Afterlife.

It felt like a dream.

But I knew it couldn’t have been one. It hurt too much. Even if I was lucid at the time, it was too realistic to be a delusion of some sort. 

Everything faded around me, as if I was dreaming, but I knew that was just my vision going. I was blacking out. Not enough oxygen rich blood was making its way to my brain to keep me awake. 

He had punctured one or both of my lungs, among other things. It had sounded like a balloon popping. A giant burst of something cold had suddenly rushed from my body. I felt limp, like everything that had been holding me together was suddenly torn right down the middle. 

And that, is exactly what had happened. 

He was gone already, and I had been waiting on the floor in a pool of my own blood for someone to come and help for eternities. But it couldn’t have really been that long, for just as my vision disappeared, I saw my killer swing the door shut behind him, followed by a bloody trail of crimson footprints. 
My body began to shut down things that weren’t vital for life. My legs went numb; I couldn’t feel my arms anymore. Everything that was considered a luxury to living was turned off. Of course by now, everything was black. My vision was completely gone, and my hearing was going fast. 
But then, a sudden wave of clairsentience swept over me, and absorbed into what was left of my fading existence. I saw, I knew, there is not a really adequate way to explain it. Memories I had never experienced rose up inside my head. Memories that were happening now. 

A man, my killer, running from the very building that was dying in, and out into the street, as seen from the very window I lay under. There were bright lights coming off of the highway and turning into the road that ran along the front of the office. He ran along the said as fast as he could, and rapidly turned the corner, not seeing what was in front of him until it was too late. The man disappeared under the headlights, just as I breathed my lest breath. 
Senses tingling, adrenaline rushing, and feeling giddy and clammy all over my entire body, I stepped back from the black wall. A TV box sized square of neon blue faded to black and disappeared. Turning around, not caring where I was or how I got here, or even the last few moments of pain and terror I had experienced, I saw that I was now in a giant, unending and yet very limited, pitch black space. Blue strands of electricity danced around in me, and I walked in any and one direction. 

Straight forward. Nothing.
All blackness.

This was very amusing. There had to be a change somewhere, I just had to find it. It was all a big game! That was it!

I walked and spun around, high off the electro pulses throbbing in my brain. I began running, when suddenly I tripped and fell. I fell a good distance from the level I had been standing on moments before. Nothing changed, I fell stationary in the black void and landed on something soft and bouncy, sending me right back up. I landed gracefully on my feet, giggling the whole time. I doubled over in laughter on the floor, clutching my gut. Finally, I calmed down, and lay there on the floor, smiling and breathing heavily. It was so funny! 
I looked around again for something fun to do when I noticed a change in all the blackness. A bright stream of red walked along in a straight line, and sometimes seemed to frolic and turn about the place not far from where I lay (just a little bit higher up). Then it took a dramatic curve downward, hit something, and came up again, a few levels below where it had walked before. A steady stream made its way over to where I was and stopped to where it was surrounding me on the floor. 

I sat up. Looking down to see the puddle, my eyes widened in fear. The electricity in brain immediately burned out, and I could think and feel clearly. 

It had looked as if I had been hollowed out with a giant ice cream scoop. 

An immense shock of pain exploded from my chest and swelled through my entire body. I flew back down on the floor and withered in pain. Everything seemed to go in fast forward then. I clenched my fists and teeth, I shut my eyes as hard as I could, screamed at the top of my lungs, anything to block out the pain.

Just then, a neon blue glow began spreading out on the nonexistent floor underneath me, and didn’t stop until I was laying on a soft bed of light. All my blood that had emptied onto the ground (as well as all of it that was coating me) suddenly froze and hardened in the glow. Along with it, all the pain stopped. I lay breathing heavily in the place where I fell. 
Underneath me, the blue began to brighten, turning white and lighting up a good portion of the black nothing around me. All of the hardened on and in and around me then began to age, and curl up in great, crooked spirals. I looked back along the trail I had made and saw the slices of blood dotting the floor splinter upward in a domino effect. 
