
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Book 2: The Echoed Fugue

        

        
        
          The Maya and Elias Adventures, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Kenneth Davis

        

        
          Published by Kenneth Davis, 2026.

        

    


Book 2: The Echoed Fugue

Page 1

The morning after the Lunar Gala, Blackstone University didn't look like a battlefield; it looked like a recovery ward. The fog over Oakhaven was thicker than usual, smelling of damp limestone and the faint, ozone tang of the "Neural Spike" Maya had unleashed. While the rest of the student body was being fed a story about a "mass hypnotic suggestion" caused by an experimental light show, Maya, Elias, and Phoebe were gathered in the only place that felt safe: the training yard of the Quarry safehouse.

"Again," Elias commanded, his voice as steady as the stones around them.

Maya stood in the center of the yard, "The Resonator" braced against her knees. Her fingers were taped where the palladium strings had bitten deep, but her eyes were sharp. She drew the bow, not in a long arc, but in a series of short, percussive strikes.

"I'm trying to hit the 110-hertz pulse without the endpin being grounded in the fountain," Maya panted, the wood of the cello vibrating with a frantic energy. "But without the water, the sound just... it scatters."

"That’s because you’re trying to dominate the air, Maya," Elias said, walking around her in a slow, silent circle. "Don't fight the atmosphere. Use the Silence. Find the gaps in the wind and tuck the note inside them. If you can't power up, you have to be precise."
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A few yards away, Phoebe was struggling with her own "power-up." She was supposed to be ionizing a small copper rod Elias had stuck in the dirt, but the light was coming out in erratic, golden sparks rather than a focused beam.

"It’s not working!" Phoebe cried, her hands glowing a frustrated amber. "I keep thinking about Sabrina’s eyes, and my heart starts racing, and then the light just... it splashes everywhere."

"Your light is tied to your emotional frequency, Phoebe," Elias said, pausing his circuit around Maya. "Maya gets her gift from the Sound, I get mine from the Silence, and you get yours from the Light. But light is a carrier. If the carrier is shaky, the message gets lost. You have to be the lens, not the bulb."

"I'm trying to be a lens!" Phoebe snapped, but as she did, a sudden, white-hot flare erupted from her fingertips, melting the top of the copper rod. "Oops."

"Better," Elias noted. "But in a hallway at Blackstone, that flare would have blinded Maya too. We need synchronization. Team EMP doesn't work if the 'E' and the 'P' are canceling each other out."
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"Speaking of Blackstone," Maya said, taking a break to rosin her bow. "Have you noticed the quad lately? It’s not just the wolves being gone. There’s a new kind of silence. Not your kind, Elias. A heavy kind. Like someone is standing behind the world and holding their breath."

"I've felt it too," Phoebe whispered, her aura dimming to a thoughtful copper. "I was walking back from the gym yesterday, and I saw... him."

"Him?" Elias asked, his eyes narrowing. "The Null?"

"No," Phoebe said, a faint blush creeping into her cheeks that had nothing to do with her golden glow. "This guy... he’s different. He’s always in the back of the library or near the shadows of the bell tower. He wears this long, dark coat, and he has these eyes that look like they’re made of midnight. I think his name is Julian."

Maya smiled, despite the tension. "The broody one from the freshman History of Art class? Phoebe, you’ve had a crush on him since orientation."

"It’s not just a crush!" Phoebe protested. "It’s... it’s a Velo thing. When he’s near, my light feels... calm. Like he’s the only one who can actually handle the brightness. He’s like the dark to my light."
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