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    For every soul who has ever longed for more —
who has looked at the sky and wondered if heaven was closer than it seemed.
This is for you.
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🌌 The Day the Firmament Broke

Chapter One — The Humming Sky

I woke up to the sound of the coffee pot gurgling, just like always. The world was supposed to be the same as yesterday — bills on the counter, a to-do list stuck to the fridge, sunlight creeping through the blinds. Normal. Safe. Small.

But when I stepped outside, the air wasn’t normal at all. It felt... heavy. Not the humid Florida kind of heavy I’d grown up with, but thick, like the atmosphere itself had a pulse. I swear I could feel the sky breathing.

I squinted at the morning light, waiting for my eyes to adjust. At first it was blue — same as always. Then it shimmered. Just a flicker, like heat waves rising off pavement, but higher, too high, stretching across the horizon.

My heart skipped. I rubbed my eyes, blamed it on sleep. But the shimmer didn’t go away. It spread, rolling across the heavens like glass flexing under some invisible pressure.

“Storm’s coming,” I muttered to myself. But deep down, I knew. This wasn’t weather. This wasn’t normal.

And then — the hum. Soft at first, low enough to make me wonder if it was my ears ringing. But it grew, a resonance that vibrated in my chest, in my bones, like the sky itself was singing.

I froze, coffee mug warm in my hand, goosebumps rising on my arms. This wasn’t a storm. This wasn’t thunder. This was something the world had been waiting for without knowing it.

The veil was thinning.
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CHAPTER TWO — CRACKS in the Glass

The hum didn’t fade. It grew. Not loud, not deafening — but constant, like it had always been there and I’d only just now tuned in.

I stepped into the yard, barefoot on damp grass, mug trembling in my hand. The neighbors were out too, scattered across porches and driveways, staring upward. Nobody said anything. What could you say? It felt sacrilegious to break the silence.

Above us, the sky rippled again. A sheen spread across the blue, like oil on water — colors I didn’t recognize, hues that had no names. One moment it looked like glass, the next like silk. It wasn’t clouds. It wasn’t light. It was something else.

I thought about church sermons I’d half-listened to as a kid. Genesis. The firmament. The dome that separated the waters above from the waters below. Preachers called it poetic. Scientists called it a myth. But standing there, coffee cooling in my grip, I couldn’t shake the feeling that maybe it was neither. Maybe it was real.

And maybe it was breaking.

A child’s voice startled me. “It’s peeling back,” she whispered.

I turned. A little girl stood barefoot at the edge of her driveway, hair tangled, pajamas wrinkled. Her eyes were fixed on the sky. “Do you see it?” she asked, not to me exactly, but to everyone.

Nobody answered. But I knew. We all knew.

The hum deepened, rolling through the ground like the Earth itself was groaning. My knees felt weak. I clutched the mug harder, as though porcelain could anchor me to the old world for just a moment longer.

And then came the first crack.

It wasn’t sound, not like thunder or lightning splitting the air. It was a sight — a thin silver line slicing across the heavens, jagged and sharp, like fractured glass.

The sky had always felt endless. Now it looked fragile.

Someone behind me whispered, “God help us.”

And for the first time in my life, I believed help was already here.

––––––––
[image: ]


CHAPTER THREE — THE Trembling World

The silver crack spread, spiderwebbing across the sky like glass under pressure. With every shimmer, the hum deepened, until it wasn’t just in my ears anymore — it was inside me, vibrating through my ribs, my blood, my thoughts.

The neighbors began to talk.

“It’s the aurora, right? Some kind of freak solar storm?” a man stammered, as though saying the words might make them true.

“No, no, it’s the government,” another muttered. “Project Blue Beam. Holograms. Mind control. You’ll see.”

But their voices shook. Even their theories couldn’t steady them against what their eyes refused to deny.

The little girl didn’t move. She stood there, small fists clenched, staring at the growing fracture. “It’s not science,” she whispered. “It’s Him.”

Her words cut through me. Simple. Pure. Untouched by excuses.

The ground trembled beneath us — not an earthquake, but something subtler, like the pulse of a heart too big for the world to contain. My mug slipped from my hand, coffee spilling across the grass, forgotten.

Then came the light.

It poured through the cracks in streams, not sunlight, not lightning, but something alive. Golden-white, fierce yet soft, radiating heat that didn’t burn but exposed. The beams swept over the neighborhood, touching everything.

And that’s when the real terror began.

Because it wasn’t just the sky that was breaking — it was us.

Faces shifted in the glow. Hidden things, secret shadows, masks people wore every day — all peeled back. I saw a man on his knees, sobbing, clutching at the air like chains had just fallen off him. Another neighbor turned and ran inside, slamming the door as though he could shut out the light.

It was mercy and judgment all at once. Love too pure to hide from, truth too sharp to deny.

I wanted to run. I wanted to kneel. I wanted to laugh and cry and scream. But all I could do was stand there, trembling, while the firmament cracked wider, the heavens rolling back like a scroll.

The veil was tearing — and there was no going back.
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CHAPTER FOUR — THE Unveiling

The sky could no longer hold itself together.

The cracks spread faster now, glowing lines racing across the dome above until the whole expanse looked like a shattered mirror, ready to fall. The hum rose into a chord, a symphony, vibrating through air and bone, pulling everything toward its crescendo.

And then — silence.

A silence so deep it swallowed every thought, every excuse, every defense. The world held its breath. My chest ached with the weight of it.

The firmament broke.

It didn’t shatter downward like glass. It peeled back. Like a curtain torn from the middle. Like a scroll rolling open. The sky folded away to reveal something more real than anything I had ever known.

Behind the blue and clouds and stars, there was Light. Not light like the sun, not brightness that blinded — but Presence. Living, infinite, burning yet tender. It stretched forever, and yet pressed close, closer than air in my lungs.

The golden rivers of radiance poured through the open sky, spilling onto the earth. Every tree, every blade of grass, every rooftop glowed with it. The whole world seemed to inhale.

And then came the voices.

Not words — not language as we know it — but harmonies. Multitudes upon multitudes, singing in tones that carried meaning straight to the heart. Some called it angels. Some called it heaven. But at that moment, I knew it was both.

People fell. Some to their knees, faces lifted in awe. Some flat on the ground, trembling in terror. Others screamed, ran, tried to shut out what couldn’t be shut out. Because the Light didn’t just touch the world — it touched the soul.

I felt it enter me, like fire through glass, burning away walls I didn’t even know I had built. Old shame surfaced, dark corners of my heart I’d hidden from myself, and the Light consumed them. Not cruelly. Not with condemnation. But like a surgeon’s hand — cutting to heal.

I wanted to resist. I wanted to hold my secrets close, keep control. But the Presence was too strong, too holy. And as I surrendered, as I let it see me — truly see me — the fire turned to peace.

I looked around through tears. The little girl stood glowing, eyes wide, whispering something only she could hear. The skeptic neighbor sat rocking on the curb, shaking his head as if his whole worldview had just been torn to pieces.

And I? I wasn’t the same.

The firmament had broken outside — but it had also broken inside. The veil was gone. Heaven wasn’t “up there” anymore. It was here.

It has always been here.

And now, at last, we could see.
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CHAPTER FIVE — THE Burning Within

The world glowed, but it was inside me where the real fire burned.

The Light pressed deeper, past skin and bone, past the smile I wore for the world, past the masks I’d lived behind for years. It cut straight to my soul. I wanted to hide. I wanted to beg it to look away.

But you can’t hide from what already knows you.

Memories rose like smoke. Regrets I’d buried
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