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Introduction
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I never thought I’d be a writer.
For most of my life, I wasn’t even a reader.
Like many with undiagnosed ADHD, I grew up being told I was lazy, difficult, distracted. Books didn’t speak to me. The ones we were made to read felt like puzzles I couldn’t see the edge of—too slow, too dense, too far from how my mind actually worked.

But years later, something changed. I picked up a book by choice—and then another. Soon I was devouring everything I could find. But I noticed something: I was skipping sections. Not because I wasn’t interested, but because the structure didn’t fit. Dense blocks of description, pages without rhythm—they blurred. Yet somehow, I still got the story. I felt it. It stuck.

That’s when I realised: the problem wasn’t the story. And it definitely wasn’t me.
It was the format. The way we tell stories doesn’t always match the way some of us receive them.
So I started asking:
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What if fiction was written for the sensory-aware, the scattered, the deeply focused, the emotionally intense?
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What if we didn’t flatten or simplify our stories—just tuned them differently?
That’s how Fiction That Focuses was born.

The five stories in this book aren’t about being neurodivergent. But they were built with neurodivergent readers in mind. They begin in the middle. They trust you to keep up. They’re rich with emotion, short on filler, and designed to be felt as much as followed.

If traditional books ever made you feel like reading wasn’t for you—I hope these pages help rewrite that idea.

Welcome to the signal.
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Dedication


For every reader who has ever stopped mid-sentence to feel the air shift.
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You are not too much. 

The world is simply not tuned for your frequency.

We write for you.

––––––––
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Story One: Overclock
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The clinic was cold in a way only government buildings could manage—like it had never been truly warm, not even in summer, not even with people in it. Elijah Quinn bounced his knee under the waiting room bench, the fluorescent lights above stuttering like they couldn’t make up their minds. Everything here hummed. Buzzed. Tiny, electrical tics that made it impossible to stay still.

He cracked his knuckles. Once. Twice. Three times. No one looked at him. No one had ever really looked at him here.

On the wall, a flickering screen ticked down names, mostly surnames and initials: PATEL, M. / REED, J. / QUINN, E. His was still orange. Not green yet. Not called. He tapped the side of his sneaker against the linoleum floor in a staccato beat, like it might wake the place up, like it might matter.

He didn’t want to be here. Not because he was nervous. He wasn’t. Not really. Not exactly. He was just done. This was his last mandated check-in since being diagnosed at six. Last neural scan. Last cognitive stability report. After this, no more pills, no more tracking reports, no more Tuesday emails from the NHS reminding him to self-regulate for optimal future potential. He was 18 now. Adult. Technically.

They couldn’t make him come back after today.

The intercom cracked overhead, lazy with static. “Patient Quinn, E—room twelve. Please proceed.”

He rose in one movement, the bench making a rude plastic fart under him. He smirked. No one else did.

Room Twelve smelled faintly of lemon wipes and worn circuitry. Everything here was white, sterile, modular. The desk, the padded chair, the scanning arc humming in the corner like a sleeping beast. The only colour in the room came from the wall of screens, each lit with data before he even sat down.

“Quinn,” said a woman’s voice, clipped but not unfriendly. “Have a seat.”

Dr. Mira Senna didn’t look up right away. Her dark hair was pulled tight into a coil, her coat tailored sharp, her fingers long and skeletal as they flew across a touchscreen. She had the kind of precision Elijah always associated with expensive knives.

He dropped into the chair with a little bounce, legs folded under him at once. “Pleasure as always, Doctor.”

“You’re late.”

“Fashionably,” he said, grinning. “It’s my last checkup. Thought I’d commemorate it by defying at least one norm.”

She glanced up. Her face was pale, high-cheekboned, professionally unreadable. “You do realise if your markers are unstable, you’ll remain on mandatory medication for a further twelve months.”

He gave her a little salute. “Then let’s hope the data loves me.”

Without another word, she gestured toward the scanning arc. Elijah moved to it, leaned his head back into the crescent frame, and held still. The arc blinked green, then bathed his skull in soft blue light, casting the faintest warmth across his scalp.

He hated this part. Not because it hurt. Because it made him quiet. The machine whispered directly into the base of his brain, bypassing conscious thought. It expected him to be still.

He wasn’t made for still.

The scan lasted twenty-three seconds. Exactly.

He climbed back out, rubbing his temple. The back of his head buzzed faintly, like it had been ringing from the inside.

Senna was frowning at the screen. Tapping. Scrolling.

“Everything alright?” Elijah asked, stretching one arm behind his head in a slow arc. “I didn’t blink weird again, did I?”

She didn’t answer right away. Her eyes tracked something fast on-screen—too fast. Then she leaned in, her hand hovering over the console like she didn’t quite trust it.

“Elijah...” she said, voice lower now. “Have you been taking your medication consistently?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Define ‘consistently.’”

She turned. “I need a clear answer.”

He held up his hands. “No. Not for a month. Since my birthday, actually.”

Her face was unreadable, but something behind her eyes twitched.

“I wanted to feel my own brain again,” he added, quieter. “See what happens when I’m not muted.”

She turned back to the screen. “This data... shouldn’t be possible. Your markers aren’t just non-pathological—they’re... adaptive.”

“Adaptive,” he repeated, suspicious. “Like I’m growing an extra lobe?”

“No,” she said sharply. Then softer: “Like you’re anticipating the scan.”

He blinked. “Come again?”

“Your neural rhythms shifted microseconds before each pulse sweep. As if you knew what the machine would measure, and adjusted in advance.”

He laughed. “Guess I’m just that good.”

She didn’t laugh.

She pulled up a window, typed something quickly. He could see a flicker of old files, archived categories. A string of redacted lines scrolled past like something from a spy movie. Then she clicked a tab labelled Class Omega: Divergence Patterns.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“I shouldn’t show you this,” she murmured. “But I think... I think you need to see it.”

The file wasn’t a report. It was a video. Grainy footage of a boy, maybe thirteen, sitting calmly in a room like this. Silent. Then, without warning, he leapt across the space and caught a falling coffee mug inches before it hit the ground. The doctor hadn’t even noticed it was tipping.

“He tracked it,” Senna whispered. “Before it moved.”

The screen blinked again. Charts. Waves. Names. Each with an “Omega” designation. 

Most of the file names ended with [INACTIVE].

“What happened to them?” Elijah asked, voice flat now.

She hesitated. “Some were institutionalised. Others... disappeared. It’s classified.”

“And I’m in that file now?”

She met his eyes. “Yes.”

He stood. Too fast. The chair screeched back.

“So let me guess,” he said, pacing. “I’m special. You’re going to write a report. They’ll come take me to a lab, maybe sedate me with something stronger this time. Or maybe they’ll just skip the middleman and erase
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