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The Echo Gene Series

Book One: The Resonance Tests

Prologue: The Day the World Whispered

Then: Twenty Years Ago

The sky didn't fall. The ground didn't shake. There was no thunder, no lightning, no warning at all.

At 3:47 PM on a Tuesday, the world simply... hummed.

For exactly sixty-three seconds, every person on Earth felt something—a vibration in their bones, a ringing in their ears, a strange electric tingle at the base of their skull. Babies stopped crying. Old people wept without knowing why. Dogs howled in unison from Tokyo to Tulsa.

Then it stopped.

And for most people, life went on.

But for one percent of the population—children, mostly, though some adults too—something had changed. Something had awakened. They didn't know it yet. They wouldn't know it for months, some of them years.

But the Echo Gene had activated.

And nothing would ever be the same.
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Chapter 1: The Music Festival
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Now

Jasper Cole had never wanted to be at a music festival.

He hated crowds. He hated noise. He hated the way people pressed against each other like they actually enjoyed being packed together like sardines in a can. But his best friend Leo had bought the tickets months ago, back when they were both normal seventeen-year-olds who did normal seventeen -year-old things, and Jasper hadn't had the heart to say no.

"I'll be right back," Leo shouted over the thundering bass. "Getting us water!"

Jasper nodded, though he knew Leo couldn't see him. The crowd had already swallowed his friend whole, leaving Jasper alone in a sea of bodies.

Just breathe, he told himself. It's just a concert. Thousands of people do this every weekend. You're fine.

He wasn't fine.

The bass was too loud. The lights were too bright. The girl next to him was crying—happy tears, apparently, because the band had just played her favorite song—but Jasper could see the tension in her shoulders, the way she kept checking her phone, the way she smiled too wide when her boyfriend wasn't looking.

He doesn't love her anymore, Jasper thought, and immediately felt guilty. He didn't know that. He couldn't know that. He was just projecting.

But then the girl's boyfriend turned away, and her smile dropped instantly, and Jasper saw her face in that unguarded moment—

And he heard her.

Not her voice. Not the words she was saying. Something deeper. Something that felt like thought but wasn't quite thought. It was the thing people don't even say to themselves. The secret they keep from their own reflection.

I'm not pretty enough. I'm not enough. He's going to leave and I'll be alone and I'm not enough I'm not enough I'm not—

Jasper stumbled backward, colliding with a guy wearing a leather jacket.

"Hey, watch it—"

The guy's hidden thought hit Jasper like a punch.

I hope she's here. I hope she came. If she's with him again I'll kill him. I'll actually kill him this time. The knife is in my pocket. I can feel it. I could do it. I could.

Jasper's hands flew to his ears, but that didn't help because the thoughts weren't coming from outside. They were coming from inside—inside his head, inside everyone's head, a flood of hidden truths pouring into him from every direction.

The woman three rows back: The baby isn't my husband's.

The man selling t-shirts: I stole from the register again. I can't stop. I'm going to get caught.

The teenager with blue hair: I want to die. I want to die. I want to die.

"Stop," Jasper whispered. "Please stop."

But it didn't stop. It got worse. The music was still playing, the bass still thundering, but underneath it all was this tidal wave of human secrets, years of buried guilt and shame and fear and desire and grief and pain, so much pain, and Jasper couldn't breathe, couldn't think, couldn't—

He collapsed.

The last thing he heard before the darkness took him was a thought so loud it drowned out all the others:

Someone call 911. He's not breathing. Oh god oh god oh god he's not breathing.
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Chapter 2: The Processing Center
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Jasper woke up on a plastic mattress in a room with no windows.

The ceiling was white. The walls were white. The single light fixture above him hummed with a frequency that made his teeth ache. He tried to sit up and discovered his wrists were strapped down.

"Hey!" His voice came out cracked and dry. "Hey, someone! What is this?"

A door slid open silently. A woman in a gray uniform stepped inside, holding a clipboard. She had the kind of face that gave nothing away—pleasant but empty, like a mannequin in a store window.

"You're awake," she said. "Good. The doctor will see you shortly."

"Where am I? Why am I strapped down?"

"Standard procedure for new Awakened. You're in a Harmony Commission processing center. Your episode at the festival triggered a public disturbance response. You've been here for three days."

Three days?

Jasper's mind raced. His parents. Leo. School. "I need to call my family. They're going to be freaking out—"

"Your family has been notified. They've been told you're receiving specialized medical care. They're very relieved you're alive."

The way she said it—very relieved—made Jasper's stomach turn. It was too smooth. Too practiced. Like she'd said the exact same words to a hundred other teenagers.

"Can I see them?"

"That will be determined after your classification."

"My what?"

But the woman was already leaving, the door sliding shut behind her with a soft hiss.

Jasper lay there, staring at the white ceiling, and for the first time since he'd woken up, he tried to feel for those hidden thoughts. The room was quiet. The woman was gone. There was just him and the humming light and the faint sound of footsteps somewhere in the distance.

He focused. Reached out.

Nothing.

Just silence.

He didn't know whether to be relieved or terrified.

The doctor came three hours later.

Dr. Amara Singh was small and sharp-featured, with kind eyes and a no-nonsense manner that reminded Jasper of his favorite teacher from middle school. She didn't carry a clipboard. She carried a tablet, and she sat on the edge of his bed while she talked to him, which felt surprisingly human.

"You're Jasper Cole, seventeen, no prior medical issues, no family history of Awakening. Your episode was classified as a Perceptor activation. Do you know what that means?"

Jasper shook his head.

"The Awakened—people whose Echo Gene activated during the Resonance—generally fall into three categories. Manifestors have physical abilities. Conductors manipulate energy. Perceptors have mental powers. Telepathy, empathy, precognition. Based on your symptoms, we believe you may be a telepath."

The word hit Jasper like a physical blow. Telepath. Mind-reader. One of those freaks in movies who could never have normal relationships because they knew what everyone really thought.

"I don't want to be a telepath."

Dr. Singh's expression didn't change. "That's a common initial reaction. Most new Awakened struggle with acceptance. But I want you to understand something, Jasper: this isn't a choice. The Echo Gene activated in you. You can't give it back. The only question is whether you learn to control it or let it control you."

"What if I don't want either option?"

"Then you'll be classified as unstable and transferred to a long-term care facility where you'll spend the rest of your life sedated." She said it calmly, matter-of-factly, like she was discussing the weather. "I don't recommend that path."

Jasper stared at her. "That's an option?"

"For people who refuse to cooperate with the Commission, yes. The Awakened are dangerous, Jasper—not because we're bad people, but because uncontrolled powers hurt people. Sometimes the person with the power. Sometimes innocent bystanders. The Commission exists to prevent that."

"By locking us up?"

"By helping you learn control." She stood, brushing off her lab coat. "You'll be moved to the observation wing tomorrow. You'll undergo a series of tests to determine the full scope of your ability. Once you're classified, you'll begin training. Cooperate, and you'll be home within a month. Fight it, and..." She shrugged.

"And I get the 'long-term care facility.'"

"I'm glad we understand each other."

After she left, Jasper lay in the dark and tried to decide if he'd just been threatened or offered a helping hand. He wasn't sure there was a difference.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
1 | .

Y

K.J.LHYUN NIGHT





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
/<





