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Prologue  “Below the Ice”  
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Antarctica – Containment Zone Omega-9

Depth: 1.6 kilometers beneath polar ice sheet

Time: 0300 Zulu

The chamber hummed softly beneath the crushing weight of ancient ice. Its walls looking as if it was made from smooth obsidian alloy, reflected no light, only the suggestion of movement. Buried in secrecy, this was one of the last functioning Custodian observation stations left on Earth. Some said even the agencies above didn’t know it was still operating.

A circular table flickered to life in the center of the room, its surface forming a slowly rotating sphere of neural data of Marvyn Forest’s final restoration sequence.

Three figures stood silently around it. They wore smooth, iridescent robes over form-fitting metallic armor. Their eyes glowed faintly gold, the mark of an integrated synaptic lens, ancient and far beyond Earth’s technology.

“Subject Alpha-One-Six: Fully restored. Neural pattern re-stabilized. Genetic baseline: human,” said the lead Observer, his voice like water over gravel. “But there is... residue.”

He tapped a region of the sphere. A thread of data pulsed red.

“Residual quantum entanglement,” said the second, her tone unreadable. “Echoes of higher-order signal logic. Alien architecture dormant, but present.”

The third figure stepped forward. Unlike the others, his robe bore an insignia, a stylized dragon coiled around a crown.

“It is not Marvyn we should be watching,” he said quietly. “The restoration was... adequate. Clean, even. But it left behind a beacon. A signature. One that has awakened an old inheritance.”

“The Dragon King’s bloodline,” whispered the woman. “The son.”

“Tài Chi,” the emissary confirmed. “Born under our noses. Shielded from all records. Half-human. Half something else. And now he studies under Marvyn Forest.”

The lead Observer adjusted the interface, pulling up a second data thread brighter, faster and unstable. It danced with a cadence that defied known rhythm.

“This genetic pattern... it was not forged by human hands. Nor by ours,” he murmured.

“Then who?” asked the woman.

The emissary’s expression darkened.

“Something ancient. Something the Custodians once contained beyond the ninth vault.”

“And now,” he added, turning away, “it walks among us again disguised as a boy.”

Outside, the ice shifted with a low groan. The Containment Zone pulsed, just once, as if echoing something far older than Earth.
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Chapter 1   The Second Medal
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The great rotunda of the U.S. Capitol gleamed beneath the sunlight pouring in through the high dome windows. Rows of senators, generals, and press filled the chamber, flanked by flags and a massive LED display showing images of Earth in orbit and the now-dismantled alien containment sites.

At the center stood the President, a composed figure in a dark suit, his expression proud and solemn.

He gestured for silence as Jamie Callaghan and Marvyn Forest stepped forward in full Navy dress whites, their decorations and medals gleaming on their chests. Cameras flashed like fireworks.

“I remember the first time I pinned these medals on these two young men,” the President began, voice resonating across the hushed chamber. “Two naval officers, one, barely out of school, who risked everything to prevent a global catastrophe. Their chests, then, didn’t have quite this much shine,” he said, smiling, pointing toward the glinting rows of medals on each uniform.

A ripple of warm laughter passed through the chamber.

“But what they did since then, their return to space, the reversal of an alien code, threatening earth’s existence, the stabilizing of Earth’s and humanity’s future, has elevated them to a place in history reserved only for the rarest kind of hero. The kind who act without hesitation, without ego, and with extraordinary courage.”

He turned first to Jamie and hung the star-tipped medal on its blue ribbon around Jamie’s neck. Jamie stood at attention, jaw set, eyes misting slightly.

“Captain Jamie Callaghan,” the President said, “on behalf of a grateful nation I award you with this nation’s highest military award, The Congressional Medal of Honor.”

Then, to Marvyn. The President’s hand rested on his shoulder a moment longer, gaze lingering. “Captain Marvyn Forest... you are the youngest captain in the US Navy, but you were the key that turned the lock. And we’re still here because you never stopped believing in what’s possible. It is my honor to award you with your second Congressional Medal of Honor. Very few people that I know of have received two of these prestigious awards. You are an example of bravery and honor to all of us.”

He then hung the coveted medal on its blue ribbon around Marvyn’s neck. Stepped back and saluted him.

For a second Marvyn stood like a statue, then snapped to attention and returned the salute of the president.

Applause erupted.

In the audience, Marvyn’s mother Joanne wiped at her eyes. Beside her, Janice gripped her mother Martha’s hand, beaming.

Behind them, Jackie leaned toward Jamie’s brother with a proud smile. “That uniform really does it,” she whispered.

Jamie shot her a glance and winked.

As the applause died down, the President stepped back. “Gentlemen—thank you. And God bless the United States of America.”

The long table stretched through the private dining room of La Tavola di Famiglia, Janice’s family’s restaurant tucked between cobblestone alleys and the scent of garlic bread drifting in from the kitchen.

The atmosphere was golden, literally. Strings of soft lights wrapped the rafters, and laughter filled the room. Plates of lasagna, eggplant parmigiana, and osso buco passed from hand to hand, wine glasses clinked, and the scent of tomato and roasted herbs hung in the air.

At the head of the table sat John, Marvyn’s dad, proudly watching as his son traded stories with Jamie, Jackie, and a few curious MIT students. Martha, Janice’s mom, emerged from the kitchen with a fresh tray of cannoli, her cheeks flushed with joy.

Janice, glowing in a soft floral dress, sat beside Marvyn, her eyes straying never too far away from him.

Jamie stood up, holding a spoon and tapping his wine glass for attention.

“Ahem. Sorry to interrupt the best eggplant I’ve ever eaten,” he grinned, “but I have an announcement to make.”

The table quieted. All eyes turned.

Jamie grinned, a little sheepish but proud.

“As of this morning, MIT has officially appointed me as a full professor to the Chair of Neural Interface Technologies.” Cheers burst out. “Apparently saving the world gets you tenure,” he added with a wink.

“Not only that,” he continued, “but thanks to a generous grant from SpaceX and the Department of Energy, we’ve secured research funding for our next phase of development of brainwave-controlled implants and deep-wave neural resonance technology. That part wouldn’t have been possible without this guy.” He clapped Marvyn on the shoulder.

Marvyn also stood up, a little reluctant at first. “I’ll be joining Jamie as a lecturer at MIT and research lead in the Astrophysics-Wave Theory Initiative. I’ve been awarded a full PhD track in wave-based propulsion systems.” He smiled faintly. “Apparently, reverse-engineering alien tech is an acceptable dissertation.”

The table erupted in applause.

Then Jamie leaned forward, squinting theatrically toward the end of the table.

“But wait...” he said, tilting his head. “Marvyn... something’s missing. I don’t see a birthday present for Janice?”

Everyone turned. Janice flushed, laughing nervously. “Jamie...”

Marvyn grinned, playing it cool. “It’s not missing. It’s outside. Come with me.”

Janice blinked. “Wait, what?”

“Come and see,” he said simply.

Everyone followed as the group filed out onto the quiet Boston street outside the restaurant. Parked right at the curb, wrapped in a big silver bow that shimmered in the streetlights, was a sleek custom-built silver Tesla Model 3, with sporty white and grey leather seats, its hard-top hidden under a band of polished chrome just behind the rear seats, the convertible modification, sleek and futuristic.

Janice gasped. Her hands flew to her face.

“Oh my...Oh my goodness, Marvyn...”

“Well,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck, “you had to get to Boston Med somehow. And I had this idea...”

Marvyn stepped closer to the sleek silver convertible, took hold of one end of the oversized ribbon, and handed the other end to Janice.

“Pull,” he said, smiling.

She tugged gently, and the bow unraveled with a soft flutter and a string of balloons floated up into the sky, revealing the car in all its gleaming glory.

Marvyn reached into his pocket and placed a small, silver electronic key in her hand.

“Try pressing the rain button, or just ask it to put the top up,” he said.

Janice looked at him, wide-eyed, then turned to the car.

“Please put your top up,” she said softly.

With a smooth, mechanical whir, a chrome strip behind the back seats lifted from the bodywork and shifted slightly toward the rear. A curved, silver rooftop emerged seamlessly from the interior, gliding forward to connect with the windshield. Two side pillars rose from the center and locked into place with satisfying clicks, securing the roof.

It was like watching magic unfold. Janice stood frozen, her hand covering her mouth in awe.

The rest of the family and friends stood in awe for a few seconds and then erupted into applause.

“I figured a proper roof might be more useful than an umbrella on a rainy day,” Marvyn said with a grin. “And a lot safer too.”

Janice burst into tears. She threw her arms around him.

“You absolute nerd,” she whispered into his shoulder, sobbing and laughing at the same time. “I love you.”

Jamie clapped, grinning. “Hopelessly romantic. I knew it.”

Jackie elbowed him. “You’re just jealous.”

“I am,” he admitted.

As the group gathered around the car, taking photos, laughing, crying, it felt like a moment carved out of time. A moment between battles. A moment of peace.

But in the shadows behind the crowd, a pair of unseen eyes watched from a rooftop. And back in Cambridge... a new name that had only just recently appeared on the MIT enrollment list.

Tài Chi.

MIT Lecture Halls...First Day of the Semester. The morning sun gleamed off the famous dome of the Massachusetts Institute of Technology, casting golden rays across the packed lawns and bustling walkways. Students with coffee cups and tablet-laden backpacks moved with a mixture of nerves and excitement on the campus. Today was different.

The new semester wasn’t just off to the usual start. This was the semester where the national heroes of the recent global defense effort were now... professors.

Inside the Kresge Auditorium, an eager crowd of undergraduates, graduate students, and even a few curious faculty members filled every seat. The air buzzed with conversation. Whispers and camera phones flicked toward the stage where two banners hung:

MIT Neural Interface Technologies Division

Astrophysics and Wave Theory Initiative

The lights dimmed slightly as Dean Halvorsen, a tall, silver-haired man in his late sixties, stepped onto the podium. His voice carried effortlessly through the mic system.

“Good morning, everyone and welcome to what I believe will be one of the most interesting terms in MIT’s history.”

The crowd went still.

“As you all know, over the past year, our world has faced... challenges the likes of which we have never seen. But out of crisis came courage, and out of courage came innovation.”

He gestured to the side, where two figures waited in modest suits.

“Please welcome two of MIT’s newest faculty members. One is already a legend of this institution, the recipient of the MIT President’s Special Honors Medal for extraordinary academic achievement, now continuing his research into alien-derived propulsion systems. The other, his closest friend and colleague, one of the youngest professors ever appointed to chair a department at this university, and the leading mind in neural wave interface development.”

Applause thundered.

“Dr. Jamie Callaghan, Professor of Neural Interface Technologies.”

Jamie walked out, grinning, raising a hand modestly as the crowd roared. He offered a wink toward a group of students in the front row to one of whom nearly dropped her coffee.

“And Mr. Marvyn Forest, Lecturer and Lead Researcher in Astrophysics and Wave Theory.”

Marvyn stepped out beside him, calm, collected but with a flicker of a smile that made half the audience lean forward in their chairs. The applause surged again. Some students whistled. One kid shouted, “We love you, Marvyn!”

Jamie whispered, “Fans already? I’m hurt.”

Marvyn deadpanned, “I think he was in high school with me, but You’ll survive.”

They took their places behind the podiums on opposite sides of the stage. As the crowd settled, the Dean concluded:

“We are witnessing the future of science, of education, of human potential. Let us make history together.”

As the orientation ended, the crowds filtered into various classrooms across campus. Students were practically vibrating with energy as they found seats in packed lecture halls.

Advanced Quantum Cognition Seminar – Afternoon lecture session.

The seminar room had been expanded to hold a hundred students but even that barely managed to contain the bodies cramming inside.

Jamie stood at the front, scribbling a dynamic thought-map on the smart glass wall, his lecture already in mid-flow.

“Now, when we talk about resonant neural fields, we’re not just speaking of measurable electric potential across the cortex. We’re tapping into pre-conscious harmonics. It’s not just thoughts, it’s the wave signature of your identity.”

The students furiously typed. A few just stared, entranced.

Jamie smiled. “Any questions before I blow your minds with brainwave-mapped emotion indexing?”

A hand raised.

From the middle row, a boy stood.

Tall. Calm. His black hair fell almost too perfectly across his forehead, and his dark eyes had an ancient stillness to them. He spoke with impeccable English but the cadence was... off. Musical. Intentional.

“Professor Callaghan,” he said, “what would happen if a brain possessed multiple wave identities like simultaneous quantum cognitive structures operating in nested logic?”

Jamie blinked. That... was not a first-year question.

“I’m sorry,” Jamie said, curious now. “What’s your name?”

“Tài Chi,” he said with a slight bow. “First-year honors physics. Triple major.”

Jamie glanced at his neural tablet discreetly. Nothing. No background, no prior academic record other than a verified enrollment and a recommendation from... the Department of Energy?

Odd.

He smiled slowly. “Stick around, Mr. Tài. I have a feeling you’re going to make things in our classes very interesting.”

Marvyn’s lecture hall, across campus. Marvyn’s room was just as full, students sitting on steps and leaning against walls. He was in the middle of a detailed diagram of alien wave-lattice drive systems when a message flickered onto his lens display:

Jamie: “Check your enrollment. We’ve got a ghost with dragon eyes.”

Marvyn looked up. At the back of the class, Tài Chi stood quietly. He was already present in both lectures, and it seemed as if he followed Marvyn’s lecture with concentrated intent.

Marvyn looked at  him and his stomach dropped for just a moment.

There was something in the boy’s neural aura, like a flickering shadow behind the curtain of reality.

Something old.

Something... watching.

The amphitheater-style lecture hall of MIT’s Quantum Cognition and Wave-Propulsion department buzzed with anticipation. Students packed the seats, many standing along the walls or seated on the stairs, craning for a view. Holographic banners shimmered above the stage, displaying welcome messages and rotating 3D models of neural implants and propulsion schematics. The MIT crest pulsed faintly in the background, flanked by the SpaceX logo and an emblem reading: Astrophysics-Wave Theory Initiative.

This was Jamie and Marvyn’s first combined lecture in Astrophysics under Jamies mentorship in his faculty.

At the front of the main seminar room stood the Dean of Quantum Neurological Sciences, Dr. Amina Shah, a sharp-eyed woman in her early fifties with silver-streaked hair and a presence that quieted even the most excitable minds.

"Ladies and gentlemen, it is my honor to introduce two new members of our teaching and research faculty," she said, her voice magnified by soft-spoken ambient speakers woven into the walls. "Both are recent recipients of the prestigious  Congressional Medal of Honor. Both have contributed directly to the survival of our planet, and now, they will contribute to the education of its future leaders hopefully to even greater heights."

Polite applause quickly swelled into a standing ovation as Jamie Callaghan stepped forward in a sleek charcoal-grey jacket over a dark turtleneck, smiling as a shimmering hologram of a human brain formed beside him.

"Thank you, Dean Shah. I promise we won’t blow anything up this semester, my friend here beside me blew up a science lab in high school. We are lucky he survived it." Jamie quipped, causing a ripple of laughter across the crowd. With a wave of his hand, neural wave patterns began swirling above the auditorium in real time, beautiful, flowing ribbons of light representing the emotional spectrum in the room. Gasps echoed as the students saw their own collective consciousness made visible.

Marvyn followed, calm and quietly intense, dressed in a minimalist black suit with silver accent lines woven through the sleeves. As he stepped up beside Jamie, a projection of the alien spacecraft’s internal wave-core system appeared, rotating slowly above them like a glowing flower of light.

"Some engines don’t burn fuel," he said softly. "They burn space itself."

The crowd hushed, mesmerized.

"Marvyn Forest is not only a war hero," Dr. Shah continued, smiling faintly. "He is also one of the few recipients of the MIT President’s Special Honors Medal for Academic Achievement. He joins us today as both PhD candidate and lecturer in Advanced Wave Propulsion and Space-Time Dynamics. Please feel free to address him as professor, as he holds an associate professor’s position in my faculty."

More clapping, louder this time. Phones floated on selfie drones as students captured every angle. Some of the older professors in the back exchanged proud nods. The atmosphere at MIT had never been so electric.

From the middle rows, a figure watched with eerie stillness. Tài Chi sat upright, hands folded neatly on the table. It seems as if he was always present, wherever Marvyn was in MIT. His dark eyes never blinked, taking in every flicker of the holograms and every modulation of the wave fields around Marvyn. No one noticed the faint ripple in the ambient energy near his seat. No one but Marvyn.

After class, as the crowd poured out buzzing with excitement, stunned with the new innovative manner the lectures were delivered to them. Jamie and Marvyn walked back toward their faculty offices.

"That went better than I expected," Jamie grinned. "No one fainted. No neural accidents. You even kept the propulsion lecture under twenty minutes. You okay? You’ve been quiet."

Marvyn nodded slowly, then looked back toward the now-empty hall.

"There’s that student, the one that asked you the complex question at our first introduction to the students..." he said. "Tài Chi. He’s... different. Not just brilliant. It’s like... there’s something else in the room when he’s there. A shape. A shadow. Not human."

Jamie raised an eyebrow. "You scanning people’s wavefields again without asking permission?"

"No," Marvyn said quietly. "It scanned me."

The hallway grew still.

"We’ll keep an eye on him," Jamie said. "But for now... first lectures done, Professor Forest."

Marvyn gave a faint smile. "Likewise, Professor."

They bumped fists and stepped into the elevator, unaware that somewhere below MIT, a quiet subroutine triggered in a hidden server stack supervised by Merlin, MIT super AI computer. A name lit up.

Tài Chi.

And next to it:

Priority: Observe.

Marvyn’s Neuralink implant was already utilizing its integration with the MIT mainframe to issue instructions to it. He was not even aware of it. 

The basement level of MIT’s Waveform Dynamics Lab hummed with low, crystalline resonance. Rows of transparent interfaces hovered in midair, each one controlled by gesture, and thought-activated neural rings. Marvyn stood at the head of the main research tier, a sleek command node curving around him like a starship’s helm. The room was alive with activity, graduate students fine-tuning wave emitters, running predictive simulations, and decoding terabytes of quantum telemetry from Area 51’s captured alien disks.

At the center of the inner pod, Tài Chi sat silently, surrounded by a cloud of shifting holographic symbols that moved in fractal spirals around him. Alien glyphs, waveform equations, and multi-dimensional particle maps. He manipulated them with slow, elegant motions of his fingers, as if conducting an orchestra only he could hear.

Marvyn leaned back, arms folded. “He decoded that layered Fermionic spin cascade in less than four minutes,” he murmured to Jamie, who had just walked in, coffee in hand.

Jamie raised an eyebrow. “That thing took you a day and a half. You’re slipping, professor.”

Marvyn didn’t smile. “Something’s... off.”

Jamie took a sip. “What do you mean?”

“I ran a soft trace on Tài Chi’s admissions file,” Marvyn said quietly. “His GPA is flawless. Test scores, off the charts. But there’s no genetic registry match on file. No ancestry trail. His mother exists. Chinese American. Runs a small restaurant in LA. But there’s no father. No birth records. Not even hospital logs.”

Jamie lowered his cup. “You think he’s synthetic?”

“I ran a full cognitive spectrum scan during the last quantum logic test. His neural wave function shows resonance patterns I’ve only seen in one place before.”

Jamie’s face hardened. “Area 51. The bio-circuit from the Dragon King’s ship.”

Marvyn nodded slowly. “It’s faint. Like an echo. But it’s there.”

They both turned back toward Tài Chi, who looked up at that exact moment as if sensing their attention. He smiled, gave a small respectful nod... and then went back to his work without a word.

Later that evening, Marvyn sat in the private interface chamber, staring at a 3D rendering of Tài Chi’s cognitive signature. A faint curl of plasma rotated in the center, dragon-shaped if you squinted and nestled inside the waveform.

“Merlin,” Marvyn whispered, “run an echo-pattern match against the neural resonance captured during the last containment breach in Antarctica.”

“Pattern match detected,” the AI replied after a moment. “Similarity coefficient: 97.4%.”

Marvyn sat back slowly. His heart thudded once... hard.

Something ancient had entered his lab.

Something born of myth, wrapped in skin, and enrolled as a first-year PhD candidate at MIT.

And it had chosen his team.
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Chapter 2   Gifted Student
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Lecture Hall Zeta-4 – MIT Quantum Cognition & Wave Mechanics. The auditorium was alive with projected visuals, an interlaced hologram of a gravitational wave, flickering like a ribbon in space, danced above the center of the room. Marvyn stood beneath it, his custom wristband glowing faintly as he manipulated the waveform, slowing it to demonstrate quantum decoherence in high-dimensional brane clusters.

“Now, when we pass through a boundary with variable dimensional pressure,” Marvyn said, pointing as the projection shifted, “we observe distortions in waveform behavior that can't be explained by conventional string theory alone...”

The wave slowed, stretched, then reversed.

“You will see the waveform begin to twist into non-Euclidean orientation. What we’re modeling here is propulsion using directed wave interference, still theoretical, but promising.”

He turned to the room. “Any thoughts on why this structure breaks down after the third cycle?”

He paused, tapping on his wristband to open a split-screen showing a captured scan from one of the alien disks they’d analyzed during the Nevada research initiative.

“Anyone,” he asked, turning to the class, “who can see what’s wrong with this model?”

For a moment, silence.

Then, from the third row, a quiet voice: “It doesn’t break down. The structure is misinterpreted.”

Tài Chi stood slowly, calm and composed. All eyes turned to him.

Marvyn raised an eyebrow. “Explain?”

Tài Chi walked to the projection podium. A new model bloomed into the air, fluid and precise, showing a hybrid wave pattern entangled with a translucent schematic of the human brain.

“This,” he said, “is a neural waveform map, modified by intent. The moment thought enters the cognitive structure, it imprints upon localized space-time. The designers evolved not to calculate propulsion, but to feel it. Their advanced spacecraft we are trying to recreate move because they imagine where they’re going.”

A few students frowned, trying to catch up. Others simply stared, stunned.

Heads turned. Tài Chi stood, hands at his sides. “You’re using standard quantum reference points. But the designer’s architecture doesn’t operate that way. Their wave-emitter engines don’t move through space, they bend intention around gravitational cores.”

Marvyn blinked, surprised. That was an advanced theory, his theory. One he’d only mentioned in classified discussions with Jamie and the Pentagon.

Marvyn walked slowly to the projection, circling it. “That theory isn’t public. Where did you get this?”

The young man didn’t flinch. “I built it. From patterns I observed in the emitter archives. Some were buried in the metadata from the Nevada recordings. This structure just... made sense.”

He wasn’t boasting. He wasn’t even excited. Just calm, certain, as if reading something from memory.

Marvyn gave a slow nod. “Well done. This... this is very advanced thinking.”

Something in his voice gave Marvyn a chill, not the words themselves, but the way he said them. Like he wasn’t quoting. Like he was reciting.

Marvyn nodded slowly. “Thank you, Tài Chi. That’s... an impressive analysis.”

Tài Chi simply nodded and returned to his seat, as if nothing unusual had happened.

But Marvyn remained still, staring into the hologram, his mind racing. The other students hadn’t even grasped what had just happened. But he had.

The boy didn’t just understand alien tech, he resonated with it.

Students filtered out, still murmuring about the lecture. The fading light outside cast long shadows across the courtyard. Marvyn walked alongside Tài Chi, who carried a simple canvas satchel slung over one shoulder.

“You handled yourself well back there,” Marvyn said, his voice casual but probing.

Tài Chi dipped his head respectfully. “Thank you, Professor. I didn’t mean to overstep.”

“You didn’t,” Marvyn replied. “Your model... it was brilliant. Unusual. The kind of insight that doesn’t come from textbooks.”

Tài Chi offered a faint smile. “I’ve always seen patterns a little differently, I suppose.”

They paused at the stone steps.

“Where are you from, Tài Chi?”

He looked out toward the river, as if considering the question. “Los Angeles. My mother runs a restaurant in Chinatown. I grew up around the kitchen.”

Marvyn studied him for a beat too long. “Well, kitchen or not, you’re cooking up theories that bend space and time. Keep it up.”

“I will, sir.”

As Tài Chi walked off into the dusk, the wind picked up slightly. Marvyn stood there a moment longer, eyes thoughtful, then turned back toward his office.

Marvyn’s Office – Midnight: Jamie sat on the couch, still in jeans and an MIT hoodie, cradling a mug of coffee. Merlin’s core interface pulsed gently on the wall, a lattice of shifting geometric shapes, glowing faintly.

“You’re telling me the kid built that neural-coupling propulsion model from raw archived fragments?” Jamie asked.

Marvyn nodded, standing near the window, arms folded. “He shouldn’t have had access to some of those layers. The Nevada data is on deep lockdown. And even if he did, no one should’ve been able to interpret it that fast.”

Jamie frowned. “He cracked theoretical code we haven’t even finished defining. That’s not just brilliance. That’s... inherited memory. Or something synthetic.”

“Exactly,” Marvyn said. He turned to face Merlin’s main screen. “Run a retrospective trace on all holographic projection activity from user Tài Chi. Include emotional resonance, stress anomalies, and neural waveform signatures.”

MERLIN: Processing... anomaly detected. Signature contains non-human harmonics. Consistent with Class-Theta encoded cognitive matrices. Suppressed, but present. Estimate 2.4% deviation from baseline human pattern.
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