
        
            
                
            
        



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

    
    

    
      THE ROOM WITHOUT AN ADDRESS

    

    
      First edition. July 25, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Silas Drake.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235727878

    

    
    
      Written by Silas Drake.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


	The Room Without an Address 

Silas Drake 








This is a work of fiction. All characters, events, organizations, and circumstances described are either entirely fictional or presented through the author’s artistic interpretation. Any resemblance to real people, living or dead, as well as to existing or former organizations, companies, or events, is purely coincidental and unintentional. 








Table of Contents

Prologue

Chapter 1. Family Dinner

Chapter 2. The Uncast Vote

Chapter 3. The Architecture of Betrayal 

Chapter 4. The Wardens’ Lexicon 

Chapter 5. The Shadow Beyond the Room

Chapter 6. The First Threads

Chapter 7. The System of Intolerance

Chapter 8. Echoes on the Airwaves 

Chapter 9. Exit Into the Void

Chapter 10. Map of Broken Lives

Chapter 11. Witness for the Prosecution 

Chapter 12. An Unfinished Story



 


Prologue

The glare of the spotlights in the conference hall of the Imperial Hotel was punishingly harsh. It flashed across the polished surface of the podium, reflected off television camera lenses, and stung the eyes. The room was filled with that peculiar, subdued hum that always precedes the appearance of someone who has survived something extraordinary. Journalists checked their recorders, photographers staked out the best vantage points, and quiet conversations drifted through the front rows. 

Kenji Morita stood backstage, waiting to be introduced. He was sixty-two years old, though the deep lines around his mouth and the premature gray in his hair often made people think he was older. In his hands was a book—a thick volume bound in a dark cover, still carrying the scent of fresh printing ink. 

His autobiography. 

The story of a man who, to the outside world, had ceased to exist for more than twelve years. 

“Mr. Morita, you’re on,” an assistant said softly, touching his elbow. 

He nodded, took a deep breath, and stepped into the blinding swath of light. 

The audience greeted him with applause. It was respectful, almost ceremonial. The people before him saw a survivor—a man who had endured the unimaginable, preserved his sanity, and emerged ready to tell his story.

But to Morita, the sound suddenly dissolved into white noise. 

And the brilliant stage lights became something else: a line of light beneath a door. 

Memory is a merciless machine. The slightest trigger is enough to make time fold back on itself. Standing before hundreds of people in 2025, Morita could almost physically smell the stale air, the dust, and the cheap pine-scented air freshener. 

He was there again. In the Room Without an Address. 

Four thousand five hundred and thirty-six days. 

The number had been burned into his mind. It was not merely a statistic or a number in a lawsuit. It was the physical measure of his loneliness. 

Every morning in that room began the same way: with the realization that the world beyond the window continued moving forward while he had been erased from it. 

Erased not by the state.

Not by the secret police.

Not by a criminal cartel. 

Erased by the very people who had taught him how to walk and speak. 

Morita placed the book on the podium. 

The applause faded.  

An expectant silence settled over the room. 

He looked at the faces in the front rows.  

They were waiting for a story of perseverance. Of strength of spirit. Of how good triumphs over evil. But the truth was that the evil he had encountered wore no black masks and spoke in no threatening whispers. It spoke in his mother’s voice as she offered him tea. 

It looked at him through the tear-filled eyes of his father, who sincerely believed that locking his son behind three locks was an act of salvation. 

“Thank you for coming,” Morita said. His voice was steady, without the slightest tremor. He had long ago learned to control every inflection. In that room, any display of emotion was interpreted as a “symptom of cult thinking” and led to stricter confinement.

“You are holding a book about an abduction. But this is not a detective story. There are no car chases. No ransom demands. What makes my story frightening is its ordinariness.”

He paused, letting his gaze sweep across the silent audience. 

“When we talk about the loss of freedom, we imagine prison bars, guards, and court sentences. We believe that in a democratic society, a person cannot simply disappear in broad daylight if they have broken no law. I believed that too. Until the day I arrived for a family dinner and woke up in a locked apartment with boarded-up windows.”

Morita remembered that evening. The smell of fried fish. The familiar clatter of dishes. Then strangers in the hallway. Strong hands pinning him to the floor. And the voice of a man who called himself an “exit counselor.” 

The man spoke in polished, rehearsed phrases. He explained to Morita’s parents that their son was ill, that his free will had been suppressed, and that force was necessary to “protect” him. 

And his parents, blinded by fear that had been carefully planted in them from the outside, nodded in agreement. 

“I was deprived of my freedom not because I committed a crime,” Morita continued, bracing his hands against the edges of the podium. “I was locked away because my beliefs, my spiritual search, were deemed ‘wrong’ by someone else. I was declared incapable of making my own decisions. My voice was silenced.” 

Someone in the room gasped softly. Journalists scribbled furiously in their notebooks. 

“For twelve years, I tried to understand how this was possible. How could a loving family turn into jailers? The answer proved even more terrifying than my imprisonment itself. My parents were not sadists. They were instruments. Cogs in a vast, well-oiled machine that operates all over the world.” 

Morita knew what he was talking about. Only after his release, piecing together fragments of information bit by bit, did he begin to grasp the true scale of it. He saw echoes of his own tragedy in the lives of hundreds of others—in Japan, South Korea, Russia, Europe, and America. Everywhere, the same logic prevailed. Everywhere, the same words were used: “deprogramming,” “rescue,” “destructive cult.” Everywhere, so-called experts sold families a license for violence at a hefty price. 

It was an industry. 

An industry of fear and stigmatization that fed on human lives while hiding behind the guise of concern for society’s psychological well-being. 

“In this book, I tell the story of a room,” Morita said, his voice dropping lower, forcing the audience to listen to every word. “A room where I counted the days by the sound of the garbage truck outside the window. A room where I missed several parliamentary elections and became invisible to my own government. But this book is not only about me.” 

He raised his head and looked directly into the lens of the central camera. 

“While I was confined within four walls, the outside world was manufacturing justifications for my imprisonment. Articles were written. Dissertations were defended. Laws were passed. A global network was taking shape—a network that granted some people the right to decide what others were allowed to believe. That network is alive today. It changes its name, adapts to new laws, but its essence remains the same: the destruction of dissent through dehumanization.” 

Morita remembered the map his allies had shown him after his release. A map dotted with red pins—cases of abductions, shattered lives, and ruined reputations. He remembered the names of the ideologues who never dirtied their own hands, yet whose writings and speeches served as triggers for violence. 

“Today, I stand here as a witness,” he said firmly. “They tried to erase my identity, to convince me that I was nothing more than an empty shell programmed by someone else’s will. They failed. My body was locked away, but they could not touch who I truly am.”

A camera flash cut across his vision once again. 

But this time, Morita did not return to the past. 

He remained here, in 2025. 

The Room Without an Address no longer held a prisoner. The door had been broken down.



“The silence in which they hid their crimes is over,” he said. 

Absolute silence settled over the room—a ringing silence in which every word carried the weight of lead.

“We are beginning to speak.” 






Chapter 1. Family Dinner

The smell of grilled mackerel, the subtle aroma of soy sauce, and the astringent scent of freshly brewed green tea—that was what safety smelled like. 

For Kenji Morita, this house in a quiet suburb of Chiba had always been the one constant in a changing world. He led an independent life, with well-established routines and his own spiritual beliefs, yet every time he crossed the threshold of his parents’ home, he returned to that sense of peace that exists only within a family. The wooden floorboards in the hallway creaked exactly as they had thirty years earlier. The same faded watercolors, bought by his mother at a sale in Kyoto, still hung on the walls. His father sat at the head of the small table as always, carefully arranging chopsticks on ceramic rests. 

Nothing that evening hinted at disaster.  

It was an ordinary family dinner, a tradition they had maintained for years. Morita slipped off his shoes in the genkan, neatly turning them toward the door, and stepped into the living room. His mother bustled around the stove. Her movements seemed a little sharper than usual, but Kenji attributed it to age and fatigue.

He took his usual seat.  

The conversation drifted along at an unhurried, familiar pace. They talked about the weather, the recent typhoon that had passed them by, the price of rice, and the health of distant relatives. 

Only one thing felt slightly out of place.

The looks.

Several times, his mother looked at him as though trying to memorize the features of his face. His father spent unusually long stretches of time staring into his teacup without speaking. 

But the human mind is reluctant to believe, until the very last moment, that betrayal can come from the people who gave you life. 

Morita assumed his parents wanted to discuss something important—perhaps inheritance matters or repairs that the house would soon need. 

He took a sip of tea, preparing to ask what was on their minds. 

At that moment, the front door—which he had habitually left unbolted—burst open. 

The sound of heavy footsteps in the hallway was so foreign to the quiet house that Morita did not immediately understand what was happening. 

He turned, expecting to see neighbors or a deliveryman. 

Instead, three heavily built men burst into the living room. 

They wore no masks. Their clothes were ordinary and unremarkable. Yet the precision of their movements revealed careful planning and rehearsed coordination. 

Everything happened in seconds. 

One of the men lunged at Morita, grabbed him by the shoulders, and yanked him backward, sending both him and the chair crashing to the floor. 

Instinctively, Kenji tried to brace himself, but a second attacker was already pinning his legs against the tatami. The third twisted his arms behind his back. 

The air was knocked out of his lungs. 

A sharp burst of pain shot through his shoulder joint. 

“What the hell?!” Morita shouted.  

He struggled desperately, throwing all of his weight into the fight. He was a grown, capable man, and every instinct in his body rebelled against the violence. 

For a moment, he managed to free one arm and shove away the nearest attacker. 

But the man immediately threw his full weight on top of him, forcing Kenji’s face into the coarse weave of the tatami. 

“Calm down! Don’t resist! You’ll only make things worse!” one of the men hissed through heavy breaths, tightening his grip. 

Morita strained to catch sight of his parents. He expected his mother to scream. He expected his father to rush to his aid or grab the phone and call the police. What he saw instead was the first and most devastating blow of all—the moment that would forever divide his life into a before and an after. 

His father stood against the wall with his arms crossed. His face was pale, his lips pressed into a thin line, yet he made no move to stop the violence. His mother had turned toward the window, covering her face with her hands, her shoulders trembling with silent sobs. They were not frightened by the intrusion. 

They had been expecting it. 

“Dad! Mom! What’s going on? Call the police!” Morita shouted as a stranger’s knee dug painfully into the space between his shoulder blades. 

No one answered. 

Instead, a fourth man entered the room at an unhurried pace. He was nothing like the three men pinning Morita to the floor. His gray suit was impeccably pressed, and he carried a leather portfolio under one arm. Middle-aged, neatly groomed, with a calm, almost academic expression, he regarded Kenji not with hostility but with cool professional detachment—the way a veterinarian might study an agitated animal before administering a tranquilizer. 

“Hold him firmly until the adrenaline wears off,” the newcomer said evenly. 

Then he turned to Morita’s parents. 

“You’ve done the right thing. I know this is difficult to watch, but remember what we discussed. The person you see before you is not your son. It is a shell controlled by a destructive cult. We’re here to bring your real son back.” 

The words struck the room like a sentence being pronounced.  

Morita stopped struggling. What paralyzed him was no longer the physical force of the men restraining him but the sheer horror of what was unfolding around him. His parents’ home, the smell of his mother’s cooking, the familiar objects surrounding him—all of it had suddenly become part of a carefully orchestrated trap. 

The man in the suit crouched beside him. 

“My name is Ito,” he said softly, almost kindly. “I’m an exit counselor. Your parents hired me because they love you and want to save you. You’re ill, Kenji. Your free will has been suppressed. Your beliefs are the product of manipulation. From this moment on, you will remain under our supervision until we clear your mind.” 

“I’m an adult!” Morita rasped, struggling to lift his head. “You have no right!” 

Ito responded with nothing more than a faint, patronizing smile before turning to Kenji’s father. 

“You see?” he said, gesturing toward Morita. “Aggression. Denial of reality. Appeals to legal rights. Classic symptoms of an altered state of consciousness. Every act of resistance only demonstrates how deeply the cult has penetrated his mind. He cannot free himself. He needs our help.” 

His father nodded slowly, as though confirming a lesson he had already learned by heart. 

Meanwhile, one of the men restraining Morita began methodically searching his pockets. With practiced efficiency, he removed Morita’s wallet, the keys to his apartment, his car keys, and, most importantly, his cell phone. Each item was passed to Ito, who calmly placed it inside his leather portfolio. 

In a matter of seconds, Morita’s connection to the outside world was gone, and he could almost physically feel his social identity slipping away. Without a phone, he could not call for help. Without identification, he ceased to exist as a citizen with rights. Without his keys, he lost access to his own home. 

In the eyes of these people—and, most terrifying of all, in the eyes of his own parents—he was no longer a fifty-year-old man entitled to freedom of conscience and freedom of movement. He had been reduced to the status of an incapacitated object. 

Something to be fixed. 

What took place in the Morita family’s living room was not a unique incident or a spontaneous act of desperation. It was a well-oiled, commercial procedure, part of a massive shadow industry operating across many countries around the globe. At its core, it was a form of contracted violence: relatives, misled by aggressive anti-cult propaganda, paid enormous sums for the abduction and forcible detention of their loved ones. They were convinced that their adult children had somehow “gotten out of control” and that the only way to save them was through physical isolation and psychological pressure. 

This industry employs professionals who call themselves “deprogrammers” or “exit counselors.” They use parents’ fear as their primary tool for profit. The theory of mind control, widely known as “brainwashing,” views faith as either a nonexistent phenomenon or an illegitimate influence on the individual. In this context, deprogramming is presented as a method of removing alleged “programming” from the mind. The premise is that, through techniques such as sleep deprivation, isolation, humiliation, and relentless psychological pressure, a person can supposedly be restored to their original, “free” state of mind. 

The methodology has long since been standardized. Steven Hassan, a former member of the Unification Church who underwent deprogramming himself and later became a deprogrammer, described it with unsettling candor: 

“In the classic deprogramming scenario, a cult member is physically abducted and held in a secret location or forcibly detained during a visit home. A security team monitors the person twenty-four hours a day while the deprogrammer, former cult members, and family members provide information. The individual is held until they
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