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The city breathed at night.

Neon signs hummed above rain-slick streets, reflections stretching and breaking beneath the last trains as they rattled along the elevated tracks. The air smelled like wet concrete and electricity—familiar, grounding, impossible to escape.

I felt it before I saw it.

The pull.

A low vibration beneath my skin, subtle but insistent, like a frequency just slightly out of tune with the rest of the world. My steps slowed. My fingers tightened around the strap of my bag as my awareness sharpened, senses tuning themselves without conscious effort.

Resonance.

I hated the word. Or maybe I hated what it implied.

Most people never felt it. They moved through the city untouched, unaware of the invisible currents threading between bodies, emotion, intent. But for those of us born with the capacity to sense, to conduct—it was impossible to ignore.

Especially when it was this strong.

I stopped beneath the awning of a closed shop, rain ticking softly against the metal edge above me. Across the narrow street, through the glow of a vending machine and the blur of falling rain, someone stood completely still.

A man.

Tall. Barely moving. Head slightly bowed, dark hair damp against his forehead. His posture was controlled—too controlled. Like someone holding themselves together through force of will alone.

The pull intensified.

Not chaotic. Not wild.

Focused.

That was what unsettled me most.

Our eyes met.

The moment stretched—not frozen, not dramatic, just... suspended. The noise of the city dulled, as if someone had turned the volume down a fraction too low. My breath caught—not from fear, but recognition.

You feel it too.

I knew without confirmation.

He straightened slowly, gaze sharpening as if he’d just locked onto the source of something dangerous and familiar all at once. A faint flicker of light traced beneath his skin—barely visible, gone almost as soon as it appeared.

Controlled. Experienced.

And absolutely not alone in this.

We didn’t speak. We didn’t move toward each other. We didn’t need to.

The space between us tightened anyway.

Energy shifted, responding to proximity the way it always did—like it had been waiting. My pulse picked up, not erratic, but louder, more present. Awareness bloomed along my arms, my neck, the line of my spine.

Too close.

I took a step back without meaning to.

He noticed. Of course he did.

The corner of his mouth lifted—not quite a smile. Something knowing. Something careful.

“Don’t,” he said, voice low and steady, carrying easily through the rain. “If you break alignment now, it’ll take longer to settle.”

My breath stuttered.

“You’re assuming I want alignment,” I replied, forcing my voice to remain even.

A pause.

Then, softly—honestly—he said, “You wouldn’t still be standing there if you didn’t.”

The truth of it landed harder than the energy ever could.

Rain slid down my temples, along the curve of my jaw. City light painted him in blues and violets, outlining strength held deliberately in check. This close, the pull wasn’t just physical—it threaded through awareness, attention, restraint.

Dangerous.

Intimate.

Unavoidable.

“Level One,” he murmured, almost to himself. “Untrained, but sensitive. That’s rare.”

“You’re making assumptions again.”

This time, the smile was real. Brief. Gone too quickly.

“I don’t make many mistakes.”

Silence stretched between us—not empty, not awkward.

Charged.

The energy responded, tightening, heat blooming beneath my skin where the space between us narrowed to less than a breath. My body reacted before my thoughts could catch up—every nerve awake, every instinct alert.

“Before this goes any further,” he said quietly, eyes never leaving mine, “you should know the rules.”

I nodded once, though my pulse was loud in my ears.

“No forced synchronization,” he continued. “No loss of control. And nothing happens without permission.”

My throat went dry.

“And if I say stop?”

“Then we stop.”

Simple. Absolute.

The space between us felt thinner than ever.

“I don’t even know your name,” I said.

He stepped closer—close enough that the energy between us flared visibly, light tracing beneath skin like living circuitry.

“You will,” he replied. “If you want to continue.”

Our breath mingled. The pull surged, no longer subtle, no longer ignorable.

And when he lifted his hand—slow, deliberate—hovering just short of contact—

The energy spiked anyway.

Not enough to break control—but enough to warn us both. The air between us shimmered, rain hissing where it met the heat gathering under my skin. His hand stilled, fingers curling slightly as if he were resisting the instinct to close the distance entirely.

His jaw tightened.

“Not here,” he said, sharper now, the calm edged with urgency. “Public alignment like this is unstable. You don’t know how fast it can escalate.”

I swallowed, nodding once. I could feel it too—the way my body was already responding, tuning itself without permission, reaching for something it shouldn’t touch yet.

He stepped back first, breaking the line of energy between us. The relief was immediate and frustrating all at once.

“There’s a place,” he continued, lowering his voice as someone passed behind him, unaware of how close everything had come to unraveling. “Shielded. Regulated. If you still want answers—if you still want to continue—we go there.”

“And if I don’t?” I asked.

His gaze held mine, steady and unpressured.

“Then we walk away,” he said simply.

The rain fell harder, drumming against the street, the city rushing back into focus around us. My pulse was still loud, my skin still humming, the echo of his presence lingering like an afterimage.

I took a breath.

“Show me,” I said.
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The building was unremarkable from the outside.

Concrete. Narrow. The kind of place I’d walked past a hundred times without noticing. He keyed us in without breaking stride, the door sealing behind us with a muted click that immediately changed the air.

Quieter.

Thicker.

The hum under my skin sharpened the moment the street noise vanished. Whatever shielding he’d mentioned was real—I could feel it settling around us, containing the pull instead of letting it bleed outward.

The space inside was spare but intentional. Clean lines. Low lighting. Wide windows looking out over the city without inviting it in. The rain traced thin paths down the glass, neon reflections sliding slowly across the walls.

He shrugged out of his jacket.

My attention followed the movement without permission.

Broad shoulders. Strong lines. The stretch of muscle beneath skin that looked relaxed only because it was controlled. His shirt clung faintly where the rain had dampened it, darkening the fabric along his chest, his back. I became acutely aware of how much space he occupied—and how easily he seemed to command it without trying.

Masculine in a way that wasn’t loud.

Deliberate.

He rolled his sleeves up next, exposing forearms marked with faint, glowing lines I hadn’t noticed before. The light responded to proximity, pulsing subtly as I stepped farther inside. My breath slowed as my body adjusted, senses sharpening again.

“You’re feeling it more now,” he said, watching me closely.

“Yes,” I admitted. There was no point pretending otherwise. “It’s... clearer.”

He nodded. “The shielding keeps the resonance from spilling. Lets you feel what’s actually happening instead of fighting it.”

He moved closer—not crowding me, not touching—but near enough that I could see the rise and fall of his chest, the tension in his jaw. Heat gathered low and insistent beneath my skin, awareness narrowing until the space between us felt charged with something alive.

Up close, he was even more striking. Strong neck. Defined collarbones. The quiet confidence of someone who knew exactly what his body could do—and exactly when to restrain it.

“Before we go any further,” he said, voice low, steady, “this is where things change.”

I swallowed.

“This space allows synchronization,” he continued. “But only if you choose it. Nothing here happens by accident.”

My pulse was loud in my ears. I could feel the resonance reacting to him now, tuning itself, responding to the way he stood, the way he looked at me—like he was aware of every reaction he was provoking and still giving me room to breathe.

I nodded once.

He stepped closer.

Close enough that the heat between us intensified, energy tracing beneath my skin in response to his presence alone. His gaze dropped briefly—to my shoulders, my chest—before lifting again, deliberate, unhurried.

“Level One begins with awareness,” he said softly. “Touch isn’t required. But it does accelerate things.”

The air felt heavy with possibility.

And when he lifted his hand again—slower this time, closer—

The space responded to us.

Not theatrically—nothing dramatic or loud—but with a subtle tightening, as if the room itself had become aware of the shift in air between our bodies. The hum beneath my skin settled into something steadier, heavier, like a current finally finding a channel.

He lowered his hand.

Not all the way. Just enough to close the distance.

I felt the heat of him before contact—his presence solid, grounded, unmistakably masculine. There was a confidence in the way he stood that didn’t feel performative. He wasn’t trying to impress me. He already knew what effect he had.

“Breathe,” he said quietly.

I hadn’t realized I’d stopped.

I inhaled slowly, the air catching low in my chest. The energy responded instantly, pulsing brighter beneath my skin, tracing faint lines along my arms and collarbone. His gaze followed the movement, intent, focused—not hungry, but attentive in a way that made my pulse jump.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “You’re aligning.”

His fingers brushed my wrist.

The contact was light—almost accidental—but the reaction was anything but. Heat flared, sharp and immediate, racing up my arm and settling deep in my core. I sucked in a breath, fingers curling instinctively.

He didn’t pull away.

Instead, he stepped closer, close enough now that my awareness narrowed to the space between us—the rise of his chest, the warmth of his body, the quiet control in the way he held himself back.

“Still okay?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said, too quickly—and then, more honestly, “Don’t stop.”

Something shifted in his expression at that. Not restraint breaking—but loosening. Like a

















[image: ]




























[image: ]






















[image: ]























































[image: ]











































[image: ]





























































[image: ]











































[image: ]





































































[image: ]










































































[image: ]











































































[image: ]




























































































[image: ]






























































































[image: ]









































































[image: ]












































[image: ]


d2d_images/cover.jpg
RESONANCE

LEVEL ONE &

\ TV\>0 FREQUE ﬁ C N PLI//

ALEXAN DER GRANT





d2d_images/scene_break.png





