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​Chapter 1 – Buzzing Wires
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The phone camera wobbles with every step I take, a dizzy little blur of ceiling light, my face, the crooked line of the bookshelf. I’ve been pacing for—I don’t know, an hour? Two? It doesn’t matter. My skin hums like there’s a socket hidden under it, like I could plug a lamp into my arm and light the whole street.

“Okay, okay, hear me out,” I say, swinging back toward the desk. The phone rests against a coffee mug, my best friend’s face glowing from the screen, chin propped in their palm, that half-smirk half-grimace expression they get when they think I’m going off the rails but don’t want to kill the vibe. “What if—listen—what if I start it tonight? The book. Not just start, like start start. First line, first chapter, whole scaffolding. I’ve already got ten pages of notes, look—”

I snatch up a crumpled notebook from the floor, waving it at the camera, the ink so dense the pages look bruised. “It’s all here. Magic. Not fantasy bullshit—real, practical magic. Systems. Rituals. How to bend the world if you just know where to press. Everyone pretends it’s fake, but it’s not. It’s patterns, hidden rules. And I see them. Finally. Nobody’s ever tied it together before. This is it. This is the thing. My thing.”

They squint at the notebook, eyebrows knitting. “You’re... writing a spell book?”

“Not a spell book. The spell book.” My laugh bounces off the walls, too loud, too sharp. “A manual. A key. I’m pulling the curtain back. When people read this, they’ll know how to harness it. And when they ask where it came from? You’ll say you were here, day one.”

They tilt their head, cautious. “How long have you been at this?”

“Not long.” I wave it off. My voice fizzes like soda shaken in a bottle. “Couple days. Three, maybe. Doesn’t matter. Time’s a stupid metric anyway, clocks were invented to control workers.”

They roll their eyes but don’t argue. That’s why I keep them on call for hours. They don’t try to cut me off. They just... watch. Witness. I need that.

I spin, nearly trip over a stack of sketchpads, catch myself on the back of a chair, and keep going like nothing happened. “Also, also—I’m redoing the space. Whole house is wrong. No flow. Energy gets trapped between the couch and the window, no wonder I can’t think straight.”

“You’ve been thinking plenty straight,” they mutter.

“Exactly!” I jab a finger at the screen. “But imagine if the environment matched the magic. Pure synergy. I move the couch over there—” I whirl, pointing at the opposite wall— “and the table, it’s gotta go in the kitchen, it’s been holding me back. Oh! And the art. Don’t laugh, but I’m starting big. Huge canvases. Maybe the whole wall. Words, sigils, diagrams, bleeding into each other. Like the book, but physical. A spell you can walk into.”

I don’t wait for a reply. I’m already rifling through paint tubes, brushes, rolls of tape. My hands won’t stop moving, not even when I drop half of it and it clatters across the floor. Static zips through my chest, a jittering, fizzy charge.

“You’re watching history,” I tell them, grinning into the screen. “Seriously. This is day one. When people ask, you’ll say you were here.”

They don’t grin back. Their eyebrow arches instead, the way it always does when they’re about to start nagging. “Day one of what? Insomnia-induced brain damage?”

I clutch my chest like they stabbed me. “Wow. Such little faith in your chosen prophet.”

“Prophet,” they echo, flat as a chalkboard.

“Visionary, then. Architect of unseen systems. The Tesla of the unseen realm.” I grab another notebook from the pile, flip through scrawled pages: diagrams that look like spiderwebs, half-sentences about sigils, circles around random words like threshold and vibration. The ink bleeds where I pressed too hard.

“Look at this. No, really—look. It’s all there. I’m mapping correspondences. Fire to willpower, copper to communication, everything with a tether. It’s like... it’s like hacking the code of reality.”

They lean closer to the screen. Their eyes scan the mess of handwriting, then flick back to me. “When’s the last time you ate?”

I toss the notebook aside, grab another. “Irrelevant.”

“No, seriously.”

“Food slows you down. I’m sharp like this. Hollow but sharp.” I snap my fingers, the sound too loud in the room. “You don’t fuel lightning, you channel it. That’s what I’m doing.”

Their lips press into a thin line.

“Don’t look at me like that,” I say, wagging a paint-stained finger at them. “I’ve never been clearer. I’m on the edge of something enormous. People spend their whole lives waiting for inspiration. I’m living in it.”

“You look like you’ve had five Red Bulls and a concussion,” they mutter.

I laugh, bright and sharp, spinning in a slow circle, the phone camera catching glimpses of the chaos around me—canvases propped against the wall, paint tubes scattered, chairs shoved out of place like a storm passed through.

“This is the laboratory,” I announce, arms wide. “And you, lucky chosen witness, are my archive.”

They sigh, dragging a hand down their face. “I should’ve hung up two hours ago.”

“But you didn’t.” I point triumphantly at the screen. “Because you can’t look away. Because part of you knows I’m right.”

Their silence stretches. Concern seeps into the gap.

“Just... don’t forget to eat something,” they finally say. “Or drink water. Or—sleep, maybe.”

I grin, teeth flashing in the glow of the screen. “Sleep is theft. It steals hours from the work. I’m not wasting a single second.”

The words leave my mouth and then—snap—another thought slams into me. I swivel, stare at the couch like it’s an intruder.

“No wonder everything’s been clogged,” I mutter.

On the screen, my best friend frowns. “What now?”

“The layout. The energy’s jammed. Look at it. Couch facing the TV? Amateur hour. No wonder I’ve been stuck in small spells.”

“Small spells,” they repeat, skeptical.

I don’t hear it. I’m already shoving the coffee table aside, the legs screeching against the floor. I prop the phone so they can see, angle it toward the battlefield. “This—” I grunt, pushing the couch an inch at a time toward the opposite wall, “—is how you build a circuit. Everything in alignment. Flowing channels. A temple disguised as a living room.”

“You’re gonna throw your back out,” they warn.

I laugh, breathless but thrilled, hair falling in my eyes. “You think wizards cared about lumbar support? No. They cared about resonance.”

The couch slams against the wall. I step back, arms spread, triumphant. “See? It’s already better. The current’s cleaner. I can feel it.”

They squint at the crooked couch. “Looks like a dorm room after a bad breakup.”

“Blasphemy,” I snap, grinning. I’m already eyeing the bookshelf. “That’s next. It’s blocking the north window, and north is air, and air is communication. You can’t block the channel if you want the spells to stick.”

“You’re seriously about to rearrange your entire house at—” they glance at the clock in their window, “—two-thirty in the morning?”

“Exactly.” I plant my hands on the bookshelf and shove. Dust plumes into the air, old receipts and pencils skitter across the floor. “The world sleeps, I transform. This is how revolutions happen.”

On the screen, they pinch the bridge of their nose. “You need to at least take a break.”

“Breaks are for the powerless.” I pivot back to the phone, sweat on my forehead, grinning wide. “I’m building a temple of resonance. When the book’s done, when the magic flows—people will thank me.”

“Or commit you,” they mutter under their breath.

I freeze. Just a beat. A tiny beat. Then I laugh it off, louder than before. “Oh, ye of little faith. Watch closely. This is history.”

I drag the bookshelf another inch, the whole house trembling like it’s alive.

The bookshelf rattles into place with a final groan, books scattered like casualties across the floor. My chest heaves, and for a second I just stand there, vibrating with victory.

Then my gaze lands on the paints.

“Ohhh,” I whisper, grin curling. “Yes. Now we make it breathe.”

I’m on my knees, yanking open drawers, tugging out half-dried tubes of acrylic, brushes that still smell faintly of turpentine, jars of ink. The phone clatters as I set it on the arm of the couch so my best friend has front-row seats.

“You’re not—” they start, but their voice cuts off as I rip the lid off a jar of black paint and slam a brush into it.

The first streak slashes across the wall above the couch: thick, jagged, dripping.

“There.” I step back, eyes wide. “A sigil for grounding. Rooting the space. Strong foundation.”

“Rooting? You’re vandalizing your own house.”

I ignore them. Another color—red. Circles within circles, jagged lines breaking them open. A spiral radiating out until it swallows half the wall. My arm aches but I don’t stop, paint flecking my shirt, my hands, the floor.

“See this?” I point at the spirals, breathless. “This one pulls in fire. Not metaphorical fire—real fire. Passion, heat, drive. The kind that bends steel.”

“Or the kind that gets you evicted,” they mutter.

“Details, details.” I grab a sheet of butcher paper, tape it crooked against the opposite wall. The brush dances: symbols that look like constellations if constellations were angry.

Pages from my notebooks spill onto the floor. I crouch, scribbling runes and arrows, taping them alongside the paintings. The room narrows, thick with wet paint smell, paper crumpling under my bare feet.

“You’re... covering every wall,” my best friend says softly, their voice filtering through the speaker, almost drowned by the sound of my brush.

“Not covering,” I say. “Conjuring. It’s all one spell. A living one. This is the book, but in three dimensions. When people walk in here, they’ll feel it. They’ll know.”

I step back, hair sticking to my forehead, chest buzzing. The wall is alive now—black lines bleeding into red spirals, symbols crackling like they might lift themselves off the surface and crawl across the room.

The phone shifts, my best friend’s face framed in the corner, eyes wide, silent now.

I point the dripping brush at them, grinning wild. “Don’t you see it?”

They swallow. “...I see something.”

“Don’t you see it?” I shout at the screen, the dripping brush trembling in my hand.

My best friend opens their mouth, probably to argue, when— knock knock knock.

I freeze.

The brush drips on the hardwood, a fat splatter spreading like an inkblot.

“Who the hell—?” I dart toward the door, still clutching the brush like a weapon. Then I remember. “Oh. Right. It’s Tuesday.”

Another knock, softer this time.

“Open up, it’s Ava,” a voice calls.

I whirl back to the phone, grinning wide. “Perfect timing. Live audience upgrade. Don’t hang up.”

“Maybe you should, uh, clean your hands first,” my best friend mutters, but I’m already pulling the door open.

Ava stands there with her tote bag, hair tied back, wearing that calm smile she always brings like it’s armor. Her eyes sweep over me in a second: paint-streaked shirt, wild hair, the brush still dripping black onto the floor.

“Hi,” she says carefully. “Looks like you’ve been busy.”

“Busy?” I laugh, stepping aside dramatically. “Try transcendent. Welcome to the laboratory.”

She steps in, her sneakers squeaking faintly against the floor, and stops dead. Her gaze slides over the couch shoved against the wall, the bookshelf crooked under the window, the spirals and sigils bleeding across the plaster.

The air still reeks of paint.

“Oh,” she says. Just that. Soft, like a sigh.

I sweep my arm toward the wall. “Grounding. Fire. Expansion. This place hums now, can you feel it? It’s alive. I fixed the flow.”

Behind me, the phone buzzes where it’s propped on the couch, my best friend’s voice leaking out: “He’s been at it for hours.”

I whirl back, snatch the phone up, glare into the screen. “Whose side are you on?”

“Not a side,” they say quickly. “Just—telling the truth.”

Ava shifts, setting her bag down. “Why don’t we sit for a minute? Tell me about what you’re working on.”

“Oh no, no.” I wag the brush at her, grinning. “You don’t sit in a current like this. You ride it. You let it carry you. I’m in it, Ava, and I’m not wasting a second.”

She studies me, her face soft but her eyes sharp, the way people look at wild animals in cages.

And for the first time all night, my skin prickles like maybe—just maybe—I’m the one being watched.

Ava’s eyes are steady on them, and they can feel every twitch of their face under her gaze. They lower the brush, wipe it across their jeans without thinking. The streak of black joins older stains, a battlefield of colors.

“Alright,” they say, forcing their voice slow, smooth, measured. They set the brush down on the coffee table like a magician hiding the trick. “Fine. We can sit. If that makes you comfortable.”

Ava doesn’t comment on the paint-stained jeans or the fact that the “coffee table” is halfway shoved into the kitchen. She just lowers herself into the chair opposite, folding her hands in her lap.

I place the phone on the edge of the couch so my best friend can still see, their small digital face glowing like a second conscience.

“So,” Ava says lightly. “How’s your week been?”

“Great,” they say. “Amazing. Honestly? Peak productivity. I’ve cracked something important. You’ll see.”

Her eyebrows lift, but she doesn’t interrupt.

“Been eating?” she asks after a beat.

“Of course.” They lean back, casual, crossing one ankle over the other knee. “Pasta, cereal, the usual. I’m not a caveman.”

The phone buzzes. Their best friend leans closer to their camera and mouths silently, exaggerated: No you haven’t.

Heat spikes in their chest. “Don’t listen to them,” they snap, jabbing a finger at the screen.

Ava’s gaze flicks to the phone. “You’ve been on call for a while?”

“Hours,” their friend pipes up, voice muffled but clear. “And they haven’t eaten anything except maybe... coffee?”

They lunge forward, snatching up the phone. “You’re supposed to be supportive!” The words tumble too fast, too sharp. “Not tattling.”

“I’m not tattling,” their friend shoots back, eyes wide. “I’m—worried.”

Ava’s voice cuts through, calm but firm. “Okay. Let’s take a breath.”

The room tightens around them. Paint fumes, rearranged furniture, pages everywhere—it all feels suddenly obvious, like evidence in a trial. Ava’s still calm, still polite, but they know she’s seeing everything. Cataloging. Writing her mental report.

They force a laugh, high and thin. “See? Overreacting. Everyone’s so dramatic. I’m fine. Better than fine. I’m thriving.”

Ava tilts her head, her smile so gentle it’s almost unbearable. “You seem... very energized.”

“Exactly,” they say, clinging to the word. “Energized. Inspired. Electric. That’s not a problem. That’s a gift.”

But their hand won’t stop tapping against their knee, a frantic little drumbeat they can’t silence.

The silence stretches until it shreds. My chest heaves like I just sprinted a mile, but my legs are trembling in place. Ava doesn’t rise, doesn’t argue, just breathes slow and steady like maybe if she stays calm enough, I’ll snap back.

I can’t stand her calm. It’s worse than yelling. Worse than anything.

Finally, she says, “Alright. I think I’ll give you some space. I’ll check in again soon.”

She stands, smooth, professional, like nothing just cracked open. Picks up her bag, gives me that same too-gentle smile, and heads for the door.

I can’t stop myself—“Write it up then,” I call after her, my voice hoarse. “Write your little notes.”

She pauses at the threshold, glances back once. “Take care of yourself tonight, okay?”

The door shuts with a soft click.

I whip around to the phone. My best friend’s face fills the screen, wide-eyed, lips pressed tight like they don’t know if they should say anything.

“She’s gonna tell them,” I say, pacing hard now, back and forth, heel to toe, heel to toe. “You saw her. You saw the way she looked at me. Calculating. Every word, every twitch. That wasn’t listening, that was surveillance.”

“She’s just doing her job,” my friend says carefully.

“Exactly!” I jab a finger at the screen. “Her job. Paid to watch me, paid to report me. Don’t you get it? They’re all connected—the agency, the counselor, the shrink. One net, tightening.”

My breath comes too fast. The painted spirals on the wall seem to spin with me, vibrating at the edge of my vision.

“Hey,” they say, voice softer now. “You’re okay. You’re in your house. You’re safe.”

“Safe?” I laugh, the sound brittle, cracked. “No one’s safe when every move is logged. I bet she’s already texting them. I bet—”

I snatch up a stack of notebooks, flipping pages hard, ink blurring under my fingers. “I need to write it down. Record the evidence before they twist it. If I can map the connections, if I can put it in the book, they can’t erase it.”

“Please—”

“I’m fine!” My voice shatters against the walls. “Better than fine. This is clarity. This is proof. And if they come for me, I’ll have the record. They won’t silence me.”

I slam the notebook onto the floor, pages fanning open like a broken wing, and the whole house feels like it’s holding its breath again, waiting for the next crack.

The walls drip and hum. Red spirals bleed into black sigils, paper curls on the edges where the tape doesn’t stick. Books are stacked like crooked towers, the couch angled wrong, the whole house broken open and rebuilt to my rhythm.

I step back, paint-smeared, heart hammering like a drumline. My masterpiece. My temple. My laboratory.

The phone glows from the couch, my best friend’s tired eyes filling the screen. “Please,” they say, voice ragged. “Just... eat something. Sleep an hour. You’re scaring me.”

I crouch, grinning into the glow. “Sleep is a scam. You don’t nap in the middle of creation. This is bigger than me. Bigger than you. When this is finished, you’ll understand.”

They cover their mouth, shaking their head. “I can’t keep watching this.”

“You have to.” I lean closer, whispering like it’s a secret. “You’re the witness. You’ll tell them when no one believes me.”

Their eyes glisten, and for a heartbeat I almost see them cry. Then—click—the screen goes black. Call ended.

The silence roars in, too loud, too sudden.

I spin in place, the brush still sticky in my hand, paint drying tight on my skin. My pulse thrashes in my ears, but under it—something else.

A faint sound.

From the vent above the bookshelf.

I freeze, head tilted.

At first it’s just air—thin, dry, moving through ductwork. But then... softer. A hiss, a whisper threaded into it. Like words strung too quiet to catch.

I take a step closer, holding my breath.

The whisper fades.

I laugh, too loud, sharp in the empty house. “Of course. Of course you’re here. Watching, listening.”

I smear the last streak of paint across the vent grille, a jagged red X, and grin wide-eyed at it.

“They’ll never steal this from me.”

The hum of the vent keeps going, steady, patient, almost like it’s waiting.
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​Chapter 2 – The Projects Begin
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The vent hums steady above me, patient, whispering in a tongue just out of reach. I fall asleep listening—no, I don’t. I don’t fall asleep. I don’t sleep. I blink, and suddenly there’s light leaking through the blinds, yellow-grey morning pushing its way in.

I’m still standing. Still alive. Still wired.

The room looks like a battlefield that loved me too much: walls dripping with sigils, paper curling on the floor, towers of books like crooked monuments. My chest buzzes like a swarm of bees, and instead of collapsing, I grab the notebook nearest me and drop to the floor.

The phone glows where I left it propped against the couch. My best friend’s face appears, bleary-eyed, hair sticking up. They must’ve fallen asleep with me still yammering.

“You’re still going?” Their voice is rough, soft, but it cuts through.

“Going?” I laugh, flipping pages, pen already in motion. “I’m beginning. You’re witnessing day two of the great work. The book starts here.”

I scrawl the words across a fresh page: Chapter One: Principles of Resonance.

“Listen,” I say, half to them, half to myself. “Everything vibrates. That’s the core truth. Rock, bone, thought—doesn’t matter. All frequencies. If you find the right pitch, the right rhythm, you can bend reality like it’s clay.”

My pen scratches harder, faster. Lines split off, arrows, circles, diagrams that bloom like constellations. “This is how magic actually works. Not wand-waving fantasy. Physics. Language. Pressure points in the universe. And I’m writing the manual.”

On screen, my friend rubs their eyes. “It’s seven in the morning.”

“Perfect! Seven is a prime. Primes are powerful. This is alignment. The universe wants me to write right now.”

“Have you even eaten?”

I snatch up a half-empty mug, swirl the cold dregs of coffee. “Breakfast of champions.”

They sigh, long and heavy. “You can’t keep this up. You’ll—”

“Don’t say crash,” I cut in, pointing the pen at the screen like a blade. “Don’t you dare say crash. That’s what they want. That’s their word. I’m not crashing. I’m ascending.”

I slam the notebook flat, ink bleeding through the paper.

“Watch me.”

“Watch me,” I say again, and I do — I read the words as my pen scratches them, not even pausing to breathe.


Introduction: This is not fantasy. This is blueprint. This is a manual for those who dare to see the hidden code. Magic is not a trick. It is vibration, pressure, resonance, alignment. The world hums, and I have learned the pitch. Follow these words and you will too.


I slam the notebook up at the camera, pages shaking. “You see? You feel that? That’s not gibberish. That’s the truth.”

My friend stares at the screen, silent for a moment, their face pale in the morning light leaking through their blinds. “...You wrote that just now?”

“Just now
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