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Reality That Wasn’t

Dear Reader,

My name is Peter Parker, and what you are about to read is more than just a story. It is a reflection of a question that has haunted me for years: What if the life we live, the world we see, even the body we inhabit—is not the ultimate reality?

Like many of you, I once believed success, possessions, and recognition were the markers of a meaningful life. But I discovered that even when we achieve these, an emptiness often lingers. It was in moments of silence, in dreams, and in searching beyond the noise of daily life that I stumbled upon a deeper truth: what we call “reality” may be nothing more than a grand illusion.

This novel is an invitation. Through Adrian’s journey, you will walk through the same doubts, fears, and revelations that shaped my own search for meaning. The story is fictional, but the essence is drawn from timeless spiritual wisdom that belongs to no culture, no religion, but to all of humanity.

I do not claim to have the answers. What I offer instead is a journey—a path that may spark a question within you, a whisper that perhaps you are more than the name, the body, and the roles you play.

If this book inspires you to pause, reflect, and look beyond the surface of life, then it has served its purpose.

With gratitude,

Peter Parker
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Chapter 1: The Hollow Victory
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The hall shimmered with golden light, chandeliers dripping brilliance upon the gathered crowd of the world’s most powerful. Politicians in sharp suits, celebrities draped in gowns stitched with glittering sequins, billionaires with their polished grins—it was a theatre of influence and ambition.

On the stage, beneath the glowing spotlights, stood Adrian Cross.

He was 38 years old, broad-shouldered, with a chiselled jawline that made photographers adore him and an aura that boardrooms admired. His navy-blue tuxedo fit him with precision, his bow tie fastened with flawless elegance. The announcer’s voice still echoed in the room: “And now, the Global Visionary of the Year—Adrian Cross, founder and CEO of Novatek Industries!”

The applause had been deafening. People leapt to their feet. Some clapped out of admiration, others out of envy, and a few because applause was simply expected in such places. Cameras flashed like a meteor shower, freezing the moment into a thousand photographs.

Adrian had smiled, lifted the crystal trophy with calculated humility, and leaned toward the microphone. His speech flowed effortlessly, every sentence sculpted for effect: about “innovation shaping tomorrow,” about “pushing boundaries for humanity’s progress,” about “dreams that refuse to remain dreams.” Each phrase landed like music, rehearsed yet natural, carried by the confidence of a man who had delivered a hundred such addresses.

The crowd cheered. His investors nodded, his rivals measured him, and young entrepreneurs in the audience saw him as a living blueprint of their aspirations. Onstage, Adrian appeared unshakable, the image of success.

But beneath the tuxedo, beneath the confident tone, a quiet restlessness gnawed at him.

Later, when the handshakes ended, when the photographs were taken, when the champagne glasses had clinked a dozen times in his honour, Adrian retreated to his luxury suite on the fortieth floor of the Grand Regent Hotel.

The silence hit him like a physical force.

He slid the key card, pushed open the door, and was greeted by the muted hum of the city below. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, New York stretched endlessly, its skyline glittering like a field of diamonds against the black canvas of night. Cars streamed like veins of red and white light, feeding the city’s eternal hunger.

Adrian set the trophy on the mahogany table near the window. It sparkled under the room’s chandelier, proud and unyielding. He loosened his tie, unbuttoned his collar, and sank into the leather armchair. His phone buzzed incessantly—texts, emails, congratulatory messages flooding in.

“Proud of you, brother!”

“Another milestone—cheers to many more!”

“You inspire us all, Adrian. Tonight belongs to you.”

His thumb scrolled through them mechanically. The words blurred into one another—praise, emojis, promises of celebrations. They were written to him, but they felt strangely distant, as if addressed to a version of himself he no longer recognised.

He tossed the phone onto the couch and rubbed his eyes. The adrenaline from the ceremony still lingered, but it carried no joy. Instead, there was a dull emptiness, like music fading after the orchestra has left.

Adrian rose and walked to the mirror mounted above the dresser.

The man staring back was handsome, confident, the kind of man magazines put on covers. Yet as Adrian studied the reflection, a chill stirred in his chest. His own eyes looked unfamiliar—sharp, calculating, but weary. There was no warmth in them, only shadows.

For a moment, he felt as though he were looking at a stranger.

He straightened his bow tie, then loosened it completely. The tuxedo had felt like armour all evening—shiny, impenetrable—but now it was suffocating. He unbuttoned it and let the jacket slip to the floor.

And that’s when the memories crept in.

He saw flashes:


●  His sister’s 30th birthday, where he had promised to come but sent a diamond necklace instead. He had been too busy finalising a billion-dollar merger. She had smiled politely when she received his gift, but her voice on the phone had been distant.



●  His father’s hospital stay, years ago, when the old man had asked for nothing but his son’s presence. Adrian had sent the best doctors, the best treatment money could buy—but he hadn’t gone. The quarterly results had demanded his attention. His father had recovered, but something in his eyes had changed, a quiet disappointment that words never bridged.



●  The women he had loved and left. There had been a few—bright, beautiful, full of warmth. But none had lasted. His world had no space for vulnerability, for late-night conversations, for love that required time and patience. Success had been his mistress, and she demanded all of him.



●  The employees he had fired, sometimes ruthlessly, when numbers faltered. He justified it as “tough leadership,” but sometimes at night he remembered their faces, the look in their eyes when their careers collapsed with a single email.





Each memory pressed upon him, not like triumphs of sacrifice but like stains on the trophy of his life.

Adrian sat back on the edge of the bed, his head heavy. He picked up the trophy again, its edges cold in his hand. People would kill for what he had. Entire generations would envy the empire he built. And yet...

It all felt hollow.

The city outside sparkled with a thousand stories—lovers meeting, workers chasing deadlines, children asleep in small apartments. Life was buzzing out there. And here he was, alone in a penthouse, celebrated by the world yet detached from it.

“Is this all there is?” he whispered aloud, his voice barely audible.

The words startled him, not because he said them but because they felt like a truth long buried, now escaping his lips.

He set the trophy down again and walked toward the glass window. His reflection merged with the skyline, his figure blending into the glittering illusion of the city. The world applauded him tonight, but the applause had dissolved into silence, leaving him with nothing but himself.

For the first time in years, Adrian felt the sharp edge of loneliness—not the kind that comes from lack of company, but the kind that comes from realising you are completely disconnected from yourself.

The hollow victory rang louder in his heart than the applause ever had.

He poured himself a drink, though he knew it wouldn’t fill the emptiness. The golden liquid swirled in the glass, catching the light like false promise. He sipped, let it burn his throat, and stared into the night.

His mind whispered the question again, like a mantra he couldn’t escape:

Is this all there is?

That night, Adrian did not sleep easily. He tossed, turned, stared at the ceiling. The suite was silent except for the faint hum of the city below, but his thoughts roared like a storm.

He thought of his younger self—a dreamer with messy hair, working out of a tiny garage, fuelled not by greed but by curiosity. That boy had wanted to change the world, to build something meaningful. Where had he gone?

Adrian turned and pressed his face into the pillow, as if burying the question. But it clung to him, wrapping itself tighter with every minute.

By the time dawn’s light began to paint the sky in shades of grey and orange, Adrian Cross—the man celebrated as one of the world’s greatest innovators—felt like nothing more than a shadow.

The world saw him as a visionary. He saw himself as a stranger in his own life.

And somewhere deep inside, the hollow voice whispered again:

Is this all there is?
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Chapter 2: The Near-Death Experience
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The city was quieter now, hours past midnight. After the ceremony, after the hollow celebrations, after the endless handshakes, Adrian had felt suffocated in the silence of his suite. The applause still echoed in his ears, but it mocked him rather than lifted him. His own question—Is this all there is?—had burrowed into his thoughts like an insect that refused to be shaken loose.

Unable to sleep, restless, he decided to drive.

His sports car waited in the hotel’s underground garage—a sleek black machine that had cost more than most people’s homes. The engine roared to life with the turn of the key, the growl reverberating through the concrete walls. Adrian slid on his sunglasses despite the night; it was a habit, more armour than necessity. He pressed his foot to the accelerator, the car surging forward like a predator set loose.

The city blurred around him. Neon lights streaked across the windows, skyscrapers loomed, and the empty avenues of Manhattan stretched like ribbons of possibility. For a while, the speed gave him a taste of freedom, a momentary escape from the weight of himself. The dashboard glowed with digital precision: 90, 100, 120 miles per hour. He barely noticed.

The streets grew emptier as he left the heart of the city, heading towards the quieter highways that curved along the Hudson. His thoughts churned in rhythm with the hum of the engine.

The memories from earlier—the mirror, the alien reflection, the emptiness of success—refused to let him go. He thought of the young man he once was, full of fire, coding in a garage, chasing dreams rather than profits. He thought of his father, his sister, the women who had walked away. And the question, persistent and cruel, returned: Is this all there is?

He tightened his grip on the steering wheel. The night swallowed him whole.

Then, it happened.

The truck came out of nowhere.

One moment the highway was clear, and the next, headlights exploded into his vision. A massive delivery truck veered across the lane, its horn blaring like an alarm from another world. Adrian swerved instinctively, but the speed betrayed him.

The collision was violent.

Metal screamed against metal. Glass shattered like a thousand tiny stars bursting around him. The airbags deployed with suffocating force. The seatbelt cut into his chest as the car crumpled like paper. For a fraction of a second, the world slowed—his mind registering fragments: the crack of his windshield, the sharp sting of glass against his cheek, the smell of burning rubber and oil.

Then—silence.

Adrian opened his eyes, but what he saw made no sense.

He was above the wreckage.

The car lay mangled below, its once sleek body folded into grotesque shapes. The truck had skidded sideways, its driver stumbling out, frantic. And there—on the torn asphalt—was Adrian’s body. Limp. Bloodied. Motionless.

Panic surged. He looked at his hands, but they weren’t hands—only a faint outline of light, translucent, shimmering. He looked down again. The medics were already there, rushing with stretchers and equipment, their voices sharp and urgent.

“Pulse weak—get the defibrillator!”

“On three—lift him, careful with the neck!”

Adrian hovered, watching in disbelief. They were speaking about him. His chest was being compressed by gloved hands, his body jolting under their effort. Yet here he was, floating above, weightless, without pain.

He could hear everything.

“Charging—clear!”

“Again! Keep the pressure steady!”

His body convulsed as electricity coursed through it, but Adrian felt nothing. He only observed, a silent witness.

Confusion mixed with awe. How am I here... and there? Which one is me?

And then he noticed it—the tunnel.

Far beyond the wreckage, far beyond the chaos, a glowing passage appeared, radiant and inviting. It was not of this world. The light pulsed with warmth, unlike any sunlight or fire he had known. It called to him, not with words but with a pull, a magnetic embrace that promised peace.

For the first time in years, Adrian felt the edge of comfort. The hollow ache of success, the loneliness of the penthouse, the endless chasing—it all seemed to dissolve as he gazed at the tunnel.

But something inside resisted.

“No...” His thought was silent, yet it reverberated. “Not yet. I can’t.”

Images flashed before him—his sister, his father, unfinished conversations, promises unkept. And underneath all of it, a question even louder than before: If I go, will I ever know what I was searching for?

The pull of the tunnel grew stronger, yet Adrian held back.

“Got him—he’s coming back!”

The medic’s voice sliced through the glow. Adrian’s awareness snapped back to the scene below. His chest—his body’s chest—rose with a ragged gasp. His eyes fluttered. The medics steadied him, securing tubes and wires, strapping his body onto the stretcher.

In an instant, Adrian was slammed back into flesh.

The weight of gravity crushed him. Pain roared through his ribs, his head, his lungs. The glowing tunnel faded like mist in sunlight, leaving only the harsh brightness of ambulance lights. He tried to speak but choked on the oxygen mask.

The last thing he saw before darkness claimed him was the paramedic’s face hovering above, professional yet relieved.

When he awoke, it was in the sterile whiteness of a hospital room.

The steady beep of a monitor accompanied his return. Tubes snaked from his arms. His chest ached with every breath, his head throbbed, but he was alive. The room smelled of antiseptic and faintly of coffee, the hum of fluorescent lights overhead constant.
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