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To those who refuse to give up on the people they love, even when those people disappear inside the dark.

For the ones who search through broken memories and fractured worlds— because sometimes, saving a universe begins with saving one soul.
Some souls don’t break apart when shattered—they scatter, waiting for the one person brave enough to gather them back
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Preface




Killing his alternates did more than take lives—
it unravelled inevitabilities, snapped anchor points, and carved invisible wounds through the fabric of existence itself.

Each death sent a silent shockwave across realities, rippling outward like a scream no universe could hear but all of them felt.

What was meant to preserve love became an act of slow annihilation.

The multiverse was never designed to withstand the erasure of its stabilizers.

Rishi was not just a man—he was a constant.

A living convergence point holding countless realities in fragile alignment.

And with every alternate version erased, the balance weakened.

Cracks formed where time should have been seamless.
Memories began bleeding between worlds.
Truths overlapped.
Laws of reality bent, then fractured.

When two versions of the same man in different universes were finally forced to merge—
two consciousnesses,
two histories,
two burdens
compressed into a single mind—the strain became unbearable.

The multiverse shuddered beneath the weight of contradiction.

Reality began collapsing inward, folding in on itself like a broken thought that could no longer finish forming.

Hannah is shattered by the truth she uncovers.

Not just because the universe is dying—but because the Rishi she loved is already gone.

What stands before her now is not the man she chose, nor entirely the man she once lost.

He is a fractured echo—the version of Rishi she loved before fear twisted into obsession,
before love became a justification for destruction.

A man still carrying her name in his heart,
yet no longer able to tell whether he is saving her…
or punishing the universe for taking her away.

Grief collides with guilt.
Love clashes with terror.

Because Hannah understands something no one else does:
he didn’t break the multiverse out of cruelty—
he broke it out of love that had nowhere left to go.

Yet fate has a strange way of bending for those who love without limits.

Even at the edge of collapse, even as realities tear themselves apart, there is still a sliver of possibility left unclaimed.

Hannah may have one last chance.

To save Rishi, she must descend into the deepest layers of consciousness—
past memories,
past identities,
past the versions of him that no longer exist.

She must navigate a mind splintered across realities,
where every decision echoes as a wound and every regret manifests as a barrier.

To save the multiverse, she must do the impossible:
separate what was never meant to be one.


Unravel a convergence that defied the laws of existence.

Choose which version survives—knowing that saving the universe may mean losing him forever.

Because some fractures cannot be healed.
They can only be undone.

And so the question remains—not just for Hannah, but for every universe holding its breath:

Can Hannah pull Rishi back from the fractures inside him… before those fractures tear the universe apart?


Prologue




Hannah covered her mouth with her hands.

Not in shock.
Not in surprise.
But in recognition.

Her fingers trembled violently against her lips as her breath stopped halfway into her chest. Her entire body froze, locked in place by a truth that slammed into her all at once—sharp, undeniable, irreversible.

Because of the way he looked at her.

Not confused.
Not searching.
Not weak.

Focused.
Aware.
Looking straight at her.

Her heart shattered in a single, silent beat.

Her hands shook harder now, as if her body were trying to physically reject what her mind had already accepted.

Every instinct screamed denial, but it was useless. She knew that gaze. She had known it for years.

And it did not belong to Rishi.

Her thoughts screamed inside her skull, chaotic and broken.

"No…"

Her eyes widened slightly, staring at the face she loved—at the body she had crossed universes to save—now occupied by something else entirely.

"No… it can’t be…"

Her head shook faintly, slowly, as though movement alone might undo reality.

"This is not happening…"

Her chest tightened painfully, each breath shallow and sharp, like glass scraping her lungs.

"Everything I did… everything I changed… every line of code I broke…"

Her vision blurred as tears flooded her eyes.

"It didn’t work… It didn’t work at all…"

Her hands pressed harder against her mouth as a sound threatened to escape—a scream she refused to let exist.

"Rishi is still gone."

The realization landed with finality.

Not missing.
Not trapped.
Not delayed.

Gone.

Her knees weakened, and she staggered slightly, barely managing to stay upright. Her body felt hollow, emptied in an instant.

She stared into his eyes again—those same eyes, now carrying something cold, something familiar, something that did not belong.

Something that watched her.

Something that knew her.


"Why…" she thought helplessly.

Her gaze flickered with fury and grief, her heart collapsing in on itself.

"Why, Rishi… why do you have to do this? why?!" she thought.

The name burned through her.

Her throat closed as tears spilled freely now, sliding down her cheeks, dripping from her chin onto the floor below. Each tear felt useless—too late—mocking her effort, her sacrifice.

She wanted to speak.

To scream his name.
To curse him.
To demand answers.

But her mouth stayed covered, her voice locked behind trembling hands because if she spoke—
if she made a sound— she would shatter completely.

Her eyes dropped for just a moment, shoulders shaking as silent sobs tore through her chest.


"I tried to save him," she thought, broken.
"I tried to stop you."


When she looked up again, her expression had changed—not to anger, not to fear—but to something far worse.

Devastated understanding.

Her voice finally escaped her lips, barely audible, trembling as it slipped past her fingers.

"You’re not him… You will never be him…"

The words weren’t an accusation.

They were a death pronouncement.

She swallowed hard, tears still falling, her eyes locked on the man wearing Rishi’s body.

"Rishi is gone…"

And in that moment—standing before the pod, hands shaking, heart destroyed—

Hannah mourned him.

Not as someone who might return.
But as someone she had already lost.

And that knowledge—

That unbearable, irreversible knowledge—

Would stay with her forever.


Chapter 1. You’re Not Him

Hunter looked at her.

The movement was slow, deliberate, strained—his head lifting only a fraction, as though the simple act of acknowledging her presence required more strength than his body could give. The transfer had left him weak, hollowed out, stretched thin between what he had been and what he had forced himself to become. His shoulders sagged against the restraints of the wheelchair, breath uneven, chest rising and falling in shallow, uneven rhythms that spoke of a body still learning how to exist again.

Rishi’s body.

Her gaze locked onto his face, and her chest constricted instantly.

The strain was visible everywhere. In the tightness around his eyes. In the faint tremor of his jaw as he swallowed. In the way his fingers twitched weakly against the armrest, unfamiliar nerves firing, mapping themselves to a consciousness that did not belong there. The process had torn him apart and stitched him back together incorrectly, and for a brief, cruel second, he almost looked fragile.

Almost human.

Then he smiled.

It was small at first—barely there—just the slightest lift at the corner of his mouth. But Hannah saw it immediately. Her breath caught violently in her throat, pain exploding through her chest so sharply it felt like her heart might physically crack under the pressure.


That smile.
That smile belonged to Rishi.


It was the same gentle curve, the same softness that had never demanded anything from the world. The kind of smile that had always carried patience instead of expectation, kindness instead of possession. The smile that had made her feel safe without trying.


And seeing it now—on him—destroyed her.


Her hands clenched involuntarily, nails biting into her skin as if pain might pull her back from the edge. Her vision blurred, tears flooding her eyes faster than she could stop them. That expression had no right to exist on Hunter’s face. It was a theft far more intimate than the body itself.


Because Hunter, the man he is now, did not smile like that.
He never had.



He smiled with hunger.
With desperation.
With need sharpened into obsession.


And yet now, wearing Rishi’s body, he had inherited the gentleness he never understood, never earned.

Her heart felt crushed beneath the weight of it.

Because for a split second—just a split second—her body reacted before her mind could stop it. Memory surged forward instinctively, reaching for familiarity, reaching for love that no longer had anywhere to land.

And then reality slammed back into place.


This was not Rishi.
Rishi was gone.



Completely.
Irrevocably.


The consciousness that had once lived behind that smile—the quiet strength, the unshakable trust, the man who loved without conditions—had been erased. Not asleep. Not trapped. Not waiting to be recovered.

Gone forever.

The smile lingered on Hunter’s face, weak but triumphant in its own twisted way, as though he believed it meant something. As though wearing that expression was proof enough that he had succeeded.

Hannah’s tears spilled freely, sliding down her cheeks in hot, silent streams. Her chest ached with a grief so deep it felt endless, like mourning someone who had been erased from existence rather than lost to death.

Her eyes never left him.

Not because she saw Rishi—

But because she saw the depth of what had been stolen.

And in that moment, standing before the pod, heart shattered beyond repair, Hannah understood something with devastating clarity:

Hunter hadn’t just taken Rishi’s body.

He had taken the last visible trace of him.

And that was a cruelty she would never forgive.

He called out her name.

His voice was hoarse, weak, dragged out of a throat that still hadn’t fully learned how to carry sound again. It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t demanding. It was fractured—stitched together from borrowed muscles and unfamiliar breath.


“Hannah…”


She didn’t move.

Her hands remained pressed tightly over her mouth, fingers trembling against her lips as if they were the only thing holding her together. Her shoulders quivered with silent, restrained sobs. Tears continued to fall relentlessly, slipping past her lashes, tracing slow paths down her cheeks, dripping onto the floor without sound.


She heard him.
Every syllable.
Every strain in his voice.


And still—she couldn’t move.

Hunter shifted inside the pod, the effort immediately visible. His body reacted as though gravity itself had become heavier, as though the simple act of moving carried consequences he hadn’t anticipated. His breath hitched, chest tightening as he tried to reposition his feet beneath him.

His legs trembled violently the moment they touched the ground.

Not from emotion.


From failure.
From a body that was no longer his.



His knees buckled slightly, muscles spasming in protest, unfamiliar nerves firing without coordination. He sucked in a sharp breath, teeth clenching as pain flared through limbs that had never supported him before.


Rishi’s legs.


Weak.
Unreliable.
Unforgiving.


Hunter let out a low, strained sound as he tried again, forcing his weight forward. His feet slid a fraction, unsteady, scraping faintly against the floor. His entire body shook, arms tensing instinctively as he struggled to remain upright.

He tried to stand.

His legs trembled harder, visibly shaking now, threatening to collapse beneath him. His balance faltered, and he lurched forward with a sharp gasp, barely catching himself in time.

One hand shot out, fingers clawing desperately for support.

He grabbed the edge of the pod’s door.

His grip was clumsy, strength uneven, fingers slipping slightly against the smooth surface before tightening. His arm shook under the strain as he leaned into it, anchoring himself there like a lifeline.

His breathing grew ragged.


Each inhale sounded forced.
Each exhale unsteady.


The effort etched itself across his face—jaw clenched, brow drawn tight, eyes flickering briefly with frustration, then fear. This body did not obey him the way his own had. It resisted him. Punished him.

Still, he lifted his head.

And called her name again.


“Hannah…”



The second time was weaker.
More desperate.
Like a plea.


But she still didn’t move.


She stood there, frozen in place, hands covering her mouth, eyes locked onto him as he struggled—watching the man wearing Rishi’s body fight against limitations that had never once belonged to him.


Her heart pounded violently in her chest, each beat screaming at her to do something.


Move.
Run.
Speak.
Scream.


But her body refused.

Her feet felt rooted to the floor, as though the ground itself had claimed her. Her limbs were heavy, useless, disconnected from her will. She could only stare, breath shallow, chest tight, as he dragged himself forward inch by inch.

She watched his legs shake.

Watched his grip falter, then tighten again.

Watched him struggle with a body that had once been treated with gentleness—now forced to endure someone else’s will.

Tears blurred her vision, but she didn’t wipe them away. She didn’t lower her hands. She didn’t reach out.

She couldn’t.


Because if she moved—
if she acknowledged him—
if she closed the distance—


Something inside her would break beyond repair.

So she stayed still.


Silent.
Watching.


As Hunter, trembling and unsteady, tried to step out of the pod.

And Hannah stood there, unable to move—not out of cruelty, not out of hatred—

But because the man struggling in front of her was wearing the body of the one she had already lost.

When he fully stepped out of the pod, the movement looked almost unreal—like something the world itself should have rejected.

He stood there, unsteady but upright, the glass door of the pod still humming faintly behind him. His body swayed slightly, knees locked too tightly, as though he feared that even the smallest relaxation would send him crashing down. Every muscle was strained past its limit, every breath shallow and uneven.

Then—slowly, carefully—he extended his hand toward her.

His arm shook as it lifted, fingers trembling in the air between them, reaching not with confidence, but with desperation. It was a silent plea, fragile and uncertain, as if he were afraid she might vanish if he moved too quickly.


She didn’t move.
She didn’t step back.
She didn’t step forward.


She simply stood there.

Her eyes remained fixed on him, wide and unblinking, staring at the impossible sight in front of her. The man standing there wore Rishi’s body—the same body she knew better than anyone else. The body that was never supposed to stand. The body that had always existed within limits, within careful accommodations, within quiet acceptance.


And now it was standing.
In front of her.
Alive in a way it had never been before.


The sight tore something open inside her chest. Her heart screamed in protest, confusion, grief crashing together all at once. Every instinct she had about Rishi—the way he moved, the way he carried himself, the way the world shaped itself around his stillness—was being violently contradicted.


This was wrong.
Every part of it was wrong.


Her hands were still covering her mouth, her fingers trembling so badly she could feel the vibration in her jaw. Tears continued to fall unchecked, blurring her vision, but she didn’t wipe them away. She couldn’t. She didn’t dare look away.


He called out her name again.
This time, it was barely a sound.


“Hannah…”

The word slipped from his lips weakly, breathless, as though it had taken everything he had left just to say it. His voice cracked at the end, thinning into nothing.


His extended hand faltered.
His fingers curled slightly, then loosened again.


And then—on what was clearly his last reserve of strength—he tried to take another step.

His leg moved forward a fraction.

Just enough.

His knee buckled instantly.

The strength vanished from his body all at once, like a switch being flipped. His grip on the air failed. His balance collapsed. His body pitched forward, gravity reclaiming him without mercy.


Hannah’s eyes widened in pure terror.
Her breath tore from her chest.


She ran.

Her feet moved before her mind could catch up, before fear or grief or reason could stop her. She crossed the distance between them in seconds, arms reaching out instinctively, desperately.

He fell into her.

His weight crashed against her chest, heavy and lifeless, and she barely managed to catch him before he hit the ground. Her arms wrapped around him tightly, one hand gripping his back, the other bracing his shoulders as she staggered under his sudden weight.


“—No—” the word escaped her silently, soundless, trapped behind her breath.


His body went slack in her arms.

Completely.

His head dropped forward against her shoulder, breath fading into shallow, uneven pulses. His muscles gave out entirely, tension draining from him as consciousness slipped away.

He was unconscious.

Hannah held him there, frozen in place, her arms locked around the man who wore the body of the one she loved. Her heart pounded violently as she stood there, trembling, supporting his full weight, terrified of letting go.

Tears spilled freely now, dripping onto his shoulder, onto the floor, onto the body she had fought so hard to save—and failed.

She had caught him.

But she had already lost Rishi.

And as she held Hunter unconscious in her arms, standing in the aftermath of the impossible, Hannah realized with crushing clarity that nothing about this moment was a victory.

It was only the beginning of something far more devastating.


Chapter 2. Isolation

Rishi opened his eyes.

For a moment—no, for something longer than a moment but shorter than time—he didn’t move. He didn’t breathe. He didn’t dare to. He lay perfectly still, every instinct screaming at him to remain motionless, as if the smallest movement might shatter whatever fragile state he was in.

His breath was caught somewhere deep in his throat, suspended between fear and disbelief.

Was he dreaming?

Or drifting—half-assembled—inside some unfinished memory his mind had stitched together to soften the blow of dying?

The thought terrified him more than darkness ever had.

Then something impossible happened.

He realized—

He could see.

The awareness hit him like a shockwave.


Not sound.
Not touch.
Not intuition.


Sight.

His heart stuttered violently, a painful, uneven jolt that rippled through his chest. Light flooded his vision all at once—soft, endless, overwhelming in its sheer presence. He gasped reflexively, sucking in air that tasted clean and unfamiliar.

He blinked.


Once.
Twice.


Again.

His eyes burned—not with pain, but with overload, as if they were trying to remember how to exist. The brightness didn’t stab or sear the way he had once imagined light might if it ever reached him. Instead, it wrapped around him gently, like warm fog infused with sunlight. Diffuse. Kind. Forgiving.

No sharp edges.

No cruelty.

Just… light.


“Wha…”


The sound escaped him without permission.

His vision steadied, and shapes began to resolve—not objects, not structures, but presence. Space. Depth. A vast, boundless openness that made his chest tighten.

Slowly—so slowly it felt ceremonial—he lifted his hand.

His fingers trembled as they rose into view.

And he saw it.

His hand.


Not an idea of it.
Not a remembered outline.
Not a mental reconstruction built from touch and sound.


His own hand.


Clear.
Solid.
Real.


Every finger distinct. The curve of his knuckles. The subtle variations in skin tone. Even the faint lines crossing his palm, etched like quiet proof that this body had lived.

His breath broke into a shaky exhale that sounded suspiciously like a sob.


“No way…” he whispered.


His voice sounded strange to his own ears—too present, too grounded. He stared at his hand, rotating his wrist slowly, watching how the light shifted across his skin. The movement felt effortless. Natural. As if his body had never known limitation.

A pulse of disbelief surged through him, so intense it made his vision blur again.

He forced himself to move.

He drew his knees inward and pushed himself upright, palms pressing down against what felt like a floor.

But it wasn’t a floor in any way he understood.

The surface beneath him was smooth and cool, almost velvety, yielding just enough to acknowledge his weight without resistance. And yet—when he looked—it stretched endlessly in every direction, indistinguishable from the space around him.


No seams.
No edges.
No walls.


No shadows.

Just white.


A white so absolute it erased the horizon itself, swallowing distance and direction until the concept of far and near no longer applied.


He turned slowly in place, heart pounding, trying to orient himself.

There was nothing.

And somehow, that nothing felt safe.

He looked down at himself.

At his hands.


His legs.
His body.



All visible.
All whole.
All working.


His chest rose and fell rapidly now, breath coming faster as realization piled on top of realization.


His legs—
His legs weren’t folded uselessly beneath him.


They weren’t distant sensations he had to imagine through pressure and sound.


They were there.



Alive.
Waiting.


A sharp, involuntary laugh burst out of him, half hysterical, half broken.


“Okay…” he breathed. “Okay…”


Slowly—tentatively—he bent one knee.

The muscles responded instantly, smooth and precise.


His breath hitched.
He bent the other.
Still responsive.



No delay.
No resistance.
No absence.


A tremor ran through him from head to toe, so strong he had to brace one hand against the strange floor just to steady himself.


“Is… is this real…?” he whispered.


The question echoed into the white, unanswered.

He tried to move his toes.


They moved.
Individually.


He could see them flex, feel the subtle shift of balance as they pressed against the surface beneath him.

A choked sound tore from his throat.


He lifted one leg.
It lifted.



Not dragged.
Not imagined.


Lifted.


“W-wait…” His voice trembled violently now. “My legs… I can…”


He couldn’t finish the sentence.

The words dissolved under the weight of what they meant.

He pressed a trembling hand against the floor and pushed.


His arms engaged.
His core tightened.
His legs straightened beneath him.
His body rose.


And for a suspended, breathless instant, he hovered between states—between the life he had known and the one standing before him.

Then—he stood.


Fully.
Balanced.
Alive.


Rishi stood on his own two feet.

The sensation slammed into him all at once—gravity grounding him, muscles holding him upright, balance instinctively correcting itself without thought. His heart thundered in his chest as he looked down, watching his feet planted firmly against the white expanse.


He laughed.
Then cried.



“I’m… I’m standing,” he whispered, voice shaking, reverent. “I’m really standing…”


Tears streamed down his face, blurring the light around him, but he didn’t wipe them away. He didn’t want to miss a single sensation.

For the first time in his life—

He wasn’t imagining the world.

He was seeing it.

And somewhere, deep beneath the awe and the disbelief, one terrifying thought flickered into existence:


If this is real…
Then where is Hannah?


A sob tore through him, raw and unrestrained, ripping its way out of his chest before he could even think to stop it.

It wasn’t polite or quiet or contained. It was the kind of sound that came from somewhere deeper than language—something primal, something that had been locked away for far too long and had finally been given permission to exist.

His hands flew to his mouth, fingers pressing hard against his lips as if he could physically hold the sound back, as if he could keep the disbelief and joy from spilling into the endless white around him. His shoulders shook violently. His breath came in broken gasps, uneven and sharp, every inhale stuttering as his body struggled to process what was happening.


He was standing.
He was really standing.


His knees trembled beneath him, muscles quivering from shock rather than strain. His heart pounded so loudly he was certain it echoed through the white expanse, a frantic, exhilarated rhythm that made his chest ache.

Slowly—hesitantly—he lifted one foot.

He placed it forward.

One step.


Wobbly.
Uncertain.
But real.



The sensation was overwhelming. The subtle shift of balance. The pressure against the sole of his foot. The way his weight transferred naturally, instinctively, without thought or hesitation. His body knew how to do this. It had always known. It was as if the ability had been waiting patiently, dormant, for the moment it could finally be unleashed.


Then he took another step.

His body swayed, momentum carrying him slightly too far. Panic flared for a split second—then his muscles corrected, his core engaged, and he caught his balance on instinct alone.

A laugh burst out of him.


Unsteady.
Breathless.
Bright with shock and wonder.


It echoed strangely in the white, the sound of it foreign and beautiful all at once.

He could walk.

The realization hit him like a wave.


He could walk.


His chest felt impossibly full, as though his heart had expanded beyond the limits of his ribs, swelling with a happiness so sharp it hurt. It wasn’t gentle joy—it was piercing, overwhelming, almost unbearable in its intensity. Tears streamed freely down his face now, blurring his vision as he took a few more shaky steps forward.

Each step felt like a miracle.

Each movement rewrote something deep inside him.


“I… I’m walking…” he whispered, his voice trembling, barely louder than breath, as if speaking too loudly might cause the world to shatter and take this moment with it.


He glanced down at his feet as he moved, watching them obey him without question, without delay. His legs carried him forward, steadying with each step, growing more confident, more sure.

His mind raced—questions colliding with fear, confusion clawing at the edges of his awareness—but the overwhelming joy drowned everything else out. It was too big, too consuming to allow room for doubt.

He turned suddenly, spinning in place, the movement clumsy and unpractised. His foot caught slightly, and he nearly stumbled—but instead of fear, laughter poured out of him again, louder this time, freer.

“I can walk…”

The words felt unreal on his tongue.

He pressed both hands to his face, fingers digging into his cheeks, his eyes, his brow—grounding himself in sensation, in proof. His palms came away wet with tears.

“I wish—Hannah—”

The name escaped him before he even realized he had spoken it.

Hannah.

The moment the sound of her name left his lips, something inside him shifted.

It was subtle, but undeniable—like a distant echo answering a call across an impossible distance. A tremor rippled through him, warm and painful all at once, as if a memory had been brushed awake. Images flickered at the edges of his mind: her voice, her touch, her stubborn hope, her fear.

His smile faltered.

The joy didn’t disappear—but it cracked, fractured by longing.


“Hannah…” he repeated, softer this time, the word trembling as it left him, laden with ache and devotion.


Suddenly, the wonder was no longer pure.

It tangled with fear.

With desperate yearning.


If he could move…
If he could see…
If he could stand—



Where was he?
What had happened to his body?
What had happened to her?


The questions crashed down all at once, cold and heavy, threatening to drown the joy he had been floating in moments before. He clutched his chest, fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt as his heartbeat thundered beneath his palm.


“I… I need to tell Hannah,” he whispered urgently, panic threading through his voice now. “She has to know… I—Hannah—”


Her name tasted like hope and heartbreak all at once.


It anchored him.
It hurt him.


And yet he couldn’t stop saying it.

He stood there in the infinite white, tears falling freely, breath uneven, heart torn between miracle and terror. He was no longer alone with his wonder—now he was alone with the unbearable need to reach her.

And somewhere beyond the boundaries of what he could see or understand—

Somewhere deep within the labyrinth of another man’s mind—

A faint ripple answered him.


Not a voice.
Not a sound.


But a presence.

A whisper he couldn’t hear with ears or see with eyes, yet his soul recognized instantly, with bone-deep certainty:

She’s coming.

Rishi began to walk—

At first, cautiously.


Each step was deliberate, measured, as though he were testing the ground not just beneath his feet, but beneath reality itself. His body still hummed with disbelief, every movement wrapped in the fragile fear that this miracle might vanish if he trusted it too much. His arms hovered slightly away from his sides, balance instinctive but wary, eyes scanning the endless white around him for anything—anything—to define where he was.


Then urgency crept in.


The joy of movement twisted into a need to go somewhere. To find an edge. A landmark. A direction that meant something. His steps lengthened, pace quickening, breath growing sharper as he leaned forward into motion.


And then—

His shoulder slammed into something solid.

The impact wasn’t violent, but it was unmistakable. A sudden, jarring stop that sent a shock through his arm and down his spine. He staggered back half a step, heart leaping into his throat.

A wall.


Invisible.
Impossible.


He stared straight ahead, eyes wide, pupils searching for shape or shadow or reflection—but there was nothing. Just the same endless white stretching beyond where his body had been abruptly denied passage.

Confusion knitted his brows together.

The space looked infinite. Unbroken. Boundless in every direction.

Yet something had stopped him.

Slowly, warily, he turned and walked the opposite way.


Three steps.
Four.



Then—
Another collision.



Another unseen barrier, smooth and soundless, stopping him cold as though the world itself had decided no further.


His pulse spiked.

He pivoted sharply, trying a new direction.

Another wall.

He turned again. And again. And again.

Each attempt ended the same way—his body meeting resistance where none should exist, his movement arrested by something that refused to be seen or understood.

It dawned on him with sickening clarity.

He wasn’t standing in an endless plane.


He was trapped inside an invisible box.


His breath quickened, coming shallow and fast as panic slithered up his spine, cold fingers tightening around his ribs. His hands curled into fists, then loosened again as he tried to ground himself.


“Where… where am I?” he whispered.


His voice cracked on the final word, swallowed almost immediately by the white void around him. The sound didn’t echo properly—it just… faded. As if the space itself didn’t know what to do with it.

He lifted his hand and pressed his palm forward.

It met resistance.

The invisible surface was cold—unnaturally so—and beneath his skin, it hummed faintly, like static trapped under glass. The sensation sent a shiver through him. He slid his hand sideways, fingers splayed, tracing the unseen boundary inch by inch.


Searching.
Hoping.


Praying for a seam.


A crack.
An opening.
Anything that suggested this wasn’t permanent.


There was nothing.

The wall was seamless.

Perfect.

Unforgiving.


“Am I dead?” he asked the empty white room.


The question felt absurd and terrifying all at once.

Silence swallowed his words whole.


No answer.
No sign.
No reassurance.


He swallowed hard, throat dry, heart pounding loud enough that he was sure it must be audible.


“Or… am I alive?
Why can’t I go out?
What is this place?”


The words echoed faintly this time, distorted, as though bouncing inside something hollow and unfinished. The sound returned to him thinner, weaker—like a reflection stripped of substance.

His chest tightened.

Then—like a wave crashing through the fog of confusion—a memory surged up unbidden.

Hannah.

The mere thought of her hit him harder than the wall ever could. His heart clenched painfully, breath hitching as images flooded his mind.


The pod.
The restraints.


The way his wheelchair had been locked into place, cold metal biting against his skin. The pressure of the straps across his chest, his legs, his wrists—holding him still, helpless. The faint chemical haze crawling through his veins from whatever had sedated him, dulling his thoughts but never fully stealing them.

The hum.

That relentless hum of the machine vibrating through the air, through his bones, through his very consciousness.


He remembered feeling her presence outside the glass even though he couldn’t see her.



The warmth of her voice.
The strain in her breathing.


The desperation in the way her hands touched the pod, as if touch alone could pull him back.

Someone had tried to open the door.

Hannah.

He remembered the tapping against the glass when the system refused to respond. The sound had been frantic, uneven, full of fear she was trying—and failing—to hide.

He had wanted to reach for her.

He couldn’t lift his hands.

He had wanted to speak.

His mouth wouldn’t move.

But he had felt her fear.

Her determination.

Her refusal to let him disappear.

Then the shouting—

Not Hannah’s voice.

The other Rishi.

The one who had kidnapped him.

The one who had claimed the right to his body as if it were a prize, a tool, a necessity.

The one whose voice had cracked with panic and rage as he screamed for Hannah to stop.

And those final words—burned into his mind just before darkness swallowed everything:

“You cannot CHANGE anything. I built this. I LOCKED it. You can’t rewrite a single protocol. You cannot stop this. You will NOT stop this!”

Rishi’s breath trembled.


But she had changed something.


She must have.

Because he was here.

Alive—somehow.

Seeing—somehow.

Standing—when he should never have been able to.

His heart pounded violently now, equal parts fear and awe.


“Did… did Hannah save me?” he whispered, eyes darting around the blank space as if she might suddenly appear at the edge of his vision.



If she had protected him—
If she had hidden him—


Then what was this place?


A prison?
A shield?


A fragment of consciousness carved away at the last second?

A sealed corner of his mind, locked off to keep him safe?

But if she had saved him…


Why couldn’t he see her?
Why wasn’t she here?
Why was he alone?


He pressed both palms flat against the invisible wall and leaned forward until his forehead rested against it. The cold seeped into his skin, grounding him painfully in the moment.

“Hannah…”

His voice cracked completely this time.

Nothing answered.

No echo.

No warmth.

No familiar presence.

His throat tightened with fear and longing so intense it made his chest ache.


“What is this place…?” he whispered. “How do I get out? Hannah… did you put me here to protect me…? If so… where are you? Why can’t I reach you?”


His words trembled into the white, fragile and desperate, as though they might shatter if pushed any harder.

He closed his eyes, breathing shakily.


The silence was suffocating.
The whiteness blinding.
The isolation crushing down on him from every direction.


He wrapped his arms around himself, holding on as if that alone could keep him from disappearing, and whispered again—so softly it barely existed—

“Hannah… where are you…?”

His voice dissolved into the empty expanse, carrying hope and fear in equal measure, praying that somehow, somewhere, she could hear him.


Chapter 3. The Three Of Us

Hannah lowered him slowly, carefully, as if even the slightest mistake might shatter what little stability remained.

She knelt first, easing herself down to the floor so she could control his weight, her arms tightening around him to keep his body from collapsing too hard. Her movements were deliberate, measured, painfully gentle. She guided him downward inch by inch, supporting his shoulders, then his back, until he was fully resting on the cold floor beneath them.

Only then did she let go.

Even after his body was down, her hands lingered for a moment longer than necessary—hovering near his shoulders, his arms, his chest—as if she were afraid that the instant she withdrew, something irreversible would happen. Her fingers trembled faintly as she finally pulled them back.

Hunter remained unconscious.

His head was turned slightly to the side, his breathing shallow but steady, his body unnaturally still. Seeing him like this—silent, unmoving—only sharpened the ache in her chest. The face was Rishi’s. The vulnerability was Rishi’s. The fragility belonged to the body she had once protected with everything she had.

But the man inside was not him.

Hannah swallowed hard, forcing herself to focus. Standing frozen would change nothing. Grief would have to wait. Action was the only thing keeping her upright now.

She turned back toward the pod.

The glass door stood open, the interior dim, cables slack and lifeless now that the process was complete. Inside, the wheelchair remained exactly where it had been positioned—an object she knew intimately, one that had once represented Rishi’s limits, his reality, his daily negotiations with the world.

Her chest tightened as she reached for it.

She pulled the wheelchair out slowly, the soft sound of its wheels rolling across the floor echoing too loudly in the silent room. Every step felt heavier than the last. Her hands wrapped around the handles automatically, muscle memory guiding her movements even as her thoughts splintered.

She positioned it beside Hunter’s body, careful to align it just right.

Then she knelt again.

Lifting him was harder this time. Her arms protested, shoulders straining as she slid one arm beneath his back and the other beneath his knees. She braced herself, inhaled deeply, and pulled him upward with controlled effort. His weight sagged against her, completely unresistant, forcing her to adjust her grip again and again to keep him from slipping.

She eased him into the wheelchair slowly, settling him back against the seat, adjusting his posture so his head wouldn’t loll forward too sharply. Her hands moved with practiced care—straightening his shoulders, guiding his arms onto the rests, ensuring his body was supported.

The familiarity of the motion almost broke her.

Once he was secure, she stepped behind the chair.

For a moment, she simply stood there, hands resting on the handles, staring down at him. The contrast was unbearable: the wheelchair she associated with Rishi, now holding the man who had erased him.

Then she pushed.

The wheels rolled smoothly as she guided Hunter out of the lab, through the corridors, and toward the master’s bedroom. Each turn, each threshold, felt like crossing another invisible line she could never uncross. The space around her blurred slightly, tears clinging to her lashes, but she kept moving, refusing to stop.

OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Title Page





		

Copyright





		

Dedication





		

Epigraph





		

Contents





		

Preface





		

Prologue





		

Chapter 1. You’re Not Him





		

Chapter 2. Isolation





		

Chapter 3. The Three Of Us





		

Chapter 4. A Sliver Of Hope





		

Chapter 5. Determination





		

Chapter 6. Foreign Body





		

Chapter 7. The Plan





		

Chapter 8. If Only...





		

Chapter 9. Her Alternates





		

Chapter 10. The First Sign





		

Chapter 11. The Inner Breach





		

Chapter 12. The Reversion Engine





		

Chapter 13. If We Can Only Go Back To The Way We Were





		

Chapter 14. Lost and Alone





		

Chapter 15. The Second Sign





		

Chapter 16. It Has Begun





		

Chapter 17. The Initiation





		

Chapter 18. The Infiltration





		

Chapter 19. I Love You And Will Always Will





		

Chapter 20. The Body In the Room





		

Chapter 21. I Finally Found You





		

Chapter 22. I'm Whole





		

Chapter 23. Promise, I Will Save You





		

Chapter 24. I Trust You Will





		

Chapter 25. Betrayal Feels Like





		

Chapter 26. The Consequence





		

Chapter 27. The Acceptance





		

Chapter 28. The Separation





		

Chapter 29. You’re Back





		

Chapter 30. Waking Up





		

Epilogue





		

Acknowledgement





		

About The Author





		

Connect With Author





		

Books By This Author













Guide





		

Contents













