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I dedicate this story to my son, big boy. I love you very much. I hope you enjoy. Just remember, the next time you enter an elevator, make sure nothing enters along with you. Love, Mamie. P.S. Don’t press the buttons in the exact sequence of 4 – 2 – 6 – 2 – 10 – 5... Unless you want to do them with me?

“She pressed the buttons in the right order... and the building didn’t forget which floor she belonged to.”

FLOOR TEN

“Don't talk to her. Don't look at her. And whatever you do, don't you dare press the fifth floor button.”

Case File Submission (2026) — Mapo-gu Elevator Incident 

Submitted by: Eunji S. 

Status: Unresolved 

Classification: High-Risk Encounter

Posted by u/fifthfloorghost – December 2020 

Title: The woman in the hanbok/The Elevator Game of August 15th, 2020. 

I’ll only provide my last name, not my first. My name is Tae-oh. I need to write this here on Reddit for anyone who would read about what I personally witnessed on August 15th, 2020. I’ve never written anything like this before, and even now, my hands hesitate over the keys, and the memory has never faded or blurred. I haven’t forgiven myself for not saving that girl on that fateful night.

It happened a few months ago, but even now, I won’t ride that elevator after dark, never alone in that building. 

I used to live on the third floor of a building in Mapo-gu, and I have lived there for eleven years. The apartment was modest, nothing fancy and nothing worth being jealous of. I had a roof over my head, and that’s what mattered to me. Besides, the rent was cheap.

The hall light would flicker at odd hours, casting long shadows that pooled at the base of the stairwell. The walls carried that smell of damp plaster and old summers with the scent of Seoul heat trapped inside the concrete, baking in and never releasing. 

In the mornings, pigeons would crowd the ledge outside my kitchen window and watch me with their flat, expressionless eyes. I had grown used to them. I had grown used to most things in that building. Most things but not what I am about to tell you. This truly happened. It is what I went through on that fateful night of August 15th, 2020. It’s been my nightmare since.

The building I am talking about has ten floors. The tenth is the one no one discusses. It isn’t written in any lease agreement, never mentioned by the landlord, Mr. Oh Byung-chul, a retired civil servant who used to wear the same beige cardigan regardless of season and collected rent in cash on the first of every month. 

He will happily discuss water pressure, parking assignments, and the family in 7B who would fight loudly enough to rattle the pipes. If you ever mention the tenth floor, something in him shuts down. His eyes will go blank, his posture will stiffen, and he would redirect the conversation, attending to any other problem you might have about the building, as long as you don’t ask or speak about the tenth floor. That floor is off-limits. He knew something that we didn’t know. 

I knew too late.

The residents knew not to ask. That’s how it is in an old building and in an old neighborhood. You learn which wall carries the load and you navigate around it without drawing attention to the cracks.

Old buildings in Seoul are rarely built on empty land. Someone always lived there first, or died there first, or was buried there long before the concrete arrives. 

People in the neighborhood used to say this building was put on the ground that should have been left alone. It could be cursed or not, but this building remains troubling. It’s a place where the earth remembers what was taken from it.

We used to have an old guard named Park Joon-seo. He worked the night shift at the building for nineteen years before I arrived. He was in his late sixties when I first moved in. 

He was a small, compact man with a face weathered through hard years of labor and his hands trembled when he poured his soju, though never enough that he would spill it. He had a portable television on the corner of his desk and played old dramas with the volume so low it was barely audible. He had a habit of talking to it sometimes, muttering responses to characters as though they were old friends making casual conversation when I glanced his way. 

I liked him a lot. 

There are people in this world whose company asks nothing of you, and Joon-seo was one of them. He didn’t pry, didn’t gossip, and didn’t ask where you were going or when you would return. He occupied his small corner of the lobby by being emotionless and low-profile. He kept to himself, that was all to it.

That night, though, changed everything forever. It doesn’t stop repeating in my mind.

I came down to the lobby near eleven o’clock on that day. I was unable to sleep. It was late August, one of those nights when the heat didn’t surrender after sundown but instead thicken, pressing against the windows and seeping in under the doors. I sat in my apartment for two hours listening to the ceiling fan turn and gulping glass after glass of ice water before deciding I needed air, or at least to try to get some air.

Joon-seo was awake, which surprised me. He was usually falling asleep by nine, but he sat upright at his desk, his hands folded in front of him, his eyes fixed on the security monitor in the corner. His expression was unusually alert, something I’d never seen before. 

I asked him, “Everything okay, Joon-seo? You seem worried. Watching a new drama series or new movie? Or are you lost in thought?”

He didn’t answer me right away. When he finally looked at me, something uneasy flickered across his face, something I’ve never seen in him. “Sit down,” he said quietly. “I want you to watch the monitor with me. Don’t say anything until it’s over.”

I sat there, curious, wondering why he was acting strange. He poured me a shot of soju without asking, his hand shook more than usual, and we both turned our eyes to the monitor.

He told me that a young woman entered the lobby at three minutes to midnight. I could see her clearly on the recording Joon-seo was showing me. She was perhaps eighteen to twenty-two years old. It was difficult to tell. She was very thin, as though a large amount of weight had been taken away, like she hadn’t eaten for weeks. She was pale but shown differently on camera than in real life, that grey-white pallor the monitor turns into almost luminous.

She wore a black hoodie with a red stripe down the left sleeve. I have thought about that stripe many times since. It was the color that some reds are, not the bright arterial red of movie violence, but the darker, older color of blood, it made the stripe less like a design choice and more like a mark. 

She didn’t glance around the lobby, didn’t bother to check for a guard, nor did she care to notice the camera mounted above the entrance, and didn’t hesitate at the elevator doors the way people do when they’re uncertain in a strange, unfamiliar place. 

There was a purpose to her movement that I can only describe as determination. She crossed the lobby the way someone crosses a room they have crossed a thousand times in a building they have known their whole lives. 

“The elevator doors opened for her before she pressed the call button.”

Joon-seo made a sound beside me when I noticed this, a small gasp sound like he already knew something but had hoped to be wrong about it. 

I paid close attention to the monitor again. It wasn’t malfunctioning. The doors opened about two seconds before her hand reached the panel. She stepped inside without breaking stride.

“She’s still here? Why didn’t you stop her?”

“I came to realize too late. I didn’t notice until I saw her on the monitor. I had to rewind some parts on the other monitor I’m showing you now.” He tapped the screen with his forefinger. “Let’s pay attention to what she’s about to do.”

Inside the elevator, she faced the button panel. What she did next, I have described it to several people, and every time I describe it, they assume I’m exaggerating for an effect. I swear I am not. What I’m writing here is true.

She pressed the buttons in a sequence: 4, then 2, then 6, then 2 again, then 10. It wasn’t at random, not even the fumbling of trying to remember something half-recalled. It was with speed, entering a code she memorized long ago. Her finger hovered over the 5 button for perhaps three seconds without pressing it. During those three seconds, she turned her head and looked directly into the camera. 

The camera was mounted in the upper right corner of the elevator cab, angled downward. To look directly into it, you would need to know exactly where it was, and you would need to tilt your head at an uncomfortable angle. 

She did this without searching for it. She just turned and found it.

She pressed 5, and the doors closed.

I asked Joon-seo, “Why did she change her mind?”

“She didn’t change her mind,” He mumbled. “Ten was where she was going. Five is where she had to stop first.”

On the monitor, the floor indicator climbed toward 5, slowing as though something had taken hold of the elevator mid-ascent. It stopped at 5.

The doors opened at the fifth floor. The angle of the interior camera showed the threshold of the elevator, the doorframe, and the slice of hallway beyond. The hallway was dark, the motion-sensor lights didn’t trigger, and the corridor stretched away into shadow.

No one was visible in the hallway, but then, she was inside the elevator.

I say “she” because there was clearly a feminine feature to the form, though feminine is perhaps a poor word. She wore a hanbok, the traditional kind, with a wide skirt and long ribbon ties at the collar, but the fabric was different. It was red, entirely red, and the hem was wet—not damp. It was soaked and dark, appearing to be actual blood. The fabric clung in heavy folds at the bottom, and where it dragged against the elevator floor, it left no trace of a dark streak.

Her hair was long, loose, and fell entirely over her face. In Korean ghost stories—and I grew up hearing many from a grandmother who believed in them with a straightforward certainty and who once encountered the thing itself, the hair covering the face isn’t a stylistic detail. It’s a warning. It means the face beneath isn’t something you are allowed to see. It means looking would be an invitation.

She didn’t walk. She didn’t step across the threshold. She was there, occupying the back corner of the elevator cab, motionless. 

The girl in the black hoodie didn’t turn. She didn’t even flinch. She knew she wasn’t alone but decided to act like no one was with her in that small, enclosed space. She stared straight ahead at the closed doors, her hands curled at her sides, and I could see, even on the poor resolution of the monitor, that her jaw was set. She was using everything within her to concentrate fully on not looking, to not speak, and refusing to give the thing beside her even a fraction of recognition.

Joon-seo’s hand was on my arm. I didn’t notice him grip it. His fingers were rigid.

The doors began to close.

The girl turned. In the final sliver of the closing door, she turned from the waist, not moving her feet, rotating only her upper body in a way that suggested her skeleton had slightly too many degrees of freedom, and looked into the camera. 

She smiled, a smile that said she knew something. She had already accepted what came next, and she wasn’t coming back.

The doors closed. The figure in the red hanbok didn’t move at all.

The girl pressed 10 again.

The indicator climbed: 6, 7, 8, 9, and finally to 10.

The monitor screen went dark.

It wasn’t the flickering darkness of a bad connection or a power surge or a technical failure. It went dark the way a face goes dark when the lights go out. Suddenly and completely, pitch black with the finality that has decided to stop being watched.

The floor indicator on the panel above the elevator doors, the physical panel, held steady at 10 for seven hours. I knew the exact timing because Joon-seo noted it in the building log, which I later asked to see. 

He wrote it in his careful civil servant’s script: Elevator stationary, 10F, 23:58–06:49.

Beneath that, after thinking for a long moment, stepping away and returning before writing: 

Occupants: unknown.

We didn’t go up. I want to be honest about that. We sat in the lobby, the old guard and I, and we didn’t go up to the tenth floor to investigate. We didn’t call the police, and we didn’t knock on any doors to ask if they had seen a girl with a black hoodie. 

We sat and watched the indicator, drank the remainder of Joon-seo’s soju and waited, understanding that some situations can’t be improved by interfering.

At ten minutes to seven in the morning, the indicator moved. It descended floor by floor, each number lit at the proper time, at the normal mechanical pace of an elevator making a standard descent.

The doors opened on the ground floor.

It was empty.

There was no blood. No sign of a struggle, not even an abandoned shoe or a dropped bag or a scrap of black fabric from the girl’s hoodie. The floor of the elevator was clean. The walls were clean. 

The camera, however, wasn’t. There was a fracture, diagonally across the lens from the upper-left corner to the lower-right, a clean crack produced not by impact, but by pressure applied evenly from behind. 

On the back mirror, the small rectangular mirror mounted above the panel and intended to let riders see approaching passengers, there was a handprint. 

A single handprint, palm flat against the glass, fingers spread. The hand that made it was too large to belong to the girl in the hoodie. The fingers were too long, the palm too wide, the shape slightly wrong in a way that was difficult to put into words but impossible to dismiss. 

Joon-seo looked at it for a long time. He didn’t bother to take a photograph. He cleaned it off with a cloth from his desk drawer, working carefully, and then he put the cloth in the bin beneath his desk. 

He sat back down, and poured himself the last of the soju.

“What do we do?” I asked him.

He looked at me over the rim of his glass. His eyes were very clear for a man who was awake all night. “Nothing,” he said. “We do nothing. We don’t report it. We don’t speak of it to the other residents. We go about our days.”

“But... what about the girl? We have to do something.”

“She knew what she was doing,” he said. “She’s been told the rules, I bet. Whether she followed them once those doors closed—” he stopped, setting his glass down. “That’s between her and whatever lives on ten. You have to understand that. Never interfere with the unknown that’s not our business.” He rubbed his temples. “And don’t you ever dare try to save her. Forget what you saw with me. Live your life in peace. Trust me. This is not the first time,” he warned.

I left the lobby when the morning light came through the glass doors, thin and white, offering nothing of comfort. 

I took the stairs. I didn’t take the elevator. I haven’t taken the elevator after dark since that night and I don’t intend to start. 

On my way up the stairs, I paused on the landing between the second and third floors. I could have sworn I heard, from somewhere far above, the sound of a door and a humming, an odd melody I never heard of before.

Joon-seo retired the following spring. He moved to his daughter’s home in Cheongju and, as far as I know, never returned to Seoul. 

I don’t blame him after what we watched that night. I have his phone number written in a notebook beside my bed. I never called it.

The new guard is a younger man, mid-thirties, who plays games on his phone and nods without looking up when you pass. He has asked me more than once why I always take the stairs. I tell him it’s for the exercise. He accepted that because it was a reasonable answer. 

From what I have seen, it changed the idea of this building for me permanently. It rearranged my understanding of which spaces in the world are safe to occupy and which are only borrowing the appearance of safety. 

It isn’t the kind of thing you say to someone who hadn’t been awake all night watching a monitor, waiting for an elevator that should have come down hours ago.

My mind is burned by the memory of the girl in the black hoodie, the stripe like old blood, the door opening before she touched the button and the figure in red that arrived without arriving, that stood in the corner with the hair over its face and the soaked hem of a hanbok, dark as dried blood and that motionless posture that frightened me.

I have told myself many times that there are rational explanations. Maybe it was sleep deprivation or maybe the distortions of low-resolution surveillance footage can produce convincing illusions. Maybe it was an old building where cameras malfunction, or the mind under stress reaches for rational explanations, creating scenarios where none exist.

I have told myself this. I don’t really believe it.

What I believe is simpler: some floors aren’t meant to be reached. Some encounters leave marks that no cleaning cloth can fix. Somewhere in this city, in some building or some in-between place that is neither a building nor not-building, there is a girl in a black hoodie who pressed a sequence of buttons that served as a key. Who kept her eyes fixed forward in a metal box with something that had no business being there, and who, despite being so very young, had already decided on something irreversible, and knew exactly what she was doing.

I hope, for her sake, that she found what she came for or that she chose not to.

I hope, for everyone else’s sake, that it didn’t follow her down. If it did, I don’t want to know. Knowing could lead me into the same situation I now fear.

I moved out of that building in November and decided to share my experience. In my new place, I can hear the melody in my bedroom every night. I don’t know when it will ever stop.

(Thanks for reading. I don’t know if sharing this will help, but keeping it inside hasn’t. Please listen to my warning: whatever you do, don’t play the ritual of the elevator game. She’ll be waiting.)

End of Report

“She never meant for it to happen this way. She never meant to involve the people she cared about. She only wanted to play a ritual she thought was harmless. But she woke something that’s been waiting for years, something that has lived in the walls of this building, listening, watching, and waiting for the game to begin again, especially for someone to press the button.”

Some stories end in silence. Others echo through the walls long after the doors close.
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“The Window”

There was a heaviness in this building that never lifted. It seeped into the walls and stayed there. Time didn’t move through this place the way it did outside. It lingered and gathered in corners, pooled under doorframes, and drifted through the hallways like dust that refused to clear. 

In the mornings, when the winter light slid in at that low angle and touched the peeling paint, the whole place felt as if it were holding its breath.

Seoul changes frequently. Buildings rose, vanished, and rose again. The streets rearranged themselves through countless constructions, dealing with the impatience of the city that refuses to stay still.

Yet, this building resisted all of that. It stood as a gray, ten-story concrete building with its upper-floor windows dark, never changing, deciding long ago it would remain exactly what it was until the earth beneath it shifted. 

There was something in the ground here, something old, and something that didn’t like being disturbed. You could feel it if you stood there long enough, a faint pressure rising from below, like insects pushing through soil.

It felt haunted, and haunted suggested intention, a presence that wanted to be known. 

This building was something else entirely. It always felt like a place that listened, a place that remembered, and a place that seized on every sound, every footstep, every argument behind closed doors, and every breath taken in the dark. The walls took in years of lives lived inside it, and it couldn’t figure out what to do with it all.

Most people didn’t bother to notice. They would rush through the lobby with their earbuds in, their eyes on their screens, their minds elsewhere. They stepped into the elevator without hesitating, without looking at the ceiling, without listening for the faint groan that came from somewhere deeper than the shaft. They moved through the building the way water moves through a pipe, passing through without ever touching the surface.

But I noticed. I always noticed.

I moved into Unit 3B fourteen months earlier, after a transfer tore me out of a fragile routine I’d spent two years building in my old apartment across the city. That place was smaller but brighter. A single west-facing window caught the afternoon sun and felt almost like company. 

I remember crying when I handed over the key, not for the apartment itself, but for the shift it forced on me. Change always cost me something I couldn’t name. 

My therapist had once called it an adjustment period. As if grief could be scheduled.

My mornings followed the same routine. I sat cross-legged on my mattress on the floor, the blinds half-open, letting in the dull winter light filtering through the grime on the glass. The light didn’t brighten the room. It just reminded me that the world outside continued on without me. 

My apartment was a collection of muted colors with gray walls, brown furniture, and a desk covered in papers and sticky notes, a bookshelf that leaned slightly to the left, packed with Stephen King and R.L. Stine books, and other authors I’m crazy about. I have two plants clinging to life near the window, their stems stretched thin toward the light they could never reach.

I cupped a chipped mug of instant coffee in one hand and my phone in the other, scrolling without paying attention to anything. The feed passed by in a blur of faces, opinions, and urgency belonging to other people. I floated in an in-between space where I wasn’t fully awake but no longer resting.

Classes didn’t start until ten. It was film theory today. I usually enjoyed it once I was inside the room, sitting in the dark with the footage playing on the wall and the professor’s warm voice moving through the space. It was horror this week. 

I understood horror. It had been one of my most intimate companions for as long as I could remember. It gave me a constant ache in the pit of my stomach—never sharp enough to be panic, never calm enough to be ignored. Anxiety, my therapist had called it—in the past tense I had long since given up expecting it to change. I stopped going two years earlier. Naming the feeling hadn’t changed it. It just gave it company.

My phone buzzed.

Jisoo: Wake up, rat. Convenience store. Ramen run in 15 MINUTES. Dress like a human for once.

I stared at the message for a moment, and then exhaled through my nose. That was Jisoo, always loud, relentless, dragging everyone forward with a force of her own energy. Without her, I suspected I might’ve dissolved into the walls of my apartment by now. I would’ve stopped opening doors, stopped answering calls, and stopped telling the difference between sleep and wakefulness. The building would have accepted that, maybe even welcomed it.

I got up without enthusiasm but with a resigned acceptance that the day was coming whether I felt prepared for it or not. I pulled on a hoodie that still carried the faint sweetness of the laundromat’s detergent and stepped into slippers worn thin at the heel.

The hallway outside was cold and dim. The overhead light flickered again, a stuttering pulse that had been going on for weeks. It had become too erratic to be a loose bulb. It felt like the light was blinking at me.

I kept my eyes forward as I walked. 

The elevator sat at the far end of the corridor, its metal doors closed, its panel dark. 

Even from a distance, I felt it, the prickling at the base of my neck, the sense that someone had just stepped inside, and the elevator wasn’t empty even though the indicator showed it was unoccupied.

I paused and listened.

The building breathed. Pipes murmured behind the walls. A faint vibration traveled through the floorboards. It wasn’t mechanical or familiar to me, but it was something much older, something that felt like it rose from the ground beneath the foundation.

I made the decision to take the stairs. I always did.

Outside, the winter air cut through my hoodie, sharp and thin. The convenience store sat half a block away, a cramped corner space with flickering freezer lights and aisles so narrow you had to turn sideways to pass another person. The bell above the door jingled as I stepped inside, releasing a wave of warm, stale air that smelled of fish cakes and heated kimbap.

Jisoo was already there, leaning against the drink cooler with her usual confidence, arriving early just to claim the space. Her reddish-brown hair fell in messy layers beneath a fuzzy beanie, and she grinned when she saw me. “Eunji, took you long enough,” she said. “I thought maybe you fell into the elevator shaft.”

“Very funny,” I muttered. “Are you always this humorous?” I headed for the ramen aisle.

“No, really, Yoona said she heard scraping again last night. Metal on metal from up in the shaft. Could be the ghost finally coming down.”

“There is no ghost,” I said, rolling my eyes. “It’s an old building with old noises.”

“But there is a ghost,” another voice said. 

Haemin appeared from the back of the store. He moved silently, taking up as little space as possible. His long black coat hung open, revealing an equally black outfit beneath. His hands were buried in his pockets, and his expression unreadable. He looked a lot like the actor, Lee Sang-yi. 

I had a secret crush on Haemin, though I tried not to think about it. I suspected Haemin might feel the same way, but neither of us ever talked about it, even though he flirted with me to get my reaction.

He nodded toward the ceiling. “Everyone on the tenth floor moved out two years ago. One of them left their dog behind. Barking didn’t stop for three days.”

“That’s because the landlord locked it in a storage closet,” I replied. “I heard him arguing about it.”

Haemin lifted an eyebrow, filing the information away, and then gave me a small grin. 

I looked away quickly, pretending to read other ramen cups.

The bell jingled again. Yoona slipped inside, bundled in a puffy white coat, making her look like a round living marshmallow. Her short-cropped black hair covered half her round face, a habit she never bothered to fix when she felt overwhelmed. She moved toward the refrigerated section, retrieving a canned coffee, and stood beside Jisoo without meeting our eyes.

“Guys... I had the dream again,” she said quietly.

We all turned our attention to her.

Yoona’s dreams were never simple. They had details of real faces and places she’d never been to. It freaked us out all the time.

“She was in the elevator this time,” Yoona continued. “It was a woman. I couldn’t see her face. Her hair covered it. Her head was too low. It didn’t belong to her body.”

The freezer hummed. A bus rattled past outside.

“Hey hey hey! Absolutely no freaky stories before food,” Jisoo said, dropping her items on the counter. “I’m too hungry to hear about scary stories! Food first and then tell me all about it later.”

Mr. Choi barely looked up from his radio as he scanned our food. He nodded at us the way he always did, a gesture he used to acknowledge that we existed without inviting us into a conversation.

We paid and stepped back outside. We perched on the curb like we always did, without thinking. Steam rose from our ramen cups, drifting into the cold morning air like thin smoke.

The city woke around us. Delivery scooters cut through the narrow lane, a woman argued into her phone three doors down, and a bus groaned as it pulled away from the stop across the intersection. 

The world moved with its usual lack of interest in the four of us sitting on a curb eating noodles in the cold.

For a few minutes, we stayed like that. I found it easier sometimes in these small in-between spaces, moments that didn’t demand anything from me. 

The ramen was too spicy and slightly too salty, but perfect. I should’ve gotten kimbap or dumplings to add to my noodles.

Haemin broke the quiet, the way he always did when he was watchful. “Someone’s on the tenth floor,” he said, squinting upward.

We all turned and looked up.

The building loomed behind us, ten stories of concrete and small windows. The upper floors were darker than the rest, and the whole top section seemed farther away than it should have from where we sat. 

There, on the tenth floor, in the far-left window, a curtain hung open. Open just enough to reveal a thin strip of the room behind it. The fabric moved in slow, irregular shifts. It seemed as if air inside the room was stirring.

“No one lives up there,” I said.

I once asked the building manager about the tenth floor during my first week after moving in. He cut me off so fast before I could finish asking the question.

“Renovation pending,” he’d said, in a tone that discouraged any follow-up. Which meant no more questions, and the floor was completely sealed off. I never bothered asking again.

“Maybe someone moved in,” Jisoo said, though her voice lost some of its brightness.

“We didn’t get a notice though,” Yoona whispered. “They always post a notice when someone moves in.”

We watched for another thirty seconds. The curtain continued its slow, uneven movement, shifting in a rhythm that didn’t match the wind or the draft we were used to seeing in old buildings.

Then, for a moment, the fabric moved differently—an inward pull. Something behind it stepped closer to the window, a silhouette standing there, very tall and still, positioned too close to the glass for comfort and too close for anything that should have been on a sealed floor.

I blinked, and the shape was gone. The curtain hung perfectly still again, nothing disturbing it at all.

“It’s nothing,” Haemin said finally, shrugging. “It’s an old building. Air pressure.” He looked away first, forcing the moment to end. 

We followed suit, each of us pretending the curtain never moved at all.

The conversation shifted to dinner plans, unfinished assignments, and a pointless argument between Jisoo and Haemin about karaoke debts neither of them remembered correctly. I laughed when I needed to, but part of my mind lingered on the tenth window, behind the curtain.

The feeling followed me back inside, up the stairs, and into my apartment. It stayed with me through the afternoon.

That night, I lay on my mattress and listened to the building’s noises. Old places did that, contracting as temperatures dropped, producing sounds that could almost be mistaken for footsteps, dragging furniture, or voices in another room. I learned to tell the difference. I was good at it.

When I finally slept, I didn’t dream of the building.

I dreamed of numbers.

4.

2.

6.

2.

10.

I woke before I reached the last floor. My heart hit the inside of my chest in slow, heavy thuds. The room was dark. The hallway outside my door was quiet.

From somewhere deep inside the building, I heard the elevator descend.
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Chapter Two
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“The Note”

The building was always colder in the afternoon without fail. It wasn’t because of the temperature outside. The radiator pipes kept its steady, hissing rhythm, pushing heat through the walls with the same stubborn insistence it had since I moved in. The cold came from somewhere else. It was a shift in mood, a withdrawal. 

The building tolerated people well enough through the morning hours, allowing their footsteps, conversations, and routines, and then, sometime after two o’clock, it decided it had given enough. It felt like a host who had smiled long past politeness and now wanted everyone gone. 

I understood that as well. I loved my peace and quiet. I had a limited tolerance for people and noise. Push past that limit, and I became annoyed and agitated.

After lunch, our group drifted apart the way we always did, with no formal goodbyes, but just a slow slipping away.

Haemin muttered something about a documentary project he had to finish, slid his headphones over his ears, and winked at me before turning the corner. I rolled my eyes, but Jisoo snorted under her breath. She didn’t miss the way my cheeks warmed.

Yoona said she needed to study, which was probably true and probably also an excuse to lie down in silence. I understood that impulse better than I could ever admit aloud.

That left Jisoo and me in the third-floor corridor, our footsteps echoing against the linoleum that always felt slightly damp even when the air was dry. Years of mopped floors and wet shoes had seeped into the material until dampness had become part of its nature.

Jisoo kicked a crushed energy drink can near Unit 3D, sending it skittering down the hallway. It rattled against the baseboard, spinning like a metallic insect trying to right itself.

“Wanna come over?” Jisoo asked, not turning around. Her invitations always sounded like an announcement, decisions she’d already made, even if you declined. “I’m editing that short film for class. The one I’ve been avoiding for three weeks because every time I open it, I feel personally attacked by my own creative choices. I need a second opinion that isn’t a YouTube comment or that TikTok shit.”

My first impulse was the one I practiced to near perfection, to decline. I kept a whole library of polite excuses ready at any moment, like reading to do, a headache forming, or plans I had forgotten until now. It wasn’t because I didn’t want to spend time with Jisoo, because I did want to spend time with her. It was the cost of it, the social energy I kept limited, the little I had left every day and how much I could spare.

But Jisoo was different. She didn’t drain me. She ran alongside me, filling the silence with noise that didn’t demand anything, and she made space without asking.

“Sure,” I said. “Just for a bit.”

Jisoo’s apartment, Unit 3F, felt like stepping into another world. Where my space was quiet and bare, Jisoo’s was flooded. Every surface had something. Posters covered the walls of Korean horror, J-horror, Thai horror, Chinese horror, and American cult classics. Some overlapped at the edges, curling where the tape surrendered itself. 

A Bong Joon-ho print hung above the desk with four thumbtacks that suggested temporary placement, though it clearly had been there for months. A brittle Tomie poster from a Junji Ito manga series clung to the bedroom door. I’m also a huge fan of Junji Ito. Who couldn’t be? And of course, a framed photo of Gong Yoo on her desk with heart shapes and I love you scribbles on the glass. She never stopped talking about how she was going to marry him. It always made me laugh.

The floor was a map of creative procrastination, with notebooks, camera cards, tangled chargers, a scarf abandoned mid-winter, empty ramen cups, and a half-open bag of shrimp chips near the TV stand.

“I swear I cleaned last week,” Jisoo said, stepping over a pile of notes. “Don’t sit on the purple cushion. I spilled yogurt on it. Possibly last month...”

“Geez, that’s horrifying,” I said, lowering myself onto the beige cushion. 

Despite myself, my shoulders loosened up. There was comfort in this chaos, not the mess itself, but the proof of life it represented. Someone lived here, fully, loudly, and imperfectly. I really loved that about Jisoo.

“Okay, let me show you. Watch carefully and with an open mind.” Jisoo woke her laptop and hit play.

The short film flickered to life in black-and-white footage, a little underexposed. A girl was walking through a house she grew less familiar with. There was no dialogue, only low sound design that felt like something breathing behind the walls. Cuts landed like interruptions rather than transitions. The girl searched for something she couldn’t name. A shadow appeared behind her. Her eyes widened. Just before she could turn, the shadow slit her throat with a box cutter, and blood splashed onto the lens.

When it ended, I was completely silent.

“Do you want honesty or support?” I asked.

“Both,” Jisoo said, biting a cracker she produced from her hoodie pocket. “But support first.”

“It’s full of character,” I said. That part was true—I wasn’t lying.

“I can hear the but from here.”

“It needs more build. You have tension in the middle, but the ending lands softer than it should.”

Jisoo sighed, the sound she made when someone handed her a truthful comment she already knew was a negative. “That’s my whole creative identity. I build the structure. I never finish it right.”

“It’s a bold artistic choice,” I said.

“You’re painfully diplomatic,” Jisoo said, smiling anyway. She flopped backwards on the floor, placing an arm over her eyes. “It needs a moment. It needs something that ties the whole thing together.”

I
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