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About the Author

Some books open a door. This one opens a passage.

You have found the first fragment. But Vessels of Eternity is not a standalone tale. It is a surface layer. A membrane.

To know this world, one must descend into the body. Yours included. Scattered across this text are signals, omissions, mirrored phrases, and four-digit codes pressed quietly into the background. Moments that refuse to explain themselves.

That is intentional.

There is a library beneath this book, not a place but a resonance. Follow the signals and you will find its fragments gathered in the Velvet Library, an archive hidden within these pages.

There you may begin to glimpse the architecture binding these bodies, these timelines, and this text.

Beware. The deeper you go, the more of yourself you will remember.

Some stories you read. 

Others... read you back.

— YLC
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Chapter 1 — The Tenth Vessel
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Some journeys cross cities and years. Others begin where the body stops obeying the room.



Mildew thickened the air. Grief already in the walls. Silence deadened the room. 

The lawyer barely looked at her. His desk sagged under towers of paper. Yellow corners curled like old leaves. A lead Sphinx crouched on the shelf above him, its nose rubbed dull by the years.

Red ink bled through the folder in front of him; 3223. Lilith stared until the edges blurred. The digits clung, a code scratched into skin.

Cheap floral starch hung in the room. Her mother's scent. Insistent.

His voice droned. She heard only the absence beneath it. Her grandfather would never clear his throat again, never tell her to check the oil before driving, never pour a chipped mug of coffee thick with sugar.

The ache rose sudden and ungraceful. A thread yanked from the center of her chest. Her breath hitched, she pressed her knuckles into her thighs until they blanched.

Her mother’s name came first. The house. The money. Stability pressed into neat lines of legal ink.

Lilith kept her eyes on the folder. She did not watch her mother’s shoulders tighten with every clause. The tendons in her neck strained, mooring lines drawn taut. 

The lawyer cleared his throat.

“To my dear granddaughter, Lilith.”

“I leave you my trusted companion. The Westfalia. May she carry you as faithfully as she carried me.”

No mention of dents or of the cracked vinyl seats. How the engine coughed awake on cold mornings.

Lilith heard his voice in the word. A low chuckle that always came before he put the van in gear. Her chest tightened. She could almost feel his hand over hers on the gearshift guiding without words.

Lilith's attention snagged on a sound: the regular pattern of a clock on the wall, tic tac, tic tac, tic-a-tac. It was a steady, unemotional rhythm, and she followed its signal, a thread pulling her consciousness free.

The lawyer continued. Numbers. Accounts. The tidy sum he had set aside for her.

Her body had already left the room. She imagined the keys against her palm. Cool and familiar. The thought pressed against her ribs. This is all that matters.



Later, standing in the driveway, she opened the driver's door and slid inside. Dust rose from the seat, warm with sun, and the steering wheel smelled of motor oil and baked plastic. Her hand rested there. The wheel was warm, familiar, and though she told herself it was foolish to think it had been waiting for her, she left her hand where it was. 

From the mirror dangled a wooden bull, dark-grained and polished smooth by years of his fingers, carrying the sharp, green scent of marjoram oil that hit her with the force of memory; her head against his shoulder, the curtains swaying in desert wind, his laugh scattering across an open road. Her breath caught, shoulders curling forward as though the memory itself pressed down on her.

She should have started the engine. Instead she sat.

The suffocating pressure of the afternoon sun pressed her down into the warm vinyl. Dust and baked plastic choked the cabin. Underneath it, the sharp green memory of marjoram. The dangling bull held the scent. Heat spread.

She let her eyes close to breathe.

The heat spread, not only from the sun, a voltage waking beneath her ribs, pressing against the cage her mother had built. It moved upward from the seat, seeping through fabric, finding the soft skin of her inner thighs. In the claustrophobic quiet, it became indistinguishable where the environmental heat of the van ended and the rising voltage of her own flesh began.

A single bead of sweat gathered at her brow.

She didn't wipe it away. She stayed perfectly still and followed it tracing a slow, agonizing path down her temple. It slipped past the hinge of her jaw, tracking the long, vulnerable line of her throat. The granular drag of that single drop made her body overwhelmingly present. Awake. Anchored in the exquisite, heavy friction between the baked plastic of the seat and the slickness gathering between her thighs.

Old vinyl and marjoram settled in the cabin. She watched the dust on the dashboard. The urge gripped her wrist, sudden, to drop her hand, to slide it beneath the hem of her skirt, to press into the ache and shatter the seal.

Her head tipped back, the wanting took hold, nameless and heavy.

She didn't choose the movement. The body led. Her fingers drifted downward, a slow, unhurried descent. Brushing the hem. Slipping beneath it.

The air in the cabin held its breath. A suspended, humid second stretched out, pulling taut across her nerves.

A soft, unguarded exhale left her mouth.

Her hand found the cotton of her underwear. Damp. The slickness already gathered. A wet heat demanding an answer. She pressed her fingertips against the seam. A jolt traveled straight up her spine. Her thighs parted a fraction of an inch, begging for the friction of her own hand.

Then the shadow fell.

It shattered the humid suspension, violently intrusive. It dropped over her, a cold cloth. The sudden, freezing shock of a thousand Sunday mornings.

The body is deceitful. Desire invites demons.

Her fingers froze against her own heat. She pressed her thighs shut. The friction only deepened the ache, a cruel reminder of what she was denying herself. She gripped the steering wheel. Her mother's voice echoed in the claustrophobic cabin, cold and rigid, trying to cap the voltage. She held to the prayer like a rope. 

“Lead us not. —”

She pressed her lips together. The syllables sat dry in her mouth. Dead letters against a live current.

The prayer remained cold. Her flesh was hot, wet, and demanding. The cotton held the evidence. The prayer was only script.

The shame struck, an iron anchor forged from her mother's fear. It did not originate in her flesh; it was a foreign object.

“Lead us not. —”

She let go of the rope. She did not finish the prayer.

What if someone saw.

She examined the driveway through the windshield. The neighbor's curtains held their stillness. The upstairs window of her mother's house caught the late light. Anyone could be watching her head tipped back, her skirt ridden up over bare thighs, her fingers resting a fraction of an inch from her own slick heat.

She waited for the foreign shame to double. It didn't.

What came instead took her low in the belly. A wave pulling back from shore. A deep, helpless clenching. Low and slow. Her whole body gathering itself around the thought of being seen and releasing it in a long, shuddering pulse that left her hands gripping the wheel and her breath coming in ragged intervals.

When it passed, the decision rooted itself. Dangerous. Irreversible. Hers.

She would not wear the coat anymore.

She sat with that. Her thighs were warm where they had pressed together. Her breath moved in and out of her body at its own pace, unhurried, as though it had somewhere to be and had decided not to rush. The wanting had not gone, it had settled, the way heat settles into stone, present, patient, no longer asking permission.

The bull pendant turned slow above her.

She reached for the camera, the same one he had given her at sixteen. She traced the worn leather strap, the little nicks along the lens ring where his hands had once steadied hers. Through it, the world always shifted, light fractured, edges sharpened, shadows deepened until they carried weight. She lifted it to her eye. The van window cut the landscape into a frame, and for a moment she saw herself reflected there: small, unguarded, already changing.

She lowered the camera and gripped the wheel with both hands. The vinyl was warm under her palms, bone-deep. Her jaw ached from clenching. She licked her lips and tasted salt.

A thought formed: If I stay, I dissolve.

It wasn't death that awaited her, nor was it disappearance. It was something far worse: the slow dissolving of her own edges into her mother's silence, a life written in the flat script of Sundays and rules, trapped in a body that never dared to touch its own hunger. Adventure had nothing to do with it. Escape was too small a word. This was survival.

His van. His camera. His trust in roads. Each one heavy in her hands, each one demanding a body willing to risk permission.

She exhaled hard, the sound rough in her chest. 

She turned the key.



The week that followed lived in her body more than in her memory. She moved through the house like someone already gone, cooking the meals, sitting through the silences, watching her mother's mouth form the small sentences that had always passed for conversation. At night she lay in the dark and turned the decision over, testing its weight, waiting for it to feel wrong. It didn't. By the fifth day she had started packing. By the seventh she had stopped asking herself why.

The raw tang of dust and exhaust hung in the air. The smell of leaving. The van was already half-packed: blankets, canned food, the duffel slumped waiting for a passenger. Lilith knelt to lash the straps tight, breath quick in her chest.

Chemical lavender cleaner cut through the exhaust. Her mother blocked the doorway. Arms crossed. Scarf knotted too tight.

"You're leaving? It's barely been a few weeks. Don't you think now is the time to heal?"

Lilith didn't look up. She zipped the duffel, tugged it hard until the teeth bit shut.

"You knew I would." She straightened, eyes level. "I have to."

Her mother's voice cracked. "You don't have to prove anything."

"I'm not proving." Lilith held her gaze. "I'm surviving, and I'm done carrying your shame as if it were mine."

The stillness was not silence. Her mother's face closed. A hatch battened down from the inside. Her breath caught. Her hand moved.

The sound startled them both. Heat bloomed across Lilith's cheek, spreading outward, and for a moment neither of them spoke. Lilith didn't touch the sting. She didn't step back. She stood inside the heat of it and breathed, slow and deliberate, filling her chest until her ribs pressed outward, then letting it go in a long, controlled stream.

Her mother’s hand hovered in the space between them, trembling. The older woman stared at her own fingers as if they belonged to a stranger. The stale air of the hallway thin against the sharp, metallic taste of blood inside Lilith's cheek.

Lilith let the silence stretch. She watched the panic rise in her mother's eyes. The certainty that the strike had not worked. The cage was open. The violence had not diminished her. It had signed the departure papers. The sting on her face was not a punishment. It was a receipt paid in full.

She waited until the adrenaline in her own knees subsided. Until the heat on her skin cooled into something hard and directional.

The shaking eased. She looked at her mother again. "I forgive you." She said it evenly. "I mean that. But I'm going."

She walked past her. Out. Down the steps.

She slid behind the wheel.

The van coughed, then roared to life. In the rearview mirror, the house stood rigid, her mother's figure in the doorway, motionless.

She didn’t look back. She drove, watching the dust billow up, a white wall that finally separated her from everything she knew.



The van rolled past the last houses, asphalt thinning into packed earth. The town released her, like sleep releases a dream, gradually, until she looked up and it was gone.

Dry earth. The dry rattle of leaves. A narrow lane of aspens lined the track. White trunks in the afternoon light. She counted them without meaning to. Ten. Their coin-leaves turned in the wind. Green-gold. Catching and releasing the sun in small quick flashes. The rhythm steadied her breathing without her asking.

She cut the engine, stepped out, and pressed her palm to the last trunk. The bark was cool and slightly rough, ridged in a language her skin had no translation for.

Beneath her hand she imagined the roots: the grove one organism underground, each tree holding the others through the dark, a lattice of clutching no one could see from above. She stayed there until she was ready, forehead against the bark, releasing a breath she hadn't known she was carrying.

Back at the wheel she said, quietly, "Keep me grounded." To the trees, to the van, to the road unreeling ahead, she wasn't sure. The Westfalia answered with a low hum that climbed her spine as she rolled onto gravel, and she took that as enough.

She thumbed the radio on. A soul track bled in for a breath, then static ripped it sideways. Two stations collided. Drum. Hiss. A voice talked about watersheds and river systems. The noise collapsed into something almost coherent. ...even wild... riverbed... Static swallowed it. She turned it off and drove in silence.

The road found its rhythm. Every jolt came up through the seat, through her hips, a steady percussion that asked nothing and expected nothing, and she let her grip on the wheel loosen by degrees. The desert opened on both sides, pale and enormous, the sky above it a blue so deep it seemed structural, a thing broad enough to bear weight.

A gust slipped through the window, sage-sharp, underlaid with engine heat and dry stone. It passed through the van and took her backward without asking.

Sunday mornings. Her mother's bun pulled so tight the skin at her temples shone, her voice already sharpened before they reached the church steps. The house had smelled of starch and something floral, cheap and insistent. The pews had smelled of old wood and the sweat of people trying hard. She had sat between those smells her whole childhood, understanding without being told that both were prisons with different names.

Her father's absence had lived in the house like damp in walls, not visible but present in everything, in the way certain questions made her mother's body go rigid. She had tried once, she must have been nine or ten, sitting at the kitchen table while her mother's back was turned over the stove. She had asked, like children ask when they haven't yet learned the shapes of the forbidden. Her mother had not turned around, the wooden spoon had continued its slow circuit in the pot. The silence that followed had texture, edges. Her mother's stillness was a boundary: this was not a silence she was meant to fill. She had not asked again. She had carried the not-asking, a stone under her tongue, every question turning to dust before it reached her lips.

The lessons had settled in her body, heavy, immovable, rearranging everything around them. The body is deceitful. Desire invites demons. Touch yourself and you invite the devil into your bed. She had believed them not because she was credulous but because she had no counter-evidence. No one had given her another language. The wire had gone in so early she had stopped feeling it as a foreign thing.

The wind came again, harder this time, lifting her hair across her face, pulling strands loose from behind her ear. She let it. The sensation moved across her cheek, her throat, the back of her neck, and something in her chest shifted, the faintest loosening, a knot that had been wet for so long it had forgotten it was a knot.

No confessional out here. No scripture. No mother's bun pulling the skull toward obedience. Only the road narrowing into distance. Only the sky, indifferent and enormous. Only her breath, moving in and out of her body without permission from anyone.

She pressed the accelerator and the van responded, the engine's old voice rising beneath her, and for the first time in longer than she could measure she let herself take up the full space of her own body, spine straight, shoulders back, hands easy on the wheel.

The desert held no opinions about her. She found she was grateful for that.



LILITH'S JOURNAL

Last night I left.

I keep writing that sentence and waiting for something to happen inside me, waiting for some click, some release, but it does not come. 

The van smells of oil and dust and something underneath I can't name yet. His smell, maybe, or the smell of all the roads he drove before I was old enough to ask where he went. I keep touching the steering wheel as though it will tell me something.

I don't know what I'm doing.

That's the honest sentence, I've been rehearsing the other one for a week, I had to go, I had no choice, I'm surviving, and maybe those are true. But the honest one is: I don't know what I'm doing and the dark outside is very large.

My cheek stopped stinging hours ago. I keep touching it anyway.

I said something before I left. I don't know where it came from. I said: Your shame not mine. 

I didn't plan it, the decision emerged, from somewhere below thinking. And I watched something happen in her face when I said it. Not anger, not at first. Something closed. Like a room goes dark behind a window. And then she hit me.

I've been turning it over since I crossed the town line. Your shame. I said your shame as if I knew what I meant. I'm not sure I do. I only know it was true like certain things are true before you understand them. How you know a road is wrong before you can say why.

What is she ashamed of?

I grew up inside the answer to that question without ever being allowed to ask it. The church, the rules, how she pulled her bun so tight it changed the shape of her face. I always thought that was about God, now I'm not sure it was only about God.

I don't know what I'm pointing at, I know I said the word shame and it hit something in her that my whole life of obedience never touched.

My cheek burned for miles.

I keep touching it not because it hurts. Because it is proof that I found something true even if I don't know yet what it is.

The sky here is enormous, I pulled over for a while and sat with the window down. Sage in the air, something sharper underneath, engine heat maybe, I thought about my grandfather's hands on this same wheel, all the places he went that I don't know about.

Ten aspens on the track before the highway. I counted them, I don't know why, but it mattered.

The bull pendant knocks against the mirror when the road is rough. I keep glancing at it, I don't mind.

I want to write something true about desire and I don't know how yet. Tonight I'll just drive. Or sleep. Or lie here with the windows open and let the dark ask its questions.

I have enough of my own.

— L 



Somewhere in the desert

Woke for no reason.

The air in the room had changed. Not cooler. A thinning, the pressure drop associated with significant weather, except there was no weather. Something
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