[image: cover-image, In Every World I Found You ]
 
 
 
 
 
(C) Rishi Mendez 2026
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Prologue 
 
A woman Iris accidentally visits the multiverse, where another version of her lives a happier life. ‘ In Every World I Found You,’  is written like a rich, grounded novel. Each chapter will blend real-world science with emotion, vivid daily life details , and the ever-present allure of the multiverse. 
 
A compelling gateway into a story that explores identity, longing, loss, and the infinite possibilities of choice and love across alternate  dimensions , multiverses and realities.They say time is a thread. But threads fray. Threads tangle. Threads do snap. Is it not?
 
So I remember it wasn’t dramatic, no lightning, no sirens even. Just... a pull. A whisper. A breath I hadn’t taken in this world. But somewhere else….I had…..Somewhere else….. I stayed….Somewhere else….I survived.  Seen mirrors in the machine, with a mind wired with the Split Sky Protocol. 
 
From that moment on, I chased every ripple in the quiet. I followed whispers from the in-between, touched the threshold. There I discovered so many stories of me, with the different versions of me, a chorus of possibility, grief, and wonder.
 
Somewhere along the way, I crossed the Elsewhere Line. There, the multiverse had eyes. Watching. Judging. Deciding who deserved to return, and who should vanish like dust into the probability stream. I tried to turn back, but no one actually returns the same. Not after you’ve seen a self you never met, or held a love that should’ve been yours.
 
Now, I stand at the last door left open, trembling. Beyond it is the final choice, stay and forget, or cross and remember. One life, or all of them. One version of us... or every version that wants out. 
 
They warned me, 
Kill your other self, or become her. Only one choice.
The collapse equation doesn’t forgive. As Entropy was her name. Then I learned to live there between maybes.
 
As my life continues in my real universe in my story, where I am picking up my life, and dares to repeatedly revisit the world where I was happy, if only for a moment each time , gaining self-trust, and the power of brief wonders.
 
Even now, after I crossed…as reality buckles and the silence between universes screams in my bones, I know this, I never wanted control or answers . I only wanted you.
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CHAPTER ONE
 
 
The Other Side of Iris
 
Iris hadn’t meant to stumble into another version of her life. She only wanted coffee. 
It started with the broken vending machine in the university physics lab, same old rusted box with an unpredictable temper. The moment she kicked it in frustration, the lights flickered, the air cracked, and the floor shifted beneath her. 
 
Not visibly. Not physically. Just… it felt wrong.
Like a silent sigh passed through the world.
Then everything was still.
The coffee dropped anyway after that.
She blinked, picked it up, and walked out.
 
Except when she stepped into the hallway, the posters had changed. Her name, Dr. Iris Lang, was now listed on a Nobel Prize nomination plaque.
She froze.
She hadn’t even finished her dissertation.
A student passed by. “Morning, Professor Lang!”
She opened her mouth, but the student was gone.
 
Back in her office, or what should have been her office, things were so sleek, modern, filled with photos she didn’t recognize. Her at the Large Hadron Collider. Her shaking hands with world leaders. Her…smiling. Genuinely too. Not the strained version she gave her reflection on difficult days.
 
There was even a photo of her with someone. A man. Familiar, yet not. Hands were entwined. A wedding band she didn’t own, on her finger and his. She backed out, heart pounding. Something was off.
She ran to the women’s restroom. The face in the mirror was hers, but rested. Radiant. Wearing makeup she never ever applied.
She whispered, “Where the hell am I?”
She roamed all over. The same yet not the same.
 
That night, Iris wandered until she reached the edge of campus, where the botanical garden curved along the city’s hill.
She wasn’t alone.
A woman stood there in a flowing coat, back turned.
Iris knew immediately. It was her. The other her. 
The one from here. This was an encounter .
“You shouldn’t be here,” the other said, without turning.
“I didn’t mean to.”
Silence passed between them like wind over water.
 
“I know who you are,” the other Iris said. “It happened once to me too. Years ago.”
“You visited my world?” the real Iris asked, breath caught.
The other nodded. “For about five minutes. You were… sad. Living in that tiny apartment with the broken window.”
Iris’s throat tightened. “Still am.”
The other turned. “But look at you now. You crossed over. That means something.”
“No. It was a glitch. A vending machine and static. I didn’t choose this.”
“But you needed it,” the other said. “This world… this version of us both … it came from one decision.”
“What decision?”
“Not quitting.”
Iris swallowed hard. “I almost ended everything.”
The other nodded slowly. “I know. That day, I didn’t.”
Tears welled in her eyes.
 
“And that one thread unraveled a different life,” the other said gently. “I stayed. I got help. I found someone who didn’t run away from me  when I broke down. I tried again.”
“I want this life,” Iris whispered. “Just once, I want to feel like it didn’t all pass me by.”
“You are me,” her other self said. “It’s not out of reach.”
“But I don't even know how I got here.”
“Then maybe you're ready to find out,” she replied. “There’s a place. The origin point.”
 
They went together. To the lab beneath the lab. A restricted subfloor, hidden in the multiversal experiments folder that had been erased in Iris’s timeline before it gained any traction. There, the machine waited. A gyroscope of mirrors, wires, and humming pulses, built by the other Iris. Tested. Proven.
 
“It needs emotion to anchor travel,” she said. “Not coordinates. Not numbers. You have to really want it.”
“To go back?” Iris asked.
“No,” her double said. “To move forward. In your world. You have to want it badly enough to not just copy my life, but to build your own.”
Iris placed her hand on the console. It vibrated with soft recognition.
 
“I’m afraid,” she said.
“That’s normal,” her other self replied. “It means you’re alive.”
The room began to pulse. Images flickered around her like holograms, snapshots of her possible lives, her as a painter, a mother, a lone traveler, a recluse. Versions of herself both glorious and small. Then a flash of her own reality, tiny, dull, incomplete. But still hers.
“I can’t take this life with me?” she asked.
“No,” the other Iris said. “Because it was never yours. But your version might be waiting out there.”
And just like that, she was gone. Back. 
 
She awoke on the lab floor, coffee spilled beside her.
Same old ceiling. Same busted lights.
She sat up. Her hands shook. The clock blinked 2:13 a.m.
Had she imagined it? Had she slept off and dreamed it?
Then she reached into her coat pocket.
Something crinkled.
 
A photo.
Her and that same man from the other world. Only now, the background was different. Her apartment. Her real one. On the back, a note in handwriting just like hers.
"Don't quit. He’s not far now."
Tears slid down her cheeks. She stood. Made her choice. Walked to her desk. Pulled out her old dissertation draft. And began again. This time, really wanting to complete it. Subtitling it, The end or the beginning , depending on your universe.
 
That night, long before the equations resolved into anything useful, Iris stood at the sink eating a slice of apple straight from the knife, light juice trailing down her wrist. The apartment hummed, refrigerator, distant traffic, the quiet ache of a life paused between attempts. 
 
She thought, briefly, of how strange it was that happiness had once existed somewhere else with her face, her hands, her voice, and how unfair it felt that she could remember it without having earned it here. She wiped the blade clean, stacked it carefully, and whispered aloud, not to the machine but to herself, Just once. Let me see it again. She didn’t know that those words stayed in the room longer than they should have.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO
 
The Glimpse Between Worlds
 
 
One Month Later The photo hadn’t changed.
Iris stared at it every night. She still didn’t know how it ended up in her coat pocket, proof of something impossible. Her, in another life. Smiling, grounded, deeply loved. But it had done what it needed to.
 
She was writing again. Her dissertation on quantum entanglement had not only restarted, it was evolving. She added a new chapter titled “Multiversal Displacement Events,Theoretical Probability of Accidental Dimensional Overlap.” Her advisors laughed. But now she didn’t care. 
 
Wednesday, 3:12 a.m. The Basement Lab. 
Iris sat alone in the same lab where it all began, sipping burnt coffee and staring at oscillation graphs. She hadn't slept, but her eyes sparkled. For the first time in years, she wanted to be alive. Alive to make it all happen.
 
Still, some nights, a small ache rose.
Not out of sadness, but genuine longing.
She didn’t want to steal the other Iris’s life.
She just… wanted to see it again.
Even for a moment. For fuel. Not anything else .
 
She chalked it up to quantum echoes, tiny resonance trails left when consciousness slides between different timelines. But if emotions could trigger a crossover, as the other Iris claimed, what if intention and preparation could make it precise?
 
So she built one. A Hypothesis.
Not a machine, not really. A cradle.
Six rings of copper spiraled around her desk chair, pulsing faintly from a converted electromagnetic driver pulled from junked MRI tech.
She called it, The Mirror Seat.
It wired to her brainwave headset. Tuned to theta frequencies. Reinforced by the one part of the original crossover she hadn’t dismissed, 
The vending machine.
Yes, that cursed, beloved vending machine.
It still stood outside the lab. Innocently.
She rerouted its failing wiring through the chair, syncing the moment of emotional trigger with the pulse of unstable voltage.
 
Then she waited to attempt until the building emptied.
She pocketed a small pack of cream biscuits from her shelf. For sustenance, if she needed, she told herself. Then wrote a note on her desk.
 “Don’t worry. If I vanish, I did it on purpose.”
Then she sat bravely  in the Mirror Seat.
Helmet on. Heart full. The timer ticked.
“Not to steal,” she whispered aloud. “Just to see.”
 
She recalled the scent of the other world’s air, warmer. Softer. The sound of her name said in someone else’s voice. The way her other self stood like she owned her space.The vending machine buzzed. Then popped. Sparks.
Iris gritted her teeth.The copper rings spun.
Suddenly, No sound. No lab. Just a pulse.
And a falling sensation, not down, but inward.
 
Arrival.
She blinked.
She was standing on a quiet residential street.
Clean. Sunlit. Spring-like.
Her fingers trembled. She looked down.
No Mirror Seat. No helmet. Just her.
In sneakers and a windbreaker.
Someone laughed. She turned.
 
There, across the street, a man pushed a stroller. A woman, her, walked beside him, holding a bag of oranges, smiling up at him like he was the literal sun.
Iris stepped back into shadow, behind a tree.
It was her. She could tell from the laugh.
 
But her hair was longer. Her posture, very relaxed. The man glanced at her, full protective mode. Familiar. That same man from the photo. She felt heat rise in her throat.
“I only wanted to see,” she whispered.
And she had.
But then, something she hadn’t expected happened.
The other Iris turned. Saw her. And smiled.
Not surprised. Not shocked at all.
Just… calm. Almost grateful.
She lifted a hand. A wave.
Then turned back, walking away into sunlight.
 
The wind changed. Initiating her return.
Iris blinked.
She was back. In the chair.
Smoke rising from the copper coils. The vending machine shorted out again.
She gasped for air, tears spilling before she could even understand them.
Not because she’d lost it. Because she’d had it.
Because her other self saw her, and waved.
As if to say: “Keep going. You’re closer than you think.”
 
She wrote like a woman on fire.  The aftermath of that.
Her professors didn’t laugh anymore.
The dissertation became a thesis on multiversal correspondence.
She got published. One journal. Then another.
 
Eventually, she gave a university talk . Titled, 
“The Power of Possibility. How Alternate Realities Show Us Our Deepest Selves.”
Would she try to go back again? She wasn’t sure if that. But sometimes, in dreams, she walks that sunny street. And the version of her from the other side is always just ahead. Smiling. Waiting. Because sometimes one glimpse is all it takes to change a life.
 
Inside the lab, Iris ate standing up, spooning peanut butter straight from the jar with one hand while the other scrolled through fluctuating data. It wasn’t hunger so much as anchoring, taste as proof she still belonged to this world. Nutella smeared unevenly between slices of bread, a biscuit cracked in half and forgotten on the desk. 
 
The ordinary mess of crumbs and wrappers grounded her in a way the math couldn’t. Every bite reminded her what she risked losing, not glory or discovery, but mornings like this, soft clothes, light makeup, a watch ticking steadily on her left wrist, small rituals holding a life together at the seams, while she worked relentlessly on her dissertation.
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE
 
 
Coffee and Collapse
 
The vending machine blinked in defeat.
“Figures,” Iris muttered, tapping its side as if shaming it into submission. It responded with a mechanical groan, swallowed her coin, and produced absolutely nothing.
She bent down, pressed her forehead against the cool metal, and whispered, “That was my last euro, you cruel little goblin.”
 
Behind her, the university hallway lay dim and quiet, bathed in the blue glow of emergency lighting. It was nearing 10 p.m., long past the lab's closing hours. A cold Vienna spring wind whistled through the slightly cracked window at the end of the hall. Somewhere nearby, a radiator hissed eerily like an angry cat.
 
Iris hadn’t planned to be here this late. Again. But her research, or what was left of it, had called to her like an unfinished confession. Quantum resonance decay. The mathematics of entanglement drift. Theories she once wielded like a sword now felt like a child’s doodles. She was slipping. One grant away from irrelevance. One anxious episode away from giving up.
 
Still, she showed up. Even if her only reward was a busted vending machine and a stomach filled with salted crackers. She trudged back to the lab, cradling her thermal mug like a relic. It held the last of her previous lukewarm espresso. She drank it like a ritual, bitter, grounding, unshared.
 
The lab lights flickered on with a reluctant hum. Her workspace looked as it always had, so meticulously chaotic. Wires, charts, ceramic mugs with equations scribbled on them. Sticky notes of forgotten thoughts and ideas clung to every surface. On one of them…..“Waveform identity ≠ waveform origin?”
 
Her notebook lay open on the desk, its spine broken from too much bending. Beside it, that photo, creased and weathered. A version of her. Smiling in another world.
She wasn’t  just smiling, she was radiant. Standing on a balcony with her arm around a man Iris had never met but felt she knew a lifetime . Not staged. Not false. Just happy.
 
The first time she found it, folded neatly in her coat pocket that day, she assumed it was an old memory. But she didn't remember taking it. Didn't recognize the city in the background. And she didn’t own that dress too. She had come to accept the absurd,  the woman in the photo was her, yes. But not from this world.
 
That first unrealized crossing had been accidental, seconds long only. One month ago, that late night. Power surge in the lab. A moment of emotional collapse.She had blinked, and the world had changed.
 
The vending machine was clean. The hall freshly painted. A man’s voice, her name, called down the corridor. When she blinked again, it was gone.
 
For weeks, she convinced herself it was a hallucination. But her research notes were different. A proof she hadn’t written appeared on her whiteboard. And now the photo remained. No one believed her, of course.
 
Except for one person, her old mentor, Professor Léonhardt, the eccentric, who only said, “If consciousness can be non-local, then maybe so can our decisions. Maybe you wandered into someone else’s answer.” Then he retired and disappeared to the Alps.
 
Tonight, her laptop glitched again. The simulation code froze. She leaned back in her chair, eyes bloodshot. A distant hum started. Not from the computer. From the vending machine. She stood. Walked to the doorway. The hallway was bathed in golden light, not the hospital blue from earlier. The machine buzzed softly, its buttons flickering in a slow, rhythmic pulse. Like a heartbeat. A coin dropped from its chute. Just, plunk. No explanation.
 
She stepped forward. Cautiously. Picked it up. Warm. A euro. But cleaner than any she’d seen. She pressed it into the slot.
A single button lit up. B2.
Her favorite,  almond chocolate wafers.
She hesitated, then pressed it.
The machine shuddered.
 
And then, The hallway stretched. Not in a physical sense. More like how a memory feels longer than the moment. The air thickened. The golden light deepened into a glow. She turned, heart pounding. The lab door was gone.
 
Her coat felt different, heavier. She looked down.
A different outfit. Black jeans. A slate-blue blouse.
Footsteps echoed behind her.
“Iris?” a male voice asked. She spun.
He was tall, holding two takeaway coffees. Smiling. Relaxed. Familiar in a terrifying way.
 
“I ran into Lukas, he says the funding got approved. Can you believe that? You were right about the nonlinear model.”
She tried to speak, but her voice stuck in her throat.
“Did you forget your keys again?” he chuckled, stepping closer. “You’ve been spacing out a lot lately. Everything okay?”
Her lips trembled. “Who are you?”
His face fell. “Iris...?”
Then it ended.
 
Back in her chair. Environment was her real lab settings, Vienna night air, and familiar sounds which now brought intimacy to the surreal she had just seen . The vending machine dead and dark. But the euro, the clean coin  was still in her palm. And a real almond chocolate wafer snack sat on the desk.
 
 
She hadn’t eaten all day. That vending machine snack became a quiet meal, broken by the weight of what she saw. She broke it in half. Ate it slowly. Then, for the first time in weeks, she smiled.
 
She scribbled into her journal.
The temptation is unbearable. What if I could stay?
Then added, 
What if I’m meant to bring something back?
She didn't know what. Not yet.
But she would go again. After midnight
Not to steal. To learn. To feel.
 
When Iris finally crossed fully that night , it wasn’t the light or the sensation that undid her, it was the smell. Warm bread. Herbs. Something citrus-sharp carried on air that felt kinder than it had any right to be. A cafe.
 
And at the edge of the café window, she saw him again. Different city. Different sky. He was here too. Not waiting for her. Not searching. Just existing, laughing at something someone else had said. Iris stood there longer than she should have, studying the tilt of his head, the familiar way he ran a hand through his hair. In this world, she told herself, she would not disturb him. She felt more than ever now that he would be a constant law of physics within the multiverse. She continued walking.
 
She sat when her legs gave out, palms pressed to unfamiliar stone, laughing once under her breath in disbelief.  Later, she would remember the meal more than the crossing, a simple plate offered by a stranger who didn’t ask where she came from, only whether she preferred sweet or savory. 
 
She ate slowly, reverently, as if every bite might vanish if she rushed, understanding with a sudden ache that happiness here wasn’t louder, it crept in quietly like a soft breeze showing her little pieces of a better life.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR 
 
Crumbs and Coordinates 
 
The morning hit like a slap of cold water. Iris stood barefoot in the kitchenette of her studio apartment, her loose cotton top slipping slightly off one shoulder. She liked these type of shirts, soft, non restrictive, forgiving. She moved like someone just returned from a dream and unsure which version of herself had awakened.  
 
She opened a cupboard and grabbed the jar. Sitting cross-legged on the windowsill, she unscrewed the lid of her peanut butter, always the crunchy kind, and scooped a large spoonful. The rich, salty taste hit the back of her tongue and grounded her. It wasn’t glamorous, but it kept her upright and jump started her brain.
 
She needed to stay upright today, delve into her morning-after reflections and her decision to build a gateway device, starting with scavenged MRI parts and a little stolen electricity.
 
Her laptop beeped from the other side of the room. Another data dump from the lab server. Her simulation had finished running sometime after midnight.Good, she thought. Maybe something broke. She checked the time, 07:40. She was already late.
 
The walk to the university was quiet, the early Vienna air crisp and stinging. A construction crew shouted in fast, rhythmic German as she passed. A tram wailed on the far side of the canal. She adjusted the leather strap of her watch on her left wrist, a habit she'd had since her undergrad days.
 
Her feet moved automatically, clad in worn, soft leather boots. Comfy. Scuffed. She liked how they made no sound. The city bustled on, indifferent to her silence. In her bag, a half-squashed Nutella sandwich wrapped in foil,  a pack of cream biscuits, a small notepad filled with half-finished equations, and one coin. The vending machine coin.
 
She’d examined it under a microscope last night. Minted in her country, yes, but the micro-pattern on the rim didn’t match any issued batch. A fine groove rotated counter to its design, like a fingerprint printed by a different physics. It seem to hum faintly when she touched it. She hadn't dreamed it. And she was going back.
 
In the lab, she found the aftermath of her midnight fever, scattered notes, an empty espresso cup, and the simulation summary blinking from her laptop screen.
RESULT: NO MATCH. ANOMALOUS DATA FOUND. CONTINUE Y/N?
She whispered, “Yes,” and hit return.
 
Then, finally, she let herself eat. Her fingers peeled back the foil on the Nutella sandwich as she perched on a tall lab stool. Chocolate hazelnut smeared the crust, and the bread was soft, if a little warm from the day’s sun. It tasted like childhood, as a gentle pick me up food, linking present-day effort to simpler times. Between bites, she scanned her notes.
 
The resonance bridge had triggered at exactly 3:14:07 a.m. Pi time, as she called it. A pulse spike had surged across three old circuits, one of which was connected to the ancient MRI core she’d salvaged from the med school’s junk pile. The machine had shorted. But her brain hadn’t.
 
“Consciousness,” she muttered, as if to convince herself, chewing slowly, “isn’t bound by hardware.”
She opened her desk drawer. Inside, the cream biscuits. The comfort kind, chocolate with synthetic vanilla filling. But they had seen her through two thesis defenses, one breakup, and an academic journal rejection so brutal she had cried in a bathroom for half an hour. 
 
She bit into one, tilted her head back, and stared at the ceiling. What if consciousness could migrate?
Not the body. Not the hardware. Just the signal. Her other self had seemed... relaxed. Rehearsed, even.
What if she was the one visiting Iris’s world?
That idea curled in her chest like smoke, sweet and  seductive.
 
She rolled her office chair to the storage closet. Pulled out the leftover MRI paneling. Scavenged some copper coil, a cracked Arduino board, and the old Tesla field cage she once built for a science outreach day. One of the kids had asked if it could trap ghosts. Today, it might trap a version of herself.
 
She sketched as she assembled, nothing formal. Just a feeling. A feedback loop of conscious bio-resonance. Her own neural pattern, looped through high-induction copper mesh, with an inverted field modulator set to trigger at her so called Pi time.
 
Midnight crossings weren’t just poetic. They were statistically denser in anomalous magnetic resonance spikes. She’d seen it in the logs. Peaks every 3:14 a.m., as if the universe were exhaling. What if she could surf that breath?
 
By mid-afternoon, her fingers were smudged with copper dust and chocolate. She stood back and admired the makeshift array. It looked ridiculous, half sculpture, half high school project. But it felt right.
 
She tucked her hair behind her ears, reapplied the faintest blush and lip color in the small mirror taped to the filing cabinet. Not for vanity. For symmetry. A signal to herself, I'm awake. I'm ready.
 
She crunched another cream biscuit, her silent emotional anchor, and typed into her console.
Objective: Controlled consciousness resonance re-alignment.
Location: Within MRI containment field.
Time: 03:14:00 (Pi Time).
Trigger Phrase: “Return to sender.”
She smirked. Naming things helped always.
Then she circled a phrase in her notebook three times:
“You Are Not The Only Iris .”
 
That night, as the lab emptied and the cleaners mopped in slow circles, she sat cross-legged in the containment ring. The machine hummed softly.
She didn’t expect a miracle. Just a glimpse.
A whisper of elsewhere. Her other self’s calm, happy presence.
 
In her hand, the photo from the other world. In her mouth, the last bite of a Nutella crust. On her lips, the barest trace of color. The seduction of possibly surfing consciousness across lives.
At 03:14:00, she whispered.
“Return to sender.”
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE
 
The Taste of Elsewhere
 
At exactly 3:14:07, the lights blinked.
Not off, just sideways.
Iris felt it first in her jaw, where a strange pressure squeezed behind her ears like an airplane descent. Her breath caught in her throat, not out of fear but from the impossibility curling around her body like water. She blinked. The lab was gone. At first, there was silence. The kind that felt padded, not empty. No whirring electronics. No distant hum of fluorescents.
 
She stood in a field. Soft grass brushed her ankles. The sky above her shimmered in warm apricot hues, as though the sun were rising and setting at once. The horizon bent slightly. Not physically, but perceptually. The kind of curve a memory makes when you try to recall it too clearly. She took a step forward. Her boots made no sound. And then she heard it, laughter. The unmistakable, gentle kind that isn’t meant to be heard, just felt.
 
There was a table ahead. Set beneath a tree with silver-dusted bark, the table wasn’t ornate, just real. Wooden. Mismatched chairs. A linen cloth fluttering slightly in a breeze that kissed her skin but didn’t muss her hair. She stepped closer. And there she was. Her other self. Same loose soft top. Same watch on the left wrist. Hair neater. Eyes brighter. Like someone who slept full nights and never stared too long into backlit screens.
 
“I thought you might try again,” the other Iris said, smiling. She gestured to a seat across from her.
“You’re just in time. I made us lunch.”
There were sandwiches, but not the kind from a rushed morning routine. These were built with care, fresh rye bread, thick layers of tomato, arugula, and something creamy and rich she couldn’t place. She bit in, cautiously. The tang of goat cheese. A hint of honey mustard. Something green and sharp. She almost cried.
 
“This isn’t my body, is it?” she asked, tasting between bites.
“No,” said her other. “But it holds your shape well enough. You’re just… streaming. Think of it as lucid dreaming, but you’ve brought more of yourself than most manage.”
She looked down at her hands. They trembled, but lightly, like leaves.
“You eat here,” Iris whispered. “In the multiverse.”
“You live here,” her other self said.
 
There were other dishes, a bowl of roasted root vegetables glistening with rosemary oil. A small platter of apricot slices beside whipped cream and crumbled almonds. And tea, delicate and steaming in ceramic cups, its scent floral, yet unfamiliar.
 
Her fork trembled as she brought a bite to her mouth. And the moment she tasted it, she remembered a kitchen from long ago, her grandmother’s, in a house now torn down. The same warmth, the same laughing behind her, the same orange-colored light on a stormy afternoon. Tears slipped from her eyes before she could stop them.
 
“How did you, how did I get this?”
Her other self poured more tea.
“By letting go of the version of me who thought suffering was proof of worth.”
They sat in silence for a while.
Iris felt the food inside her, grounding her more firmly than science ever had. Each bite reminded her she had a body, even if borrowed. That she had the right to joy, even if brief.
 
“This place,” she said finally. “It’s too perfect.”
“It’s not,” the other Iris replied. “But it’s mine. I shaped it. You could too.”
Iris shook her head, eyes on her plate. “I don’t think I deserve this.”
“Then why do you keep finding it?” her other self asked gently.
Something in the air shifted.
Not ominous. Just feeling final.
The horizon pulsed faintly, as though the world blinked.
“You don’t get to stay,” said the other Iris.
 
Iris stood, shakily. Her boots touched down on grass, and she realized they had grown warm, sun-kissed. Comfortable in this reality.
“May I take something back?” she asked.
Her other self nodded and reached into the pocket of her linen trousers. A biscuit.
Not just any biscuit. Her biscuit. Chocolate with cream in the middle, edges slightly crushed, just like the pack in her lab drawer. She took it reverently, like a relic.
“For when you doubt,” the other Iris said.
 
Then the wind picked up, not cold, not loud. Just full. It surrounded her like a rising wave of memory and resonance. The apricot light folded inward. The table dissolved like sugar dissolves in water. The grass became equations, the sky spun into data points.Iris closed her eyes. And fell, onto the lab floor. Back in her own world.
 
The lights flickered overhead. Her laptop beeped. Her heart pounded in her throat. She sat up slowly, every cell vibrating. And in her palm, The biscuit from the other world. Still warm.
 
At home, Iris washed her hands longer than necessary, watching water bead and run as if it could carry memory away. It didn’t. The other life clung to her, in the way she moved, the way she hesitated before sitting, the way silence now felt incomplete instead of empty. 
 
She warmed leftovers she barely tasted, and sat at the table alone, realizing with a soft shock that she was no longer chasing discovery. She was grieving a version of herself who had learned how to live without armor. And worse, she was now tempted to become her.
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX
 
The Silence of Knowing 
 
The biscuit was gone by morning. Not even crumbs, just gone, like it had never existed outside her hand and her mouth. Iris sat at her desk in the lab staring at the drawer where she had placed it the night before. She remembered holding it, the chocolate cream warming slightly from her palm. She had planned to keep it, maybe seal it in a bag for analysis, proof that she hadn’t lost her mind. But proof vanishes in this world. Only memory stays.
 
She unscrewed the lid of her peanut butter jar and dug out a spoonful, her usual energy hit. The familiar salt-sweet mix clung to her tongue, but the texture now felt wrong. Too gritty. Too... thin. She chewed slowly and swallowed anyway.
Then came the Nutella sandwich. She’d made it before bed, layering the spread onto soft bread the way she always had. She ate half, distracted. The other half she placed neatly back in its wrapper and stuffed it into her bag.
 
It wasn’t about taste anymore. It was about contrast. Her reflection in the hallway mirror paused her. Same loose, soft top. Same light makeup. Her boots, slightly scuffed, tapped softly on the tile floor. But her eyes. They held a secret now. Behind her irises danced something unspoken, like she’d seen a storm no one else on earth could smell.
 
At the lab, her colleagues greeted her with routine ease.
“Morning, Iris,” said Ben, sipping coffee from his enormous mug with ‘WORMHOLE WIZARD’ written across it.
“Anything interesting come through the night logs?” asked Dr. Vishwanath, tapping keys without looking up.
Iris offered a smile. “Nothing worth reporting.”
That wasn’t a lie. It was treason.
 
She glanced at the console. No glitches. No abnormal readings. Nothing that hinted she’d left. Nothing to show she’d returned. The machine didn’t even record her pulse spike. It was as if the world had chosen to forget.
 
At
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