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    To God, my necessary anchor in this world while I lost myself exploring the other. Thank you for helping me close the rifts and for reminding me where the paper ends and life begins.
​To my father, who taught me that a pen is not just a tool, but the key to a door that should never have been opened. Here, at last, is the map of the disaster.
​And to you, the reader, who has just crossed the threshold: be careful what you imagine while traveling through these pages, for someone, somewhere, might be bringing it to life.

      

    

By Juan Carlos Farias Salazar

PROLOGUE: THE CREATOR'S ERROR

––––––––
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London, March 3, 1987 - 3:33 AM

Arthur Chrisom knew he was making the definitive error, but the silver pen in his hand no longer belonged to him. It pulsed with the rhythm of another world, burning his palm with a cold that pierced bone.

His wife Elara watched from the study doorway, wrapped in the silk robe he'd gifted her on their tenth anniversary. "Don't do it, Arthur. We already lost your father the same way."

"They have my ending, darling." Arthur's voice sounded distant, as if already speaking from somewhere else. "I dreamed it so vividly it escaped me. It leaked to the Other Side. And now it lives there, waiting for me to reclaim it."

On the century-old oak desk, the manuscript of "The City of Broken Mirrors" was incomplete. Only the final chapter remained unwritten. But Arthur knew the truth: it wasn't missing. It was written elsewhere. In the place where all stories end and begin simultaneously.

"If I don't reclaim it," he continued, his eyes reflecting a golden haze Elara had never seen before, "it will come to reclaim me. Hungry stories always find their authors."

Thunder rumbled, though the London sky was clear. It was the kind of thunder only certain people could hear—the creaking of the veil between worlds stretching to its limit.

Upstairs, six-year-old Julia Chrisom woke startled. She'd been dreaming her father walked through a labyrinth made of every story ever written, and the walls were beginning to bleed ink.

Arthur dipped the pen into the impossible ink—dark, thick, with reflections of a color that had no name in any human language—and began writing in the air.

Each stroke tore reality. The space between the pen's tip and nothingness began to crack, showing glimpses of something beyond: towers of books rising toward a starless sky, creatures made of pure metaphor, shadows whispering a thousand stories simultaneously.

"Arthur, stop!" Elara's cry came muffled, as from the bottom of a well.

Too late.

The crack stabilized into a circular portal the size of a door. On the other side, Arthur saw the silhouette of the city he'd imagined—but more real than he'd ever dreamed. And at its center, glowing with pale light, the final chapter of his book. His true ending.

"I'll return," he promised, and the lie weighed more than all the words he'd ever written.

Arthur Chrisom crossed the threshold.

The portal closed with the sound of a book being closed forever.

On the floor where he'd stood, two things remained: the silver pen, still warm, and a single drop of impossible ink that began to evaporate, leaving in the air the scent of old pages and distant storm.

Elara fell to her knees. Upstairs, Julia began to cry.

No one would ever explain why, but that night, the girl dreamed for the first time of two weeks of endless rain and a place so full of souls there was no more room.
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THE HELL SEED

(Chapters 1-8 | 30% of the book)
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THE THREE THIRTY-THREE DREAM
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3:33 AM - Master Bedroom, Santa Corazón, California

Julia Chrisom woke up drowning in dry air.

There was no water in her lungs, but the sensation was identical: crushing pressure on her chest, throat closing, animal certainty that something had entered the room and now watched from the darkest corner.

She sat up abruptly, hands instinctively at her own neck. Beside her, David slept the deep sleep of those who don't remember their dreams—or perhaps, don't dream at all.

Everything was in place: the dim blue light of the alarm clock (3:33, as every night for a month), the inherited mahogany wardrobe, the scent of lavender detergent.

But her sheets were soaked.

Julia touched the moisture with already trembling fingers. Cold. Clear. Not sweat. Rainwater that smelled of ozone and freshly turned earth.

She turned on the lamp. The moment light bathed the bed, the moisture began to retreat—it didn't dry, it didn't evaporate. It crawled toward the edges of the sheets as if conscious, descended to the floor, and dissipated into the air without a trace.

By the time David murmured and turned over, the sheets were dry. Perfectly dry.

"Julia?" His voice rough with sleep. "Everything okay?"

"Yes." She lied with the ease of too much practice. "Just... a dream."

"The rain one again?"

"No." Another lie. "Sleep."

David obeyed. Julia stood by the bed, watching him. For a moment—just a moment—she imagined something moving beneath his skin. Not a parasite
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