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The Anatomy of an Accident
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T

he human mind treats a straight line as an absolute truth. On a standard Cartesian plane, an infinite sequence of points moves predictably across space, governed by an immutable formula. It does not waver. It does not suffer from doubt.

Alex D. Joseph drew a single, sharp stroke of white chalk across the blackboard, the harsh scraping sound echoing off the cinderblock walls of the classroom. To the twenty-four teenagers sitting beneath the fluorescent hum of Room 302, it was merely an equation for a linear slope. To Alex, it was a reminder of the universe before it broke.

"Every geometric path is defined by its constraints," Alex said. His voice was flat, level, completely devoid of the performative enthusiasm most teachers used to bridge the gap between teenagers and algebra. He turned around, brushing dust from his knuckles. His dark eyes swept the room, resting briefly on the empty desk in the third row before locking onto the students. "If you alter a single coordinate at the point of origin, the trajectory changes entirely. The original destination ceases to exist. It becomes a mathematical impossibility."

A hand rose in the back. It belonged to Cyrus, who was sitting near the windows, adjusting his glasses with a slow, deliberate smirk. Cyrus didn't belong in a high school algebra class—he was a university colleague who occasionally drifted into Alex’s lecture halls to engage in what he called 'intellectual friction.'

"And what if the coordinate is altered by something outside the graph, Teacher Alex?" Cyrus asked, leaning back, his tone casual but sharp. "What if an external force strikes the line at its most critical juncture? Does the line bear responsibility for the new direction, or is it merely a victim of the collision?"

The classroom grew quiet. The students didn't understand the subtext, but they felt the sudden drop in temperature.

Alex placed the chalk neatly in its groove beneath the board. He did not look back at Cyrus. "A variable does not feel, Cyrus. It simply calculates the remainder."

He glanced at his watch. 3:15 PM.

"Review section four for tomorrow," Alex announced to the class as the bell cut through the tension. The students shifted instantly, the room filling with the rustle of backpacks, scraping chairs, and the collective sigh of release

Alex stood behind his desk, organizing his papers into perfectly squared stacks. He worked with an almost rhythmic efficiency, an island of absolute order while the world dissolved into chaotic motion around him.

"You're lecturing high schoolers on deterministic tragedy again, Alex," Cyrus said, walking down the aisle once the room had emptied. He leaned his hip against the edge of the desk, looking down at Alex’s neat piles. "They want to know if the test is on Friday. They don't care if the universe is a series of unyielding gears."

"Logic is the only thing that keeps the room from collapsing," Alex replied, capping his fountain pen with a distinct click. "If they learn that early, they save themselves the trouble of disappointment."

"Is that what you call your current state? A calculation?" Cyrus’s eyes softened, the playful edge dropping to reveal something heavier. "Your mother called me yesterday, you know. She said you missed Sunday dinner again. She’s worried you’re turning into a ghost."

Alex paused, his fingers resting on the leather boundary of his briefcase. The mention of his family brought a familiar, cold weight to his chest. It was the weight of a phrase he had heard repeated like a twisted mantra throughout his twenties: Whatever happens, happens for a good reason.

"I am employed, I am punctual, and I am functional," Alex said quietly. "Ghosts don't have a schedule."

"No, but they do keep revisiting the place where they died," Cyrus said, his voice dropping an octave. He didn't wait for Alex to answer. He simply tapped the desk twice and walked out into the corridor, leaving Alex alone with the hum of the overhead lights.

The walk from the school to his apartment took precisely seventeen minutes if Alex maintained a stride of four miles per hour. The modern kingdom’s capital town was an exercise in industrial geometry—grey concrete monoliths rising against a damp, perpetual overcast, divided by streets that bled into eighteen distinct provincial highways. It was a city built on administrative precision, yet it was filled with unpredictable, sprawling life.

Alex despised the crowd. Every person shifting their path to avoid a puddle or changing their pace to catch a bus represented a chaotic variance he could not control.

He took the stairs to his third-floor apartment. The building was quiet, save for the faint sound of classical music drifting from the unit next door. That was Samael’s apartment. Samael, a man who always seemed to know exactly when Alex was arriving, opened his door just as Alex reached the top landing.

"Ah, Alex. A bit late today by three minutes," Samael said, leaning against his doorframe. He wore a simple knit sweater, his features soft, intellectual, and inviting. He offered a warm, neighborly smile that reached his eyes. "I just brewed a fresh pot of chicory tea. I know you prefer the silence after a long day of teaching, but the invitation is always open."

"Thank you, Samael. Not tonight. I have papers to grade," Alex said, his hand already turning the key in his own lock.

Samael nodded understandingly, his expression shifting to one of mild, academic curiosity. "Of course. The mind needs order to process the day. But remember, Alex—sometimes the things we try to lock outside are the very things that give the structure its meaning. Don't calculate the humanity out of your sanctuary."

"Goodnight, Samael."

"Goodnight, my friend."

Alex stepped inside his apartment and closed the door, the click of the deadbolt signaling the start of his real routine.

The apartment was sparse, bordering on monastic. There were no photographs on the walls. No mementos from his childhood in the outer provinces. There was only a large oak desk, a single bed, and a bookshelf filled with texts on advanced mathematics, forensic pathobiology, and criminal psychology.

He sat down, but he did not grade papers. Instead, he pulled open the bottom drawer of his desk.

Resting inside was a pristine, navy-blue police cadet cap, its silver crest gleaming faintly in the dim light of his desk lamp. Beside it lay a medical disqualification notice from the Capital Security Prefecture, dated exactly four years ago. The cause for rejection was printed in cold, bureaucratic typeface: Permanent musculoskeletal degradation of the right lower extremity due to severe blunt force trauma. Unfit for active service.

Alex closed his eyes, and the classroom, the city, and the quiet music from next door vanished. The sounds of the present were replaced by the screech of burning rubber, the blinding flash of high beams, and the sickening crunch of metal against bone.

He had been twenty-one. The hospital gate had been less than fifty meters away. The final medical exam that would have cemented his entry into the police academy was scheduled for 9:00 AM. He had spent his entire youth preparing for it, building his body and mind to become a protector, an officer of the law. It wasn't just a career choice; it was his identity.

Then came the delivery van. The driver had fallen asleep, his vehicle veering across the median, mounting the curb at forty miles per
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