
  
  
      
        
          The Floor That Wasn't There

          A Meridian City Liminal Horror Novella

		      
          Wartonno

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Wartonno | All rights reserved. 
No portion of this book may be reproduced, distributed, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise, without prior written permission from the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews, articles, or other forms of literary criticism as permitted by copyright law.
The Floor That Wasn’t There
A Meridian City Liminal Horror Novella
First edition, 2026
Written by Wartonno
For more stories, updates, and reader extras, visit:
https://books.meridiancityarchive.com






  
  Also by Wartonno


 The Negative Within
 The Drowning Glyph
 Echoes in the Dark Fiber
 Dead Letter Chapel








  
  Welcome


Welcome to Meridian City 
You are about to enter Meridian City, a place of occult crimes, impossible rooms, haunted systems, and memories that do not always stay where they belong. 
 The Floor That Wasn’t There can be read as a standalone novella, but it also opens a door into the larger Meridian City Archive.






  
  Content Note


This novella contains themes of grief, parental loss, psychological horror, claustrophobic spaces, institutional neglect, and supernatural manipulation. 






  
  




For those who learned that some doors only open when we stop asking to go back.








  
  Not every floor is built.
 Some are remembered downward.
 - Halewick Tower maintenance note







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1: The Button Below Basement
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2: The Office With No Windows
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3: The Night Cleaner
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4: Room 904
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5: Denied Claims
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6: The Room That Learns
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7: Home, Almost
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8: The Cold Key
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9: The Central Claims Office
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10: Lobby
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgements
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Author Note
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Reader Path Page
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Archive Invitation
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Review Request
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Preview
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter 1: The Button Below Basement


The elevator button glowed amber beneath my thumb. B13. A floor that didn't exist in any building schematic I'd ever filed. 
I pulled my hand back.
Two hours earlier, I'd been at my desk on the ninth floor, stamping DENIED across a claim about water damage in a Northside apartment. The fluorescent lights hummed their usual flat tune. My coffee had gone cold somewhere around claim forty-seven. Now I was on sixty-three, and my wrist ached from the repetitive motion of lifting the stamp, pressing down, moving to the next file.
The office smelled like toner and old carpet. Everyone else had left by six. I stayed because staying meant I didn't have to think about the apartment waiting for me across town, the one with my mother's boxes still stacked against the hallway wall, eight years later.
I reached for the next folder. Claim #2847-L. Elevator malfunction, Parkside Residential Complex. Delayed emergency response. The claimant's mother had,
I stopped reading.
My pen hovered over the denial box. Standard language already forming in my head: insufficient evidence of municipal liability, building maintenance falls under private management jurisdiction, claim lacks documentation of direct causation between mechanical failure and adverse outcome...
I checked the box. Moved on.
Claim #2848-L. Sidewalk injury. Approved: fifteen hundred dollars. Easy.
Claim #2849-L. Street lighting failure. Denied, not city property.
My desk lamp threw shadows across the forms. Outside the window, Meridian City's lights blurred into each other, orange and white and distant. I used to wonder about the people behind these claims. What their voices sounded like when they called the hotline. Whether they cried when they opened the denial letters.
I didn't wonder anymore.
At eight-thirty, I stacked the processed files into their return bin, locked my desk drawer, and grabbed my coat. The ninth floor stretched empty behind me as I walked toward the elevators. My footsteps sounded too loud on the tile.
I pressed the call button.
The elevator arrived with a soft chime. I stepped inside and reached for the lobby button.
That's when I saw it.
Between B2 and the emergency stop: B13.

      [image: ]I didn't press B13 right away.
Instead, I turned to face the glass panel on the elevator's back wall. From here, the ninth floor, Meridian City spread out below in layers of wet asphalt and halogen glow. Rain had started while I worked. It always rained in Meridian. The kind of rain that didn't storm or announce itself, just settled in and stayed.
The Docks sat dark to the east, cranes motionless against low clouds. Closer in, the Arts District's galleries still had their lights on, rectangles of warm color in buildings that leaned against each other like drunks. Further north, the neighborhoods where I'd grown up pressed together, narrow streets and narrow houses, the kind of place where you learned not to ask too many questions about the sounds you heard at night.
Meridian had rules. Not the ones printed in the municipal code I processed every day. Different rules. The kind you learned by living here long enough. Don't take the last train on the Blue Line after midnight. Don't accept gifts from street vendors in Old Harbor on Wednesdays. Don't look directly at certain graffiti tags in the underpass on Seventh.
I wasn't like the investigators you'd read about in the papers. The ones who tracked down cult killings or ritual murders. I just filed paperwork. Kept my head down. Went home.
Alone.
The word sat in my chest without weight. Just a fact. Like the rain, like the toner smell, like the stack of denial stamps on my desk.
I looked at my reflection in the glass. Dark hair coming loose from its clip. Coat that needed dry cleaning. Face that looked older than thirty-two, or maybe just tired in a way that aged didn't quite cover. Behind my reflection, the city breathed. Neon bled into rain. Somewhere a siren started up, then cut off too quickly.
The elevator doors began to close.
I spun and slapped the sensor. They jerked open again.
B13 still glowed amber on the panel. Steady. Patient. Like it had been waiting there all along, and I'd simply never noticed before.
I pulled my phone from my bag. No signal this high up. Never was. Halewick Tower did something to reception above the seventh floor.
My finger touched the button.
The amber light felt warm.

      [image: ]I pulled my finger back.
Not yet. First, the office. Lock the desk drawer. Turn off the lamp. Sign out in the ledger by the door, even though no one checked it anymore, even though half the entries were months old.
The hallway stretched empty in both directions. Fluorescent tubes hummed overhead, that particular frequency that lived just under hearing. My shoes made no sound on the industrial carpet. Department of Municipal Claims occupied the entire ninth floor, but after six p.m., I worked alone. Everyone else had families. Dinner plans. Lives that required them elsewhere.
I locked the office door and tested the handle twice. Another habit.
The elevator waited where I'd left it, doors open. I stepped inside and pressed Lobby without looking. Muscle memory. I'd taken this elevator twice a day for three years. Down at eight-thirty a.m., up at nine. Down at five-thirty p.m., sometimes later. The ritual never changed.
Messenger bag on my right shoulder. Phone in my left hand, checking for messages that wouldn't come. Eyes on the descending numbers above the door, never on the brushed metal panel to my right, never on the mirror behind me. I didn't like seeing myself trapped in small reflective spaces.
The elevator dropped. My stomach lifted slightly at L9, settled at L8. I counted without meaning to. L7. L6. L5.
Twelve numbered floors. Basement made thirteen buttons total. I'd looked at that panel hundreds of times. Knew every scratch in the metal, every worn edge where fingers had pressed Lobby ten thousand times before mine.
L4. L3. L2.
Except there were fourteen buttons now.
The elevator stopped at Lobby. The doors opened onto the main floor, all marble and brass, and the security guard who never looked up from his phone.
I didn't move.
Behind me, reflected in the mirror I never looked at, the button glowed. B13. Below Basement. Below, the boiler room and storage, and the parking level that smelled like oil and old rain.
Below everything.
"You getting out?"
The security guard had noticed. He stared at me, waiting.
I stepped into the lobby. The elevator doors closed behind me, and I heard it rise, cables singing, machinery grinding through concrete and steel, carrying that impossible button back up into the building's bones.

      [image: ]I stood in the lobby, staring at the closed elevator doors.
The guard went back to his phone. A janitor pushed a cart past the stairwell. Somewhere above, a phone rang and stopped. The building continued its ordinary sounds, its usual hum of exhaust fans and HVAC, and distant voices bleeding through walls.
I pressed the elevator call button.
The doors opened immediately. Empty car. Same brushed metal walls, same scarred floor, same burnt-out bulb in the upper left corner that maintenance never fixed. I stepped inside and looked at the panel.
B13. Still there.
The button sat below Basement in a space that shouldn't exist. The panel had always ended at B. Flat metal below that, unbroken. But now this thing occupied the gap, flush with the surface like it

      [image: ]
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