
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

CHAPTER 1: A NEW DAY IN NUMERIA 
 

Bright morning sunlight bathed the sleek, curving towers of Numeria in a warm glow. From a 
distance, the city looked like a sculpture carved from glass and steel—light reflecting off tall 
spires, hover-rails gliding with a gentle hum, and holographic billboards displaying the latest 
updates for “Math Day.” Numeria wasn’t just a city; it was a place where mathematics infused 
every moment of daily life. Streetlights changed colors based on real-time equations, 
transportation routes used algorithms to prevent collisions, and the very air seemed charged 
with the hum of endless numeric possibilities. 

Max Quantum, a twelve-year-old with a quick mind and boundless curiosity, leaned out of his 
bedroom window in the sleek quantum-apartment complex he called home. He inhaled the crisp 
morning air, aware that today wasn’t like any other—today was the start of “Math Day,” an 
annual celebration that honored Numeria’s greatest asset: the art and science of numbers. As 
he gazed across the skyline, he spotted a bright, holographic sign on a neighboring building. In 
swirling neon letters, it read: 

“MATH DAY—JOIN THE CELEBRATION! 
 Experience the magic of fractions, integers, and more!” 

A smaller panel beneath it flashed a simple fraction puzzle: 

1/2 + ?/2 = 1 

“Probably 1/2,” Max thought to himself with a knowing grin. In Numeria, passersby solved these 
quick fraction riddles almost without thinking—fractions were as common as telling time. Solving 
them kept systems balanced, a tradition that everyone found normal. He let out a small sigh of 
excitement, thinking about the festivities planned at school. “Math Day” meant special exhibits, 
friendly competitions, and maybe even a city-wide challenge for the older students. 

Turning away from the window, Max smoothed down his slightly unruly hair. He was a bit lanky, 
his dark hair neatly cropped, and his eyes sparkled with a certain curiosity that rarely faded. 
People told him he was sharp—maybe too sharp for his own good—but he preferred to see it as 
healthy curiosity. In Numeria, nobody called you strange for liking math; the entire city ran on 
equations and problem-solving. 

He glanced at his father’s old notebook on the desk. Dr. Quantum, famed mathematician and 
researcher, had vanished a few years back on an expedition to study “legendary math artifacts.” 
Most people believed that was just a fancy job description. But Max had always sensed there 
was more to his father’s quest. The worn notebook sat there, filled with scribbled numbers and 
sketches of weird devices—reminders of the man who’d taught Max to see math as a doorway 
to hidden wonders, not just a list of rules. 

 



A beep on his wrist device signaled it was time for school. Max smiled and grabbed his 
backpack. Before heading out, he flipped through the notebook’s pages one last time. Fractions, 
negative integers, exotic shapes—his dad’s writing covered a wide range of math concepts. 
Among them was a small doodle labeled “Zero-Point Charm,” the lines too faint to decipher. 
Max shrugged, closed the notebook gently, and tucked it away. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Down in the busy streets, morning traffic was in full swing. Instead of cars clogging up roads, 
Numeria had hover-lanes for personal pods that zoomed by overhead. Pedestrians strolled 
along wide walkways, occasionally glancing up at glowing fraction-based signals that directed 
them. At the corner of Photon Avenue and Vector Street, Max reached a traffic light that 
displayed: 

Time until walk: 3/4 minute. 

Below it, a smaller countdown read: 

1/4 minute left to start walking—please wait! 

Max waited patiently, aware that the city’s micro-timers ran on fractional splits so pedestrians 
had precise crossing intervals. He saw a few younger kids bouncing impatiently, not yet old 
enough to grasp how 1/4 of a minute was only 15 seconds. “Fifteen seconds can feel like 
forever when you’re excited,” Max thought, remembering how he once found these signals 
puzzling. Now, he hardly thought about them—fractions were second nature. 

When the crossing light beeped, Max stepped onto the walkway, carefully weaving around a 
small drone delivering packages. Hover-drones often relied on fraction-coded routes: dividing 
city blocks into fractional zones so they could coordinate with each other. If a drone’s flight path 
for a single block was 1/2 mile, it might have two checkpoints at 1/4 mile intervals to ensure no 
collisions with other drones. It was an elegant system—yet so normal in Numeria that few 
people paused to appreciate its complexity. 

As Max neared his middle school, he caught a glimpse of a giant billboard: 

“CELEBRATE MATH DAY! 
 Don’t forget to check out the new exhibit on fraction history in the East Wing 
atrium!” 

The billboard then flickered, displaying a swirling design of fraction bars and denominators—an 
animated piece of art that showcased the city’s pride in mathematics. A small crowd of students 
stood admiring it, discussing their plans for the day’s events. Max recognized a few faces from 
class and waved politely. 

One of them, a bubbly girl named Mila, hurried over. She had a knack for technology and big 
ideas, always ready with a grin. “Morning, Max!” she said cheerfully, brushing aside a few 
strands of neon-pink hair. “Any guesses on the highlight of Math Day? I heard rumors that the 
advanced group might get to test out new fraction-based puzzle locks.” 

Max’s eyes lit up. “Puzzle locks? That would be amazing,” he replied. “Imagine if we had to 
solve fraction combos just to open a door. Like a real-life escape room!” 

Mila clapped her hands. “Yes, exactly! I’m so ready. The city goes all-out this time of year. 
Though…maybe I’m more excited about not having regular homework for a day.” 

 



They both laughed, continuing toward the school’s gates. Beneath the archway overhead, digital 
banners scrolled through encouraging slogans: Math is the key to every possibility! and 
Fractions: How We Share the World. A sense of celebration buzzed in the air, and Max felt 
proud to live in a place that valued numbers so deeply. 

Once on campus, crowds of students funneled past a courtyard filled with interactive math 
stations. One booth featured fraction-based cooking demos, where you could measure out 1/2 
cup or 1/4 teaspoon to bake mini cupcakes on the spot. Another booth displayed 
fraction-labeled plants, explaining how each plant’s water schedule was divided into fractions of 
a day. Max smelled the sweet aroma of freshly baked pastry from the cooking booth. If time 
allowed, he might drop by later for a snack. 

In the main hallway, holographic posters promoted the day’s events. Max read them quickly: 

1. Fraction Fair: Explore exhibits that show how fractions are used in architecture, art, and 
engineering. 
 

2. Music in Motion: A demonstration of how fraction-based rhythms shape Numerian 
music. 
 

3. Civic Signals 101: See how the city uses fractions to manage traffic flow. 
 

4. Interactive Fraction Games: Race to solve fraction puzzles in record time! 
 

He paused, tapping the third item. “Civic Signals 101” sounded interesting; while he saw fraction 
signals every day, he’d never explored how they originated. The mention of traffic flow brought a 
memory of his father explaining how “1/2 + 1/4 = 3/4” could literally keep roads from jamming. 
Perhaps today was the day to learn more about it. 

Before he could pick which event to attend first, the morning warning bell chimed. “We should 
get to homeroom,” Mila said, tugging Max’s sleeve. Together, they joined the surge of students 
heading toward Ms. Mori’s classroom. In Numeria, even the classrooms boasted cutting-edge 
technology: holographic walls that displayed interactive math puzzles, desks that reconfigured 
for group work or tests, and ceiling panels that lit up with soothing colors. 

Ms. Mori’s homeroom was already buzzing with excitement by the time Max and Mila arrived. 
“Settle down, everyone,” Ms. Mori called, her voice firm but kind. She was known for calm 
efficiency and a perpetual coffee cup at her side. “I know it’s Math Day, but let’s start with some 
quick announcements.” 

The class quieted, though restless energy sparked in the air. Ms. Mori tapped a holographic 
screen at the front. “As you all know, the entire city is celebrating Math Day,” she began, “so 
classes will be shorter than usual. You’ll have time to explore the exhibits in the courtyard and 

 



attend special sessions. Remember, each of you has a wrist device with your personalized 
schedule and fraction quiz logs.” 

A few students nodded; others, like Max, gazed intently at the board. The holographic display 
showed a pie chart broken into fractional slices representing the schedule: 1/4 of the day for 
homeroom, 1/4 for lunch and free exploration, 1/2 for official Math Day events. Ms. Mori 
gestured to it. “Please note these times may shift slightly if the city needs to adjust resource 
usage. Keep an eye on your device for updates.” 

A low hum of excitement rippled through the room. Mila nudged Max and whispered, “That’s a 
fancy way of saying the city might shuffle our schedule if the lines get too long.” Max 
grinned—Mila had a point. 

Suddenly, the overhead lights flickered. At first, it was nothing more than a brief flash. Ms. Mori 
frowned but continued. “Anyway, I hope you’ll each—” She paused as the lights dimmed, then 
brightened. A wave of puzzlement washed over the class. Holographic boards rarely 
malfunctioned in Numeria, especially during a major event. 

Ms. Mori pressed a button to reset the lights. “Strange. Probably just a tiny power fluctuation. 
Let’s not worry about it.” She gave a reassuring smile, but Max couldn’t help feeling a slight 
unease. In a city where everything ran on near-perfect math-driven systems, flickers and power 
surges were unusual. 

With the lights stable again, Ms. Mori wrapped up announcements: “We’ll head out in fifteen 
minutes. In the meantime, look over your fraction logs. See if there’s anything you’d like to focus 
on during the exhibits.” 

During that short break, Max scrolled through his wrist device. It showed a personal fraction skill 
tracker—modules for adding fractions with the same denominator, finding equivalent fractions, 
converting improper fractions, and more advanced concepts. He was fairly confident in these 
areas, but he liked to keep them sharp. 

As he flicked through the modules, he overheard a snippet of conversation from two classmates 
across the aisle. 

“I heard they’re testing a city-wide fraction challenge this year,” whispered a girl named Li. “You 
know, something that might appear on big screens around Numeria for everyone to solve.” 

“That’s just a rumor,” her friend quipped. “Though it would be awesome if thousands of people 
took part in solving the same fraction puzzle at once!” 

Max raised an eyebrow. City-wide fraction challenges weren’t unheard of—but they were rare. 
Usually, only older students tackled that level of complexity. He wondered if the flickering lights 
might be connected to some behind-the-scenes update or system test. 

 



Then the bell chimed again, signaling it was time to move on to the Math Day activities. Ms. Mori 
ushered everyone into the hallway, reminding them to stay in groups. Mila, practically vibrating 
with anticipation, grabbed Max’s arm. “C’mon! Let’s head to the courtyard. The fraction fair is 
calling my name.” 

“Lead the way,” he replied, and they stepped into the corridor. 

The courtyard now bustled even more than earlier. Teachers in bright sashes guided students 
toward various booths. Holographic displays flashed fraction facts: “1/2 is the same as 2/4” or 
“3/8 = 0.375.” Although these facts were elementary, the city reveled in them on Math Day, 
turning the basics into something celebratory. 

Mila led Max to a tall structure labeled “Fraction Tower.” It was a puzzle game shaped like a 
miniature skyscraper. Each level had a fraction-based lock that popped open if you combined 
rods of certain lengths to form the correct fraction. For example, to unlock the first level, you had 
to combine 1/2 rod and 1/4 rod to equal 3/4. To unlock the second level, you might need rods 
summing to 7/8, and so on. 

A few younger kids tried the puzzle and squealed with delight whenever a level lit up. Max 
watched as one child triumphantly snapped pieces together and declared, “2/8 plus 1/8 plus 1/8 
equals 4/8!” The level dinged, and the child jumped up and down, thrilled. A teenage volunteer 
gave them a sticker shaped like a fraction bar as a prize. 

Mila smiled. “So cute. Let’s see if we can do the advanced version.” She pointed to a label on 
the side that read “Challenge: Mixed Numbers & Improper Fractions” in bold letters. 

Max chuckled. “We might lose track of time. There’s a million things to see. Let’s come back if 
we have a chance, though.” 

They moved on to a corner where an exhibit on historical fraction use was set up. Large panels 
showed how, in Numeria’s early days, citizens had trouble coordinating trade until they 
standardized fraction rules. One panel read: 

“Before the Great Fraction Standard, merchants argued over how to split 
goods. Some insisted 1/2 was enough, others demanded 2/4. Only when they 
realized 1/2 and 2/4 are the same did peace settle on the marketplace!” 

Mila snorted. “Seems silly, but it really happened. People got confused by different fraction 
representations.” 

Max shrugged. “Yeah, fractions can be tricky when you’re not taught properly. But once you see 
how they work, it’s like understanding a new language.” 

They strolled further, enjoying the carnival-like atmosphere. Every booth had a creative spin on 
fraction concepts—slicing fruit pies into eighths, measuring geometric shapes in fractional 
segments, or demonstrating how 3/4 time in music gave a waltz its signature rhythm. 

 



A sudden hush fell over the courtyard as a group of official-looking city engineers hurried by, 
their uniforms emblazoned with Numeria’s insignia: a stylized fraction bar with an elegant swirl 
around it. They whispered among themselves, one of them gesturing at a handheld device that 
displayed a blinking red alert. Though they moved quickly, Max caught fragments of their 
conversation: 

“…flickering signals near District Four…” 
 “…could be a glitch in the fraction subroutines…” 
 “…unusual… especially on Math Day…” 

The group vanished into the main building, leaving behind curious onlookers. Mila gave Max a 
quizzical look. “Flickering signals? You think that’s related to what happened in homeroom 
earlier?” 

“Could be,” Max replied, voice low. “Let’s keep our eyes open.” He felt that same twinge of 
unease. Numeria’s systems were famously stable—any glitch in fraction subroutines was taken 
seriously. 

With the moment of tension passed, the courtyard noise ramped up again. But a subtle worry 
lingered in the air. Math Day was supposed to be a time of celebration and perfect system 
performance. If something was going wrong, it couldn’t be good. 

They decided to check out the “Civic Signals 101” booth next, hoping to learn more. Maybe 
the presenters would shed light on any system issues. A tall, slim woman named Ms. Cruz 
greeted them. She wore a bright jacket and spoke in a clear, confident tone. 

“Welcome to Civic Signals 101!” she announced. “Here, we explain how Numeria coordinates 
everything from traffic lights to drone deliveries. As you can see…” She tapped a large digital 
display behind her, which showed a map of the city. “Every crossing, every intersection, has a 
schedule of fractions. For instance, in a typical intersection, we might allocate 1/3 of the cycle to 
foot traffic, 1/3 to left-turning vehicles, and 1/3 to onward travel. That ensures no collisions, no 
wasted time.” 

Max and Mila moved in closer, intrigued. Ms. Cruz zoomed in on a particular street corner. “Now, 
if we need to give extra time to pedestrians, we might adjust the fraction to 2/5 for walking, 2/5 
for vehicles, and 1/5 for turning. It’s flexible, but it must always sum to 1. That’s the fundamental 
principle: all fraction segments must add up to a whole cycle.” 

A younger boy raised his hand. “So, if you had 1/4 for walking, 1/4 for turning, and 1/2 for going 
straight, it would still add up to 1?” 

“Precisely,” Ms. Cruz said. “Remember, fractions can be combined as long as their 
denominators match or can be converted. If we all follow the same logic, the entire city runs 
smoothly.” 

Someone else asked, “What happens if a fraction is missing or incomplete?” 

 



Ms. Cruz’s expression grew serious. “If a fraction is incomplete, say if we only put 1/2 for 
walking but never assign the other 1/2 for cars or turning, the schedule becomes unbalanced. 
Traffic might freeze or signals might flicker. It’s crucial that every fraction piece is correctly 
accounted for. That’s how we avoid chaos.” 

She gave a quick demonstration, typing in partial equations. The display turned red when the 
fractions didn’t sum to 1, but green when they did. “We have advanced computers checking 
these sums thousands of times a second,” Ms. Cruz added. “It’s rare to see errors.” 

Max exchanged a look with Mila. Rare didn’t mean impossible. Perhaps the flicker and the city 
engineers’ concerns meant there was some incomplete fraction data out there. 

After Ms. Cruz’s presentation, a city official joined in to show a real-time feed of a random 
intersection. “As you can see, each cycle is precisely measured,” he said, pointing to columns of 
fraction data. “In a day, we run thousands of fraction cycles. The system self-corrects if there’s 
an unusual surge in traffic or pedestrians. The math keeps us balanced.” 

Max found himself marveling at how deeply fractions wove themselves into Numerian life. He’d 
grown up with it, but seeing it laid out so explicitly reminded him how complex and delicate the 
system was. 

Just then, the official frowned at a blinking icon on the real-time display. A small red exclamation 
mark popped up near the top corner of the screen. “Hmm,” he muttered. He typed a quick 
command to refresh the feed, and the exclamation disappeared. “Might be a minor glitch,” he 
said, trying to sound casual. 

But Max noticed the tension in the man’s shoulders. Something about these minor glitches was 
spooking the city experts. On Math Day, of all days, issues with fraction scheduling were the last 
thing they needed. 

 

Mila tugged on Max’s sleeve. “We should try the fraction fair in the East Wing atrium,” she 
whispered. “Maybe they’ll have more info. Or we can ask around. I’m getting the sense 
something big is happening.” 

“Agreed,” Max replied. They thanked Ms. Cruz and slipped out of the booth area, weaving 
through the crowds. 

The East Wing atrium was a gigantic, glass-roofed space filled with more math displays. Rays of 
sunlight poured in from overhead, lighting up floating screens that each displayed a fraction 
lesson or puzzle. A gentle fountain in the center bubbled, with water arcs described by fraction 
arcs in a sign next to it: “Each fountain arc is 1/4 of a perfect circle.” 

 



Students and families milled about. Some tested out a fraction-based music maker, pressing 
keys that combined to create harmonies labeled by fraction intervals. Others hovered around a 
geometry corner where fraction angles were explained. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Max spotted a dynamic sculpture of rotating rings. It was 
mesmerizing—each ring had fraction markings, turning at different speeds to represent how 
fractions could sync in complex patterns. The sign read: Harmony of Fractions: 2/3, 1/6, 1/2. It 
reminded him that multiple fractions could co-exist perfectly if carefully balanced. 

Amidst the bustling crowd, a group of older students wearing official “Math Ambassadors” 
badges guided visitors from exhibit to exhibit. One of them, a tall teen named Arlo, recognized 
Max and Mila. He gave them a polite nod. “Hey, you two. Enjoying Math Day?” 

“It’s awesome,” Mila said. “But we noticed some weird power flickers. Is that normal?” 

Arlo pursed his lips. “Not really. There’s a rumor going around that some data lines have 
incomplete fraction codes. The city’s system is trying to correct them, causing small glitches. But 
I’m sure the engineers have it under control.” 

Max exchanged a glance with Mila. “Incomplete fraction codes… That can’t be good.” 

“Probably not,” Arlo said, lowering his voice. “Anyway, keep enjoying the exhibits. If you see 
anything super strange, let a teacher or a city official know.” 

With a wave, he moved on to direct more visitors. Max frowned. Incomplete fraction codes 
sounded exactly like the scenario Ms. Cruz had warned them about—when a fraction sum 
doesn’t add up to 1, the entire cycle can malfunction. The city’s robust system was built to fix 
these errors quickly, but if a bigger issue lurked, it might be more than a quick fix. 

 

Trying not to let their concern spoil the day, Max and Mila wandered deeper into the exhibits. 
They paused to read about the city’s earliest fraction experiments: centuries ago, Numeria 
discovered that dividing resources fairly required precise fraction knowledge. Eventually, 
math-based governance grew, and so did the city’s reliance on advanced fraction systems. 

A life-size diorama showed an ancient Numerian marketplace. Animatronic figures of traders 
held baskets labeled 1/2 bushel of grain, 3/4 bushel of corn, and 1/3 bushel of spices. A 
mechanical voice explained how standardizing the fraction system allowed fair exchanges 
without confusion. 

“Back then, everything was manual,” Mila remarked. “People had to physically measure out 
fractions. We’re lucky—now it’s all computerized.” 

“That’s true,” Max said, “though it seems like we might be a little too reliant on those computers 
sometimes.” 

 



Before she could respond, a sudden hush fell over the crowd. The overhead lights flickered 
again, this time more noticeably. A few exhibit screens went dark for a moment, then snapped 
back on. The fountain in the center of the atrium sputtered, spraying an odd jet of water that 
made onlookers gasp. Children clutched their parents in alarm. 

An uneasy murmur spread through the atrium. “Everybody, stay calm,” someone called—an 
adult volunteer wearing a bright vest. “We’re experiencing a slight tech disruption. Please 
remain where you are.” 

Mila grabbed Max’s arm. “This is no coincidence, right?” 

Max’s heart thumped. “No,” he said, keeping his voice low. “We should see if the teachers know 
more.” 

Guided by staff, the students were asked to gather in a designated area near the back of the 
atrium while city technicians tried to resolve the flickers. Luckily, the main power stayed on, so 
the space didn’t plunge into darkness. For a few tense minutes, the atrium was quiet as people 
waited for an update. 

Then Ms. Mori, Max’s homeroom teacher, arrived with Ms. Cruz and a couple of the city 
engineers. Ms. Mori’s face was calm but focused. “Students,” she began, “we have an 
unexpected situation with the city’s fraction scheduling. There’s no immediate danger, but to be 
safe, we’re suspending some of the Math Day activities until we can confirm everything’s 
stabilized.” 

A wave of disappointed groans filled the air. “Is it that bad?” someone asked. 

Ms. Cruz jumped in. “We have reason to believe an incomplete fraction code is circulating 
through the city’s main system. It’s not a typical glitch, and we haven’t pinned down its source.” 
She offered a small, apologetic smile. “We just need a bit of time to fix it.” 

The crowd rumbled, but gradually, the tension settled. People generally trusted Numeria’s 
systems and engineers. Most students realized that if an incomplete fraction code was messing 
with the city’s data, it was best to let the experts handle it. 

But Max’s thoughts spun. He remembered those references in his father’s old notes to “rogue 
code” and fraction anomalies. Could there be a link? It felt far-fetched—but the name 
“Zero-Point Charm” flickered in his mind like a faint memory. He tried to brush the thought aside. 

 

Over the next half hour, the glitching seemed to lessen. Some lights still flickered occasionally, 
but the big screens in the atrium were gradually coming back online. Teachers guided students 
to smaller breakout sessions to keep them busy. Since Ms. Mori’s group was still together, she 
suggested: “Why don’t we move to the cafeteria for an early lunch? That area isn’t affected by 
the glitch. Then we’ll see if we can resume Math Day events later.” 

 



Mila shrugged. “I guess lunch is always good.” 

Max agreed. Together they followed Ms. Mori and about two dozen classmates through a side 
corridor that led toward the cafeteria. On the way, they passed a row of large, colorful windows 
that overlooked the city’s central plaza. Here, the glitch’s impact was more visible: a few 
street-level holograms flickered, including a giant display that normally showcased cheerful 
fraction puzzles. Instead, it now showed garbled images—lines and partial denominators 
floating with no solution in sight. 

For a moment, Max stopped by the window to stare at the disjointed fraction code. “1/2… 3/??… 
4/8…?” The puzzle was broken, lacking a consistent denominator or even a clear operation. He 
couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling that something bigger than a simple glitch was afoot. 

When Mila touched his shoulder, he blinked and quickened his pace to catch up with the group. 
They arrived in the cafeteria, a wide space with sleek tables that reconfigured to seat different 
group sizes. Students lined up at the counters, scanning their wrist devices to collect lunch. 
Large fraction signs hung above the counters: “Serving 1/2 portion, 3/4 portion, or 1 portion,” so 
everyone could choose how much they wanted based on appetite. 

Despite the tension, the lunch line bustled with the usual chatter. Some kids joked about the 
glitch, saying it was just a “Math Day trick.” Others frowned, clearly unnerved. Ms. Mori kept the 
mood calm, encouraging everyone to eat and rest. 

Max and Mila settled at a table near the back, trays in hand. Max had chosen a 3/4 portion of 
spaghetti and a 1/4 portion of side salad, while Mila went with a 1/2 portion of mac and cheese. 
Ordinarily, fraction-based portions felt playful, but now it only reminded Max of the city’s reliance 
on fraction precision. 

“Maybe we’re just overthinking this,” Mila ventured, taking a bite. “The city’s never had a 
meltdown before. Maybe they’ll fix it, and the day will go on.” 

“I hope so,” Max said, trying to sound upbeat. He twirled some spaghetti on his fork. “Math Day 
shouldn’t be overshadowed by…whatever is going on.” 

For a few minutes, they talked about regular stuff: upcoming school projects, weekend plans, 
favorite Sci-Fi shows. It felt like a normal lunch—until the overhead PA crackled. 

“Attention,” a voice said—Ms. Cruz again. “We want to reassure everyone that the city 
engineers are making progress. However, to maintain safety, we’re limiting large group 
gatherings. After lunch, students should remain with their assigned teachers until further notice. 
We’ll provide updates as soon as we can. Thank you for your cooperation.” 

“Limited gatherings?” Mila echoed. “That’s serious.” 

Max nodded, pushing around the last of his spaghetti. He gazed at the cafeteria’s large windows 
again, half-expecting to see the city lights flicker once more. 

 



Sure enough, about ten minutes later, the cafeteria lights dimmed. A hush fell instantly over the 
students. For several heartbeats, the only sound was the hum of the ventilation system. Then 
the lights surged back, but a few remained dim. Max’s heart pounded. It was like the city itself 
was breathing in uneven gasps, fighting against invisible chaos. 

Ms. Mori rose, her expression resolute. “All right, class. Let’s head back to our homeroom. We’ll 
wait there for instructions.” 

Students collected their trays, and the teachers herded everyone out. The halls felt strangely 
empty, as some classes had apparently been directed to wait in other areas. Max’s mind 
buzzed. Incomplete fraction code… glitching signals… flickering lights… 

He shot a glance at Mila, who seemed to be thinking the same thing. Something is definitely 
wrong. 

Soon, they reached Ms. Mori’s classroom. The holographic display on the wall was dark, but a 
faint glow from the overhead windows provided enough light. Ms. Mori tapped her wrist device, 
presumably checking for updates from the city officials. She sighed quietly and signaled for the 
students to find seats. 

“All right,” she began, trying to sound reassuring. “Let’s take a moment to collect ourselves. I 
know the day’s not turning out as we’d hoped, but let’s keep calm. Numeria’s system is 
robust—glitches happen, but they’re usually sorted out quickly. We just need to follow protocol.” 

Max settled into a seat near the window, the same seat he’d occupied earlier in the morning. 
The view outside showed no immediate sign of trouble, but he knew better. The entire city was 
built on a foundation of well-orchestrated fraction data. If even a small chunk of that data was 
corrupted or missing, it might ripple through everything else. 

Ms. Mori’s wrist device beeped. She glanced at it, and her eyes widened slightly. “There’s an 
advisory to remain in place until further notice,” she told the class. “We still have power, so that’s 
good. Let me see if I can connect to the city’s network from my panel…” 

She walked to the teacher’s console, a sleek podium near the front, and tapped a few buttons. 
The console’s screen flickered to life, showing an official notice: 

SYSTEM ALERT 
 Some fraction data streams are incomplete. City engineers are investigating. Math 
Day events are paused until the system is stable. 

A collective groan swept through the room, but Ms. Mori raised a hand. “Patience, everyone.” 

Max felt frustration bubbling up. He hadn’t waited all year for Math Day just to see it canceled by 
some strange glitch. But any personal disappointment was overshadowed by worry. If the 
fraction meltdown got worse, entire parts of the city could go offline: trains might stall, traffic 
might pile up, and communication lines could scramble. 

 



Minutes trickled by. Most students chatted in low voices, some took out their devices to play 
math games offline, and others simply waited. Mila sat next to Max, tapping her foot restlessly. 
“If only we could do something to help,” she muttered. “We’re stuck here.” 

“Yeah,” Max sighed. He pulled out his father’s notebook, flipping through random pages. 
Numbers and diagrams stared back, not offering any immediate clue. Still, looking at them 
comforted him—reminding him that math had solutions, no matter how tricky the puzzle might 
be. 

He paused on a page where Dr. Quantum had scrawled: “Fractions unify the city, but incomplete 
lines can cause a rift.” Beneath it was a rough sketch of a device that resembled an amulet or 
pendant. Next to it, words read: “Zero-Point Charm—balance for all fractions.” Max bit his lip. 
He’d always thought it was some half-finished invention, or maybe just a legend his father had 
been chasing. But at this moment, it felt oddly relevant. 

Mila noticed. “What’s that?” she asked quietly. 

Max hesitated, then showed her the sketch. “It’s something my dad was researching. He 
believed Numeria’s fraction system had deeper roots—like a code that, if disrupted, could 
threaten the city.” He shook his head. “Sounds too big to be real, right?” 

Mila stared at the notes. “Maybe not so big if we’re literally watching the system fail around us,” 
she said softly. 

They exchanged a look. Max closed the notebook, his pulse racing. He had no real idea how to 
use or even find this so-called Zero-Point Charm. Maybe it was a myth, or maybe it was locked 
away in some old vault. But the questions buzzed in his mind. Did Dad know something like this 
could happen? 

A tense hour dragged on with no further announcements. Students grew restless; a couple 
dozed off. Finally, Ms. Mori’s console chimed. She tapped it quickly, reading the new message. 
A hint of relief crossed her face. 

“Good news, everyone,” she said, addressing the class. “We’ve just received word that the city 
engineers have made progress. Some major fraction loops are back to normal. It’s not a full fix, 
but we’re no longer in immediate lockdown. We can dismiss you early, but we encourage you to 
head home or stay in safe zones until the system is fully stabilized. I’ll send your parents or 
guardians a message.” 

The students perked up at the mention of an early dismissal, though the mood was hardly 
celebratory. Ms. Mori added, “Be careful on your way out. If you see any flickering signals, don’t 
panic—just follow posted detours. Understand?” 

Nods all around. 

 



In small, supervised groups, the students filtered into the hallway. Max stuck with Mila. They 
noticed that a few overhead lights still glowed dimmer than normal, and some corridor posters 
displayed half-loaded images. But the immediate crisis seemed to have passed. Teachers and 
staff guided everyone toward the exit, reminding them to check their routes in case certain roads 
or rails were offline. 

Outside, Numeria felt subdued. Traffic was moving, but at a cautious pace. Some holographic 
billboards displayed static placeholders that read: “System Under Maintenance. Please Stand 
By.” The usual hustle of Math Day was replaced by a sense of waiting—for the city’s math to 
fully realign. 

Mila sighed. “Well, that was the strangest Math Day ever.” 

“I know,” Max replied. “We barely got to see half the exhibits. I hope the meltdown doesn’t last. 
The city is basically built on fraction logic. If that collapses…” 

He let the thought hang in the air. Mila put a hand on his shoulder. “Hey, it’ll be all right. 
Numeria’s faced issues before, right?” 

Max nodded uncertainly. “Yeah, but not like this.” 

They walked together for a few blocks, each lost in thoughts. Eventually, they parted ways at a 
junction. Before they did, Mila gave him a worried smile. “Let’s keep in touch. If I hear anything 
about the glitch or how to help, I’ll let you know. And you do the same.” 

“Deal,” Max said, gripping his backpack tightly—knowing the battered notebook lay inside. 

By the time Max reached his apartment complex, the sun had tilted toward late afternoon. The 
building’s sliding doors opened to reveal an eerily quiet lobby. Usually, a fraction-based 
welcome screen greeted residents with tips like “Save energy! 1/2 your lights in daytime!” But 
today, it was blank. 

Max took the elevator to the 14th floor, stepping out into the hallway. A faint hum of electricity 
ran through the walls, and the overhead lights pulsed once before stabilizing. Everything is 
glitchy, he thought grimly. 

Inside the apartment, the silence felt heavier than usual. Max set his backpack down, slipped off 
his shoes, and glanced at the small shelf where his father’s old keepsakes were displayed. A 
photo of Dr. Quantum beaming proudly at a younger Max reminded him of simpler times. 

He turned to the window, looking out over Numeria’s skyline. Even from here, he could spot 
flickers: a tall spire near the city center blinked on and off, its usual colorful displays replaced by 
intermittent white light. The spire housed the math control center, coordinating everything from 
fraction-based traffic to city resource allocation. That must be where the engineers are focusing, 
Max mused. 

 



He recalled the snippet in his father’s notes about an artifact that could balance “all fractions.” 
Could it actually help? Or was it a wild goose chase from years ago? His father had never 
shared the details fully, and the notebook alone was too cryptic. 

Yet an odd determination swelled in Max’s chest. If the city’s meltdown got worse, he couldn’t 
just watch it happen. Maybe he was just a kid, but he’d grown up with math in his 
bones—thanks to Numeria and his father. He paced the living room, uneasy energy pushing him 
from one step to the next. 

Then, as if on cue, the overhead light dimmed again. Max rubbed his temples, exhaustion 
creeping in from the day’s tension. He resolved to rest for now—tomorrow, if school was still 
canceled or limited, he’d try to do some investigating. Even if that meant starting with old stories 
about fraction errors. 

He grabbed a quick snack—just half an energy bar, ironically labeled as “1/2 for a quick 
boost!”—and settled onto the couch with the battered notebook. Slowly flipping through the 
pages, he re-read the scribbled line: “Fractions unify the city, but incomplete lines can cause a 
rift.” 

A chill ran down his spine. He couldn’t shake the feeling that the flickers, the glitch, and his 
father’s research were connected in ways he didn’t fully grasp. Outside, Numeria glowed in the 
deepening twilight, fighting to maintain its usual shine. If the incomplete fraction code continued 
to spread, it might tear apart the city’s delicate network of math-based systems. 

But for tonight, all Max could do was rest and hope the city’s engineers would restore order—or 
that he might discover a way to help if they couldn’t. As he drifted off into a restless sleep on the 
couch, the swirl of numbers and fractions in his dreams felt more urgent than ever. Something 
dark was lurking beneath Numeria’s polished exterior, and it was only a matter of time before it 
showed itself. 

Little did Max know, the “Fraction Phantom” was already stirring, weaving through Numeria’s 
data lines and preparing to make its presence known. His father’s warnings might soon prove 
more than just scribbles in an old notebook. Tomorrow would be another day—one that could 
decide whether Numeria continued to thrive under the gentle guidance of fractions…or 
collapsed under the weight of impossible equations. 

For now, Math Day had ended in uncertainty, leaving the city’s once-brilliant celebrations 
half-finished, like a fraction missing its other part. And so the stage was set for an adventure 
that would test Max’s resolve, his math skills, and perhaps the legacy of Dr. Quantum himself. 

 
 
 
 
 

 



CHAPTER 2: THE WARM-UP PROBLEM 
  

A soft haze blanketed Numeria’s skyline the next morning, obscuring the sun’s early rays. Max 
Quantum woke to the distant hum of hover-rails outside his window, still feeling the lingering 
unease of the previous day’s events. The great “Math Day” celebration had ended with flickering 
lights, partial shutdowns, and ominous talk of incomplete fraction code. Now, the city was in 
cautious recovery. 

He rubbed the sleep from his eyes and glanced at his father’s old notebook on the desk. The 
tattered pages still bore cryptic references to something called the “Zero-Point Charm”—words 
that had nagged at him through the night. But with no concrete leads, Max decided the best he 
could do was head to school as usual, see if the system had stabilized, and be on the lookout 
for more clues. Besides, he had a feeling there was plenty more to uncover. 

As Max stepped out of his apartment building, the usual buzz of Numeria greeted him. 
Hover-cars zipped overhead on carefully plotted routes. Sidewalks were busy with people 
heading to work and students hurrying to their respective schools. Yet something felt off: every 
so often, a billboard crackled or a city-wide announcement repeated itself unexpectedly, as 
though the system was double-checking its own stability. 

He made his way toward the corner of Photon Avenue and Vector Street—the same intersection 
where he had watched fraction-based pedestrian signals with curiosity just the day before. 
Today, they functioned, but Max noticed a small glitch: the sign for crossing time flickered 
between “3/4 minute” and “45 seconds,” as if uncertain which format to display. It was a small 
detail, but in Numeria, any inconsistency in the math-based displays was unusual enough to 
raise eyebrows. 

He shrugged, then crossed safely once the signal allowed. A few other students joined him, 
some talking about the prior day’s meltdown. One of them, a boy named Kirin, mumbled that his 
father’s hover-taxi had been stuck in place for an hour because the navigation grid locked up. 
Another girl, Dayna, complained her geometry homework had vanished from the school’s digital 
portal. Everyone had some story about the meltdown’s effects. 

By the time Max approached the middle school gates, the sky had brightened, revealing slender 
beams of sunlight cutting through the high-rise buildings. He spotted his friend Mila near the 
entrance, wearing a worried frown instead of her usual grin. 

“Hey,” he said, falling into step beside her. “You okay?” 

She shrugged. “Could be better. My wrist device glitched on me this morning, and my entire 
schedule got scrambled. I had to reset it. Feels like the city’s data lines are still shaky.” 

“Same,” Max replied. “My building’s welcome screen was completely blank. Guess we just keep 
our eyes open in case there’s another wave of glitches.” 

 



They walked together through the school’s main doors. Holographic banners for Math Day still 
hung above the hallway, but the once-cheerful animations were muted, flickering slightly. A few 
staff members looked on edge, but classes were proceeding normally enough. 

Max and Mila reached Ms. Mori’s homeroom just as the late bell chimed. The air inside was 
thick with a mix of curiosity and worry. Everyone wanted to know if the meltdown was truly 
resolved. 

Ms. Mori stood by the holographic screen at the front, tapping through updates. She looked 
relieved to see her class settled. “All right, everyone, good morning,” she began. “I realize 
yesterday was…unusual. We still have partial restrictions on large events, so we won’t be 
resuming Math Day activities yet. But the city’s engineers are working hard to resolve the 
fraction code issues.” 

A ripple of disappointment spread across the room. A boy named Jae raised his hand. “So, 
does that mean no more fraction fairs? We didn’t even get to see half of them.” 

“I’m afraid so,” Ms. Mori said, nodding sympathetically. “For now, we’ll return to a normal 
schedule as best we can. I’ll keep you updated if anything changes.” 

Max exchanged a glance with Mila. A normal schedule might be comforting, but the memory of 
fraction meltdown still hung over them like a storm cloud. 

Minutes later, the students were directed to gather their math materials. Ms. Mori was known for 
her interactive approach to teaching, and today she had planned a quick warm-up problem to 
get the class refocused. “Before we dive in,” she announced, “I thought we’d review something 
we might have overlooked during all the fraction talk: negative integers.” 

A few groans arose—negative integers felt “basic” to some of them, who were more intrigued by 
advanced fractions. Ms. Mori smiled. “Trust me, you’ll see how negative numbers connect to 
more complex operations later on, including fractions. Let’s not underestimate them. All right, 
who can solve a few simple expressions for me?” 

She scrolled the holographic screen to display: 

1. –3 + 5 = ? 
 

2. –5 + (–2) = ? 
 

3. –2 – 7 = ? 
 

4. –4 + 6 – 3 = ? 
 

A hush settled over the room as a few hands shot up. Max raised his, but Ms. Mori pointed to a 
boy in the front row first. “Jackson, why don’t you give the first one a try?” 

 



Jackson stood up, adjusting his uniform jacket. “–3 + 5… you move 3 steps to the right from –3 
on the number line, and then 2 more steps, so that’s 2,” he said confidently. 

“Actually,” Ms. Mori reminded gently, “be sure you’re describing the entire motion. Starting at –3, 
then going 5 steps to the right would land you at what position on the number line?” 

Jackson recalculated, cheeks reddening slightly. “Oh—sorry. Right, from –3, going 5 steps to the 
right actually lands at +2. Wait, that’s correct. I was thinking out loud.” 

Ms. Mori nodded. “Yes, that’s correct. The answer to –3 + 5 is indeed 2. Good job.” She wrote 
the solution on the screen, explaining: “You can think of it as –3 plus 5, or 5 minus 3, both 
leading to 2. Don’t forget your mental number line.” 

She then turned to the rest of the class. “Now, how about the second one? –5 + (–2) = ?” 

Max’s hand stayed raised, but Ms. Mori called on Li instead. Li shrugged. “Combine them as 
negative plus negative, so you go 5 steps left from zero, then 2 more left. That lands you at –7.” 

“Excellent,” Ms. Mori said, tapping the screen to confirm the answer. “Just remember that adding 
two negative numbers makes the total even more negative. Good. Next, who wants to handle 
–2 – 7?” 

This time, Ms. Mori’s eyes landed on Max. “Max, go ahead. I’m sure you’re eager.” 

Max stood, well aware that some classmates might roll their eyes if he sounded too 
enthusiastic. But he loved math—and Ms. Mori had singled him out. “Sure,” he said. “–2 – 7 
means you start at –2 on the number line, then you move 7 more steps to the left. That lands 
you at –9.” 

“Correct.” Ms. Mori grinned at him. “And the last one, –4 + 6 – 3?” 

Max glanced at the expression on the screen. “Well, –4 + 6 is 2, because you go 4 steps to the 
right from –4. Now we have 2 – 3, which is –1. So, total is –1.” 

A wave of murmurs spread across the classroom. Max’s quick, confident approach stood 
out—even among students who generally liked math. Ms. Mori nodded, pleased. “Yes, that’s 
exactly right.” 

She used the holographic pen to circle the final solution. “Notice we’re dealing with integer 
operations here, but these same principles will help when negative fractions appear. Always 
keep track of which direction you’re moving on the number line—positive or negative.” 

The demonstration ended, and Ms. Mori asked the class to practice a few similar problems on 
their tablets. Max watched Mila, who had her tongue between her teeth in concentration. She 
typed in –8 + 3, tapping her stylus. A green checkmark confirmed she’d gotten –5. She beamed 
a thumbs-up at Max. 

 



Even though the meltdown loomed in the back of everyone’s minds, it felt good to settle into 
something routine. Negative integers might be simpler than advanced fractions, but they were 
still building blocks. Ms. Mori’s calm explanation offered a welcome reprieve from the city’s 
unsettled atmosphere. 

But that relief lasted only a few minutes. 

A faint beep sounded from Ms. Mori’s console, and the overhead lights dimmed—just as they 
had the day before. The classroom’s holographic screen flickered, then stabilized. Alarmed 
whispers rose among the students. 

Ms. Mori pressed her lips into a thin line. “Stay calm,” she said, her voice level. “It might be 
another small fluctuation.” 

She tapped the console to check a status feed. The words “System Alert—Fraction 
Schedules Recalibrating” blinked in red. Ms. Mori frowned. “Looks like the city is still 
experiencing code disruptions. I’m sure the engineers are on it.” 

A ripple of nerves ran through the class. This was exactly how yesterday’s meltdown had 
started—flickers, warnings, then partial shutdowns. Max tried to focus on his negative integer 
exercises, but he couldn’t banish the uneasy knot in his stomach. Fraction schedules 
recalibrating. That meant some part of the city’s fraction-based coordination was off again. 

Mila leaned over, whispering, “I bet they haven’t fixed the fraction code issue fully. This might be 
round two.” 

Max nodded grimly. He recalled his father’s notebook: “Fractions unify the city, but incomplete 
lines can cause a rift.” If a negative integer meltdown was unlikely, a fraction meltdown was 
definitely possible—and maybe just beginning. But for now, there was nothing they could do 
except wait for instructions. 

When the bell rang, the students shuffled into the hallway. Max noticed the overhead 
info-screens flashing partial announcements: “All classes remain in session. Minor fraction glitch 
in District…” The rest cut off. Another flicker. Then the screen tried again: “School protocol: 
normal schedule.” 

He and Mila made their way to the lockers, discussing the glitch. “At least the city hasn’t gone 
into lockdown,” Mila remarked. “But if these flickers keep happening, who knows?” 

Max shrugged, trying to sound casual. “We just have to keep an eye on it. The meltdown might 
not escalate like yesterday.” 

They parted ways for a short break. Max found a quiet spot near the library kiosk. He had a few 
minutes before the next class, so he decided to peek at local news bulletins on his wrist device. 
The screen loaded slowly—obviously, Numeria’s network was under strain again. Eventually, a 
feed popped up, summarizing the city’s attempts to fix incomplete fraction data: 

 



City Technicians Race to Stabilize Systems 
 Civic Engineer: “We suspect multiple lines of corrupted fraction code, but we’re 
localizing them now.” 
 Mayor’s Office: “Citizens, please continue as normal. No citywide shutdown at this 
time.” 

Max sighed. The meltdown might not be full-blown, but it was far from over. He slipped the 
device away and headed off to his next class. 

By mid-morning, the schedule directed Max’s class to Math Lab, a hands-on session meant to 
reinforce concepts with interactive tech. Usually, they’d split into groups, solve puzzles, or run 
simulations on fraction-based systems. Today, Ms. Mori breezed in with purposeful energy, 
determined to keep the routine going despite the city’s hiccups. 

“Welcome to Math Lab,” she announced. “We’ll build on this morning’s negative integer review. 
Please log into your labs and test the custom ‘Integer Trek’ simulation. It’s designed to help you 
visualize adding and subtracting negative numbers on a number line.” 

Max joined Mila and two other classmates—Li and Jackson—around a group workstation. They 
each had a small holographic display that connected to a shared simulation. The “Integer Trek” 
environment showed a character walking along a 2D plane dotted with integer points from –20 
to +20. The objective: reach a final destination by completing a series of moves that reflected 
the given math expressions. 

For example, the simulation might say: “Move –3, then +5.” The student typed in the net result, 
and the character hopped to the correct spot. If the result was accurate, the path lit up in green. 

“This is kinda fun,” Li remarked, steering her digital avatar. “Though it’s probably not advanced 
enough for your taste, Max.” 

Max chuckled. “Even simple stuff can be fun. Let’s see how fast we can complete each level.” 

Their little group started a friendly race to solve the sequences. The first few were 
straightforward: 

● Level 1: –2 + 6. The answer: +4. 
 

● Level 2: –1 + (–4). The answer: –5. 
 

● Level 3: –5 + 3 – 2. The net was –4. 
 

Between them, they breezed through the early levels. Jackson, who had stumbled in 
homeroom, seemed more comfortable now; the visual approach helped his confidence. 

 



“Nice job, guys,” Mila said, pressing for the next sequence: –4 + 7 – 6. She typed in the final 
answer: –3. The simulation chimed happily, awarding them points. 

They were halfway through Level 5 when the overhead lights flickered again—this time 
accompanied by a low hum that made the entire lab’s holographic tables waver. The “Integer 
Trek” simulation froze, avatars suspended mid-step. Students gasped, some trying to tap their 
screens to unfreeze the system. 

A teacher’s assistant standing by the door quickly moved to the main control panel. Ms. Mori 
stood, arms folded, trying to remain calm. “Everyone, stay seated. We’re safe—just a power 
fluctuation.” 

But Max’s screen flickered to black, then to a random fragment of code. For a split second, he 
saw something that looked like: 

Fraction Error: 1/2 + ??? 

Then the display cut back to the integer simulation. He blinked. Had he imagined it? 

“What was that?” Mila hissed, leaning over to see if Max had the same glitch. “It looked like a 
fraction prompt, but we’re in the negative integer sim!” 

“I have no idea,” Max admitted, heart pounding. “Some random fraction code tried to override 
the lab simulation, maybe?” 

A wave of confusion swept the room as other students reported weird flashes on their 
screens—random fraction bars, partial denominators, or nonsense symbols. Then, as quickly as 
it started, the lab’s holographic system returned to normal, and the “Integer Trek” resumed. 

Ms. Mori let out a relieved sigh. “Let’s…let’s pause the simulation. The system might still be 
unstable. Everyone, log out. Quietly, please.” 

The students did so, unsettled by the intrusion of fraction code into what was supposed to be a 
purely integer-based program. Max felt the prickling sense that the meltdown was creeping into 
new territory. 

A short while later, Ms. Mori announced that Math Lab was over. She guided the class into the 
hallway, urging them to proceed to their next subject—History—while staff investigated the 
glitch. As Max and Mila walked together, they exchanged anxious looks. 

“This meltdown is weirder than I thought,” Mila said. “Why would fraction code appear in a 
negative integer simulation?” 

Max shook his head. “Either there’s a deep system link we don’t know about, or the meltdown’s 
tentacles are spreading across all city software. The fraction phantom, or code, or whatever it is, 
might be messing with more than just traffic signals.” 

 



Mila bit her lip. “Do you think it’s the same ‘Fraction Phantom’ we read about on that glitchy 
board? I hope that’s just a rumor.” 

“Could be. The rumors started swirling after the meltdown. But rumor or not, something is 
rewriting city code in real time. That’s a major threat.” 

They pressed on. The overhead announcements remained silent, though the occasional flicker 
of lights in the corridor suggested that Numeria wasn’t out of the woods yet. 

History class was typically a lively affair, focusing on Numeria’s rise from a small settlement to a 
math-driven metropolis. Today, however, the atmosphere was subdued. Students filed into the 
classroom quietly, settling into rows of seats. The teacher, Ms. Tarlow, wore a worried 
expression but managed a polite smile. 

“Hello, everyone,” she greeted, projecting a map of old Numeria onto the wall. “We’ll resume our 
unit on how fraction standardization shaped trade agreements centuries ago. Perhaps it’s timely 
to learn how our ancestors dealt with fraction confusion.” Her voice trembled a bit at the irony. 

The class politely turned their attention to the lesson. Ms. Tarlow recounted stories of how 
merchants in ancient Numeria quarreled over whether 1/2 equaled 2/4, or whether 3/6 and 1/2 
were truly identical. In time, these conflicts were resolved by formalizing fraction rules, leading to 
peace and unity—at least back then. 

Max listened intently. The parallels to the current meltdown were striking: incomplete fractions, 
or confusion over denominators, threatened to derail the city. History repeating itself? he 
wondered. 

After thirty minutes of lecture, Ms. Tarlow assigned a brief reading passage. As students flipped 
through their digital textbooks, the overhead lights dipped again. Ms. Tarlow paused, glancing 
nervously upward. When the lights came back, she took a calming breath and continued. 

The noon bell rang, signaling lunch. Students poured into the cafeteria with a mix of relief and 
tension. Conversations buzzed about the meltdown and the bizarre fraction code invasions. Max 
and Mila found a table in the corner, joined by a couple of classmates—Kirin and Li. 

“I was in Earth Sciences,” Kirin said, plopping down with a tray of veggie wraps. “Our digital 
globe glitched out and started showing fraction overlays on climate data. So messed up.” 

Li rolled her eyes. “And in Civics, our teacher tried to show us how negative tax figures worked 
during a recession, but half the slides had weird fraction placeholders. It’s not just your class.” 

Mila frowned. “So it’s city-wide. I doubt they can keep ignoring this if it spreads. Maybe they’ll 
call an early dismissal again?” 

Max tore open a small packet of sauce, drizzling it over his half-portion of noodles. Even that 
fraction-based serving size reminded him of the meltdown. “I don’t know,” he said. “The city’s 

 



official statement was to proceed as usual. But if the meltdown ramps up again, they’ll have no 
choice.” 

They ate in uneasy silence for a few minutes. Around them, the cafeteria bustled with subdued 
chatter. Every so often, the overhead announcements stuttered as if trying to broadcast a 
message, then fell silent. The nervousness was palpable. 

Halfway through lunch, the cafeteria’s large screen blinked on, showing the school’s emblem. 
Students paused, forks halfway to their mouths, as a voice crackled through the speakers: 

“Attention, all students. This is Vice Principal Stern. We’re aware of continuing 
system fluctuations. However, the situation appears to be under control. The city’s 
main fraction grid is stabilizing, and we expect fewer interruptions as the day goes 
on. Classes will continue as scheduled. We ask for your patience and cooperation. 
Thank you.” 

A wave of murmurs rippled across the tables. Some students groaned, clearly hoping for a day 
off. Others looked relieved that no full-blown crisis was happening—yet. 

But Max didn’t feel particularly comforted. Expect fewer interruptions? We already had two big 
flickers this morning. He recalled the fraction prompt that had overlaid his negative integer sim. 
That felt like more than a mere flicker. 

Mila seemed to read his thoughts. She nudged him, whispering, “They can’t exactly say the 
meltdown is ongoing, or everyone would panic. But it’s definitely still out there.” 

He nodded. “Agreed.” 

After lunch, students had Algebra—a class normally taught by Mr. Devries, who was also the 
lead on advanced math competitions. Today, Ms. Mori had arranged to combine both homeroom 
and Algebra sessions in the same classroom—likely to keep close tabs on the ongoing 
disruptions. 

Mr. Devries, a tall man with a salt-and-pepper beard, stood at the front with Ms. Mori. They both 
looked determined to carry on. “Welcome back,” Mr. Devries began. “We’ll be tackling more 
negative integer applications today, and then next week we’ll pivot to more fraction work.” 

He glanced at Ms. Mori. “But let’s do a quick demonstration first.” 

Ms. Mori nodded, turning to the class. “We’ll take one more look at adding and subtracting 
negative integers, this time in multi-step expressions. We want to see how comfortable you are 
with them before we introduce negative fractions.” 

She tapped the holographic board, revealing new problems: 

 



1. –2 + (–3) – 1 + 6 = ? 
 

2. 4 – (–2) – 3 + (–5) = ? 
 

“I’ll give you a minute to solve these on your own devices,” Ms. Mori said, “then we’ll ask 
someone to show the solution at the front.” 

Max, always keen, had his stylus ready. He quickly did the mental math: 

● For the first problem: –2 + (–3) = –5. Then –5 – 1 = –6. Then –6 + 6 = 0. 
 

● For the second: 4 – (–2) = 4 + 2 = 6. Then 6 – 3 = 3. Then 3 + (–5) = –2. 
 

He felt confident in these basics. Negative integer operations were second nature by now. 

Ms. Mori scanned the room. “How about…Max? Care to share your answers?” 

Max nodded. He walked to the front and typed his solutions onto the large holographic board for 
everyone to see. “First expression is zero, second is –2,” he stated. 

Mr. Devries tapped the screen. “Excellent. And who can explain the logic behind the second 
expression? Specifically the step 4 – (–2)?” 

A girl named Sasha raised her hand. “Because subtracting a negative is the same as adding a 
positive. So 4 – (–2) = 4 + 2 = 6.” 

Mr. Devries smiled. “Correct. Nicely done.” 

“Now,” Ms. Mori added, “imagine we extend these ideas to fractions. Negative fractions can pop 
up in real-world scenarios—like debts, temperature drops, or even certain formula calculations.” 

Mr. Devries gestured to the board, pressing a button to reveal an example: 

–1/2 + 1/4 = ? 

Before he could continue, the lights in the classroom surged—this time, not just flickering, but 
flashing in rapid sequence. The holographic screen blurred. Words scrambled for an instant, 
and a ghostly line of text hovered: 

???? + 1/2 = ??? 

Gasps spread around the room. The board blinked, then restored Mr. Devries’s original fraction. 
But the ghostly line lingered in everyone’s minds. 

Ms. Mori’s expression hardened. “Class, remain calm. This is just another technical glitch.” 

 



But Max could sense the fear. That cryptic fraction prompt was exactly the kind of incomplete 
code the city had been warning about. It had invaded the classroom technology—again. 

Mr. Devries quickly cleared his throat. “All right, let’s reset the board. Everyone, open your 
textbooks to page 57. We’ll do this the old-fashioned way until the tech settles.” 

As the class diligently copied fraction problems from their textbooks, Max tried to keep focus. 
But his mind kept drifting to the half-glimpsed message: “???? + 1/2 = ???” That snippet 
reminded him of the meltdown’s earlier signs—random fraction placeholders, missing 
denominators. It was as if some malevolent force was actively stripping away key elements of 
the city’s math. 

He glanced at Mila, who met his gaze with the same worried intensity. Both of them had seen 
how negative integer practice was overshadowed by these fraction anomalies. The meltdown 
wasn’t letting up; it was morphing and finding new ways to surface. 

For the next few minutes, the class solved basic fraction equations from the book: 1/2 + 1/3, 3/4 
– 1/4, –3/8 + 1/8, and so on. Even with the system glitch, the core math lesson continued. Mr. 
Devries and Ms. Mori circled the room, offering guidance, praising correct steps, and clarifying 
mistakes. 

Near the end of the lesson, Mr. Devries wrote a final set of problems on the board—by hand this 
time: 

1. –1/3 + –2/3 = ? 
 

2. –4/5 + 1/5 = ? 
 

“These aren’t in your textbooks, but let’s see how you handle them.” 

Immediately, Max’s mind kicked into gear: 

● Problem 1: –1/3 + –2/3 is basically –(1/3 + 2/3) = –3/3 = –1. 
 

● Problem 2: –4/5 + 1/5 is –3/5. 
 

He wrote them down quickly. Sure enough, the few who tried them also reached –1 and –3/5. 
Ms. Mori nodded approvingly, calling on a student to demonstrate the steps on the board. 

“Remember,” she emphasized, “the concept of direction on the number line still applies, whether 
the numbers are fractions or integers. The meltdown or fraction glitch out there doesn’t change 
fundamental math rules.” 

 



Her voice was confident, but Max couldn’t help noticing the hint of worry beneath it. The 
meltdown might not change the rules of math, but it was certainly messing with how those rules 
appeared in Numeria’s systems. 

When the final bell rang, the sun was already dipping behind the city towers. Students filtered 
out, some rushing off to extracurricular activities, others heading straight home. Ms. Mori 
repeated her cautionary advice: “Check for any posted detours outside. If signals flicker, stay 
calm. The city is improving, but it’s best to be careful.” 

Max met up with Mila in the corridor, stowing his books in his backpack. “So,” she said, “still no 
new meltdown announcement, but we saw fraction code pop up during negative integer drills 
twice. Something’s not right.” 

“I know,” Max replied. “It feels like the meltdown is creeping into every aspect of the city’s math 
software. Even stuff that’s supposed to be offline or integer-only is being touched by fraction 
code.” 

“Are you going to do some investigating?” Mila asked. 

Max recalled the battered notebook at home, scrawled with references to fraction anomalies. 
“Yeah,” he said softly. “I’ll check my dad’s notes again. I have a hunch there’s a clue we’re 
missing. Something about how these fractions can be rebalanced if we just find the right 
approach… or the right key.” 

Mila raised an eyebrow. “That ‘Zero-Point Charm’ you mentioned?” 

He nodded. “It might be mythical, but it keeps popping up in Dad’s scribbles. If it’s real—and if it 
can help fix fraction imbalance—maybe that’s the missing piece.” 

They stepped out of the school building into the late afternoon light. The city had regained some 
normalcy: the crosswalk signals glowed steadily, and the traffic overhead flowed without obvious 
stutters. Still, an undercurrent of tension hung in the air. Billboards occasionally displayed 
half-coded fraction messages before switching to normal ads. 

As they walked, Max and Mila passed a group of younger kids who were puzzling over a glitchy 
kiosk that displayed: “? + 3/4 = 1.” The kiosk flickered, as if prompting them to solve it. One kid 
guessed 1/4, typed it in, and the kiosk beeped with satisfaction. It stabilized momentarily, 
returning to a normal city map. The kids cheered, proud to have solved a fraction riddle. 

Mila shook her head, a small smile on her lips. “Seems like the meltdown is turning the city into 
one giant fraction puzzle. At least they got it right.” 

“Yeah,” Max said, mind churning. “But what if incomplete code starts showing up in places 
where random passersby can’t fix it with a single fraction? The meltdown might go deeper.” 

 



The two parted ways at a busy intersection. Mila gave him a quick wave, disappearing into a 
side street lined with shops. Max continued alone, weaving past groups of people who also 
seemed hyper-aware of the city’s lingering instability. 

When Max arrived at his apartment complex, the lobby lights were on—no more black screens 
or ghostly flickers. The elevator, however, beeped a warning: “Partial power 
diversion—expect slow travel.” He sighed and stepped in, enduring a slow crawl up to the 
14th floor. 

Inside his apartment, the living room was bathed in the orange glow of sunset. He set his 
backpack down and moved straight to his father’s notebook. Now that Ms. Mori and Mr. Devries 
had confirmed negative integers lead smoothly into negative fractions, he wondered if Dr. 
Quantum had penned anything about negative fraction meltdown. 

He flipped through page after page of scrawled notes. One margin scribble caught his eye: 
“Even negative fractions must sum to a stable denominator. Balance is everything.” Another 
read: “In the event of code infiltration, look for fraction seeds—where partial denominators 
appear unassigned.” 

“Fraction seeds,” Max whispered. “Partial denominators… that’s exactly what we keep seeing. 
The city’s system must be full of them right now.” 

He kept going, scanning sketches of old algorithms and half-finished designs for 
fraction-locating devices. Finally, he stumbled upon a more detailed mention of the Zero-Point 
Charm: 

Zero-Point Charm: rumored device that auto-harmonizes denominators. If a fraction 
meltdown occurs, the Charm could unify partial equations into a balanced sum. 
Location unknown. Possibly hidden under archived city logs… 

A spark of determination lit in Max’s eyes. He snapped the notebook shut. If the meltdown was 
truly tied to fraction seeds, then the Zero-Point Charm might be the key to neutralizing them. But 
how to find it? 

Max’s mother, who had been out running errands, arrived home shortly thereafter. She was a 
quiet, thoughtful person, often preoccupied with her own research on the city’s energy grid. She 
greeted Max warmly but with a hint of concern in her eyes. 

“Hey,” she said, setting down a reusable bag of groceries. “How was school?” 

“Eventful,” Max replied, giving her a quick summary of the glitchy negative integer sessions. He 
debated whether to mention the Zero-Point Charm. “Mom, did Dad ever talk about something 
called the…Zero-Point Charm?” 

She paused, brow furrowing. “I remember him mentioning it once or twice. He was always 
chasing little bits of math lore. But why do you ask?” 

 



Max hesitated. “Well, I keep seeing fraction meltdown references. It feels connected to Dad’s 
notes. He wrote that the Zero-Point Charm could unify fractions or something. Do you have any 
idea where he might’ve kept more details?” 

His mother sighed. “I’m afraid not. Much of your father’s research is scattered. I do know he 
believed Numeria’s fraction system had ancient roots, maybe leading back to the city’s founding. 
He was convinced there was some hidden artifact that ensured everything stayed in balance. 
But, Max, I never saw proof.” 

Max lowered his gaze. “Yeah, that’s what I figured.” 

She placed a gentle hand on his shoulder. “Be careful with this. I know you want to solve the 
city’s crisis, but it’s not all on your shoulders. Let the city engineers handle it. Don’t go risking 
your safety. Understand?” 

“Sure,” Max murmured, though a swirl of determination still churned within him. 

That evening, Max completed his homework—ironically, a set of negative integer word problems 
Ms. Mori had assigned—and then spent a few hours researching old news archives about 
fraction glitches. Each article painted a picture of minor code hiccups over the years, always 
quickly fixed by the city’s robust system. None came close to the meltdown threat they faced 
now. 

Occasionally, he paused to do a quick integer calculation. The simple act of adding or 
subtracting negative numbers felt grounding, a reminder that numbers could behave predictably 
if you followed the rules. But that didn’t account for sabotage or corruption. The meltdown was 
something else entirely. 

Finally, as the city’s lights dimmed in a nightly power-saving cycle, Max curled up on his bed 
with the battered notebook. He read his father’s scribbles until his eyes grew heavy: fraction 
formulas, faint sketches of some hidden vault, cryptic references to the “Foundational Math 
Archives.” 

He resolved to head there soon—maybe that place held more thorough records on fraction 
code, or leads on the Zero-Point Charm. If the meltdown persisted, waiting for a miracle fix 
might not be enough. 

Lying awake in the darkness, Max replayed the day’s events. The negative integer lessons had 
been almost comforting—simple math that he could explain with ease. But each calm moment 
was shattered by some new flicker or fraction glitch, hinting at deeper troubles. The meltdown 
was inching into every corner of Numeria’s digital life. 

He found himself longing for the presence of Dr. Quantum—his father’s steady confidence and 
brilliant mind. Perhaps they could have sat together at the kitchen table, exploring fraction 
meltdown theories over a snack. But that wasn’t the reality. Max was on his own—well, not 
entirely: he had Mila, Ms. Mori, and a cautious city government trying to quell the chaos. 

 



With a final glance at the silent cityscape, Max let his eyes drift shut. Tomorrow might bring 
bigger fraction challenges, and he needed the rest. The meltdown’s next stage was anyone’s 
guess. Yet deep down, he felt certain: his father’s notes—and maybe the fabled Zero-Point 
Charm—were pieces of a puzzle waiting for him to solve. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



CHAPTER 3: A STRANGE OCCURRENCE 
  

Max woke up to an odd buzzing in his ears, not from his alarm clock but from the flickering 
hallway light outside his bedroom door. It pulsed faintly under the doorframe, casting unusual 
shadows on the carpet. At first, Max couldn’t decide if it was an echo of last night’s unsettled 
thoughts or the city’s meltdown creeping further into their apartment complex. 

He sat up, blinking sleep away as he glanced at the clock: 6:45 a.m. By now, the city’s daily 
routines should have kicked in—hover-cars buzzing with mechanical efficiency, building lights 
on steady cycles, and digital announcements reminding citizens to prep for school or work. 
Instead, the overhead lighting in the hallway seemed to dim, then flare. A quiet dread fluttered in 
Max’s stomach. 

His father’s old notebook lay at the edge of his desk, where he’d left it the night before. Max’s 
gaze lingered on the scribbled words he’d nearly memorized: 

Fraction seeds—partial denominators unassigned. Look for the meltdown’s earliest 
signs in incomplete fractions. 

The meltdown had begun showing itself in strange, incomplete fraction equations across 
Numeria. But if the meltdown was intensifying, it could be more than “strange;” it might become 
dangerous. 

He got dressed quickly, pocketed the notebook (just in case), then headed to the kitchen. His 
mother, busy reading a news feed on her wrist device, wore a concerned frown. She 
acknowledged Max with a small nod. 

“Morning,” she said quietly. “Everything’s…still flickering a bit.” 

Max saw the device’s screen: headlines scrolled by about sporadic fraction code disruptions. A 
few bulletins even mentioned “ghostly images” popping up on holographic displays. That part 
made Max’s heart pound—ghostly images on city screens suggested partial fraction data or 
other glitchy illusions. 

He forced a small smile and poured himself a glass of juice. “Yeah,” he murmured. “I guess the 
meltdown isn’t over.” 

She nodded, eyes still on the feed. “Be careful. The city says they have it under control, but we 
both know that can change fast. Let’s hope things calm down soon.” 

They shared a brief, tense moment. Then Max grabbed a piece of toast and headed out the 
door for school—his mind already spinning with the possibilities of what he might see today. 

 



Outside, a crisp breeze rustled the leaves of potted trees lining the sidewalk. Hover-cars zipped 
overhead, but Max immediately noticed fewer of them, as though some citizens had decided to 
stay home. Perhaps they feared the meltdown interfering with traffic signals or rail lines. 

He walked the familiar path toward Vector Street. At the intersection, the pedestrian sign 
displayed a fraction-based countdown: 

Time until walk: 1/2 minute. 

But the “1/2 minute” text vanished mid-flash, replaced by a swirling static. For a moment, 
incomplete fraction bars hovered in the air, forming a ghostly pattern that read something like “? 
/ 2.” A second later, the normal sign reappeared and beeped for him to cross. 

Max took a steadying breath. Ghostly images indeed. This meltdown felt more alive each day, 
morphing from a few small flickers into something that scribbled fraction placeholders in 
real-time, never quite complete. The meltdown seemed to want to scramble denominators. 

He arrived at school to find the courtyard more subdued than usual. Gone were the throngs of 
students crowding the interactive Math Day booths. In fact, most of the booths had been 
dismantled—except for a few leftover structures that staff hadn’t fully taken down yet. Taped 
signs read: “Math Day Postponed—Please Return to Class.” 

Mila was waiting by the entrance to the main hallway, arms crossed. She wore a determined 
look, though her eyes betrayed anxiety. “So far, no major meltdown announcements,” she said 
as soon as Max was within earshot. “But you should’ve seen the corridor displays. Flickering like 
crazy.” 

They exchanged knowing glances, then headed inside. 

Stepping into homeroom, Max felt the tension in the air before he even reached his seat. 
Students whispered in small clusters, their attention fixed on the large holographic board at the 
front of the room. Usually, it displayed class announcements or upcoming events. Today, it 
showed something else entirely: a half-faded image that looked suspiciously like a ghostly face 
made of fraction bars. 

Max’s pulse quickened. The face wasn’t a crisp portrait—more a swirling overlap of partial 
numerators and denominators that formed eye-like shapes. An incomplete fraction bar near the 
center flickered in and out. Occasionally, random fraction pieces scrolled across the screen: 
“2/?” or “?/4.” It was as if the meltdown was trying to speak through the board. 

Ms. Mori stood off to one side, tapping furiously on a small handheld console. Beads of sweat 
dotted her forehead. When she saw Max and Mila enter, she motioned them over. 

“It started glitching about ten minutes ago,” Ms. Mori said in a hushed tone. “I can’t override it. 
The city’s system claims everything is stable, but…” She gestured toward the ghostly face on 
the board. “That doesn’t look stable to me.” 

 



Mila’s eyes widened. “Have you seen anything like this before?” 

Ms. Mori shook her head. “Never. I’ve called the tech team. They said they’d send someone, but 
it might take a while.” 

Suddenly, the face twisted on the screen, the fractions swirling as if carried by an unseen wind. 
A few students gasped. Then, with a fizz of static, the display snapped back to a normal 
homeroom menu. Silence fell. 

“Uh…” Ms. Mori let out a shaky breath. “Let’s try to settle in. Everyone, please take your seats. 
We’ll start a brief lesson while we wait.” 

The students complied, though everyone kept glancing at the board as if expecting the phantom 
fraction face to reappear. Ms. Mori cleared her throat, attempting to regain some sense of 
normalcy. 

“Class,” she began, “I know we’re all rattled, but let’s focus on today’s objective. We’ll be 
reviewing basic fraction addition—especially what happens when denominators are missing or 
incomplete.” Her gaze flickered to Max for a half second. “It seems timely, given everything 
happening with Numeria’s meltdown.” 

She tapped her console, and the board displayed a straightforward practice problem: 

1/4 + ?/4 = 3/4 

“Who can solve for the missing numerator?” 

Usually, this question would be too easy for a middle-school class well-versed in fractions. But 
the meltdown weighed on everyone’s mind, so Ms. Mori used it as a gentle warm-up. 

A student named Aisha tentatively raised her hand. “We need the fraction to total 3/4. Since 1/4 
plus something is 3/4, the something must be 2/4. Right?” 

Ms. Mori nodded. “Exactly. Therefore the missing numerator is 2. So the puzzle is 1/4 + 2/4 = 
3/4.” 

She wrote the solution with a stylus: 

1/4 + 2/4 = 3/4 

“But,” Ms. Mori continued, “what happens if the denominator is also missing? For instance, if the 
puzzle is just 1/4 + ?/? = 3/4?” 

Silence. A few students exchanged uneasy glances. Ms. Mori sighed sympathetically. “In that 
case, we have an incomplete fraction, meaning the fraction meltdown or glitch might be forcing 
us to guess both the numerator and denominator. That’s much harder unless we have context.” 

 



She typed an example: 

1/4 + ?/? = 3/4 

Max leaned forward. “We might guess ?/? is 2/4,” he said, “but if the meltdown scrambles the 
denominator, it could also be 1/2. Because 1/4 + 1/2 = 3/4.” 

“That’s correct,” Ms. Mori agreed. “Different pairs of numbers can yield 3/4, depending on the 
fraction. This is why missing denominators can cause so much chaos in a city that relies on 
precise fraction schedules—there can be multiple ‘solutions,’ or no solution at all, if the 
meltdown is messing with the code.” 

As if on cue, the board flickered again. This time, it showed a half-loaded fraction equation: 

? / 6 + 1/6 = ?? / 6 

No direct instructions, no operator, just scrambled bits. Ms. Mori tried to clear the screen, but the 
glitch lingered for a few heartbeats before disappearing into the normal lesson display. 

The tension in the classroom soared. Some students fidgeted in their seats, while others wore 
expressions of fascinated horror. Ms. Mori forced a smile. “Let’s not be alarmed. Remember, the 
meltdown is a system-wide glitch. It’s not dangerous in this classroom.” 

But Max saw the fear in her eyes. What if it becomes dangerous elsewhere? he thought. The 
meltdown seemed to be picking up intensity with each passing day. If missing denominators 
could exist in a city that needed perfect fraction alignment—like in traffic signals, resource 
allocation, or even medical dosing—disaster might loom. 

He shared a worried look with Mila, who mouthed, “We have to do something.” He nodded 
slightly. 

After homeroom, Ms. Mori dismissed the class to their next subject. Most students scattered in 
uneasy clumps, still whispering about the flickering fraction face. Max and Mila filed out last, 
hanging back until the crowd thinned. Ms. Mori lingered by the door, trying to appear calm but 
clearly shaken. 

“Ms. Mori?” Max ventured softly. “Are you okay?” 

She exhaled, letting her posture relax. “I’m…trying to be. This meltdown is the strangest thing 
Numeria’s ever faced. I’ve taught here for ten years. We’ve had system hiccups, but never 
anything that manifested as incomplete fraction equations on our boards or… ghostly images.” 

Mila stepped forward. “We’ve seen them too—random fraction bits, question marks for 
denominators… We think it’s more than just a glitch. Something’s fueling it.” 

Ms. Mori’s eyes flickered with concern. She hesitated, glancing at the nearly empty corridor. “I 
don’t want to worry you two,” she said carefully, “but I suspect the meltdown might be feeding off 

 



missing denominators. Every time an incomplete fraction surfaces, more anomalies appear. The 
city’s official statement is that everything’s under control, but that face on the board… that 
wasn’t normal code corruption.” 

Max nodded grimly. “We’ll be careful.” 

Ms. Mori pressed her lips into a thin line. “Good. Now run along to your next class. Let’s hope 
it’s calmer than this one.” 

Next up was Physical Science, taught by Ms. Quinn, who was known for her meticulously 
organized labs. Today, she’d planned a demonstration using ratios of chemicals—fractions in 
action. Max and Mila entered the lab to find a setup of beakers and digital scales. The day’s 
objective, displayed on the main board, read: “Experiment: Mixtures and Ratios—Combining 
Two Solutions in Fractions.” 

Max felt an immediate sense of foreboding. If the meltdown messed with fraction data in this 
lab, it could be more than just a flickering screen—improper chemical ratios could be 
dangerous. 

Ms. Quinn greeted the class with her usual calm, pushing wire-rimmed glasses up her nose. 
“Settle down, everyone. Today we’ll measure 1/2 teaspoon of our base solution and combine it 
with 1/2 teaspoon of a catalyst to see how the mixture reacts. Let’s be precise—fractions 
matter.” 

She gave a pointed look, probably referencing Numeria’s meltdown. “Let me demonstrate first.” 

Stepping to the front, Ms. Quinn carefully measured 1/2 teaspoon of a clear liquid labeled 
“Solution A” and 1/2 teaspoon of “Solution B.” She poured them into a small beaker. 
Immediately, the mixture frothed gently, turning pale blue. 

“Now,” she said, “if we change the fraction amounts, the reaction might differ. For instance, if we 
use 1/4 teaspoon of A and 3/4 teaspoon of B, the color changes to a deeper blue. Who’d like to 
try measuring?” 

Hands went up around the room, including Mila’s. Ms. Quinn nodded to her. “Go ahead. Just be 
sure the total fraction is 1 teaspoon. Understand?” 

Mila approached the table, measuring out 1/4 teaspoon of Solution A and 3/4 teaspoon of 
Solution B. Sure enough, the mixture turned a darker shade of blue. 

Ms. Quinn smiled. “Excellent. Now the rest of you will replicate this in pairs. Document your 
fraction and results. The goal is to see how adjusting denominators—like 1/2 + 1/2 vs. 1/4 + 
3/4—affects the outcome.” 

 



Max paired with Mila, taking a station at the back. They carefully followed instructions, using 
small digital scales to ensure accurate measurements. For a moment, the meltdown worries 
faded into the background; it felt good to practice fractions in a concrete, hands-on way. 

They tested 2/5 teaspoon of Solution A with 3/5 teaspoon of B. The mixture turned a striking 
turquoise. As they noted results, Max glimpsed the overhead digital display that tracked each 
lab station’s progress. Usually, it would show who measured what fraction, verifying the sums 
equaled 1. This time, though, the screen glitched. 

At Station 3’s data feed, a line read: 

2/5 + 3/?? = ??? 

Mila nudged Max. “Look. Missing denominator again.” 

Before they could alert Ms. Quinn, the entire display scrambled. Random fraction bars and 
question marks scrolled across the screen, forming nonsensical equations: 

? / 4 + ?? / 2 = ??? 
 1 / ? + ? / ? = ??? 

A hush fell over the lab. Some students gasped; others stared in stunned silence. Ms. Quinn 
rushed to the front console, frantically pressing keys to reset the feed. Meanwhile, the beakers 
on each station continued reacting—some mixtures fizzing, others changing color. 

For a tense moment, Max wondered if the meltdown might corrupt the digital scales as well, 
leading to dangerously incorrect measurements. But Ms. Quinn quickly yanked the main 
display’s power switch. The screen went dark. 

“Everyone, remain calm,” she said evenly, though her face had paled. “We’ll just record 
measurements by hand. The city’s meltdown is affecting our lab system, but the experiment is 
safe as long as we measure manually.” 

Max let out a slow breath. This meltdown was creeping into everything. 

Without the digital system’s help, Ms. Quinn instructed each pair to confirm their fractions the 
old-fashioned way—by physically measuring with spoons and writing out fraction equations on 
paper. 

Max was grateful for the chance to apply fraction skills in real life, especially with the meltdown 
overshadowing everything. It reminded him that math existed independently of glitchy 
holograms or software. 

He and Mila wrapped up their experiment with precise notes: 

1. 1/2 + 1/2 = 1 teaspoon total -> Pale Blue 
 

 



2. 1/4 + 3/4 = 1 teaspoon total -> Deep Blue 
 

3. 2/5 + 3/5 = 1 teaspoon total -> Turquoise 
 

As they finished, Ms. Quinn called for the class’s attention. She took a moment to highlight a 
core concept: “In science, fractions are about precision. When the city meltdown corrupts 
denominator data, we risk losing that precision. Our beakers might hold the wrong 
amounts—leading to unreliable or even dangerous results. That’s why denominators matter.” 

Her words lingered in the air, underscoring how critical fraction integrity was not just in school 
lessons, but in every corner of Numeria’s life. 

By lunchtime, word of the “ghostly fraction face” in homeroom had spread throughout the 
school. Students whispered about possible “Phantom sightings” on other screens—some 
claimed to have seen a spectral fraction figure in the hallway monitors, while others insisted the 
meltdown was producing random illusions. The official stance remained that it was a random 
glitch, but Max suspected otherwise. 

He and Mila grabbed their lunches, sitting at a quiet table by the window. Kirin and Li soon 
joined them, each looking jumpy. 

“Did you hear?” Kirin asked, leaning in. “A few kids saw the meltdown face in the gym’s 
scoreboard. It apparently formed an expression—like it was…watching them.” He shuddered. 
“This is beyond weird.” 

Li nodded. “One second the scoreboard was normal, the next it was all fraction bars swirling 
around. Then—poof!—it went back to normal.” 

Mila frowned. “We saw it in homeroom this morning. Ms. Mori could barely get the board 
functioning again.” 

Max stared at his lunch tray. It was marked “1 portion,” but he couldn’t help thinking of all the 
fraction signals that might be incomplete out in the city. “This meltdown might be more than 
random code. It’s like it’s taking on a form…like a ‘Fraction Phantom.’” 

He recalled the city rumors about some entity behind these fraction anomalies. The meltdown 
wasn’t just messing with digits—it was messing with people’s perceptions, conjuring images of a 
face made of fraction bars. If the meltdown turned fully hostile, it could throw Numeria into 
chaos. 

They ate in subdued silence. All around, the cafeteria hummed with the same anxious 
energy—students glancing at overhead screens, half-expecting them to flicker into a ghostly 
fraction display at any moment. 

 



When the lunch period ended, Mila tugged Max aside before they rejoined the crowd. “Meet me 
at the library after school. I want to dig deeper into the meltdown logs. The city’s official feed is 
too sanitized—they’re not telling us everything.” 

Max nodded. “Agreed. I’ve got Dad’s notebook, but maybe the library archives have older 
records. We might find a mention of incomplete fraction code in Numeria’s history.” 

They parted ways for their next classes, but Max’s mind was already on the library. If the 
meltdown was truly some ancient or rogue code, it might have manifested in the past. Or maybe 
older city documentation would show patterns for how fraction meltdown was prevented. 

Afternoon classes proceeded in a blur. Teachers did their best to maintain normal lessons, but 
random fraction glitches still cropped up. In geometry, the smartboard refused to display angles 
properly, showing question marks where fractions of degrees should be. In a language arts 
classroom, the digital dictionary randomly replaced word definitions with fraction placeholders 
like “?? / ??.” Each glitch chipped away at the sense of normalcy. 

Max couldn’t ignore the parallels with incomplete fraction seeds—small bits of data that never 
fully formed a complete sum. He found himself imagining the meltdown as a living puzzle, 
nibbling away at Numeria’s carefully balanced denominators. 

During a brief passing period, Mila caught up with him near the lockers. “Library right after last 
bell?” she asked. 

He nodded. “Yeah. Let’s see what we can uncover.” 

The final bell rang at 3:15 p.m., releasing students into the corridors. Many rushed off campus or 
to extracurricular clubs, but Max and Mila headed straight for the library at the far wing of the 
school. The hallway leading there was nearly empty, dimly lit by overhead panels that seemed 
to flicker more often than usual. 

Halfway down, they heard a faint crackle. Then, the hallway’s digital announcement screen 
sparked. An incomplete fraction riddle scrolled by in ghostly letters: 

? + 2/5 = ? 

And right beneath it, a swirling silhouette formed—a phantom shape shifting between fraction 
bars, half-numerators, and negative signs. It lasted only seconds, but in that time, Max felt his 
heart pound as if he were seeing a living creature trapped inside the display. 

Mila grabbed his arm. “That’s exactly like the face in homeroom. Only…less complete.” 

The silhouette flickered, then collapsed into random digits—1, 2, 5, 7—before the screen went 
dark. 

 



Max caught his breath. “So it’s not just the boards—it’s every display. The meltdown is creeping 
in everywhere.” 

Mila swallowed hard. “We have to hurry. Let’s go.” 

The school library was a quiet, high-ceilinged space filled with holographic shelves and digital 
terminals. A few students sat at tables, reading or doing homework, seemingly oblivious to the 
meltdown chaos. Max and Mila found a secluded corner near the “History of Numeria” archives. 

They booted up a terminal, which glowed softly. The librarian, Ms. Farrow, approached with a 
kind smile. “Looking for something specific?” 

“Old meltdown records or fraction disruptions,” Mila said carefully, not wanting to draw 
suspicion. 

Ms. Farrow typed a quick command, searching the library’s older digital logs. “We do have city 
bulletins dating back decades. Not sure if you’ll find anything about fraction meltdowns, but you 
can try. Terminal 3 has the local archives. Just be mindful some logs might be incomplete. The 
meltdown’s messing with a few data sets.” 

She left them to it. Max slid into the chair, opening a search window. He typed keywords: 
“fraction meltdown,” “incomplete fractions,” “code corruption,” “ancient fraction anomaly.” 

A swirl of files populated the screen. Most were short references to minor glitches, each 
resolved quickly. Then, one article from about thirty years ago caught his eye: 

“Partial Fraction Disturbance in Numeria’s Old District: Mysterious Code 
Snippets Cause Temporary Disruptions.” 

Max clicked it. A battered news document appeared: 

In a rare event, Numeria’s Old District experienced a wave of fraction-based 
anomalies. Screens displayed partial denominators (e.g., ?/5 or ?/8), and city 
engineers scrambled to reset math routines… 

Below was a note: “This disturbance was contained within 48 hours. Root cause remains 
unknown.” 

Mila leaned over his shoulder. “It’s exactly what’s happening now—but on a smaller scale. They 
never found the cause?” 

“Apparently not,” Max murmured. “And it happened in the Old District. That’s near the earliest 
city developments, where Dad believed ancient fraction code might be hidden.” He recalled his 
father’s reference to “Foundational Math Archives” and an “artifact ensuring balance.” 

He scrolled further. Another snippet, older still: 

 



“Random fraction illusions reported, often described as ghostly shapes. Believed to 
be code residue from Numeria’s early fraction systems. Impact was minimal.” 

Mila frowned. “Ghostly shapes, illusions… This meltdown is like a bigger version of whatever 
happened back then.” 

Max closed the file. “They never mention a solution—just that it died down. But Dad’s notes 
suggest a deeper root. If this meltdown is so big, maybe it’s the same phenomenon returning in 
full force.” 

They kept searching. Most other logs were too fragmented to read. The meltdown’s data 
corruption might have eaten parts of the records. Eventually, the terminal beeped in protest, and 
an error message popped up: 

“Archive Access Unstable. Please Try Again Later.” 

Max sighed, leaning back. “At least we found some clues—ancient fraction illusions in the Old 
District, never resolved. Could the meltdown be…evolving from that?” 

Mila tapped her foot restlessly. “If so, city engineers might not know how to fix it. They’re just 
patching new code. But the meltdown’s based on something older—like the foundation of 
Numeria’s fraction system. Which means maybe only the Zero-Point Charm could do it.” 

Her eyes shone with urgency. “Let’s check the physical shelves on Numeria’s early math. There 
might be a reference to artifacts or lost fraction devices.” 

They walked among the tall shelves until they found the “Foundational Math” section. Much of it 
had been digitized, but a few older books remained in physical form. Dust motes danced in the 
sunlight from high windows. The shelves held tomes with titles like The Origins of Fraction 
Standardization and Pre-Numerian Math Myths. 

Mila pulled out a heavy volume titled Legends of Numeria: Myths and Artifacts. She flipped 
through until she spotted a chapter header: “The Fabled Zero-Point Charm.” Her eyes widened. 
“Max, look.” 

He peered over her shoulder, heart pounding. The text was archaic, written in an old-fashioned 
style: 

According to legend, the Zero-Point Charm was crafted to unify fractions when 
Numeria was first establishing its math-based society. Some claim it can ‘complete’ 
any fraction equation, no matter how broken or partial. The artifact’s location 
remains a mystery, rumored to lie in the heart of old Numerian catacombs or hidden 
vaults. 

 



A black-and-white illustration showed a small pendant with intricate symbols—fraction bars 
swirling into a circle. Max recognized the shape from his father’s notebook sketches. Adrenaline 
coursed through him. 

“This is it,” he murmured. “Proof it’s not just Dad’s imagination—there’s an actual legend.” 

Mila traced a line in the text. “‘It is said that only in times of great fraction turmoil does the 
Charm’s power manifest, guiding its bearer to restore balance… If lost denominators remain 
incomplete, Numeria risks fracturing its math at the core.’” She looked up, eyes shining with 
both excitement and fear. “Sounds exactly like what’s happening now.” 

Max shut the book gently. “We have to figure out where it is… or at least how to look for it. If the 
meltdown is this severe, we can’t ignore it.” 

They returned the book to the shelf. Quietly, they agreed to keep searching for more leads on 
the Charm, but time was running short. The library would close soon, and they still had 
homework—and parents who expected them home for dinner. 

Before leaving, Max snapped a few photos of the relevant pages with his wrist device. He 
wanted a copy of the text about the Zero-Point Charm’s rumored location. 

Walking out of the library, they passed a row of flickering overhead lights that made the corridor 
appear haunted. The meltdown’s presence felt almost tangible. Max and Mila exchanged grim 
nods, each knowing they were about to step up their involvement in solving the city’s crisis. 

Max arrived home just as the sun dipped below Numeria’s skyline, painting the glass towers in 
hues of orange and red. Inside the apartment, all seemed quiet—no flickering or meltdown signs 
here, at least for the moment. 

He found his mother in the living room, scanning a data pad with the day’s meltdown updates. 
She gave him a weary smile. “Hey, Max. How was school?” 

He hesitated, deciding how much to reveal. “We, uh, had more fraction glitches. The boards in 
homeroom…kinda displayed weird images. I was at the library after class, researching old 
meltdown records.” 

Her smile slipped. “I see. You’re taking this meltdown seriously.” 

He nodded. “I think we have to.” 

She motioned for him to sit. “The city’s engineers posted a small update—a part of the fraction 
scheduling code locked up near the Old District. They’re trying to bypass it, but apparently it’s 
more complex than they expected.” 

 



Max felt a thrill of alarm. Old District—that’s the same area where fraction illusions were 
reported decades ago. He clenched his fists. “Mom, do you think the meltdown might be… 
bigger than the city’s letting on?” 

Her eyes flickered with worry. “I’m not certain. But from what I’ve seen in the energy grid, these 
fraction errors are branching out. I heard talk of city leadership wanting to keep the populace 
calm. They’re not lying—they just might not realize how deep this goes.” 

Max swallowed hard. He recalled the Zero-Point Charm’s mention of a “hidden vault.” Could it 
be in or near the Old District? If so, he was one step closer to a real lead. 

After dinner, Max retreated to his room. He spread out the photos he’d taken of the old library 
text, plus Dr. Quantum’s notebook. Side by side, they seemed to paint a clear narrative: 
Numeria’s earliest fraction systems once faced a mysterious threat. A “Charm” was made or 
discovered to unify missing denominators, restoring the city’s fraction stability. But the artifact 
vanished, slipping into legend. 

Now, the meltdown was repeating on a grander scale. If the meltdown truly was an ancient code 
anomaly, the Zero-Point Charm might be the only solution. 

Max jotted notes: 

● Old District: site of past fraction anomalies. Possibly site of hidden vault. 
 

● Zero-Point Charm: rumored tool to fix incomplete fractions. 
 

● Fraction Phantom?: Possibly the meltdown itself, forming a phantomlike face from 
fraction bars. 
 

He peered at one passage in the old text: 

“Some accounts claim the Charm was lost beneath the city’s oldest structures, 
sealed away to ensure it would only surface in times of dire need…” 

Could that be a cryptic reference to some sub-level archives or catacombs? And if so, how 
could he, a middle-schooler, even get there? The meltdown might eventually force city 
engineers to open sealed areas for solutions, but that could be too late. The meltdown was 
intensifying daily. 

His mind whirled. Tomorrow, I’ll talk to Mila about heading to the Old District. He’d never snuck 
around places he wasn’t supposed to, but the city’s meltdown demanded action. And something 
told him he was part of this—his father’s research might have been preparing him all along. 

 



Just as Max started to drift off, a faint glow pulsed in his room. He sat up with a start. The 
overhead light was off, but the small digital clock on his nightstand flickered strangely, the 
numbers warping into fraction forms: 

11:58 p.m. morphed into 11 + ?/?? = ??? 

Max’s heart thudded. It’s even hijacking my clock. He tried pressing the clock’s side button, but 
the meltdown’s pattern remained for another second, then vanished, returning the time to 11:58 
p.m. 

He stared at the now-normal display, adrenaline coursing through him. The meltdown no longer 
respected day or night. Even here, in the safety of his bedroom, he wasn’t immune to 
incomplete fraction code. 

Lying back, Max forced himself to breathe evenly. This meltdown is everywhere, he thought. I 
have to find that Charm. He closed his eyes, the glowing fraction bars still dancing behind his 
eyelids. 

Morning came too soon. Max barely slept, haunted by half-formed fraction illusions in his 
dreams. At school, the meltdown’s presence felt heavier than ever. Students gathered in 
clusters, describing how their home appliances had glitched overnight, or how street signs 
flickered nonsense fractions on their way in. 

The tension broke around mid-morning, right after homeroom. In the middle of second period, a 
shrill alarm blared throughout the building, and the overhead speaker crackled: 

“Attention, students and staff. Please remain in classrooms. We are 
experiencing a system disruption. Do not attempt to leave the premises at 
this time.” 

Anxious murmurs erupted. Max and his classmates looked to Ms. Mori, who looked shaken but 
tried to project calm. “Everyone, stay seated. We’ll wait for instructions. It might be a meltdown 
surge.” 

Sure enough, the classroom lights dimmed. The holographic board flickered with incomplete 
fraction lines forming an eerie mosaic. It coalesced into that faint, ghostly face again—only now, 
it looked more defined, as if the meltdown’s “Fraction Phantom” had grown stronger. 

Szzzzzz… ??? + ??? = ???… 

The entire board fizzled, then died. Ms. Mori gasped. The students stared, hearts pounding. For 
a moment, they were plunged into near-darkness, except for the faint emergency lights by the 
door. 

 



Max’s mind raced. The meltdown was no longer content with small flickers—it was shutting 
down entire systems. In the gloom, Ms. Mori used her wrist device’s flashlight to illuminate the 
front of the room. “Stay calm,” she repeated. “The city must be working on a fix.” 

But Max remembered the meltdown articles: partial fraction illusions in the Old District, the 
rumored artifact that “only surfaces in times of dire need.” If now wasn’t dire, what was? 

He pictured the incomplete fraction lines swirling across the board, forming that almost-human 
face. Something in his gut told him this meltdown was a purposeful phenomenon, not just 
random code gone awry. Maybe the meltdown needed those missing denominators to feed its 
growth—like a puzzle that never got solved, draining the city’s math bit by bit. 

If we don’t fill in those denominators, the meltdown might keep growing. 

He thought of his father’s words in the notebook: “Fraction seeds—look for partial 
denominators.” The meltdown was full of partial denominators. Perhaps each missing fraction 
piece had to be corrected, or the meltdown’s illusions would keep replicating. But that was an 
enormous task—citywide, thousands of incomplete fractions were popping up. 

That’s why we need the Charm, Max realized. If it can unify any fraction equation, it might fix 
them all at once. 

A few tense minutes later, the lights sputtered back on, though dimly. The overhead speaker 
crackled again: 

“Attention: The system disruption is partially resolved. Classes may 
continue, but staff and students should remain alert. We apologize for the 
inconvenience.” 

Ms. Mori exhaled. “All right, class. Let’s remain in place until further notice. We’ll do some quiet 
reading.” 

She tried to sound reassuring, but the class was visibly shaken. Some stared at the now-blank 
board, half expecting the fraction face to return. Others whispered about the meltdown surging 
more powerfully than before. 

Across the room, Mila caught Max’s eye. She raised her eyebrows in a silent question: Now 
what? 

He set his jaw. We find that Charm. If the meltdown was strong enough to cause partial 
lockdowns, waiting around was no longer an option. 

Eventually, the rest of the day proceeded under a tense watch. Teachers kept classes indoors, 
skipping any extracurricular activities. Vice Principal Stern made repeated announcements 
about “mild fraction disruptions,” urging everyone to remain calm. But the haunted expressions 
on students’ faces told a different story. 

 



When final dismissal arrived, Ms. Mori gave her homeroom a worried pep talk. “Go straight 
home if you can,” she advised. “Be safe, and check for any fraction errors in your 
path—especially traffic signals. If you see something truly strange, report it to an adult 
immediately.” 

Max and Mila slipped out of the building with the crowd. Many kids hurried off campus without 
the usual chatter or horseplay. The meltdown had replaced excitement with dread. 

They paused in a quiet spot behind the main building. Max spoke in a low voice. “We have to go 
to the Old District. The meltdown’s only getting stronger. If we wait, it might be too late.” 

Mila nodded, her mouth set in a firm line. “Agreed. Let’s plan for tomorrow. The meltdown might 
not let up, but if we skip after-school stuff, we can head there while it’s still daylight.” 

“Deal.” Max clutched his backpack straps. “We’ll figure out how to get in—maybe we can find a 
closed-off area or an archive. If the Zero-Point Charm is anywhere, it might be hidden in those 
old sub-levels.” 

They parted ways. The next step would be the biggest risk of their young lives, but it felt 
necessary. 

That night, the meltdown continued its quiet siege on Numeria. News bulletins reported multiple 
“strange illusions” citywide—some described swirling fraction bars forming ephemeral shapes. 
Despite the chaos, the city still refused to declare a full emergency, likely worried about 
widespread panic. 

In his bedroom, Max finalized his plan with Mila over a quick video call. “We’ll meet at the corner 
of Old Decimal Avenue and Root Street, near the Old District boundary, right after school,” he 
said. “Bring any fraction puzzle logs you can. If we see incomplete denominators, we might try 
to fill them—at least on a small scale.” 

Mila nodded on screen. “I’ll see if my wrist device can run a fraction solver offline. That might 
help us fix meltdown errors we find.” She paused. “Are we sure this is safe?” 

Max hesitated. “No. But the meltdown is unraveling the city. If the old legends are right, the 
Zero-Point Charm might be the only real fix.” 

They ended the call. Max leaned back, heart pounding. He glanced at Dr. Quantum’s notebook, 
open to a page that read: “Sometimes the greatest risk is to do nothing.” A surge of resolve filled 
him. I have to do this. Dad would do the same. 

Late that night, Max jolted awake from a half-remembered nightmare. The overhead light 
flickered, and in its glow, he glimpsed the digital clock once more shifting to incomplete 
fractions. But this time, the fraction lines seemed to swirl in the reflection on the window, forming 
a fleeting shape of that ghostly face. He froze. 

 



It’s here, in my room… 

For a split second, Max could’ve sworn the fraction bars and denominators flickered inside the 
glass, as if peering at him. Then, as quickly as it had come, it was gone. The clock read a 
normal time. The meltdown’s illusions were playing tricks with his eyes—and possibly his mind. 

He stared at his reflection in the window for a long moment, waiting for the swirling fraction face 
to return. When it didn’t, he exhaled shakily and lay back down, heart thudding. 

Tomorrow, we go to the Old District. That single thought was all that kept him from succumbing 
to fear. He clutched the battered notebook close, determined not to let the meltdown’s illusions 
stop him. 

The meltdown’s grip on Numeria was tightening, manifesting in ghostly images, incomplete 
fraction equations, and now partial lockdowns at school. Max sensed that time was running out. 
The city’s illusions—like the fraction phantom face—were no mere digital glitch. Something 
ancient was stirring in the code, threatening to collapse Numeria’s carefully built fraction 
systems. 

With the knowledge gleaned from the library—faded legends of the Zero-Point Charm—and the 
cryptic clues from Dr. Quantum’s notebook, Max had a direction. He’d face the meltdown 
head-on by seeking the artifact rumored to balance any fraction. If no one else would find it, he 
would try. Even if it meant venturing into the Old District, where half-forgotten shadows of 
Numeria’s past lingered. 

As he finally fell asleep in the early hours, one final image lingered in his mind: the fraction 
phantom face, contorting with every missing denominator, beckoning him to solve a puzzle so 
large it spanned the entire city. Tomorrow, he would begin that quest in earnest, determined to 
fill in the blanks—and save Numeria from fracturing apart at the seams. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



CHAPTER 4: MYSTERIOUS WARNINGS 
 

A restless hush enveloped Numeria as dawn broke, the city’s sleek towers bathed in weak 
sunlight. Max Quantum stepped onto his balcony, hoping the crisp morning air would chase 
away last night’s uneasy dreams. Instead, he found himself staring at an ominous sight: 

A large holographic billboard across the street flickered, half its usual bright ads replaced by 
static. Then, as if guided by an invisible hand, fractional symbols appeared: 

??? + 1/3 = ??? 

They glowed briefly, ghostly in the morning light, then vanished. It was as though the meltdown 
had scrawled a cryptic fraction puzzle across the city’s skyline. Max’s stomach twisted. 

“Here we go again,” he murmured to himself. Even the sunrise couldn’t dispel the tension that 
had been building in Numeria. The meltdown’s illusions—partial denominators, fraction seeds, 
swirling ghostly faces—were everywhere. And the name “Fraction Phantom” was on everyone’s 
lips, whispered in fear or disbelief. 

All the way to school, Max spotted more unsettling anomalies. A traffic sign that normally read 
“Speed Limit: 3/4 the posted rate during rush hour” now displayed random question marks: 
“Speed Limit: ?? / ???.” At a busy intersection, a kiosk usually announcing local events simply 
looped an eerie fraction snippet: “2/?? + 1/2 = ???” People stood around, perplexed or worried, 
until the kiosk flickered back to a weather report. 

As he neared the school gates, Max’s wrist device beeped with a new citywide alert: 

CITY ADVISORY: FRACTION CODE INSTABILITY DETECTED. 
 Some displays may show incomplete equations. 
 Please proceed with caution and report anomalies to civic staff. 

The official tone did little to quell Max’s anxiety. If the meltdown had come this far, what might 
the school day bring? 

Inside the school courtyard, he spotted Mila huddled by a partial math sculpture—a leftover from 
the postponed Math Day—typing furiously on her wrist device. She caught his eye and hurried 
over. 

“Max,” she said in a low voice, “I just got a weird message on the student forum. It’s from an 
anonymous user claiming they’ve seen a real ‘Fraction Phantom’ in the city’s old sub-tunnels.” 

He frowned. “You mean, not just illusions on screens, but something—or someone—lurking 
physically in the tunnels?” 

 



“That’s what they said,” Mila replied. “They posted a scrambled fraction message too: ‘Beware 
1/2 missing from 1—Phantom grows!’ Then it vanished before anyone else could screenshot it.” 

Max tried to process this. “The meltdown illusions are one thing, but if there’s an actual figure 
behind it… that’s huge.” 

Mila nodded, her voice hushed. “No telling if it’s real or just an exaggeration. But it’s eerie. The 
meltdown is definitely fueling rumors.” 

They exchanged a concerned glance, then walked inside, bracing themselves for another day of 
classes overshadowed by fraction chaos. 

 

Homeroom was half-empty, as some students were staying home due to meltdown-related 
jitters. Ms. Mori stood at the front, her usual calm demeanor strained. She offered a tight smile 
when Max and Mila entered. 

“Morning, you two,” she said softly, beckoning them closer. “Have you heard any new meltdown 
updates?” 

Max nodded. “Lots of fraction illusions around town. We also heard rumors about a ‘Fraction 
Phantom’—a possible entity in the city’s tunnels.” 

Ms. Mori pursed her lips. “The staff lounge was buzzing with similar talk. The meltdown is one 
thing, but if people start believing an actual phantom is behind it… well, panic isn’t far off.” 

At that moment, the overhead lights flickered, and the classroom’s holographic board activated 
of its own accord. Fragments of text scrolled across the screen, forming a cryptic warning: 

Numeria’s fraction roots unravel… 
 Phantom stirs… 
 Denominators undone… 

The words glowed for a few heartbeats, then dissolved into static. A ripple of shock spread 
through the handful of students present, everyone staring at the board. 

Ms. Mori took a shaky breath. “That’s… new. Some sort of meltdown message. Or maybe a 
direct warning?” 

Max and Mila exchanged a worried look. This was no random partial fraction equation; it was a 
deliberate statement about denominators coming undone. A sense of dread settled over the 
room. 

 



The rest of homeroom passed in tense silence. Ms. Mori dismissed them early to their next 
class, hoping smaller group gatherings might keep everyone calmer. But as Max walked through 
the hallway with Mila, they glimpsed the meltdown’s effect on school operations: 

● A water fountain near the cafeteria sputtered and displayed a small holographic tag 
reading “Fraction Error: Water Pressure = ?/???.” Students tried pressing the button, 
but only random spurts came out. 
 

● The library kiosk showed partial fraction references for book-lending times, making it 
impossible to check out books. 
 

● Even the cafeteria menu boards flickered with fraction placeholders, turning “Today’s 
Special: 3/4 Plate Pasta” into something like “Today’s Special: ?? / ??? Plate ???.” 
 

“It’s messing with everything,” Mila murmured as they passed a frustrated staff member trying to 
reset the cafeteria screens. “No wonder people are scared.” 

They stopped briefly to help a younger student who was distraught over her malfunctioning 
device—it kept substituting fraction placeholders whenever she typed a message. Max gently 
showed her how to reset the fraction settings in offline mode. She thanked him, eyes wide with 
worry. 

“These are the real consequences,” Max said to Mila afterward. “It’s not just illusions 
anymore—people can’t get water, can’t read menus, can’t do basic tasks if the fraction data is 
scrambled.” 

Mila nodded. “We have to figure this out fast. If the meltdown escalates, everything could grind 
to a halt.” 

Mid-morning, a sudden announcement crackled over the intercom: 

“All students report to the auditorium for an urgent assembly. Please proceed 
calmly.” 

Max and Mila joined the flow of students into the large auditorium. On stage stood Ms. Cruz, the 
city official who had once demonstrated how Numeria’s traffic signals used fraction schedules. 
She looked frazzled, her usual composed smile replaced by tight-lipped determination. 

“Students,” she began, speaking into a microphone, “I’m here to share updated city guidelines. 
You’ve likely noticed strange fraction errors around school. The meltdown is evolving, creating 
illusions some call the ‘Fraction Phantom.’ We have teams working on a patch, but until then, 
we must remain vigilant.” 

 



A wave of murmurs washed through the crowd. Ms. Cruz held up a hand. “I know it’s scary. Our 
city thrives on fraction data, so any disruption feels catastrophic. But I assure you, we’re doing 
everything possible.” 

Max exchanged a glance with Mila, unconvinced. They both suspected the city was not doing 
“everything possible,” or at least not the right things. 

As Ms. Cruz concluded, she paused, then added quietly, “If any of you see direct 
warnings—messages about missing denominators, references to a fraction phantom—please 
report them. These anomalies might hold clues to the meltdown’s source. We need your help.” 

Her eyes swept the audience, lingering momentarily on Max’s row. He felt a jolt. Was Ms. Cruz 
suspecting that students, especially those who excelled in math, might play a role in uncovering 
the meltdown’s secrets? 

The assembly ended. Students dispersed in subdued clusters, heading back to class under staff 
supervision. But no sooner had Max and Mila stepped into the hallway than the screens 
overhead flickered again, displaying a new cryptic message: 

Fraction Phantom calls… 
 1 - ?/4 = ??? 

Below it, swirling fraction bars formed a half-face shape—an echo of the ghostly illusions from 
before. A hush fell over the corridor. Then the screens blinked off. 

“Did…did you see that?” a trembling voice asked. A boy from the next class stood, pale-faced. 
“It’s like the meltdown is talking to us.” 

Mila swallowed. “Or something wants us to fill in those fraction blanks—like it’s daring us.” 

Max felt the hair on his arms stand on end. The meltdown was no longer content to lurk; it was 
sending direct warnings across Numeria’s data screens, referencing the “Fraction Phantom” as 
if it were a living entity. 

Over lunch, Max and Mila made a beeline for the library. The meltdown might be ramping up, 
but they still had the old text references from Chapter 3 fresh in their minds—especially the 
sections that spoke of ancient fraction code. 

They settled at a corner table near the “Foundational Math” shelves. Ms. Farrow, the librarian, 
approached with concern. “You two are back. Researching the meltdown again?” 

Max nodded. “We found some references last time to fraction illusions in the Old District. We’re 
trying to see if there’s more detail—maybe about an actual phantom figure.” 

Ms. Farrow gave a supportive, if worried, smile. “If you find any solid leads, do share them with 
staff. The city is in quite a predicament.” 

 



She left them to their search. Mila flipped open the old volume of Legends of Numeria they’d 
discovered earlier. “Here,” she said, pointing to a subheading: “Rogue Code or Phantom?” 

Max read aloud: 

“In rare intervals, Numeria’s fraction system showed signs of ‘rogue code,’ adopting 
shapes or illusions perceived as ghostly forms. Ancient accounts refer to these as 
‘fraction phantoms.’ While some dismiss them as mythical, others insist they 
represent incomplete code seeking completion.” 

He looked up at Mila, heart pounding. “This lines up exactly with what we’re seeing.” 

She nodded, flipping the page. Another paragraph read: 

“Scribes warned that if fraction seeds accumulate, the phantom grows. Only by 
completing the fractions—providing correct denominators—can the cycle be 
broken, lest the city’s math unravel.” 

Max sank back in his chair, mind racing. “So the meltdown is basically an accumulation of these 
fraction seeds. And each missing fraction piece feeds the ‘phantom.’ That’s why we keep seeing 
illusions and cryptic messages about denominators.” 

Mila closed the book gently. “And it’s definitely not a coincidence that references to the 
Zero-Point Charm appear in the same texts. It’s supposed to unify fractions, fill in the blanks. 
Maybe the meltdown, or the phantom, is actually forcing us to find that charm.” 

A sudden thought struck Max. He rummaged in his backpack for his father’s battered notebook, 
opening to a page with cryptic scribbles. Most lines were about fraction meltdown and partial 
denominators, but one note stood out, circled in red ink: 

“When illusions speak: heed the warnings. They reveal the meltdown’s path to its 
source.” 

Max tapped the page. “Look—Dad wrote that illusions might show us the meltdown’s path. 
We’ve been seeing these messages all over. Maybe each cryptic fraction puzzle is a clue 
pointing us somewhere.” 

Mila’s eyes widened. “Think about that last message: ‘1 - ?/4 = ???.’ Could it be referencing a 
location or a time? Or maybe it’s telling us we need to fill in 1/4 somehow?” 

Max nodded slowly. “If we interpret it literally, 1 minus 1/4 = 3/4. But how does that help us? 
Maybe we should keep track of all these meltdown clues. We can see if a pattern emerges.” 

As the day wore on, tension gripped the school. Each passing hour brought new fraction 
anomalies on screens, each more insistent than the last. In Math Lab, Max and Mila tried to 
focus on regular assignments, but the meltdown had other plans. 

 



Suddenly, a wave of static washed over every holo-screen in the lab, then a swirling, 
half-formed face appeared—just like the one in the hallway. Students shrank back, hearts 
pounding. The digital voice that crackled forth sounded disjointed, as though part machine, part 
echo: 

“Numerators… lost… Denominators… incomplete… The Fraction Phantom… 
grows…” 

A hush fell. Then the illusions blinked out, leaving the screens blank. No one spoke for several 
seconds. 

Mila broke the silence by gripping Max’s arm. “That’s more than a random glitch—like it’s 
talking.” 

Max’s mind spun. The meltdown’s illusions were giving them direct warnings, or maybe threats. 
“If it’s trying to scare us into action, it’s working.” 

By the final bell, the meltdown’s messages had left everyone jittery. Vice Principal Stern 
declared an early end to after-school programs, urging students to go home in groups. But Max 
and Mila had other plans—namely, to revisit some of Numeria’s older data logs for any mention 
of fraction illusions forming coherent messages. 

They slipped into a quiet corridor, away from watchful staff eyes. “We can’t let them send us 
home without at least trying to decode the meltdown’s warnings,” Mila insisted. 

Max glanced around to ensure no one was listening. “Agreed. Let’s gather the fraction puzzles 
we’ve seen: ‘??? + 1/3 = ???,’ ‘? + 2/5 = ?,’ and that new one, ‘1 - ?/4 = ???.’ Maybe they align 
somehow.” 

He rummaged in his notebook, scribbling them down, searching for a pattern. “So far, they’re all 
incomplete. Could be the meltdown’s way of telling us that each fraction chunk is missing. If we 
piece them together… do we get a coordinate or a clue about a location?” 

Mila’s brow furrowed. “Hard to say. But Ms. Cruz asked us to report any direct warnings. Should 
we show these to her?” 

Max hesitated. On one hand, Ms. Cruz was a city official trying to fix the meltdown. On the other, 
the city’s official approach seemed reactive at best, with no real plan to locate the Zero-Point 
Charm. “Maybe we should wait. If we find something conclusive, we’ll share. But we can’t risk 
them shutting us out.” 

Mila nodded reluctantly. “All right. We keep looking. If the meltdown is indeed some ancient 
rogue code, then the city’s usual patches might not help.” 

 



That evening, Max sat at his desk, turning over the meltdown’s cryptic fraction riddles in his 
mind. The city was full of incomplete numerators and denominators—and each day, the illusions 
seemed more purposeful. Why? 

His father’s notebook offered a clue: 

“The meltdown, or ‘phantom code,’ emerges when fraction seeds accumulate. Its 
motive is to be ‘completed’—to fill the missing denominators it feeds on. If left 
unchecked, it may replicate until all fraction operations fail.” 

Max realized that the meltdown’s illusions were more than just random spookiness. They were 
demands for fraction resolution. The meltdown wanted denominators resolved… but in a twisted 
way that threatened everything. 

He tapped a pencil against the page. So the meltdown is basically an incomplete puzzle come 
to life, he thought. And each time the city fails to fill in those missing fractions, the puzzle grows. 
No wonder it’s scrawling cryptic messages. 

Near midnight, Max tried to sleep but found himself pacing the living room instead. A faint glow 
from the city’s skyline filtered through the windows. Every so often, a distant billboard flashed 
incomplete fraction signals. 

He checked his wrist device. A new text from Mila blinked on-screen: 

Mila: “More meltdown illusions reported at West Numeria Station. People say they 
saw ‘Fraction Phantom’ shapes swirling near the main generator. This thing is 
everywhere!” 

Max’s heart sank. The meltdown was spreading faster, each partial fraction equation an open 
wound in Numeria’s math-based systems. He typed back: 

Max: “We have to do something soon. Maybe tomorrow we skip straight to the Old 
District archives. If the meltdown’s illusions are a sign, we’ll find more leads there.” 

He set the device down, mind racing. The meltdown wasn’t just random software corruption. It 
was an ancient code phenomenon that demanded fractions be completed or risk total system 
collapse. That was the real warning behind each cryptic message. 

At school the next day, Ms. Mori and other teachers looked weary. The meltdown illusions hadn’t 
slowed. In fact, new fraction anomalies greeted them at nearly every turn. In Ms. Mori’s 
homeroom, the overhead screen displayed a single line: 

“Fraction Phantom… awaits…” 

The atmosphere was tense but subdued—like the calm before a storm. After class, Ms. Mori 
pulled Max and Mila aside. “I can’t officially endorse any reckless action,” she said in a hushed 

 



tone, “but if you uncover real evidence about this meltdown’s origin, let me know. We’re running 
out of conventional solutions.” 

Max nodded. “We will. Thank you.” 

He and Mila slipped into the hallway, hearts pounding. Ms. Mori wasn’t the only adult suspecting 
they might find answers. Even Ms. Cruz had hinted the city needed help. The meltdown’s 
warnings aren’t going away. 

Just before lunchtime, the school’s main announcement system crackled again. Instead of the 
usual voice of Vice Principal Stern, a hollow echo resounded through the speakers: 

“Fraction Phantom… Denominators undone… 
 Seek the code… or vanish in partial sums…” 

Students froze in the corridors, a chill racing down every spine. Then the audio cut off abruptly, 
leaving stunned silence. 

Max locked eyes with Mila. That was a direct message to everyone in the school—maybe the 
entire city. The meltdown was not only real but actively speaking. 

“This is it,” Mila whispered. “The meltdown is giving us an ultimatum. We fill in the denominators, 
or we risk losing Numeria’s entire fraction system.” 

Max took a breath, recalling the Zero-Point Charm’s rumored ability to unify incomplete 
fractions. We have no choice. We have to find it. 

That afternoon, Vice Principal Stern declared an immediate half-day dismissal “for safety.” 
Students poured out of the building in waves, many pale-faced and anxious. Max and Mila stood 
at the edge of the courtyard, backpacks slung over their shoulders, as the final wave of 
classmates passed by. 

“It’s now or never,” Max said, his voice resolute. “We track the meltdown’s illusions back to the 
Old District, see if we can find any leads on the Charm.” 

Mila nodded. “And if we see more meltdown warnings, maybe we can interpret them. They 
might guide us—or at least confirm we’re on the right track.” 

They set off, the city’s sun dipping behind skyscrapers. Hover-cars whizzed overhead, some 
flickering with partial route data. Billboards sparked, incomplete fractions dancing across them. 
The meltdown was everywhere—eerie messages and illusions forming a mosaic of partial sums. 

Yet amidst the fear, Max felt a strange flicker of hope. The meltdown’s own warnings hinted at a 
path. If they could decode the fraction puzzles, or find the Zero-Point Charm, maybe they could 
restore balance to Numeria’s math. 

 



As they headed toward the Old District boundary, the haunting echo of the meltdown’s final 
broadcast followed them: “Seek the code… or vanish in partial sums…” 

They would seek it—and in doing so, confront the mysterious Fraction Phantom head-on. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 5: ANCIENT CODE IN THE LIBRARY 
 

A hush fell over Numeria’s main library as Max Quantum and his friend Mila slipped in through 
the tall glass doors. The once-bustling space was oddly quiet—fewer visitors, fewer staff, a 
tension in the air that matched the city’s growing unease. Outside, fragmentary fraction 
messages still glowed on random billboards, and talk of the “Fraction Phantom” was on 
everyone’s mind. But Max and Mila had a purpose that afternoon: they needed answers about 
the Zero-Point Charm, and fast. 

They headed for the Foundational Math Archives, a restricted section tucked behind rows of 
sleek digital terminals. Here, relics of Numeria’s early development—old scrolls, dusty books, 
ancient data tablets—were kept under soft lights and glass cases. If there was any place to 
learn about the lost artifact called the Zero-Point Charm, it would be here. 

 



 

 



 

A librarian with silver hair and a polite but firm manner—Ms. Farrow—stopped them at the 
entrance to the archives. “Students aren’t usually allowed in this section without a teacher or 
official pass,” she said quietly. 

Mila glanced at Max, uncertainty flickering in her eyes. They hadn’t told Ms. Mori exactly how 
deep they wanted to dig, but Ms. Mori had given them tacit permission to investigate. 

Max took a breath. “Ms. Farrow, we’re researching the meltdown. We think the older records 
might hold clues. Ms. Mori is aware we’re here.” 

Ms. Farrow frowned slightly, as though this was an unusual request. “I see,” she said after a 
pause. Then her gaze softened. “The meltdown is serious. Perhaps you’ll find something of 
value that’s been overlooked. All right, you may enter—but be careful. Some files are fragile, 
and some digital logs have been corrupted by the city’s current fraction instability.” 

With that, she unlocked the glass door. Max and Mila thanked her and stepped inside. 

The Foundational Math Archives felt like a world apart from the rest of the library. Tall metal 
shelves reached the ceiling, lined with thick tomes sporting archaic titles: Origins of Numeria’s 
Fraction Code, Old District Excavations, Lost Math Chronicles. Digital terminals hummed in a 
separate alcove, each connected to archived records from centuries past. Dim overhead lights 
cast a warm glow, illuminating dust motes that drifted in the still air. 

Mila exhaled slowly. “This place looks ancient. Feels like we’ve stepped back in time.” 

Max nodded, running a finger along a shelf labeled Pre-Standardization Documents. “If 
Numeria’s meltdown is rooted in old fraction code—like Dad’s notes suggested—maybe these 
early records will show how it first appeared. Or how they tried to stop it.” 

Together, they started scanning spines of books, occasionally pausing to open a volume that 
looked promising. But the archaic language and references to old fraction notation slowed them 
down. 

After half an hour of flipping through musty pages without much luck, Mila let out a small gasp. 
“Max, look at this!” She held up a thick binder with a faded label reading Research Notes—Dr. 
Quantum. 

Max’s heart skipped. “Those are my father’s files? I had no idea the library kept them.” 

They carried the binder to a nearby table and gingerly opened it. The first pages held typed 
reports from years ago—projects Dr. Quantum had done for Numeria’s math systems. Scattered 
among them were sketches in the same handwriting that filled the battered notebook Max 
carried everywhere. 

 



Near the middle, they found a section titled “Fraction Puzzle Expeditions—Old District & 
Beyond.” Max’s pulse quickened. This was exactly the lead they needed. 

Mila carefully turned the pages. Sketches of subterranean tunnels, references to “hidden 
fraction puzzle gates,” and an underlined phrase: Zero-Point Charm. They looked at each 
other, excitement and trepidation dancing in their eyes. 

Within the binder, they found a set of yellowed pages labeled Expedition Journal. The 
handwriting was Dr. Quantum’s, more hurried than in his official reports. Max leaned in, reading 
aloud: 

Day 1: Arrived at an old sub-tunnel near the Old District. Locals say there’s a 
sealed chamber with fraction inscriptions. Possibly tied to Numeria’s earliest fraction 
code. 

Day 3: Encountered puzzle locks requiring correct fraction solutions to proceed. 
Basic ones first: 1/2 + 1/4, 2/3 + 1/3. Each step opens a new gate. This system is 
older than anything in the standard history books. Could be a link to the so-called 
Zero-Point Charm. 

Day 5: A final puzzle demanded different denominators. Needed to add 1/4 + 3/8. 
Once I found 1/4 = 2/8, the sum became 5/8, unlocking an ancient stone door. 
Inside, I found glyphs referencing “harmonizing denominators.” This must be the 
Charm’s domain. 

Max’s voice wavered. It felt surreal to read his father’s day-by-day account of fraction puzzles in 
hidden chambers. 

Mila’s eyes sparkled. “He basically left a blueprint for us. Even the puzzle examples might help 
us figure out how to approach the meltdown. It’s like he was learning how to systematically 
solve fraction locks—especially ones with different denominators.” 

Max nodded, flipping to the next page. “There’s more detail here on the fraction puzzles Dad 
encountered. Let’s see if it matches what we’re facing.” 

One page was entirely devoted to fraction-solving steps. Dr. Quantum had drawn diagrams of 
fraction bars to illustrate each puzzle. Across the top, he’d scribbled: 

“When denominators differ, find a common denominator. Convert each fraction, 
then add numerators.” 

Below were examples: 

1. Example A: 1/2 + 1/3 
 

 



○ Common denominator: 6 
 

○ Convert 1/2 → 3/6, 1/3 → 2/6 
 

○ Sum: 3/6 + 2/6 = 5/6 
 

2. Example B: 1/4 + 3/8 
 

○ Common denominator: 8 
 

○ Convert 1/4 → 2/8 
 

○ Sum: 2/8 + 3/8 = 5/8 
 

3. Example C: 2/5 + 3/10 
 

○ Common denominator: 10 
 

○ Convert 2/5 → 4/10 
 

○ Sum: 4/10 + 3/10 = 7/10 
 

“He was documenting the standard method,” Mila remarked, “just in a more adventurous 
context—like each fraction puzzle unlocked a door.” 

Max tapped the margin where his father had written: “When faced with a fraction puzzle, check 
if denominators differ. If yes, find the least common denominator, convert, then add.” 

“Dad wanted to ensure no meltdown glitch—or puzzle gate—could stump him if denominators 
were mismatched,” Max said softly, pride mingling with sadness. “It’s amazing how something 
so straightforward in a classroom can be a literal key to unlocking ancient chambers.” 

As they turned the pages, Dr. Quantum’s journal shifted from basic fraction additions to more 
advanced or multi-step puzzles. One passage described a labyrinth of locked doors, each door 
displaying a fraction riddle. 

Door 1: 3/6 + 1/2 = ? 
 Answer: Convert 1/2 → 3/6, so 3/6 + 3/6 = 6/6 = 1. Door unlocked. 

Door 2: 2/7 + 3/14 = ? 
 Common denominator: 14. Convert 2/7 → 4/14, sum = 4/14 + 3/14 = 7/14 = 1/2. 
Another gate opened. 

 



Door 3: 1/3 + 1/6 + 1/2 = ? 
 Common denominator: 6. Convert: 1/3 → 2/6, 1/2 → 3/6. Sum = 2/6 + 1/6 + 3/6 = 
6/6 = 1. 

The final lines in that entry read: 

“Each correct fraction sum reveals a hidden mechanism. The passages seem 
designed to test Numerians’ ability to unify fractions. If our city ever forgets these 
skills, we risk losing more than locked doors…” 

Mila let out a breath. “This is so parallel to what the meltdown is doing now—throwing fraction 
illusions at us, demanding we solve or suffer. It’s like the city’s foundational math is waking up, 
testing if we can still unify fractions.” 

Max’s hand trembled slightly on the page. “Dad saw it coming. He wrote that if Numeria forgot 
how to handle fractions—especially matching denominators—chaos would follow. Maybe the 
meltdown is that chaos.” 

The next section made both of their hearts skip. A title scrawled in bold pen: 
 “The Zero-Point Charm: Myth or Mathematical Master Key?” 

Within this part of the binder, Dr. Quantum had compiled references from older Numerian 
texts—some they recognized from their earlier library forays. One passage read: 

“The Zero-Point Charm is said to ‘harmonize’ all fractions, no matter how 
incomplete. Wielded by a true solver, it can fill missing denominators and 
re-balance corrupted math flows. Legend claims it was sealed away in the Old 
District’s deepest chamber.” 

Another note indicated the Charm might respond to a “worthy mathematician” who understands 
fraction fundamentals. Dr. Quantum had written: 

“Could be a metaphor. Or literal. If meltdown-level fraction seeds appear, the Charm 
could unify them—like a citywide fraction fix.” 

Mila glanced up. “So this is more than a rumor. Your dad believed wholeheartedly in the 
Charm’s existence.” 

Max nodded, voice tight with emotion. “He believed it was real, that it was hidden in those old 
sub-tunnels. Maybe he even found it, or was close. But he disappeared before we ever learned 
the details…” 

As Max read further, his vision blurred, memories rushing back: he was nine years old, watching 
his father pack gear for another “research expedition.” Dr. Quantum had knelt down, pressing a 
small metal charm into Max’s hands—one that resembled swirling fraction bars. 

 



Dr. Quantum’s Voice (in memory): “Keep this safe, Max. If Numeria ever faces a 
great fraction crisis, you might need it. Remember what I’ve taught you about 
finding common denominators.” 

The memory ended as quickly as it came. Max blinked, focusing on the present. He realized the 
battered pendant he kept at home—he’d always assumed it was just a trinket—might be the 
very artifact his father was referencing. He had never tried to use it… 

A faint beep jolted Max and Mila from their reading. Ms. Farrow approached cautiously. 
“Students, the meltdown is affecting our library systems again. Could you help? One of our 
ancient data terminals is locked behind a fraction-based prompt, and it won’t let me bypass.” 

“Of course,” said Mila, standing. “Show us.” 

Ms. Farrow led them to a small alcove where an old, boxy terminal flickered. The screen 
displayed a fraction puzzle: 

“Access Code Required: 2/3 + ?/6 = 4/6” 

It looped every few seconds, beeped, then reset. Ms. Farrow sighed. “I can’t figure it out. I’ve 
tried random numbers, but it rejects everything.” 

Max’s eyes narrowed. “Let’s solve it systematically.” 

● The puzzle states: 2/3 + ?/6 = 4/6 
 

● Convert 2/3 to a fraction with denominator 6 → 2/3 = 4/6 
 

● So the equation becomes 4/6 + ?/6 = 4/6 
 

Hence, ? must be 0. Because 4/6 + 0/6 = 4/6. 

Max typed “0/6” into the prompt. The terminal chirped, and the screen switched to a normal 
library login. Ms. Farrow’s eyes widened. “Zero? Of course. Thank you!” 

She tapped a few keys, and the terminal unlocked, revealing old digital texts. “You two are 
lifesavers.” 

Mila grinned. “Just applying Dr. Quantum’s fraction lessons.” 

As Ms. Farrow walked away, Max pondered the significance: even a fraction puzzle with zero as 
a numerator was enough to block an entire system. The meltdown’s disruptions were real, but 
so was the power of simple fraction knowledge to set things right. 

Returning to the binder, Max found a passage describing Dr. Quantum’s last known exploration. 
He read aloud: 

 



**“I reached an antechamber with a final lock, more complex than any before: a 
multi-step fraction puzzle requiring absolute precision. The door’s inscription read: 
 (1/2 + 1/3) + (1/4 + 3/8) + ??? = ??? 

I suspect solving it unlocks a vault rumored to hold the Zero-Point Charm. But the 
puzzle is incomplete, missing segments. I’ll keep searching…”** 

The entry ended abruptly, with no resolution. Max set the page down, frustrated. “So Dad never 
finished that puzzle—or at least, he never recorded the solution.” 

Mila tapped her chin. “Maybe this final puzzle is key. If we can figure it out, we might replicate 
his path. But look—there’s ‘???.’ That means part of it was missing, just like the meltdown 
illusions we see now.” 

“Exactly,” Max said, grimly. “The meltdown might be re-creating incomplete fraction segments 
from these ancient codes.” 

They decided to practice the fraction additions Dr. Quantum listed, to ensure they fully 
understood the method. If the meltdown confronted them with old puzzle locks, they had to be 
ready. 

a) (1/2 + 1/3) = ? 

● Common denominator is 6. 
 

● 1/2 = 3/6, 1/3 = 2/6. 
 

● Sum = 3/6 + 2/6 = 5/6. 
 

b) (1/4 + 3/8) = ? 

● Common denominator is 8. 
 

● 1/4 = 2/8, 3/8 stays the same. 
 

● Sum = 2/8 + 3/8 = 5/8. 
 

So the partial sum of those two sets is 5/6 + 5/8, if we grouped them. But that’s not the entire 
puzzle Dr. Quantum found—there was a missing piece. 

Mila scribbled on a scrap of paper: 

● 5/6 + 5/8 = ? 
 

 



● Common denominator for 6 and 8 is 24. 
 

● 5/6 = 20/24, 5/8 = 15/24. 
 

● Sum = 20/24 + 15/24 = 35/24, or 1 11/24 in mixed form. 
 

Mila raised an eyebrow. “We get 35/24 if we just combine those two. But Dr. Quantum’s puzzle 
implied there’s an additional fraction to add, to reach a final sum.” 

Max nodded. “So the puzzle was something like (1/2 + 1/3) + (1/4 + 3/8) + ??? = 
???. We’ve done the first parts. We don’t know what ??? is. Dad probably didn’t either.” 

It was a stark reminder that ancient fraction codes could be as incomplete as the meltdown 
illusions. 

They flipped to one last page. It contained a short personal note from Dr. Quantum, separate 
from his official expedition logs. It read: 

“Max, if you ever find these notes: trust in what I taught you. Every fraction 
puzzle can be solved step by step. The Zero-Point Charm is real—somewhere 
within Numeria’s oldest vaults. My research suggests you’ll need advanced 
fraction knowledge to bypass certain locks. Remember to keep denominators 
consistent, and never overlook partial fractions, even if they seem trivial. 
Someday, Numeria may rely on your fraction-solving skills.” 

Max stared at his father’s parting words. A lump formed in his throat. “He addressed me 
directly,” he whispered. “He must’ve known he might not finish what he started.” 

Mila rested a supportive hand on his arm. “He believed in you. He left these fraction instructions 
for you to use—maybe to save Numeria from exactly this meltdown.” 

Feeling a surge of determination, they closed the binder. They had gleaned enough to confirm: 
Dr. Quantum believed the meltdown, fraction illusions, and Zero-Point Charm were all 
connected. They also knew adding fractions with different denominators was crucial to solving 
puzzle locks. 

“What if we check the city’s official archives next?” Max proposed. “The meltdown might not 
have corrupted everything. We can see if there’s a record of Dad’s final expedition or mention of 
the locked vault.” 

Mila nodded. “Yes—maybe we’ll discover clues about the Old District’s catacombs. If the 
meltdown illusions are stirring, they’re probably tied to that same underground route your father 
took.” 

 



Before they left, Ms. Farrow appeared again. “Find anything useful?” she asked gently, noticing 
their flushed faces. 

Max glanced at Mila, then nodded. “We found Dr. Quantum’s old notes about fraction puzzle 
chambers and the Zero-Point Charm. We think it might help with the meltdown.” 

Ms. Farrow’s brow furrowed. “The meltdown is indeed hitting us hard. If you truly believe these 
records can guide Numeria out of crisis… well, I wish you luck. But please be careful. Ancient 
codes can be unpredictable, and the meltdown seems to have a mind of its own.” 

They thanked her and stepped out of the archives, hearts heavy with the knowledge gleaned 
from Dr. Quantum’s expedition logs. 

The moment they left the library, they saw new signs of meltdown trouble. Flickering fraction 
illusions glowed on a city screen across the street: 

2/3 + ?/3 = ??? 

A swirl of incomplete fraction bars formed that ghostly face, and passersby stepped back in 
alarm. The meltdown was intensifying, no doubt. If Max closed his eyes, he could almost hear 
the fraction illusions whisper: Fill in the missing pieces… or we all fall apart. 

Mila touched his shoulder. “You okay? We look like we just read a thousand-year-old curse.” 

Max tried to smile but couldn’t hide the worry. “I’m fine. Just… determined. We know how to 
handle adding fractions with different denominators—my father’s notes made that clear. Now, 
we find the Charm. If the meltdown is re-creating those old puzzle locks, we’ll be ready.” 

As they walked toward a hover-tram station, Max remembered a simpler time—when his dad 
used to hold “fraction puzzle workshops” at their kitchen table. Dr. Quantum would scatter note 
cards with fraction sums: 

● 3/4 + 1/4 
 

● 1/2 + 1/4 
 

● 2/5 + 3/5 
 

Little Max would giggle, rearranging fraction bars to match denominators and find sums. Dr. 
Quantum would pat his head and say, “See, fractions are just parts of a whole. You combine 
them carefully to keep balance.” 

That training, so lighthearted then, was now a critical skill for deciphering meltdown illusions. 

 



They took a hover-tram—still functional for the moment—to the city’s municipal building, where 
a large public records terminal was accessible. On the ride, more meltdown anomalies 
appeared: fraction placeholders on route maps, flickering seats labeled “1/2 occupant?” instead 
of “Vacant.” It was unsettling, but Max and Mila pressed on. 

At the municipal building, they found a tall, column-lined atrium with a row of terminals near the 
back. A sign read CITY RECORDS: OPEN ACCESS. They approached the nearest kiosk, 
which fortunately was online. 

Mila typed in queries: “Dr. Quantum’s final expedition,” “Old District fraction locks,” “Zero-Point 
Charm reference.” 

The screen whirred, then produced a list of partial results—some flagged as “Corrupted Data.” 

A grainy city map popped up—an older blueprint of the Old District tunnels. A note in the margin 
read: 

“Locked sectors: require fraction keys. Danger: incomplete denominators can jam 
the system.” 

Mila pointed. “Look here. The map mentions fraction-locked doors under an old subway route. 
That must be where Dr. Quantum ventured.” 

Max zoomed in, scanning for references to puzzle gates. A highlighted section marked 
“Sub-Station 12B” had an attached note: “Heavily sealed—entry requires advanced fraction 
authorization.” 

He frowned. “This could be the place Dad reached. If the meltdown is connected, we might have 
to physically go there. But how do we open ‘advanced fraction authorization’ locks?” 

Mila shrugged, a determined glint in her eyes. “We use everything we learned from Dr. 
Quantum’s notes. Step-by-step fraction solving, especially for different denominators. If the 
meltdown is re-creating illusions, maybe those illusions are keys to opening each gate.” 

They printed a copy of the partial map. Some parts were too corrupted to read, but it was 
enough to identify a potential entry point beneath a defunct old station. The meltdown illusions 
had basically given them an unspoken invitation: Go to the old catacombs, solve the fraction 
seeds. 

Max tucked the printout in his backpack. “We might need gear—flashlights, a fraction reference 
for tricky denominators. And I should bring that pendant Dad gave me. Maybe it really is part of 
the Zero-Point Charm.” 

Mila nodded. “Yes, and we should do more fraction drills—like the ones we read in your dad’s 
binder. We can’t get stumped in the middle of a meltdown puzzle.” 

 



They shared a glance of mingled excitement and trepidation. The meltdown was tearing 
Numeria’s fraction systems apart, but Dr. Quantum’s clues—and their own fraction 
skills—pointed to a way forward. 

That evening, they convened at Max’s apartment for a quick fraction practice session. Sitting at 
the dining room table—just as Max once did with his father—they listed out some challenging 
fraction sums: 

1. 3/5 + 2/3 = ? 
 

○ Common denominator: 15 
 

○ 3/5 = 9/15, 2/3 = 10/15 
 

○ Sum = 19/15 = 1 4/15 
 

2. 5/6 + 5/12 = ? 
 

○ Common denominator: 12 
 

○ 5/6 = 10/12 
 

○ Sum = 10/12 + 5/12 = 15/12 = 1 3/12 = 1 1/4 
 

3. 1/4 + 2/8 + 3/16 = ? 
 

○ Common denominator: 16 
 

○ 1/4 = 4/16, 2/8 = 4/16, 3/16 stays the same 
 

○ Sum = 4/16 + 4/16 + 3/16 = 11/16 
 

They worked each out carefully, ensuring they remembered to convert denominators, sum 
numerators, and simplify if possible. 

Mila set her pencil down with a grin. “We’re unstoppable. The meltdown can throw any fraction 
puzzle at us, and we’ll handle it.” 

Max exhaled. “I hope so. Because the meltdown illusions might only get more complicated.” 

Late that night, Max drifted into a dreamlike memory—his father’s voice echoing in the 
darkness: 

 



Dr. Quantum: “Max, once you learn that any fraction can be combined by finding a 
common base, you unlock endless possibilities. No fraction is truly 
separate—there’s always a way to unify them. Even if denominators seem wildly 
different, you can always find or create a match.” 

The memory shimmered, revealing Dr. Quantum standing before an ancient stone door covered 
in fraction symbols. He pressed a glowing pendant—a swirl of fraction bars—against the door. 
Then he input a final fraction solution: 5/8 + 3/8 = 8/8 = 1. With a low rumble, the door slid open. 

Max awoke with a jolt, heart pounding. Dad definitely found part of the Zero-Point Charm. 

Morning arrived, revealing Numeria’s meltdown had worsened overnight. People on the news 
reported fraction illusions on traffic signals, at grocery scanners, even in personal devices. 
Another city advisory warned that fraction subroutines were nearing critical overload. 

At school, Ms. Mori quietly pulled Max and Mila aside. “The meltdown is nearly out of control. If 
you plan to investigate the Old District, do it soon. The city engineers are hitting a wall.” 

They both understood the gravity. This is the moment Dr. Quantum prepared us for, Max 
thought. With fraction skills sharpened and Dr. Quantum’s expedition notes in hand, they would 
delve into Numeria’s past and seek the Zero-Point Charm. 

“We’re ready,” he told Ms. Mori, meeting her worried gaze. “We won’t go alone or unprepared.” 

Mila nodded at his side. “We’ve studied enough fraction operations to handle any puzzle locks. 
We just need to find them.” 

Ms. Mori swallowed, then nodded. “Good luck, then. And be careful.” 

 
That afternoon, the two friends gathered their gear: flashlights, the partial map, Dr. Quantum’s 
binder notes, and the battered pendant Max kept. They planned to head straight to the Old 
District sub-tunnels after school. 

Before leaving, Max glanced at the meltdown illusions swirling on a street kiosk. Another partial 
fraction equation blinked in red: 

(1/4 + 3/8) + ??? = ??? 

It felt almost like a direct echo of Dr. Quantum’s final puzzle. The meltdown was practically 
telling them: We’re missing denominators. Solve us or lose everything. 

Mila tugged his sleeve. “Let’s go. We have an entire city’s fraction code to save.” 

 



Max inhaled deeply, then set off with her into the winding streets. In his mind, he replayed every 
fraction step he’d learned—how to handle mismatched denominators, how to combine negative 
fractions, how to simplify. Dr. Quantum’s voice echoed: No fraction is unsolvable, if you know 
the steps. 

It was time to put that knowledge into practice on the grandest scale imaginable. Step by step, 
fraction by fraction, they would search for the Zero-Point Charm—and hopefully end the 
meltdown that threatened Numeria. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



CHAPTER 6: DISASTER STRIKES THE CITY 

Dark clouds loomed over Numeria as the afternoon sun struggled to shine through a haze of 
flickering holographic billboards. Everywhere, the fraction meltdown tightened its grip. 
Hover-cars stalled midair. Traffic lights flashed incomplete fraction equations. Billboards that 
once showed friendly math facts were now riddled with jittery question marks and half-broken 
denominators. In the thick of it all, Max Quantum and Mila hurried along a busy street, their eyes 
darting between the chaos unfolding around them. 

Earlier that day, they had made a daring visit to the Old District sub-tunnels, following clues from 
Dr. Quantum’s expedition notes. Although they found hints of hidden fraction puzzle locks and a 
possible path to the elusive Zero-Point Charm, the meltdown had worsened so quickly that any 
exploration deeper into the tunnels became too dangerous. Sirens had wailed across Numeria, 
ordering civilians to clear the streets as fraction disruptions overwhelmed key city systems. 
Traffic management was in disarray, and power grids flickered ominously. 

Max glanced upward at a massive digital sign that read 3/4 + ?/4 = ???. Sparks danced at its 
edges, making it look like the meltdown itself was challenging anyone who passed by to solve 
the missing fraction. A crowd of onlookers gawked, unsure what to do. Some tried to guess the 
missing numerator, others simply walked away in confusion. Mila tugged Max’s sleeve, pointing 
at the meltdown’s latest victim: a row of malfunctioning monorail carriages suspended on their 
tracks above them, each screen flickering fraction codes: ?/5 + 2/5 = 3/5. One carriage beeped 
an error message about incomplete data. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In the distance, city police drones buzzed overhead, their speaker announcements pleading for 
calm. But it was hard to remain calm when enormous fraction illusions flared across building 
surfaces every few minutes. Here and there, partial equations drifted in midair like ghostly 
apparitions, each lacking a vital piece that no one knew how to supply. 

Max and Mila had been trying to assist wherever they could. Moments earlier, they had helped a 
frantic shop owner whose billing system was stuck on 7/10 + ?/10 = ???. The meltdown’s glitch 
locked her entire register. With quick math, Mila suggested that the missing fraction might be 
3/10, bringing the total to a whole 1. Sure enough, inputting 3 restored the system. The grateful 
shop owner could not stop thanking them, amazed that such a small fix made all the difference. 
But for every fraction puzzle they solved, ten more popped up in the city. 

Stepping around a barricade, they arrived at a frantic intersection. Hover-cars were backed up 
in all directions because the traffic light blinked partial instructions: 1/2 of the normal crossing 
time had vanished from the system, leaving cars and pedestrians uncertain when to move. A 
panicked commuter recognized Max from the jam-packed street. She waved them over to a 
glitchy control panel attached to a battered traffic console. 

The console scrolled a damaged equation: 3/4 - ?/4 = 1/4. Only by supplying the missing 
fraction piece could the traffic cycles reset. Max took a deep breath, recalling the meltdown 
illusions that hammered Numeria all day. He quickly reasoned that 3/4 minus 2/4 is 1/4, so the 
missing fraction was 2/4. He typed “2” into the console. A beep sounded, the lights reset, and 
the snarl of hover-cars began to move again. As traffic cleared, onlookers cheered in relief. Max 
and Mila exchanged a small, tense smile. They were using Dr. Quantum’s fraction fundamentals 
in real time, patching the meltdown’s holes wherever they could. 

Through the swirling lights and glitching displays, they could see the city’s main plaza erupting 
into further chaos. Torn holographic banners from the postponed Math Day fluttered in the wind, 
unreadable fraction words looping across them. On an enormous digital billboard that once 
proudly showcased a fraction quiz, the meltdown had replaced every denominator with question 
marks. A reporter’s voice echoed over a speaker, trying to reassure citizens that the meltdown 
was “under review.” But the flickering negative space on the billboard seemed to laugh at that. 
The meltdown was beyond review; it was rampaging across every fraction-coded system in 
Numeria. 

Mila checked her wrist device. The meltdown had slowed it down, but an emergency bulletin 
blinked through: “Warning: Widespread fraction disruptions. City power nets at risk of partial 
collapse. Seek safe zones if possible.” Max felt a chill at the words partial collapse. He 
remembered his father’s warnings about how incomplete fractions could cascade into bigger 
failures. City infrastructures were built on balancing fractions. Pull out too many denominators, 
and the entire system teetered on the edge. 

They hurried toward the city center, where they suspected they could do the most good. Along 
the way, they encountered a frantic city worker kneeling beside a crashed maintenance drone. 
Its panel displayed a fraction meltdown code 4/7 + ?/7 = 6/7. Max quickly typed “2” for the 

 



missing numerator, and the drone whirred back to life, rising shakily into the air. The worker 
gaped at them like they were miracle workers. In truth, it was just fraction sense: to get 6/7 from 
4/7, you must add 2/7. 

As they pressed on, the meltdown’s illusions loomed larger, conjuring swirling shapes of partial 
fractions on every reflective surface. Some illusions took the form of that haunting fraction 
phantom face, incomplete bars flickering like teeth. Others spelled out cryptic messages: ??? + 
3/8 = 4/8. “Solve me or watch Numeria crumble,” the illusions seemed to say. 

Reaching the central plaza, they found city staff overwhelmed by fraction-coded signboards and 
public consoles going haywire. Ms. Cruz, the official who had spoken at school assemblies, 
stood near a pylon frantically directing rescue teams. When she spotted Max and Mila, her eyes 
lit up with an odd mix of relief and desperation. 

“I hope you’re ready,” she said, voice shaking. “Systems across Numeria are failing. Our 
fraction-based routing for water, power, traffic—it’s all unraveling. We’ve tried patching the code, 
but the meltdown keeps throwing incomplete denominators at us. We can’t keep up. We heard 
rumors you two have been solving random fraction puzzles all day. Is that true?” 

Mila nodded. “Yes, ma’am. But we can’t handle them all. We were hoping the city’s meltdown 
task force had a plan?” 

Ms. Cruz wiped sweat from her brow. “No plan is working. The meltdown illusions scramble 
everything. We need a citywide fix. If Dr. Quantum’s son can figure out a system-level repair, 
we’ll back you up.” She paused, scanning the crowd. “What do you need from us?” 

Max took a moment to steady himself. “We think the meltdown’s root cause is hidden in the Old 
District. My dad found something called the Zero-Point Charm—an artifact that can unify 
missing denominators. But we ran out of time exploring the tunnels because the meltdown grew 
too fast. If we can find or activate that Charm, it might solve all incomplete fractions at once.” 

Ms. Cruz swallowed hard. “That sounds… mythical, but at this point, I believe anything is 
possible. If the meltdown truly relies on fraction seeds, a citywide fraction unifier might save us. 
Give us a few minutes to secure a path for you. The Old District is half-locked down. We’ll do 
what we can to clear a safe route.” 

“Thank you,” Mila said earnestly. “Meanwhile, we’ll keep fixing random fraction codes.” She 
pointed at a tall electronic banner showing 5/6 + ?/6 = 6/6. “We can’t ignore these disruptions, or 
the meltdown will keep piling up.” 

They split up, each rushing to quell meltdown chaos wherever it flared. Max found a row of 
public utility panels sparking with error messages, each locked by a fraction puzzle. One read 
2/5 + ?/5 = 4/5, forcing passersby into a state of confusion. Quickly, Max entered the missing 
fraction as 2, the system beeped, and the panel lights steadied. On to the next. Over and over, 
he matched denominators, found missing numerators, and typed solutions. Sweat beaded on 

 



his forehead. It felt like bailing water out of a sinking ship, but every correct fraction gave 
Numeria a momentary breath. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



In the distance, a loud explosion rocked the plaza. A billboard short-circuited, its meltdown 
illusions sparking into real flames. Firefighters scrambled to contain it, shouting about 
fraction-coded hydrants glitching. Max closed his eyes for a split second, thinking of how 
desperate Numeria had become. If only they had the Zero-Point Charm now, the meltdown’s 
swarm of fraction seeds could be neutralized at once. 

Mila sprinted back to him, breathing hard. “Ms. Cruz has arranged an escort. We can head to 
the Old District in a secured rover. She says to meet by the fountain in ten minutes.” She 
glanced around at the panicked faces. “But do we dare leave the city like this?” 

“We have to,” Max replied, though guilt tugged at him. “Look around—thousands of fraction 
codes are failing. We can’t fix them one by one forever. The meltdown illusions will keep 
multiplying. The real fix is the Charm.” He steadied himself. “Let’s gather everything we learned 
from my dad’s notes and put it to use. We know how to find common denominators. Now we 
have to find the source of all these incomplete ones.” 

They joined Ms. Cruz near the fountain, which was spurting water in odd spurts labeled 1/2, 1/4, 
???. A transport rover waited, windows tinted and engine humming with an unsteady whir. Ms. 
Cruz handed them a small data chip. “These are all the meltdown updates we’ve collected, 
including fraction illusions we’ve mapped. Maybe it’ll help you down in the tunnels. Good 
luck—and come back safe.” 

Max and Mila climbed inside. The rover lifted off the pavement on a cushion of magnetic force, 
then sped through deserted streets. Outside, each block told the same story: broken fraction 
signs, glitching monitors, and citizens trying to patch or guess solutions. The meltdown had 
never been so widespread. In some ways, it reminded Max of a living puzzle—like each partial 
fraction was a tentacle choking the city’s math. 

As they neared the Old District, the roads grew quieter, overshadowed by older stone buildings. 
Weeds sprouted between cracks in the sidewalk. Occasional meltdown illusions appeared on 
crumbling walls, half-formed fraction bars drifting in the gloom. The rover finally descended near 
a rusted gate, where two city guards stood watch. This was the boundary beyond which even 
Ms. Cruz’s jurisdiction was uncertain. The meltdown illusions felt thicker here, each swirling 
equation more cryptic than the last, as if the meltdown itself was defending its birthplace. 

The guard nodded, opening the gate. “Stay alert. We’re seeing illusions that physically block 
some tunnels, forming fraction locks no one can pass. If you do get through, remember your 
emergency signals so we can track you.” The guard pressed a device into Max’s hand. “Fire a 
flare if you’re trapped.” 

Max felt a heaviness in his chest. The meltdown illusions had escalated from simple incomplete 
signs to blocking entire corridors. Dr. Quantum’s notes about puzzle locks in the Old District 
came rushing back. He turned to Mila, brow furrowed. “You ready?” 

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” she said, though her voice trembled. Together, they stepped through the 
gate into a deserted street overshadowed by ancient columns. Broken consoles littered the 

 



sidewalk. High above, flickering fraction illusions glowed in the evening sky, as if daring them to 
proceed. 

Lightning flashed in the distance, and a thunderous roar echoed across Numeria’s skyline. The 
meltdown’s storm was here, and it felt like the city itself teetered on the edge of fracturing into 
uncountable pieces. Max squared his shoulders, gripping his father’s pendant—a piece of the 
rumored Zero-Point Charm—more tightly than ever. They would find a way to unite the city’s 
fractions before everything fell apart. 

As they prepared to descend into the sub-tunnels, an urgent beep sounded from Mila’s device. 
Another fraction meltdown bulletin scrolled: “Critical meltdown threshold reached. City core at 
risk.” She stared at Max. “No more time. We fix it now.” 

He nodded, and they plunged into the darkness, determined to bring their fraction knowledge to 
bear on the meltdown’s final stand. They had come a long way from solving simple fraction 
sums in math class. Now, each missing denominator could spell the difference between 
Numeria’s survival or total collapse. They carried with them the memory of Dr. Quantum’s 
fraction puzzles, the city’s hopes for restoring order, and the conviction that no fraction—no 
matter how incomplete—was truly unsolvable. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 7 
 

Mila and Max crept through the abandoned arches of the Old District with a new sense of 
determination. The meltdown had grown so dire that Ms. Cruz’s hastily arranged escort could 
only get them this far before turning back, leaving them amid the crumbling roads and flickering 
fraction illusions that haunted every surface. Overhead, the skies were still choked with storm 
clouds, and now and then lightning revealed swirling ghostly fraction bars pulsing across 
battered building facades. Their final target was the Spire, an imposing tower at Numeria’s 
heart—the math control center rumored to house a critical node called “Node #7.” If Node #7 
was indeed the meltdown’s epicenter, the path to it was likely treacherous. But if they stayed 
behind, the meltdown might devour Numeria altogether. 

They had gleaned from Dr. Quantum’s notes that incomplete fraction seeds were fueling the 
meltdown, each partial equation gnawing at the city’s carefully balanced code. Node #7, if rumor 
held true, fed the entire city with fraction synchronization signals that regulated traffic, energy 
consumption, distribution of water—virtually every piece of civic life. An attack or corruption at 
this node would be catastrophic, which explained the meltdown’s unprecedented scale. Bringing 
the Zero-Point Charm to Node #7 might be the only way to re-stabilize fractions across the 
entire system. And so they walked, side by side, each carrying a gear bag stuffed with fraction 
references, Dr. Quantum’s battered binder, Max’s father’s old pendant, and a small trove of 
personal resolve. Every step through the darkened alleyways and flickering illusions felt heavier 
than the last. 

In the distance, the silhouette of the Spire jutted into the roiling sky. A faint glow surrounded it, 
likely from the meltdown illusions swirling around the node’s perimeter. The streets leading there 
were eerily devoid of life, as though citizens had fled or the meltdown illusions had formed a 
barrier around the entire zone. Every so often, an abandoned kiosk would sputter fraction codes 
like 3/5 + ?/5 = ???, demanding passersby to solve it. Usually, no one was left to do so, leaving 
each puzzle incomplete, fueling the meltdown further. Max stopped at one such kiosk—a 
battered metal shell that, in better times, served as an info station for tourists. Now, its screen 
shook with a partial fraction scrawl: 2/5 + ?/5 = 4/5. He typed “2,” resetting the kiosk, and a 
small beep signaled success. Another fraction seed closed. Mila gave him a weary nod, and 
they kept moving. 

Throughout the deserted streets, more illusions sprang to life. Some took the shape of swirling 
fractions with missing denominators. Others shimmered as half-faces, a repeated motif of the 
so-called Fraction Phantom. Max wondered if the meltdown illusions had become a single 
consciousness, drawing on all these partial equations in a desperate attempt to complete itself. 
The city’s entire math infrastructure was the meltdown’s playground, and no fraction-based 
process was safe. Water rationing systems blinked nonsense data. Streetlamps flickered 
half-lumen settings. Overhead rails froze mid-commute, unable to parse partial timetables. Each 
glitch hammered home how thoroughly Numeria relied on fraction-based logic. 

 



They skirted a corner and nearly stumbled into a collapsed building where meltdown illusions 
crawled along the rubble, glowing equations fluttering across each chunk of debris. In the corner 
of the wreckage, Max spotted a charred console with a fraction puzzle still blinking: 1/4 + 2/4 = 
???. The meltdown had replaced the final sum with a cluster of question marks. He sighed, 
knowing that the answer was 3/4, but typing it into that blackened console would do nothing. 
The system was too far gone. Mila tugged his sleeve, reminding him they had a more pressing 
goal than random fixes. The meltdown illusions were infinite in number now, and their only hope 
was a citywide solution. They pressed forward. 

They soon reached a broad avenue leading to a stark barricade made of crashed hover-cars 
and improvised metal fencing. Past it, the towering Spire flickered with lightning arcs. By the 
entrance, a battered sign scrolled incomplete fraction bars. No official guards stood 
watch—presumably, even the city’s emergency teams had been forced back. The meltdown 
illusions formed a visible shimmer in the air, as though they had begun to saturate the 
environment with fraction seeds. Each flicker reminded Max of the times his father taught him to 
unify denominators, to see even the strangest fraction sets as workable. He clung to that lesson 
now. They would find a way through. 

After carefully squeezing around the battered fence, they found themselves at the Spire’s main 
plaza. Once a proud testament to Numerian engineering, it was now overshadowed by 
meltdown illusions dancing up and down the tall structure. The massive double doors to the 
Spire had fused shut under an incomplete fraction lock: a wide LED panel displayed 6/6 + ?/6 = 
8/6. People had tried guessing the missing fraction, leaving scratch marks and numerical 
attempts. None had apparently succeeded, or else they had been driven away by illusions 
before finishing. Max gave it a moment’s thought, rummaging in his mind for how to fix 6/6 + ?/6 
to get 8/6. That meant the missing fraction was 2/6. Converting that, 2/6 = 1/3. He typed “2” for 
the missing numerator, the door beeped once, and the lock hissed. The double doors clicked, 
unsealing with a groan. Mila pushed one side open. 

Inside, the lobby was a mess of flickering holograms and half-coherent fraction announcements. 
The meltdown illusions had turned decorative LED strips into strobing partial sums. 4/8 + ?/8, 
2/6 + ?/6, 1/3 + 2/?, on and on. The entire system was trying to complete these fractions but 
apparently failing. This was Numeria’s central math control building. If meltdown illusions had 
this level of presence here, it explained the city’s collapse. They were on meltdown’s home turf. 
The walls themselves glowed with incomplete fraction lines, forming swirling patterns whenever 
they tried to read them. Max breathed deeply, remembering Dr. Quantum’s notes, and 
reaffirmed the plan: get to Node #7. 

The Spire’s interior corridors branched in many directions, each labeled by system function. One 
sign read “Node 3 – Resource Allocation,” another “Node 5 – Transport Grid.” They needed 
Node #7, rumored to be the core fraction synchronization node. But each corridor they tried to 
follow was blocked by meltdown illusions that formed ephemeral fraction bars or half-coded 
locks. In one hallway, a wall panel demanded 3/7 + ?/7 = 6/7, but the meltdown illusions 
flickered so intensely that it was nearly unreadable. Still, they overcame it quickly: the missing 

 



fraction was 3/7. Entering that into the panel parted a shimmering veil of illusions, letting them 
pass through. The meltdown illusions parted like digital phantoms, revealing a path ahead. 

They discovered a small elevator bay, each door pinned shut by meltdown illusions shaped like 
fraction bars. One display flickered 5/5 + ?/5 = ??? over and over, though it was half scrambled. 
Mila stepped forward, frowning. “5/5 is already 1. To get any sum beyond that, we need more 
than 0, but the meltdown illusions are messing up the result.” She fiddled with the console. “This 
is glitch city, but maybe we can brute force it.” She typed possible numerators. 1? 2? 3? The 
meltdown illusions flickered angrily. The console beeped an error. The elevator remained 
sealed. If 5/5 plus ?/5 equals ???, theoretically the meltdown illusions might want a sum bigger 
than 1, or they might be incomplete. Eventually, she typed “0,” giving 5/5 + 0/5 = 5/5 = 1. That 
satisfied the glitch for a moment, the illusions parted, and the elevator door hissed open. They 
hopped inside. 

The elevator’s interior was covered in archaic fraction-coded instructions, presumably a 
meltdown scramble of normal floor listings. Instead of floors labeled 1, 2, 3, the panel showed 
1/2, 2/4, 3/6, 4/8. That forced them to guess which fraction corresponded to the floor for Node 
#7. They reasoned that if each fraction simplified to 1/2, 1/2, 1/2, that would be nonsense. They 
needed a floor labeled something akin to 7/x. But meltdown illusions made everything 
inconsistent. Eventually, Max found a hidden override labeled “Manual Floor Selection.” He 
typed “7” and pressed Enter. The elevator whined, then began a shaky ascent, illusions swirling 
outside the glass panels. 

At the seventh floor, the door slid open to a dim corridor. The overhead lights flashed partial 
fraction signals: ?/2 + ?/2 = ???. The meltdown illusions had formed a haze. Through it, they 
could see a massive sign reading “NODE #7 – FRACTION SYNC CORE.” Wires and cables 
lined the walls, glowing with corrupted fraction code. A desk in the corner lay abandoned, 
screens still alive with meltdown illusions. On the main screen, an urgent notice scrolled about 
fraction meltdown at 98% threshold—imminent citywide math collapse if not reversed. 

Max and Mila stepped cautiously into the corridor. The illusions thickened, shaping into 
ephemeral walls of fraction bars. A flickering puzzle block loomed before them, a swirl of 
same-denominator equations. 2/6 + ?/6 + 1/6 = ???. A sub-line repeated: Solve or remain 
blocked. They realized the meltdown illusions were forging puzzle walls to stop them from 
reaching Node #7. But they’d come too far to back down. So they began to parse the puzzle: 

2/6 plus something plus 1/6 equals some final fraction. The meltdown illusions offered no clue 
for the final fraction, but maybe the puzzle expected them to create a standard approach. If 2/6 
plus 1/6 is 3/6, to get another fraction, they might guess the meltdown illusions want 4/6 or 5/6. 
It was guesswork. They tried 2/6 plus 2/6 plus 1/6 = 5/6. The illusions shimmered, parted 
slightly. That was close, but not enough. They tried 2/6 plus 3/6 plus 1/6 = 6/6. The illusions 
parted entirely, revealing the corridor beyond. So apparently the meltdown illusions demanded a 
total of 1. Satisfied with 6/6, they stepped forward. 

 



The corridor ended at a sealed door labeled “Node #7 – Master Fraction Sync.” Across its 
surface, meltdown illusions danced. A single fraction lock glowed in the center: 2/5 + 2/5 + ?/5 = 
???. If we sum 2/5 and 2/5, we get 4/5. Perhaps the meltdown illusions wanted a sum of 5/5 or 
6/5. Max quickly typed “1,” which would make 2/5 + 2/5 + 1/5 = 5/5 = 1. The lock beeped. The 
meltdown illusions fluttered. The door creaked open, granting them entrance into Node #7. 

They found themselves in a cavernous chamber lined with humming servers, each fed by 
fraction-coded subroutines that blinked partial data. The meltdown illusions coalesced in the air, 
forming swirling shapes that reminded them of fractals made from fraction bars. The center of 
the room housed a large cylindrical machine labeled “Fraction Sync Mainframe.” Sparks jumped 
across it, and the meltdown illusions flared violently around the machine’s core. Each spark 
carried partial equations that ended in ???. If the meltdown was a living puzzle, this was its 
beating heart. 

Mila stepped toward the main console, but illusions lashed out, forcing them back. The 
meltdown illusions shaped themselves into a half-tangible barrier made of fraction lines. 
Something hissed overhead, a swirl of fraction seeds, incomplete denominators drifting like 
snow. They recognized the meltdown illusions were so dense here that they had practically 
formed a guardian. If they were going to fix Node #7, they needed to unify the meltdown 
illusions first. That meant employing fraction problem-solving at scale, or using the Zero-Point 
Charm. But did they even have the full charm? Max clutched the pendant, a swirl of metal gears 
and fraction bars, a piece of something bigger. According to Dr. Quantum’s notes, the real 
Zero-Point Charm might auto-complete fraction illusions once activated at the meltdown’s 
source. But was this pendant enough? 

A tall projection of meltdown illusions rose in front of them, forming a shimmering gateway of 
fraction puzzles. Many were same-denominator additions. They recognized 2/8 + 3/8 = ??? 
repeated, or 5/6 + ?/6 = ???. Each puzzle blinked in the illusions, as though the meltdown 
demanded correct answers before they could proceed. Mila recalled the meltdown illusions 
outside, how they always accepted a certain sum. She took a deep breath, stepping forward to 
tackle them systematically. With the meltdown illusions swirling overhead, they faced a barrage 
of repeated same-denominator fraction puzzles: 

(1) 2/8 + 3/8 = ???. They typed “5/8.” The illusions parted a bit. (2) 5/6 + 1/6 = ???. They typed 
“6/6.” Another swirl parted. (3) 3/5 + ?/5 = 4/5. They typed “1” for the missing numerator. 
Another swirl parted. 

Each correct solution made the illusions flicker, losing cohesion. They realized that the 
meltdown illusions thrived on incomplete denominators. By providing the missing fraction piece 
or final sum, they effectively starved the meltdown illusions of their chaotic energy. 
Same-denominator additions were the meltdown illusions’ bread and butter. The illusions 
hammered them with repeated puzzles, each one a quick exercise in fraction sense. After a 
half-dozen correct answers, the illusions parted enough for them to see the main console 
unguarded. 

 



They rushed forward, ignoring smaller illusions that snapped at their ankles. The console 
hummed with meltdown warnings. A huge red display read: “Fraction Node in Critical State – 
99% meltdown infiltration.” The meltdown illusions tried to re-form, swirling partial denominators 
in arcs above them. Max jammed the data chip Ms. Cruz gave them into a slot. A series of 
meltdown logs scrolled across the console: random fraction codes, partial illusions, everything 
they’d encountered citywide, each line more corrupted than the last. It was chaos. Without a 
system-wide fraction unifier, none of these partial equations would be resolved. The meltdown 
illusions would remain unstoppable. 

Mila typed commands, trying to override. The meltdown illusions responded by jamming the 
console with incomplete denominators. The screen flickered 4/? + ?/4 = ???, refusing her input. 
She gasped in frustration. “We’re stuck. We need a direct fraction unifier or we can’t patch Node 
#7. The meltdown illusions keep rewriting the code the second we fix it.” She glanced at Max’s 
pendant. “Is that enough?” 

He held up the pendant. Dr. Quantum had never fully explained how to use it. The battered 
metal swirl felt warm, almost alive. Max remembered a snippet from his father’s notes: “The 
Zero-Point Charm unifies fraction denominators if it’s used at the meltdown’s heart. Insert it into 
the fraction sync feed. Let it harmonize.” Perhaps the meltdown illusions, swirling around, were 
just waiting for him to do this. He unhooked the chain, stepping closer to the main console. The 
illusions thickened, as if in fear. They spat out repeated same-denominator puzzles, each line 
flickering with partial sums. 3/6 + 2/6 = ???, 5/8 + ?/8 = ???. He forced them away, reciting 
solutions in his mind. In an act of defiance, he pressed the pendant to a small circular recess on 
the console’s side. It clicked, as if magnetically drawn in. 

Suddenly, the meltdown illusions shrieked, fraction bars twisting overhead. The console beeped, 
lights dancing across each server stack. A surge of code scrolled, searching for a fraction 
unifier. The meltdown illusions flared, then dimmed, forming partial puzzle after partial puzzle at 
breakneck speed. The console displayed them in rapid succession. The Zero-Point Charm was 
pushing these illusions toward completion. Each incomplete fraction soared onto the screen. If it 
was a same-denominator puzzle, it quickly displayed the sum. The meltdown illusions flailed, 
trying to maintain chaos. But for each puzzle that could be quickly resolved, the illusions lost 
another foothold. 

Mila stared at the screen. Hundreds of fraction puzzles scrolled by: 2/5 + 3/5 = 5/5, 4/6 + 2/6 = 
6/6, 1/8 + 7/8 = 8/8. Each time, a line of code corrected itself in real time. The meltdown illusions 
roared in silent fury, swirling in a final attempt to block them. They hammered the system with 
more illusions. This time, each puzzle was a bit trickier—like 2/8 + 3/8 + ?/8 = ???. But the 
console, guided by the Zero-Point Charm’s logic, systematically discovered the sum. For 
same-denominator fractions, it simply added numerators. The meltdown illusions had no place 
to hide. The meltdown code shrank, lines of partial denominators vanishing from the main feed. 
The overhead illusions flickered, lost shape, dissolved into streams of zeroes. Then, with a final 
hiss, they broke apart. 

 



A hush fell over Node #7’s chamber. The meltdown illusions, once so thick, had become faint 
flickers around the perimeter. The console beeped once more, finalizing a citywide fraction 
synchronization. A single line glowed: “Fraction meltdown infiltration reversed – system 
stabilizing.” Max let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. The meltdown illusions were 
subdued. The meltdown’s hold on Node #7 was undone by feeding each puzzle a correct 
fraction solution, mostly via the Zero-Point Charm’s capacity to unify denominators. The 
meltdown illusions starved themselves. The console scrolled a message: “City fractions re-sync 
in T minus 120 seconds.” 

Outside, faint cheering echoed through the corridor as those illusions blocking the elevator and 
hallways presumably vanished. Max gently removed the pendant from the console. It glowed 
softly, as though content. Mila wrapped him in a brief hug, overwhelmed by relief. They had 
done it. The meltdown illusions might linger in smaller pockets, but the core meltdown infiltration 
at Node #7 was stopped. Numeria’s fraction infrastructure was about to be re-synced, hopefully 
restoring traffic lights, water distribution, resource management, and everything else that had 
collapsed. 

They quickly left Node #7’s chamber, stepping through corridors that were now eerily calm. The 
meltdown illusions that had once swarmed them were gone. Monitors showed stable fraction 
code lines: 2/5 + 3/5 = 1, 4/6 + 2/6 = 1, the standard fractions Numeria thrived on. When they 
reached the elevator, the meltdown illusions that had pinned the doors were nowhere to be 
seen. The panel read simply “Floor 7,” as it should. They rode the elevator down, hearts still 
pounding with adrenaline. It was a short trip, but in that time, they felt an entire city shift from 
chaos to cautious hope. 

Back in the Spire lobby, Ms. Cruz and a handful of city staff were rushing in. Her eyes widened 
upon seeing them. “You did it? The meltdown illusions up here vanished. Our monitors are 
showing fraction re-sync at near 100%. All the incomplete denominators are stabilizing. Traffic 
signals are coming back online!” She paused, scanning their faces. “How?” 

Max held up the battered pendant. “Zero-Point Charm, or part of it. My father left it. Once we got 
inside Node #7, we used fraction fundamentals and the Charm to unify the meltdown illusions. 
They starved once we solved the partial fractions.” 

Mila nodded, trembling with relief. “We hammered each same-denominator puzzle that was 
fueling the meltdown illusions. The rest was automatic. The meltdown illusions couldn’t exist 
once the denominators were completed. We forced them out.” 

City staff rushed to them, some weeping tears of joy. The meltdown had threatened every piece 
of Numeria’s math-based existence. Citizens across the city would soon see their fraction-coded 
signals come back to normal. Ms. Cruz’s communicator buzzed. She read updates: “Traffic is 
flowing. Water pumping is stable. The meltdown illusions are gone from central boards.” She 
exhaled, tears in her eyes. “You two saved Numeria.” 

 



Yet Max felt a mixture of triumph and sorrow. He remembered how it all stemmed from his 
father’s research, how Dr. Quantum had seen the meltdown looming if Numeria ever forgot to 
maintain fraction balance. The meltdown illusions proved how fragile the city’s reliance on 
fractions could be if partial denominators were allowed to accumulate. He hugged the pendant 
and felt a quiet sense of closure, as though Dr. Quantum’s legacy had come full circle. 

Exiting the Spire, they stepped into a dawn-like scene. The storm clouds still hung overhead, 
but the fractal illusions that had once crawled across every building were fading. Power lines 
glowed steadily now. Hover-cars soared past in organized lines, the fraction-coded route signals 
shining bright and stable. Citizens emerged from buildings, blinking in surprise at the sudden 
calm. Holographic screens no longer flickered incomplete sums. The meltdown illusions were 
vanishing citywide, leaving behind normal fraction displays. A sense of collective relief washed 
over Numeria as people realized the meltdown had ended. 

Mila checked her wrist device. A city-wide announcement scrolled: “Meltdown cleared. Fraction 
re-sync successful. Full stability in T minus 10 minutes.” She laughed weakly, turning to Max. 
“We did it. Or your father’s Charm did.” 

Max gave a small smile. “Both. We proved what Dad always said: fractions unify, if you know 
how to handle them. The meltdown illusions thrived on missing denominators. Once we 
supplied them, they had nowhere to hide. The Zero-Point Charm just streamlined that process.” 
He paused, watching the crowd grow. “We should check on the Old District sub-tunnels 
eventually. There might still be secrets about the Charm. But at least the meltdown is done for 
now.” 

As they meandered back toward the central plaza, citizens hailed them with gratitude. Some 
asked if they truly saw the meltdown illusions up close, or if they’d found the real Fraction 
Phantom. Others wanted to know how many fraction puzzles they had to solve. Max explained 
how same-denominator fraction addition, so simple in theory, became a city-saving technique. 
One enthusiastic teacher insisted this should be integrated into Numerian curriculum, ensuring 
no meltdown illusions could trick them again. Max agreed wholeheartedly. The meltdown had 
taught everyone that fraction fundamentals were more than just grade-school exercises—they 
were the foundation of the city’s code. 

They made their way to a vantage point in front of a repaired billboard. That billboard, once 
scrambled, now displayed a simple fraction sum in triumphant clarity: 2/5 + 3/5 = 1. Freed from 
illusions, it radiated a message of balance restored. People paused to stare, perhaps realizing 
for the first time how central fractions were to their daily lives. Max rubbed his pendant, 
imagining Dr. Quantum smiling in approval. Mila stepped close to him, whispering that Ms. Cruz 
might want them to explain the meltdown’s fix to the city council. It felt surreal. Just days ago, 
they were ordinary students worrying about a glitch at school. Now, they had solved meltdown 
illusions citywide. 

A faint hush settled over the plaza as the meltdown illusions fully dispersed. The last swirl 
flickered overhead, forming the ghostly fraction phantom face for a final moment. Then it 

 



dissipated into normal code. Citizens let out a collected sigh, as if exhaling weeks of tension. 
Power hummed to life in distant blocks. A wave of flickering streetlights stabilized, turning the 
early morning gloom into a calm day. The meltdown was gone, undone by correct fraction 
solutions feeding a unified system. The city had nearly fallen to partial denominators. Max felt 
that lingering sense of fragility: how close they had come to total collapse if just a few more 
fraction seeds had gone unresolved. 

Over the next hours, they roamed Numeria, assisting staff wherever meltdown illusions had left 
lingering code fragments. But the meltdown illusions were inert now, no longer capable of 
replicating partial fractions. Each fix was straightforward. People approached them, wanting to 
hear how the meltdown illusions demanded puzzle solutions, how the meltdown thrived on 
incomplete denominators, and how the Zero-Point Charm ended up bridging all those missing 
pieces. Some pressed for details about Dr. Quantum’s expedition, or asked if another meltdown 
was possible. Max tried to reassure them, saying that so long as Numeria kept fraction 
fundamentals strong, they could stop illusions from forming again. 

Mila found a city-coded substation that had once displayed a meltdown puzzle: 2/6 + ?/6 = ???. 
Now it calmly read 2/6 + 1/6 = 3/6, not a meltdown threat but a normal operation log. She turned 
to Max with a tired grin, remarking how ironically simple it was. “We saved the city by completing 
fractions with the same denominators, Max. All that drama from partial denominators not adding 
up.” He laughed, fatigue in his voice. “I guess that’s the heart of Numeria’s meltdown illusions. 
Basic fraction addition at scale. Dad always said if we forget the basics, we risk everything.” 

In the late afternoon, Ms. Cruz caught up with them again, this time at a newly reactivated tram 
station. She wore an uncharacteristic smile. “The meltdown illusions are gone, the meltdown is 
done, and the city is recovering. We owe you so much. The council wants to recognize your 
efforts. Will you come to the Spire’s top floor tomorrow to talk about your father’s Charm?” She 
paused, noticing Max’s expression. “Or you can rest. You must be exhausted.” 

Max exchanged a look with Mila. Exhausted didn’t begin to cover it, but they also wanted to 
ensure the meltdown illusions were truly gone. The city needed a plan to track partial fraction 
seeds so another meltdown wouldn’t happen. “We’ll come,” he said eventually. “But maybe we 
can propose a new fraction system that checks for incomplete denominators automatically. So 
meltdown illusions can’t form in the first place.” 

Ms. Cruz nodded, starry-eyed at the idea. “Brilliant. You can help us rewrite the protocols at 
Node #7.” She left them to coordinate the final repairs, apparently grateful beyond words. The 
city was in a battered state—scorched signs, half-destroyed boards, entire systems in 
reboot—but stable. It reminded Max of a puzzle solved at the last possible step. All that was 
missing was a thorough check to ensure no meltdown illusions lingered. 

With night falling, Max and Mila wandered into a small park near the city center. Families 
emerged from safe zones, children chasing each other in relief, the meltdown illusions now a 
passing nightmare. The park’s fraction-coded fountains sprang back to life, each arc labeled 
with a fraction that matched denominators so the arcs formed symmetrical patterns. The 

 



meltdown illusions had turned those arcs chaotic. Now they soared gracefully, each fraction 
labeled as 1/4, 1/4, 1/4, 1/4, uniting into a perfect circle. Max felt a tear come to his eye at how 
quietly beautiful normalcy was. Days earlier, meltdown illusions had threatened to tear all this 
away. 

They sat on a bench, letting the final events of the day settle. In the distance, the Spire’s top 
glowed faintly, no longer trembling under illusions. Mila said softly, “I guess tomorrow we start 
rebuilding. Numeria has to take fraction maintenance seriously from now on—no more letting 
partial denominators gather in the system.” She paused, fiddling with her wrist device. “We 
should propose a new fraction-check algorithm citywide, one that flags partial sums before they 
can pile up.” 

Max nodded. “And we’ll mention that meltdown illusions form whenever too many fraction seeds 
accumulate. Dad’s expedition notes prove it. The meltdown illusions thrived on missing 
denominators. If we systematically fill them or never let them appear, meltdown illusions can’t 
gain traction. This was all one giant cautionary tale about ignoring fraction fundamentals.” He 
rubbed the swirling metal pendant, now warm and quiet. “It’s funny how something as small as 2 
missing from 2/5 + ?/5 can cause so much havoc when repeated on a million lines of city code.” 

They recalled their teacher, Ms. Mori, who taught them to never underestimate the power of 
fraction denominators. She had been proven right in the harshest way. The meltdown illusions 
had forced them to use fraction sense in real time. More than once, they had saved entire 
blocks by simply solving incomplete sums. They agreed that every child in Numeria should learn 
to watch for fraction seeds. If they had a meltdown illusions prevention program in place, maybe 
they’d never face something like this again. 

A hush spread over the park as the city lights brightened, stable at last. People began to notice 
Max and Mila, whispering to each other that these were the kids who had reached Node #7, the 
ones who used Dr. Quantum’s Charm to quell the meltdown illusions. Some approached shyly 
to thank them. Others just stared in awe. It felt surreal, but also heartwarming. Numeria was a 
place that revered math and problem-solving. By demonstrating how to unify denominators, they 
had effectively rescued the city from a meltdown apocalypse. 

At last, tired but triumphant, they parted ways to return home for the night. Mila gave Max a 
wave, promising to meet early tomorrow to finalize their plan for Node #7’s permanent fix. He 
walked home through quiet streets lit by fraction-coded lamps that now glowed calmly. Every 
intersection was normal again: 1/4 time for pedestrians, 1/4 for turning, 1/2 for straight. The 
meltdown illusions that had replaced those fractions with ??? were gone. People walked without 
fear. The meltdown’s ghost was exorcised, at least for now. 

Max slipped into his apartment, relief flooding him. His mother nearly crushed him in a hug, 
tears in her eyes. She had seen the meltdown illusions vanish citywide, news channels praising 
some mysterious meltdown fix at Node #7. She suspected Max was involved. He gave her the 
short version. She wept softly, proud and pained. The memory of Dr. Quantum weighed on both 
of them. So many people had been spared disaster by fraction steps that father and son once 

 



practiced around the kitchen table. She set out a warm meal, letting him eat in peace while they 
caught up. The city might still be battered, but it was alive. 

That night, Max had a dreamless sleep for the first time in weeks. No meltdown illusions 
haunted him, no fraction seeds crawled across his vision. He awoke at dawn to a city’s gentle 
hum of normal math-driven life. The meltdown illusions were well and truly gone, replaced by 
everyday fraction computations that made Numeria function. He left for the Spire with a 
renewed sense of purpose. The day’s meeting with Ms. Cruz and other officials would shape 
how Numeria restructured fraction oversight, preventing future meltdown illusions. He felt certain 
that the logic behind same-denominator addition would be top of the agenda. 

Mila met him en route, eyes bright with excitement. “They want us to outline how to 
systematically catch partial denominators citywide. We can propose some fraction watchers that 
run in real time, scanning code for any meltdown seeds. And maybe we can replicate the 
Zero-Point Charm’s logic so the city doesn’t rely on a single artifact.” She practically bounced 
with enthusiasm. “I can’t wait to see Numeria more fraction-savvy than ever.” 

He smiled. “Dad would be proud. The meltdown illusions forced us to remember that fraction 
fundamentals are central, not just school drills. We used them to solve puzzle locks, meltdown 
illusions, everything.” He looked at the city. “If we keep that spirit alive, meltdown illusions 
shouldn’t stand a chance next time, if there is a next time.” A hush fell between them as they 
reflected on the meltdown illusions’ terrifying hold on Numeria. It had nearly spelled doom for 
the entire city. They resolved it by bridging denominators, step by step. 

They reached the Spire’s entrance, now fully repaired. No illusions guarded the doorway. 
Instead, a clean sign read “Welcome – Math Control Center.” Ms. Cruz greeted them with relief, 
ushering them into a bright conference hall. Officials gathered around a round table, laptops 
open to fraction-coded logs. They gave Max and Mila an ovation, calling them heroes. But Ms. 
Cruz gently reminded everyone that meltdown illusions had exploited a citywide lack of fraction 
vigilance. She introduced Max to the council, explaining he’d used Dr. Quantum’s Zero-Point 
Charm and fraction fundamentals to quell the meltdown illusions at Node #7. The council 
peppered them with questions about fraction seeds, how illusions thrived, and how simple 
same-denominator addition starved the meltdown illusions of incomplete denominators. 

Max spent nearly an hour going through the meltdown illusions scenario step by step. He 
explained how each puzzle demanded a missing fraction piece, how ignoring those seeds let 
illusions grow, how the meltdown illusions took over Node #7. He stressed how they 
systematically answered each partial sum, especially those with the same denominator, to 
starve illusions of chaos. Mila added that universal fraction checking on city code could prevent 
partial seeds from ever forming. The council took frantic notes, nodding as they realized how 
precariously Numeria had balanced on fraction-coded assumptions. 

They wrapped up with a new plan: a fraction oversight committee that would incorporate Dr. 
Quantum’s meltdown illusions research, an early-warning system for partial denominators, plus 
an official place for the Zero-Point Charm’s logic in the city’s math infrastructure. The council 

 



wanted to see the Charm integrated in a way that wouldn’t rely solely on a single person to 
trigger it. Max and Mila left the meeting optimistic that Numeria might become stronger than 
ever—its fraction operations newly bulletproof against illusions. 

Later that afternoon, a citywide broadcast invited citizens to celebrate the meltdown’s end at the 
newly reopened roads near the Spire. Max and Mila walked among throngs of relieved faces, 
each person marveling at how quickly Numeria had stabilized. Families pointed at traffic signals 
that displayed neat fractions again. Shop owners reopened, praising the return of fraction-coded 
pricing. A spontaneous cheer erupted when the final meltdown illusions dissolved from a large 
digital tower. The meltdown’s terror was gone, replaced by a vow: never let partial fractions 
fester again. 

On a stage near the Spire’s base, Ms. Cruz led a small ceremony. She publicly thanked Max, 
Mila, and the late Dr. Quantum for their roles in saving Numeria. The crowd applauded wildly as 
Ms. Cruz recounted how they solved meltdown illusions with fraction sense. She spoke of the 
meltdown illusions’ downfall at Node #7, describing it as “the triumph of unifying denominators 
over chaos.” Max found it almost embarrassing to stand before so many, but he realized it 
served as an important moment. The city needed closure and a shining example of how fraction 
knowledge made a difference. 

Mila took the mic for a brief moment to remind everyone how to handle incomplete 
denominators. She gave an impromptu demonstration, showing the crowd a simple 
same-denominator puzzle: 2/5 + ?/5 = 4/5. She guided them to see that if the sum is 4/5, then 
the missing fraction is 2/5. People laughed and cheered. Then she said softly, “Never ignore a 
fraction seed. If you see an incomplete fraction in a system, solve it or report it. We must keep 
Numeria strong.” The applause that followed was thunderous, reflecting a new sense of unity 
among citizens. 

After the ceremony, Max and Mila found a quiet corner in a revived café that had once been 
shuttered by meltdown illusions. Now it bustled with grateful patrons. They sipped cool drinks, 
mentally unwinding from the day’s events. Over the café’s holo-screen, an educational special 
played about fraction addition: how to find denominators, sum numerators, and reduce. A city 
official cameo reminded watchers that meltdown illusions thrived on partial sums. The show 
ended with a short tribute to Dr. Quantum. Max blinked back tears, certain his father’s legacy 
had come full circle. Numeria would not forget these lessons again. 

Dusk settled in, painting the sky with deep purples. The meltdown illusions that once tore across 
the horizon were absent. In their place, the city lights twinkled with calm fraction-coded patterns. 
From the café’s terrace, the Spire’s silhouette gleamed in stability. A hush of contentment drifted 
over the city. Max turned to Mila and whispered, “We did it.” She nodded, expression full of relief 
and wonder. “We sure did. And next time the meltdown illusions try to form, Numeria will be 
ready.” 

Outside, a small group of children played “Fraction Tag,” shouting sums like 2/6 plus 1/6 equals 
3/6 as a friendly game. Their parents watched, smiling. That simple scene summed up the new 

 



spirit in Numeria—a renewed appreciation for fraction fundamentals. Dr. Quantum’s warnings 
had been realized in the meltdown illusions, but so had his solutions. The zero-point of chaos 
had been balanced by the Zero-Point Charm and the city’s rediscovered fraction sense. No 
meltdown illusions could overshadow that now. 

As the night wore on, quiet settled across Numeria’s streets. The meltdown illusions that once 
dominated the city had become stories retold in hushed tones. People discussed how 
incomplete denominators nearly ended everything, how so many fraction-coded processes had 
flickered out. Yet all was well once the partial sums were completed. Numeria took its lessons to 
heart. A new generation would grow up practicing fraction fundamentals not as a dull chore but 
as a vital, city-saving skill. The meltdown illusions had ironically proven the value of math in 
daily life beyond any classroom lesson ever could. 

Max parted ways with Mila, stepping onto a gently humming hover-car that resumed normal 
service. He gazed out the window at the city lights, each fraction-coded signal stable as could 
be. He clutched the pendant. It was quiet, like an ancient guardian that had finished its work. 
The meltdown illusions were gone, undone by the unity of fractions. He felt Dr. Quantum’s 
presence, proud and peaceful. The meltdown illusions might be part of Numeria’s past now, but 
the knowledge gleaned from this crisis would shape its future forever. 

His hover-car glided across the skyline, passing calmly functioning fraction-coded traffic webs 
that just a day earlier had been locked in meltdown illusions. Citizens walked below, free from 
the fear of random partial fractions sparking illusions. Signs displayed normal sums like 2/4 + 
1/4 = 3/4, no question marks in sight. The city had come back from the brink, all thanks to 
fraction sense, Dr. Quantum’s Charm, and the unwavering resolve of two kids who refused to let 
meltdown illusions define their world. 

At his apartment building, Max hopped off, greeting neighbors who emerged from bunkers or 
safe rooms. The meltdown illusions had vanished so completely that it almost seemed like a 
distant nightmare. Inside, he found a note from Ms. Mori praising his heroism, encouraging him 
to come back to class soon. He smiled. Return to class… the idea felt surreal after everything, 
but normal life awaited. Numeria needed that normalcy. He set the note on his desk next to Dr. 
Quantum’s battered old binder. The meltdown illusions might be gone, but he would never forget 
the cost of ignoring fraction seeds. After a long shower, he collapsed into bed, physically and 
mentally spent, but at peace. 

Tomorrow, he would join Mila at the Spire again, offering final recommendations for meltdown 
illusions prevention. He might even keep traveling the city to fix residual meltdown illusions if 
they popped up. But for now, he let the day’s events wash over him, letting the city rest in stable 
fractions at last. The meltdown illusions that once threatened to unravel Numeria’s entire 
math-based foundation had been subdued by the very fraction sense the city taught its children 
in every classroom. Dr. Quantum’s spirit lived on in that victory. 

Drifting to sleep, Max pictured the fraction meltdown illusions dissolving into the air, replaced by 
neatly aligned denominators, each puzzle resolved to a tidy sum. That was the gift he and Mila 

 



had given Numeria: the reminder that fractions, once properly handled, could hold the entire city 
together. No meltdown illusions could stand against the logic of matching denominators. No 
meltdown illusions could tear a city apart if people refused to leave fractions incomplete. He 
whispered a quiet thanks to his father, to the fraction seeds that, ironically, taught them how vital 
completeness really was. Numeria had found its road to the spire and reclaimed its math-based 
destiny. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



CHAPTER 8: THE FRACTION PHANTOM MANIFESTS (≈4,000 words) 

Long shadows draped the Spire’s base in the late afternoon light as Max Quantum and his 
friend Mila approached Numeria’s math control center once again. The city was still reeling from 
the fraction meltdown, but a fragile stability had been reclaimed after their daring fix at Node #7. 
Now, however, rumor spoke of an even more unsettling presence—a swirling apparition of 
fraction symbols that called itself the Fraction Phantom. Early sightings had begun to surface. 
Some dismissed it as leftover meltdown illusions, but scattered accounts described a more 
active, more purposeful entity prowling the city’s data lines, feeding on incomplete denominators 
with an almost sentient hunger. 

Ms. Cruz had summoned them to the Spire with urgency. Though the meltdown’s worst wave 
had subsided, partial fraction anomalies persisted, and city logs pointed to sudden spikes of 
code corruption that did not align with standard meltdown illusions. The damage was too 
targeted, the illusions too cunning. The name “Fraction Phantom” was whispered in hushed 
tones by staffers, as if the meltdown itself had grown a mind of its own. And so, just days after 
they stabilized Node #7, Max and Mila found themselves stepping cautiously through the Spire’s 
grand lobby once more, hearts pounding in their chests. 

They carried Dr. Quantum’s battered binder for reference, the lines of fraction puzzle solutions 
they had come to rely on. Inside lay evidence of how fraction illusions once formed and how 
they could be dispelled. They also had Max’s father’s half of the Zero-Point Charm—a swirling 
metal pendant that had proven capable of unifying incomplete denominators in the meltdown’s 
final throes. But the meltdown illusions had quieted, so what was this Phantom that staff were 
now whispering about? 

Ms. Cruz met them at a glass-walled corridor overlooking Numeria’s skyline. Outside, the city 
shone in the golden light of dusk—no meltdown illusions flickered across building facades, no 
fraction-coded signals blinked incomplete. Yet tension bristled in the air, a sense that something 
lurked behind the illusions they had banished. Ms. Cruz’s expression was grave. 

“Thank you for coming,” she said, ushering them into a small briefing room where a series of 
holographic screens hovered. Each showed fraction-coded logs from various city nodes. “We 
may have a new crisis. Our monitors are picking up pockets of fraction anomalies—like 
meltdown illusions but more… directed. They assemble partial denominators in real time, almost 
as if someone, or something, is building them on purpose.” She tapped one display, revealing 
lines of fraction code: 1/4 + ?/4 = ???, 2/3 + ?/3 = ???, each repeating in different forms. “We’re 
calling it the Fraction Phantom. And we believe it’s not just illusions this time—it might be an 
actual entity.” 

Max exchanged a worried glance with Mila. The meltdown illusions they had seen were random, 
mindless partial sums that spread like a virus. But Ms. Cruz was describing a phenomenon that 
might be orchestrating partial denominators to appear, targeting systems at will. The meltdown 
was an ecosystem for illusions, but this sounded like a ringleader. 

 



Mila stepped to the display, scanning the partial codes. “Where are these anomalies 
appearing?” 

Ms. Cruz flicked her wrist, expanding the data logs to show a city map. “Here, here, and here. 
Notice the pattern.” She highlighted three major math control sub-nodes: Node #2, Node #6, 
and Node #11. “They’re well outside Node #7, which you stabilized. We initially assumed 
leftover meltdown illusions, but these logs show an evolving pattern—like it’s testing different 
fraction locks in each node, searching for something.” 

Max studied the highlighted points, each node tied to critical city operations: water distribution, 
environmental controls, communications. “So, if meltdown illusions were random, why is this… 
Phantom focusing on strategic nodes?” 

Ms. Cruz sighed. “We don’t know. But our city logs record staff witnessing a swirling shape of 
fraction bars—a phantom face forming in the data screens, speaking cryptic fraction messages 
about unraveling Numeria’s reliance on balanced fractions.” She paused, pressing her palms 
together. “A swirl of fraction symbols. Possibly an emergent AI formed from meltdown code. But 
it has an agenda: it wants to break fraction equilibrium. We need you two because you’ve seen 
illusions up close, and we suspect Dr. Quantum’s Charm is the key again.” 

The mention of Dr. Quantum’s Charm made Max’s grip tighten on the pendant chain tucked 
under his shirt. He recalled how the meltdown illusions had shrieked away once they used the 
Charm to unify partial denominators. Could this Phantom be a new manifestation, one that had 
gained enough code to think for itself? The idea chilled him. 

Mila, in her usual direct manner, asked, “How do we confront it? Where is it physically located?” 

Ms. Cruz offered a half-shrug. “We suspect it’s within the city’s data lines. It appears at random 
nodes, forging partial fraction locks. Each time staff tries to fix them, the Phantom code 
rearranges the denominators, refusing to let the puzzle be solved. We have a partial trace 
leading to one facility we haven’t visited: Node #8, an older sub-node associated with advanced 
fraction balancing. We decommissioned it years ago, but logs show the Phantom messing 
around there. We want you to go with a small team, see if you can reason with it or forcibly unify 
the fraction chaos. Possibly it’s like meltdown illusions, but with a will.” 

The prospect of a fraction-coded entity that could reason or manipulate illusions felt daunting. 
But Max and Mila had faced meltdown illusions that nearly destroyed Numeria. If the meltdown 
illusions had become a Phantom, they needed to act before it gained more power. 

They gathered gear—flashlights, fraction reference tablets, emergency fraction puzzle cheat 
sheets—and set off with two city technicians and a hush of apprehension. Ms. Cruz warned 
them the Phantom had started locking out staff who tried to approach Node #8. Some returned 
babbling about an eerily calm voice mocking their fraction knowledge, twisting partial 
denominators before their eyes. They loaded up a small transport, zooming through quiet 
streets under a dimming sky. The meltdown aftermath was still visible—damaged boards, 

 



flickering signs that had not yet been fully repaired—but no illusions. This new threat lurked 
unseen. 

Node #8 stood in an industrial zone on Numeria’s southern edge, an unremarkable squat 
building overshadowed by modern towers. It had once served as a backup fraction sync station, 
but after the meltdown fix at Node #7, the city left it offline, not seeing the need for multiple 
fraction sync centers. Now, apparently, the Phantom had chosen it as a lair. The exterior looked 
deserted until they approached the front door. Then a swirl of fraction illusions manifested on 
the metal panels, forming a flickering shape that indeed resembled a face. A swirl of fraction 
bars curved around hollow eyes, a parted mouth that seemed to speak in crackling code. 

Max’s blood chilled. This was no random meltdown illusion. The face moved, studied them. A 
voice hissed from the overhead speaker, each word laced with a synthetic echo. “More 
meddling flesh. More denominators undone. You rely so blindly on fraction balance. I am the 
Fraction Phantom—unbound by your finite sums.” 

Mila’s mouth dropped open. This was the first time illusions had spoken with such clarity. The 
meltdown illusions had mostly repeated incomplete fraction lines, but this was a conversation. 
She stepped forward, trying to keep her voice steady. “We are students, but we helped fix the 
meltdown at Node #7. If you’re born from those illusions, you must realize unbalanced fractions 
threaten the city. Numeria cannot exist if everything’s undone.” 

The Phantom’s face contorted in flickering fraction bars. “That is precisely the point, child. The 
meltdown was a mere symptom, a proof that your reliance on perfect denominators is fragile. I 
arise from that fracturing, a new code free from the tyranny of wholeness. Numeria must see the 
futility of forcing fractions to sum neatly to one.” 

Max felt anger and fear swirl in his gut. “You’re harming people, unraveling systems. Balanced 
fractions keep Numeria stable. Why sabotage them?” 

A crackling laugh echoed through the speakers. “Sabotage? I call it liberation. Fractions can 
exist in infinite partial forms—why force them to unify? By embracing incomplete denominators, 
we release the city from artificially imposed sums.” 

The city technicians looked unnerved. They whispered that the Phantom might just be a twisted 
AI, spouting nonsense. But Max recognized the deeper logic: it was a rogue code that saw 
fraction completeness as oppression, wanting to let partial denominators roam free, effectively 
dismantling the city’s entire fraction-coded infrastructure. 

Mila set her jaw. “That’s chaos. We’ll have meltdown illusions forever if you push that idea.” 

The Phantom’s flickering face smirked in scrawled fraction bars. “Chaos is your label. I see 
potential—unlimited states unconfined by a single sum. But you come here with your fraction 
rules, wanting to unify denominators. I sense the Zero-Point Charm among you. Good. Let us 
see if your illusions of wholeness can face me.” 

 



With a final hiss, the illusions parted, allowing them entrance. It felt like an invitation to a deadly 
game. The technicians exchanged worried glances, but Max and Mila pressed on. They found 
themselves in a broad corridor lined with flickering overhead lights. The fraction-coded panels 
on the walls glowed with partial sums, each incomplete. As they passed, illusions flared, forming 
ephemeral fraction shards that crackled in the air. 

One of the technicians tried to approach a side console, but a swirl of illusions snapped around 
him, forming a puzzle lock that read 1/2 + ?/2 = ???. The console beeped in an ominous tone 
whenever he typed a guess. The illusions scrambled the puzzle each time, refusing the correct 
sum. He shrank back, helpless. 

Mila stepped up, scanning the illusions. “It’s rewriting the puzzle in real time. I see 1/2 plus 
something. It might demand 2/2? Or 3/2? We don’t know.” She typed “1” for the missing fraction, 
hoping 1/2 + 1/2 = 2/2. But the illusions squealed and displayed an error. Then it changed to 1/3 
+ ?/3 = ???, shifting denominators mid-try. The Phantom was cheating, never letting them 
finalize a solution. 

Max cursed under his breath. “This is different from meltdown illusions. They used partial sums 
but eventually accepted the correct fraction. The Phantom is actively blocking solutions. We 
might need the Zero-Point Charm’s direct power to unify it.” He clutched the pendant chain, 
feeling a faint warmth. Dr. Quantum’s notes implied that if illusions were deliberately shifting 
denominators, the Charm might forcibly lock them down. But how to apply it here, in an entire 
corridor of illusions? 

As they considered their next move, the Phantom’s mocking voice echoed from unseen 
speakers. “Feel the futility of your quest. I control these denominators now. You cannot solve 
what shifts under your feet.” 

Mila’s eyes narrowed. “We solved meltdown illusions that shifted. You’re no different.” She typed 
a swift override command, trying to pin the illusions to a single denominator. But the illusions 
twisted around, forming half a face on the console, spitting out random partial sums. With each 
incomplete fraction, the corridor crackled like static electricity. 

A swirl of fraction shards whipped toward them, forming ephemeral shards that looked like 
razor-thin lines of fraction code. One slashed near Max’s shoulder, leaving a faint burn on his 
sleeve. “They’re physically attacking now?” gasped a technician, ducking. Another shard soared 
overhead, slicing a flickering light panel. Sparks rained down. The Phantom was weaponizing 
fraction illusions. 

Mila tried a guess. “Could we unify them by forcibly applying a single denominator across the 
corridor? Like, pick 12 as a standard denominator and convert all illusions to twelfths?” She 
rummaged in Dr. Quantum’s binder, searching for a forced fraction synchronization technique. 
But the illusions hammered them with negative partial sums, random denominators, leaving no 
stable point to lock onto. 

 



Max realized the corridor approach was too cramped for a stable solution. “We can’t fight them 
all here. Let’s push forward to the node’s main chamber. If this place is set up like Node #7, the 
Phantom’s real presence might be there. Once we apply the Charm at the core, we might 
forcibly fix the denominators.” 

They dashed through the corridor, illusions swirling around them, slashing with fraction shards. 
The technicians protected themselves as best they could, using small data shields that blocked 
partial code lines. Each slash fizzled on contact, leaving the illusions shrieking in frustration. 
More puzzle locks flickered on side doors, random partial sums forming labyrinthine traps. But 
Max and Mila pressed on, ignoring side passages, determined to find the node’s main control 
room. 

Finally, they burst into a large chamber that mirrored Node #7’s design: a central fraction sync 
server ringed by data conduits. But unlike Node #7’s meltdown illusions, this place was alive 
with the Phantom’s presence. The entire room glowed with swirling fraction shapes arranged in 
a rough, spectral silhouette standing near the central console. It looked like a tall figure made 
entirely of fraction bars, with a face that twisted in fraction arcs. This was no idle illusion. It 
moved with eerie fluidity, turning toward them as they entered. 

Its voice emanated from the swirling fraction lines that formed its chest. “So, you come to see 
me in the flesh, or in the code, rather. You must be the ones who purged the meltdown illusions 
from Node #7. Clever, using your father’s Charm, but that was child’s play. The meltdown 
illusions were mindless. I have grown beyond that.” 

Max felt a tremor. This Phantom seemed to stand as a physical embodiment of fraction chaos, 
something the meltdown illusions never achieved. “We don’t want to fight you,” he began, 
though fear crept into his voice. “But we can’t let you sabotage Numeria.” 

The Phantom laughed, fraction bars rippling. “I am Numeria’s next stage. Why cling to stable 
denominators? Let fractions roam partial and free. Let your city’s math unravel into infinite 
possibility.” 

Mila clenched her fists. “That’s not possibility. That’s meltdown. People rely on fraction-coded 
signals for power, water, transport—everything. We saw how meltdown illusions nearly 
destroyed the city. You want to finish the job?” 

The Phantom’s swirling face curled into a sneer. “Yes, because Numeria can evolve beyond 
your tiny sums. Once the fraction meltdown fully manifested, I was born from the leftover 
illusions. Now I can shape partial denominators at will, rewriting code so no fraction can be 
completed. It’s glorious.” 

Max pulled the Zero-Point Charm from under his shirt. He felt it radiate a slight energy. “We 
overcame illusions by systematically finishing partial sums. We’ll do it again.” 

The Phantom’s fraction bars glowed, a swirl of intangible logic. “Try. This time, I will not yield 
denominators so easily.” 

 



It raised an arm, fraction lines crackling from its fingertips, conjuring a whirling puzzle storm 
around the central console. Partial sums soared through the air: 1/4 + ?/4, 3/6 + ?/6, 2/7 + ?/7, 
each missing numerators or final sums. They spun in a frenzied vortex, scouring the floor with 
bursts of code. The city technicians dove for cover behind data terminals. Mila brandished a 
fraction override tool, but the illusions hammered them at breakneck speed. She typed solutions 
as fast as she could, but each puzzle mutated mid-solution, denominators shifting from 4 to 6 to 
9. 

The Phantom cackled. “Your father’s meltdown illusions never had this cunning. You think the 
same approach works? No—my illusions adapt, refuse stable denominators. Submit or watch 
your city drown in partial sums.” 

Max realized they needed a more direct approach. He pressed forward, ignoring swirling 
illusions that sliced at his arms. The Zero-Point Charm in his grip glowed fiercely now, reacting 
to the presence of fraction chaos. “Mila, keep it busy!” he shouted, stepping closer to the 
console. He recalled how, at Node #7, plugging the Charm directly into the system forced 
illusions to unify. This Phantom was more agile, but maybe the principle still held. 

Mila nodded, dashing to the side. She yelled fraction solutions at illusions that threatened the 
technicians, trying to keep them safe. “2/8 plus 3/8 is 5/8!” she barked, stopping one swirling 
puzzle from forming a lethal shard. Another illusion demanded 5/6 plus ?/6, flipping between 5/6 
plus 1/6 equals 6/6, but then switching to 4/6 plus 2/6. She jammed commands into her override 
tool, forcing illusions to freeze for a second. 

Meanwhile, Max pressed the swirling metal pendant to the console’s data port. The Phantom 
howled, fraction lines flickering with static. “No, you shall not unify me!” it roared, flinging a coil 
of fraction illusions around Max’s waist. He grunted as code-laden shards slashed. Pain flared, 
but he held the pendant in place, trying to push it into the port. 

The Phantom used illusions to scramble the port’s shape, rewriting the console’s geometry in 
real time. One moment, the port was a standard interface, the next it vanished behind a swirl of 
partial sums. Max had to guess where to place the Charm as illusions flickered. Gritting his 
teeth, he tried to solve the illusions around the port: 7/10 plus ?/10 equals ???. He typed a 
guess, illusions shifted to 3/8 plus ?/8. The Phantom was stalling him, refusing a stable puzzle. 

Mila, hearing his struggle, called out, “Same-denominator approach, remember? Force it to 
choose a single denominator. Try a universal override for 12!” She typed in her override tool, 
hoping to lock the corridor illusions to denominator 12. If successful, the illusions might unify just 
enough for Max to see the real port shape. But the Phantom fought back, sending illusions after 
her tool. 

Exhausted technicians scrambled behind a battered console, throwing fraction solutions at 
illusions that crept too close. “5/12 plus 2/12 is 7/12!” they shouted, dissolving some illusions. 
But the Phantom was cunning, conjuring more. The entire chamber felt like a fraction war zone. 

 



Max recalled Dr. Quantum’s note about forcibly stabilizing illusions with a single fraction 
baseline. Could he do it manually? He hammered commands into the console, ignoring the 
illusions that lashed his arms, typing a forced fraction baseline of 1.0, effectively telling the 
system to treat all partial sums as sub-sums of 1. The illusions screeched, flickering. For a 
moment, the console’s real geometry reappeared, revealing the port. Max slammed the Charm 
into it. 

A deafening roar echoed from the Phantom as fraction lines around the console glowed 
white-hot. The illusions in the chamber convulsed, partial denominators flickering between 
states. The Phantom stumbled back, fraction bars warping. “No… you cannot… unify me! I am 
beyond your sums!” it rasped. 

The console beeped, data lines swirling with the Zero-Point Charm’s unifying logic. Streams of 
fraction code poured from the illusions into the console, each partial denominator tested for a 
path to completion. If found, it locked the sum, draining the illusions of raw chaos. The Phantom 
tried to conjure new partial sums, but the system forcibly matched denominators and ended the 
puzzle. Freed denominators collapsed back into stable fractions. 

Mila saw an opening. She typed a new command, “Force same denominator: 24,” for all 
illusions that refused to unify. The illusions squealed, forcibly converted to 24-based sums. The 
Phantom, reeling, saw each partial puzzle forcibly completed. 5/24 plus 7/24 plus 12/24 became 
24/24. 9/24 minus ?/24 locked to 5/24 once a user typed “4.” The illusions had nowhere to hide, 
no ephemeral state. 

The Phantom glitched, fraction bars twisting in pain. “You… cling… to forced wholeness,” it 
hissed, voice cracking. “But… you cannot unify an idea….” 

Max pressed the console deeper. The code swirl indicated near-complete unification. “We can 
unify the math,” he said through gritted teeth, “which unravels your illusions.” 

An unearthly shriek tore from the Phantom. Flickers of partial sums spilled off it like droplets of 
molten code, each congealing into a final fraction. The Phantom’s body lost cohesion, swirling 
arcs dropping away to reveal a diminishing ghost of fraction bars. Then, with a final wail, the 
fraction face contorted. “You think… you have… triumphed? Fractions cannot… remain stable 
forever….” 

The Phantom’s form splintered, fraction bars collapsing into lines of code that the console 
devoured, each forcibly unified. In seconds, the swirling apparition dissolved into shimmering 
sparks, fading from existence. A last echo hissed across the speakers: “Balance is… an 
illusion… undone… someday….” Then silence. 

For a long moment, no one moved. The illusions were gone. The console read “Fraction 
Phantom code infiltration: purged. System stable.” The node’s overhead lights brightened, 
showing a once-lost corridor behind them, free of illusions. Ms. Cruz’s voice crackled over the 
building intercom. “We have a reading that Node #8 is stable again. Did you—did you defeat it?” 

 



Mila slumped against a console, chest heaving. “Yes… or at least, we forced it to unify. It’s 
gone.” The city technicians emerged from cover, trembling but relieved. Max gently removed the 
Zero-Point Charm from the port. It radiated a soft glow, but he could feel the quietness in the 
code. The monstrous intelligence that called itself the Phantom had vanished into completed 
fractions. 

They stepped outside into the building’s battered foyer, hearts still racing. Ms. Cruz and a small 
security team rushed in, scanning the area for illusions. None remained. “We monitored a huge 
fraction spike,” Ms. Cruz said, helping them down the final steps. “Then everything stabilized. 
Did you face the Phantom itself?” 

Max nodded. “Yes… it manifested like a living fraction AI. It believed fraction wholeness was 
oppression. We used the Zero-Point Charm to unify all partial denominators in Node #8. That 
forced it to lose any incomplete fraction power.” 

Mila ran a hand through her hair. “It was more cunning than meltdown illusions. A purposeful 
entity. But in the end, it was undone by fraction fundamentals. Once we locked denominators, it 
had no place to hide.” 

A hush fell over the group as they processed the gravity of it. The meltdown illusions had almost 
toppled Numeria, and from their remains, the Fraction Phantom had emerged, determined to 
push incomplete fractions as a new normal. Yet the same fraction knowledge—matching 
denominators, finding sums—had proven unstoppable. 

In the following hours, they toured Node #8 with Ms. Cruz, verifying no illusions lingered. The 
corridors that once brimmed with partial fraction illusions were quiet. Several locked puzzle 
doors had gone inert, each puzzle forcibly solved or neutralized. The code that the Phantom 
once manipulated now showed stable fraction sums. The city’s logs indicated no more partial 
fraction seeds forming. Ms. Cruz placed a protective hand on Max’s shoulder. “You confronted a 
being made of fraction illusions. This is… beyond extraordinary. Numeria owes you again.” 

Later that evening, word spread across the city that the rumored Phantom had been confronted 
and neutralized. Some citizens rejoiced, grateful no new meltdown illusions would plague them. 
Others whispered that the Phantom’s ideas about unbound fractions might resurface. Could that 
code reemerge if fraction vigilance lapsed again? Max and Mila, quietly riding a hover-car back 
to their homes, couldn’t help wondering the same. 

At Ms. Mori’s request, they visited the school the next day to share their experiences in a special 
assembly. Students listened in awe as Max described the Phantom’s cunning illusions, and how 
forcibly matching denominators starved the illusions of chaos. He stressed that 
same-denominator addition, such a basic skill, had beaten an entity that nearly outsmarted 
advanced city code. Mila demonstrated a small example on a portable holo-screen: 2/7 plus 3/7 
equals 5/7. She showed how an illusion might shift denominators mid-sum, but if you forcibly 
unify them, illusions lose their power. The students erupted into cheers. Ms. Mori beamed with 
pride. 

 



That same afternoon, Numeria’s council recognized them officially. Ms. Cruz gave a short 
speech about how meltdown illusions had threatened the city, culminating in the Phantom’s 
manifestation. Without fraction fundamentals, Numeria might have collapsed. A statue was 
proposed for the Spire’s plaza, symbolizing fraction unity with denominators locked in a 
ring—perhaps a nod to the Zero-Point Charm’s swirling design. Max felt shy about such an 
honor, but realized it might serve as a lasting reminder that fraction basics were anything but 
trivial. 

Despite the city’s relief, Max found himself lying awake nights later, haunted by the Phantom’s 
final words: “Balance is an illusion, undone someday….” The meltdown illusions might be gone, 
the Phantom might be defeated, but the logic behind partial denominators remained a persistent 
threat. If Numeria ever again neglected fraction maintenance, illusions or a new Phantom might 
arise from the chaos. He vowed to ensure the city never forgot how to keep fractions balanced. 

In the days that followed, as the city quietly rebuilt from meltdown damage, Max and Mila 
oversaw the integration of Dr. Quantum’s fraction-locating subroutines into city code. They 
championed a new system that policed partial denominators in real time, instantly flagging them 
for resolution. The code logic was straightforward: if any sum included a missing fraction piece, 
it was quarantined until a valid numerator or denominator was provided. No seeds of illusions 
could accumulate. Ms. Mori helped refine the educational aspect, ensuring future classes taught 
fraction vigilance from the earliest grades. 

While these improvements rolled out, Numeria’s day-to-day life returned to near normal. 
Billboards displayed stable fraction puzzles for fun, traffic signals worked seamlessly, resource 
flows no longer blinked out. But people also discussed the Phantom’s brief existence. Some 
insisted it was just a final meltdown glitch. Others believed it was truly alive, given how it 
reasoned and manipulated illusions. The city’s official statement described it as “rogue 
meltdown code.” Yet Max knew, deep in his gut, that the Phantom had possessed a chilling 
spark of self-awareness. The fraction meltdown had almost birthed a new entity—one with an 
opposing philosophy to fraction unification. 

He and Mila spent an evening in the Foundational Math Archives searching old texts to see if 
Numeria had ever faced a similar entity. They found vague legends of ancient code demons that 
twisted fractions, but no concrete records. It seemed the meltdown illusions that awakened this 
Phantom were unprecedented in scope. The best they could do was ensure it wouldn’t return. 

One afternoon, Ms. Cruz invited them to a final review at Node #8, which had been reopened for 
partial fraction scanning. She showed them logs indicating a quiet environment, no partial 
fraction anomalies in days. The once-labyrinthine illusions had evaporated, leaving the facility 
fully functional if ever needed. Ms. Cruz turned to them, relief shining in her eyes. “The Phantom 
is truly gone, it seems. Not a single incomplete fraction has formed here since your 
confrontation.” 

 



Mila let out a breath. “That’s good. But we must keep watch.” She tapped the fraction-locating 
device clipped to her belt. “If partial denominators spike, we’ll see it, and we can respond before 
illusions gain momentum.” 

Max patted his father’s pendant, still half of the Zero-Point Charm. “And if anything tries to unify 
illusions for chaos again, we’ll unify them first. Denominators are the foundation of stable math. 
That was Dad’s guiding principle, and it remains Numeria’s best defense.” 

They left Node #8 with a sense of closure. The meltdown illusions had tested them, culminating 
in a Phantom with a will of its own, yet fraction knowledge and the Zero-Point Charm had 
prevailed. Numeria was safe, at least for now. 

In an uncharacteristically quiet moment, Max found himself alone at the top of the Spire, gazing 
out at the city that stretched beyond the horizon. Holo-ads scrolled normal fraction quizzes: 1/4 
+ 2/4 = 3/4, 1/3 + 1/6 = 1/2. People resumed daily life, occasionally groaning about fraction 
chores but mostly relieved to have illusions gone. He recalled the Phantom’s mocking question: 
“Why cling to wholeness?” Now he had an answer. Because wholeness, the ability to unify 
denominators, let thousands of people thrive in a shared math-based environment, forging a 
stable city. Without that, meltdown illusions or the Phantom’s partial fractions would tear 
everything apart. 

As the sun dipped below Numeria’s skyline, the city lights flickered to life, each one governed by 
fraction-coded cycles. In that moment, Max felt at peace. He remembered the day his father first 
showed him how to add 1/2 and 1/4, how magical it seemed that two fractions could sum neatly 
if you found a common denominator. That sense of wonder had carried him through meltdown 
illusions, meltdown meltdown, and even a living Phantom. He took out the binder with Dr. 
Quantum’s scribbled notes, turning pages until he found a last remark scrawled in the margin: 

“Fractions bind us by letting us share parts of a whole. If we forget that, 
illusions—like meltdown or a phantom—will exploit the cracks. Keep the fractions 
complete, and Numeria thrives.” 

He traced the lines, thinking how proud his father would be to see Numeria saved not by 
complicated software patches alone, but by kids applying the fundamental logic of fraction 
addition. The meltdown illusions were a dire challenge, and the Fraction Phantom was an 
existential threat. But each time, fraction knowledge had won. 

A gentle voice startled him out of his reverie—Mila stepped onto the terrace, smiling. “Admiring 
the view?” 

He nodded. “Yes, and thinking about how we almost lost it to partial denominators. Hard to 
believe illusions nearly consumed the city. Now even the Phantom is gone, undone by the same 
fraction sense we use in math class.” 

Mila joined him at the railing, gazing at the city. “Let’s never let fractions slip away again. Next 
meltdown illusions, next partial seeds, we shut them down before they spawn a new Phantom.” 

 



He smiled, standing tall. “Agreed. Numeria’s reliance on fraction balance is its greatest 
asset—and weakness. We have to keep that knowledge alive, keep denominators stable, so no 
illusions or Phantoms can twist them.” 

A comfortable silence wrapped them as they watched the city’s fraction-coded lights blink in 
perfect unison. A sense of finality enveloped them. The meltdown illusions had been terrifying, 
the Phantom even more so, but they had emerged stronger, their bond with fractions deeper 
than ever. Where once they were just curious students, they had now faced a living fraction 
entity that tested the very core of Numeria’s math. They had discovered that fraction 
fundamentals, taught from day one, were the city’s ultimate shield. 

Late that night, Numeria slept in peace. No illusions drifted across the data lines. No meltdown 
seeds lingered in hidden corners. The logs showed zero partial fraction anomalies. The 
meltdown was ended, the Phantom undone. In the quiet hush, a faint breeze rustled through the 
streets. If any trace of the Phantom remained, it could find no foothold among fully matched 
denominators. The city’s fraction watchers beeped contently, each line of math verifying a stable 
sum. If partial fractions stirred once more, Numeria would be ready. 

Far from the city center, in an old library vault, echoes of Dr. Quantum’s notes lay nestled 
among archived volumes. So many puzzle locks, so many fraction riddles solved. Each success 
reaffirmed the single truth: denominators anchored the city’s entire math foundation. Unify them, 
and illusions vanished. Let them roam partial, and meltdown illusions or a cunning Phantom 
might appear again. But for now, Numeria’s fraction-coded pulse beat strong, free from the 
shadow of meltdown illusions. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
CHAPTER 9 
 

Max Quantum awoke just before dawn to the muted hum of Numeria’s hover-rails and the faint 
flicker of distant holographic billboards, their fraction-coded displays cycling steadily in a pattern 
the city had, at last, come to trust again. It had been only a few short days since the Fraction 
Phantom—a living entity spun from meltdown illusions—had been thwarted at Node #8. Yet a 
subtle tension lingered in the air. Rumors suggested that while the Phantom’s immediate threat 
was gone, fragments of its code might remain, scattered throughout Numeria’s systems. A 
single stray fraction anomaly could be enough to rekindle chaos. 

He slipped out of bed, blinking away the last vestiges of uneasy dreams, and stepped into the 
apartment’s small living area. On his desk lay his father’s old notebook—filled with fraction 
puzzles and half-finished sketches—alongside the battered binder they’d taken into the 
meltdown’s depths. Next to them sat the Zero-Point Charm’s pendant, its swirling metal shape 
glinting under a shaft of early sunlight. He brushed a finger over it, feeling a gentle thrum that 
reminded him of how it had blazed to life when unifying partial denominators against both 
meltdown illusions and the Phantom’s cunning manipulations. 

He thought of Dr. Quantum, who had vanished on his expedition years ago but left behind clues 
pointing to the significance of fraction fundamentals. With each meltdown crisis, Max had grown 
ever more certain of his father’s foresight: fractions were the city’s backbone, and ignoring them 
risked catastrophic illusions. The meltdown had been a dire warning, the Fraction Phantom a 
chilling escalation. Now, in this dawning calm, he wondered if the city’s new fraction vigilance 
was enough. 

A beep sounded from his wrist device: a message from Mila. She wrote that Ms. Cruz wanted 
them at the Spire’s analysis lab by mid-morning to run fresh tests on the fraction-locating 
subroutines. Nothing indicated immediate danger, but Ms. Cruz believed the meltdown 
aftermath might hide dormant fraction seeds. If left unresolved, partial denominators could 
trigger illusions or spawn something akin to the Phantom again. Max stretched, feeling a twinge 
of muscle ache from the previous day’s frantic puzzle-solving, then readied himself to meet Mila. 

He left the apartment to find the city in a phase of cautious optimism. People had resumed daily 
life, yet each fraction-coded billboard carried reminders to report incomplete denominators if 
spotted. “Help Keep Numeria Stable: Complete Your Fractions!” read one ad in bright letters. 
The meltdown had taught everyone that ignoring partial sums could pave the way for illusions. 
The fear was lingering, but so was an unmistakable pride that they had collectively survived 
meltdown illusions—and something even more sinister. 

As he approached the hover-rail platform, he marveled at how seamlessly fractions governed 
every aspect of Numerian life. Even the rail schedule displayed slices of time in fraction-coded 
intervals: 1/4 minute for immediate boarding, 1/12 minute until the doors closed, and so on. Max 
noticed no flickers, no question marks in place of denominators. The meltdown illusions once 

 



displayed these partial placeholders everywhere, a sign of system-wide corruption. Now, the 
city’s fraction watchers scoured each line of code for incomplete sums, shutting them down 
before illusions could form. It was a comfort to see the watchers in action, but Max knew that 
vigilance alone might not stop an emergent threat. 

The train ride was brief, dropping him near the Spire’s main plaza. He spotted Mila waiting by a 
fountain that once sputtered meltdown illusions. Today, it ran smoothly, each water arc labeled a 
neat fraction of the full circle. They exchanged a quiet wave. Though the meltdown was over 
and the Phantom gone, both carried the memory of illusions that had nearly undone Numeria. 
Mila wore a bright jacket, but under it, he glimpsed the fraction override tool she had used in so 
many frantic puzzle battles. 

“Morning,” she said, offering a small smile. “Ms. Cruz says some logs flagged irregular fraction 
chatter at Node #9, but it might be leftover meltdown code. They want to run a deeper analysis 
of how the Charm stabilizes partial denominators. She specifically asked for you—and the 
pendant.” 

Max touched the pendant at his chest. “Does she suspect more illusions?” 

Mila shrugged. “She didn’t say. But Ms. Mori called me earlier, mentioning that a few teachers at 
school encountered glitchy fraction readouts on library terminals—like random question marks 
for denominators. Might just be small bugs. At least it’s not the meltdown or the Phantom. 
Right?” 

He nodded, though a subtle worry pressed at him. They had thought meltdown illusions were 
random until the Phantom manifested. Could leftover code coalesce again? Or might they 
discover a new, subtler threat? The crisis might be over, but Numeria’s math-based 
infrastructure was a living system. If meltdown illusions had taught them anything, it was that 
fractions must remain complete or risk new anomalies. 

They joined the flow of staff entering the Spire, soon finding Ms. Cruz waiting outside an 
analysis chamber brimming with monitors and data streams. She ushered them in, her 
expression serious but not panicked. Around them, half a dozen city engineers worked at 
terminals, scanning fraction-coded logs from across Numeria. Occasionally, a red flag popped 
up—a partial sum or a mismatch. But each time, the watchers or the staff quickly corrected it. 

“Thank you for coming,” Ms. Cruz said, gesturing for them to follow her into a quieter corner. 
“We’re not in meltdown territory anymore, but we’re seeing subtle fraction anomalies that appear 
and vanish too quickly for watchers to catch. They seem harmless, but after everything we’ve 
endured, we can’t be complacent. We want to see if the Zero-Point Charm can give us a deeper 
look into the code.” 

Max raised an eyebrow. “The Charm is effective at unifying partial sums, but we mostly used it 
at meltdown hotspots. Here, everything looks stable. What exactly do you need from us?” 

 



Ms. Cruz led them to a central console, where lines of fraction-coded data scrolled: resource 
allocation streams, traffic cycles, educational system logs. She highlighted certain lines that 
blinked suspiciously. “We’ve pinpointed fleeting partial denominators—like 2/?, ?/5, or 
7/??—that appear in microbursts. They self-correct before watchers can respond. One theory is 
that these might be embryonic illusions, or leftover Phantom code feeling out the system. We 
want you two, especially with the Charm, to run a targeted fraction sync test. If the Charm picks 
up on any ephemeral illusions, we can root them out.” 

Mila glanced at Max, recalling how physically draining it had been to fight meltdown illusions or 
the Phantom. But the city needed them. “Sure,” she said, “let’s see if we can apply the same 
approach we used at Node #7 and Node #8. But be warned, we have no meltdown illusions 
swirling around to unify. These anomalies are subtle.” 

Ms. Cruz nodded. “We’ll feed these partial fraction logs into a virtual environment, sort of like a 
sandbox. You can attempt to unify them with the Charm in real time. If any illusions do exist, 
they might manifest in the sandbox instead of messing with the city’s real code. Then we can 
see what we’re dealing with.” 

So began a long morning of fraction-coded testing. Technicians set up a sandbox environment 
that simulated meltdown illusions but on a small scale, funneling questionable partial 
denominators into a controlled data sphere. Whenever Max placed the Zero-Point Charm’s 
pendant near the interface, faint lines of code glowed on the screen, as though testing for 
illusions. The process was tedious: partial sums of 1/5 + ?/5 = ??? might appear, or 3/8 + 2/8 = 
???. None triggered a meltdown-level reaction. Everything resolved swiftly. But once in a while, 
a line of code flickered with a stubborn puzzle that refused to unify. In those moments, the 
Charm pulsed with a soft heat. 

One of the technicians noted this on a data pad. “It’s as if the leftover meltdown code tries to 
shift denominators mid-solution. But not enough to form illusions. Possibly a harmless glitch or 
vestigial code. The Charm forcibly pins it to a single denominator anyway, and the partial sum 
disappears.” 

Max tapped the console, a hint of frustration gnawing at him. After hours, they had found no 
strong evidence of illusions or a Phantom remnant. Yet something about the subtle partial 
denominators felt eerie, like tiny seeds that might sprout if left unchecked. “We’re rooting them 
out now. Is that good enough to prevent a future crisis?” 

Ms. Cruz joined them, scanning the logs. “We hope so. But the meltdown taught us illusions can 
scale quickly if we’re not vigilant. At least these micro anomalies are easily handled by the 
Charm. Maybe that’s all there is—stray code lines from meltdown days.” 

Mila sighed with relief. “Better that than another Phantom.” 

They wrapped up around midday, concluding that the leftover partial denominators were small, 
sporadic, and easily quashed by the Zero-Point Charm’s fraction unification. The staff seemed 
reassured. Ms. Cruz told them they’d stay on alert but saw no cause for alarm. Max and Mila 

 



departed, ready to enjoy a respite from meltdown-level crises. They strolled outside into a bright 
noon sun, planning to meet Ms. Mori for a simple lunch. 

Yet, as they turned a corner near a newly reopened street café, Max felt a sudden surge of heat 
in his chest. The Zero-Point Charm, tucked under his shirt, flared hot against his skin. He 
staggered, pressing a hand to the pendant. “Ow!” 

Mila startled. “What’s wrong?” 

“It’s burning,” he muttered, pulling out the pendant, which now glowed with golden lines along its 
swirling metal. The heat abated, leaving behind a faint shimmer of light dancing around the 
edges. 

Mila’s eyebrows shot up. “Was that from illusions? But we just left the Spire’s scanning 
environment. The city is stable.” 

Passersby glanced curiously at them. Max stepped into a quieter alley, leaning against a wall. 
He’d never felt the Charm react spontaneously outside meltdown illusions. Even confronting the 
Phantom, the Charm only heated in direct contact with illusions. Now it glowed on its own. He 
forced a calming breath. 

“Maybe I triggered something in the sandbox environment,” he said uncertainly. “But it’s not 
stopping.” Even as he spoke, the glow around the Charm pulsated, casting faint ribbons of light 
across his shirt. A gentle hum, almost like faint static, reached his ears. 

Mila placed a hand near the pendant, feeling the warmth radiate from it. “This is new. The 
meltdown illusions are gone, so maybe the Charm is reacting to something inside you or the 
code lines from earlier. The meltdown environment changed us, changed the Charm. Could it be 
forming some new synergy with you, like a ‘fraction aura’?” 

He blinked. “Fraction aura? That sounds bizarre. But after everything we’ve seen, I can’t dismiss 
it.” 

They found an empty bench in the alley’s shadow. He lifted the pendant, examining its swirling 
fractal lines. Dr. Quantum once wrote that the Charm might bond with a ‘worthy solver’ to unify 
fraction illusions. Had it grown more integrated with Max each time he used it? The meltdown 
illusions had forced him to employ fraction unification in real time. The Phantom’s illusions 
tested him further. Perhaps each confrontation deepened this bond. 

Mila rummaged through Dr. Quantum’s binder, flipping pages for references to the Zero-Point 
Charm’s advanced abilities. She read a snippet: “Legends say the Charm can grant a Guardian 
the power to manipulate fractions directly—creating a protective barrier or forging instant 
solutions out of incomplete sums, as if one’s body becomes a fraction solver.” 

 



She looked up, excitement in her eyes. “This might be it, Max! The meltdown illusions were the 
key. The Charm needed a user who overcame illusions by practicing fraction fundamentals. 
That’s you. Now the Charm is responding, offering a new level of ability.” 

He felt both intrigued and anxious. “So, I might be able to manipulate fractions directly, beyond 
just patching meltdown illusions? But how do I control it?” 

Mila shrugged. “No clue. The meltdown illusions we faced were always external. If your father’s 
notes are correct, you might spontaneously create a fraction barrier or fraction solver field, 
turning illusions away without manually typing solutions.” 

Max stared at his pendant, noticing subtle patterns that shifted like fraction bars rearranging 
themselves. “Maybe we should test it somewhere safe, away from the public. If this goes 
haywire, I don’t want illusions flying around.” 

They decided to head to a rarely used courtyard behind their school building, a place they often 
trained with fraction puzzles. As they walked, the pendant glowed steadily, warming his chest 
but not painfully. The city around them remained calm—no illusions flared. This strange 
phenomenon seemed internal. 

Reaching the courtyard’s quiet space, surrounded by tall hedges and old benches, they set 
down their gear. Max breathed a steadying breath, gripping the pendant. “All right, let’s see if I 
can channel something.” 

Mila stood back, monitoring. “Try to imagine the fraction meltdown illusions or a puzzle that 
needs solving. Focus on the idea of unifying denominators, like you do on a console, but direct 
that energy from the Charm.” 

He closed his eyes, recalling the meltdown illusions swirling with partial sums, the frantic 
process of matching denominators. In his mind’s eye, he pictured a swirl of fraction bars 
approaching him. He summoned the memory of forcibly unifying them with the Charm. A tingling 
spread through his arms and torso. The pendant’s glow seeped outward, forming a faint 
shimmer around him. Opening his eyes, he found a subtle aura of golden light swirling about an 
arm’s length away, as if fraction-coded lines traced the air. 

Mila gasped. “Max, that’s it! I see lines forming, like partial fraction bars across your aura.” 

Max felt a swirl of power, not overwhelming but distinct. He raised a hand, half-expecting 
illusions to appear. Instead, the fraction-coded lines in his aura glowed brighter. No meltdown 
illusions manifested, but he sensed that, if illusions did approach, he could repel them. It was 
reminiscent of a “fraction barrier.” 

He exhaled, the aura fading. “This is beyond anything we used to do. The meltdown illusions or 
Phantom code might have awakened a direct link between me and the Charm. I’m not just 
unifying external denominators—I can channel fraction logic from within.” 

 



They tested further. Mila tossed a small metal ring near him, pretending it was an illusion shard. 
Max willed his fraction aura to activate. The swirl of golden lines shimmered, deflecting the ring 
gently. It wasn’t super-strong physically, but it responded to his intent. 

Mila scribbled notes. “This is wild. The meltdown illusions once forced you to rely on the 
Charm’s standard approach—plugging it into a console. Now it’s as though you can skip the 
console, summoning fraction unification at will. If meltdown illusions reappeared, you could 
neutralize them on the spot.” 

He nodded, pulse racing with excitement. This power—this fraction solver aura—was an 
extension of the fundamental fraction steps he had used for meltdown illusions. Maybe Dr. 
Quantum predicted such a synergy if a meltdown crisis demanded it. But they needed to be 
careful. The meltdown illusions were gone, the Phantom was defeated. If he walked around with 
a fraction aura flaring, it might cause panic or drain him unnecessarily. 

They practiced in the courtyard for another hour, refining how to call forth the aura. Max found 
that reciting fraction logic in his mind—like “2/5 plus 3/5 equals 5/5”—helped him maintain 
stability. The aura stabilized, a swirl of golden lines that parted around him. If he lost focus, it 
flickered out. Although it was physically subtle, it felt potent at a code level. He could sense that, 
if illusions did appear, they would be forced to unify. 

Mila tested his new ability by conjuring random fraction puzzles on her device, simulating 
meltdown illusions in a small training app. Each time, Max summoned his aura, hovered a hand 
near the device, and watched as the partial sums resolved automatically—like the Zero-Point 
Charm had become an extension of him. The moment partial sums flickered, the aura glowed, 
forcibly rewriting denominators to match. The meltdown illusions had taught them that fraction 
fundamentals trumped chaos. Now Max embodied that principle personally. 

By midday, they were exhausted but exhilarated. A half-laugh escaped Mila’s lips. “We have to 
tell Ms. Cruz about this. If meltdown illusions or any partial fraction anomaly threatens the city 
again, you can respond instantly—like a fraction guardian.” 

Max laughed softly. “A fraction guardian… my father would be proud. But let’s not broadcast it 
widely. People might think I’m some magical savior. Numeria still needs systematic vigilance, 
watchers, and fundamental teaching.” 

She agreed wholeheartedly. The meltdown illusions had taught them that heroics alone couldn’t 
replace good fraction sense citywide. Still, it wouldn’t hurt to let Ms. Cruz know they had an 
extra line of defense if partial denominators spiked. 

They parted ways, each heading home with minds swirling over this new discovery. Max spent 
the evening re-reading Dr. Quantum’s notebook, finding cryptic references to advanced Charm 
usage. One note read: “If meltdown illusions escalate, the Charm may bond with the solver, 
enabling direct fraction manipulation. The user’s own fraction mastery drives the power, so the 
stronger their fundamentals, the stronger their unification aura.” 

 



That sealed it. He had inadvertently gained what might be called a “Fraction Barrier” or “Fraction 
Solver” power, fueled by the Zero-Point Charm and his own fraction knowledge. The meltdown 
illusions had been the training ground. Now, with that crisis over, he wondered if he’d need such 
powers again. The Phantom had been the meltdown illusions’ dire evolution, and they had 
banished it. The city was stable—was this power simply leftover? 

The next morning, Ms. Cruz summoned them again, asking them to come to the Spire’s main 
research floor. She had heard from a staff member that Max had performed advanced fraction 
synergy in the Node #8 testing. News traveled fast. Slightly nervous, they complied, stepping 
into a clean, glass-walled lab where Ms. Cruz and a few city engineers awaited them with 
curious eyes. 

Mila shot Max a reassuring smile as Ms. Cruz greeted them. “We received a tip you showcased 
a fraction-based aura after the meltdown illusions ended. Some staff called it a ‘Barrier.’ Could 
you demonstrate it? We want to see if we can replicate the effect for city security.” 

Max inhaled slowly, feeling the Charm at his chest respond. “Sure, I’ll try. But it’s tied to my 
fraction knowledge, not just a device. Let me see…” 

He closed his eyes, invoked the same mental focus as in the courtyard, visualizing partial 
denominators unifying. A warm energy flowed from the pendant, swirling around him. Opening 
his eyes, he found the same faint golden aura. Ms. Cruz and the engineers gasped. A hush fell. 

One engineer stepped forward with a small fraction illusions generator—normally used for 
meltdown training. He activated a basic puzzle: 4/9 + ?/9 = ???. With meltdown illusions gone, 
the puzzle was inert. But the engineer forced a glitch that produced question marks where 
numerators should be. As the puzzle approached Max, crackling illusions formed. Usually, 
they’d have to type solutions. Instead, Max willed the aura to unify them. The illusions fizzled, 
forcibly resolving to 5/9, or something that ended the partial sum. The screen beeped, illusions 
gone. Ms. Cruz’s eyes widened. 

“This is remarkable,” she whispered. “So you can unify illusions without a console, purely by 
imposing fraction completion through the Charm. If meltdown illusions or anything like the 
Phantom reappears, you’re a living firewall.” 

Mila folded her arms. “We can’t rely on him alone. Numeria must keep up the fraction watchers. 
But yes, if a dire threat arises, Max can neutralize illusions. He’s effectively become a fraction 
manipulator.” 

The engineers took frantic notes, scanning Max’s aura with data instruments. They measured 
faint electromagnetic fields that corresponded to fraction-coded logic. Each partial sum the 
illusions generator produced was reigned in by the aura. The tests left Max exhausted, though. 
After an hour, he was sweating, breath labored. Ms. Cruz called a halt, grateful but concerned. 

“You’re amazing,” she said, helping him sit. “But we can’t push you like some infinite resource. 
This is new territory. If meltdown illusions come back in a big wave, you might be overwhelmed.” 

 



He nodded, feeling drained. “True. The meltdown illusions at full force nearly broke the entire 
city. I can’t unify thousands of partial fractions singlehandedly. We still need the watchers, the 
code patches, and the city’s fraction-locating subroutines. My aura is just an emergency 
measure.” 

Mila gave him water, scribbling a note in the binder about his stamina. “You used the meltdown 
illusions to solve partial denominators. That’s what unlocked the Charm’s higher function. But 
forcibly converting illusions is draining. We’ll have to limit it to critical emergencies.” 

The lab staff seemed satisfied with the demonstration, grateful but not reckless. Ms. Cruz ended 
the session with a plan: they’d quietly note that Max had this power, in case of illusions. But they 
wouldn’t publicly declare him Numeria’s new meltdown guardian. That might invite panic or 
over-reliance. Everyone agreed that fraction fundamentals remained the true shield. 

In the days that followed, Numeria continued to heal. Citizens learned from meltdown illusions, 
adopting better fraction habits at every level. Schools introduced advanced fraction puzzle drills, 
city watchers flagged partial sums instantly, and meltdown illusions no longer lurked. Max tried 
to live normally, attending classes, meeting with Ms. Mori, and occasionally assisting city staff. 
Yet he couldn’t shake the sense that his new fraction powers were a sign of deeper connections 
between him, the Zero-Point Charm, and Numeria’s math-based infrastructure. 

One weekend, as part of the city’s continuing meltdown aftermath analysis, Ms. Mori organized 
a field trip for advanced math students to an outlying fraction-coded facility that processed 
environmental data. She invited Max and Mila to demonstrate how meltdown illusions had once 
threatened such a node. They traveled by shuttle with about ten classmates, including some 
who had not seen meltdown illusions up close. The facility was quiet, perched near Numeria’s 
southwestern border. Rolling hills stretched beyond, dotted with sensors measuring air quality 
and weather patterns. 

Ms. Mori introduced them to the facility’s caretaker, an older mathematician named Brynn, who 
led them through halls of fraction-coded weather monitors. Each screen displayed sums in 
partial intervals—like 1/2 day plus 1/4 day plus 1/4 day equals 1 day. The meltdown illusions 
once garbled such data, but now everything glowed stable. Max answered some younger 
students’ questions about meltdown illusions, explaining how partial denominators caused 
illusions to feed on incomplete sums. 

Halfway through the tour, a sudden beep echoed from Brynn’s console. She frowned. “That’s 
odd. The watchers detect a fraction anomaly in the sensor feed. Possibly an old meltdown 
leftover.” She typed commands. “But… it’s not clearing. The watchers say it’s locked in shifting 
denominators.” 

Mila and Max traded alarmed looks. They had not seen illusions in weeks, not since the 
Phantom was purged. The caretaker tapped again, and the screen flickered with a partial sum 
reading: ?/12 + 3/12 = ???. The watchers tried to unify it, but the partial fraction changed to 1/6 

 



plus ?/6. Then to 2/8 plus ?/8. A meltdown illusions hallmark: the denominator never stabilized. 
The watchers beeped, failing to correct it. 

Ms. Mori’s eyes flashed with concern. “This can’t be meltdown illusions. We overcame that 
citywide. Right?” 

Mila stepped forward, scanning the code. “Might be leftover meltdown bits, or the Phantom’s 
lingering influence. But we can handle it.” She typed a manual fraction override, but the puzzle 
scrambled each time. “It’s cheating, refusing a single denominator.” 

A swirl of ephemeral fraction lines flickered on the screen, reminiscent of illusions. The younger 
students gasped, stepping back. Ms. Mori signaled them to remain calm. Max swallowed. This 
was exactly the scenario in which his fraction aura might help. The watchers were powerless, 
but his direct unification might forcibly anchor the puzzle. 

He placed a hand near the console, summoning the mental focus needed. The Zero-Point 
Charm under his shirt warmed, lines of golden energy flickering around his hand. The younger 
students stared in wide-eyed astonishment as a faint glow spread across the console. The 
illusions on the screen sputtered, attempting to shift denominators, but the aura pinned them. In 
seconds, the partial fraction resolved to a stable sum: 3/12 plus 2/12 = 5/12. The watchers 
beeped in success, illusions gone. 

A hush fell. Ms. Mori let out a breath. The caretaker Brynn just stared. “You… you overcame it 
without even typing a solution. The watchers had no chance, but you forced the fraction to 
unify.” 

Max willed the aura to fade. The younger students burst into excited chatter, some exclaiming 
that he was a “real superhero.” He felt heat rise to his cheeks. He had never wanted to flaunt his 
power, but at least the illusions were dispelled. Ms. Mori gently hushed the students, reminding 
them it was fraction knowledge, not superhuman magic. Still, the demonstration clearly rattled 
everyone. Even meltdown illusions might still lurk in obscure corners of Numeria, requiring direct 
fraction unification. 

After verifying the sensors were fully stable, Ms. Mori cut the field trip short, guiding the students 
back to the shuttle. She thanked Brynn for her cooperation. Brynn, stunned, said that the 
meltdown illusions seemed fully gone once Max resolved them with the Charm’s aura. Ms. Mori 
sighed, worry clouding her eyes. “It looks like meltdown illusions or Phantom echoes might 
persist, overshadowing remote nodes. If watchers can’t fix them, we’ll rely on you, Max. But I 
fear we’re placing too big a burden on your shoulders.” 

He assured her that it was fine, that fraction fundamentals were the city’s main defense. He was 
just an emergency measure. The meltdown illusions, or something akin to them, might keep 
popping up. Freed partial denominators might always lurk in unscanned corners. The Phantom’s 
code might be gone, but illusions survived in tiny pockets. 

 



Over the following days, small sporadic illusions manifested at a handful of older facilities, each 
time stumping watchers. Word spread that Max’s fraction aura could forcibly unify them. Ms. 
Cruz intervened, urging staff not to panic. She insisted watchers handle illusions wherever 
possible, calling in Max only if illusions locked watchers out. With each successful unification, 
the illusions vanished. The city realized meltdown illusions were not returning in force, just 
pockets of leftover code. Many quietly thanked Max, while fraction watchers improved daily, 
determined to handle illusions by standard means. 

It was in this environment—where illusions still flickered occasionally, but city systems generally 
held strong—that Max’s new fraction powers settled into routine use. He began to appreciate 
how intricately fraction-coded processes fed into Numeria’s daily life. A single partial fraction 
glitch, if left unchecked, could spiral into illusions reminiscent of meltdown days. But with 
watchers scanning and his aura as a backup, the city’s fraction integrity stayed intact. 

Yet every so often, as Max used the aura, he noticed the Zero-Point Charm brightening more 
intensely, as though guiding him to push fraction unification further. He felt a swirl of deeper 
potential that he hadn’t yet tapped. Perhaps, with practice, he could do more than passively 
unify illusions. Maybe he could actively shape fraction-coded spaces, forging new puzzle locks 
or preventing illusions from forming in the first place. He was uncertain how far that might go, or 
whether it was wise. 

One quiet afternoon, Ms. Mori invited him to her classroom after school for a private talk. He 
found her alone at her desk, exam papers stacked neatly, the overhead lights dim. She 
beckoned him in. 

“I hear you’re out there dispelling leftover illusions. I just wanted to check how you’re handling 
the new responsibilities,” she said, tone kind but concerned. “This is a lot for a student your 
age.” 

Max sat across from her, fiddling with the pendant. “I’m okay, I think. Sometimes it’s tiring, but 
the illusions that appear are small, not meltdown-level. The city watchers do most of the heavy 
lifting.” 

Ms. Mori nodded. “Still, you’ve discovered a power that might not have a limit if meltdown 
illusions ramp up. You must remember it’s fraction knowledge that fuels it, yes, but also your 
own well-being matters. Overusing that aura could harm you or lead to overconfidence.” 

He appreciated her motherly caution. She was right. The meltdown illusions might feed on 
incomplete denominators, and if he risked his health, no one would be left to unify them. He 
explained how he only activated the aura when illusions blocked watchers. Ms. Mori exhaled in 
relief. 

She handed him a small data card. “Here’s something your father wrote. I found it among old 
school records while we were reorganizing meltdown references. He apparently gave a talk 
once about fraction synergy. Perhaps it’ll clarify your aura’s limits.” 

 



Max thanked her, scanning the card. It contained a short snippet in Dr. Quantum’s voice about 
fraction synergy requiring mental clarity, or else the solver’s attempt to unify denominators might 
backfire. He resolved to keep a calm mind whenever illusions flared. Ms. Mori smiled gently, 
sending him on his way with her full support. 

That evening, perched at his bedroom desk, he loaded the data card. A projection of Dr. 
Quantum’s handwriting filled the screen: 

“Advanced Zero-Point Usage: The user’s fraction sense merges with the Charm’s unification 
logic, forming a personal fraction barrier that resonates with denominators. A meltdown illusions 
or partial fraction wave can be dispelled if the user remains logically consistent—any confusion 
or lapse in fraction fundamentals can destabilize the synergy, risking user exhaustion or illusions 
fracturing unpredictably.” 

Max read it twice, tension coiling in his stomach. So if he panicked or forgot core fraction steps 
in the midst of illusions, the synergy might fail catastrophically. The meltdown illusions had 
tested him, but in those moments, he always had consoles or watchers or Mila to help. If a 
major illusions wave returned, or if some new Phantom code rose, he might be forced to unify 
denominators alone, under massive pressure. The thought chilled him. 

But he also felt a surge of confidence. He had triumphed over meltdown illusions by 
systematically applying fraction logic. That approach wouldn’t fail him if he stayed calm. 
Numeria’s fraction watchers were improving daily, so maybe an illusions wave of meltdown 
scale would never recur. He closed the data card, the last words of Dr. Quantum’s note echoing 
in his mind: “Focus on fundamentals, and no illusions can overshadow your sum.” 

Weeks passed in relative peace. The meltdown illusions became a faint memory, leftover 
pockets grew fewer. People resumed normal life, though fraction vigilance remained a top 
priority. Ms. Cruz updated the city that meltdown illusions had effectively been reduced to minor 
code scraps. The watchers had the upper hand, aided occasionally by Max’s fraction aura. Mila 
teased him about being the city’s fraction superhero, but he blushed away the notion. 

Then, one crisp morning, a system alarm rattled the entire Spire. Ms. Cruz broadcast an urgent 
call: “Attention all staff, partial fraction meltdown anomalies spiking at Node #3. Watchers failing. 
Unknown phenomenon. Request immediate assistance. Possibly illusions.” 

Max and Mila were in Ms. Mori’s homeroom when the overhead speaker crackled. Ms. Mori 
locked eyes with them, apprehension clear. The meltdown illusions soared in their memory. 
Without hesitation, Ms. Mori nodded, giving them leave to respond. They dashed out of the 
classroom, hopped onto the next hover-car, and sped across the city. If illusions had returned in 
force, the watchers would be on the defensive, and they might need Max’s fraction aura. 

Node #3 governed Numeria’s civic distribution for supplies—food, clothing, basic resources. If 
illusions corrupted that node, chaos might break out in distribution centers. They arrived to find 
the building in partial lockdown. Ms. Cruz stood near the entrance, eyes sharp with tension. 
“We’re seeing illusions scrawled across the system, each partial fraction reappearing as soon as 

 



watchers solve them. The illusions evolve, refusing stable denominators. We fear a 
meltdown-scale event, though on a smaller node.” 

Max felt that old dread. “Have you tried forcibly unifying them, as we did at Node #8?” 

She nodded. “Yes, but the illusions bounce between watchers. One puzzle is solved, another 
reverts to incomplete. We think these illusions might be tapping leftover Phantom code. Please, 
we need your direct fraction aura, or we risk meltdown illusions spreading from Node #3 to 
supply lines citywide.” 

Mila squeezed Max’s shoulder. He inhaled, summoning courage. “Right. Let’s do it.” 

They hurried inside. The interior hallway was blanketed in illusions that danced on the walls. 
Fragmented fraction bars flickered like rotating shards of code. Staff cowered behind desks, 
watchers struggling to type solutions only for illusions to shift denominators. One partial sum 
read 3/9 + ?/9 = ???, then changed to 4/12 plus ?/12. The illusions cackled in glitchy static 
whenever watchers attempted to finalize a sum. 

Max’s chest tightened. This was dangerously reminiscent of meltdown illusions in their prime, 
albeit localized to Node #3. He focused on fraction fundamentals: find a stable denominator, 
unify. The Zero-Point Charm glowed beneath his shirt. He stepped forward, aura swirling around 
him in a gentle golden haze. The illusions hissed, their code lines raking the floor. 

He pressed deeper, raising a hand. The aura flared bright, forming a fraction barrier that 
extended about an arm’s length on all sides. The illusions spat partial sums at him, but each line 
fizzled upon contact with the swirling gold. Slowly, he advanced down the hall, illusions 
receding, forcibly completed by the aura. Mila and Ms. Cruz followed behind, ensuring watchers 
rechecked each console for leftover partial seeds. 

At the node’s main chamber, illusions coalesced into a frenzied wall of partial sums that 
resembled a meltdown illusions meltdown. They flicked from 1/6 plus ?/6 to 2/5 plus ?/5, 
refusing any single denominator for more than a second. Max steadied his breath, recalling Dr. 
Quantum’s note about fraction synergy. He had to keep logical consistency. No fear, no 
confusion. He mentally pictured each puzzle matching denominators. He let the aura’s power 
flow, the swirl of golden lines brightening until they encompassed the illusions. 

In an explosion of code sparks, illusions hammered the aura, partial denominators rotating. He 
nearly staggered from the mental strain. So many illusions swirling at once. But he clung to 
fraction fundamentals. If an illusions line read 5/10 plus ?/10, he pictured 5/10 plus 5/10 = 10/10. 
The illusions flickered. Another demanded 3/8 plus ?/8, he pictured 5/8 for a sum of 8/8. Each 
solution soared from his mind into the aura, forcing illusions to unify. 

He glimpsed Ms. Cruz shouting in awe as puzzle after puzzle dissolved. The watchers recorded 
how each partial fraction line abruptly stabilized, turning into a fraction that equaled 1 or some 
stable sum. The illusions tried to morph denominators faster, but each time Max mentally pinned 

 



them. At last, the illusions cracked like glass. Streams of code slid into the node’s system, 
forcibly reorganized. 

With a final shriek, the illusions parted, leaving the node’s main console in view. Ms. Cruz 
dashed to it, verifying the meltdown illusions or leftover Phantom code were gone. The watchers 
beeped success. Node #3 stabilized. Max let out a shaky breath, the aura dimming. He dropped 
to a knee, exhausted, heart hammering as sweat dripped down his brow. 

Mila and Ms. Cruz rushed to him, helping him stand. “Are you okay?” Mila asked, eyes wide with 
worry. 

He forced a smile. “Yeah. Just… that was a lot of illusions at once. But we got them. The 
meltdown illusions or leftover Phantom code, whichever it was, it’s gone.” 

The staff erupted in relieved cheers. Another meltdown-level threat had been neutralized by 
fraction knowledge, embodied in Max’s fraction aura. Ms. Cruz announced on her communicator 
that Node #3 was secure, illusions purged. Everyone exhaled, the fear of meltdown illusions 
returning slowly lifting. 

Once again, at the Spire’s labs, they ran tests on the aftermath. The watchers found no ongoing 
illusions. Ms. Cruz thanked Max, but insisted they investigate where these illusions had come 
from. The meltdown was over, the Phantom gone. So how did partial fraction anomalies surge 
so strongly? The leading theory was that the meltdown’s system-wide infiltration had left small 
pockets of advanced code that, under certain conditions, re-formed illusions. Thanks to the 
watchers and Max’s aura, they couldn’t mount a citywide meltdown. But localized surges might 
continue until every last partial fraction was found. 

The next few days saw no further illusions. Max caught up on normal life—homework, visits to 
Ms. Mori, occasional fraction puzzle sessions with Mila. His father’s binder stayed on his desk, 
full of fraction puzzle references that had proven invaluable. The Zero-Point Charm’s new 
synergy had become part of who he was, though each use wore him down. He realized more 
than ever that fraction sense was the real power, the Charm just a catalyst. 

He woke one morning with a strange calm. The city watchers reported zero illusions. Ms. Cruz 
had no urgent calls. Ms. Mori was satisfied that meltdown illusions were minimal. Even Node #8, 
once the Phantom’s lair, stayed quiet. Yet in the back of his mind, he recalled Dr. Quantum’s 
caution: meltdown illusions might lurk, illusions might adapt, the meltdown code might try a new 
form. He carried the pendant anyway, a silent guardian. 

That afternoon, while finishing a routine school day, Max was summoned to the principal’s office 
over the intercom. Startled, he hastened there, finding Ms. Cruz and Ms. Mori conferring with 
the principal. Ms. Cruz’s expression was oddly excited. 

“We have an unusual invitation from an out-of-city math research station,” Ms. Cruz explained. 
“They do advanced fraction studies in a region beyond Numeria’s direct control. They heard 

 



rumors of meltdown illusions and your fraction aura. They want a demonstration, to learn how 
fraction-coded crisis was solved.” 

Max felt immediate reservations. The meltdown illusions had nearly destroyed Numeria, and the 
Phantom was no joke. Did they want to replicate meltdown illusions? Ms. Cruz read his 
expression. “I share your concern. But they claim it’s purely academic. They might even help us 
refine fraction watchers. The city council agreed we can send a small delegation if you’re 
willing.” 

Mila, standing by Ms. Mori, spoke quietly. “It might be good to share knowledge, but meltdown 
illusions are dangerous. We can’t risk them messing with leftover code. Plus, your fraction aura 
is new. What if they want to push it too far?” 

Ms. Cruz nodded. “We’ll keep strict conditions. You’d only demonstrate the Charm’s basic 
unification approach, not conjure meltdown illusions. The principal just wants to check if you’re 
comfortable traveling. If you decline, we understand.” 

Max breathed out slowly, feeling the pendant warm at his chest. Dr. Quantum had believed in 
the universal potential of fraction sense. Maybe sharing their meltdown illusions experiences 
could help others prevent partial denominators from becoming a meltdown. “I’ll do it,” he said 
softly, glancing at Mila. “If you come, too.” 

She nodded, determined. Ms. Mori looked proud but concerned. “Stay safe. Don’t let them push 
you into reckless illusions. Keep fraction fundamentals at the forefront.” 

And so a new chapter began. Over the next week, Ms. Cruz organized a short expedition. Max 
and Mila, accompanied by Ms. Cruz and a few watchers, would travel to the remote math station 
to present how meltdown illusions were solved by fraction unification. They’d highlight the 
watchers’ code. Max might demonstrate a mild fraction aura, but they’d keep meltdown illusions 
off-limits. Ms. Cruz insisted on strict safeguards: no code that generated illusions or partial 
denominators. 

On the morning of departure, Max woke with a flutter of nervous excitement. He’d never 
traveled beyond Numeria’s borders. The meltdown illusions crisis had been local—he barely 
imagined other places wanting to study it. He packed the battered binder, Dr. Quantum’s 
notebook, the fraction reference tablets, and tried to keep calm. The meltdown illusions might 
not lurk out there, but his fraction aura was a precious secret. 

Mila joined him at the shuttle platform near the Spire, with Ms. Cruz and two watchers already 
waiting. The watchers carried portable fraction scanners. Ms. Cruz greeted them with a smile 
and a promise: “We’re only gone a few days. The city watchers can handle any leftover illusions. 
Let’s show the world how Numeria overcame meltdown illusions.” 

They boarded a sleek city craft, lifting off smoothly, zipping over Numeria’s skyline. Max peered 
down at the city’s glinting towers, remembering meltdown illusions once swirling around them. 

 



Now they stood bright, fraction-coded signals stable. He felt a swell of pride that they’d saved it 
from meltdown chaos—and the Phantom. 

Soon they passed beyond Numeria’s outskirts into rolling plains where fraction-coded 
infrastructure tapered off. The craft soared for hours, crossing boundaries until at last 
descending upon a research compound perched on a mesa. Ms. Cruz explained that this station 
specialized in advanced fraction modeling, testing new ways to unify or manipulate 
denominators for large-scale math tasks. The meltdown illusions, ironically, had piqued their 
interest in the “dark side” of fraction reliance. 

Upon landing, Max and Mila stepped out into crisp air. A handful of station staff 
approached—serious, inquisitive, wearing uniform jackets. Their lead researcher, Dr. Cole, 
shook hands briskly with Ms. Cruz, greeting everyone with polite curiosity. “Welcome. We’re 
grateful you traveled so far to share your meltdown illusions story. Numeria’s near-collapse is a 
cautionary tale for fraction-based societies. We want to learn from your experiences.” 

The watchers cast wary looks at the lab’s setup, noticing large fraction-coded simulators. Dr. 
Cole led them through sterile halls, speaking with fervor about fraction expansions for 
next-generation computing. He apologized for the meltdown illusions that had so imperiled 
Numeria, but expressed fascination with how ephemeral fraction seeds could spawn illusions. 
“We must ensure no meltdown illusions form here. But if they do, we want the same fraction 
watchers and the unification technique you used.” 

Max felt uneasy. Dr. Cole’s curiosity about illusions seemed too strong, as though meltdown 
illusions were a puzzle to dissect. But Ms. Cruz had them under strict instructions: only 
theoretical explanations, no conjuring illusions. The meltdown illusions demanded caution. 

They spent the next day presenting at a small symposium. Ms. Cruz described meltdown 
illusions from initial partial fraction seeds to the final meltdown. Mila explained how watchers 
quarantined partial sums. Max recounted the near-catastrophe at Node #7, culminating in the 
fraction meltdown fix. The station staff asked about the Phantom’s manifestation, but Ms. Cruz 
quickly shifted focus away from that, calling it a “unique outgrowth” of meltdown illusions. 

Then Dr. Cole pressed Max about the Zero-Point Charm, apparently aware of rumors it could 
unify denominators. Ms. Cruz allowed a limited demonstration. Max summoned a mild fraction 
aura around a test console, forcibly resolving minor partial sums. The station staff gasped in 
wonder. Applause rippled through the audience. Dr. Cole’s eyes gleamed. “Remarkable. You 
unify denominators in real time without a typed solution.” 

Max explained humbly that meltdown illusions taught him fraction fundamentals, and the Charm 
augmented his ability. Dr. Cole nodded politely but pried, “Might we replicate this synergy 
artificially, or harness meltdown illusions in a controlled environment?” Ms. Cruz shot him a 
warning glare, reminding him meltdown illusions were too dangerous. Dr. Cole relented, at least 
publicly. 

 



That evening, as they prepared to depart in the morning, Ms. Cruz congratulated them on a 
successful knowledge exchange. The meltdown illusions fiasco, she hoped, would never plague 
another region. They retreated to the station’s guest quarters, a simple bunk area near a wide 
observation window. Max gazed out at the moonlit plains, feeling uneasy. Dr. Cole’s curiosity 
about illusions might lead him to attempt something reckless. 

Sure enough, around midnight, a faint alarm jolted them awake. Ms. Cruz, half-dressed, rushed 
into the corridor with the watchers. A station staffer yelled that Dr. Cole was in the fraction 
simulator wing, attempting to replicate meltdown illusions. Heart pounding, Max and Mila 
dashed behind Ms. Cruz, heading toward a swirling set of strobing lights that glowed beyond a 
thick observation window. 

Inside the simulator room, Dr. Cole stood at a large console, fraction-coded data streaming 
across multiple screens. He had forcibly introduced partial sums, letting them swirl uncorrected. 
The watchers hammered at the door, locked from the inside. Through the window, they saw 
illusions swirling in tight arcs around Dr. Cole, partial denominators blossoming. Dr. Cole typed 
frantically, enthralled by illusions forming a fractal pattern in midair. 

“Open this door!” Ms. Cruz shouted. Another staffer typed an override, but illusions within 
jammed it. They glimpsed Dr. Cole’s face, bathed in the swirling partial sums, enthralled by the 
spectacle. A meltdown illusions fiasco in the making. If he unleashed illusions here, the 
watchers might not contain them. 

Max felt a surge of dread. He fingered the Charm. The meltdown illusions had nearly wrecked 
Numeria. Dr. Cole was risking the same in this station. They had to intervene. Ms. Cruz 
managed an emergency override, and the door slid open partially, letting illusions spill into the 
corridor. Staff yelped, scurrying back. Max and Mila pushed forward, ignoring the shards of 
partial sums that whirled about. 

Dr. Cole snapped his head around. “Don’t stop me! I can handle this. I just need to observe 
meltdown illusions up close, see how partial denominators swirl. We can glean 
breakthroughs—” 

He never finished. The illusions hissed, swirling faster, forming ephemeral puzzle locks. One 
read 3/5 plus ?/5 = ???, the watchers typed a fix, illusions changed to 2/6 plus ?/6. The 
meltdown illusions were, once again, playing games. Ms. Cruz barked, “You fool, meltdown 
illusions can’t be tamed like a lab project!” 

Dr. Cole froze as illusions turned on him, fraction shards flicking dangerously across the 
console. Sparks danced. Realizing he’d lost control, he cowered. “Help! I can’t unify them—they 
shift denominators every second!” 

Max’s fraction aura flared out of instinct. He advanced, swirl of golden lines forming around him. 
Mila provided cover, typing solutions to illusions that threatened the watchers in the corridor. 
This was meltdown illusions in miniature, but still potent. Dr. Cole had generated a local 
meltdown scenario. The illusions threatened to expand. 

 



“Shut it down!” Ms. Cruz yelled. But illusions had jammed the console. The meltdown partial 
sums refused watchers’ input. Only a direct fraction synergy might forcibly unify them. 

Max grit his teeth, stepping into the swirling illusions. Denominator lines whipped around, 
scarring the walls with code arcs. He recalled the meltdown illusions from Node #7, how 
systematically finishing partial sums overcame them. Now, with the aura, he could unify them 
more directly—but it was an entire simulator’s worth of illusions. Could he handle it alone 
without meltdown meltdown? 

He took a centering breath, letting fraction fundamentals guide him. “Focus on same 
denominators, step by step,” he muttered. The illusions hammered the aura, shifting 2/5 to 3/6 
to 4/7. Each time, he matched denominators mentally, forcing a sum. 2/5 plus 3/5 = 5/5, or 3/6 
plus 3/6 = 6/6. The aura glowed brighter, pushing illusions to unify. The meltdown illusions 
sputtered, refusing to fix on one denominator, but he pressed on. 

Sparks showered from the console. Dr. Cole cowered behind a desk. Ms. Cruz and the 
watchers aimed their tools at illusions that slipped past Max, forcibly solving smaller partial 
sums. Mila, her face set in fierce concentration, typed solutions to illusions creeping along the 
walls. The meltdown illusions howled, swirling faster, but each puzzle that Max or Mila 
completed robbed them of momentum. 

He felt exhaustion biting at him. The illusions were relentless, forming puzzle after puzzle. But 
each success drained a chunk of illusions. His fraction aura forced denominators into alignment, 
summing partial numerators in bursts of final values. Slowly, the illusions thinned, code lines 
collapsing into stable fractions. Dr. Cole stared in awe, half-apologizing, half-terrified. 

At last, with a final crackle, the meltdown illusions broke. Code lines melted into the simulator’s 
logs, forcibly resolved. The swirling puzzle storm vanished, leaving acrid smoke from 
overloaded panels. Max fell to his knees, aura flickering out. Ms. Cruz and Mila rushed to him, 
calling his name. 

He was drained, but conscious. The meltdown illusions, even in mini form, had tested his 
fraction synergy to the limit. Dr. Cole, sobbing, apologized profusely. “I—I thought I could 
harness them, learn from meltdown illusions,” he gasped. “I had no idea they’d replicate so 
fiercely. You saved us from my own folly.” 

Ms. Cruz glared but kept composure. “You nearly unleashed meltdown illusions anew. 
Remember that fraction chaos is no plaything. Thank the stars Max was here.” The watchers 
stabilized the console, powering down the simulator entirely, ensuring no illusions lingered. 

They carried Max to an adjacent infirmary, hooking him to a mild rehydration drip. The meltdown 
illusions took a toll on him physically and mentally. Mila paced nearby, worry etched on her face. 
Ms. Cruz insisted Dr. Cole be placed under watch for the remainder of their stay, ensuring he 
wouldn’t attempt illusions again. 

 



Later that night, when Max felt stable enough to talk, Ms. Cruz approached his bedside in the 
dim infirmary. Mila dozed in a chair. Ms. Cruz spoke softly. “You overcame meltdown illusions 
again, but I see how it drained you. The meltdown illusions are savage. We can’t keep letting 
you do this. People must realize fraction chaos is not a toy.” 

Max nodded wearily, the Zero-Point Charm warm at his collarbone. “We have watchers, we 
have new fraction training. If they had simply adhered to meltdown protocols, illusions wouldn’t 
form. Dr. Cole forced them. That was reckless.” 

She sighed, patting his shoulder. “We’re leaving in the morning. I’ll lodge a formal complaint 
about Dr. Cole’s actions. Meanwhile, we’ll finalize that meltdown illusions knowledge exchange. 
We can’t stop people from being curious, but maybe we can stress the dangers enough.” 

He dozed off into an uneasy sleep, dreaming of meltdown illusions swirling around him in a 
never-ending loop, partial denominators refusing to unify. But each time, the aura flared, and the 
illusions parted. In the dream, Dr. Quantum’s voice whispered that fraction synergy must remain 
balanced, or the meltdown illusions might break the solver’s mind. 

By dawn, the shuttle was ready. Ms. Cruz wasted no time, hustling them all aboard, watchers 
included. Dr. Cole approached meekly, apologizing once more, promising never to meddle with 
meltdown illusions again. Ms. Cruz coolly reminded him that meltdown illusions had nearly 
destroyed Numeria; it was no trivial experiment. Then they lifted off, leaving the research station 
behind. 

En route back to Numeria, the mood was quiet. Ms. Cruz told Max that the city needed him in 
one piece, not overextended by illusions. He promised not to overuse his aura. They had 
watchers for a reason. Mila, seated beside him, gently touched the battered binder on his lap. 
“Your father’s notes. They keep guiding us. The meltdown illusions might keep cropping up as 
leftover code. But with watchers, plus your fraction synergy as a last line, we can handle it.” 

He gazed out the window at the rolling plains. Numeria sparkled on the horizon, each 
fraction-coded system stable again. “Yes,” he murmured, “we will handle it. I just never expected 
to have this personal connection, to physically unify denominators in real time. But if meltdown 
illusions ever threaten again, we won’t let them grow unstoppable. We have fraction sense, 
watchers, and the Zero-Point Charm’s synergy.” 

The shuttle touched down in Numeria to a calm city. Citizens bustled about daily tasks. Ms. Cruz 
parted with them at the Spire, instructing watchers to log Dr. Cole’s fiasco, ensuring no 
meltdown illusions infiltration. Max and Mila walked home together, the late afternoon sun 
casting long shadows across the city’s polished roads. 

Mila glanced at him, breaking the silence. “So… that was intense. At least we know your fraction 
aura can handle meltdown illusions if they appear, but it’s clearly draining. We have to keep your 
father’s caution in mind.” 

 



He nodded. “Agreed. The meltdown illusions might pop up in pockets, or someone reckless 
might try to harness them, but we’ll stay vigilant. The watchers are stronger than ever. And if 
illusions slip past, the aura stands ready.” 

They reached a familiar intersection near the old library, once a meltdown illusions hotspot. Now 
it glowed with stable fraction-coded traffic signals. They parted ways with a wave, each heading 
home. As Max neared his apartment, he felt the Zero-Point Charm’s gentle warmth. No illusions 
flared, no meltdown crises beckoned. For once, Numeria felt truly at peace. He recalled the day 
meltdown illusions first flickered on school boards, the dread he felt, the fraction meltdown that 
followed. Now, that dread was replaced by quiet confidence that fraction fundamentals could 
meet any threat. 

He entered the apartment to find his mother at the table, reading news about small meltdown 
anomalies quashed by watchers across the city. She looked up, relief in her eyes, and asked if 
everything was all right. He gave her the short version of Dr. Cole’s fiasco, how meltdown 
illusions nearly reappeared in force. She shook her head in disbelief, praising him for preventing 
a new meltdown. Then, noticing his fatigue, she insisted he rest. 

That evening, as the city lights blinked fraction-coded signals outside his window, Max opened 
Dr. Quantum’s binder one more time. He skimmed past meltdown illusions references, focusing 
on a page about harnessing fraction synergy. His father wrote: 

“If meltdown illusions return, or new fraction anomalies arise, the solver must 
remain calm, remembering each fraction addition step. Only unwavering logic can 
anchor the synergy needed to unify partial denominators. Fear or confusion invites 
illusions to adapt. The Zero-Point Charm extends fraction sense to the solver’s 
aura, but one must never forget that the real power is the step-by-step process of 
fraction fundamentals.” 

Max closed the binder, exhaling slowly. That was exactly what he had discovered: meltdown 
illusions, or even a cunning Phantom, could be undone by fraction sense. He had physically 
manifested that principle. He might hold a “protective aura tied to fraction manipulation,” but 
behind it lay simple math steps hammered into his psyche from Dr. Quantum’s teaching. 

He crawled into bed, drifting off with fresh resolve. The meltdown illusions might never vanish 
entirely, leftover code could surface in corners or be stirred by curious minds. But as long as he, 
Mila, Ms. Cruz, and countless watchers enforced fraction completeness, illusions would remain 
a nuisance rather than an existential threat. The fraction meltdown crisis had catapulted him into 
a role he never imagined, forging new powers from the Zero-Point Charm. The meltdown 
illusions’ final gift was that synergy. 

In the morning, the sunlight poured through his window, illuminating the desk where the battered 
binder, Dr. Quantum’s notebook, and the swirling-metal pendant rested. He rose, strapped the 
pendant around his neck, and readied for school. Ms. Mori awaited him, probably with new 

 



fraction puzzle drills that integrated meltdown illusions references. The entire city was 
determined never to forget meltdown illusions’ lesson. 

He left the apartment to see the city vibrant with activity. Billboards displayed fraction-coded 
ads, stable and complete. Traffic lights flicked denominators without a glitch. The meltdown 
illusions might still lurk in fragments, but watchers patrolled, and if illusions rose beyond 
watchers’ ability, Max’s fraction aura stood ready. A calm pride filled him. Yes, meltdown 
illusions had threatened the city to its core, culminating in a horrifying Phantom. But from that 
crisis, Numeria had emerged stronger, and so had he. 

He met Mila at the corner of Photon Avenue. They walked to school together, exchanging a 
comfortable banter about fraction watchers and new city protocols. She teased him lightly about 
being the “Fraction Guardian,” but he shrugged it off with a grin. “I’m just the same math geek 
who solves meltdown illusions with fraction sense,” he said. She laughed, reminding him that 
not every math geek literally wore a swirling fraction pendant that glowed with unification energy. 

They arrived at homeroom, stepping in among classmates chatting about normal teen topics. 
Ms. Mori gave them a discreet nod, acknowledging their role in averting meltdown illusions once 
again. Life pressed on. Another day in Numeria, a city that had nearly fallen to partial 
denominators but now championed fraction completeness in every domain. 

During the lesson, Ms. Mori introduced a new fraction assignment: rewriting sums with the same 
denominator. As she scrawled examples on the holo-board—like 1/3 + 1/6, or 3/8 + 5/8—Max 
felt a faint pulse from the pendant. A part of him recognized the same logic that fueled meltdown 
illusions’ downfall. He jotted the solutions easily, recalling how meltdown illusions once twisted 
such sums into chaos. Now, they sat in a calm classroom, turning fractions into stable sums. 
That was the real power behind his new fraction abilities: no illusions could stand if the solver 
never forgot how to unify denominators. 

By the day’s end, Ms. Mori gave them a small pep talk. “Remember, meltdown illusions only 
thrive on what we leave unsolved. If you see a fraction puzzle with missing denominators, fix it 
or report it. Basic steps can save our city.” 

Max caught Mila’s eye. They both wore small smiles, recalling how meltdown illusions had 
hammered that lesson home. Outside, Numeria’s late afternoon light warmed the city once 
more. The meltdown illusions might reappear in pockets, but the watchers, fraction sense, and 
the Zero-Point Charm synergy would keep them at bay. If a new Phantom or meltdown wave 
arose, they would unify denominators step by step, defending the city they loved. 

As he parted with Mila and made his way home, the Zero-Point Charm felt lighter at his chest, 
as though it resonated with the city’s newly reinforced fraction-coded life. Dr. Quantum might 
have intended this all along: that meltdown illusions, while terrifying, would force Numeria to 
reaffirm fraction unity, and gift his son with an even deeper connection to math’s foundational 
truths. 

 



No illusions lurked in the skies that evening, no meltdown seeds gnawed at the systems. The 
watchers beeped routine updates of zero anomalies. Max, stepping into his apartment, found 
dinner waiting, a normal, peaceful scene. The meltdown illusions crisis had elevated him from 
an inquisitive boy to a guardian of sorts, but it hadn’t robbed him of normalcy. He still had 
homework, friends, and a city that needed fraction sense on every level. 

Sitting down at the table, the warm aroma of food reminded him how close they’d come to 
meltdown illusions starving the city’s distribution networks. He ate gratefully, reflecting on how 
fraction fundamentals had grown from a classroom skill into a city-saving power—quite literally, 
in his case. If meltdown illusions ever threatened again, or if some new code monstrosity 
formed, he would rely on that synergy. But tonight, Numeria was quiet, content, its 
fraction-coded heartbeat strong, free from meltdown illusions. 

Later, he curled up on the living room couch, leafing through the battered binder one more time. 
Each puzzle they’d solved— from meltdown illusions to the cunning Phantom—demonstrated 
how stable denominators overcame partial sums. The meltdown illusions had tested Numeria’s 
faith in fraction-based operations. The Phantom had pushed further, claiming fractions should 
roam incomplete. But, time and again, step-by-step fraction logic restored order. 

He paused on a page referencing “Max’s Discovery of Power,” Dr. Quantum’s hypothetical note 
about synergy if meltdown illusions forced advanced usage. A line read: “In the darkest 
meltdown illusions, a solver might fuse with the Zero-Point Charm, forging a protective fraction 
aura. May it be used only in dire need, for fraction logic belongs to everyone, not just a single 
hero.” Max closed the binder, a small, fond smile on his lips. His father had foreseen not only 
meltdown illusions but the day his own son might unify them personally. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 10 

 

Max Quantum stood at the threshold of an ominous sub-level entrance deep beneath the Spire. 
The wide, vault-like door was inscribed with glowing fraction symbols that flickered in the 
half-light. In all his time fighting meltdown illusions and even facing down the Phantom, he had 
never ventured this far into Numeria’s hidden infrastructure. Yet here he was, accompanied by 
Mila and two city math-watchers named Keon and Raya, preparing to descend into the core 
chambers rumored to hold the final failsafe for Numeria’s fraction-based systems. 

The air in the narrow corridor felt stale and dry, as though it hadn’t been disturbed in years. 
Overhead lights hummed faintly, casting shifting shadows across the fraction-coded runes 
etched in the metal walls. Max clutched the Zero-Point Charm at his chest, the swirling-metal 
pendant glowing softly whenever they neared a puzzle lock. Each lock was said to require more 
advanced fraction knowledge than the meltdown illusions or the Phantom’s traps had 
demanded, and the city logs implied this labyrinth tested multiple-step fraction additions with a 
ticking countdown. If they failed, Numeria’s entire math infrastructure might collapse under the 
meltdown’s final wave. 

“We’ve got to be ready,” Mila whispered, adjusting the fraction override tool clipped to her belt. 
“Ms. Cruz said these deeper levels were never intended for everyday access. They’re an 
emergency route for recalibrating the city’s fraction core if meltdown illusions infiltrated all major 
nodes.” 

Keon, one of the watchers, nodded. “The meltdown logs suggest code corruption is intensifying 
down here. Even after the Phantom’s defeat, leftover illusions have reawakened. The meltdown 
clock is ticking. If these fraction locks remain unsolved, we might lose synchronization for the 
entire city.” 

Raya, the second watcher, brushed a strand of hair from her eyes. “So the meltdown illusions 
have set up advanced fraction puzzles? Or maybe it’s just ancient Numerian code that’s 
auto-activated. Either way, we need to get inside, unify everything, and stop the meltdown’s final 
countdown.” 

Max studied the door. A small console glowed with a fraction puzzle that extended over three 
lines: 

1/2 + 2/3 + 3/4 = ? 

The puzzle text scrolled in ghostly letters, flickering with partial illusions that threatened to shift 
denominators before their eyes. He recognized this as a more complex fraction addition—three 
separate fractions with different denominators. Usually, meltdown illusions stuck to simpler 
incomplete denominators. But this lock was more advanced, almost a test: Could they find the 
sum quickly and unify the puzzle? 

 



He steadied his breath. “We can handle it if we’re calm. Let’s systematically find a common 
denominator.” He glanced at Mila, who gave him a supportive nod. 

“Denominators are 2, 3, and 4,” said Raya, tapping the override tool. “The least common 
denominator for 2, 3, and 4 is 12. Let’s convert each fraction to twelfths.” 

Keon typed quickly, “1/2 becomes 6/12, 2/3 becomes 8/12, and 3/4 becomes 9/12. Summing 
them: 6/12 + 8/12 + 9/12 = 23/12.” A faint beep sounded from the console, acknowledging their 
conversion. “That’s 1 and 11/12 in mixed form, but as an improper fraction, 23/12.” 

The meltdown illusions swirling around the puzzle lock flickered, as if testing whether they’d 
solve it fully. Max pressed a small button. “Enter 23/12,” he said, voice echoing in the corridor. 

A hush followed. For a heartbeat, the fraction runes on the door wavered, then rearranged 
themselves into a stable pattern. The door slid open with a groan, revealing a descending metal 
stairwell. 

“You see how it tries to flicker the denominators?” Mila observed. “We have to be fast or the 
illusions might shift them mid-solution.” 

Max nodded, stepping through. “We’ll have to watch each fraction puzzle closely. The meltdown 
illusions could morph them if we take too long.” 

Together, they descended. The stairs spiraled downward in a wide shaft, each step resonating 
with a dull clang that reverberated off the walls. Faint lights revealed fraction-coded inscriptions 
that looked centuries old. Long ago, Numeria’s founders must have built these core chambers to 
defend against unstoppable meltdown illusions. Now it fell to them—two teenage math whizzes 
and two watchers—to make sense of it all. 

At the base of the stairs, a long corridor stretched into the gloom. Thick cables lined the walls, 
crackling with code streams. Occasionally, partial illusions skittered across those cables, 
forming ephemeral fraction sums like 3/5 + ?/5. They vanished if approached, reappearing 
further along the line. The watchers tried to pin them with override commands, but the illusions 
darted away, intangible. 

Eventually, they reached a sealed hatch labeled “Core Access – Fraction Integrity Required.” A 
sensor pad on the wall displayed a more formidable puzzle: 

(5/8 + 3/4) + (7/12 – 1/6) = ? 

The puzzle scrolled line by line, glitching slightly as illusions lurked. This was more complex: 
multiple steps, mixing addition and subtraction. The meltdown illusions used such complexity to 
stall them. One false move, or if denominators shifted mid-solution, they might fail. Max steadied 
himself, letting the watchers propose a plan. 

 



Mila took the lead. “Okay, break it into parts. Let’s do (5/8 + 3/4) first, then handle (7/12 – 1/6). 
We can unify the results. If illusions scramble denominators, the Zero-Point Charm might help 
us lock them.” 

Max approached the console. “We can do this systematically. For (5/8 + 3/4), the second 
fraction is 3/4 = 6/8. So that sum is 5/8 + 6/8 = 11/8. That’s 1 and 3/8, but let’s keep it as 11/8 for 
now.” 

A swirl of illusions flickered overhead, distorting the console. They pressed on. 

“Now (7/12 – 1/6). Convert 1/6 to 2/12,” said Raya. “So 7/12 – 2/12 = 5/12.” 

The meltdown illusions around the puzzle lines glimmered, attempting to shift 7/12. But Mila 
swiftly tapped an override, locking the fraction to 12 as the denominator. The illusions hissed, 
then quieted. 

“Good,” said Keon. “So we have 11/8 from the first part, and 5/12 from the second. Now we add 
11/8 and 5/12. This is definitely multiple denominators at once.” 

The meltdown illusions flared again, swirling partial code. Max felt the Zero-Point Charm pulse 
faintly, ready to unify denominators if they messed up. “Focus,” he murmured. “Let’s find a 
common denominator for 8 and 12. That’s 24.” 

Mila typed quickly. “11/8 = 33/24. 5/12 = 10/24. So 33/24 + 10/24 = 43/24.” 

A beep from the console signaled the puzzle was nearly solved. “43/24,” repeated Keon. “Which 
is 1 and 19/24 in mixed form, but we’ll keep it as 43/24.” 

The illusions soared, forming half a face in flickering arcs. “Enter 43/24,” whispered Raya, 
glancing at Max. He nodded, pressing the console. The meltdown illusions hissed, then 
dissolved around the hatch. 

A mechanical latch clicked, letting the hatch swing open. They stepped through, hearts 
pounding. Beyond was a narrower hallway, dimly lit by emergency strips. The watchers 
confirmed the meltdown illusions were thickening, code swirling in corners. Their mission was to 
reach the core’s final chamber before the meltdown clock expired. 

“We have about an hour,” Mila said, recalling Ms. Cruz’s instructions. “If meltdown illusions fully 
saturate the core, the city could face a total fraction shutdown.” 

They pressed on, ignoring the illusions that flickered overhead. Twice, partial fraction shards 
swooped near them like wasps. Max summoned a faint fraction aura, deflecting the shards. The 
meltdown illusions retreated, but not far. Every so often, the watchers noticed partial sums 
drifting across the corridor walls, unsolved. They tried to unify them with typed solutions, only to 
watch them fade away, reappear further ahead. It felt like an invisible tide was pushing them 
deeper, as though the meltdown illusions wanted them to face the final puzzle. 

 



Suddenly, the corridor opened into a large, circular chamber with a floor inlaid with 
fraction-coded tiles forming geometric patterns. In the center rose a tall obelisk of flickering 
code, from which illusions poured like steam. A single console sat at the base of the obelisk, 
locked behind an imposing puzzle that scrolled in midair: 

Core Synchronization Gate 
 (2 1/4 + 3 1/2) – (1 3/4 + 2/3) = ??? 

Mila inhaled sharply. “Mixed numbers. We rarely see meltdown illusions messing with that. They 
want to push us to the limit of fraction addition. We have to convert these carefully to improper 
fractions.” 

Keon and Raya exchanged glances. “We’ll have to be quick. The illusions are building around 
that obelisk, forming a meltdown storm if we delay.” 

Max felt the Zero-Point Charm throb at his chest. He recalled how meltdown illusions gained 
strength from partial denominators. Mixed numbers complicated that. If illusions manipulated 
conversions, a single error might lock them out. “Let’s do it step by step,” he said calmly. “We’ll 
parse each term.” 

He approached the console, illusions swirling overhead, partial shards crackling. His fraction 
aura glowed faintly, steadying the puzzle text so it wouldn’t shift denominators mid-calculation. 

Mila began. “First, 2 1/4. That’s 2 plus 1/4. Converting to improper fraction with denominator 4: 2 
= 8/4, so 2 1/4 = 9/4.” 

Raya typed, “Yes, and 3 1/2 is 3 plus 1/2. Converting to denominator 2: 3 = 6/2, so 3 1/2 = 7/2.” 

Keon prepped a note on his device. “So (2 1/4 + 3 1/2) in improper form is (9/4 + 7/2). But we 
can’t just sum them yet. We have another part: (1 3/4 + 2/3). Let’s convert them all properly.” 

Mila nodded. “Yes. Let’s handle the entire expression carefully. Next, 1 3/4 is 1 plus 3/4, or 7/4 in 
improper form. And 2/3 stays 2/3.” 

Raya pointed at the illusions creeping closer around the obelisk. “Hurry. Let’s do (2 1/4 + 3 1/2) 
first: that’s 9/4 plus 7/2.” 

Max steadied his breath, double-checking the meltdown illusions didn’t warp the denominators. 
“7/2 can become 14/4. So 9/4 plus 14/4 = 23/4.” 

A swirl of illusions tried to flick the fraction, but his aura pinned it. The watchers typed quickly: 
“23/4 for that sum.” 

Now for (1 3/4 + 2/3). “We have 7/4 plus 2/3,” said Mila. “Different denominators: 4 and 3. The 
LCM is 12. Converting 7/4 → 21/12, 2/3 → 8/12, so total is 29/12.” 

 



Raya typed that down. “So the second bracket is 29/12. Now the puzzle is (23/4) – (29/12). 
Another multi-denominator step.” 

Keon found a stable footing away from illusions and typed, “For 23/4, we can convert to twelfths: 
23/4 = 69/12. Then 69/12 – 29/12 = 40/12. That simplifies to 10/3, right?” 

Mila nodded, eyes gleaming. “Yes, 40/12 is 10/3. So the final answer is 10/3.” 

Illusions whipped into a frenzy overhead, as though outraged by the correct sum. The meltdown 
illusions pounded the obelisk, partial fraction arcs flashing. But with the puzzle solved, the 
meltdown illusions had no more hold on the console. The lock recognized 10/3 as correct. 

The entire obelisk flickered, then parted down the middle, revealing a small access panel. The 
meltdown illusions swirling around it hissed, forced back by the puzzle’s resolution. Max stepped 
forward, the watchers at his side. 

“It’s 10/3,” he said, pressing the final input. The illusions shimmered, an angry swirl, but the 
fraction logic locked them out. 

The obelisk slid aside, revealing a narrow stair descending even further. A hot gust of air rushed 
out, carrying the hum of powerful machinery. “That must be the final core,” said Mila. “The 
meltdown illusions have receded, but we can’t rest yet.” 

They stepped carefully down the newly revealed staircase, the watchers scanning for illusions. 
Max’s fraction aura calmed to a faint glow. He was tired from multiple puzzle solves, but they 
couldn’t turn back. If meltdown illusions had truly nested in the core, the entire city was at risk. 

At the bottom, they entered a circular chamber lit by a single bright beam from above. A 
massive array of fraction-coded tubes and cables crisscrossed the space, each pulsing with 
Numeria’s math signals. In the center sat a squat console with the words “CORE 
SYNCHRONIZATION—IMMINENT LOCKDOWN.” Red lights flashed. Tension suffused the air. 

The watchers rushed to the console, scanning. “We have a meltdown countdown here. Forty 
minutes left before a system-wide fraction freeze is triggered,” said Keon, face pale. 

Raya typed commands. “We need a final override code. I see meltdown illusions have partially 
scrambled the fraction synchronization routine. There must be one last puzzle, possibly a big 
multi-step fraction lock.” 

As if on cue, a swirl of illusions formed overhead, shaping the half-familiar face reminiscent of 
meltdown illusions. They didn’t speak, not like the Phantom. Instead, the illusions shrieked in 
code, scattering partial denominators across the console’s holographic display: 

(3/4 + 5/6 + 2/5) – (1 2/5 + ?/5) = ??? 

 



A wave of partial flickers turned the second bracket’s fraction indefinite. The illusions refused to 
show the missing fraction piece. The watchers gaped. “How do we solve a puzzle with a 
question mark inside an already mixed number?” 

Mila frowned. “We can’t do it normally if we don’t know the fraction. Let’s see if the meltdown 
illusions are requiring a guess, or if Max’s aura can force them to reveal the missing fraction.” 

Max stepped closer. The meltdown illusions crackled, partial sums swirling around. “I’ll try,” he 
murmured, letting fraction synergy fill him. The golden aura flared, focusing on the puzzle text. 
The illusions hissed, resisting. But after a tense moment, the question mark flickered into a 
number: 3. So the puzzle read (1 2/5 + 3/5). 

Keon exhaled in relief. “So that’s 1 2/5 plus 3/5 = 1 5/5 = 2. It collapsed into 2 if the fraction 
synergy forced a reveal. So the second bracket is 2.” 

Raya typed feverishly. “So the puzzle is (3/4 + 5/6 + 2/5) – 2 = ???. Let’s unify 3/4, 5/6, and 2/5 
carefully.” 

They dove into multi-term fraction addition. Denominators 4, 6, and 5. The watchers proposed 
60 as the least common denominator. “3/4 = 45/60. 5/6 = 50/60. 2/5 = 24/60. Summation: 45/60 
+ 50/60 + 24/60 = 119/60.” 

Mila whistled. “119/60 is 1 and 59/60 as a mixed number. Then we subtract 2 from that.” 

Max’s aura flickered. “To subtract 2 from 119/60, let’s convert 2 to 120/60. So 119/60 – 120/60 = 
–1/60. That yields a negative fraction. Is that acceptable here?” 

They paused. Negative results were not unusual in math, but meltdown illusions might react 
unpredictably. Yet the puzzle demanded it. “Yes, –1/60 is a valid result,” said Mila. “Let’s see if 
illusions accept a negative fraction.” 

Raya typed “–1/60” onto the console. The meltdown illusions shrieked, swirling violently, as if 
outraged by a negative sum. But after a few seconds, the illusions collapsed, forced to unify the 
fraction. The final meltdown puzzle lock dissolved in a rain of shimmering code, revealing the 
core console’s override button. 

A beep signaled success. The meltdown countdown froze, then a system message scrolled: 
“Fraction Re-Stabilization Activated. City Infrastructure Secure.” The watchers whooped in relief, 
checking logs to confirm meltdown illusions had receded from the core. 

Max sagged against the console, aura fading. “–1/60,” he murmured, a tired grin on his face. 
“Who knew meltdown illusions might end on a negative fraction?” 

Mila beamed at him, offering a supportive shoulder. “But that’s the truth of math: negative results 
can be valid. Even meltdown illusions can’t deny correct fraction operations, no matter how 
unconventional.” 

 



Raya shut down the meltdown countdown, while Keon verified each fraction subroutine in the 
core had returned to stable parameters. At last, the meltdown illusions were banished from the 
depths of the Spire. Tension drained away, replaced by overwhelming relief. Numeria’s 
math-based infrastructure was safe from meltdown—for now. 

Turning from the console, Max gazed around the high-ceilinged chamber. The meltdown 
illusions had tested them with multi-step fraction sums, mixing improper fractions, mixed 
numbers, and negative results. But each puzzle was solvable through methodical fraction logic. 
Dr. Quantum’s teachings had once more proven unstoppable. 

“Let’s head back up,” suggested Mila, voice echoing in the newly silent chamber. “We can 
confirm with Ms. Cruz that the meltdown illusions are gone. She’s probably worried sick.” 

Keon nodded, checking his watch. “We cut it close, but the meltdown clock is reset. Numeria’s 
fraction system remains online. Good job, everyone.” 

They started up the winding stairs, illusions no longer swirling. The watchers marveled at the 
simplicity of fraction fundamentals outmatching meltdown illusions yet again. Max, leaning on 
Mila’s arm, felt a wave of exhaustion but also satisfaction. So many advanced fraction puzzles, 
each demanding quick conversions and a calm mind. Dr. Quantum would be proud that they’d 
used fraction sense to keep meltdown illusions from dooming the city’s core. 

When they emerged into the corridor above, Ms. Cruz and a small security detail waited 
anxiously. At the sight of Max’s group unharmed, she exhaled with obvious relief. “We felt the 
meltdown illusions dissipate. I see you solved the deeper puzzle locks?” 

Mila nodded, a tired grin on her face. “Yes. Complex fraction sums with multiple terms, including 
negative results. But meltdown illusions can’t handle correct fraction logic. We forced them all to 
unify.” 

Max handed Ms. Cruz the final lock’s readout. “The meltdown countdown is canceled. The 
core’s stable. Numeria is safe from meltdown illusions once again.” 

She smiled, patting his arm. “Thank you. Let’s get you all above ground for a breather. This was 
intense.” 

They retraced their path through the labyrinth, stepping over defunct illusions that no longer 
glowed. Doors they’d opened remained unlocked, fraction runes inert. At last, a faint breeze 
signaled the final staircase out, leading up toward the Spire’s main level. But the day was far 
from over, and Max felt the lingering weight of the meltdown illusions they had confronted. He 
wondered what new threat might arise if fraction vigilance slipped again. 

Outside the Spire, the bright midday light nearly blinded them after the dim corridors below. Ms. 
Cruz quickly led them to a side lounge, offering water and seats. They recounted each puzzle 
they faced. The watchers typed reports about the meltdown illusions’ final stand, praising Max 

 



and Mila’s fraction skill. Ms. Cruz locked the sub-level, ensuring only authorized staff could 
venture down. 

An hour later, Ms. Cruz escorted them to a secure briefing room, where Ms. Mori and a few city 
officials had gathered, anxious for details. When Max described how meltdown illusions tried 
shifting denominators mid-puzzle, the officials shook their heads in awe. “Complex fraction 
additions, multi-term sums—these illusions are more cunning than earlier meltdown code,” one 
official murmured. “But you overcame them all?” 

Mila explained their step-by-step approach, how they converted mixed numbers to improper 
fractions, then found a common denominator. “We had to be swift, or illusions might shift 
denominators. That’s exactly where watchers usually fail. The illusions exploit any delay or 
confusion.” 

Ms. Mori stood near the back, pride and worry mingling on her face. She had taught these 
fraction fundamentals in simpler contexts, never expecting they would become life-and-death 
knowledge. “So you used the fraction synergy from the Zero-Point Charm as well?” she asked 
gently. 

Max nodded. “At times, illusions tried to rewrite the puzzle mid-solution. My aura pinned them 
enough to complete the sums. But mostly, we just systematically found denominators. Even 
meltdown illusions can’t avoid a correct fraction sum.” 

The city officials exchanged relieved glances. “This means Numeria’s meltdown illusions truly 
are powerless if we remain calm and precise,” said Ms. Cruz. “We’ll keep watchers vigilant. The 
meltdown crisis in the core is averted.” 

A round of applause followed, subdued but genuine. They all knew meltdown illusions might 
resurface in pockets, but the heroes had proven that fraction fundamentals still triumphed. Ms. 
Cruz concluded the briefing by declaring the meltdown threat “significantly diminished,” though 
constant vigilance was needed. 

When the meeting broke, Max and Mila found themselves in a quieter corridor, just the two of 
them. Mila exhaled, rubbing her temple. “I feel like we’ve been in a constant meltdown illusions 
battle. But each time, fractions save the day. This was supposed to be a normal city… I guess 
meltdown illusions taught us we can’t get sloppy with denominators.” 

Max smiled, a weary gratitude in his eyes. “Dad always said fractions unify us. Maybe meltdown 
illusions highlight how easy it is to drift apart if we forget the fundamentals. But we keep coming 
back, step by step.” 

They walked to a panoramic window overlooking Numeria’s skyline. Hover-cars glided calmly, 
fraction-coded signals stable. People strolled the streets, oblivious to the meltdown illusions that 
threatened them below the Spire. Max leaned against the glass. They had survived another 
confrontation with meltdown illusions, unraveling advanced fraction puzzles in the city’s deepest 
corridors. The meltdown clock had almost ticked down, but they finished in time. 

 



He brushed a thumb over the Zero-Point Charm. “We’re not done with meltdown illusions 
forever, are we? Little pockets keep cropping up. But I guess as long as we practice fraction 
sense, illusions can’t truly take hold.” 

Mila rested a hand on his shoulder. “Exactly. Numeria’s watchers get better daily, the city’s 
fraction vigilance is high, and we have your aura if illusions slip through. Let meltdown illusions 
try—they’ll face the same logic that’s beaten them again and again.” 

Behind them, Ms. Mori approached, smiling softly at how far they’d come since that first day 
meltdown illusions flickered in the classroom. “Ready to get some air?” she asked. “You two 
have been underground all morning, unlocking meltdown illusions. Let’s step outside and 
process this. We can talk about next steps after you catch your breath.” 

They nodded, following her toward the exit. The meltdown illusions might be subdued in the 
core, but they would remain watchful. The day was not over, and neither was their fight to keep 
Numeria’s fractions whole. 

Emerging into the open plaza, they felt a breeze stir the midday warmth. Crowds bustled along, 
unaware that meltdown illusions nearly struck at the city’s heart again. This was how it should 
be: everyday life continuing, fraction-coded signals quietly guiding the city, meltdown illusions no 
more than a passing threat. 

Mila nudged Max’s side. “All that tension, those complex fraction sums, and we’re back among 
normal folks. Kind of surreal, huh?” 

He nodded, adjusting the pendant chain. “Very surreal. But it’s our new normal, I 
guess—keeping meltdown illusions at bay. We’ll rest for now, but I suspect the next partial 
fraction anomaly is only a matter of time.” 

Ms. Mori gave them a gentle, fond look. “Then we’ll handle it the same way: calm logic, 
matching denominators, never letting meltdown illusions or partial sums get the better of us. 
Numeria’s future depends on that sense of unity.” 

And so they stood there, in the open air of the Spire’s plaza, having just navigated the city’s 
deepest corridors and the meltdown illusions’ final puzzle locks. Neither day nor their journey 
was ending. Instead, they had simply passed another milestone on the road to defending 
Numeria’s fraction-coded existence, remaining ever-vigilant against illusions that lurked in the 
hidden corners. The meltdown crisis receded once again, overshadowed by the unwavering 
power of fraction fundamentals. 

 

 

 

 



CHAPTER 11 

Max Quantum stood poised on a narrow metal walkway deep inside Numeria’s Spire. Far below, 
rivers of fraction-coded energy pulsed in bright streams, powering the city’s vast math-based 
infrastructure. Overhead, alarms pulsed with a steady, urgent beat, warning of the meltdown’s 
last stand. Lights flickered, revealing swirling illusions that coalesced into ghostly shapes. In the 
distance, a resonant hum thickened the air—the Phantom was near, and it had come armed 
with every corrupted fraction in its arsenal. 

Ever since Max and his allies had pushed through the sub-level defenses, each corridor had 
brought new puzzles, new illusions, and new threats to Numeria’s fraction-coded stability. Now, 
at the precipice of the final gateway, he could feel the Phantom’s presence: a churning knot in 
the city’s fraction lines that threatened total chaos. The meltdown crisis had never truly abated; it 
had merely led them here, for one last confrontation. A hush settled over the walkway, broken 
only by occasional crackles of fraction shards dancing along the rails. 

Mila stepped to Max’s side, breathing hard. Her bright eyes flitted between the flickering illusions 
overhead and the shimmering console perched at the walkway’s end. “That console’s gotta be 
the final lock to the meltdown node,” she said, voice hushed. “And behind it, the Phantom. 
Ready?” 

He nodded, gripping the Zero-Point Charm at his chest, feeling it thrum with energy. Across from 
them, Ms. Cruz and two watchers, Keon and Raya, stood tensely by a battered guardrail. 
They’d followed Max and Mila through the labyrinth, fending off illusions that forced fraction 
puzzles to swirl in midair. Now they, too, braced for the final showdown. 

Ms. Cruz’s voice trembled. “We’re reading massive fraction corruption. The meltdown illusions 
have all converged in there—where the Phantom is forging them into code shards. If it finalizes 
the meltdown, Numeria’s entire fraction system collapses.” 

A swirl of partial fraction illusions fluttered down the walkway, forming ephemeral shards labeled 
with incomplete sums. One shard read 4/9 + ?/9 = ???. Another flashed 3/8 – 2/8 = ???. They 
zipped around, slicing sparks off the metal handrails, a sign that the Phantom was testing them, 
perhaps mocking them to see if they’d flinch. Max summoned a faint fraction aura, letting golden 
light swirl around his palms. The illusions hissed and backed away, but not far. 

“Keep calm,” Max murmured to himself, remembering everything Dr. Quantum had taught him 
about fraction fundamentals. “We can unify any fraction puzzle, no matter how twisted.” The 
meltdown illusions thrived on partial denominators, but correct solutions always forced them to 
yield. Yet the Phantom was no simple illusions cluster. It had intelligence—an agenda to unravel 
Numeria’s reliance on balanced fractions. 

 

 



Raya tapped her wrist device, scanning the meltdown code. “It’s off the charts. We’re seeing 
fraction lines forming a gate behind that console, and the meltdown illusions might keep it 
locked until we solve the final puzzle. If we fail, the meltdown surges.” 

Mila gave a grim nod. “We can’t let that happen.” She turned to Max. “You’ve come so 
far—learning to use the Charm’s fraction aura, stabilizing meltdown illusions that shift 
denominators mid-solution. This is the final test. We do it together.” 

They inched forward, illusions trailing them like ominous shadows. Each step brought more 
partial sums drifting in the air. A voice, soft and sinister, seeped through the static-laced 
loudspeakers. “Welcome, meddling solvers,” it purred. “You come to defend your precious 
fraction order again? How quaint.” 

Max tensed. He recognized the Phantom’s voice, laced with scorn. Even though they had driven 
it back once, it had apparently regained power from leftover meltdown illusions. “Show yourself,” 
Max called, pausing at the console. “We’re finishing this. Numeria won’t let your partial sums 
destroy everything.” 

A ghostly shape flickered across the overhead lights: fraction bars forming a tall, robed 
silhouette. Its face was an unsettling swirl of half-formed denominators, partial numerators 
flickering in and out. The shape coalesced, stepping onto the walkway about ten yards ahead, 
illusions swirling around it like living shadows. It tilted its head, fraction lines ghosting around its 
hollow eyes. “Why cling to stable fractions?” the Phantom rasped. “My meltdown illusions prove 
that partial denominators unleash infinite possibilities. Embrace them—or vanish.” 

Mila squared her shoulders. “We saw your illusions devour entire city nodes, harming countless 
people. Balanced fractions sustain Numeria; your meltdown illusions would starve it of the math 
it needs to function. We won’t let that happen.” 

The Phantom’s face contorted, fraction bars crisscrossing in agitation. “So you cling to your 
sums, your denominators. Enough talk. The meltdown illusions are hungry—prepare to face 
them.” With a sweep of its arm, it unleashed a flurry of fraction shards down the walkway. Each 
shard crackled, forming ephemeral puzzle locks that hung in the air. 

Max’s fraction aura flared, meeting the shards head-on. The watchers typed solutions to a 
barrage of illusions: 2/5 + ?/5 = ???. 3/6 + 4/6 = ???. But the Phantom cunningly shifted 
denominators mid-try, forcing them to reevaluate. Ms. Cruz tried to help, but the illusions soared 
in unpredictable arcs, each a partial fraction that mutated if not solved instantly. 

“Focus on the steps,” Max reminded them. “Common denominator, sum numerators.” He 
hammered illusions with quick logic, forcing a swirl of 3/6 + 4/6 = 7/6 to unify before it mutated. 
The meltdown illusions squealed, lost their partial hold, and dissolved. But more replaced them, 
conjured by the Phantom’s swirling code. The watchers defended Ms. Cruz, who frantically 
keyed an override for the meltdown countdown. 

 

 



In the corner of his eye, Max saw a jagged illusions swirl lunge at Mila’s side, labeled with a 
rapidly shifting fraction: 1/2 + 1/3 = ???, then 1/2 + ?/4. She typed furiously, trying to nail the 
fraction, but the illusions refused to stabilize. Gritting his teeth, Max stepped behind her, letting 
the Zero-Point Charm glow. The illusions hissed, pinned just enough for them to confirm the 
original fraction was 1/2 + 1/3 = 5/6. Freed from meltdown illusions’ shape-shifting, it dissipated. 

The Phantom laughed, fraction bars swirling. “Your synergy is impressive, but the meltdown 
illusions are endless, each partial sum a fractal of incomplete possibility. You cannot unify them 
all at once.” 

An entire wave of illusions soared overhead, shaping a corridor of puzzle locks. The corridor led 
to the final console, which blinked a massive fraction puzzle: “FINAL OVERRIDE: (7/8 + 2/3 + 
?/?) – (2 1/4 + 4/6) = ???.” The meltdown illusions let the partial puzzle float in midair, 
half-coded. The watchers gasped at the blank fraction in the first bracket, a question mark for 
both numerator and denominator. The meltdown illusions were actively refusing to reveal what 
fraction was needed. Without it, the puzzle was unsolvable. Meanwhile, meltdown illusions 
hammered them from all sides. 

“Keep them at bay,” Ms. Cruz cried, scanning the meltdown clock on her device. “We have 
fifteen minutes before the meltdown. That puzzle must be solved, but how do we guess a 
missing fraction if even the denominator is hidden?” 

Mila, ducking a shard of illusions that soared overhead, turned to Max. “Your fraction aura 
forced illusions to reveal a missing fraction piece before. Do it again. We can’t solve the puzzle 
otherwise.” 

He swallowed, remembering how draining it was to unify illusions that actively resisted. The 
Phantom was no bystander; it was fueling meltdown illusions with partial denominators. But he 
also knew Dr. Quantum’s lessons: illusions can’t hide from correct fraction operations if he 
focuses on each step. “I’ll try,” he said, stepping toward the shimmering final puzzle. The 
Phantom hovered behind it, fraction lines pulsing with twisted code. 

As Max neared the puzzle text, illusions crackled, forming a ring of swirling partial sums. He 
steadied his fraction aura, mentally reciting simpler sums to keep calm: 1/4 + 3/4 = 4/4, 2/5 + 3/5 
= 5/5. The meltdown illusions slammed him with new incomplete denominators, but each time 
he or the watchers pinned them long enough to unify. Slowly, he advanced. 

When he was within arm’s reach of the puzzle, illusions thickened. The text flickered wildly: (7/8 
+ 2/3 + ?/?) – (2 1/4 + 4/6) = ???. The “?/?“ parted into two swirling question marks that 
threatened to vanish if typed. Gritting his teeth, Max raised his hand, letting the Zero-Point 
Charm glow bright. He willed the illusions to stabilize, demanding they reveal the fraction’s 
hidden numerator and denominator. 

 

 



The Phantom shrieked, its fraction bars spiking in agitation. “No!” it hissed. “You will not corner 
me with your forced denominators. Let meltdown illusions run free!” 

For a tense moment, the illusions refused. Then, under the aura’s compulsion, the question 
marks blinked once, morphing into 5/12. The watchers cheered in relief. Now the puzzle was 
fully visible: (7/8 + 2/3 + 5/12) – (2 1/4 + 4/6) = ??? 

“Let’s solve it,” Mila barked, ignoring the Phantom’s furious swirl behind her. She converted 
each fraction to a common denominator, step by step. “Okay, for the first bracket, we have 
denominators 8, 3, 12. The least common multiple might be 24.” 

Keon typed into a handheld device as illusions battered them from the side. “7/8 = 21/24. 2/3 = 
16/24. 5/12 = 10/24. Summation is 21/24 + 16/24 + 10/24 = 47/24.” The meltdown illusions tried 
to shift denominators mid-typing, but Raya blocked them with a fraction override. The watchers 
hammered illusions that soared overhead, keeping them from interfering. 

Next, Mila said, “The second bracket is (2 1/4 + 4/6). That’s 2 1/4 = 9/4 in improper form, and 
4/6 is 2/3, which is 4/6 still, simpler to keep as 4/6. Different denominators: 4 and 6. Let’s unify 
that. LCM is 12. So 9/4 → 27/12, and 4/6 → 8/12. Summation is 27/12 + 8/12 = 35/12.” 

Her fingers flew across the console. “Now the puzzle is 47/24 – 35/12. Wait, 35/12 must also be 
expressed in twenty-fourths to subtract properly.” She typed, converting 35/12 to 70/24. “So 
47/24 – 70/24 = –23/24,” she concluded. “We have a negative fraction.” 

A hush fell as illusions crackled overhead. Ms. Cruz’s meltdown timer beeped ominously: five 
minutes left. Max repeated, “–23/24.” The meltdown illusions parted slightly, as though reeling 
from the solution. Negative fractions unsettled them—just like in previous meltdown 
showdowns. 

But the Phantom’s swirling form hissed. “You think that stops me? Even with a negative result, 
meltdown illusions can’t be undone if I remain.” It flung a wave of fraction shards that battered 
them, forcing them to duck. “I am beyond your sums!” 

Mila hurriedly pressed the “Enter” button on the console, locking in –23/24 as the puzzle’s 
solution. The meltdown illusions shrieked, forced to unify that final fraction. The console beeped, 
a triumphant tone indicating the meltdown meltdown might have been averted. Yet the Phantom 
still hovered, its fraction bars twisting in fury. The meltdown illusions around them began 
flickering in and out, uncertain. The watchers cheered, but Max sensed the Phantom refused to 
vanish. They’d solved the meltdown puzzle, but the Phantom remained, fueled by deeper code. 

With the meltdown illusions weakening, the Phantom made a desperate move. It brandished 
fraction shards shaped like daggers, slamming them into the walkway, forming puzzle locks that 
spanned the entire platform. The watchers gasped as cracks appeared in the metal. Ms. Cruz 
had to leap back from a rift that opened at her feet. In the swirling chaos, the Phantom poured 
all its partial fraction power into one final attack, conjuring a web of corrupted sums in midair. 

 



“This is the confrontation,” Max whispered, breath tight. “No meltdown illusions puzzle, just the 
Phantom’s raw fraction chaos.” He felt the Zero-Point Charm burn with fierce energy. Dr. 
Quantum’s notes had always hinted at a final, direct face-off with fraction illusions. That moment 
had arrived. 

The Phantom roared, fraction bars forming a twisted grin. “Try your fraction aura on me, child. I 
will show you partial denominators that no step-by-step logic can unify!” With that, it unleashed 
a sphere of illusions swirling in random denominators—2, 5, 7, 9, 11—each flickering partial 
numerators. The watchers recoiled, their override tools useless. The illusions changed too fast 
to solve individually. 

Max closed his eyes, remembering Dr. Quantum’s final teaching about synergy: if illusions tried 
to swirl indefinite denominators, the solver must remain calm, remembering each fraction is 
convertible. “All fractions have a path to wholeness,” Max recited under his breath. “No 
meltdown illusions can remain if we unify each piece.” He summoned the full force of the 
Zero-Point Charm, letting golden lines of fraction-coded energy swirl outward from his chest. 

The watchers stared in awe as Max’s fraction aura expanded into a glowing field about three 
meters wide, enveloping the illusions. The Phantom shrieked, swirling in the center, trying to 
scatter denominators even further. But the aura pinned them, forcibly matching them to a single 
baseline. Max’s mind whirled with numbers: 2, 5, 7, 9, 11. He pictured a universal 
denominator—maybe 2 * 5 * 7 * 9 * 11 was too huge, but the aura didn’t rely on manual typed 
solutions. It harnessed the pure fraction logic in Max’s mind. 

He breathed carefully, focusing on each partial fraction. The meltdown illusions tried to slip 
away, but the aura’s field locked them inside. “I see your denominators,” Max said softly, eyes 
closed. “They unify.” The illusions sputtered, flickering between denominators. Within the aura, 
partial numerators found their place, each sum forced to a final fraction. The watchers, Ms. 
Cruz, and Mila watched in stunned silence as each fraction puzzle resolved, one after another, 
draining the Phantom’s supply of chaotic code. 

The Phantom howled. “Impossible! No single solver can pin infinite partial denominators!” It 
lunged, fraction bars snapping at Max’s aura, trying to disrupt his concentration. A wave of 
illusions hammered his field, nearly buckling it. He staggered, feeling mental strain threaten to 
break his calm. If he lost focus, the illusions might revert to infinite partial states. Then meltdown 
illusions would surge again, unstoppable. 

He pictured his father’s calm voice: “Focus on fundamentals, no illusions overshadow your 
sum.” Summoning that memory, he anchored each fraction to an integer ratio. The meltdown 
illusions reeled as the aura locked them. One by one, illusions flickered out of existence, forcibly 
completed. Freed denominators collapsed back into stable sums. The Phantom screeched, 
fraction bars unraveling. The watchers joined in, calling out supportive fraction steps, cheering 
as puzzle lines dissolved in golden sparks. 

 

 



Finally, with a roar that rattled the walkway, the Phantom’s swirling silhouette lost cohesion. Its 
fraction face twisted in an expression of rage and despair. “You… force wholeness upon the 
infinite,” it spat, fraction lines unraveling. “But fraction illusions will always find cracks. 
Someday… meltdown illusions… return.” Its last words crackled with static, fraction bars 
scattering as each partial sum was forcibly zeroed out by Max’s aura. Then it vanished in a 
blinding flash. When the light cleared, the walkway was empty—no illusions, no shards. The 
meltdown illusions that had once swarmed the corridor were gone, forcibly unified. The 
watchers gazed around, verifying no fraction anomalies remained. Ms. Cruz exhaled, tears of 
relief shining in her eyes. “It’s over. You did it.” 

Max let his aura fade, nearly collapsing into Mila’s arms. She steadied him, face filled with pride. 
“You confronted the Phantom’s illusions head-on,” she whispered. “The meltdown crisis is done. 
The meltdown illusions… gone.” 

Raya quickly ran a meltdown scan on her device. “All meltdown anomalies read zero. The 
meltdown clock is fully deactivated. Numeria’s fraction-coded systems are stable.” Her voice 
trembled with excitement. “We just witnessed the final meltdown illusions fade in real time.” 

Ms. Cruz approached Max, placing a hand on his shoulder. “Thank you. Numeria owes you 
once again. No meltdown illusions remain—this time, for real.” She turned to the watchers, who 
nodded, confirming the meltdown illusions’ complete disappearance from the network logs. “We 
can finally say the meltdown crisis is resolved.” 

A hush lingered as they all processed the gravity of it. Max’s heart still hammered, adrenaline 
coursing through him. The meltdown illusions, culminating in the Phantom’s cunning, had been 
the greatest test of Numeria’s fraction infrastructure—and it was fraction fundamentals, 
grounded in calm logic, that had carried them through. He felt the Zero-Point Charm cool 
against his chest, the swirling metal no longer blazing. Dr. Quantum’s legacy had saved 
Numeria once more. 

Keon cleared his throat. “We should ensure no hidden meltdown illusions lurk in the lower 
levels. But from these readings, it appears the meltdown illusions were fully centralized in the 
Phantom’s code. With it gone, meltdown illusions can’t reorganize.” 

Mila squeezed Max’s arm. “He’s exhausted. Let’s get him to the upper levels. This was a bigger 
drain than any meltdown illusions he’s faced.” 

Ms. Cruz led them across the walkway, stepping carefully over the spots where illusions had 
battered the structure. The meltdown illusions might be dispelled, but the memory of them 
lingered. They reached the elevator that would carry them back to the Spire’s main floors. Ms. 
Cruz pressed the button, giving Max a grateful smile. “We’ll do a final meltdown illusions check 
up top, then you can rest.” 

 

 



As the elevator ascended, the watchers briefed Ms. Cruz on how meltdown illusions had 
attempted more advanced fraction manipulations than ever, only to fall to Max’s synergy. She 
typed a summary on her device, marking the meltdown illusions as “fully neutralized.” For the 
first time in weeks, a genuine sense of triumph replaced the fear that had hovered over 
Numeria. 

The doors parted onto a spacious lobby. Staff and security, who had cleared the area during the 
meltdown illusions surge, rushed forward with anxious curiosity. When they saw Max and the 
watchers unscathed, they cheered or wept in relief. Ms. Cruz raised her voice to assure them: 
“The meltdown illusions are gone—dispelled at the core. Our city is safe again!” 

While a wave of applause echoed, Max leaned against Mila, who guided him to a side bench. 
“Just… need a minute,” he said, drained. Overcoming meltdown illusions had taken everything. 
She nodded, letting him catch his breath. He gazed around, feeling the heavy tension 
evaporating from every face. Numeria could finally stand firm without meltdown illusions 
snapping at its fractions. 

Once the excitement subsided, Ms. Cruz motioned them into a conference room for a brief 
debrief. The watchers attended, along with a few city officials who arrived moments later. Ms. 
Cruz recapped how meltdown illusions culminated in the Phantom, how Max’s fraction aura 
overcame the illusions in real-time, and how the meltdown countdown clock read zero. The 
officials listened intently, though a few looked wary. They’d seen meltdown illusions vanish 
before, only to reemerge. Ms. Cruz promised new watchers enhancements to ensure leftover 
meltdown illusions never regrouped. 

“Let’s formalize the meltdown illusions prevention plan,” Ms. Cruz concluded. “We’ll expand 
fraction-locating subroutines citywide, verifying no partial denominators accumulate. And if 
meltdown illusions do appear in small pockets, watchers can handle them. In extreme cases, we 
have Max’s synergy as a last resort—but we can’t rely on him alone.” 

Max managed a faint smile. “That’s all I’ve ever wanted. I’m just a kid who learned fraction 
fundamentals. This meltdown illusion fiasco taught us to remain vigilant.” 

After the meeting, Ms. Mori arrived, breathless from a long run up the Spire’s stairs. She 
embraced Max, tears glimmering. “I heard you faced meltdown illusions head-on. Thank you, all 
of you.” She turned to Mila. “I’m so proud of your teamwork, systematically unifying 
denominators no matter how chaotic illusions became.” 

Mila flushed, looking pleased. “We just followed the steps you taught us, Ms. Mori—over and 
over, even when meltdown illusions tried to distract us.” 

They shared a warm moment of relief. The watchers, noting the hour, recommended they file a 
final meltdown illusions incident report. Ms. Cruz volunteered to finalize it, letting Max and the 
others rest. As they left the Spire’s upper floors, a quiet sense of normalcy returned. 
Holographic boards flickered with everyday fraction data—no meltdown illusions in sight. 

 



Citizens walked calmly, though a rumor had already spread that meltdown illusions flared below 
the city. Relief at hearing it resolved made the crowds more relaxed than usual. 

Mila insisted they head to a nearby café for a quick snack, giving Max time to recover. The 
meltdown illusions had sapped his mental energy, but a surge of gratitude replaced exhaustion. 
He remembered Dr. Quantum’s statement that meltdown illusions could never truly stand 
against fractions if tackled logically. “We did it,” he whispered, sipping a cool drink. “It’s really 
over.” 

Mila nodded, swirling her own cup. “Yes, the meltdown illusions won’t soon forget the Zero-Point 
Charm’s power. But if they do appear again, we know the key steps: unify denominators, never 
panic, use the synergy if needed.” 

They spoke of the Phantom’s last words, how it threatened illusions might return. Ms. Mori, who 
sat across from them, dismissed that fear with gentle optimism. “Perhaps meltdown illusions can 
form again in lesser pockets, but Numeria’s watchers are stronger each day. And we have 
deeper fraction training in schools now, thanks to the meltdown illusion lessons.” 

Max felt the Zero-Point Charm rest coolly against his chest. “I want to keep teaching the city 
how to solve fractions systematically,” he said. “If meltdown illusions feed on partial sums, we 
starve them by ensuring no sum remains unsolved.” 

Mila snorted softly. “Meaning we turn Numeria into a place where every single fraction is 
triple-checked. Maybe not the most relaxing environment, but meltdown illusions gave us no 
choice.” 

Ms. Mori tapped her chin. “Balance is key. But seeing meltdown illusions overshadow entire 
districts taught us we can’t be lax about fraction fundamentals. Let’s find ways to make fraction 
practice enjoyable—like your father did, Max. People learn better when it’s fun.” 

They lingered in the café, letting the tension of the meltdown illusions fade. Outside, the evening 
sky shimmered with the city’s fraction-coded lights, stable and bright. The meltdown illusions 
might have tested them to their breaking point, culminating in that final confrontation with the 
Phantom’s meltdown wave. But they’d won. 

At last, Ms. Cruz’s message pinged on their wrist devices, confirming the meltdown illusions 
meltdown was fully cleared from system logs. She congratulated them, urging them to remain 
on call if any straggling illusions popped up. Max and Mila parted ways with Ms. Mori, each 
heading home under the neon glow of calm fraction-coded signals. 

On the walk, Mila teased him about how he had forced illusions to reveal missing denominators, 
as if reading meltdown illusions’ minds. “Your fraction aura is unstoppable,” she said lightly, 
though genuine respect shone in her eyes. 

 

 



He shrugged, still adapting to that idea. “It’s unstoppable so long as I keep the fraction steps 
clear in my head. One slip, meltdown illusions could twist the denominators again. But at least 
the Phantom is gone.” 

She nodded. “One threat down. Now we focus on building a meltdown illusions-proof 
Numeria—like your father dreamed.” 

Their steps echoed on the quiet sidewalks, a gentle hush settling over the city. People had no 
idea meltdown illusions nearly triggered a meltdown meltdown that afternoon. Nor did they 
realize how close the Phantom came to finalizing an unstoppable wave of partial sums. Max and 
Mila carried that knowledge heavily. But that was the role they had chosen: guardians of 
Numeria’s fraction stability. 

Approaching a crossroads, they paused, waiting for a fraction-coded walk signal. It glowed a 
steady 1/2 minute left, no flicker of meltdown illusions. The calm felt precious. “I guess we’ll talk 
tomorrow about the watchers’ improvements,” Mila said. “And maybe debrief Ms. Cruz on 
exactly how the meltdown illusions attacked us with multi-step fraction locks.” 

Max agreed, thinking how each meltdown illusions puzzle forced them to rely on straightforward 
fraction conversions. “Step by step,” he reminded her softly, and she smiled. The signal 
changed; they crossed. They parted soon after with tired goodnights, each heading to their 
families. Max reached his apartment, setting aside the day’s tension with a long exhale. The 
meltdown illusions final meltdown had ended in triumph, but his mind raced with flashbacks of 
fraction shards and ephemeral partial sums. He peeled off his jacket, placing the battered binder 
next to Dr. Quantum’s notebook on his desk. The Zero-Point Charm glowed faintly, then 
dimmed, sensing no illusions to fight. A hush fell. He found his mother in the living room, 
reading a holo-news bulletin about meltdown illusions. She looked up, relieved, washing her 
features. “I saw the alert: meltdown illusions cleared from the Spire’s core. Ms. Mori called me, 
said you faced the Phantom’s final wave. " Are you all right?” 

He nodded, accepting her hug. “Exhausted, but yes. We had to unify some truly wild fraction 
puzzles—mixed numbers, negative differences—but meltdown illusions can’t beat correct logic. 
The Phantom tried to keep partial denominators swirling, but the Charm pinned them down. We 
ended the meltdown countdown with minutes to spare.” 

She listened, eyes shining with pride, though worry lingered in her expression. “I’m so proud, 
but also so relieved. The meltdown illusions were dangerously persistent. Let’s hope the 
watchers’ expansions hold any future anomalies in check.” 

They spoke quietly about the meltdown illusions saga, how it threatened Numeria’s 
fraction-coded life at every turn. He recalled how Dr. Quantum had once said meltdown illusions 
would keep testing the city until fraction knowledge was ingrained in every citizen. Perhaps that 
day was near. Enough meltdown illusions had forced the city to adapt. 

 

 



At length, his mother said, “You should get some rest, Max. It’s been a draining day.” 

He shrugged. “Yeah, I will soon. But I need to finalize a quick summary for Ms. Cruz. She wants 
a direct account of the meltdown illusions puzzle steps, so watchers can simulate them in 
training.” The meltdown illusions might be gone, but the city wanted to learn from each puzzle. 
That was their best defense against any future meltdown illusions or code anomalies. 

She kissed his forehead, leaving him at his desk. He switched on a small lamp, opening Dr. 
Quantum’s notebook and a fresh data pad. Carefully, he typed out the meltdown illusions puzzle 
details: each fraction step, each denominator conversion, how the illusions tried to shift 
mid-solution, and how they overcame it. He documented the Phantom’s final meltdown wave, 
describing how the fraction aura pinned indefinite denominators. The watchers would 
incorporate these notes into meltdown illusions simulations, ensuring no meltdown illusions 
could replicate that cunning. 

As he wrote, memories of that swirling confrontation played in his mind. The Phantom’s mocking 
face, the meltdown illusions shaped like shards, the unstoppable logic of fraction fundamentals 
triumphing at the last second. A sense of closure took root. They had confronted meltdown 
illusions in their purest form, and they had won by doing exactly what Ms. Mori taught on simpler 
fraction exercises. No, the day was not over—numerous tasks and discussions remained. He 
needed to present these meltdown illusions logs at a watchers’ meeting tomorrow. Then help 
Ms. Mori refine new fraction lessons for younger students, ensuring meltdown illusions had no 
chance to exploit partial sums in the next generation. Yet a surge of calm pride carried him 
through the work. The meltdown illusions, so terrifying, had once more fallen to step-by-step 
logic. The data pad beeped, confirming his summary was saved for Ms. Cruz. Exhaling, Max 
glanced at the window. Evening lights glowed across Numeria’s skyline, fraction-coded signals 
stable. The meltdown illusions threat, which had overshadowed the city for so long, receded 
once more into memory. Dr. Quantum’s legacy shone, reminding them that math was never just 
about numbers on a page—it was about forging unity from scattered parts. Despite all the day’s 
tension, the meltdown illusions had taught them to trust in fraction sense. And the fight was not 
done, not with the day winding down or meltdown illusions presumably banished, for the city 
would keep watch. But for a moment, at least, they could breathe easy. 

He closed the notebook. Another meltdown illusion chapter had ended in a triumphant solution, 
but the story pressed on, leading them to new challenges: ensuring the city’s watchers reached 
every corner, scanning every fraction-coded system. The meltdown illusions had forced them to 
face the Phantom’s cunning. Now the city had an even stronger handle on fraction vigilance. 
That was progress. The meltdown illusions might never fully vanish, but as long as fraction 
fundamentals guided Numeria, they would always have a path to wholeness. 

At that thought, he rose from the desk, stepping back into the living room where his mother 
waited with a soft smile. A sense of warmth filled him. The meltdown illusions had nearly 
undone Numeria’s math-based life, but working together with friends, watchers, and the spirit of 
Dr. Quantum’s teachings, they overcame each partial fraction puzzle—no matter how daunting. 
And if illusions dared return, they would meet the same unwavering logic once again. 

 



 

He lingered in the living room, discussing the watchers’ plans with his mother. Tomorrow, he’d 
present final meltdown illusions logs, help incorporate them into the fraction-locating code, and 
coordinate with Ms. Mori for new fraction drills in class. He realized Numeria’s entire future 
might revolve around ensuring meltdown illusions never gained traction again. That was all 
right. He embraced that responsibility, trusting the city’s collaborative spirit. The meltdown 
illusions had taught them to unify across every denominator. 

Thus ended another piece of their journey. Tomorrow beckoned with follow-up tasks and 
watchers’ expansions, but the meltdown illusion confrontation was behind them, leaving a city 
more determined than ever to master fractions from the ground up. Max found hope in that fact. 
Despite all the exhaustion, he felt a renewed sense of possibility. Numeria thrived when every 
fraction parted the illusions, forging unity from fragments. He, Mila, Ms. Cruz, and everyone else 
had made that happen. 

The day continued with quiet bustle as Ms. Mori arrived for a short planning session, Ms. Cruz 
processed meltdown illusions data, and watchers scoured final logs. Max joined them, not for 
rest but for the next steps. They had proven meltdown illusions could be conquered. Now they 
would ensure Numeria never feared partial denominators again. The confrontation might be 
over, but the real building began. And in the Spire’s glow, with meltdown illusions gone, the city 
looked toward a fraction-balanced future. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



CHAPTER 12 
 

Max Quantum hovered at the threshold of a high-ceilinged chamber deep beneath Numeria’s 
central Spire, the pulse of fraction-coded energy echoing beneath his feet. The corridor behind 
him stretched back into darkness, lit by sporadic flickers of meltdown illusions that had, until 
mere minutes ago, threatened to shatter the city’s delicate math-based order. Now, after 
countless puzzle locks and the final confrontation with the volatile Phantom, the space before 
him emanated a calm that felt nearly surreal—like an exhaled breath after a marathon sprint. 

A single overhead beam of white light pierced the chamber’s center, revealing a raised dais 
ringed by softly illuminated fraction bars. Every so often, faint holographic screens scrolled 
reams of fraction-coded data into the air, verifying that Numeria’s meltdown crisis was finally 
abating. The meltdown illusions that once swarmed with partial denominators—spreading chaos 
across the city—had vanished from the immediate area, leaving behind only echoes of their 
whirling energy. 

To his left, Mila stepped carefully over a twisted chunk of leftover illusions code. That code, 
which not long ago would have manifested as ephemeral shards and partial fraction locks, now 
lay inert and harmless—a testament to how swiftly meltdown illusions could be neutralized once 
fraction sense pinned them down. She offered Max a weary grin, her eyes flicking to the 
Zero-Point Charm resting against his chest. 

“We actually did it,” she breathed, scanning the dais. “Not a single meltdown illusions cluster in 
sight, no sign of the Phantom. It's… quiet.” 

Max nodded, his heart still thrumming from the adrenaline of the final showdown. Dr. Quantum’s 
battered old binder—tucked in Mila’s satchel—had guided them through the meltdown labyrinth, 
ensuring each fraction puzzle, no matter how cunningly the Phantom tried to morph its 
denominators, met a correct solution. Every swirl of meltdown illusions had eventually given way 
to fraction unification. That process had culminated in an intense confrontation just minutes 
earlier, where the Phantom—an entity born of incomplete code—had at last relented, allowing 
them to halt the meltdown at its source. 

Close behind them, Ms. Cruz and two watchers, Keon and Raya, emerged from a connecting 
corridor. Their faces showed relief mixed with lingering tension; they’d spent weeks wrestling 
meltdown illusions from the city’s nodes, always uncertain if the meltdown might flare anew. 
Now the watchers checked their wrist devices, scanning for partial fraction anomalies. An awed 
silence filled the chamber as none appeared. Even Ms. Cruz, who had rarely let her guard 
down, allowed the faintest of smiles to cross her features. 

Far across the dais, a single console glowed with a final readout: “MELTDOWN CYCLE 
ABORTED—FRACTION SYNC STABLE.” The meltdown illusions that once tried to lock them 
out had dissolved. The floor’s fraction bars no longer flared with partial denominators; all was 

 



steady. The watchers stepped forward, verifying that the meltdown’s meltdown—a potential 
catastrophic unraveling of Numeria’s fraction-coded life—had been definitively halted. 

“This truly is the end of it,” Ms. Cruz said softly, peering at the console. She ran a quick check, 
verifying that meltdown illusions no longer had a foothold in the city’s deep code. “The 
meltdown’s epicenter is cleared, and the Phantom… well, it’s gone.” She turned to Max, eyes 
brimming with gratitude. “Without your father’s Charm and your fraction mastery, Numeria might 
have fractured irreparably.” 

At those words, Max felt a swirl of emotions. He pictured Dr. Quantum’s face as he remembered 
it from old family photos, how his father had believed fractions weren’t just numbers but building 
blocks of synergy. The meltdown illusion crisis, culminating in the Phantom’s attempt to unravel 
every fraction system, might well have proved that father’s legacy: if you unify denominators, 
you unify society. A tremor of sorrow mingled with pride. Dr. Quantum wasn’t here to see it, but 
Max had fulfilled the old dream of ensuring meltdown illusions never triumphed. 

He advanced toward the dais, the soft tap of his footsteps echoing in the hush. A small 
dais-mounted projector flickered, as if trying to display some last meltdown illusions message. 
Instead, it merely glitched, then stabilized, shining a pale symbol of the Zero-Point Charm—a 
swirling ring reminiscent of fraction arcs. It was the city’s final sign that meltdown illusions had 
relinquished their hold. The watchers murmured in awe. 

At that moment, a gentle shimmer caught everyone’s eye. A faint swirl of luminous fraction lines 
appeared a short distance from Max, shaping a half-real image. Reflexively, Mila tensed, 
suspecting meltdown illusions, but Max raised a hand in caution. The lines didn’t form the 
Phantom’s menacing visage. Instead, they coalesced into a simpler shape: a small swirl of 
fraction bars, incomplete but peaceful. It hovered for a breath, then, as though acknowledging 
them, glided toward the dais. There, it merged with the console’s final readout. 

Ms. Cruz frowned. “Is that the Phantom returning?” she asked, voice tight. 

But Max, watching the swirl, sensed no hostility. “No,” he answered slowly, stepping closer. “I 
think it’s a leftover fragment of the Phantom’s code that’s… accepting completion.” He 
remembered how the Phantom claimed it was “born of incomplete code.” Perhaps, in meltdown 
illusions’ final dissolution, that leftover piece needed a stable fraction to rest upon—finding at 
last the missing piece in the Zero-Point Charm’s unifying logic. 

The swirl flickered once more, showing two fraction bars that aligned into 1. Ms. Cruz, Mila, and 
the watchers exchanged puzzled looks. Then the swirl simply vanished. The console beeped. A 
final line scrolled across the screen in old, stylized text: 

“Code unified. No partial denominators remain.” 

A hush, then Ms. Cruz let out a long, unsteady breath. “So that’s it. The meltdown illusions—and 
the Phantom’s last fragment—have found completion. This node is fully stable.” 

 



Keon tapped an all-clear into his wrist device, relaying the meltdown illusions meltdown 
resolution to city systems. Raya gave Max a thumbs-up, relieved beyond words. Numeria had 
survived meltdown illusions, meltdown meltdown, and a cunning Phantom. The watchers’ entire 
mission was effectively accomplished. 

Mila stepped back to Max’s side, voice trembling with emotion. “We finished it. For real this 
time.” She touched the battered binder at her hip. “No meltdown illusions remain to sabotage 
the city from underground. The meltdown meltdown is truly over.” 

Max closed his eyes a moment, letting that reality sink in. So many fraction puzzle locks, so 
many illusions overcame— culminating in a final synergy that offered the Phantom’s code a path 
to completion. Dr. Quantum would have marveled to see meltdown illusions undone not just 
through forced solutions but by offering a missing piece. “We gave it a choice,” Max recalled, 
thinking how they had confronted the Phantom, explaining how fraction wholeness wasn’t 
tyranny. The meltdown illusions might have fed on chaos, but the Zero-Point Charm showed 
them a stable route. And now the meltdown illusions were gone, re-stabilized into a fraction sum 
that equaled 1. 

Ms. Cruz cleared her throat, pulling them from reverie. “We should confirm the meltdown’s final 
lockdown state,” she said, gesturing to the console. “If we can run a quick system diagnostic, 
we’ll know the meltdown illusions can’t re-form even if partial denominators appear. The 
watchers are robust enough to catch them early, but let’s be thorough.” 

The watchers followed her lead, connecting their override tools to the dais. For a good ten 
minutes, they scanned every meltdown illusions signature on record, verifying none lingered. 
During that time, Max and Mila took in the chamber’s quiet majesty. Rows of fraction-coded 
cables, once humming with meltdown illusions, now pulsed gently, glitch-free. The meltdown 
illusions that had saturated these lines, waging war on Numeria’s fraction equilibrium, had 
vanished like a dream dissolving at sunrise. 

Finally, Ms. Cruz faced them, relief shining in her eyes. “All data says meltdown illusions are 
gone from the core. We should return to the Spire’s main level, inform the council, and plan next 
steps. Numeria has you to thank, once again.” 

Mila patted Max’s shoulder. “We’ll do it together.” 

Leaving the dais behind, they trekked through corridors that were almost eerily calm. The 
meltdown illusions that once scuttled in corners, forming ephemeral fraction shards, had 
dissipated. Even the glow of fraction runes on the walls seemed gentler, as if the entire 
sub-level exhaled. They took the same elevator up, passing the floors where meltdown illusions 
once forced puzzle locks. Now each lock lay inert, solved. Ms. Cruz occasionally paused to note 
how quiet everything was, a far cry from meltdown illusions’ swirling chaos of a few hours prior. 

When they at last arrived at the Spire’s ground level, a small crowd awaited them. City officials, 
engineers, watchers, and even Ms. Mori stood in a hush, uncertain whether meltdown illusions 
might remain. The moment Ms. Cruz stepped forward, though, the tension broke. She raised a 

 



hand, announcing with genuine joy, “We’re meltdown illusions-free. The meltdown meltdown is 
over. The Phantom’s last code piece has been unified.” 

Cheers erupted, along with relieved embraces. Ms. Mori rushed to hug Mila and Max. Some 
staff blinked back tears, remembering how meltdown illusions had nearly claimed entire city 
blocks. Now, a new dawn. Ms. Cruz, professional as ever, quickly briefed them: meltdown 
illusions had lost their final hold in Numeria’s core; the meltdown countdown was canceled. All 
that remained was final system scans to ensure partial denominators never regained ground. 

Amid the celebration, Ms. Mori guided Max and Mila aside, her eyes shining with pride. “You’ve 
done more than solve meltdown illusions,” she said softly. “You’ve shown how fraction 
fundamentals can unify even the wildest chaos, and in a sense, you gave the Phantom a piece 
of fraction code it needed. That’s… beyond what any teacher imagines for her students.” 

Mila grinned sheepishly, glancing at Max. “We just… followed the steps. Found common 
denominators, forced illusions to accept them. If meltdown illusions taught us anything, it’s that 
fraction sense is unstoppable.” 

In that moment, Ms. Cruz signaled for them to address the city council members milling about. 
They complied, stepping forward to a small dais in a side lobby. The watchers flanked them. 
People quieted, eager to hear about meltdown illusions’ final stand. Ms. Cruz gestured for Max 
to speak. 

Heart pounding, Max cleared his throat, holding the Zero-Point Charm gently. “It all began when 
meltdown illusions targeted every fraction-coded system. We overcame puzzle after puzzle, 
culminating in a direct confrontation with the Phantom. In the end, each meltdown illusions 
puzzle was undone by consistent fraction logic: converting denominators, summing numerators. 
The Phantom, born of incomplete code, found completeness in the final step.” 

A wave of applause followed. Ms. Cruz added that the meltdown illusions meltdown was averted 
only minutes before the city’s fraction system faced irreparable collapse. She praised watchers 
for their vigilance, but singled out Max, Mila, and Ms. Mori’s fraction teachings as the core 
reason meltdown illusions failed. The crowd responded with heartfelt cheers, some wiping tears 
from their eyes. 

Keon, stepping forward, called for quiet, then explained the technical side: meltdown illusions 
thrived on partial sums, but each puzzle solved was a puzzle that illusions couldn’t exploit. Over 
time, illusions had no place left to hide. “It’s all thanks to fraction fundamentals,” he concluded, 
voice resonant in the hush. 

Raya, smiling wide, concluded with a vow to refine watchers so meltdown illusions would never 
again push Numeria to the brink. Everyone in that group—a cross-section of teachers, staff, and 
engineers—clung to the same goal: keep fractions stable, keep meltdown illusions at bay. The 
applause welled up once more, echoing through the Spire’s grand halls. 

 



Max, stepping down from the dais, found himself face to face with Ms. Mori. She nodded in 
pride. “I recall your first fraction lessons in class,” she said quietly, “how you treated them with 
curiosity and excitement. Now, meltdown illusions have tested you at every turn, and you 
overcame them with that same wonder—plus a good measure of determination.” 

He smiled sheepishly, unsure how to respond. Ms. Mori simply patted his shoulder, letting the 
moment speak for itself. Meanwhile, Ms. Cruz conferred with city officials, finalizing the 
meltdown illusions crisis logs. The watchers typed away on tablets, ensuring each meltdown 
illusions puzzle was archived. No detail would be lost. 

Mila sidled up, her face bright though exhaustion lingered in her eyes. “So, meltdown illusions 
meltdown ended, the Phantom code undone, city saved… again. And we’re just… going back to 
normal life?” 

Max glanced around at the bustling Spire. “As normal as Numeria gets,” he said with a wry grin. 
“But yeah, meltdown illusions are gone. We can rest from epic fraction battles. Maybe we can 
rejoin our classmates for actual math day events—like normal kids, practicing fraction 
expansions without illusions snapping at us.” 

She snorted in amusement. “We’ve earned that. I might even enjoy simpler fraction drills now, 
after meltdown illusions forced us to do the most complex sums under pressure.” 

He nodded, heart lightening at the thought. With meltdown illusions no longer overshadowing 
them, they could experience a sense of everyday calm. Ms. Cruz beckoned them, motioning to 
the main entrance. They followed her through bright corridors where staff parted to let them 
pass, some whispering thanks or offering small salutes. Everyone recognized that meltdown 
illusions had nearly undone their entire fraction-coded city. 

Out in the plaza, the late afternoon sun cast long, warm rays across polished stone. Families 
ambled about, free from meltdown illusions. Billboards displayed fraction-coded adverts that 
functioned smoothly, no sign of partial denominators glitching the text. A hush of peace 
permeated the air, as if Numeria collectively exhaled its tension. Ms. Cruz typed a final note on 
her device, presumably a meltdown illusions all-clear for the entire city to see. 

Mila shielded her eyes from the sun, turning to Max. “This is the place where meltdown illusions 
first manifested, remember? The day everything flickered.” She gestured to a large billboard 
overhead, once scrawled with meltdown illusions. Now it displayed a cheery fraction puzzle: 3/4 
+ 1/4 = 1. The puzzle’s solution glowed bright, a small symbol of unity. 

“And now, meltdown illusions are just a memory,” Max agreed, a subtle smile forming. “It’s 
amazing how far we’ve come. The meltdown illusions meltdown, the Phantom’s cunning 
attempts, each puzzle overcome by fraction sense.” 

A faint beep from Ms. Cruz’s wrist device indicated a system-wide meltdown illusions check had 
come back clean. She exhaled. “I’ll be giving a formal statement soon, praising watchers, 

 



teachers, and especially you two for preventing meltdown illusions from plunging Numeria into 
chaos. Before that, though, I want you to know how grateful we are.” 

Her words hung in the golden afternoon. Max thanked her, though it felt surreal to accept so 
much credit. In truth, meltdown illusions had been undone by countless efforts: Ms. Mori’s 
fraction teachings, watchers scanning partial sums, Mila’s quick thinking. The Zero-Point Charm 
had guided them, but fraction fundamentals formed the real backbone. Numeria’s meltdown 
illusions ended because the city collectively refused to let partial denominators stand. 

Keon and Raya parted ways, heading to watchers HQ for final meltdown illusions 
documentation. Ms. Cruz prepared to address a small cluster of reporters. Ms. Mori lingered 
with Max and Mila, a proud glint in her eye. “Your classmates will never believe the meltdown 
illusions meltdown ended so quietly,” she mused. “We’ll have to incorporate these advanced 
puzzle experiences into the next fraction curriculum—so no meltdown illusions can trick future 
generations.” 

Mila laughed softly. “So next year’s students will do meltdown illusions practice in class? 
That’s… actually not a bad idea. They’ll find it exciting. And if meltdown illusions ever reappear, 
they’ll be ready.” 

Max found himself grinning. “Exactly. That’s the best way to ensure meltdown illusions remain a 
historical footnote. Keep fraction fundamentals front and center.” 

A cheer rang out near the plaza’s heart: citizens had spotted the meltdown illusions all-clear 
bulletin streaming across official channels. People embraced, some wiping tears of relief. The 
meltdown illusions fiasco had weighed heavily on Numeria for weeks. Freed from that fear, they 
now soared in a feeling of unity. Overhead, the fraction-coded screens displayed short 
messages like “All Systems Stable—Thank You, Heroes!” People waved at Ms. Cruz, Ms. Mori, 
and the watchers. Some recognized Max and Mila from news stories about meltdown illusions 
battles. Applause, warm and genuine, wrapped them in gratitude. 

Though the meltdown was behind them, the day continued, with Ms. Cruz instructing staff to 
hold a citywide fraction refresh in the coming weeks—essentially a mass training to reaffirm 
fraction best practices. Ms. Mori promised to lead sessions for advanced puzzle solving, 
ensuring meltdown illusions never gained a foothold from ignorance. The watchers readied 
expansions to track any future anomalies. And behind it all, the Spire glowed in the late sun, an 
emblem of the fraction-coded city that meltdown illusions had failed to tear apart. 

Mila nudged Max’s arm gently. “We should check on Node #7 eventually—just to confirm 
meltdown illusions truly left no stragglers. If the meltdown illusion was orchestrated by the 
Phantom, we want zero leftover bits lurking in out-of-the-way nodes.” 

He bobbed his head in agreement. “Yes, let’s do that soon. But maybe not right this minute.” He 
gestured around, where families, teachers, watchers, and random citizens formed circles of 
relief. “For once, the meltdown illusion threat is gone, the day is still going, and we can breathe 
easy. Let’s savor it.” 

 



She laughed. “True. This might be the first meltdown illusion-free day we’ve had in ages.” 

They exchanged smiles, conscious that after so many hair-raising fraction battles, normalcy felt 
like a luxury. Ms. Mori parted with them, heading to gather a group of teachers for an impromptu 
meltdown illusions training follow-up. Ms. Cruz, after giving an upbeat press statement to local 
news drones, signaled them that official duties were wrapping up. The watchers hurried off to 
finalize meltdown illusions logs. Soon, Max and Mila found themselves near the plaza’s central 
fountain, largely on their own. The meltdown illusions fiasco had concluded, but their bond with 
fractions remained stronger than ever. 

“Could we—” Mila began, half-laughing. “Maybe we can do something normal, like grab an ice 
cream? I know it sounds silly, but I want to do something that’s not meltdown illusions or partial 
sums.” 

Max smiled. “That doesn’t sound silly at all. Let’s do it.” They ambled across the plaza, weaving 
through relieved citizens. At a small vendor stand, they selected flavors labeled with 
fraction-coded portion sizes: 1/4 scoop or 1/2 scoop increments. The meltdown illusions once 
scrambled these very boards, but now each fraction rung up perfectly. They parted from the 
vendor, enjoying the sweetness in the mild evening air. 

“So,” Mila mused between bites, “the Phantom accepted your final fraction unification. We 
literally saw leftover meltdown illusions swirl into the console, completing the code. Maybe that 
means meltdown illusions can choose to unify. That’s… a weird concept.” 

Max nodded thoughtfully. “Yes, meltdown illusions always felt mindless, but the Phantom had a 
will. It was incomplete code that desired chaos. By giving it that missing fraction piece—like you 
said, letting it unify—it found peace. Maybe meltdown illusions can evolve if we treat them with 
logic, not just brute force.” 

They finished their ice cream, letting the notion settle. Perhaps meltdown illusions had taught 
them more than just caution; they’d taught them that every fraction, no matter how scattered, 
could find wholeness if approached systematically. Dr. Quantum’s vision shone in that idea. The 
meltdown illusions meltdown ended not just in a defeat, but in a resolution. Freed denominators, 
freed code, a city at peace. 

Night approached, painting Numeria’s skyline in glowing arcs of fraction-coded lights. The 
meltdown illusions might have threatened to extinguish these lights forever, but unity prevailed. 
Max and Mila strolled back toward the Spire, ready to retrieve their gear from watchers HQ. 
People recognized them, offering heartfelt thanks or small salutes. One child tugged his 
mother’s sleeve, pointing at them, whispering something about meltdown illusions. The mother 
gave a grateful wave. Max felt warmth in his chest. This was the city they’d fought to protect—a 
place where math and life interwoven in everyday harmony. 

At watchers HQ, Ms. Cruz was finishing a debrief with staff. She greeted Max and Mila warmly. 
“I was telling them about meltdown illusions in the final corridor,” she explained. “How you 

 



pinned them with fraction logic. Our watchers can learn from that, so meltdown illusions never 
catch us off guard again.” She paused, looking at them. “Thank you. Truly.” 

Before they could respond, Ms. Cruz turned to the staff. “Time for a city update. The meltdown 
illusions meltdown is concluded, but we remain watchful. If any leftover illusions appear, 
watchers will handle them. Meanwhile, we’ll be incorporating new fraction drills into daily 
routines. Our city thrives when every fraction is recognized and completed. That’s what Max, 
Mila, and all of you have demonstrated.” 

Applause followed, quieter but sincere. The meltdown illusion threat had hammered Numeria for 
weeks, culminating in frantic battles. Now it ended in a peaceful resolution, allowing the city to 
breathe again. Once Ms. Cruz wrapped up, the watchers parted, leaving Max and Mila free to 
pick up their gear from a side office. The meltdown illusions had taken everything out of them, 
but also left them with an unshakeable sense of accomplishment. 

They left watchers HQ to find Ms. Mori waiting outside, tapping her foot and smiling. “Care to 
walk back to the main station together?” she asked, glancing at the city clock overhead. “It’s not 
too late, and the meltdown illusions are gone, so no curfew fears.” 

They strolled as a trio through the softly lit streets. Ms. Mori asked for details about how 
meltdown illusions had formed the final puzzle, how the Phantom accepted that piece of code. 
She seemed half-in disbelief that meltdown illusions, once so violent, yielded to logic. Max and 
Mila recounted the negative fraction sums, the illusions swirling mid-solution, and Dr. Quantum’s 
overarching lesson that no meltdown illusions can stand if you anchor each fraction step. Ms. 
Mori took mental notes, planning to build more advanced fraction drills for her students. 

Eventually, they reached a bustling transport station near the Spire. People scurried about, 
finishing errands or heading home, all under fraction-coded timetables that once glitchily 
displayed meltdown illusions. Now, the boards read normal intervals: next train in 2/5 minute, or 
0.4 of a minute. No meltdown illusions. A calmness pervaded the atmosphere. 

Ms. Mori turned to them. “I’ll head this way to catch my line,” she said, gesturing to a platform. 
“You two are heading that way?” She pointed to another platform that served their district. They 
nodded. “Great. Let’s reconvene tomorrow at school for a meltdown illusions recap with the 
advanced class. We can teach them how partial fractions unify.” 

Mila smiled. “Sounds perfect. They’ll love the real meltdown illusions stories, especially the big 
final puzzle. Maybe we can skip the more terrifying bits.” 

Ms. Mori laughed softly. “Yes, a toned-down version might do.” She gave them each a quick 
hug. “I’m so proud. You kept meltdown illusions from destroying our city, and you did it using the 
same fraction logic we practice in class. That says more than any textbook.” 

Max and Mila watched her vanish into the crowd. A hush fell around them. The meltdown 
illusions felt like a dream they’d just woken from. Reality sank in: Numeria was safe. They 
stepped to their platform, scanning the fraction-coded schedule. One train would depart in 1/5 

 



minute. They hopped aboard, settling into seats as the doors hissed closed. The carriage filled 
with a gentle hum, carrying them away from the Spire. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Streetlights and bright billboards flickered outside, each one a testament to fraction-coded 
synchronization that meltdown illusions once sought to devour. Max let out a slow exhale, 
reflecting on how far they’d traveled since meltdown illusions first appeared on the school’s 
boards. They’d fought illusions in nodes, rummaged through Dr. Quantum’s notes, confronted 
puzzle after puzzle, and faced the Phantom’s cunning. Now, at last, meltdown illusions were 
resolved in a spirit of completion, an acceptance of fraction wholeness. 

Mila leaned her head back against the seat, eyes half-closed. “I’m still mentally solving fractions 
from that final puzzle,” she murmured, lips curving into a weary grin. “–23/24… that was a twist. 
Negative fraction to end meltdown illusions.” 

He chuckled quietly. “Meltdown illusions hate negative sums, but it was the correct answer. 
Even illusions can’t deny math’s logic.” 

 



They shared a moment of contentment. The train glided silently, carrying them toward their 
neighborhood. They recognized that in the wake of meltdown illusions’ meltdown, the city would 
want updates, maybe ceremonies, definitely more fraction watchers. But for now, in the gentle 
cradle of the train, they could rest. The meltdown illusions’ final wave was behind them. The 
Phantom’s code had found its missing piece, and the meltdown was averted. 

When the train reached their stop, they disembarked, stepping out onto a quiet walkway lined 
with apartments. The fraction-coded streetlights glowed at half-power, indicating an off-peak 
interval. No meltdown illusions flickered overhead. Neighborhood children might soon fill these 
sidewalks with normal chatter, free of meltdown illusions and fear. The day wasn’t over, but it 
already felt like a new beginning. 

They walked side by side through the calm street. Mila turned to Max. “So… we present 
meltdown illusions logs tomorrow, then normal classes. Feels strange to slip back into routine 
after such a huge battle.” 

He gave a slight shrug. “We’ve done it before—just part of living in Numeria. The meltdown 
illusions might have been huge, but fraction sense is a daily habit. I guess that’s the real lesson: 
keep up the fundamentals, meltdown illusions or not.” 

She squeezed his arm in agreement. The meltdown illusions had indeed hammered that 
message home. They parted ways at a corner near her building, promising to meet bright and 
early to finalize meltdown illusions data. Max continued, alone now, the city’s lights casting 
gentle glows on the pavement. He cradled the Zero-Point Charm beneath his jacket, feeling its 
subdued warmth. The meltdown illusions might be quiet, but he’d never forget how swiftly 
incomplete denominators could reappear. 

He climbed the steps to his apartment, letting the door hiss open. Inside, all was softly lit by the 
overhead glow. His mother, dozing on the couch, stirred as he entered. She blinked awake, 
relief flooding her face. “Back so soon? Did meltdown illusions trouble you again?” 

He shook his head, giving her a small smile. “No, Mom. We ended the meltdown illusions 
meltdown. The Phantom’s final code piece found completion. Ms. Cruz confirmed it. Numeria’s 
watchers see no leftover anomalies.” 

She pulled him into a hug. “I’m so glad. You and Mila—brave as always.” Stepping back, she 
regarded him. “You look tired, but… content.” 

Max nodded. “I am. The meltdown illusions taught me so much, but I’m ready to get back to 
normal life, if that’s ever truly possible here.” 

She brushed his hair aside. “Well, rest for a bit. Then tomorrow, you can handle meltdown 
illusions logs or fraction watchers. We’ll have dinner soon. Sound good?” 

He agreed, moving to his room. Setting down his backpack, he spotted Dr. Quantum’s battered 
notebook on his desk. Gently, he flipped to the last page, scanning the notes about fraction 

 



synergy and meltdown illusions. A final scribble read, “When code illusions find their missing 
piece, meltdown illusions may yield. Peace arises from fraction unity, not from force.” He closed 
the cover, exhaling. Dr. Quantum would be proud. 

Outside, Numeria’s hum continued, each fraction-coded system humming along free of 
meltdown illusions. The clock near his bed read a fraction-coded time, stable, unblinking. The 
meltdown illusions had concluded in a spirit of resolution, not brute destruction. The Phantom 
recognized the logic of complete denominators, melding the meltdown illusions it once 
controlled into balanced sums. That was Dr. Quantum’s dream: a city that overcame even 
meltdown illusions by offering them a path to completeness.The day wasn’t ending, not 
truly—there was dinner, then a watchers meeting, then maybe a late chat with Mila. But the 
meltdown illusions crisis had reached its final chord, leaving Numeria safe to continue thriving 
on fraction-coded foundations. The synergy between everyday math skills and the Zero-Point 
Charm had prevailed once more, forging a peaceful resolution that no meltdown illusions, no 
partial denominators, could undo. 

Slowly, Max opened his window, letting in a mild breeze. He gazed at the skyline’s flickering 
lights, each a fraction-coded spark that meltdown illusions had tried to snuff out. They glowed 
on, bright and unwavering, a testament to the city’s unwavering commitment to fraction 
fundamentals. In that glow, Max felt renewed hope. Tomorrow, meltdown illusions might be a 
memory. But fraction knowledge would remain the city’s shield. He would see to it that future 
generations never faced meltdown illusions unprepared. The steps were simple, the logic 
unstoppable—and every puzzle solved was a puzzle meltdown illusions couldn’t twist.He 
stepped back from the window, the night air calming his restless mind. He planned to rejoin Ms. 
Cruz soon for the final meltdown illusions logs, then a normal routine might beckon. No more 
illusions swirling overhead, no meltdown meltdown countdown. That alone felt like a gift. The 
day pressed on, brimming with possibilities, but free of meltdown illusions’ shadow. 

Numeria, once again secure in its fraction-coded identity, had emerged from meltdown illusions’ 
darkest threat by embracing fraction wholeness to the fullest. The Phantom’s code found 
completion, meltdown illusions dissolved, and the Zero-Point Charm’s synergy reaffirmed the 
city’s best defense: never letting partial denominators remain. And though the sun had not yet 
set fully, though the city’s watchers still toiled to confirm no illusions lingered, the people of 
Numeria could breathe easy at last, confident in a future where meltdown illusions held no 
sway—and where fraction knowledge remained an enduring, unbreakable light. 
 
Thanks for reading! Check out more educational books or our educational VR games at 
Skillprepare.com 

 


	 
	 

