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Author’s Note (Before the Story)

Before the Fracture: On Worlds Seen and Unseen

Every story begins with a question—one that lingers quietly in the back of the mind until it finally demands to be explored.

For this novel, that question arrived during an ordinary moment:

What becomes of the parts of ourselves we never voice, the emotions we never confess, the choices we never make?

In life, we move through our days believing we are singular beings—one mind, one heart, one destiny. Yet the truth is more fractured, more ambiguous. We carry versions of ourselves that contradict one another, that fear and desire in equal measure. What if one of those unspoken versions had the chance to step into the light? And what if, somewhere across a vast unseen multiverse, that other self truly existed?

This story was born from that curiosity.

A tale of collisions—of worlds, identities, and the fragile human heart.

Caleb Mercer, our protagonist, is a man many of us may recognize in pieces:

flawed, quiet, burdened by choices he has not yet made, and haunted by the realization that he may have already begun to lose the life he built without ever understanding why.

And Mina—

a woman who carries strength beneath gentleness, whose presence reveals the delicate truth that love does not always stay where it begins, and that the heart is not bound by dimensions or time.

I wanted to explore what happens when a person is thrown into a reality where they are forced to confront the version of themselves they could have become—

and the consequences of stepping into a life that might not be theirs to keep.

This novel is not only a journey through seven worlds, collapsing timelines, and multiversal conspiracies.

It is, at its core, a story of rediscovery:

of love that blossoms in the unlikeliest of places,

of identity that evolves under impossible pressure,

and of the courage required to choose a path even when every option demands sacrifice.

Before you begin, I offer only this promise:

you are about to follow a man who learns that even if the universe breaks around him, the threads of connection he forms—love, trust, redemption—can be strong enough to hold pieces together.

Thank you for stepping into these worlds with me.

I hope you find something of yourself within them.

— Fire Lee
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Chapter 1 – Fracture at Dawn
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Caleb Mercer woke to the sound of glass clicking in the kitchen.

For a moment he lay still, staring at the hairline crack in the bedroom ceiling—a reminder of the leak from two winters ago, the one he kept promising he would fix and never did. Dawn light pushed through the blinds in thin, accusing stripes. Something in the air felt brittle, as if the apartment itself were holding its breath.

He checked his phone. 6:12 a.m.

Too early for a Sunday, just early enough for a Monday, which unfortunately this was.

The glass clicked again. Cabinets opened and shut. The fridge hummed, then thudded as it closed harder than it needed to.

Caleb exhaled and swung his legs out of bed.

In the small open-plan kitchen, Hana stood in one of his old college hoodies, the sleeves rolled up to her elbows. Her dark hair was twisted into a messy knot at the top of her head. The hood's faded logo—some rural state college he had spent half his life trying to escape—looked strangely out of place on her, like a relic from another person’s story.

She didn’t look at him when he walked in. She was spooning coffee grounds into the machine, every movement controlled and exact.

“Morning,” he said.

“Mm.”

The non-word hung in the air between them, weighty as a verdict.

Caleb reached for two mugs in the cabinet above her head. His arm brushed her shoulder; she flinched almost imperceptibly.

“You’re up early,” he tried again.

“I couldn’t sleep.”

Her voice was flat, neutral, the way it had become more and more often over the past year.

He set the mugs on the counter. “Bad dream?”

“No.” She tapped the coffee tin with the spoon, metal against metal. “Just thinking.”

That meant trouble. Hana thinking at six in the morning had never gone well for him.

“About what?” he asked carefully.

She finally looked at him. Her eyes were still the same dark brown that had once made him forget entire sentences in the middle of a conversation. Today they were sharp, assessing, as if deciding where to cut.

“About us,” she said. “What else is there left to think about?”

The coffee machine gurgled to life in the silence that followed.

Caleb rubbed the back of his neck. “Hana, not now. I have an early meeting. We can talk tonight.”

“We always talk ‘tonight.’” She mimed air quotes with wet fingers. “Tonight becomes next week. Next week becomes ‘when this deadline is over.’ Somehow, your deadlines breed faster than we do.”

He winced. “That’s not fair.”

“Isn’t it?” She turned the spoon in the sink with deliberate care. “You know what today is?”

He searched his memory. Monday. Early March. Rent was paid. No birthdays, no holidays. His mind came up empty, and guilt surged in to fill the space.

“It’s the day we signed the lease on this place,” she said when he stayed silent. “Three years ago. You said it would be temporary. ‘Just until the promotion. Just until the raise. Just until things settle down.’”

“We’re in the city,” Caleb protested. “I thought that’s what you wanted. More opportunities. More clients. You said—”

“I said I didn’t want to spend my thirties waiting for you to come home,” she snapped.

The words landed with the clean, sharp sound of something breaking exactly along a fault line.

He stared at her. “I come home.”

“At nine. Ten. Midnight. With your brain still at the office.” She crossed her arms, hoodie sleeves riding up to reveal the pale scar on her wrist from the time they’d tried to cook together in their first apartment. He used to kiss that scar and joke that it was his fault for distracting her. He hadn’t kissed it in a long time. “Do you even know why we started fighting in the first place, Caleb?”

He could think of a dozen reasons. The unsent applications for her freelance design projects she never had time to finish. His missed dinners. The conversation they kept circling around and never quite touching: whether they would ever have children, and if there was even room in their lives for that to be more than a hypothetical.

“I know we’re stressed,” he said. “Work—”

“It’s not just work.” Her voice softened for a fraction of a second, then hardened again. “It’s everything. I’m tired. I’m tired of feeling like... like I’m married to a ghost that visits this apartment a few hours a day.”

He bristled. “That’s a little dramatic, don’t you think?”

“Of course you think so.” Her laugh had no humor in it. “You’re the one disappearing.”

The coffee machine beeped. Neither of them moved.

Caleb looked at the mugs, then at her. “What do you want me to say, Hana?”

“How about the truth?” She wiped her hands on a dish towel and faced him head-on. “You’ve been thinking about leaving. Don’t lie.”

He flinched as if she’d hit him. The terrifying part was that she wasn’t entirely wrong. There had been nights, walking home through the city’s harsh winter wind, when he’d imagined what it would be like to pack a single duffel and just... go. Back to the country. To nowhere. To some place where no one knew his name and no one expected him to be anything more than a man who could lift heavy things and fix fences.
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