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About

 


Intriguing, surreal,
mysterious, psychological, hallucinatory, vivid, complex,
immersive, suspenseful, and dream-like.

 


"Level 0" is a
surreal and suspenseful journey of a man navigating through a
series of bizarre and ever-changing environments, grappling with
the unknown in a quest for survival and understanding.

 


This book will deeply
satisfy and intrigue readers who enjoy psychological thrillers and
surreal narratives, especially those who appreciate complex,
dream-like scenarios that challenge perceptions of reality.

 


"Level 0" is
enjoyable and unique due to its immersive surrealism, psychological
depth, and the way it masterfully blends a sense of disorientation
with a compelling need to uncover the truth behind its mysterious
and ever-evolving settings.

 


"Level 0" falls
within the genre of psychological thriller with a strong emphasis
on surrealism and metaphysical exploration.


Chapter One

 


He can barely hear
himself think over the deafeningly loud hum of the flickering
fluorescent lights above him. He races through halls of yellowish
wallpaper, his shoes squishing into the damp carpet with each and
every step. The pungent smell of mold attacks his senses.

 


He keeps seeing doors
and stairs that fill him with a false hope of being able to escape,
but everytime he touches one of these anomalies it reveals itself
to be a mirage. Every turn he takes feels familiar, as if he’s
already been there. This causes him to walk in circles for a while,
until he eventually decides to stick to just walking in one
direction and ignore the feeling of deja vu.

 


He knows that if he
keeps moving in a straight line, that he can’t possibly be going in
a circle. He repeats this rationale in his head to fight back
against his doubts. His mantra is interrupted by the sound of
someone talking.

 


The words don’t sound
like any language he’s ever heard before. He’s heard all kinds of
gibberish in his life. He’s heard the babbling of babies.

 


He’s heard the
nonsensical utterances of surrealist sound poetry. He’s heard those
who claim to be possessed by the Holy Spirit speak in tongues. Yet
somehow the words of the voices he hears sound like none of these
things.

 


In his peripheral
vision, he sees what seems to be insects crawling underneath the
wallpaper. He turns to get a better look at them, but as soon as he
does all signs of them vanish except the sudden sounds of bugs
chittering. He clasps his hands over his ears.

 


He can’t believe that
he can hear any of these things with how loud the fluorescent
lights are. He reasons that these sounds must be mirages, no
different than the stairs and doors he’s been seeing. He continues
walking in a straight line, the air seemingly becoming thinner and
thinner as he goes.

 


He has had nothing to
eat or drink for a while now. His stomach is growling. His throat
is dry.

 


He questions whether
or not he should try to drink the moisture from the carpet, but he
decides against it. He imagines that the mold in the carpet would
likely do more harm to him than his dehydration. His body becomes
weaker and weaker, but he feels compelled to keep walking.

 


He doesn’t feel safe
here. He doesn’t want to rest. If he sleeps, he doesn’t know if
he’ll ever wake up.

 


His eyelids grow
heavier. His legs start to buckle. His arms go limp.

 


He staggers to the
side. His head hits the wall with a thump. He falls not down, but
sideways.

 


But where does he
land?


Chapter Two

 


He awakens soaked as
a light flickers above him. The ground is harder than he expects it
to be. He doesn’t mind.

 


He’s grateful to
still be alive. He looks down and discovers that he’s lying in a
puddle. The smell of mold is gone and the hum of fluorescent lights
is considerably quieter. The carpet he had grown accustomed to is
now replaced with concrete.

 


The yellowish
wallpaper has been stripped away, leaving behind concrete walls.
Some are barren, while others seem to be adorned with surrealist
paintings. What once looked like an abandoned and seemingly endless
labyrinth of offices, now seems to resemble a similarly endless
warehouse covered in a blanket of mysterious fog.

 


Unable to resist the
temptation, he scoops some of the water beneath him into his mouth
to satiate his thirst. The water is surprisingly clean for the most
part. He’s just glad that it is real.

 


With his thirst
barely held at bay, he stands up and spots the top of a crate
peeking over the fog. He takes a deep breath. The air here is no
longer thin.

 


He begins to wonder
if he is even in the same place at all. He cautiously approaches
the mysterious crate. He has no idea of what might be inside.

 


He slowly reaches for
the crate, but before he can touch it, the lights flicker off for a
brief moment. Within a matter of seconds, under a blanket of
darkness, he feels himself knocked to the side by something much
larger than himself. It knocks the wind out of him as he falls to
the ground.

 


He tries to catch
himself, but his arms are weak and feeble. His arms fold from under
him and he falls face first on the ground. He remains conscious,
but he’s disoriented.

 


The lights flicker
back on to reveal that the crate he had approached only moments
before, had suddenly and inexplicably vanished. He isn’t entirely
sure of what attacked him in the dark, but he feels lucky that it
was more interested in the contents of the crate than in him. He
knows that he can’t go on like this without food and water.

 


He crawls across the
floor to conserve his energy. He isn’t exactly sure of what he’s
looking for. He feels as if crates are valuable, but he is afraid
of going near another one.

 


This fear fades as he
replays the events as that had just transpired in his mind’s eye.
Whatever had knocked him down, only appeared when the lights
flickered off. When it appeared it attacked him, but it made off
with the crate instead of causing him any further harm.

 


Assuming the worst,
he reasons that whatever attacked him might have tried to kill him
if it wasn’t tempted by the crate. This intuition is spurred by
fear, as he desperately aspires for some greater purpose in this
unusual hellscape. He decides that it would be best to find another
crate.

 


Best case scenario he
can open it up and find something to eat, before the lights cut off
again. Worst case scenario he is attacked again, but the crate
distracts his attacker and he can live to tell the tale. He
struggles to get back on his feet to spot another crate over the
blanket of fog.

 


What he finds instead
is a neon sign that reads “Tom’s Diner” next to a door with a red
and white checker pattern printed on it. This sight astounds him.
This is the first time in what seems like ages that he has seen
anything that resembles english.

 


He has been tricked
by the sight of doors before, but none of them were this stylized
and detailed. He hesitates, unsure of whether or not to trust what
he sees. The lights above start to slowly dim.

 


Fear flows through
him like a spark of electricity. He knows what happens when it gets
dark. With no crates in sight, he can only imagine what might
happen to him.

 


He limps toward the
diner as fast as his wobbling legs can take him. With each step the
darkness inches closer. A race against what lurks in the
shadows.

 


With no time left to
spare, with only a morsel of light left, he uses all his might to
take a leap of faith toward the door. A last ditch effort as he
bets it all
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