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John 1:1 

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.
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Sound’s Edge follows Dominic Wells, a gifted sonic craftsman in Parallax—a city fragmented across multiple timelines. Known as Echo Forge, Dominic shapes solid constructs from sound, keeping chaos at bay. But when a series of time anomalies disrupt the city, he discovers a chilling truth: an alternate version of himself, Dominus, is collapsing timelines to create a singular, “perfect” reality. Recruited by the Temporal Assembly, guardians of timeline integrity, Dominic begins hunting his dark counterpart, only to uncover that Dominus was once the original—while Dominic himself may be a manipulated replacement.

As Dominic unravels the secrets of Parallax, he’s forced to confront fractured versions of himself, question his memories, and choose between order and freedom. He learns that the Temporal Assembly has curated his life, pruning other Dominics for being unstable. When Dominus attempts to merge all timelines using a powerful artifact—the Harmonic Key—Dominic must forge a new sonic weapon and confront his darkest self in a collapsing city of echoes.

The book ends with a twist: Dominus survives and is joined by a mysterious third version of Dominic. As a new tone not tied to any known timeline plays, Dominic hears the words: “We were waiting.” The fracture has only just begun.
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The gauntlet hummed with restrained power as Dominic Wells ran his hand across the suspended alloy shard. Resonant waves shimmered outward, weaving through the workshop like ripples in glass. The shard quivered, then held, locked in place by a lattice of sound forged into matter.

Dominic stepped back, wiping sweat from his brow with the sleeve of his coat. The room buzzed softly, alive with vibrating threads. His workshop, nestled in the upper tiers of Parallax’s Central Spiral, was a small sanctuary of stability in a city constantly at war with itself.

Outside the reinforced window, Parallax unfolded in impossible geometries—a city caught between moments. Streetcars from the 1950s rattled past holographic stalls from some neon-drenched future. Entire blocks aged or reversed overnight. Overlapping realities stacked like sheets of music, the harmony always just one note from dissonance.

Dominic was a keeper of that harmony.

They called him Echo Forge.

It was a title more than a name now. A myth whispered in fractured markets and sung in jazz clubs that hadn’t been built yet. Dominic didn’t mind the mystery. If people believed he was more than just a man holding the seams of time together with sound and will, maybe it made his job easier.

He slipped the finished piece into its case—a sonic net, built to dampen volatile echoes in the Fringe Zones. He had three more requests pending, but his fingers tingled. Something in the pitch of the world had changed.

Parallax always sang to him. A city of rhythms and layers, it thrummed in his bones like a living symphony. But now the melody was strained. Off. Slower than it should be.

He turned, grabbing his coat, the Echo Forge already molding itself around his wrist. Time to investigate.

The East Market District was unusually quiet. Dominic walked briskly through the stalls, nodding to familiar faces caught between centuries. A boy with brass goggles haggled over synthetic fruit with a holographic woman wearing a sari made of shifting code. Airships idled above rooftops built from glass and timber. Nothing in Parallax was consistent.

Except, lately, the wrong things were repeating.

As Dominic passed a spice vendor whose scent belonged to two eras at once, he felt it. A tug. Like a skipped heartbeat.

Then it began.

A shout. A flutter of wings. A child laughing.

Then again.

A shout. A flutter of wings. A child laughing.

The entire street lurched into a loop. Fifteen seconds, replaying with surgical precision. A pigeon launched into the air only to fold backward mid-flight. Steam rewound into pipes. People blinked in confusion—then terror.

Dominic clenched his teeth, wincing. The sound in his head layered into an unbearable crescendo. Everyone else was frozen or repeating, but he—he felt it. The grinding of temporal friction. The strain of a chord held too long.

"No more," he growled, dropping to one knee.

He activated the Echo Forge.

A deep, resonant tone issued from the gauntlet. Not a weapon—a counterpoint. A destabilizer. It vibrated against the loop, fraying it at the edges. The air shimmered like heat on asphalt. Then, like a snapping string, the loop broke.

Time stumbled forward.

People gasped. Some wept. A few looked up, confused, as though waking from a dream. Dominic staggered to his feet, ears ringing.

"Third loop this week," he muttered, pressing his hand to a nearby wall. It pulsed faintly—an echo of the event lingering in the stone. He tuned his Forge to listen.

There was something in the after-sound. Not a glitch. Not a malfunction.

A message.

Back in his apartment—or rather, his overlapping apartments, a stable fold of timelines bound together by tuned sonic pulses—Dominic sat in the sound chamber. His fingers flew over the crystalline keyboard connected to his resonance scanner.

The waveform from the market played across a transparent screen. Hidden under layers of ambient noise was a whisper. Not just embedded in the frequency.

It was the frequency.

He adjusted filters. Slowed the playback. His blood ran cold.

It was his voice.

Older. Deeper. Tired.

"You are the last clean echo. He’s already here."

The sound cut. The screen cracked.

Dominic stared at the silence, his heart pounding. He didn’t know what frightened him more:

That someone was using his voice.

Or that it might actually be him.

High above, on the roof of a collapsing watchtower frozen in multiple timelines, a figure watched Dominic through a monocle of black glass. His armor was darker than shadow, the gauntlet on his right hand humming with inverse frequencies—sound turned in on itself.

Dominus lowered the glass and smiled.

"Begin the fracture."

That night, Dominic couldn't sleep.

Even the white noise of the city—the pulsing lull of Parallax—felt invasive. He sat on his balcony, surrounded by layers of mismatched architecture: a brass lamp from the 1900s, a hovering chair from 2492, ivy that grew forward in time on one wall and regressed on another.

He clutched an old sound crystal—a relic from his early training—something he hadn’t used in years. He rolled it between his fingers, listening to the tone it gave off, a pure A above middle C. But tonight, it was sharp. Off by a fraction of a semitone.

Even the constants were slipping.

He closed his eyes, meditating with breath synced to waveforms. He listened, reaching outward—not with ears, but with resonance. He passed through layers of city sounds: trains, laughter, collapsing walls, futures screaming.

And then—

A tone.

Subharmonic. Alien. Beneath everything. Not from this Parallax. Not even from this echo.

He snapped upright. The sound was burrowing into the city’s base layer.

It was a signal.

A summoning.

The sound crystal shattered in his palm.

Dominic didn’t wait. He suited up.

The Echo Forge reinforced around his hand and arm, syncing with his suit’s vibrational nodes. The chest piece buzzed with linked harmonic channels, calibrated to combat time-fracture entities. He tapped into the Assembly’s secure grid, but only static answered.

He was alone in this.

He returned to the East Market, now under lockdown. City enforcers had cordoned off the area, but they didn't understand what had happened. They blamed a ‘localized anomaly.’ Dominic knew better.

He moved past the barriers, undetected, following the subharmonic trail only he could hear. It led underground—into one of Parallax’s older foundations, where the city’s earliest versions still breathed beneath the newer shells.

He descended a spiral staircase that blinked in and out of phase with every step. One moment brass, the next glass, the next obsidian. The past and future were fighting.

At the bottom: a vault door, sealed for decades.

He placed his palm against the center.

The Echo Forge sang.

The door unraveled into a thousand motes of harmonic light.

Inside, silence.

But it wasn’t empty.

In the darkness, a second gauntlet sat on a pedestal—twinned to his own, but inverted. Built not to create sound, but to absorb it.

He approached cautiously. The subharmonic vibration pulsed through the floor.

Then—movement in the mirror across the room.

His reflection did not match his steps.

His reflection was smiling.

Dominus spoke through the glass:

“Echoes fade, Dominic. I am the original tone.”

The gauntlet on the pedestal dissolved into shadow.

Dominic turned—but he was already too late.

From behind him came the low, inescapable hum of a frequency outside time.

Dominic stepped out of his workshop and into the swirling streets of Parallax. The city’s tangled timelines wrapped around him like a living symphony — notes overlapping, rhythms disjointed yet strangely harmonious. Buildings shimmered like mirages, some gleaming with futuristic glass while others crumbled in an ancient decay, existing side by side.

He felt the familiar hum beneath his feet: the pulse of countless lives playing across time’s invisible strings. Yet today, the music was broken — the tempo faltering.

As Dominic made his way toward the East Market, he noticed people pausing mid-step, their movements caught in tiny loops. A vendor repeatedly tossed a handful of coins into a bowl, a child’s laugh echoed unnaturally in the alley, and the flutter of a bird’s wings stalled like a scratched record.

His chest tightened with unease.

He reached into his gauntlet, releasing a low-frequency wave designed to stabilize sonic disturbances. The air around him shimmered as his echo-sculpted sound constructs vibrated, seeking the source of the temporal hiccup.

The looping stretched for blocks, trapping the market’s bustling crowd in a disorienting cycle. Panic flickered in eyes frozen between moments.

Dominic’s mind raced. This wasn’t mere city quirkiness; it was a symptom of unraveling reality.

He focused, shaping his sonic constructs into sharp, jagged pulses and sent them rippling through the loop’s core. The tension in his head peaked — the pressure a scream inside his skull — but his will held steady.

With a shuddering snap, the loop shattered. Time surged forward, and the market exhaled in a chorus of gasps and hurried footsteps.

But even as the crowd dispersed, Dominic felt the city’s underlying rhythm shift — now slower, uneven, dissonant.

Dominic retreated to his apartment — a layered space folded across twelve years, where his present self’s modern décor coexisted with faded wallpaper and a childhood bookshelf from the past. The two versions of his life overlapped like spectral echoes.

He pressed play on an old voice recording. His mother’s voice, humming an ancient lullaby, filled the room. But the melody, usually warm and constant, warped subtly — notes bending and stretching in impossible ways.

The distortion gnawed at him. If even his mother’s voice wasn’t immune, what hope did Parallax have?

He sank into a chair and let his Echo Forge hum softly on his wrist, seeking comfort in its steady vibration.

Late into the night, the city’s background hum carried a hidden signal. Dominic’s fingers moved over the gauntlet’s controls, tuning into the barely perceptible waves layered beneath Parallax’s ambient noise.

Static cleared, and a voice, familiar but warped, whispered through the frequencies:

“You are the last clean echo. He’s already here.”

The words reverberated in Dominic’s mind, sending cold shards of fear through his spine.

Outside, high above the city, a dark silhouette watched. A gauntlet black as void hummed quietly on his hand — a weapon not for forging sound, but for erasing it.

Dominus had arrived.

Dominic paced the narrow confines of his apartment, the layers of time folding around him like a fractured dream. The walls flickered between fresh paint and peeling plaster, as if Parallax itself refused to settle. He touched the faded photograph on the desk — a picture of his mother, her smile frozen in a moment that might belong to decades ago or tomorrow. The hum of his Echo Forge echoed softly at his wrist, an anchor in the storm of shifting realities.

Outside, the city throbbed with a strange cadence. Street lamps flickered, casting shadows that seemed to ripple through time itself. Dominic’s eyes traced the contours of the skyline — spires and terraces that overlapped multiple versions of themselves, as if someone had stacked reflections without care for order. Somewhere in the distance, a bell tolled — but it rang five times and then three, never consistent, never whole.

A sudden sharp knock on the door jolted him from his thoughts.

“Dominic,” came a voice, low and urgent.

He opened the door to reveal a woman in a coat woven from strands of shimmering light. Her eyes held the cold clarity of one who had seen too many broken timelines.

“I’m Selene,” she said. “From the Temporal Assembly. We need to talk.”

Dominic’s heart hammered. The Temporal Assembly—the city’s secret keepers of timeline order—rarely showed themselves so plainly.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“There’s a disturbance growing,” Selene replied. “A fracture in the city’s core. We believe it’s tied to you... and to Dominus.”

Dominus. The name cut through Dominic’s mind like a jagged note.

“He’s... an echo of you,” Selene continued. “But one who wants to rewrite everything. He’s collapsing timelines, one by one, to forge his own reality.”

Dominic clenched his fists. “Then why come to me? Why not stop him yourself?”

“Because,” Selene said, her voice dropping, “he was once one of us. The original you. And you’re... something else. A safeguard. A living key.”

Dominic’s world tilted. If he was the safeguard, then what was he protecting? And from whom?

Selene handed him a small device— a harmonic scanner pulsing with gentle light.

“Use this. Find the fractures. Find him. Before Parallax falls apart.”

As she turned to leave, Dominic called after her, “Wait... why me? What happened to the real Dominic?”

She paused, her eyes meeting his with quiet sorrow. “Some echoes are meant to be lost. But not all.”

The door closed behind her, leaving Dominic alone with the weight of timelines pressing down.

He looked out his window again. The city was still shifting, still breaking.

And somewhere deep in the fractures, Dominus was waiting.

Dominic sank back into his chair, the harmonic scanner warm in his hand. The device pulsed gently, syncing with the faint irregularities in the city’s ambient soundscape. He closed his eyes, trying to calm the storm inside his mind, but the echoes of Selene’s words reverberated relentlessly.

“He was once one of us... The original you... You’re something else.”

What did that even mean? Was he a copy? A placeholder? A weapon forged by some unseen hand?

He remembered the early days—the first time he’d discovered his ability to shape sound into solid form. It had felt like magic, pure and unfiltered. But as his powers grew, so did the cracks in his memory. Lost hours. Flickers of other lives. Faces that seemed familiar but didn’t belong.

The scanner beeped sharply, dragging him from his thoughts. A soft, harmonic signature was emerging from the East Market—the very place where time had looped earlier. Dominic grabbed his gauntlet, its familiar hum steadying him.

He moved quickly through the twisting streets, the city’s fractured timelines casting shifting shadows around him. He passed a group of children chasing a mechanical bird, its wings flickering between steel and translucent energy. A couple arguing beside a flickering café, their voices overlapping like echoes from different days.

Reaching the market, Dominic focused the scanner. The fractures in the timeline weren’t random; they were spreading, seeping through the city like a silent poison.

He raised his hand and unleashed a burst of sonic energy, weaving it through the temporal fractures. The loops dissolved, the echoes smoothing into flow again. But the relief was brief—the scanner’s pulse quickened, picking up a new source.

Dominic’s blood ran cold. The harmonic pattern was unmistakable: it was Dominus.

He tightened his jaw. The battle had already begun.

Dominic’s breath caught as the harmonic scanner’s pulse quickened. The signal wasn’t just a ripple—it was a beacon, a deliberate message woven through the fractured time streams of Parallax.

He moved faster now, his steps echoing through alleys that shimmered and phased, each moment folding in and out of existence like fragile glass. The city’s very fabric was fraying, and he could feel the tension crackling in the air.

The scanner led him to an old clock tower, one of the few landmarks that anchored multiple timelines in Parallax. Its ancient gears and dials spun erratically, time itself warping around its core.

Dominic’s gauntlet hummed in resonance with the tower. He placed a hand on the cool metal, feeling a surge of chaotic energy pulse through him.

“Dominus,” he whispered, his voice trembling despite himself. “What do you want?”

The shadows around the tower thickened, coalescing into a figure—a dark mirror of Dominic, his eyes burning with cold fire.

“I want what’s mine,” Dominus said, voice a harsh echo. “The true timeline. The ultimate reality. And you’re the last obstacle.”

Dominic’s hands clenched into fists. “You’re tearing the city apart.”

“Necessary sacrifices,” Dominus replied, stepping forward. “Parallax must be reforged. I will be its master.”

A sudden surge of energy exploded from Dominus’s hand, sending ripples through the surrounding timelines. Buildings flickered, people’s forms blurred and dissolved into spectral fragments.

Dominic summoned his sonic constructs—sharp shards of vibrating sound—forming a shield to protect himself from the temporal storm.

The battle was not just physical; it was a war across time itself, each strike threatening to unravel their very existence.

Dominic’s voice caught in his throat as the ripples of time warped violently around them. The air itself seemed to fracture into shards of forgotten moments and unwritten futures. Parallax, his home, was bleeding across realities, and the fight was only just beginning.

He steadied himself, feeling the familiar vibration thrumming beneath his skin—his power, the Echo Forge, responding to the turmoil. Raising his gauntlet, he summoned a swirling blade of compressed sound, its edges shimmering with energy. The blade hummed with a low, resonant tone that cut through the distorted air.

Dominus mirrored his movement, summoning a blackened weapon formed from silence itself—a void that swallowed sound, a weapon born from the absence of echo.

Their blades clashed, sending shockwaves through the fractured timelines. Each strike fragmented a piece of reality, splintering seconds into echoes that echoed endlessly. Around them, moments overlapped—the laughter of children mixed with distant cries, past and future merging in a cacophony of time.

Dominic gritted his teeth, focusing through the noise. “This city isn’t yours to destroy,” he shouted, parrying a strike that sent a pulse of silence rippling through his defenses.

Dominus smiled, a cold, cruel grin. “It’s not about destruction. It’s about control. The timelines are mine to shape.”

Dominic’s mind raced. He could feel the threads of his own existence unraveling—memories slipping, identities blurring. But beneath it all, a steady core: his resolve.

With a roar, he unleashed a burst of sonic energy, a wave of sound that sought to reweave the shattered moments around them. The blast pushed Dominus back, forcing him to retreat into the swirling mists of fractured time.

Breathing heavily, Dominic stood alone amid the chaos, the city’s echoes settling into an uneasy silence.

But deep inside, he knew this was just the beginning.

Dominic Wells stood by the window of his cramped apartment, staring out at Parallax—a city fractured across splintered timelines, where past, present, and speculative futures overlapped like shattered glass. The skyline shimmered and flickered, towers folding into themselves, streets looping back endlessly. Time here was no longer a river but a broken mirror reflecting fragments of what was and what could be.

In his hand, the harmonic scanner pulsed softly—a gift from the Temporal Assembly, the shadowy organization sworn to monitor and protect the integrity of the timelines. Its gentle thrum anchored him amid the chaos, but the disturbances were worsening. Only hours ago, a market street had repeated itself, looping over and over as if caught in a broken record.

A sharp knock shattered the silence.

“Dominic,” came a voice, urgent and low.

He opened the door to find Selene—a woman draped in a coat woven from shimmering strands of light, her eyes cold and piercing as the cracks in time itself.

“I’m from the Temporal Assembly,” she said. “There’s a fracture growing, and it’s tied to you... and Dominus.”

Dominus. The name slashed through Dominic’s mind like a broken chord. A dark echo of himself, a version consumed by the desire for timeline supremacy.

“Dominus is collapsing realities to forge his own. We believe you’re the key to stopping him.”

Selene pressed a small device into Dominic’s palm—a harmonic scanner to detect the fractures. Her gaze was heavy with unspoken sorrow.

“Some echoes are meant to be lost. But not all.”

The door closed, leaving Dominic alone with the weight of fractured time pressing down around him. He gazed out once more. Parallax flickered—alive and breaking.

The scanner’s pulse quickened, leading him toward the old clock tower—the city’s temporal anchor, now spinning wildly out of control. Shadows thickened, coalescing into a figure that mirrored Dominic perfectly, save for eyes burning with cold fire.

“I want what’s mine,” Dominus said, voice a cruel echo. “The true timeline. And you’re the last obstacle.”

Dominic’s gauntlet hummed. He summoned a blade of compressed sound, sharp and glowing, meeting Dominus’s weapon—an abyss of silence that swallowed all sound.

Their blades clashed, sending shockwaves through fractured moments. Time rippled and shattered around them, folding past and future into a chaotic storm of sound and silence.

“This city isn’t yours to destroy,” Dominic shouted, parrying a strike that sent a pulse of silence rippling through his defenses.

“It’s not destruction,” Dominus snarled. “It’s control. The timelines will bow to me.”

Dominic felt his own memories fray and slip, identities blurring in the storm. But beneath the chaos burned his resolve. With a roar, he unleashed a wave of sonic energy—sound waves that sought to weave the shattered moments back together.

Dominus staggered, retreating into the mists of fractured time.

Dominic stood alone amid the settling echoes, breath heavy, heart pounding.

The battle was far from over.

Parallax was still breaking.

And somewhere deep within the fractured timelines, Dominus waited.
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A World Out of Sync
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Parallax never slept, but tonight it hummed with an unsettling silence. Dominic Wells moved through the twisting streets, his senses alert for the familiar vibrations of his city’s overlapping timelines. Yet something was off. A tremor beneath the surface, a discordant note threading through the symphony of existence.

As he passed a bustling café, a woman mid-conversation suddenly froze, her words hanging in the air like a broken record. The final syllable shattered, swallowed by an eerie, static crackle. She blinked once—and then was gone.

Dominic’s breath hitched. He scanned the area, but the crowd seemed oblivious, caught in their own temporal loops and echoes.

Nearby, a vendor’s cart shimmered and flickered. The vendor was trapped in a stuttering loop, repeating the same phrase with increasing desperation: “Fresh goods! Fresh goods! Don’t—” The words dissolved into a silent gap. The vendor vanished without warning, leaving behind a faint audio distortion—a residual ripple of static and broken voices.

The city was unraveling.

A cold wind curled around Dominic’s neck as a figure stepped out from the shadows. Tall, graceful, eyes glowing faintly blue, Ilaris—the Temporal Assembly’s field agent—regarded him with a grim expression.

“Dominic Wells,” she said, voice steady yet urgent. “You’re the only one who can stop this.”

“Not again,” Dominic muttered. “I thought the worst was over.”

Ilaris shook her head. “The anomalies aren’t accidents. They’re intrusions—timeline rewrites.”

Dominic frowned. “Intrusions by whom?”

“Dominus,” she said—the name falling like a stone between them. “A rogue version of you. He’s rewriting the timelines, erasing people, collapsing moments to forge his reality.”

Dominic’s fists clenched. The echo of that name still burned in his mind from the previous night’s battle.

“Why me? Why not stop him yourselves?”

“Because you carry the harmonic core that binds Parallax’s timelines. Without you, the city will tear apart.”

She handed Dominic a data shard shimmering with encoded fragments of temporal data. “This contains what we’ve gathered—patterns of Dominus’s manipulations. You need to find him before more people vanish.”

Dominic pocketed the shard, the weight of responsibility settling on him like a heavy fog.

“I don’t know if I can,” he admitted.

Ilaris’s gaze softened just a fraction. “You’re not alone. But you have to move fast.”

The city around them flickered again—voices warping, faces blurring.

Dominic looked up at the fractured skyline, knowing that every second counted.

Parallax was a world out of sync.

And only Echo Forge could restore its harmony.

Dominic’s mind raced as he followed Ilaris through the warped streets of Parallax. Every step felt like walking on thin ice—each moment liable to crack and vanish into the abyss of fractured time.

“Ilaris,” Dominic said quietly, “how long has Dominus been active?”

“Longer than we anticipated,” she replied. “Weeks, maybe months. But the changes have accelerated—people disappearing, timelines collapsing. The Temporal Assembly is stretched thin.”

As they moved, a sudden ripple cascaded through the air. A man passing by their path blinked, his voice glitching mid-sentence. Then, as if erased by an unseen hand, he vanished, leaving behind a strange, humming silence that buzzed faintly in Dominic’s ears.

“More vanishings,” Dominic muttered, his stomach tightening.

Ilaris nodded grimly. “Dominus doesn’t just erase people. He leaves behind audio distortions—echoes of their last moments, warped and broken. It’s a message. A reminder that the timelines are bleeding.”

Dominic glanced down at his gauntlet. His sonic powers, which once felt like tools, now felt like fragile threads holding the entire city together.

“Tell me about Dominus,” Dominic urged. “Who is he really? How is he connected to me?”

Ilaris hesitated. “He’s... you. A version of you who chose power over responsibility. Where you sought to protect the timelines, he seeks to dominate them. His vision is of a single, unified reality under his control—a Parallax ruled by his will.”

Dominic swallowed hard. The thought of a dark mirror of himself, reshaping reality with reckless abandon, sent a chill through him.

“And what about the Temporal Assembly? Why haven’t they stopped him?”

“We’re bound by protocol and the dangers of intervention,” Ilaris said softly. “Dominus’s actions risk tearing Parallax apart. Intervene too directly, and we could accelerate the collapse.”

Dominic’s eyes narrowed. “So I’m the wild card.”

“Exactly,” Ilaris said. “Your control over sound vibrations—the echo forge—is unique. You can repair, reshape, and reinforce the fractures. But only if you can track Dominus’s movements and stop him before more damage is done.”

They reached a high vantage point overlooking Parallax’s heart, where time rippled violently. Buildings flickered between new construction and ruins, streets shimmered with ghostly afterimages of crowds long gone.

Dominic exhaled slowly. “Where do we start?”

Ilaris held up the data shard. “We’ve pinpointed several key fractures—nodes where Dominus is rewriting history. Your mission is to stabilize these nodes before the timelines collapse.”

A sudden alarm echoed through the city—a sharp, distorted sound that twisted and fragmented as it traveled.

“Another intrusion,” Ilaris said. “We don’t have much time.”

Dominic felt the weight of Parallax pressing on him—every disappearing citizen, every broken moment a testament to the stakes.

He squared his shoulders. “Then let’s get to work.”

Dominic and Ilaris moved swiftly through Parallax’s warped streets toward the nearest fracture node, an old railway station now flickering like a broken hologram. The air was thick with tension, every sound distorted, every shadow flickering between moments.

As they approached the station’s entrance, Dominic raised his gauntlet, and with a subtle gesture, summoned a low-frequency hum that resonated through the ground—a sonic pulse designed to stabilize temporal vibrations. The air rippled briefly, but the flickering persisted.

“The node’s unstable,” Ilaris said grimly. “Dominus is here.”

Dominic’s jaw tightened. “Then we’re walking into the storm.”

Inside the station, time folded erratically. Clocks spun backward and forward simultaneously, and ghostly echoes of commuters appeared and vanished mid-step. Dominic felt the disorienting pull of conflicting moments tug at his senses.

He focused, sending out waves of sound—vibrations meant to reinforce the fractured timeline. The echoes of the lost commuters responded, their forms flickering between existence and oblivion.

Suddenly, a sharp, discordant sound sliced through the hum—a silence so deep it swallowed all noise.

From the shadows emerged a figure draped in shifting dark robes, eyes blazing with cold fire. Dominus.

“You’re persistent,” Dominus said, voice a cruel echo of Dominic’s own. “But futile. This world will bow to my design.”

Dominic raised his sonic blade, its edges shimmering with compressed vibrations. “Parallax belongs to all its timelines, not just one twisted vision.”

Their weapons clashed, sending shockwaves through the fractured station. Time rippled violently, shards of moments shattering like glass.

Dominus unleashed a wave of silence that muted Dominic’s sonic attacks, forcing him to rely on raw instinct and the faintest of echoes.

“I’m not just fighting you,” Dominic said through gritted teeth, “I’m fighting the collapse of everything I believe in.”

With a surge, Dominic focused his energy into a resonant wave, weaving sound and time into a tapestry that pushed back the silence. The station stabilized, the commuters’ echoes solidifying into moments of clarity.

Dominus staggered, his form flickering.

“This isn’t over,” he hissed, retreating into the mists of fractured time.

Breathing heavily, Dominic turned to Ilaris.

“More fractures will open,” she said. “We have to prepare.”

Dominic nodded, the weight of responsibility heavier than ever.

Parallax was unraveling—and only he could weave it back together.

Dominic watched Dominus fade into the flickering shadows of the fractured station. The echo of his adversary’s threat still hung heavy in the air, but the immediate chaos had been quelled—for now.

Ilaris approached, her expression tight with concern. “That was only a warning. Dominus is testing your limits, probing for weaknesses.”

Dominic rubbed the ache in his forearm where his gauntlet had absorbed some of the sonic backlash. “He’s more powerful than I imagined.”

“The more he rewrites, the less stable the timelines become,” Ilaris said. “If he gains control over even one major node, the ripple effect could collapse entire realities.”

Dominic glanced around the station. Time’s fractured echoes—ghostly commuters, frozen moments—were slowly solidifying back into normalcy. The sonic vibrations he’d sent out were working, but only just.

“How many fractures are there?” he asked.

“Too many,” Ilaris replied. “Our intel shows at least a dozen critical points, scattered across Parallax. And every one he corrupts makes the next harder to fix.”

Dominic swallowed. The enormity of the task settled in like a weight on his chest.

“We need a plan,” he said. “I can’t be everywhere at once.”

Ilaris nodded thoughtfully. “The Assembly has been researching timeline harmonics—ways to amplify your power, extend your reach. But it’s risky. The resonance could backfire.”

Dominic’s eyes narrowed. “Risks be damned. I have to try.”

She produced a compact device from her jacket—an orb that pulsed with a soft blue light.

“This is a temporal anchor,” she explained. “It will help you synchronize your sound vibrations across fractured moments, but you’ll need to connect with multiple anchors to stabilize large nodes.”

Dominic took the orb, feeling its hum resonate with his own powers.

“And if it fails?”

Ilaris’s gaze darkened. “If it fails, the fractures could widen. Worse than anything we’ve seen.”

Dominic pocketed the anchor, determination hardening in his chest.

“I’m not afraid,” he said. “Not anymore.”

As they exited the station, the city around them trembled again—a faint ripple distorting reality.

Dominic cast a glance back, feeling the weight of Parallax’s fractured timelines pressing down on him.

The battle was only beginning.

Dominic and Ilaris moved briskly away from the station, but the atmosphere around them felt charged, like the calm before a storm. Parallax was a city alive with fractured time—its streets a shifting mosaic of moments that bled into one another, and now, more and more of those moments were unraveling.

“The market street you mentioned,” Dominic said, breaking the heavy silence, “the one that looped back on itself? I saw it earlier today. People trapped, repeating the same actions over and over. It was like watching a broken record.”

Ilaris nodded grimly. “Those loops are signs of temporal stagnation. Time isn’t flowing forward. It’s caught in a feedback cycle.”

Dominic’s fingers twitched involuntarily, as if he could reach into those loops and pull them free with his sonic powers.

“We need to act fast,” Ilaris said. “Dominus’s influence is spreading. More citizens are vanishing—mid-conversation, mid-step—and all we’re left with are echoes: distorted, fragmented audio traces of their last moments.”

Dominic swallowed hard. The idea of entire lives just... fading away, leaving only warped remnants behind, was chilling.

“Have you seen the echoes yourself?” he asked.

“Only in the field,” Ilaris replied. “But I’m afraid they’ll soon start appearing in the Assembly’s monitoring channels. If Dominus gains control over more timelines, the echoes could become permanent—and Parallax might collapse.”

A sudden loud crack snapped through the air. Dominic spun around, eyes narrowing.

An elderly woman nearby spoke, but her words were caught mid-air, twisting and warping until they became an unintelligible hum.

Dominic’s pulse quickened.

“Another disappearing,” he muttered.

Ilaris pulled him close, urgency in her eyes. “We don’t have time. I’m taking you to a secure location—the Assembly’s outpost. There, we’ll brief you fully and begin your training on the temporal anchor device.”

Dominic nodded, steeling himself.

Parallax was unraveling, and he was the city’s last hope to weave its fractured timelines back together.

The streets of Parallax blurred as Dominic and Ilaris navigated the labyrinth of overlapping timelines. Buildings shifted between eras—a Victorian clock tower flickered into a sleek neon spire before stabilizing into something in between. The city itself felt unstable, a living entity on the verge of breaking apart.

At last, they arrived at a nondescript building tucked into an alleyway—a safe haven amid the chaos. The exterior shimmered faintly, a temporal distortion field masking it from prying eyes and timeline drifters.

Inside, the atmosphere was sterile but charged with quiet urgency. Screens lined the walls, displaying fractured time maps, blinking red where anomalies surged.

A group of agents awaited them, clad in sleek uniforms embossed with the insignia of the Temporal Assembly. At their center stood Maris Veen, the Assembly’s lead temporal strategist, her sharp eyes flicking over Dominic with calculated intensity.

“Dominic Wells,” she said, voice calm but firm. “Welcome to the Assembly. We’ve been monitoring your work for some time.”

Dominic nodded, trying to steady the storm of thoughts in his mind.

Maris gestured toward a holo-map projecting the fractured nodes scattered across Parallax. “Dominus is more than a rogue agent—he’s a temporal insurgent bent on remaking this city in his image. He exploits the splintered timelines to gain strength.”

Ilaris stepped forward, producing a small device from her belt. “This is the temporal anchor,” she said, handing it to Dominic. “With it, you can extend your sonic vibrations across fractured moments, stabilizing them.”

Dominic turned the device over in his hand, feeling its strange hum synchronize with his own powers.

“The process won’t be easy,” Maris warned. “Using the anchor risks pulling you deeper into the timeline fractures. You must learn to control your resonance or risk becoming lost in the temporal stream.”

Dominic’s gaze hardened. “I’ve seen what happens if these fractures go unchecked.”

Maris nodded. “Then let’s begin.”

The next hours were a blur of intense training—learning to modulate sound vibrations with precision, anchoring to multiple timeline nodes, and sensing temporal distortions before they became catastrophic.

Between lessons, Dominic’s mind wandered to the city outside—its streets looping, citizens vanishing, timelines tearing at the seams. Each fractured moment was a puzzle he was determined to solve.

As night fell over Parallax, Dominic stood by the window, looking out at the shimmering skyline—a city suspended in flux.

A message pinged on his wrist communicator. It was from Ilaris.

“Dominus has escalated. A major node is collapsing near the old clock tower. We need you.”

Dominic clenched his fists. The real fight was only beginning.

Dominic’s heart pounded as he grabbed his gauntlet and slung the temporal anchor securely onto his wrist. The device hummed softly, syncing with his own powers. He could feel the subtle vibrations pulsing through the room, connecting him to the fractured timelines like delicate threads waiting to be woven back together.

Ilaris appeared beside him, her expression resolute. “Time is against us. The collapse near the clock tower could tear a hole through Parallax’s core. If that happens, the timelines won’t just fragment—they’ll unravel.”

Dominic nodded, steeling himself. “Then let’s not waste any more time.”

Together, they rushed out into the night. The streets of Parallax were a kaleidoscope of past, present, and future—neon signs flickering into gas lamps, holographic ads blending with sepia-toned storefronts. The city felt alive and unstable, every step a dance between moments.

As they neared the clock tower, Dominic could feel the tremors in time intensify, a low-frequency vibration that resonated deep in his bones. The once-sturdy structure shimmered and flickered, as if it might collapse into shards of time at any moment.

Suddenly, the air was pierced by a dissonant screech—a sound that grated against reality itself.

Dominus emerged from the shadows, his dark robes billowing like a stormcloud, eyes glowing with fierce intensity.

“You’re persistent,” he sneered. “But futile. This city will bow to my will.”

Dominic raised his sonic blade, the edges vibrating with concentrated sound energy. “Parallax is a city of many timelines—none of which belong to you alone.”

Their clash sent ripples through the fractured moment, shattering echoes and scattering shards of time. Dominic focused, channeling the temporal anchor’s power to weave his sonic waves into a stabilizing force.

For a moment, it seemed he might succeed. The clock tower’s flickering steadied, and the tremors eased.

But Dominus was relentless, unleashing a wave of silence that sought to drown out Dominic’s resonance.

Dominic’s vision blurred, the edges of reality fading.

“Not today,” he whispered, gathering his last strength into a resonant burst.

The sonic wave surged forward, breaking Dominus’s silence and forcing him back.

Breathing heavily, Dominic watched as Dominus retreated into the folds of fractured time, his final words echoing like a curse.

“This isn’t over.”

Ilaris placed a steady hand on Dominic’s shoulder. “You did well, but this is just the beginning. The fractures are worsening. We’ll need all your strength—and all your wits—to save Parallax.”

Dominic nodded, determination burning brighter than ever.

The city’s timelines were fragile—but he was its last hope.
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The dim light of Dominic’s workshop flickered as the city around him hummed with temporal unrest. Parallax’s skyline, visible through the cracked glass, seemed fragmented—a collage of moments stretched across time. Every pulse of the city vibrated through Dominic’s core, a constant reminder of the fragile balance he was sworn to protect.

Dominic stood over his resonance scanner, a sleek device of polished metal and humming circuits designed to sift through Parallax’s chaotic timelines. The scanner’s interface projected waves of energy—ripples, spikes, and anomalies that mapped the fractures scarring the city. Each disruption was a wound in the fabric of reality, and Dominic was determined to stitch them back together.

His gloved fingers danced across the controls, adjusting frequencies and filters, isolating layers of sound that ordinary ears could never detect. Suddenly, the scanner’s screen lit up with a peculiar pattern—an encrypted waveform buried deep within the static noise.

Frowning, Dominic initiated a decoding sequence. The waveform unfolded like a hidden message encoded in sound, intricate and deliberately obscured.

Then, a voice emerged—uncanny, layered with echoes, yet unmistakably his own.

“You are the last true Echo,” the voice intoned, calm but filled with an urgency that sent a shiver down Dominic’s spine. “He will come for you.”

Dominic staggered back, heart pounding. The voice was coming from a future that he hadn’t lived—a timeline yet to unfold, but already leaking into the present.

“Who is ‘he’?” Dominic whispered to the empty room.

The message repeated, fragmented, then vanished, swallowed by the surrounding static.

He grabbed his gauntlet, feeling its familiar pulse synchronize with his racing heartbeat. The temporal anchor sat heavy on his wrist, a reminder that the battle was far from over.

His mind raced—Dominus had said he was coming. Was this warning from the future an echo of that threat, or something worse?

The workshop’s walls seemed to close in as Dominic wrestled with the revelation. If he was truly the last of his kind—the last true Echo—what did that mean for Parallax? For himself?

The question hung unanswered as the resonance scanner emitted a sharp beep. Another disruption, larger and closer than before, was pulsing from the city’s industrial district.

Dominic’s resolve hardened.

“Then I’ll be ready,” he murmured.

He strapped on his gauntlet and activated the temporal anchor, feeling the sonic vibrations ripple through his limbs. The fractured city awaited, and Dominic Wells—the Echo Forge—was ready to face whatever timeline awaited him.

Dominic stepped out into the restless night of Parallax, the fractured cityscape folding and unfolding like a living tapestry of time. His footsteps echoed against sidewalks that shimmered with temporal distortions — a sidewalk that was cracked in the present yet whole in another, a streetlight flickering between neon blue and rusty gas flame.

He made his way toward the industrial district, the source of the latest disruption. The resonance scanner in his gauntlet pulsed faintly, syncing with his heartbeat as it pulled in waves of sonic energy from fractured timelines. The city’s usual cacophony of sounds was warped, distorted—voices overlapping in multiple languages, footsteps echoing from unseen places, the clatter of tools from decades past colliding with the whirr of futuristic machinery.

As Dominic approached a factory whose windows flickered between shattered glass and pristine steel, he raised his gauntlet. A pulse of sonic energy emanated from the device, sweeping through the area. The scanner’s display glowed, mapping hidden temporal rifts — thin fractures where time leaked and splintered.

Suddenly, a ripple distorted the air ahead, and Dominic instinctively braced himself. The image of a figure flickered briefly — a silhouette clad in shadows, moving against the grain of time. It vanished in a blink, leaving behind a faint trace of sound: a distorted version of Dominic’s own voice whispering a warning.

He reached out, catching the fading echo on his scanner. A waveform materialized, almost like a spectral fingerprint, etched with coded information. Dominic’s fingers moved swiftly, decrypting the data stream with practiced precision.

Inside the data, a chilling message appeared — fragments of coordinates, timestamps, and warnings about a “convergence point” in Parallax where multiple timelines were bleeding into each other dangerously.

The voice — that future self — repeated once more: “He is coming. The convergence will break Parallax if unchecked.”

Dominic’s mind raced. The clues pointed to Dominus, but the message hinted at something more. Was Dominus merely a symptom of a greater fracture? Or was he a harbinger of the final collapse?

A sudden tremor ran through the ground beneath his feet. The factory’s walls flickered violently, shifting between states of ruin and renewal. Time here was unstable, as if the past, present, and future were battling for dominion.

Dominic steadied himself, tapping into his Echo Forge powers. He sent a resonant pulse — a sharp, precise wave that temporarily solidified the fractures around him. The rift momentarily sealed, but only for seconds.

He knew this was a battle against entropy itself. Each moment saved was a victory; each failure could mean the unraveling of everything he fought to protect.

Dominic took a deep breath, letting the sonic vibrations flow through him. He wasn’t just a craftsman of sound — he was Parallax’s guardian, the last true Echo standing between the city and temporal chaos.

The night stretched on, full of fractured echoes and looming threats. But Dominic Wells was ready to face the storm.

Dominic moved cautiously through the factory’s shifting corridors, his senses heightened. The air vibrated with unstable energy, a tangible hum that resonated with his own powers. Every footstep echoed twice — once in the present, and again in a fractured moment out of sync.

The walls seemed to ripple, revealing glimpses of other times — a bustling assembly line decades ago, workers in steam-powered gear; then, a sterile lab with gleaming machines of the near future. The boundaries between past, present, and future blurred like watercolor paint bleeding together.

He raised his gauntlet, sending out calibrated sonic pulses that traced the edges of these fractures, trying to map their shape and size. The resonance scanner beeped urgently, highlighting a dense cluster of anomalies deep within the plant.

Approaching the epicenter, Dominic felt a sudden shift — a coldness that seeped into his bones, as if the very flow of time was being siphoned away. He knew this feeling; it was the signature of a temporal bleed, where timelines overlapped and collided, causing reality to weaken.

Suddenly, a distorted figure stepped through one of the ripples — a flickering apparition, unstable and incomplete. The outline was familiar but twisted — a darker version of himself. Dominus.

The air thickened as Dominus’s voice slithered through the fractures. “Dominic Wells. Or should I say, the last true Echo. You cling to this broken city, but soon, even Parallax will bow to me.”

Dominic steadied his breath, his gauntlet glowing with sonic energy. “Your reign ends here, Dominus. Parallax isn’t yours to break.”

Dominus smirked, a chilling glint in his eyes. “You don’t see the truth yet. I’m the future you fear. I’m what you could become — if you embrace the power to rewrite time itself.”

The factory trembled, fractures expanding rapidly around them, threatening to collapse the entire structure into temporal chaos.

Dominic clenched his fists, focusing his resonance into a powerful wave that surged forward, striking the fractures and forcing them to recede — if only for a moment.

“We’re running out of time,” Ilaris’s voice crackled in his earpiece. “Dominus is destabilizing the city’s core. You need to regroup — we’ll coordinate a response.”

Dominic nodded grimly. “Understood. But I’m not giving up this fight.”

As he backed away, the factory’s walls flickered violently once more, the boundaries of time snapping like frayed threads.

Dominic’s mind raced with the message from the future, the ominous warning echoing louder than ever.

He was Parallax’s last hope — the final Echo.

And Dominus was coming for him.

Dominic’s pulse quickened as the factory’s fractured walls quivered around him, the very air thick with temporal distortion. Dominus’s dark form hovered like a shadow bleeding from an impossible future, his eyes burning with cold intent.

Dominic tightened his grip on his gauntlet, summoning a resonant frequency that thrummed through his veins. Sound waves rippled outward in visible arcs, colliding with the fractures as though trying to stitch time back together with pure vibration.

But the fractures resisted — twisting and warping in response, feeding on the chaos.

“You think your sound can fix what’s broken?” Dominus sneered. “I am the new timeline. I am evolution.”

Dominic’s mind flashed back to Ilaris’s warning — Dominus wasn’t just another enemy. He was Dominic’s own reflection twisted by ambition and madness, a mirror showing what Dominic could become if he lost himself in the power to rewrite time.

The weight of that revelation pressed on Dominic’s chest. Could he stop a version of himself so far gone?

He focused on the message from the future — the voice echoing across timelines: You are the last true Echo. He will come for you.

It wasn’t just a warning. It was a prophecy.

Dominic pushed past the doubt, channeling his energy into a concentrated sonic beam. The wave cut through the fractures, slashing the temporal bleed with razor precision. For a moment, the fractures shrieked, then recoiled.

Dominus snarled, vanishing into a ripple that shattered like glass.

The factory’s tremors lessened, the walls flickering between states of stability and ruin.

Dominic sank to one knee, breath ragged. His gauntlet hummed faintly, drained but intact.

His mind reeled — this fight was just beginning, and the city’s very fabric was fraying.

Ilaris’s voice came steady through his comm-link. “Dominic, the Assembly’s mobilizing. But Dominus isn’t just targeting Parallax. He’s unraveling timelines across the multiverse.”

Dominic swallowed hard. The burden of being the last true Echo felt heavier than ever.

“I won’t let him win,” Dominic whispered, eyes blazing with determination.

Outside, Parallax’s fractured skyline shimmered — a city caught between moments, waiting for its guardian to rise.

Dominic’s chest heaved as he rose slowly from the trembling floor, the gauntlet’s glow dimming but still pulsing faintly with residual energy. The fractured factory around him seemed to hold its breath, the
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