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The Ninth Universe The First Tear


It was 3:27 AM in the Central Quantum Research Laboratory, where fluorescent lights cast cool shadows over the sophis- ticated equipment spread across the room. The year was 2129, an era when humanity had touched the limits of cosmic understanding, eager to open new gateways to the unknown, driven by boundless curiosity. Elias Thorne, a distinguished quantum physicist, stood at the heart of this revolution, his weary eyes following the latest readings on the gleaming screens that lined the walls of the lab; every flicker of data promised an enigmatic future.




Elias had spent nearly two decades studying quantum chaos, believing that the answers to existential questions lay in the intricate entanglement of subatomic particles, and in the probabilities of other unseen parallel worlds. Their latest project, the “Aion Gate,” aimed to create a tiny tear in the fabric of spacetime, not for actual transit between dimensions, but
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to catch a fleeting glimpse, transient flashes of other universes that might exist alongside their own. This dream had haunted him for years, a passion consuming every atom of his being.

His assistant, Dr. Anya Sharma, whispered from behind him, adjusting the final settings on the main control panel. “Everything is ready, Doctor. Stability energy has peaked, and the spacetime pulse is ready to respond. This is the moment we’ve long awaited, a historic moment that could completely change our understanding of reality.” Her voice carried a mix of awe and excitement, as she watched the complex graphs displayed on the screens, charting the course of unimaginable energy.

Elias nodded, feeling his heart pound in his chest. He was fully aware of the immense risk; manipulating spacetime was no trivial matter, and there had been many warnings of potential collapse or unforeseen consequences that could transcend any human imagination. But his passion was stronger than any fear, for truth was his ultimate goal, and the pursuit of knowledge his sole purpose in this existence.

“Begin the countdown, Anya,” Elias commanded in a calm, controlled voice, though his hand gripping the safety lever trembled slightly, an indication of the deep tension churning within him. Red lights began to flash on the front panel, and an automated voice echoed through the cold laboratory, counting down the seconds until activation. “Five, four, three, two, one...” Each word jolted Elias’s nerves, bringing him closer to the edge of the unknown abyss.
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At zero, there was no deafening explosion as one might imagine, but rather a strange silence, a calm before the storm, then an intense white flash that swallowed everything in the laboratory, followed by a sensation of immense pressure that threw him off balance. It wasn’t a sound or a physical vibration, but rather a feeling as if spacetime itself was tearing into small pieces around him, permeating every cell of his body, ripping the fabric he was accustomed to, and pulling him into an endless void.




The laboratory vanished, Anya vanished, and all familiar landmarks in his life vanished. He felt as if he was being dragged through a narrow tube of brilliant light, non-existent colors dancing before his eyes, and inexplicable sounds reverberating in his ears, a mixture of echoes, whispers, and mechanical noises. His body felt torn and disintegrated, and his mind struggled with absolute chaos, trying to cling to a thin thread of reality before completely breaking apart.




Everything stopped abruptly. The silence that followed the chaos was more terrifying than the noise itself. Elias slowly opened his eyes, feeling severe nausea and a headache gnawing at his head. The light was dim, seeping from a high window, and the faint scent of disinfectants filled the room, a familiar hospital smell, but here it carried a strange, slightly different nuance than he knew.




He was lying on a comfortable bed, covered with a soft, clean white sheet. His eyes wandered around, trying to comprehend the surrounding details. The room was simple, its walls a faded white, and it contained a small table next to the bed with a water pitcher and a glass. This was not the recovery room
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he expected in his own laboratory, nor was the surrounding medical equipment the same as what he knew. The colors were different, and the designs were unusually modern, yet at the same time oddly ancient.

Elias tried to remember what had happened, but the events were hazy, mixed with a white flash and immense pressure. He reached out to touch his head and found a soft bandage wrapped around his forehead. He remembered the experiment, the countdown, and the flash. But how did he get here? And why didn’t the place feel familiar at all? This feeling of anxiety was creeping into his depths, a sense that something terrible had happened, and that reality had slipped from his grasp irrevocably.

He pressed the nurse call button beside the bed, and moments later the door slowly opened. A nurse entered, dressed in a pristine white uniform, her wide blue eyes and blonde hair neatly tied back. She smiled a friendly smile, but her gaze held a hidden concern. “Welcome, Dr. Thorne. We’re glad to see you finally awake. It’s been a long time.” Her voice was calm and warm, but her words struck Elias like lightning, creating a real shock deep within him.

“Dr. Thorne?” Elias repeated in a hoarse voice, trying to get up, but a wave of dizziness forced him back down. “I am Dr. Elias Thorne, yes. But... why do you say a long time? And what happened to me? Where am I?” The questions poured out of him quickly, as his mind desperately tried to decipher this strange enigma surrounding him from all sides.
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The nurse approached him, placed a gentle hand on his fore- head, and examined his eyes with a small lamp. “Calm down, Doctor. You are in Neo-Aura Hospital, and nearly three years have passed since the accident. You were in a deep coma. Don’t worry, everything will be fine now.” Her words carried a false reassurance, inconsistent with the gravity of the information she had just given him, repercussions that his mind could not easily comprehend.




Three years? Coma? Neo-Aura Hospital? He had never heard of this hospital before. Every piece of information the nurse uttered increased his sense of loss and confusion. He looked at his reflection in the window glass and saw a pale face, but it was his face. No, it wasn’t exactly his face. There were finer lines around his eyes, his hair seemed a little longer, and an unfamiliar small scar on his temple. Was that really his reflection?




“But... this is impossible!” Elias exclaimed, trying to get up again, desperation pushing him to the brink of madness. “I was in the Central Quantum Research Laboratory moments ago! We were conducting the Aion Gate experiment! It was 2129! I wasn’t in a coma, and this isn’t my hospital! What’s happening here?” His voice rose, almost turning into a scream, with every desperate attempt to confirm what he believed to be true.




The nurse’s expression changed to sadness and pity. “I under- stand you’re in shock, Doctor Thorne. But the accident you’re talking about... it happened in 2126. The Aion Gate experiment caused a catastrophic explosion, and you were believed to have died in that accident. We were all shocked when the rescue



[image: ]

team found you days later, barely alive.” Her words jumped over themselves, presenting him with another terrifying truth, a truth he was unprepared to face.

“I died?” Elias repeated the word, feeling a chill run down his spine. “But I’m here! I’m alive! I didn’t die! This is impossible! I remember everything clearly! It was 3:27 AM, and there was a countdown...” His words trailed off, with every new piece of information sinking into his mind, deepening his sense of disorientation.

The nurse brought a glass of water and handed it to him, her eyes holding a look of compassion. “I know this is very confusing. Your brain is trying to process the shock. I’ll call your attending physician, Dr. Silas Vance. Perhaps he can explain things better to you.” Her voice was calm, designed to soothe him, but Elias would not be comforted, his mind refusing to accept this alternative reality at all.
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