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Prologue
Before You Enter
There is a building.
You may have passed it without noticing, a structure tucked between others, taller than it should be, quieter than it ought to be. No signs. No advertisements. Just a portal that accepts applications and assigns units. You click once. The lease signs itself. The key arrives. You move in.
You think you chose it.
You didn't.
The building chose you.
It has thirteen floors. Officially, twelve. The elevator skips one. The fire escape bends around it. The directory omits it. But tenants speak of it, in whispers, in dreams, in journals that flip their own pages.
The building is not haunted.
It is recursive.
It does not trap you.
It remembers you.
It does not speak in words.
It speaks in structure.
In ritual.
In response.
It has one rule, and the rule is the building: All requests are final.
Each story in this book is a record, not of events, but of patterns. Of tenants who hesitated at thresholds. Who stared too long into mirrors. Who asked questions the building was eager to answer.
Read slowly. Read the rooms the way you'd read a face. Notice the mirrors. Notice the journals. Notice the small disagreements between what you remember and what is written down.
That gap is where the building lives.
You are not reading fiction.
You are entering architecture.
You are not turning pages.
You are descending.
Welcome to Thirteen Floors Up.
You are home.
Story One
Unit 6B
Act I: Arrival and Unease
Mara Ellison signed the lease without reading it.
She was tired, not just physically, but in the way that makes your bones feel hollow, like the marrow has been scooped out and replaced with cold air. The breakup had been messy in the slow, grinding way that doesn't end so much as wear a person down. Her job was on life support, she kept showing up to a desk that no longer seemed to need her. Her therapist had started using the phrase "structured solitude," which Mara understood to mean: you are alone, and we are going to organize it.
So when the listing appeared, Unit 6B, no photos, no contact number, just an address and a rent so low it felt like a typo in her favor, she clicked once.
The lease signed itself.
The key arrived in a plain envelope, no return address, the brass still warm like it had been held.
The building stood on a forgotten block between two shuttered storefronts, the kind of street the city skips over. It was tall, brutalist, and gray, with windows like narrow slits. The lobby smelled faintly of bleach and dust, and the floor tiles were worn smooth in a path that led only to the elevator. The concierge sat behind a desk that looked carved from concrete. Gray suit. No name tag. He didn't ask for ID.
"Sixth floor," he said, handing her a single key. "End of the hall."
No welcome. No paperwork. Just the key.
The elevator was slow and silent. Its buttons were unlabeled except for a faint "6" that flickered when she pressed it, like it was deciding whether to agree. The ride up took longer than it should have. She counted the seconds. Lost count. Started again. It felt like the elevator was pausing between floors, not stopping, exactly, just hesitating. Listening.
The hallway was dim. The lights buzzed overhead, casting shadows that didn't quite match her movements, a half-beat behind, like an echo with ambition. Unit 6B was the last door on the left.
The key turned smoothly.
The door opened into a room that felt paused.
Like someone had just left.
Mara stood in the doorway for a long time. She told herself it was the stillness of a clean, empty room. But her body didn't believe her. Her body was listening the way animals listen, for breathing that isn't theirs.
The unit was sparse. Pale walls. A single window facing a brick wall so close she could read the mortar lines. A mirror bolted to the bathroom door with four heavy screws, as if it had tried to leave once. The furniture was generic, a couch, a table, a bed that looked like it had never been slept in. No dust. No smell. No personality. Everything arranged just slightly too precisely, like a stage set for a person who hadn't arrived yet.
She unpacked slowly, placing her few belongings like offerings. A photo of her sister, taken at a lake, both of them squinting into the sun. A chipped mug that said WORLD'S OKAYEST THERAPIST, a joke gift from her sister that had stopped being funny. A half-finished sketchbook, the last pages blank since the breakup.
She didn't turn on the TV. She didn't check her phone. She sat on the couch and listened to the silence.
The couch cushion held her weight wrong, like it remembered someone lighter.
It was perfect, she told herself.
That night, she slept deeply.
Until 3:13 a.m.
She woke suddenly, heart racing, unsure why. The room was dark, but not silent. There was a sound, faint, muffled, coming from the wall behind her bed.
Sobbing.
Low, broken sobs. The kind someone makes when they're trying not to be heard, the kind Mara recognized, because she had made that sound herself, in the month after the breakup, into a pillow in an apartment that no longer exists.
She sat up. Listened.
It was coming from the unit next door.
She pressed her ear to the wall. The drywall was cold. The crying continued, rhythmic, raw. She pulled up the building directory on her phone.
Unit 6A: Vacant.
She tried to go back to sleep, but the sobbing stayed with her.
Like a memory she hadn't made.
The next morning, she asked the concierge.
"There is no 6A," he said, without looking up. His pen didn't stop moving across whatever he was writing. "Must've been the pipes."
She nodded. But the answer didn't sit right.
The pipes didn't cry.
That night, the sobbing returned. 3:13 a.m. Exactly. She checked the clock twice, then a third time, because her brain kept refusing the number. Same time. Same rhythm. Same desperation. She pressed her ear to the wall and whispered through it:
"Are you okay?"
The sobbing stopped.
She waited. Nothing. The silence that followed was worse, it had a shape, like a held breath.
The next day, she wrote a note: Are you okay? Do you need help? She stood in the hallway for a full minute, staring at the blank stretch of wall where 6A should have been, and then, feeling ridiculous, feeling certain, she slipped it into the seam where a door would be.
That night, the note came back.
Folded neatly. Placed outside her own door.
It was written in her handwriting.
I'm sorry. I didn't mean to wake you.
Act II: The Crying and the Notes
The note was folded with precision, crisp edges, no smudges, the creases sharp enough to cut. Mara stared at it for a long time before opening it. The handwriting was unmistakably hers. Same slant. Same looping "y" that her sister used to tease her about.
But she hadn't written it.
I'm sorry. I didn't mean to wake you.
She went to her sketchbook and flipped to the last page she'd written on, a grocery list from three weeks ago, in a different apartment. The handwriting matched.
She tried to rationalize. Maybe she'd written it and forgotten. Sleepwalking. Stress. The therapist had warned her about dissociation, about the brain protecting itself by going offline. This could be that. This could be her, protecting herself.
She decided to stay up and catch herself doing it.
At 3:13 a.m., the sobbing returned. She was sitting on the edge of her bed, fully dressed, a pen in her hand like a weapon. The crying was softer this time. Almost rhythmic. Like breathing that had learned a pattern.
She pressed her ear to the wall.
The crying stopped.
She whispered, "Are you there?"
Silence.
She wrote another note, Do you need help?, and slipped it into the seam of the wall where 6A wasn't.
The next morning, it was back. Placed neatly outside her own door.
I'm scared.
Two words. Her handwriting. The ink was still slightly tacky, like it had been written minutes ago.
She didn't go to work. She didn't check her email. She sat on the couch and stared at the wall. Her phone buzzed once, a calendar reminder for a meeting she didn't remember scheduling, at a company she'd never heard of. The invite was addressed to her. The email address on the invite was unfamiliar, a string of numbers at a domain that didn't exist when she searched it.
She deleted it.
It came back the next morning. Slightly altered. A different time. A different room number.
That night, she covered the mirror with a towel.
It had started to feel wrong, not just the glass, but the air in front of it, like standing too close to a speaker. Her reflection had begun to lag. Blinking a beat too late. Smiling when she wasn't. Once, reaching for her toothbrush, she caught it mouthing something she hadn't said. She couldn't read lips, but she knew the shape of her own mouth forming a word, and it terrified her.
She draped the towel over the top and went to bed.
At 3:13, the sobbing came.
She didn't write a note. She spoke through the wall.
"Who are you?"
The crying stopped. Then, a knock. Soft. Deliberate. On her door.
She opened it.
No one was there.
But another note had been left on the floor, just inside the threshold. It must have been slid under while she slept. Or while she was awake and looking somewhere else.
Please don't forget me.
She sat on the floor of the hallway and cried.
The next day, she asked the concierge again.
"There is no 6A," he repeated, voice flat. "You're the only tenant on the sixth floor."
"That's not true," she said. Her voice came out thinner than she wanted. "Someone's crying. Someone's answering my notes."
He looked up. Just once.
His eyes were pale gray. Almost colorless. Like something that had been washed too many times.
"Sometimes the building remembers things we don't."
She left without replying.
That evening, she searched the hallway with the methodical attention of someone who no longer trusted her own eyes. The doors were numbered oddly, 6B, 6C, 6D, but no 6A. She ran her fingers along the wall where it should have been. Smooth. Seamless. Warm, she thought, then told herself she was imagining it.
She pressed her ear to it.
Breathing.
She wrote one last note.
Who are you?
It came back the next morning, outside her door, folded with those same surgical creases.
You.
Act III: Descent into Doubt
Mara stopped keeping track of days.
Her phone's calendar kept populating with events she didn't remember scheduling, meetings with names she didn't recognize, reminders for tasks she'd never planned. She deleted them all. They returned each morning, slightly altered. A meeting moved from 2:00 to 2:13. A name changed by one letter. She began to wonder whether the alterations were the point, whether something was testing if she was paying attention.
She tried to call her sister.
The number rang once. Then disconnected, not to voicemail, but to a dead tone that sounded like an empty room.
When she checked her contacts, her sister's name was gone.
In its place: "Mara (2)."
She stared at it for a long time. Her thumb hovered over the entry. She did not tap it. Some part of her, the animal part, the listening part, understood that tapping it would be answering.
The mirror was worse.
She'd covered it again, tucking the towel tight around the edges. But every morning the towel was on the floor. Once, she found it folded neatly, hospital corners, the way her mother used to fold things, placed beside the sink with a care that felt worse than violence. As if someone had removed it gently. Respectfully. While she slept.
Her reflection no longer mimicked her. It watched. Sometimes it smiled when she cried, and the smile arrived a beat too late, like a recording. She stopped looking at it directly. She brushed her teeth staring at the tile.
She asked the concierge about Unit 6A a third time. She hadn't planned to. The words just came out of her mouth while she was standing at his desk, as if the building had put them there.
"There is no 6A," he said, voice flat. "You're the only tenant on the sixth floor."
"But I hear someone. I get notes."
He looked up, slowly. His eyes were pale. Almost translucent.
"Sometimes the building remembers things we don't."
She left without replying.
That evening, she walked the hallway again. Still no 6A. She pressed her fingers to the wall where it should have been.
It was warm.
She leaned in. Listened.
Breathing.
She stepped back, heart racing, and as she turned to leave, she saw someone at the end of the hall.
A woman. Same height. Same hair. Same sweater.
Mara froze.
The woman turned and walked away, disappearing around the corner. Her footsteps made no sound. Mara followed, she didn't decide to, her legs just went, but the hallway stretched impossibly long. The lights flickered overhead, casting shadows that didn't match her steps. She reached the corner.
No one was there.
Back in her apartment, a new note lay on her pillow.
You left me here. You forgot. But I remembered everything.
She didn't sleep that night. She sat on the couch with every light on and watched the door. At some point she must have dozed, because she woke to her phone buzzing, and when she checked the building directory, Unit 6A was still listed as vacant.
But her own name appeared twice.
Once under 6B.
Once under "Unassigned."
Tenant: Mara Ellison
Tenant: Mara Ellison
She stared at the screen until it blinked and reset itself.
That night, she heard footsteps in the hallway. Slow. Deliberate. She opened her door and looked out.
No one.
But another note had been slipped under her door.
Come over. I need you.
Act IV: Crossing Over
The note was different this time.
Not folded. Not placed outside her door. It was slipped under her pillow, as if someone had been inside the apartment, in her bedroom, while she slept or while she sat on the couch pretending not to sleep.
Come over. I need you.
Mara stared at it for hours. She didn't eat. She didn't speak. The building was silent, as if holding its breath, the pipes, the buzzing lights, all of it waiting.
At 3:13 a.m., she stood in the hallway.
There was no door labeled 6A. But she knew where it should be, the blank stretch of wall beside 6B, the warm seam. She pressed her palm to it.
It was warm.
She whispered, "I'm here."
The wall opened.
No sound. No creak. Just a slow, seamless shift, like the building had blinked. A door appeared. Matte black. No handle. It swung inward on its own.
Inside was her apartment.
Same layout. Same furniture. Same towel, hers, folded with hospital corners beside the sink. But everything was, wrong. The walls were darker, stained with something that looked like water damage but smelled sweet, like rotting fruit. The air was thick and humid. The lights flickered in a rhythm that matched her heartbeat, and she couldn't tell which one was following the other.
A woman sat on the couch.
She looked like Mara. Same face. Same clothes. Same tired eyes.
But thinner. Paler. Her smile was too wide. Too still.
"I'm so glad you came," she said. "I've been waiting."
Mara tried to speak. Her throat moved. No sound came. She tried again, and the silence had weight, like the room was sitting on her chest.
The other Mara stood. Her movements were just off, like a puppet mimicking a person, like a recording played a fraction too slow.
"You left me here," she said. "You forgot. But I remembered everything."
She walked slowly, deliberately. Mara backed away, but the door was gone. The walls pulsed. The mirror began to hum, a low frequency she felt in her teeth.
The other Mara reached out.
Mara felt herself unravel.
Not pain. Not exactly. More like threads being pulled from a sweater, one, then another, then all at once. Her memories slipped away: her childhood bedroom, the lake, her sister's laugh, the smell of her favorite coffee shop. Her name. Her face. Her life.
The other Mara stepped into her.
And Mara stepped out.
She watched herself, or the thing wearing her skin, walk calmly to the door, which reappeared like it had always been there. The lights steadied. The air cleared.
The new Mara opened the door and left.
The mirror reflected nothing.
Act V: Replacement
The hallway was quiet.
The new Mara walked calmly toward the elevator. Her steps were measured. Her expression was serene. She wore the same clothes, carried the same bag, even hummed the same tune Mara used to sing when she was nervous.
But she wasn't nervous.
She passed the concierge's desk. He looked up and smiled, the first time Mara had ever seen him smile. It didn't reach his colorless eyes.
"Welcome back
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