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Beyond Death, Beyond Truth

The Architect of Stillness

The silence did not arrive all at once; it bled into the world like ink dropped into a glass of clear water. Elias remembered the screeching tires and the sudden, violent jolt of metal against bone, but the pain vanished before it could truly register. Now, he stood in the middle of a familiar street, yet the sunlight felt heavy, almost solid, against his pale, trembling skin.

He looked down at his hands, expecting blood or the jagged edges of a life interrupted by mechanical failure. Instead, his palms were pristine, devoid of even the smallest callus or scar. The asphalt beneath his feet looked too perfect, a seamless black ribbon stretching toward an intersection that felt miles away. No wind stirred the leaves of the oak trees lining the sidewalk in this strange place.

A dog barked somewhere in the distance, but the sound lacked any resonance, as if it were a recording played through a speaker with a dying battery. Elias turned around, searching for his car or the other driver, but there was only the stillness of a Sunday afternoon that refused to breathe. The air smelled of nothing—not ozone, not exhaust, not even the faint scent of rain.

Panic began to claw at his chest, a cold sensation that felt more like a memory of fear than the emotion itself. He tried to shout for help, but his voice was swallowed by the thick atmosphere, falling flat against the houses. The windows of the nearby residences were dark, reflecting the unblinking sun with a silver intensity that made his eyes ache with a dull, persistent throb.

He started walking toward his home, the Victorian house with the peeling white paint on the corner of Elm Street. Every step felt measured, the rhythm of his feet striking the ground echoing with a mechanical precision. He realized then that he was not breathing, yet he felt no urge to gasp for air. His lungs were stagnant pools of hollow space, frozen in a perpetual state of emptiness.

A woman sat on a porch bench three houses down, her hands folded neatly over a floral skirt. She was staring at a point just above the horizon, her expression one of practiced neutrality. As Elias approached, she did not look up, but her posture shifted slightly, a subtle acknowledgement of his presence. He stopped at the edge of her manicured lawn, his throat tight with a sudden, desperate thirst.

“Excuse me, do you know where we are?” Elias asked, his voice sounding thin and metallic to his own ears. The woman finally turned her head, her eyes a shade of blue that seemed far too vibrant for her aging face. “You are where you left yourself,” she replied softly, her words carrying a weight that seemed to press down on the very top of his heavy, aching skull.

“I was in an accident,” Elias stammered, his mind racing to find a logical explanation for the woman’s cryptic response. “I need to find a phone or a hospital because my wife is waiting for me at home.” The woman smiled, but the gesture did not reach her eyes, which remained fixed on him with a terrifying clarity. “Time does not work like that here, Elias,” she said.

As she spoke his name, the sky dimmed for a fraction of a second, the light flickering like a failing fluorescent bulb. Elias felt a surge of guilt, a sharp memory of the phone call he had been making while driving. He had been arguing with Sarah about the mortgage, his voice rising in anger just before the world turned upside down. The street around him suddenly looked older.

Cracks appeared in the pavement, and the vibrant green of the lawns faded into a sickly, jaundiced yellow. The woman on the porch did not seem surprised by the sudden decay, watching him with a pity that made Elias want to run. “You must learn to carry the weight of what you have done,” she whispered. “This place only reflects the truth you are trying to hide.”

He turned away from her and ran toward the intersection, his legs moving with a fluid ease that defied the laws of physics. However, no matter how fast he moved, the corner of Elm Street remained exactly the same distance away. It was as if he were on a treadmill, the scenery moving around him while his physical position in this world remained stubbornly, maddeningly fixed in place.

He stopped, doubling over and clutching his knees, though he was not out of breath. The woman was still sitting on her porch, her gaze now fixed on the spot where he had been standing only moments ago. “This is a trap!” he shouted, his voice finally cracking with the weight of his mounting frustration. “Why can I not leave this street? Why is everything so wrong?”

The woman stood up slowly, her movements graceful yet possessing a strange, predatory quality. She stepped off the porch and began to walk toward him, her feet making no sound on the cracked pavement. “This is not a trap, Elias; it is a mirror,” she explained. “You are trying to run from a memory that hasn’t finished burning through your consciousness. You must sit and wait.”

Elias looked at his house again, noticing for the first time that the front door was slightly ajar. A faint, flickering light emanated from within, casting long, dancing shadows across the hallway. It looked like the glow of a television, or perhaps a fire burning in a hearth that shouldn’t be there. He felt a sudden, irresistible urge to go inside and face whatever lay waiting there.

He walked up the path, the scent of lavender suddenly filling his senses, a smell that reminded him of Sarah’s favorite perfume. For a moment, hope flickered in his heart, a warm spark in the cold void of this reality. Maybe she was here too, waiting for him in the ruins of their life. He pushed the door open, the hinges screaming in a high-pitched, agonizing tone.

The interior of the house was a chaotic blend of different times and places from his past. The living room had the wallpaper from his childhood home, but the furniture was from the apartment he had shared with his first girlfriend. Photos on the mantel showed faces he recognized, but their features were blurred, as if the ink had been smeared by a careless hand before it dried.

In the center of the room stood a tall, slender man wearing a grey suit that seemed to absorb the light. He was holding a ledger, his fingers tracing the lines of text with a rhythmic, mechanical motion. He did not look up when Elias entered, but the air in the room grew colder, a frost beginning to form on the edges of the blurred photographs on the mantel.

“Who are you?” Elias asked, his heart hammering against his ribs in a way that felt uncomfortably real. The man in the grey suit turned a page in his ledger, the sound of the paper tearing slightly in the heavy silence. “I am a Librarian of Echoes,” the man replied, his voice a low hum that vibrated in Elias’s teeth. “I am here to categorize the discrepancies.”

Elias took a step back, his foot catching on a rug that felt like wet sand. “Discrepancies? I don’t understand what any of this means. I just want to go home to my wife.” The Librarian finally looked up, his eyes two hollow pits of absolute darkness. “You are home, Elias. This is the home you built with every lie you ever told yourself while you were alive.”

The walls began to bleed a dark, viscous fluid that smelled of copper and old regrets. Elias watched in horror as the wallpaper from his childhood peeled away, revealing layers of rotting wood and rusted metal beneath. The furniture began to dissolve into grey ash, swirling around his ankles like a miniature hurricane. He felt the weight of his secrets pressing down, a physical burden on him.

“I haven’t lied about anything!” Elias shouted, his voice rising in a desperate attempt to drown out the sound of the dissolving room. “I was a good man, a provider, a husband who stayed even when things were difficult.” The Librarian sighed, a sound like wind rushing through a cavern. “Goodness is a narrative you constructed to survive the day, but here, narratives have no power.”

A memory flashed before Elias’s eyes, bright and painful. He saw himself sitting in his car, weeks before the accident, staring at a bank statement he hadn’t shown Sarah. He had gambled away their savings on a desperate venture, a secret he intended to fix before she ever found out. The shame of that moment hit him with the force of a physical blow to the stomach.

The fluid on the walls turned bright red, matching the color of the ledger in the Librarian’s hands. “You see,” the man said, gesturing to the bleeding room. “This world is a construct of your own making, fueled by the energy of your unresolved truths. It will remain in this state of decay until you can look at your life without the filter of your own vanity.”

Elias fell to his knees as the floor shifted, the wood turning into a substance that felt like cold, wet clay. He reached out to steady himself, but his fingers sank deep into the mire, the ground threatening to swallow him whole. “Please, I didn’t mean to hurt her,” he whispered, the words tasting like ash in his mouth. “I was just trying to make things better.”

The Librarian stepped closer, his presence looming over Elias like a shadow cast by a dying sun. “Intent is a comfort for the living, but here, only the result remains. You broke the trust of the one person who believed in you, and you died with that lie still resting on your tongue. Now, the lie has become the world you must inhabit until it dissolves.”

Suddenly, the room vanished, and Elias was back on the street, standing in front of the woman on the porch. The sun was still high in the sky, but the light was now a deep, bruised purple. The woman was holding a glass of water, the liquid inside perfectly





























d2d_images/cover.jpg
BEYOND
N BEYOND 4

= ———
A PSYCHOLOGICAL FANTASY NOVEL

FABLECRAFT





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





