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​Chapter 1: The First Whispers
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The rain falls in thin, slanted lines, streaking the window like tears too tired to reach the sill. I sit at the kitchen table, watching it trace the glass in crooked paths. The overpass is out there, half-hidden in the fog that swallows the city whole, but I can see it. Or maybe I just feel it, the way it stretches over everything—solid, unyielding, waiting.

The tea in my mug has gone cold. I’ve been holding it too long, letting the warmth bleed out, letting the heat escape like it always does. I don’t drink it. I don’t move. The world outside blurs and shifts, like a memory I don’t trust.

“Emily,” my mother’s voice calls from the other room, distant, like she’s speaking through water. “Do you want breakfast?”

“No,” I say, though my stomach knots in reply. Hunger feels like something distant too, a thing that belongs to the past. My voice feels like someone else’s, hollow and floating, disconnected from the skin I wear. She doesn’t answer. She’s used to the silence by now.

I don’t know when I drift into sleep. The rain is there, tapping at the window like a finger against my temple, and then it isn’t. There is no gentle slide, no comforting fade. One moment I am here, and the next, I am there.

The overpass rises ahead of me, smooth and infinite, the concrete glistening with the sheen of a storm long passed. The sky above is neither day nor night, just an endless stretch of colorless gray. There are no cars, no voices, no hum of distant engines. Only me.

And the figure.

They stand at the far end, their silhouette sharp against the endless horizon. Tall, too tall, with edges that blur and shift like smoke caught in a glass jar. A hood obscures their face—or maybe there is no face, just the absence of one. I can’t tell. I can’t move.

The air around them ripples, like heat rising from asphalt on a summer’s day. But this isn’t heat. It’s something colder, something that presses against my chest, pinning me in place.

“You came,” they say. Their voice is soft, smooth, and low, like the brush of velvet against bare skin.

I try to speak, but my throat betrays me.

They tilt their head, their movement too fluid, too easy, like gravity is a suggestion they’ve declined. “Why do you keep coming back here, Emily?”

I don’t answer. I don’t know how.

The figure takes a step forward, and though their feet don’t touch the ground, the sound echoes—hollow, metallic, like the striking of a distant bell. Another step, and another. They are close now, close enough that the space between us feels alive, pulsing with something I can’t name.

“You carry it with you,” they say, their voice soft, almost kind, though the weight of their gaze feels like stone. “It’s in the way you breathe, the way you look away, as if the air itself might betray you.”

My chest tightens, and I grip the edge of the railing. “I don’t understand what you mean,” I whisper, though the words feel like a lie.

“You do,” they say, tilting their head slightly, the motion fluid and deliberate.

They tilt their head again, and I feel their gaze, though I can’t see their eyes. “Don’t you?”

I turn away, but the overpass stretches in every direction. There is no escape. There is no edge, no end. Only the endless gray and the figure that sees everything I’ve tried to bury.

“Look down,” they say.

My feet move without permission, carrying me to the edge. The railing is cold beneath my fingers, the metal slick with the phantom rain. I lean over.

Below, the road stretches empty, but it isn’t the road I remember. The asphalt is smooth, unbroken, untouched. There is no crash site, no skid marks, no blood. Just the clean, sterile surface of something that doesn’t want to remember.

“It’s not real,” I say, though the words taste like a lie.

The figure steps beside me, their presence looming and certain. “What is?” they ask.

I turn to look at them,but they are gone. The space beside me is empty, the overpass stretching silent and endless once more.

Then..

I wake with a gasp, my fingers clutching the mug of cold tea. The rain is still there, tapping at the window, and the overpass is still out there, steady and unmoving. My heart races, the echo of the dream lingering in my chest, in my throat, in the cold press of the air around me.

I set the mug down, my hands trembling. The notebook on the table draws my attention, its blank pages staring back like a dare. I flip it open, the pen awkward in my grip, and I write:

"The overpass waits for me. It always does. It is not the end, and it is not the beginning. It is something else, something I can’t name, but it feels like home and ruin all at once."

The words come easier now, spilling onto the page in jagged lines.

"There is a figure. They see me. They know what I carry, though I don’t understand it myself. They ask, but I can’t answer. They show me, but I can’t look."

The ink pools at the tip of the pen, the words blurring slightly.

I close the notebook, the weight of it settling in my chest like a stone. The rain continues, steady and unyielding, as the overpass rises in my mind again.

It waits. It always waits.
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​Chapter 2: A Heavy Silence
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The air in the apartment is too warm, too still, as if the walls themselves are holding their breath. The rain has stopped, leaving the windows streaked and smeared, filtering the gray light that presses against the glass. My mother moves around the kitchen in near silence, the faint scrape of a spoon against a bowl the only sound. Even that feels too loud.

“Do you want lunch?” she asks without looking at me, her voice clipped, as though the words have been sanded down to their barest edges.

I sit at the table, my hands wrapped around the notebook I haven’t opened since this morning. “I’m fine,” I say, even though the hollowness in my stomach begs to differ.

She nods, or maybe she doesn’t. It’s hard to tell with her back turned, the stiff line of her shoulders more wall than bridge. She’s always like this now—efficient, careful, as if grief is something to be managed rather than felt.

I watch her for a moment, the way her hands move methodically from counter to cupboard, cupboard to sink. She used to hum when she cooked, little tunes she made up as she went along. Now, there’s only silence, the kind that fills every crack and corner until there’s no space left for anything else.

“Have you been writing?” she asks suddenly, her voice breaking the stillness like a stone dropped into a shallow pond.

“A little,” I reply, though the truth is less than that. Most of the pages in the notebook are still empty, the ink pooling only in fits and starts, a shadow of what I want to say.

She turns briefly, her eyes flicking to the closed notebook in my hands. There’s something in her gaze—curiosity, maybe, or doubt—but she doesn’t press. “That’s good,” she says, her tone neutral, as if the words themselves have no meaning.

The silence settles between us, dense and suffocating, like the air before a storm.

I glance at my vibrating phone, lying face down on the table as if avoiding my gaze. Sara’s name hangs in my thoughts, the unanswered texts and missed calls coiling around me like invisible chains. She’s reaching out. I know she is.

Hey, are you okay? Haven’t heard from you in a while.
Do you want to grab coffee tomorrow? My treat.
Emily?
I know I should respond. The messages weigh on me, each one pressing heavier, like stones I can’t set down. But the idea of texting her back feels like trying to breathe underwater—each word a struggle, each thought dragging me deeper.

The phone buzzes again, startling me this time. Her name lights up the screen, the vibration rattling against the wood like a challenge.

I stare at it for a moment, my chest tightening. Then I flip it over, the sound muffled, the light extinguished.

“Was that Sara?” my mother asks, her voice softer now, almost hesitant.

“Yeah,” I mutter, avoiding her gaze.

“You should call her back,” she says, and there’s a flicker of something in her tone—concern, maybe, or something close to it.

“I will,” I lie, the words tasting bitter in my mouth.

She doesn’t push, just nods and turns back to the sink. The water runs for a moment, then stops, the silence returning with an almost audible weight.

By the time I leave the kitchen, the notebook is heavier in my hands than it should be. 

My room feels colder than the rest of the apartment, the walls painted with the kind of light that makes everything look washed out and faded.

I sit on the edge of the bed, flipping the notebook open to the last page I wrote on. The words stare back at me, stark and uneven, like strangers I barely recognize.

"The overpass waits for me. It always does."

I don’t write anything new.

The knock at the door comes late in the afternoon, sharp and unexpected. I’m still sitting on the bed, the notebook open but untouched, when my mother calls from the kitchen. “It’s Sara!”

My stomach twists, a knot tightening with every step as I make my way to the door. When I open it, Sara is standing there, her expression carefully neutral but her eyes full of something I can’t quite name.

“Hey,” she says, her voice light but edged with something sharper. “I was in the neighborhood and thought I’d stop by.”

I know it’s a lie—Sara doesn’t do “in the neighborhood.” She’s here because I’ve been ignoring her, because she’s worried, because she’s trying.

“Hi,” I say, the word barely audible.

She looks at me for a long moment, her brow furrowing slightly. “Can I come in?”

I step aside, the door creaking as it swings open wider.

We sit in the living room, the silence between us was uncomfortable. Sara fidgets with the strap of her bag, her fingers moving in restless circles.

“How’ve you been?” she asks finally, breaking the quiet.

“I’m fine,” I reply automatically, the words as hollow as they feel.

She doesn’t believe me. I can see it in the way her lips press together, the way her eyes narrow slightly. “You’ve been ignoring my calls and texts,” she says, her tone carefully measured.

“I’ve been busy,” I lie, though we both know it’s not true.

“Emily.” Her voice softens, and the sound of my name pulls at something inside me. “I’m worried about you.”

“I’m fine,” I repeat, more firmly this time.

She looks at me for a long moment, her gaze steady and unflinching. “You don’t have to do this alone, you know,” she says finally.

I want to tell her she’s wrong, that I do have to do this alone because no one else can understand what it feels like to carry this weight, this silence, this endless pull toward the overpass. But the words stick in my throat, and I can’t force them out.

Instead, I nod, a quick, sharp motion that feels more like a reflex than an agreement.

When Sara leaves, the apartment feels even quieter than before. My mother looks up from her book as the door closes, her expression unreadable.

“Did you talk?” she asks.

“Yeah,” I say, though it feels like a lie.

She nods, her gaze lingering on me for a moment before she turns back to the pages in her lap.

I retreat to my room, the notebook waiting for me on the bed like a question I don’t want to answer. The words I wrote earlier seem heavier now, their meaning sharper and more urgent.

"The overpass waits for me. It always does."

The silence presses down on me, suffocating and constant, as the overpass rises in my mind once more.
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​Chapter 3: Beneath the Concrete
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The overpass stretches endlessly, its edges dissolving into a gray haze that swallows the horizon. The sky above is the color of ash, neither bright nor dark, just an unbroken expanse of nothingness. The air hums faintly, a vibration I can’t locate but feel deep in my chest.

My feet move, one step after another, though I can’t remember deciding to walk. The concrete beneath me is smooth and cold, the faint sound of my footsteps echoing into the void. There’s no wind, no rain, no sound beyond the rhythmic thud of my shoes.

I stop and turn.

The figure is there, just as they always are.

They stand at a distance, motionless as stone, their form wavering at the edges like smoke suspended in air. They have no face, only the hint of one beneath the shifting hood. Their presence saturates the space around me, dense and inescapable, yet they remain where they are.

“Why are you here?” I ask, my voice sharp and brittle, like glass on the verge of breaking.

The Architect tilts their head, their motion slow and deliberate, as if considering the question.

“Why are you?” they counter, their voice low and melodic, curling around the empty air like a ribbon of smoke.

I don’t answer. I don’t know how to.

The silence stretches between us, taut and unbroken. Then they take a step forward. The sound isn’t right—too hollow, too sharp, like a bell struck from deep
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