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PROLOGUE
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“What is this?” Baladin reviewed the visuals on his portal module. “It seems mortals are playing in the consciousness stream.” 

The dark robed figure gestured across his colorful kiosk. He changed settings and closed access to different areas of the higher realms to physical beings. 

After several minutes, a beep alerted him to a call. 

He swiped the frequency from dark purple to neon blue. “Yes, Agent Isham, how may I help you?” 

“Our access codes have changed. Advance’s agents are unable to enter the timeline energy streams. We have quantum skippers and other nuisances to capture before they do too much harm to reality.” 

“You mean: the consciousness paradox you already caused?” 

“We dealt with him.” 

“Until such time that equilibrium is regained, the quantum stream will remain closed.” 

“But Baladin...” 

With a gesture, blue turned yellow. He cut her off. He no longer wanted to speak with her. 

Next, the robed man accessed his quantum energy field manager. He noticed many problems. After running a diagnostic, he discovered a mortal, who had the tenacity to serve his cause, was about to crossover from the physical to the quantum. 

The only problem is that he had to convince her that his motives also served her needs. With a few more swipes, he opened his personal portal that glanced throughout the ages, dimensions, and universes. 

“It looks like I’m going to need some assistance and you, Sarah Mitchell, will be grateful to me for saving you- by serving me.” He stared at her military record with his index finger on his chin. “Serve me, you will.” 

He released the locks on his visual portal until the outside spun in energetic light of quantum consciousness. He waited until he recognized a desert war setting. As a column of light shown into the physical space, he locked his console. 

He stepped through the event horizon. 
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...Lub-dub. 

Over the sound of my heartbeat in my ears, I heard indistinct clatter in the background. At first, the sounds seemed muffled and distant, but as time passed, the voices became words. With each syllable, more and more of my surroundings resounded with a concussive force against my eardrums. 

Even though the pressure stung, the picture in my mind’s eye became cohesive. I heard people walking and talking down tiled halls. Still some screamed in agony while others yelled for assistance nearer to me. Words like doctor, nurse, surgery, and triage floated through the air. 

From my gurney, I perceived the frantic pace of the hospital. Wind rushed by me as bodies breezed in and out of the room. The commotion of a busy emergency room circulated around me while the air streaming past me felt as cool as the night time temperature. 

It was night. I remembered something, but I could not bring forth other memories. I tried to recall something, anything. Thoughts were difficult enough to induce, as I pushed through an endless sea of fog. With steady effort, flashes of moments claimed spots in my mind. Each picture remained as a focal point until the next image rotated into being. 

Still incoherence threw challenges at my cognition. The slideshow was out of context and chronology. My twentieth birthday party appeared, as did my first day in kindergarten. Next, a picture from my graduation from boot camp took its place. I smelled and recognized a bouquet of lilies on a casket. Darkness of a moonless night where millions of stars shined in their galaxies above me, that deepened my sense of urgency. The wave of the United States flag displayed the red, white, and blue above spotlights in front of my childhood home. 

Boom! I heard an explosion. Fireworks? I saw an array of colored lights as my synapses overloaded and the world around me turned black. 

What was happening to me?  

...Dub-bum. 

My eyes were closed.  I tried to blink, but my eyelids were caked over with a dried substance. My lids would not budge at my command, and neither would my arms nor hands. I was stuck in place. 

I was strapped down!

...Ba-boom.

My blood pressure swam in my ears. I was consumed with hearing my heartbeat. My heart kept me aware. The thumping made me know that I was alive. I could not hear anything else, but my heart and my thoughts. I heard myself think. 

I could think. 

The rush of adrenaline into my veins proved that I was able to react to stimuli. I used that strength to fight through the confusion. My breathing became rapid, and then, I began to perspire. I felt the beaded liquid on my forehead, and how sweat ran into my eyes. 

With the dried goop softened, I was able to open my eyelids and view the world around me. Since my head and body were tied down, my gaze was transfixed to wherever my face pointed. For now, that was the ceiling. I stared upward as my mind assimilated what I saw into knowledge. 

The white acoustical tiles were painted with a number of fluids, including blood splatter. Dark swaths of brown as well as light crimson swirled above me on a bright white canvas of fiberglass. This modern mosaic of human origin was exhibited far above my head. 
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