world buried beneath the glowing metropolis above. Here, the air was thick with the scent of rust and mildew, and the only light came from bio luminescent algae that clung to the walls.

Lyra helped Jax to his feet. “That was too close.”

“Worth it,” Jax said, holding up the amplifier. “We lit up the sector. They’ll remember tonight.”

“If they’re not rounded up by morning,” Lyra muttered. “Let’s get this to the Conduit.”

ʘʘʘ

The Conduit was the heart of the rebellion, a sprawling underground network powered by salvaged Tesla tech. It was a place of ingenuity and defiance, where engineers, hackers, and dreamers worked tirelessly to restore Tesla’s vision of free energy for all.

As Jax and Lyra entered the main chamber, they were greeted by the sight of dozens of people huddled over workbenches, sparks flying as they repaired old amplifiers and built new ones. At the center of it all stood Aria Tesla, one of the last known descendants of Nikola Tesla himself.

Her sharp features and intense gaze made her a commanding presence. Her high cheekbones and a strong jawline gave her an air of authority, accentuated by her cobalt-blue eyes that seemed to glow with the same energy her ancestor had once harnessed. Her long raven-black hair was streaked with silver strands, not from old age but from the stress of years spent leading the rebellion. Pulled into a sleek bun, it framed a face that radiated both wisdom and determination.

Aria’s slender frame was draped in a long, tailored coat adorned with intricate patterns of circuitry woven in metallic thread, a subtle nod to Tesla’s designs. Around her neck, she wore a pendant containing a small, flickering plasma filament, a relic said to have been created by Nikola Tesla himself.

Despite her polished exterior, her hands bore the calluses and burns of countless hours spent tinkering with salvaged tech and rebuilding Tesla’s lost devices. Her voice carried the weight of her lineage and the conviction of her cause, cutting through the chaos of the Conduit with clarity and purpose.

Aria’s presence was magnetic, a blend of brilliance and resolve that inspired loyalty in those who followed her. To the rebels, she wasn’t just a leader, she was a beacon of hope in a world veiled in darkness, a living embodiment of Tesla’s dream reborn.

“You’re late,” Aria said, her voice cutting through the noise.

“Ran into some trouble,” Jax replied, holding up the amplifier. “But it worked. Sector 17 is lit.”

Aria’s stern expression softened. “Good. But we need more than small victories. The GPC is tightening its grip. We have to strike at the heart of their control, the Central Tower.”

The Central Tower was the source of all wireless energy, a massive structure that loomed over the city like a steel god. It was both a symbol of the GPC’s power and a key vulnerability.

Aria continued. “If we can overload the Central Tower, we can send a pulse through the grid that will disable their energy trackers and redistributors. It’ll be chaos, but it’ll also give people a taste of true freedom.”

“And how many people will die in that chaos?” Jax asked, his brow furrowed.

Aria’s eyes hardened, then she said painfully, “Freedom has a cost, Jax. Tesla knew that. The question is, are we willing to pay it?”

ʘʘʘ

Jax stood on the rusted framework of an abandoned transmission tower, staring out at the pulsing skyline of New Arcadia. From up here, the city looked like a living circuit board, neon veins pulsing with energy that didn’t belong to the people, it belonged to the Global Power Collective.

Below, Lyra adjusted the antenna on her forearm interface, her expression tense. "Surveillance drones are cycling back in six minutes. We need to move."

But Jax hesitated. The plan was simple, splice into the GPC's main power relay, install the decryption module, and redirect a portion of their grid to the resistance-controlled sectors. A temporary fix, but a statement nonetheless.

Aria paced on the catwalk, arms crossed. "If we overload the relay instead, we don’t just reroute power, we shut it down completely. A full blackout in Sector 3. No more rations for GPC enforcers. No more automated patrols. It cripples them."

Jax exhaled sharply. "And what about the people down there, Aria? Families? Hospitals? They rely on this power, too."

She scoffed. "You think GPC lets them have enough to rely on? They ration just enough to keep people docile. Cutting it completely forces them to act. To fight."

Lyra shook her head. "Not everyone is ready for that. If we do this recklessly, we lose support."

Aria turned to her, eyes sharp. "And if we play it safe, we lose."

That was the problem, wasn’t it? Jax had spent years fighting to take power from the GPC. But now, the real battle was deciding what to do with that power.

Jax met Aria’s gaze and said, "We stick to the plan. We take control of the grid, not destroy it."

For a second, he thought she might push back. Instead, she just shook her head, muttering, "I hope you're right."

They moved fast. Lyra fed the decryption key into the relay’s access port, fingers flying across the interface. Jax held his breath as the lines of code scrolled past, each one chipping away at the GPC’s grip.

Then, a red warning flashed across the screen.

"Remote Override Engaged".

Lyra cursed. "They’ve locked us out, someone on the inside is watching."

Jax’s earpiece crackled. A voice, calm, measured. "You’re not as invisible as you think, O'Brian."

Jax’s blood ran cold. "Who is this?"

A pause. Then, "The only reason you're not dead right now is because I want the same thing you do."

Jax exchanged a look with Lyra. Was this a trap? A test?

The voice continued. "I can give you what you need. Find me in the under city. Bring no one else. Send the rest back to your base and come to junction 1207. Come now, I don't like waiting."

The transmission cut.

Jax turned to Aria and Lyra, his mind racing. This wasn’t just another faceless GPC officer. This was someone inside the system, playing their own game. Aria folded her arms. "Sounds like a setup. "Or an opportunity.", Lyra interrupted.

Aria conceded, “Your call, but don't base your next moves off of this unknowns intel"

Jax looked back at the city scape, where the power lines ran like arteries through a metal body. He had a choice. Stick to the plan, or take a gamble that could change everything.

"You guys pack up and head back," he said finally. "I guess I'm going underground."

ʘʘʘ

The meeting took place deep within the tunnels, where time seemed to hold its breath amidst the perpetual chill. It was late evening, the air thick with the metallic scent of aged machinery and the faint, haunting echoes of Jax's footsteps reverberated against the cold stone walls. The rusted-out junction chamber, once a hub of bustling activity, now stood silent and forgotten, its cracked wireless relays serving as a testament to its abandonment.

As Jax approached, the ambient hum of ancient Tesla tech whispered secrets of bygone eras, a stark contrast to the figure emerging from the shadows. Tall and cloaked in a threadbare coat adorned with faintly pulsing circuits, they exuded an aura of mystery and resilience. Their face hidden behind a breathing mask, a relic from the Null Zones.

The atmosphere was tense yet charged with anticipation, each moment pregnant with unspoken intentions and the weight of uncertain alliances. Sounds of distant drips echoed sporadically, punctuating the silence like hesitant whispers in a place where secrets were currency and trust a fragile commodity.

"Took you long enough," the rogue insider said, voice distorted through the mask’s modulator.

Jax kept his stance loose but ready, one hand brushing the amplifier tucked under his jacket. "You know how it is, hard to catch a train when the GPC burns all the tracks."

The rogue chuckled, a dry, bitter sound. "Funny. I
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