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Chapter 1.The Apex of the Storm
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The world didn’t just grow dark; it bruised. Outside the reinforced facets of the Aethelgard Observatory, the sky had turned a sickly, necrotic shade of violet that pulsed in time with the low-frequency thrum vibrating through the floorboards.

Peter Thorne stood at the center of the aperture, his eyes tracking the impossible geometry of the supercell. It wasn’t a standard storm. It was a gravitational sinkhole, dragging the very atmosphere into a knot of frantic, electric intent.

"Pressure dropping below the scale," Sonia Singh shouted, her voice tight with suppressed panic. She wrestled with the holographic interface, her fingers leaving glowing trails in the stale, ionized air. "We’re losing containment on the primary sensors. The wind shear just hit four hundred miles per hour."

Mercy didn’t look up from her diagnostic tablet. Her chair scraped harshly against the reinforced flooring as she braced her boots against the console. "We aren’t losing sensors, Sonia. We’re being erased. Whatever this storm is, it’s not reading the barometric pressure because it’s rewriting the physics of this mountain."

Jacob, the youngest of the team, huddled near the edge of the observation deck. He was staring at the floor—at the thick, proprietary glass that shielded them from the absolute annihilation swirling just inches away. A hairline fracture had appeared beneath his heel, a jagged, luminous thread that seemed to hum with a discordant, crystalline vibration.

"The spire is humming," Jacob whispered, his knuckles white as he gripped a handrail. "It’s not just the wind. The tower is singing back to it."

Peter finally turned, his face a mask of predatory exhilaration. His eyes were bloodshot, reflecting the swirling purple madness churning outside. "It’s not a storm, Jacob. It’s a bridge. We’ve finally poked a hole in the veil, and it’s staring back at us."

A concussive blast struck the observatory, a sound like the tectonic plates of the world snapping in half. The entire structure groaned, the metal skeleton shuddering as the pressure differential surged. Objects shifted, coffee mugs slid toward the edges of desks, and the air turned razor-sharp with the scent of ozone and something older, like crushed stone and ancient electricity.

Sonia sprinted to the central diagnostic pillar. She slammed her palm against the emergency shutoff, but the controls flickered and turned translucent, dissolving into wisps of static. "The fail-safes are offline. Peter, if we don’t initiate a hard dump on the gravitational capacitors, the resonance feedback will liquify the spire."

"We can’t dump the pulse," Peter snapped, his voice dangerously calm amidst the shrieking wind. "If we interrupt the calibration now, we lose the signal forever. We are inches away from hearing the dying gasp of a star, and you’re worried about the structural integrity of a building?"

Mercy stood up, her tablet forgotten on the floor. She stepped toward Peter, her face inches from his. "We’re not just going to lose the building, Peter. We’re going to be atomized. Look at the glass."

They all looked down. The fracture beneath Jacob’s feet had split into a complex, sprawling fractal. It was beautiful and terrifying, glowing with a soft, bioluminescent hue that matched the storm’s heart. The glass wasn't just breaking; it was liquefying, turning into a viscous, silver-gray membrane that rippled like the surface of a dark pond.

Outside, the storm paused. The raging chaos of the supercell settled into a sudden, vacuum-sealed silence that was far more oppressive than the wind. The violet light deepened until it was almost black, and the spire of the observatory emitted a high-pitched, metallic whine that vibrated deep in their teeth.

"It’s not moving," Sonia whispered, her eyes wide as she watched the clouds above them freeze in mid-churn. "Everything just stopped. Why did everything stop?"

Peter stepped toward the membrane of the floor, his hand outstretched, oblivious to the danger. "It didn't stop," he corrected, his voice trembling with a terrifying reverence. "It’s focusing."

The floor beneath them shivered, a sharp, violent tremor that tossed Jacob to his knees. The glass began to bend downward, not toward the rocks a mile below, but toward a horizon that shouldn't have existed. Through the rippling floor, they saw no mountain, no earth, and no storm.

They saw a vast, cold expanse of starlight, ancient and uncaring, stretching out to greet them. The eye of the glass had opened, and they were falling through it before they even realized they had begun to move.
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Chapter 2.Echoes in the Infrastructure
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The air in the observatory didn’t just grow thin; it tasted of ozone and ancient, frozen dust. Peter Thorne clawed at the console, his fingers slick with sweat, his eyes locked on the monitor’s frantic pulse. Beside him, Jacob Finch was a pale, shivering anchor, his knuckles white as he gripped the edge of the auxiliary panel.

"Stay with the frequency, Jacob," Peter commanded, his voice unnervingly steady despite the cacophony of the tempest outside. "If the sine wave slips, the resonator will lose the harmonic lock. We’ll lose her."

Jacob didn’t look at Peter. He couldn’t. His gaze was fixed on the glass floor—or where the floor should have been. It had become a translucent, gelatinous membrane, rippling like oil on water. Beneath it, the mountain was gone. In its place, swirling nebula-gases of bruised purple and sickly, dying gold churned in a silent, suffocating void.

"Peter," Jacob whispered, his voice trembling so violently it sounded like a recording played back at half-speed. "The glass... it’s not shaking with the wind anymore. It’s breathing."

A low, subterranean thrum vibrated through the soles of their boots. It wasn't the roar of the supercell—the wind had been abruptly silenced, replaced by a rhythmic, subsonic pulse that seemed to originate from the building’s very skeleton. Every support beam, every rivet, every pane of tempered glass in the spire was oscillating in a perfect, terrifying synchronicity.

Peter’s eyes darted to the spectral signature on his display. It wasn't just a signal anymore. It was a language. A complex, recursive geometry of light that defied the standard laws of quantum mechanics. He felt a surge of exhilaration that bordered on the psychotic. She was there. He could feel the echo of her presence in the static, a ghost in the machine that was finally beginning to manifest.

"Adjust the gain to the sub-harmonic frequency," Peter ordered, ignoring the way the room seemed to stretch and warp around them, the ceiling lengthening into an impossible, jagged aperture. "Do it now, Jacob!"

Jacob’s hands moved of their own accord, though he felt as if his skin were crawling with static electricity. As he slid the slider upward, the humming increased in pitch, shifting from a dull rumble to a high, piercing whine that vibrated behind his teeth.

Suddenly, the world didn't just feel wrong—it felt sentient.

Jacob looked up at the spiraling glass walls of the observatory. The reflections weren't showing them anymore. Instead, the glass acted as a series of multifaceted mirrors, projecting shifting, impossible shapes into the center of the room. He saw his own face, but his eyes were replaced by cold, swirling vortices of stellar fire. He gasped, pulling his hands away from the console as if burned.

"It’s not just a resonator," Jacob breathed, backing away. "Peter, listen to it! It’s not echoing the star. The star is listening back! It’s trying to find a way in."

"It’s a bridge, Jacob!" Peter shouted over the rising whine, his obsession clouding his perception of the mounting catastrophe. "It’s the only way to bridge the distance! Keep the connection open!"

"The connection is a wound!" Jacob yelled back, his fear finally giving way to a sickening clarity. He could see the cracks spider-webbing across the glass panels now, not from the pressure of the storm, but from the sheer weight of the thing on the other side. "We’re letting something in that doesn't belong in this dimension!"

Outside, the supercell had ceased its natural motion. The clouds had frozen into a circular, monolithic structure, a massive eye of storm-debris centered directly over the spire. The pressure in the room dropped so sharply that Jacob’s ears popped, a stinging pain that blurred his vision.

Peter leaned into the console, his face illuminated by the harsh, flickering violet light of the resonator’s output. He was no longer looking at the monitor; he was watching the void beneath the floor. A silhouette was forming there, a shifting, geometric shadow that reached upward toward the glass membrane. It looked, for a brief, heart-stopping second, like a human hand—delicate, reaching, and impossibly long.

"Daddy?" Jacob heard a whisper, though he knew the sound hadn't come from Peter. It hadn't come from the room at all. It had come from inside his own mind.

Jacob grabbed Peter’s shoulder, his grip fierce, desperate. "Peter, look at me! That’s not your daughter. Look at the data! The spectral shift—it’s not electromagnetic. It’s gravitational decay. It’s tearing the local reality apart!"

Peter froze. The ghost of a smile vanished from his lips as he finally glanced at the secondary readouts. The numbers weren't just fluctuating; they were cascading into null-values. The reality of the observatory was being overwritten. The steel floorboards were losing their solidity, turning into a translucent, shimmering vapor.

"The integrity of the spire," Peter muttered, his voice hollow, the realization dawning on him with the cold weight of a grave. "It’s not holding the resonance. It’s... it’s being consumed by it."

"Shut it down!" Jacob pleaded, his voice breaking. "Before it finishes the tear!"

Peter looked at the console, then back at the shifting, abyssal light beneath their feet. The temptation was a physical ache, a gravitational pull on his soul. He had come so close. He was standing on the threshold of the afterlife, or the end of everything. He reached for the master override, but his hand hovered, paralyzed by the sight of the shadow beneath the glass. It wasn't just a shape anymore. It was an eye, vast and ancient, opening within the heart of the dying star, staring back at them with a hunger that defied human understanding.

The humming reached a crescendo, a sound so loud it felt as though the very air were hardening into glass. The observatory shuddered, the sound of tearing metal echoing through the structure like a death rattle. For a moment, the world dissolved into a blinding, monochromatic flash of pure, unadulterated radiation.

In that heartbeat of absolute silence, Peter realized his hubris. The star hadn't been waiting to be contacted; it had been waiting to be released. And they were the ones who had unlatched the gate.

He lunged for the kill-switch, his fingernails scraping against the cooling metal of the console, just as the glass above them began to rain down in lethal, slow-motion shards of freezing light.

The air in the lab had turned into a thick, ionized soup, tasting of ozone and scorched copper. Sonia’s fingers flew across the haptic interface, though the controls were beginning to stutter, the holograms flickering with a rhythmic, sickening pulse that matched the thrumming in the walls.

“The load-bearing frequency is peaking, Peter!” she shouted, her voice tight, strained against the rising roar of the storm outside—a sound that had moved past the register of wind and into something approximating a tectonic groan. “We’re pushing eight hundred terahertz. The cooling systems are liquefying. If we don’t shunt the current now, the whole spire is going to crystallize.”

Peter didn't turn. He was locked in a trance, his eyes tracing the shifting, impossible patterns of light that were bleeding through the laboratory glass. These weren't mere light refractions; they were geometric anomalies, rigid, crystalline shapes that hung in the air, shifting in ways that defied Euclidean space.

“It’s not just current, Sonia,” Peter murmured, his tone eerily calm, almost reverent. “It’s a language. Look at the phase alignment. It’s trying to conjugate.”

Mercy stepped forward, grabbing the back of Peter’s chair and spinning him toward her. Her face was pale, her usual biting cynicism replaced by a raw, frantic edge. She pointed toward the far wall, where a shadow had detached itself from a workbench. It hung suspended in mid-air, a three-dimensional representation of a tesseract that bled into the floorboards like ink in water.

“Look at the walls, you son of a bitch!” Mercy screamed, the sound barely carrying over the violent rattle of the superstructure. “That isn’t data. That’s a rupture. You aren’t listening to a star, you’re letting something in. Or rather, you’re providing the door.”

Jacob, huddled in the corner near the resonator’s auxiliary core, let out a strangled, low sound. He was clutching his temples, his knuckles white. “It’s not a door,” he whispered, his eyes wide and unfocused, staring at the ceiling as if he could see through the reinforced composite. “It’s a lure. We’re the bait. The storm... it’s not an atmospheric event. It’s an appetite.”

“Jacob, get away from the intake valve!” Sonia ordered, darting toward him, but the floor beneath her feet suddenly shuddered with such violence that she was thrown against the central console.

The lab plunged into a brief, blinding sequence of violet flashes. Every piece of metallic equipment in the room began to vibrate in unison, a low-frequency hum that vibrated the very marrow of their bones. The glass spire, the pride of Aethelgard, turned translucent, then opaque, then seemingly non-existent, revealing the swirling, impossibly dark heart of the vortex waiting just outside the threshold.

“Peter, stop it!” Sonia screamed, fighting to regain her footing. “The integrity of the spire is at ten percent! We are going to be pulverized by the atmospheric pressure differential!”

Peter stood, his hands hovering over the main kill-switch, his expression a mask of dawning, terrifying clarity. He looked at the shadows on the wall—the shifting, hungry geometry—and then at the team. He saw the genuine, paralyzing fear on Jacob’s face, the desperate fury in Mercy’s eyes, and the sheer, pragmatic terror in Sonia’s.

“It’s not her,” Peter whispered, the admission hitting him like a physical blow. “I thought... I thought if I tuned it to the right frequency, the echoes of her life in the background radiation would... they would manifest.”

“She’s not here, Peter!” Mercy roared, stepping into his space, her eyes darting to the ceiling as a hairline fracture spiderwebbed across the reinforced pane above them, leaking a freezing, silvery mist into the room. “Nothing is here but what you invited in! We have to sever the feed!”

Peter’s hand hovered over the emergency shut-off. He looked toward the vortex outside. For a fraction of a second, the swirling chaos coalesced into something that looked vaguely, cruelly, like a human hand, pressing against the outside of the glass. It was so vast it defied scale, a limb made of compressed storm clouds and refracted starlight. It was reaching for the resonator.

The entire observatory pitched at an agonizing angle. Equipment tumbled, sparking as it tore from the floor. Sonia grabbed a heavy conduit cable, trying to wedge it into the manual override port, her movements fluid and desperate.

“If you don't cut the connection now, it will pull us into the singularity along with the hardware!” she yelled, her voice breaking. “It’s not a transmission anymore, Peter! It’s a bridge!”

Jacob stood up, his body swaying as if he were underwater. He reached out, his hand passing through one of the floating geometric shapes. It didn't burn him; it seemed to resonate with him, his skin turning a faint, bioluminescent blue. “It knows us,” Jacob said, his voice dropping into a hollow, melodic tone that sounded nothing like his own. “It knows why we’re here. It’s hungry for the grief. It’s feeding on the connection.”

“Shut it down, Peter!” Mercy lunged for the console, shoving him aside to get a hand on the emergency lever, but the air suddenly grew heavy, like lead. The room pressurized, making it impossible to breathe.

They were trapped in a bubble of stasis, an island of reality surrounded by an ocean of chaos. The glass of the observatory, once a marvel of engineering, began to hum with a high-pitched, harmonic whine that sounded like a thousand choir singers screaming in a minor key.

Peter looked at the console, then at his team, then back at the nightmare pressing against the glass. He realized then that the kill-switch wasn’t just a toggle—it was an anchor. To pull it was to sever the connection, but in doing so, he would be forced to face the weight of the energy he had pulled into this room.

He gripped the lever, his fingers trembling, and looked at Sonia. For a second, the rage and the fear in her eyes vanished, replaced by a final, grim solidarity.

“Do it,” she breathed.

The spire groaned, a metallic, screeching sound of steel yielding to impossible stresses. Outside, the vortex pulsed—a heartbeat of light and shadow that threatened to shatter the very fabric of the room. The geometric shapes on the walls began to spin faster, turning into blurred, angry streaks of color that burned the retinas of anyone who dared look at them.

Peter tightened his grip, his feet sliding on the vibrating floor. "Forgive me," he muttered, though it was unclear if he was speaking to his team, the dead, or the entity that was currently trying to climb through the eye of the storm into their world.

He didn't just pull the lever; he slammed it into the lock-out position with everything he had.

A sound erupted that wasn't a sound at all—it was the sensation of reality folding in on itself. The resonator shrieked, the internal coils glowing white-hot as they reversed their polarity. The feedback loop, once an outward reach, suddenly turned into a violent, internal implosion.

The lab shuddered, and for a heartbeat, everything stopped. The wind stopped. The humming stopped. The shadows hung suspended in the air, frozen in their complex, terrifying arrays.

Then, the first pane of glass shattered.

It didn’t break outward into the storm. It exploded inward, into razor-sharp slivers of freezing light, cutting through the room with the force of a landslide. The vacuum of the vortex began to bleed into the facility, and the floorboards buckled as the weight of the storm-entity pushed against the remaining threshold of the dome.

"Get out!" Peter shoved Mercy and Jacob toward the emergency hatch at the rear of the laboratory. "Get to the tunnel! Now!"

"Peter, you have to come with us!" Sonia yelled, grabbing his arm, but he pulled away, his eyes fixed on the core, which was beginning to melt, the super-cooled liquid nitrogen spraying out in a hiss of white death.

"I have to stabilize the override," Peter said, his voice strangely flat. "If I don't, the feedback won't hold. It’ll just snap back to the vortex. Go!"

He didn't wait for them to argue. He began frantically rerouting the terminal’s final, dying commands, his hands moving with a speed that spoke of a man who had finally accepted his penance. Behind him, the glass spire cracked again, a sound like a glacier splintering, and the silhouette of the entity pushed further into the space, its formless limbs beginning to coil around the observatory’s central support pillars.

The air in the room was now thick with debris, the metallic smell of the burning resonator masking the scent of the coming void. Mercy glanced back one last time, seeing Peter Thorne, the architect of their destruction, standing before the glowing, dying light of the resonator, a solitary, fragile figure against the encroaching tide of a cosmic, uncaring force.

He was no longer looking for his daughter. He was looking only for the courage to close the door.
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Chapter 3.The Anatomy of a Siren
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The control room was a cacophony of shrieking metal and synthetic alarms that had long since bypassed their audio dampeners. Peter didn’t flinch. His fingers danced over the haptic array, his eyes tracking the cascading red lines of the resonator’s output. He was a man possessed, his knuckles white, his breath coming in shallow, ragged bursts.

"Peter, if you lock those dampeners, the vibration will shatter the primary containment array!" Sonia shouted over the roar of the wind. She was hunched over a secondary terminal, her hands flying across the glass interface, trying to force the mechanical struts to compensate for the oscillating pressure. "We need to modulate the frequency, not override it!"

"Modulation won't open the door!" Peter retorted, his voice strained and unnervingly calm compared to the violence of the storm outside. He slammed a physical override lever into its primary housing. The click was final—a sound like a bone snapping in a quiet room.

"The door?" Mercy shoved her way toward the console, her face etched with a mix of fury and dawning horror. She gripped the back of Peter's chair, spinning him to face her. "Peter, look at the data! Look at what’s actually pulling on those lines! That isn’t your daughter’s heartbeat. It’s not even human."

"You don't know that," Peter spat, turning back to the flickering projection of the dying star. He forced the slider on the resonance dampener to zero. "You aren't listening to the waveform. It’s layered, Mercy. Beneath the noise, there’s a pattern. A signature."

A thunderous boom rocked the mountain—not thunder, but the sound of the observatory’s exterior shielding beginning to warp under the impossibly localized wind sheer. The floor tilted three degrees to the west. Jacob stumbled, falling against the wall, his eyes fixed on the ceiling where the reinforced glass panels were beginning to spiderweb.

"Peter, get up!" Sonia lunged for the terminal, attempting to claw back control of the safety protocols, but Peter shoved her hand away. It was the first time he had ever touched her with anything other than clinical necessity. The shove was desperate, fueled by a terrifying, singular conviction.

"Stay back, Sonia. I’m almost there."

"You’re going to kill us all!" she screamed, her voice cracking. "The structural integrity is at twelve percent. The storm is responding to your transmission. It’s not a conduit anymore—it’s a feedback loop! If you don't release those dampeners, the spire is going to fold in on itself!"

Peter didn't answer. He was watching the resonance monitor. The waveform had shifted from a jagged, chaotic spike to a smooth, perfect sine wave—the kind of geometry that shouldn't exist in a natural phenomenon. It was the "eye" of the transmission.

Outside, the supercell had ceased to sound like wind. It had taken on a low, thrumming vibration that resonated in the teeth of everyone in the room. It was as if the mountain itself were being struck by a giant, ethereal tuning fork.

"The dampeners are locked," Peter whispered, a ghost of a smile touching his lips. "Initiating the final bridge."

He punched the last command sequence.

The entire observatory groaned. It was a visceral, grinding sound of steel tortured beyond its tensile strength. The internal lighting strobed, dying down to a sickly, pulsating violet hue that made their shadows stretch and contort against the walls.

"Jacob, the tunnel!" Sonia roared, abandoning the console as a panel of the outer glass wall finally gave way. The air that rushed in was freezing, carrying with it a spray of ozone and something sharper, something that tasted like old copper and burnt static.

Jacob didn't move. He stood frozen, his gaze locked on the center of the lab where the resonator’s beam was now bleeding into the air. It was no longer a beam of light; it was a puncture. A tear in the thin veil of the room, through which something vast and ancient seemed to be peering.

"Jacob!" Mercy grabbed the boy by his jacket, hauling him backward as a heavy equipment rack tore from its bolts and slammed into the floor where he had been standing an instant before.

"It’s not just a signal," Jacob whispered, his voice faint, barely audible over the howl of the breach. He wasn't looking at Peter; he was looking at the air above the resonator. "It’s looking back. It’s not trying to talk, Peter. It’s trying to calibrate us."

The room tilted violently again. The sound of the wind was drowned out by a deafening, harmonic hum that vibrated through the floor, numbing their feet. The glass spire, the pride of Aethelgard, began to flex. It didn't break in the traditional sense; it began to flow, the rigid panels turning viscous, the molecular structure bowing inward toward the center of the room.

"It’s not a bridge," Mercy said, her cynicism stripped away, leaving only the raw, white-hot edge of survival instinct. She looked at Peter, who was staring into the pulsating violet rift with an expression of such hollow, broken hope that it was more terrifying than the storm itself. "Peter, it’s not an entrance. It’s a vacuum."

The resonance peaked. The sound went from a hum to an absolute, crushing silence—a void of sound that sucked the breath from their lungs. The observatory, the mountain, and the storm all seemed to hang in a state of suspended animation, waiting for the final, catastrophic integration.

The vibration didn't originate from the storm’s low-frequency thrum, which had been rattling the Aethelgard’s reinforced plates for hours. This was different. It was an internal, needle-thin oscillation that started in the teeth of everyone present. It felt like a tuning fork vibrating against the base of their skulls.

Jacob stood paralyzed near the primary terminal, his hands hovering over a data stream that had long since abandoned the standard readout of hertz and decibels. The monitor displayed shifting, impossible fractals—geometry that seemed to fold in on itself, turning three-dimensional shapes into something that possessed a sickening, fourth-dimensional depth.

"Jacob, move," Sonia shouted, her voice thin and brittle, barely audible over the growing choir of the glass. She was at the dampener manifold, her fingers slick with sweat as she fought the manual overrides. "The structural integrity is dropping into the single digits. If we don’t isolate the resonator from the spire’s frame right now, the atmospheric pressure will do it for us."

"It’s not the wind, Sonia," Jacob whispered. He wasn't looking at her. He was staring at the floor-to-ceiling glass wall that faced the heart of the supercell.

Outside, the storm had ceased its chaotic rotation. The clouds, once a roiling, charcoal mass, had smoothed out into a perfect, concentric circle. The lightning, rather than flickering in jagged, chaotic bolts, was now flowing in synchronized, luminous ribbons of violet and electric teal, tracing the veins of the sky like a central nervous system.

"Jacob, I don’t care if it’s the wind, the devil, or a hallucination," Mercy snapped, slamming a heavy toolkit onto the console. She grabbed his shoulder, her grip hard enough to bruise. "We need to stabilize this death trap before it turns us into confetti. Look at me."

Jacob finally turned. His eyes were wide, bloodshot, and unnervingly focused. "It’s not reacting to the storm, Mercy. It’s commanding it."

He gestured toward the glass. The massive panels were no longer transparent. They were curdling, the silica shifting like a liquid, ripples of iridescent light washing across the surface in sync with the pulsing of the distant, dying star. The hum had reached a pitch that made the air itself taste like ozone and burnt copper.

"Look at the rhythm," Jacob said, his voice rising in panic. "One, two, three... pause. One, two, three... pause. It’s not just noise. It’s a cadence. It’s a heartbeat."

Sonia pushed off the console, stumbling as the floor lurched beneath her. A sickening crack echoed through the chamber—a sound of stressed glass that was far deeper than any natural fissure. She looked up. High above, in the vaulted ceiling of the spire, a hairline fracture was racing across the pane. It didn't spiderweb; it traced a perfect, geometric star.

"It’s calibrating," Peter’s voice boomed over the intercom, distant and distorted, as if he were speaking from the bottom of a well. "Don't you see? The storm is just the interface. We aren't listening to the star anymore. We're tuning the Earth to its frequency."

"Peter, get out of there!" Sonia screamed at the ceiling. "The spire is failing! The pressure differential is going to implode the entire observatory!"

"The pressure is irrelevant!" Peter countered. His voice was frantic, exhilarated, and entirely detached from the reality of their survival. "The barrier is thin, Sonia. The star
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