
[image: image]

By

Fatma Moustafa



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      VOID

    

    
      First edition. April 14, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Fatma Moustafa.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230015086

    

    
    
      Written by Fatma Moustafa.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Void

Further Reading: The Secret of Mam's Box

Also By Fatma Moustafa

About the Author

Void

[image: image]

It’s always “Good night Tia”

and I am always “Good night Mom”

Then....

I go there.......
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“Void”

My favorite place ever, It’s calm and slightly dark, but it has everything an imaginary place should have, Void is a tranquil yet eerie place, situated at the very edge of the world. The sky is filled with countless stars, and sometimes distant planets emerge in view. It has an overwhelmingly calm atmosphere, with the sounds of the wind, gentle waves, and soft water flowing, creating a soothing, almost meditative environment. There's a sense of peace that washes over you, offering a strange yet comforting solace in its quiet expanse.

I am used to going there, to enjoy the cool breeze, the soothing sound of waves, and the peace that surrounds me.
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It is a place where time seems to slow down, and the real world fades away, replaced by a comforting sense of stillness and tranquility.
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Looking at that sky, and humming a song, that feels like a movie, a movie where I am the only protagonist, and no one else exists. in the film, there are no tragic endings, only me, the stars, and a story written without despair. 
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But what is that light?!
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Something is glowing in the distance... what is that?

It looks like—

an old carousel, shining softly in the dark.

It glows like a dream, gentle and magical, almost like something out of a forgotten fairground. The lights twinkle in warm colors, spinning slowly as if waiting for her to come closer. It doesn’t feel out of place 

instead, it belongs here, like a secret memory brought to life. A place where the rules of the real world don’t apply, and everything feels touched by wonder.
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I went there — of course I did. It’s my mind, after all, and in the Void, I can be anywhere I want in the blink of an eye.

The amusement park stood there, glowing like something out of a dream. The lights shimmered softly, and the rides — they were beautiful. Swings turning gently, a Ferris wheel glowing in the dark, a roller coaster reaching for the stars.

But there was no one.

No sounds. No voices. Just me, the quiet, and the wind.

[image: image]

––––––––
[image: ]


I was walking quietly through the amusement park, the soft lights wrapping everything in a dreamy glow. The air smelled strange — like rain just before it falls.

Suddenly, something light brushed against my cheek.

I looked up and saw a small piece of paper drifting down from the sky, twirling gently in the breeze until it landed right in front of me.

I bent down and picked it up.

It was a pale yellow slip, like old parchment, and written on it in simple, clear handwriting were the words:

"You’re not dreaming. You’re remembering."

I stood there frozen.

If this isn’t a dream... then I’ve been here before.

Why don’t I remember?

And why does this place
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