
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Resonance of Hollow Walls

        

        
        
          The Resonance of Hollow Walls, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Edward Green

        

        
          Published by Edward Green, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE RESONANCE OF HOLLOW WALLS

    

    
      First edition. March 26, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Edward Green.

    

    
    
      Written by Edward Green.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Edward Green

	    

      
	    
          
	      Ashfall Trilogy

          
        
          
	          The Signal Beyond Ashfall

          
        
          
	          The Pattern Beyond Reality

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Resonance of Hollow Walls

          
        
          
	          The Resonance of Hollow Walls

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Shattered Orbit

          
        
          
	          The Silence Above Ashfall

          
        
      

      
    
    


The Resonance of Hollow Walls

They don’t invade. They rebuild—using us.

Edward Green

Copyright © 2026 by Edward Green. All rights reserved. This is a work of fiction.

Chapter 1: The Geometry of Silence 3

Chapter 2: Rooms That Remember You 10

Chapter 3: The Shape of What Is Missing 21

Chapter 4: The Architects of Echoes 29

Chapter 5: The Weight of Unfinished Things 36

Chapter 6: The Question That Should Not Exist 43

Chapter 7: The Center That Should Not Exist 49

Chapter 8: The Cost of Becoming Whole 57

Chapter 9: The Choice That Breaks the Pattern 64

Chapter 10: The Silence After the Song 72

About the Author 78



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Chapter 1: The Geometry of Silence
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Elara Vance did not wake to sound.

She woke to pressure.

It moved through the floor first—subtle, controlled, and unmistakably artificial. A low-frequency pulse traveled up through the bones of the building and into her body, threading through muscle and marrow in a way no natural vibration ever had. It wasn’t chaotic like distant traffic or the uneven hum of faulty wiring. It was measured.

Intentional.

Her eyes opened slowly into darkness.

The world, for Elara, had never been silent in the way others understood it. Silence was not emptiness—it was clarity. It was the absence of interference, the clean baseline from which every shift, every disturbance, could be detected and understood. And right now, that baseline had been corrupted.

Something was speaking.

Not in sound.

In structure.

She sat up in bed, her bare feet finding the cold floor as she stilled herself, focusing entirely on what the building was telling her. The pulse came again, stronger this time, followed by a faint secondary tremor that did not belong to any known system.

It wasn’t plumbing.

It wasn’t electrical.

It wasn’t anything human.

Her breath slowed as her mind began to map it. The vibration moved laterally through the walls, not dispersing randomly but traveling with direction, as though following pathways that did not physically exist. It curved, adjusted, and returned in patterns too precise to be accidental.

A network.

No.

A process.

Elara stood, her body already tense, already calculating. The building she lived in was old—structurally imperfect, but predictable. She knew its language intimately. Every expansion of wood, every settling shift in concrete, every faint resonance in its pipes was familiar to her.

This was none of those things.

This was new.

Behind her, the faint disturbance of movement pulled her attention.

Ethan.

She turned just as he appeared in the doorway, small and pale in the low light spilling from the street outside. His hair was tousled from sleep, his expression caught somewhere between confusion and fear.

“I heard it again,” he said.

The words hit her harder than the vibration.

Elara moved quickly to him, dropping to one knee as her hands rose instinctively, her fingers shaping the question before her mind could fully process it.

What did you hear?

Ethan hesitated, his brow tightening as he searched for something he didn’t yet understand.

“It’s not like a noise,” he said slowly. “It’s... bigger than that.”

Elara’s chest tightened.

“How?” she signed.

Ethan’s gaze drifted slightly, unfocused, as though he were trying to recall something that didn’t want to stay in place.

“It feels like... instructions,” he said.

The floor pulsed again.

Harder.

This time, Elara felt it deep in her chest, the vibration aligning with her heartbeat for a fraction of a second before slipping out of sync again. Her breath caught as her mind recalibrated.

Instructions.

The word didn’t belong.

Vibration could carry information—she knew that better than anyone—but not like this. Not with this level of precision. Not with this kind of structure.

Unless—

Her thoughts stopped.

Because something changed.

The wall behind Ethan trembled.

Not visibly.

Not at first.

But Elara felt it—the material itself softening at a conceptual level, its structural resistance fluctuating in a way that should have been impossible. She moved without thinking, pulling Ethan gently aside as she stepped closer, her hand rising toward the surface.

The moment her palm touched it—

The world shifted.

The wall did not break.

It separated.

A clean, vertical line formed from floor to ceiling, splitting the material with surgical precision. No dust fell. No debris scattered. The two halves slid apart as though they had never been connected in the first place.

Beyond it—

There was a room.

Elara froze.

Her mind rejected it instantly, searching for flaws, for inconsistencies, for anything that would prove this was not real.

And finding none.

The air inside the room carried a different density, warmer, heavier, tinged with a scent that struck her with sudden, overwhelming force.

Old wood.

Fabric.

Memory.

Her breath faltered.

Because she knew this place.

Every detail of it.

The narrow bed against the far wall. The faded quilt with its uneven stitching. The small desk beneath the window, worn smooth in the exact places her hands had rested years ago.

This wasn’t a reconstruction.

It was exact.

Too exact.

Ethan stepped closer, his voice soft with recognition. “You told me about this place,” he said.

Elara didn’t respond.

She couldn’t.

Because her body already knew what her mind refused to accept.

This was her childhood room.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
— | E———

,./-EDWARD GREEN -





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





