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Chapter 1 – The Office That Never Slept
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The office building stood at the edge of the city, glass walls glimmering under the silver haze of late evening. Inside, the fluorescent lights hummed with a steady rhythm, never once flickering despite the hours. Most offices wound down by six o’clock, but not this one. It was known among its workers as the office that never slept. Something about the place felt resistant to rest, as if the very walls were unwilling to close their eyes.

Oliver Grant, a junior analyst barely a year into his position, often stayed late. He claimed it was dedication to the job, but in truth, he loved the peculiar stillness of the building after everyone left. The clattering keyboards and constant phone calls faded into silence, leaving only the faint hum of the air vents. Tonight, as he sat in his cubicle, his tie loosened and a cold cup of coffee abandoned beside him, he noticed something strange again—the sensation that he wasn’t alone.

Oliver ran a hand through his messy hair and leaned back, eyes drifting toward the row of desks near the window. That section of the office was empty; no one had sat there in months. Yet, sometimes, in the corner of his vision, he swore he caught a figure sitting in one of the chairs. A woman perhaps, with her head bent over the desk, hair spilling across the papers. Whenever he turned to look properly, the chair was empty.

“Long night again, Oliver?”

The voice startled him. He spun around, only to find his manager, Charlotte Wells, standing by the cubicle wall with a wry smile. Charlotte was the kind of manager who always seemed composed, her neat bun and perfectly ironed blazer unyielding even after fourteen hours of work.

“Yeah,” Oliver admitted. “Just wrapping up the quarterly report. Thought I’d get a head start before the chaos tomorrow.”

Charlotte studied him for a moment, then tilted her head toward the windows. “You ever hear the stories about this place?”

“Stories?” Oliver asked, suddenly alert.

She smirked. “This building’s been around longer than you’d think. Used to be a publishing house back in the forties. Some people say it’s haunted. You know, footsteps when no one’s around, whispers in the elevator, that kind of thing.”

Oliver gave a small laugh, though it was thinner than he intended. “You don’t actually believe that, do you?”

“Believe?” Charlotte shrugged. “Let’s just say I don’t stay past ten o’clock. You should probably head home too.”

She left him with that, striding toward the elevators, her heels clicking against the polished floor. Oliver sat for a long moment, staring at the empty row of desks again. Haunted, she said. He shook his head. Stories always clung to old buildings.

Yet as the hour drew closer to midnight, Oliver felt the same pull he had on other nights—the faint compulsion to stay just a little longer. The silence of the office was too heavy, too charged, as if something in the air was waiting. He packed up his laptop, but instead of leaving, he wandered down the corridor past the break room and toward the unused wing of the floor.

That was where the atmosphere shifted. The lights above flickered once, then steadied. The air grew cooler. Oliver’s footsteps echoed unnaturally loud, bouncing back as though another pair walked with him. He hesitated by the windows, staring at the city skyline glittering in the distance, and that was when he heard it.

A whisper.

It wasn’t clear words at first, only the soft brush of sound like fabric moving against fabric. He turned sharply, but the corridor was empty. His heart thumped.

“Hello?” His voice cracked. “Is someone there?”

The whisper came again, closer this time, near the cluster of abandoned desks. He walked toward them cautiously, each step feeling heavier than the last. Then he froze.

A figure was seated in the chair nearest the window.

A woman, just as he had glimpsed before. She wore an old-fashioned blouse with lace at the collar, her posture upright, her hair tied back in a loose knot. The glow from the city lights caught the pale outline of her face, though her features seemed faint, blurred at the edges.

Oliver’s breath hitched. “You... you’re real.”

The woman turned her head slowly toward him. Her eyes were gentle, almost apologetic, as though she regretted startling him. When she spoke, her voice was soft, melodic, but distant—like it traveled through a tunnel of years.

“I didn’t mean to frighten you.”

“You... you’re a ghost,” Oliver stammered.

“I suppose that is what you would call me,” she said with a small smile. “But here, I am only your colleague.”

Oliver blinked, uncertain whether to laugh or run. “Colleague?”

She nodded toward the papers spread across the desk before her. They were blank, though she moved her hands over them as if she were sorting through manuscripts. “I used to work here. When this was still a publishing house. My name is Evelyn.”

Evelyn. The name carried weight in the silence. Oliver found himself stepping closer, curiosity outweighing fear. “How long... how long have you been here?”

Her expression softened, though her eyes flickered with something unreadable. “Since the night the presses stopped. Since the building fell quiet. I never truly left.”

Oliver felt his mouth go dry. “And you... you can talk to me?”

“Not everyone hears me,” Evelyn admitted. “Most pass by without noticing. But you...” She studied him with quiet wonder. “You listen.”

A strange warmth spread through Oliver’s chest. It wasn’t the chill of fear but the unexpected comfort of recognition, as though this ghostly presence had been waiting for him all along. He cleared his throat. “I don’t even know why I stayed late tonight. Maybe I was meant to.”

Evelyn tilted her head, her translucent outline shimmering faintly. “Perhaps.”

The sound of the elevator dinging in the distance startled them both. Oliver glanced over his shoulder. The office should have been empty. When he looked back, Evelyn was gone, the chair by the window empty once more.

He stood in silence, heart pounding, until the distant echo of footsteps faded. Slowly, he gathered his things and left the building, the encounter replaying over and over in his mind.

That night, Oliver dreamed vividly. He found himself walking through the office, but it was transformed—no longer rows of modern cubicles, but long wooden desks stacked with manuscripts, the air filled with the clatter of typewriters. Among the bustling workers moved Evelyn, alive and radiant, handing pages to editors, her laughter bright. She looked at him then, across decades, and smiled.

Oliver woke with the dawn light spilling across his apartment, his chest tight with a mixture of awe and longing.

The following day at work, he couldn’t shake the dream. He found himself distracted, glancing often at the row of desks near the window, half expecting her to appear again. During the lunch break, he confided in his friend, Marcus, who worked in IT.

“You’re saying you saw a ghost,” Marcus said flatly, pushing his glasses up his nose.

“I know how it sounds,” Oliver muttered. “But it wasn’t just a hallucination. She spoke to me. Her name is Evelyn. She said she used to work here when it was a publishing house.”

Marcus chuckled. “Maybe you’re just overworked. Or maybe Charlotte was messing with you with all that haunted building talk.”

“Maybe,” Oliver said, though doubt lingered in his tone.

Later that evening, Oliver again found himself lingering after hours. The office grew quieter as one by one, his colleagues departed. By nine o’clock, only he remained. He sat at his desk, feigning productivity, but his ears strained for any sign—the whisper, the footsteps, the voice.

The clock struck ten. The building’s hum seemed to deepen, as though acknowledging the late hour. Oliver stood and walked again toward the unused wing. His pulse quickened with each step.

And there she was.

Evelyn sat poised by the window, her form glowing faintly in the dim light. She looked up as he approached, her expression warm, almost expectant.

“You came back,” she said softly.

“I had to know,” Oliver whispered. “I had to know if you were real.”

Her smile deepened. “I am as real as your belief allows me to be.”

Oliver swallowed hard, his chest tightening. “Why me? Why can I see you?”

“Because you stayed,” Evelyn replied. “Because you listened when others would not. In a world that rushes forward, you paused long enough to hear the echoes.”

For a moment, neither spoke. The silence between them felt alive, not empty. Oliver realized then that he wasn’t afraid anymore. The office that never slept had revealed its secret to him, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to let it go.

And so, night after night, Oliver began to stay later. Each evening, he returned to the quiet wing of the office, where Evelyn waited by the window. They spoke of small things at first—the city lights, the old days of publishing, the endless nights when she watched the world change without her. Though she was only a ghost, she felt more like a colleague, even a friend.

Oliver knew this was only the beginning.
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