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The conduit (born of the storm beyond time)

A construction worker gains cosmic powers to save Earth from a temporal alien threat

by Micheal Knight
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The sky over Portland did not darken with the bruised purple of a typical Michigan thunderstorm. It did not roll in with the heavy, predictable scent of ozone and rain. Instead, the atmosphere shifted into a shade of deep, electric violet that defied the natural spectrum. It was a color that felt heavy, pressing down on the construction site with a weight that made the air itself feel thick and difficult to breathe.

Seth Knight stood on the skeletal remains of the high-rise foundation; his boots caked in drying mud and his hands steady on the steel rebar. He was a man of concrete and iron, comfortable with the predictable physics of a job site. But as he looked up, the world stopped adhering to those rules. The violet above him began to swirl, centering on a point directly over his head. There was no thunder. There was only a low, rhythmic hum that vibrated in his teeth.

“Seth! Get down from there!”

The voice of his foreman, Miller, sounded thin and distant, as if it were being squeezed through a long pipe. Seth didn’t move. He couldn’t. The air around him had grown static, lifting the fine hairs on his arms and neck. The world didn’t feel like a place anymore; it felt like a circuit waiting for a switch to flip.

The switch flipped.

There was no flash of white light, no jagged yellow branch of electricity. A bolt of pure, searing blue lightning dropped from the violet eye of the storm. It didn't strike the crane or the nearby power lines. It struck Seth. It hit him with the force of a freight train, a solid pillar of energy that bypassed the resistance of his skin and poured directly into his marrow. The impact threw him backward, launching his body fifty feet through the air as if he were nothing more than a scrap of paper caught in a gale.

He hit the ground hard, skidding across the gravel and dirt near the equipment trailers. A plume of white smoke rose from his chest, and the scent of burnt canvas filled the air. His coworkers froze, their faces masks of horror. Miller was the first to move, shouting for someone to call 911, but his legs gave out halfway to Seth’s crumpled form. They all expected to find charred remains—a body rendered unrecognizable by the impossible surge.

Seth’s hand moved first.

His fingers twitched, digging into the loose gravel. Then, with a slow, deliberate grace that should have been impossible for a man who had just been thrown half a football field, Seth pushed himself up. He didn't groan. He didn't gasp for air. He simply stood. He brushed the dust from his jeans, his movements fluid and precise. When he turned to look at his coworkers, the site went silent.

Seth’s eyes were no longer brown. They were a brilliant, pulsing blue, the color of the lightning that had claimed him. The light within them was not static; it moved in a slow, rhythmic ebb and flow that matched the steady thrum of his heart. It was a bioluminescent glow that seemed to see through the men standing before him, looking at something far beyond the physical world.

“I’m fine,” Seth said. His voice was steady, but it carried a resonance it hadn't possessed five minutes ago.

Miller stared at him, his mouth hanging open. “Seth, you... you flew. You hit the ground at forty miles an hour. You shouldn't be standing.”

Seth looked down at his hands. He felt stronger than he ever had in his life. The fatigue of a ten-hour shift had vanished, replaced by a crystalline clarity and an energy that felt like a coiled spring behind his ribs. On his right forearm, a branching, jagged scar had formed—a Lichtenberg figure that tracked the path of the bolt. It didn't look like a burn. It looked like a map, and it glowed with the same soft, blue light as his eyes.

The paramedics arrived in a blur of sirens and frantic energy. They forced him onto a gurney, though he told them it wasn't necessary. At the hospital, the confusion only deepened. The trauma team stripped away his scorched jacket, revealing the glowing scar that traced from his shoulder to his wrist. Dr. Aris, a woman who had seen everything from industrial accidents to high-speed collisions, stood over the monitors, her brow furrowed in genuine alarm.

“His vitals are impossible,” she whispered to a nurse. “Heart rate is steady at sixty, but the blood pressure readings are off the charts. His core temperature is elevated, yet he’s not sweating. And the eyes... I don’t even know what I’m looking at.”

Seth lay on the thin hospital mattress, but he wasn't looking at the doctor. He was looking at the room. The walls had become transparent in a way he couldn't explain. He wasn't seeing through the drywall to the studs; he was seeing the copper wiring. He could see the pulse of electricity flowing through the building, a complex web of glowing gold lines that hummed with a frantic, artificial energy. It was a messy, disorganized system compared to the cold, perfect blue light currently circulating through his own veins.

The hum in his ears grew louder. It was a pull, a magnetic tug that felt like it was trying to draw the energy out of his skin and into the surrounding environment. He felt a sudden, sharp pressure in his chest, a need to let the current go before it overwhelmed him.

“Mr. Knight, I need you to stay still,” Dr. Aris said, reaching for his arm to draw blood. “We need to run more tests. We’ve never seen a recovery like this.”

Seth shook his head. The air in the room was starting to crackle. Small sparks jumped from the metal bedrails to his fingertips. “I have to leave,” he said, his voice dropping an octave. “I don't think I should be here.”

“You’ve suffered a massive electrical trauma,” the doctor insisted. “You could have internal bleeding or neurological damage that hasn't manifested yet.”

Seth sat up, his boots hitting the linoleum floor with a heavy thud. As he stood, the overhead fluorescent lights began to flicker and buzz. The heart monitor beside the bed let out a long, high-pitched whine before the screen went black. He reached out, intending to move past the doctor toward the door, and his hand brushed the brushed-steel handle of the exit.

The reaction was instantaneous. A bright arc of blue light jumped from Seth’s palm to the doorframe. The sound was like a gunshot. Throughout the wing, the lights didn't just flicker—they exploded. Computers hissed as their motherboards fried, and the emergency backup generators failed to kick in. The hospital’s entire power grid had been shorted out by a single touch.

The room plunged into darkness, illuminated only by the steady, pulsing blue of Seth’s eyes and the glowing lines on his arm. The silence that followed was heavy and terrified.

“I’m sorry,” Seth whispered. He didn't wait for a response. He could feel the hospital security guards scrambling in the hallway, their flashlights cutting through the gloom. He moved with a speed he didn't know he possessed, slipping through the darkened corridors and out a side exit before the facility could be locked down.

He stepped out into the cool Michigan night, the streetlights of Portland casting long shadows against the pavement. He looked at his hands, watching the blue light dance beneath his skin. The world looked different now. It looked fragile. He realized, with a sinking sense of finality, that the man who had walked onto that construction site this morning was gone. The laborer was dead. Something else had been born in the heart of the storm, and he was the conduit for whatever was coming next.
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The fluorescent hum of the hospital had been replaced by the rhythmic, metallic clinking of cooling engines and the heavy scent of 10W-30. Steve’s Auto Shop was a cavern of shadows, illuminated only by the occasional flicker of a dying streetlamp outside and the low, steady pulse radiating from Seth’s skin. Seth sat on a wooden workbench, his boots dangling over an oil-stained floor. He squeezed his eyes shut, but the world didn't go dark. Behind his eyelids, he could still see the ghost of the city’s electrical grid, a frantic map of amber lines and surging transformers that seemed to vibrate in time with the pressure behind his temples.

The buzzing was constant now. It wasn't a sound so much as a physical presence, a hive of invisible bees nesting in the marrow of his jaw. It pulled at his thoughts, dragging his focus toward the power outlets on the walls and the heavy-duty diagnostic computers sitting idle in the corner of the shop.

“You’re glowing again, man.”

Seth opened his eyes. Steve stood a few feet away, holding two lukewarm bottles of root beer. His best friend’s face was pale, his eyes wide as they tracked the blue veins of light tracing patterns across Seth’s forearms. Steve didn't move closer, but he didn't back away either. He stayed in the tension, his grease-stained fingers trembling slightly as he offered one of the bottles.

“I can’t turn it off,” Seth said. His voice sounded heavy, like it was vibrating through water. “It’s not like a light switch, Steve. It’s like... I’m the light. And the bulb is too small for the voltage.”

Steve set the bottle down on a nearby tool chest, his gaze fixed on Seth’s eyes. They weren't just blue; they were electric, a sapphire fire that seemed to swirl with its own internal weather. “You got hit by space lightning, Seth. I saw the news. They’re saying the whole hospital went dark the second you walked out. The feds are going to be crawling all over Portland by morning.”

Seth looked at his hands. The Lichtenberg scar on his arm pulsed a soft, rhythmic cerulean. “I didn't mean to do it. I just touched the door. I could feel the building’s heart beating, and I think I just... stopped it.”

“We’ll figure it out,” Steve said, though his voice lacked conviction. He finally stepped forward, clapping a hand on Seth’s shoulder. He winced, a small spark of static jumping between them, but he didn't let go. “You’re my best friend. If you’re a human battery now, then I guess I’m the guy who keeps the terminal clean. You stay here. Nobody looks for a miracle in a garage that smells like old mufflers.”

The silence that followed was brief. It was shattered by the screech of tires and the sickening, metallic crunch of a high-speed impact. The sound tore through the quiet of the suburban street outside the shop, followed immediately by the shattering of glass and the hiss of escaping steam.

Seth was off the workbench before the sound had fully faded. The energy inside him surged, responding to the sudden spike of adrenaline. He didn't think about the hospital or the agents who might be looking for him. He only thought about the sound of a twisted frame. He kicked the side door open and ran into the night air.

A sedan had veered off the road, slamming into a concrete utility pole. The front end was crumpled like a discarded soda can, the engine block pushed back into the cabin. A haze of smoke rose from the wreckage, illuminated by the flickering orange of a broken streetlamp. A crowd was already beginning to gather, neighbors stepping out onto their porches with phones held high.

“Seth, wait!” Steve shouted, stumbling out after him. “Stay back, man! Someone’s going to see!”

Seth didn't listen. He reached the car and saw a woman clawing at the driver’s side door, her face a mask of blood and hysteria. “My daughter!” she screamed, pointing toward the passenger side. “Please, she’s trapped! She’s not moving!”

Seth moved to the other side of the vehicle. The door was jammed, the metal fused together by the force of the crash. He didn't reach for a tool. He reached for the handle. As his fingers closed around the cold steel, the blue light in his eyes flared with the intensity of a welding torch. He didn't pull; he simply willed the metal to yield. The hinges groaned and snapped, and he tossed the door aside as if it weighed nothing.

Inside, a young girl, no older than ten, was pinned beneath the dashboard. Her right leg was twisted at an impossible angle, the bone protruding through the skin in a mess of red and white. Her breathing was shallow, a wet, rattling sound that signaled the end. The air around Seth began to hum, the static lifting the dust from the floorboards of the car.

He reached out, his palms hovering over the girl’s shattered limb. He felt the heat first—a massive, overwhelming surge of warmth that started at the base of his spine and poured down his arms. It wasn't a choice. It was a release.

The blue light didn't just glow; it erupted. It poured from Seth’s hands in liquid ribbons of energy, wrapping around the girl’s leg like a shroud. The crowd gasped, falling back as the street was bathed in a brilliance that turned night into day. Seth’s vision went white, but he could feel the connection. He could feel the girl’s cells, the broken edges of the bone, the torn muscle fibers. He wasn't just seeing them; he was correcting the math.

The sound of knitting bone was a series of soft, rapid pops. The bleeding stopped instantly, the flesh sealing over as if the wound had never existed. The girl’s eyes snapped open, a deep breath gasping into her lungs. She looked up at Seth, her expression one of pure, unadulterated wonder.

The light faded as quickly as it had come. Seth slumped back, his knees hitting the pavement. The world felt grey and heavy, the vibrant colors of the night bled dry. Every muscle in his body felt as though it had been replaced with lead. The exhaustion was absolute, a physical weight that pressed him toward the asphalt.

“He healed her,” someone whispered from the sidewalk. “Look at her leg. It’s... it’s gone. The blood is gone.”

Dozens of smartphones were aimed at him, their screens reflecting the dying embers of the blue light in his eyes. Seth tried to stand, but his head spun. The buzzing in his ears had gone silent, replaced by a hollow, ringing void.

Steve was there in an instant, grabbing Seth under the arms and hauling him toward the shop. “We have to go. Now. Seth, move your feet!”

“She’s okay,” Seth mumbled, his chin dipping toward his chest. “I felt it. She’s whole.”

“Yeah, and you’re a viral video,” Steve hissed, glancing back at the crowd. He practically dragged Seth through the side door of the shop and slammed it shut, sliding the heavy deadbolt into place. He leaned his back against the wood, breathing hard. “They got it on camera, Seth. All of it. The light, the leg, your face. It’s probably on the internet before we even sat down.”

Seth sat on the floor, leaning against a stack of tires. The blue light in his eyes was a dim flicker now, like a candle struggling in a draft. He looked at his hands. They were trembling. “I couldn't just watch her die, Steve.”

“I know,” Steve replied, his voice softening as he looked at his friend. “But the world isn't ready for this. And the people who run the world? They’re going to want to know how you did it. They’re going to want to know if they can own it.”

Seth looked around the dark shop, the familiar tools and the smell of grease suddenly feeling like a fragile fortress. The energy inside him was low, a finite resource he didn't know how to replenish. He had saved a life, but he could feel the walls closing in. The miracle was public now, and the silence of Portland was a thing of the past.

“We need a plan,” Seth said, his voice a dry rasp. “Because they’re coming. I can feel the air changing.”

Steve nodded, his eyes fixed on the shop’s computer. “We’re going to need more than a plan, buddy. We’re going to need a miracle of our own.”
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The apartment was a graveyard of silicon and caffeine. Blue light from six different monitors washed over Anessa Cole, turning her skin the color of a shallow bruise. She did not blink. She did not move. Her fingers hovered over a mechanical keyboard, the only sound in the cramped space being the hum of cooling fans and the distant, muffled sirens of Portland’s suddenly frantic streets. The air smelled of burnt ozone and stale energy drinks, a scent she had grown to prefer over the suffocating normalcy of the world outside.

Anessa watched the waveforms. They were wrong. They weren't just spikes in the regional power grid; they were anomalies that defied the standard laws of electrical engineering. A massive surge had rippled outward from the hospital, a localized pulse that had momentarily blinded the city’s monitoring software. Then, an hour later, a second burst. This one was sharper. More concentrated. It had originated near a small auto shop on the edge of the downtown district. It wasn't a transformer blowing. It was something else.

“Show me,” she whispered.

Her fingers blurred. She wasn't just typing; she was carving a path through the noise. She bypassed the initial security layers of the municipal grid, sliding through backdoors she had installed months ago for a rainy day. The data resolved into a map. The heat signature was centered on a single point: Steve’s Auto Shop. She pulled up the hospital’s internal logs from earlier that night, her eyes scanning lines of code until she found the security footage archive. It was wiped. Cleanly. Professionally. That was the first red flag. The second was the ghosting in the server’s metadata—a digital fingerprint left by a federal agency she hadn't seen active in this sector for years.

Anessa leaned back, her glasses reflecting a cascade of scrolling green text. She didn't like mysteries she couldn't solve within ten minutes, and this one was starting to feel like a structural collapse. She pivoted, her focus shifting from the local grid to the deep-tier federal firewalls. Most hackers would have stopped at the encrypted gates of the Department of Energy, but Anessa wasn't most hackers. She was a scalpel in a world of blunt instruments. She found the breach point—a legacy port left open by a lazy administrator—and slipped inside.

The file was buried beneath three layers of false directories. It was titled Project Conduit.

She opened it, and the world seemed to tilt. There were satellite photos, thermal scans of the Michigan landscape, and a series of biological readings that shouldn't belong to a human being. At the center of the file was a photograph. It was a man. Seth Knight. He looked ordinary—a construction worker with tired eyes and tawny hair—but the notes scrawled in the margins of his profile were anything but ordinary. Subject 0-1. Non-terrestrial energy integration. Priority: Secure or neutralize.

“They already have a name for you,” she muttered. Her pulse quickened, a rare spike of genuine adrenaline hitting her chest. This wasn't just a news story about a local hero. This was a countdown. The feds weren't coming to thank him; they were coming to dismantle him. She saw the timestamp on the latest tactical update. A task force was already mobilizing, their coordinates locking onto the very shop she had just identified.

Anessa didn't think about the reward. She didn't think about the millions she could make by selling Seth’s location to a rival power or a private contractor. She thought about the math. The energy signature she had seen on the grid wasn't just power; it was a language. It was a complex, beautiful data-structure that didn't belong in this timeline. She was obsessed with it. She needed to see it, to touch the logic behind the lightning.

She stood up, grabbing a worn leather jacket and her encrypted tablet. “Not on my watch, boys,” she said to the empty room.

Two miles away, the interior of Steve’s Auto Shop felt like a pressurized chamber. Seth Knight sat on a milk crate, his head in his hands. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw the girl’s leg knitting back together, the blue fire of his own soul pouring into her skin. He felt hollowed out, as if the lightning strike had replaced his blood with something thinner and far more volatile. Steve was pacing the length of the garage, a wrench clutched in his hand like a talisman.

“You’re all over the internet, Seth,” Steve said, his voice tight. He gestured toward his laptop, which sat on a greasy workbench. “People are calling you the Blue-Eyed Healer. There are videos. Thousands of them. The whole damn world knows your face.”

Seth looked up, his eyes a dull, flickering sapphire. “I just wanted to help her, Steve. I didn't think about the cameras.”

“That’s the problem,” Steve replied. “You’re a good guy, but the world doesn't deal well with good guys who can rewrite biology. We need to move. We need to find somewhere that isn't listed on Google Maps.”

Suddenly, the laptop on the workbench chirped. A window popped open, overriding the browser. The screen went black, replaced by a single line of glowing white text: THEY ARE THIRTY MINUTES AWAY.

Steve froze. “What the hell is that? Seth, did you do that?”

Seth stood up slowly, the air around him beginning to hum. “No. That’s not me.”

The text on the screen shifted. EXOTIC THREAT MITIGATION TASK FORCE. SIX BLACK SUVS. TWO DRONES. THEY HAVE YOUR OZONE SIGNATURE. IF YOU STAY, YOU DIE.

“Who is this?” Steve shouted at the screen, his fingers hovering over the keys but afraid to touch them. “Is this a prank? Who are you?”

The laptop’s webcam activated, its small green light flickering on. A second later, the shop’s side door rattled. Seth shifted his weight, his hands beginning to glow with a faint, warning blue. He felt the static rising, the hair on his arms standing up as the energy inside him prepared for a fight. He wasn't a violent man, but the pressure in his chest was screaming at him to protect his space.

The door swung open, and a woman stepped inside. She was thin, wearing an oversized black hoodie and glasses that seemed too large for her face. She held a tablet in one hand, her fingers moving across the glass with a practiced, rhythmic grace. She didn't look like a federal agent. She looked like a ghost that had wandered out of a server room.

“Anessa Cole,” she said, her voice fast and dry. She didn't wait for an introduction. She walked past Steve and stopped three feet from Seth, her eyes scanning him with a clinical, intense curiosity. “And you’re the zero-day exploit the universe forgot to patch.”

Seth didn't lower his guard. “How did you find us?”

“I’ve been tracking the lightning since it left orbit,” Anessa said, glancing at her tablet. “You’re not exactly subtle, Seth. Every time you use that power, you light up the regional grid like a Christmas tree. The feds aren't far behind. In about four minutes, they’re going to round that corner, and this shop is going to become a federal crime scene.”

Steve stepped between them, his face pale. “Wait, you’re the one who sent the message? How do we know we can trust you? You could be leading them right to us.”

Anessa offered a cynical, sharp-edged smile. “If I wanted to sell you out, I’d be sitting in a penthouse in Dubai right now. I’m here because the math doesn't add up, and I hate unsolved equations. You’re a conduit for something that shouldn't exist, and I’m the only person smart enough to keep you off their radar.”

Seth looked into her eyes. He didn't see the fear he saw in the neighbors or the cold calculation he expected from the government. He saw a kindred spirit—someone who lived in the shadows and understood the weight of a secret. He felt the hum in his ears soften, the blue light in his eyes receding into a steady, watchful glow.

“What do we do?” Seth asked.

Anessa pointed toward the window. On the horizon, the first flickers of headlights appeared. They weren't the flashing lights of local police. They were steady, cold, and moving with military precision. Six black SUVs were sweeping down the main road, their engines a low, predatory growl that vibrated through the pavement.

“We run,” Anessa said, her voice dropping its sarcasm for the first time. “And we don't stop until we’re off the map.”

Seth looked at Steve, then back at the woman who had just shattered their silence. The world was closing in, the walls of the shop no longer feeling like a sanctuary. He could feel the feds approaching, a cold, clinical pressure that tasted like iron and ash. The miracle was over. The hunt had begun.
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The Federal Mobile Command Center did not arrive as a caravan. It arrived as an occupation.

The vehicle was a matte-black monolith, a pressurized shell of electronics and armor that looked entirely out of place against the soft, rolling hills of the Portland outskirts. It hissed to a halt on a gravel shoulder, its hydraulic stabilizers biting into the earth with a mechanical finality. Around it, the air seemed to thin, stripped of its rural stillness by the low-frequency hum of high-tier servers and the rhythmic thud of tactical boots hitting the pavement.

Agent Garrett Vance stepped out of the rear transport. He did not squint against the fading Michigan sun. His eyes, the color of cold flint, remained fixed on the horizon where the town sat unsuspecting. He adjusted the cuff of his charcoal suit, his movements precise and devoid of wasted energy. To Vance, the world was a series of variables to be managed, and Portland was currently a variable that had gone dangerously off-script.

“Status,” Vance said. His voice was a flat, clinical monotone that carried over the noise of the deployment.

A younger agent, crisp in a tactical vest, stepped forward with a tablet. “Mobile uplink established, sir. The perimeter is being set. Local law enforcement is awaiting your briefing at the staging point.”

Vance didn't look at the agent. He walked toward the interior of the command center, the pneumatic doors sliding open with a whisper of recycled air. Inside, the space was bathed in the pale, sterile glow of a dozen monitors. Technicians moved with practiced silence, their fingers dancing over keyboards as they wove a digital net over the county.

“Show me the footage,” Vance ordered.

A screen on the main bulkhead flickered to life. It was a grainy, handheld recording from a cell phone, shaky and blurred. In the center of the frame, Seth Knight stood over a mangled car. The blue light emanating from his hands was not a glow; it was a piercing, structural radiance that seemed to vibrate even through the low-quality sensor. As Seth touched the girl’s shattered leg, the bone didn't just heal. It reformed. The light pulsed, a rhythmic heartbeat of cosmic energy that defied every law of biology Vance had spent thirty years protecting.

The agents in the room held their breath, some wearing expressions of awe or suppressed terror. Vance showed nothing. He watched the clip three times, his gaze tracking the specific frequency of the blue discharge. To the world, this was a miracle. To Vance, it was a breach.

“It is not a medical event,” Vance said, his voice cutting through the silence. “It is a structural anomaly. The subject is interacting with the environment on a subatomic level. This is not a man helping a neighbor. This is a foreign object that has bypassed our atmospheric security.”

He turned away from the screen, his face a mask of iron. “Lock it down. Every cell tower within a twenty-mile radius is to be routed through our filters. I want every upload, every text, and every social media ping containing the words lightning, blue, or healer flagged and scrubbed. If the public thinks this is divine, they become unpredictable. We cannot afford unpredictable.”

“Sir, the local authorities are already fielding calls,” the technician said.

“I will handle the locals,” Vance replied.

The meeting with the Portland Police Chief took place in the shadow of the command center. Chief Miller was a man of the earth, his face lined with the stresses of a small-town crisis he wasn't equipped for. He looked at Vance’s expensive, nondescript suit and the tactical teams unloading crates of specialized sensors, and he felt the shift in power immediately.

“Agent Vance, I appreciate the help, but my boys have the situation under control,” Miller began, his hand resting on his belt. “We’re just looking for a local kid who got lucky in a storm. He’s a good kid. Seth Knight wouldn't hurt a fly.”

Vance stepped into the Chief’s personal space. He did not loom, but his presence was a physical weight. “Chief Miller, you are under the impression that this is a police matter. It is not. As of three minutes ago, Seth Knight is classified as a Tier One Exotic Threat. This jurisdiction is now federal property. Your officers will secure the outer perimeter and redirect traffic. They will not speak to the press. They will not approach the subject. Am I clear?”

Miller blinked, his jaw tightening. “You’re talking about a citizen like he’s a goddamn bomb.”

“A bomb has a predictable yield,” Vance said, his eyes like two chips of stone. “Mr. Knight is a bridge to something we do not yet understand. And bridges are either controlled or they are demolished. You have your orders.”

Vance turned his back on the Chief before the man could respond. He walked back into the command center and gestured to his lead tech. “Deploy the hounds.”

Outside, four sleek, black drones rose silently into the air. They weren't equipped with standard cameras. Their bellies housed advanced ozone-detection arrays and spectrographic sensors designed to sniff out the unique ionized trail left by Seth’s energy. The air in Portland was changing, saturated with a temporal residue that Vance’s sensors could track like a blood trail.

“The subject has a signature,” Vance noted, watching the data streams begin to populate his monitors. “The blue lightning isn't just light. It’s a localized rift. He’s leaking energy into the atmosphere. He can’t hide the smell of it.”
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