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    This book is dedicated to many people, but most of all, its dedicated to the readers, who find this kinda stuff interesting. 
 
Without you all, it would be pointless to write this book.
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​The Door That Shouldn't Exist

THE STORM WITHIN, THE Storm Without

The rain was relentless, a drumming symphony against the grimy pavement that mirrored the turmoil inside Sarah. Each drop felt like a tiny hammer blow against her resolve, threatening to crack the fragile dam she’d built around her emotions. It wasn’t just rain, it was the weight of the day, the weight of her choices, the weight of him - Room 312 - that pressed down on her now.

She should have been home hours ago, cocooned in the familiar comfort of her apartment, but the silence there was too deafening. The city was her only solace, a place where she could lose herself in the anonymity of its streets, where the darkness could swallow her whole.

But even the city felt different tonight. The familiar routes seemed alien, the streetlights cast eerie shadows that danced with her anxieties, and the faces she passed were blurred into a faceless mass of indifference. She was lost, adrift in a sea of concrete and steel.

She turned a corner, and the world tilted on its axis.

The street ahead was... wrong. Narrower, darker, the buildings looming closer as if conspiring to trap her. It was a street she’d never seen before, despite walking this route countless times. The rational part of her brain screamed at her to turn back, to retrace her steps, but a stronger, more primal instinct urged her forward.

And then she saw it, almost swallowed by the shadows, a whisper of the impossible made real.

A door.

Not just any door, but the door. A solid wooden structure, painted a deep, almost mystical green, set inexplicably into a brick wall where no building existed. It defied logic, scoffed at reason, and yet, it was undeniably there. The wood was weathered and worn, etched with the stories of countless storms and forgotten seasons, but the brass doorknob gleamed with an almost ethereal light.

A shiver ran down Sarah's spine, a mingling of fear and fascination. The rain intensified, as if mocking her hesitation. She glanced around, half-expecting a film crew to emerge, or a prankster to reveal the joke. But there was only the rain, the shadows, and the silent, unwavering presence of the door.

It called to her, whispered promises of escape, of understanding, of something... more.

Against every ounce of common sense, she found herself moving towards it, her feet guided by an unseen force.

The Threshold

Each step was deliberate, measured, as if approaching a sacred altar. The closer she got, the more intense the feeling became. The air crackled with energy, raising the hairs on her arms. The scent of petrichor mingled with something else, something ancient and comforting - old paper, dry ink, a hint of lavender.

Her hand trembled as she reached out, drawn to the doorknob like a moth to a flame. It was cold beneath her fingertips, a stark contrast to the feverish heat in her palms. She hesitated one last time, a battle raging within her: fear vs. curiosity, logic vs. intuition, the known vs. the unknowable.

Fear screamed at her to turn back, to run, to forget she ever saw this impossible portal. But something deeper, something wounded and yearning, pleaded with her to take the chance, to see what lay beyond.

With a shaky breath, she closed her eyes, and turned the knob.

The world shifted, not violently, but with a subtle, almost imperceptible realignment of reality. The drumming of the rain ceased abruptly, leaving behind an unnerving silence. The air warmed, enveloping her in a gentle embrace.

She opened her eyes.

The door swung inward, revealing not a hallway, not a room, but a vista that defied all earthly possibility.

The Library of Echoes

She gasped, a sound lost in the vastness that stretched before her.

It wasn't just a library; it was a cathedral of stories, a monument to the power of choice.

Bookshelves, crafted from dark, polished wood that seemed to absorb the very light around them, soared into infinity. They arched upwards, disappearing into a vaulted ceiling lost in shadow, creating an illusion of endless knowledge. The air hummed with a silent energy, a symphony of unwritten tales and forgotten dreams.

Soft, golden light emanated from unseen sources, casting intricate patterns on the floor, and illuminating the countless spines of the books. Each one whispered a promise of untold stories, of lives lived and unlived, of paths taken and forever abandoned.

The scent of old paper and aged leather was intoxicating, a balm to her weary soul. It was a place of quiet contemplation, of profound mystery, a sanctuary where time itself seemed to hold its breath.

Sarah stepped cautiously inside, her shoes making no sound on the polished floor. The door swung shut behind her with a soft click that echoed through the silent space, and when she turned back, the door was gone, replaced by another towering bookshelf, its spines blank and enigmatic.

A figure emerged from the shadows, moving with a grace that defied his age. He was an elderly man, dressed in a finely tailored suit that seemed to belong to another era. His face was etched with wrinkles that spoke of countless stories witnessed, of wisdom hard-earned. His eyes, though, twinkled with a youthful curiosity, and a warmth that put Sarah instantly at ease.

"Welcome, Sarah," he said, his voice a soothing baritone that resonated through the silent library. "I have been expecting you."

The Keeper of Stories

Sarah's heart pounded in her chest, a frantic drumbeat against the serene stillness of the library. "Who are you?" she managed to whisper, her voice barely audible. "How do you know my name?"

The man smiled, a gentle curve of his lips that conveyed both reassurance and intrigue. "I am the librarian," he said simply, as if that explained everything. "And this... this is The Library. A place where every life that could have been, finds its story."

He gestured towards a nearby table, a small island of light in the ocean of books. Upon it rested a single volume, bound in black leather, its cover embossed with her name in elegant gold lettering: Sarah Bennett.

She froze, every muscle in her body tensed. "What is this?" she asked, her voice barely a breath.

"Your story," the librarian replied, his eyes filled with a knowing light. "As it is... and as it could be."

A Life In Pages

Drawn by an invisible force, Sarah approached the table, her gaze fixed on the book. It seemed to hum with an inner energy, a silent symphony of possibilities. She hesitated, her hand hovering above the cover, torn between the desire to know and the fear of what she might find.

With a deep breath, she steeled herself and reached out. Her fingers brushed against the cool, smooth leather, and a jolt of electricity coursed through her. It felt like touching a live wire, a connection to something ancient and powerful.

As her fingers wrapped around the book, a wave of memories washed over her: her childhood dreams, her youthful ambitions, the triumphs and failures that had shaped her into the woman she was today. It was a lifetime distilled into a single touch.

She opened the book.

What she saw stole her breath away. It was a meticulous account of her life, every detail rendered with breathtaking accuracy. She flipped through the pages, her eyes darting over familiar scenes, reliving moments of joy, sorrow, love, and loss. It was her life, laid bare before her, as if she were watching a movie of her own existence.

But then she turned a page and found something that made her heart skip a beat.

A life that wasn't hers.

The Choice Echoes

"These are the echoes," the librarian said softly, his voice breaking through her reverie. "The lives you might have lived, had you made different choices."

Sarah flipped through these alternate realities, her mind reeling. There she was, a renowned painter living in Paris, her canvases celebrated around the world. There she was, a globe-trotting journalist uncovering hidden truths in faraway lands. There she was, a wife and mother surrounded by the love of a family she never had.

Each alternate life was a tantalizing glimpse into a world where her regrets were erased, her dreams fulfilled. They were both beautiful and heartbreaking, a reminder of what she had lost, and what she could have gained.

But as she delved deeper into these alternate realities, she noticed a subtle thread of unease. In each one, there was a shadow, a price to be paid. The painter in Paris was haunted by loneliness; the journalist risked her life for every story; the mother yearned for a passion beyond her family.

She realized that perfection was an illusion, that every choice came with its own set of joys and sorrows.

And then she reached the final page.

It was blank, save for a single sentence written in elegant
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