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Rachael Hart was meant to be erased by the Corridor, until it chose her instead. Now bound to its fractured power and tethered to the enigmatic warrior Noc, she becomes the only force standing between two collapsing worlds. With her son still on Earth and a rogue Teyari faction rising, Rachael must master the energy burning through her veins before it consumes her.

To save everyone she loves, she must embrace the destiny she never wanted...

...and the bond she never expected.
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​“Again,” he said, stepping behind her. His hands brushed hers as he adjusted her grip. Heat flared where his skin touched hers, and she hated the way her breath caught.

“Focus,” he murmured, voice low and resonant. “Or the Corridor will consume you.”

The rod pulsed like a living thing, heat crawling up her arm. She gritted her teeth, forcing herself to hold on as the energy surged.

“You keep saying that like it’s helpful,” she snapped.

“It is truth,” he replied, stepping closer. His hands brushed hers again, another jolt, not from the rod, but from him.

“Again,” he murmured. “Channel it. Do not fight.”

She tried. But the energy surged like a storm, wild and relentless. The rod slipped from her fingers, clattering across the floor. Light flared, a ripple of power tearing through the chamber.

Noc moved instantly, fast and fluid, pulling her against him as the surge shattered against the wall. His arm locked around her waist, steady, grounding. For a heartbeat, the world narrowed to the heat of his body and the hum of his breath near her ear.

Then it was over.

Rachael stepped back quickly, cheeks burning. “I... I had it. Almost.”

“Almost is not enough.”
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This book was born from the quiet spaces between survival and strength.

Rachael’s journey is one of reclamation, of power, of identity, of love. It’s about what happens when the world breaks you, and you choose to rise anyway.

Some of these pages were written in grief. Some in hope. All in truth.

Thank you for walking this Corridor with me.

—Vivian Vincent
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For those who were told they weren’t enough... and proved otherwise.

To the ones who kept going, who fought for their place, who became the anchor when the world demanded more than they had to give.

You are the reason this story exists.
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Darkness wasn’t what Rachael expected.

She’d always imagined death as black, endless, silent. A curtain falling. A switch flipped. Nothingness.

Instead, it was light, shattered, bleeding, drifting in fractured panes across a void that pulsed like a broken heartbeat. Threads of gold and silver spiraled around her, weaving and unweaving themselves in slow, deliberate patterns. They hummed with a sound that wasn’t sound at all, a vibration that sank into her bones and made her teeth ache.

She tried to move. Her body obeyed, but it felt wrong, weightless, unmoored, as if gravity had forgotten her name. Panic clawed up her throat, sharp and immediate.

Where am I?

The last thing she remembered was Caleb shouting her name, Eli’s cry cutting through the chaos, the cold weight of a gun in her hand, then Lyra’s glow swallowing everything in a blinding rush.

Her breath hitched. Am I dead?

“No,” a voice answered, low and resonant, slicing through the hum like a blade through silk. “Not yet.”

She spun toward the sound.

A figure stepped out of the fractured light, tall and lean, his presence humming with the same strange power that filled the void. His skin shimmered faintly, silver threaded beneath pale flesh, and his storm-gray eyes, flecked with gold, held a depth that made her breath falter. A single scar traced along his jaw, stark against features that were almost too perfect to be real.

He moved like the void belonged to him, each step deliberate, controlled. When he stopped, the light bent subtly around him, as if even the Corridor deferred to his will.

“Who...” Her voice cracked, raw. “Who are you?”

He studied her in silence, gaze steady enough to make her feel transparent. When he finally spoke, each word sounded measured, inevitable.

“Noctis Raxteyarian,” he said. “But you may call me Noc.”

The name rolled through the air like distant thunder. Rachael swallowed hard, pulse pounding.

“What is this place?”

“The Corridor,” he said simply. “The space between worlds. You were meant to be erased. But the Corridor... chose otherwise.”

Her stomach knotted. “Why?”

His gaze didn’t waver. “Because balance is broken. And you are the key to restoring it.”

She barked out a laugh, harsh and bitter. “Me? I’m the reason everything fell apart.”

Noc’s expression didn’t shift, but something in the air tightened, as if the void itself disagreed.

“Then perhaps,” he said, “this is your chance to mend what you shattered.”

The light around them pulsed, threads tightening like a noose or a promise. Rachael felt it, the weight of choice pressing against her skin, the hum of something vast and merciless waiting for her answer.

“What happens if I refuse?” she whispered.

Noc stepped closer, his presence wrapping around her like a rising tide. His voice was calm, almost gentle, but the truth in it struck like steel.

“Then you dissolve,” he said. “Forever.”
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The Corridor pulsed like a living thing, threads of light tightening around Rachael as if testing her weight. She stood rigid, breath sharp, grasping for something familiar, anything, but there was only this fractured expanse and the man who moved through it like he owned the void.

Noc’s voice cut through the hum, low and resonant. “You were meant to be erased.”

Rachael swallowed hard. “Then why am I still here?”

“Because the Corridor chose otherwise.” His storm-gray eyes held hers, steady and unflinching. “Balance is broken. If it fails, Earth falls, and Teyarion with it.”

Her laugh came jagged, bitter. “And you think I can fix that? I’m the reason everything fell apart.”

“You are what the Corridor chose,” he said simply. “That is enough.”

Her chest tightened. “What happens if I refuse?”

His answer was calm, merciless. “Then you will be erased.”

The words struck like steel. Anger and fear tangled in her throat. “So that’s it? Save two worlds or die?”

“Not just two worlds,” Noc said, stepping closer, his presence wrapping around her like heat. “The child you still dream of.”

Her breath hitched. Eli’s name tore through her like a reopened wound. She hated him for mentioning her son. She hated herself for caring.

✺ ✺ ✺

Light shifted beneath her feet, folding into a path that shimmered like molten glass. Beyond it stretched a horizon bleeding amber and green, silver threads pulsing like veins across the dark.

“What is this place?” she whispered.

“The Corridor,” Noc said, his voice carrying the weight of centuries. “A passage between worlds. It binds what should never touch.”

“And I’m stuck here?”

“For now.” His gaze swept the broken expanse. “Until you prove you can restore what you shattered.”

✺ ✺ ✺

His eyes lingered too long. Heat crawled up her neck, and she hated it, hated the way her chest tightened under that stare. She twisted a strand of hair around her finger, a nervous habit she thought she’d buried years ago.

“Stop looking at me like that,” she snapped, voice sharp to hide the tremor. “I’m not... whatever you think I am.”

A flicker of amusement ghosted across his face. “You fear closeness,” he said softly. “I do not.”

Her breath hitched. She turned away, pretending to study the swirling light, but the truth pressed hard: she wasn’t ready for this. Not for him. Not for what he made her feel.

The Corridor pulsed suddenly, a surge of energy rippling through the fractured sky. Noc’s head lifted, jaw tightening. “They know you’re here.”

“They?” Her voice cracked.

“The ones who want Earth broken,” he said, tone like distant thunder. “And they will come for you.”

Before she could speak, the light beneath her feet shattered, and the void swallowed her scream.

✺ ✺ ✺

Rachael’s eyes snapped open to a ceiling that shimmered like liquid glass. For a moment she thought she was still in the void, but the hum here was softer, contained
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