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For those who can hear the music amidst the chaos and find courage in the silence.

And for my husband, my safe harbor—inside and outside of all my stories.
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The Silver Score Under New York Lights

In New York City, silence isn’t the absence of sound.

It’s power.

Marcus Sterling is a man forged by duty. A former cop, a natural strategist, and the guardian of the Sterling family, he carries a silver cylinder recovered from the depths of the Caribbean—na artifact that vibrates, pulses, and seems to respond to something unseen. Something science can’t explain.

But the object won’t open.

Not until he meets Diana Clarke.

A gifted violinist ignored by the world, Diana survives by busking under the arches of Central Park. She believes her music is just a desperate attempt to feel alive. What she doesn’t know is that the melody echoing through her dreams isn’t a creation—it’s na activation.

When their paths cross, the cylinder finally awakens.

And it sings.

Now, beneath the neon glow of Times Square and the shadows lurking under the Empire State Building, Marcus and Diana are thrust into a race against time. On one side stands Vortex Sports—a ruthless organization that won’t hesitate to erase lives to control a code capable of redefining the global balance of power. On the other, na ancient symphony that demands more than talent: it demands courage, trust, and surrender.

Amidst high-octane chases, technological conspiracies, and a connection that vibrates beyond logic, they will discover that the Silver Score is more than a map.

It’s a calling.

And the next note could change the fate of nations.

Get ready.

The concert has begun.

And in Manhattan, every second could be your last.
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CHAPTER 1: Silent Vigilance
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Metal grinding against metal was New York’s unofficial anthem.

But to Marcus Sterling, the screech of the Q Train didn’t sound like a routine—it sounded like a warning.

He leaned against the subway doors, arms crossed, his posture too rigid for someone just heading home. Beneath his leather jacket, he felt the silver cylinder pressing against his chest.

It wasn’t his imagination.

It was pulsing.

Thump.

Thump.

Marcus closed his eyes for a beat.

Ever since the Caribbean, the piece had been dormant. Now, in the city’s belly, it felt... alive.

He pulled out his phone, activated a secure line, and pressed it to his ear.

On the third ring, she picked up.

“Marcus?” Verity’s voice was steady, but the underlying tension was unmistakable. “Tell me you’re not exposed.”

“I’m on the subway.”

“Great place to vanish,” she murmured. “What’s going on?”

Marcus pressed the cylinder against his ribs, feeling the heat bleed through the fabric of his shirt.

“It’s reacting. It’s not just vibrating anymore. It’s like it’s tracking something.”

Silence on the other end.

“Tracking what?”

“The noise. The louder the train gets, the harder it thumps.”

Verity took a sharp breath. “Sebastian’s reacted to the cold. Mine responded to invisible fields. Yours... maybe it needs sound.”

“Sound? In New York?” Marcus let out a short, dry laugh. “Then it picked the perfect place.”

“Or the most dangerous one.”

He snapped his eyes open.

Across the car, a man in a baseball cap wasn’t even trying to hide the fact that he was watching him.

“They’re already here, aren’t they?” Verity asked.

“Three suspects. Maybe more.”

“Marcus...”

“I know.”

But he wasn’t sure if he was talking to her or to himself.

“Don’t underestimate Vortex,” she insisted. “They never move on impulse.”

“Neither do I.”

The train decelerated. The doors slid open.

Times Square.

The loud, beating heart of the world.

“See you in Switzerland,” she said.

“If they let me.”

He hung up.

The crowd swallowed him whole. The smell of street food. Expensive perfume. The frantic rush. Artificial light reflecting off the marble floors.

Then came the impact.

A shoulder slammed into his.

Too hard to be na accident.

“Hey, big guy,” said the man in the cap, stepping into his path. “You dropped something.”

Marcus didn’t look down. “I didn’t drop a thing.”

Two others closed in, tightening the space around him.

Blank faces. Cold eyes.

Trained.

“Let’s make this easy,” the leader said. “The cylinder. Hand it over and you walk away in one piece.”

Marcus tilted his head slightly. “Did you guys rehearse that line?”

The man smirked. “Don’t make this complicated. You don’t want to make a scene here.”

Marcus mapped the distance in a split second. The pillar behind him. The escalator to his right. The cameras on the ceiling.

“A scene?” he replied, his voice dropping to a low growl. “You picked the wrong stage.”

The first one lunged.

Mistake.

Marcus seized the man’s wrist before his fingers could even graze his jacket. He pivoted with surgical precision, using his own attacker as a shield as the others closed in.

One move.

Another.

Nothing flashy. Nothing theatrical.

Fast. Controlled. Definitive.

One of them dropped to his knees, gasping for air.

The second hit the pillar with a dull thud.

The third hesitated—and to Marcus, hesitation was na invitation.

“I warned you,” he muttered.

He cleared the space and headed for the stairs without looking back. He wasn’t running out of fear. He was running because he’d learned that survival was about choosing when to fight.

The cold street air hit his face.

Times Square was na explosion of light. Massive screens flashed ads. Tourists laughed. Taxis honked.

Normal life.

But the cylinder changed.

The heat stopped. So did the vibration.

For a second, it went completely still.

Then—

A note.

Sharp. Distant.

A violin.

The melody drifted through the cacophony of sirens and voices, coming from the direction of Bryant Park. It was classical, but there was something feral about it. As if every stroke of the bow was a defiance.

The cylinder warmed up again.

But it wasn’t thumping now.

It was responding.

Marcus turned slowly toward the sound.

The Vortex team was emerging from the subway stairs, scanning the crowd for him.

He had two choices:

Disappear.

Or follow
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