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To all the incomplete hearts who wander the world in search of their own rhythm.
To those who have crossed the storms of emotion and the silences of memory without ever giving up on the dawn.
May this journey remind you that love is not a relic to be found, but a strength to be rewoven by oneself, thread by thread, fragment by fragment.
Never forget: even broken, a heart continues to beat for hope.
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PREFACE
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There are books that tell a story, and others that invite the reader into a passage. The Five Realms of the Dawn of the Heart belongs to this second lineage: the kind of narratives that do not merely entertain, but dare to reach into the deeper places of who we are.

For as long as we have existed, love has remained an enigma. We seek it, lose it, stumble upon it by chance, or forge it through pain. It uplifts us, wounds us, transforms us. And yet, beneath the emotions that move through us—beneath instinct, memory, longing, and silence—an ancient question endures: Where does love come from?

This novel seeks an answer, not through theory, but through fiction.
Aren, the wanderer with an incomplete heart, becomes our guide through five realms, each representing a facet of this sentiment we believe we understand. The reader will see love emerge in the body, follow it through memory, feel it tremble in emotion, behold it in the light of spirit, and finally grasp it in the singularity of being.
Each realm is a metaphor.
Each trial, a mirror.
Each fragment discovered by the hero echoes a truth stored within every one of us.
This book is an invitation to remember that love is never external. It is born, transformed, and reborn within us. It may be lost, but it never vanishes. It may shatter, but it can always be found again.

To the reader opening these pages:
May these realms awaken something within your own.
— Mbida Mbida Camille

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

INTRODUCTION

[image: ]


It is said that at the dawn of the world, Love was not a feeling but a force.
It flowed like a river beneath the earth, passing through bodies, souls, and winds. It was said to hold the worlds together—the living, the spirits, the emotions, even the light. But one day, for reasons unknown, Love fractured.
Five fragments burst from the fissure.
They scattered far from one another, falling into five different realms.
Since then, the world has never been the same.
Little by little, the peoples learned to live without the harmony of old. Conflicts grew more frequent, bonds more fragile, solitudes deeper. Some claimed that Love was nothing but a myth, a poorly transmitted memory. Others continued to wait for the one who would be able to gather the fragments again.

It was in this fractured world that a young wanderer, Aren, was chosen.

No one knew why it was him.
He bore no title.
He was neither warrior, nor mage, nor prince.
Only a being with an incomplete heart, marked by a fault that even the healers of the Realm of the Living could not explain.
Yet the prophecy was clear:

“When the Heart of the World fades, a bearer of fracture shall cross the five realms. At the end of his journey, Love shall either rise again or vanish forever.”

Aren was not seeking glory.
He was not even seeking Love.
He sought only to understand why his own heart beat out of rhythm.
But this simple desire would disrupt the fate of the world.

For to recover what had been lost for millennia, he would have to confront the instincts of the living, journey through the memories of souls, survive the storms of emotion, contemplate the light of the Eternal Dawn, and finally discover himself within the Realm of Faces.

Thus begins his journey.
Thus begins ours.
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Part One – The Realm of the Living
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CHAPTER 1 — The Ascent of Blood-King
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The wind carried the scent of fresh sap that morning—powerful, almost burning, the raw smell of life itself. Aren stopped at the foot of the reddish hill known as Blood-King. It was the natural border between the civilized lands he had always known and the vast untamed territory of the Realm of the Living. A place where trees seemed to breathe, where animals spoke without words, where nature, they said, preserved the memory of the birth of the first love.

Aren looked at the path ahead. A narrow trail climbed between rocks streaked with red. Each stone seemed to vibrate with an inner energy, as if holding a secret heartbeat. It was said that Blood-King was alive, that it listened, that it weighed those who dared to climb it.

He swallowed hard. His heart beat faster than usual. Perhaps because it was incomplete—something he had always known without explaining. At night, he sometimes felt an echo missing inside his chest, as if some essential fragment had been torn away before his birth.

The prophecy spoken at the Temple of the Watchers had only put words on what he had felt for years:
“He whose heart has never been whole shall seek Love for all, for it is within him that it has been broken.”
And so here he stood, alone, at the beginning of his journey through the Five Realms.

A warm breeze brushed his cheeks. A voiceless voice, like a whisper inside thought, seemed to breathe to him: Climb.

Aren nodded, tightened his grip on the staff he carried—a simple wood carved by his uncle—and took his first step up the slope of Blood-King.

The ascent was harsh. Stones, sometimes damp, slid beneath his boots. The heat grew too—dense, heavy, almost as if the sun itself wished to push him back. More than once, Aren felt fatigue pressing down on his shoulders. He had never been a seasoned walker, nor a hero, nor even someone particularly brave. But something within him refused to stop.

As he climbed, the vegetation changed. Ordinary ferns gave way to plants he had never seen before: vines as thick as arms, golden grasses that shivered without wind, bushes that seemed to turn toward him as if observing. A strange sensation followed each of his steps—as though the whole forest were breathing in rhythm with him.

Halfway up, a sudden tremor rippled through the ground. Aren froze. The beat repeated, slow, deep, grave.

Ba-doom. Ba-doom.

His own heart almost matched it against his will. Warm sweat slid down his back.

— Do not be afraid, said a soft voice behind him.

Aren jumped and turned sharply.

A woman stood where, a second earlier, no one had been. She was tall, her face framed by braids that looked not like hair but like strands of supple bark. Her skin recalled wet wood, and her eyes held the green of leaves under the sun.

She smiled.

— You walk on Blood-King, she said. It recognizes you. What you feel is only its heartbeat beneath the stone.

Aren stared at her.

— Who... who are you?

— I am a Guide. One of those the Realm of the Living sends to those who enter it for the first time. You may call me Erasa.

She approached without a sound, yet her body moved with the same logic as the forest around her. Aren sensed she meant no harm.

— You come seeking what your heart lacks, she continued. And what the world lacks.

— How do you know... ?

She placed a finger on her lips.

— Here, everything is known. Blood, sap, breath... all speak. And the Living heard your arrival before you ever began to climb the hill.

A strange warmth spread through Aren. He felt terrified and awestruck at once.

Erasa gestured to the slope that remained.

— Come. The Council of Stumps awaits you.

They resumed walking. Erasa’s presence made the path more bearable. The stones seemed to shift slightly aside beneath their steps, the branches bent gently as if offering passage.

— Why is it called Blood-King? Aren asked, to break the silence.

Erasa smiled, amused.

— Because this is where the first blood flows. The blood of the creation of the Realm. When Life was born, ages and ages ago, it beat so strongly that its breath left a mark in the rock. And ever since, Blood-King keeps that heartbeat. It reminds all beings that before thought, before emotion, before story—there is the living.

A vibration stirred in Aren’s chest.

— And it is here that I will find... the Fragment?

She inclined her head.

— You will find the first one. The Fragment of Impulse. For love always begins with a movement. A call. A force that comes even before words.

Aren fell silent. Within him, something reached toward this idea, like an invisible string vibrating for the first time.

They reached the summit moments later. The sight froze him.

Before them stretched the Pulsing Forest, an immense sea of trees undulating like a living creature. The trunks twisted gently, the leaves opened and closed like hands breathing. At places, organic lights pulsed in the branches—red, green, gold—giving the impression of a giant heart beating slowly.

And above all... there was a sound. Subtle but constant. A breath. A rhythm.

Ba-doom.
Ba-doom.
Ba-doom.
Aren felt his own heart align immediately with the pulse. He pressed a hand to his chest.

— This is... incredible.

— You hear Life in its purest form, Erasa said. Here, instincts become voices. Desires mingle with sap. And the living speak to those who are ready.

Aren swallowed.

— And... am I ready?

She looked at him for a long moment before answering:

— You could not have come this far if you were not.

She placed her hand on his shoulder.

— Come. The Council awaits.

They entered the forest. The air was warm, heavy with animal and vegetal scents. The ground was covered in moss as soft as fresh skin. At each step, glowing bubbles rose, then burst into tiny green sparks.

Aren walked in silence, fascinated and a little afraid.

— You are trembling, Erasa said.

— I... I feel everything far too strongly.

— That is normal. The Realm of the Living awakens what sleeps in the body: instincts, desires, fears. But do not worry. Nothing here wishes you harm—not as long as the forest recognizes your heartbeat.

She placed her hand on a tree. Its trunk vibrated gently under her palm.

— Listen.

Aren did the same. The moment he touched the bark, a soft pulse traveled up his arm, entered his chest, mingled with his heart.

He pulled his hand away suddenly, breath short.

— It’s... as if the tree is alive!

— It is. Here, everything lives. And everything loves, in its own way.

She smiled mysteriously.

— You will understand soon enough.

They reached a circular clearing at last. At its center stood a massive stump, wide as a house, covered in ivy and glowing mushrooms. Around it, six other stumps formed a perfect circle.

Aren felt the presence instantly.

— The Council of Stumps, Erasa whispered.

The seven stumps began to vibrate. A murmur rose, like the sound of a fire being lit, and then a deep, multiple voice resonated everywhere at once:

— CHILD WITH THE INCOMPLETE HEART... YOU HAVE ARRIVED.

Aren felt his blood turn cold.

The stumps stirred. Roots emerged, forming vaguely human silhouettes. Faces of bark appeared on the trunks. The voices swelled, mingled, becoming almost a
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