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Chapter 1 - The Room
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She passed the room by accident.

The door was open just enough to suggest it was meant to be closed. Inside, the light was dim and wrong, the kind that flattens faces and hides corners. She would have kept walking if she hadn’t noticed the stillness. Not calm—arranged.

A person sat in the center of the room.

Not tied. Not restrained. Just placed.

They sat on a low chair with their hands resting on their thighs, palms down, fingers straight. Their back was rigid, chin lifted at an angle that suggested instruction rather than comfort. They were dressed neatly, almost carefully, in clothes that didn’t belong to any style or place. Clean enough to be intentional. Blank enough to erase.

Two people stood nearby, speaking in low voices. Neither addressed the person in the chair. They adjusted their posture instead. A shoulder pushed back. A chin corrected. When the person blinked too often, one of them tapped the table once. The blinking stopped.

She felt the urge to apologize—for seeing. For interrupting.

The person’s eyes shifted then. Just slightly. Not to her face. To the floor beside her shoes.

That was worse.

Because it meant they had seen her.

She kept walking. She didn’t know why. Her legs moved as if the decision had already been made for her. The hallway swallowed her, the sound of her steps too loud, too alive. She didn’t look back.

Behind her, the door closed.

Softly. Like nothing inside needed air.
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Chapter 2 - Same Position
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They were good to her.

That was the worst part.

She had met them a few weeks earlier, through the club—something casual, social, harmless. Wine after meetings. Group chats filled with jokes, complaints about work, shared photos of dinners and pets. They remembered her name. Asked where she was from. Laughed at the right moments. She liked them. She had told herself that meant something.

When she brought it up—carefully, casually—it was during drinks. Someone had ordered another round. Someone else was talking about a holiday they were planning together.

“There was a room,” she said, keeping her voice light. “Down the hallway. I think I walked past it by mistake.”

No one stopped smiling.

“Oh,” one of them said. “You saw that.”

The way they said it made her stomach drop. Not defensive. Not confused. Familiar.

Another leaned in, lowering their voice like they were sharing gossip. “It’s nothing. Don’t make it strange.”

“Nothing?” she repeated, too quickly.

They exchanged a look. Amused. Fond. The kind people share when someone new hasn’t learned the rules yet.

“He’s not a person,” someone said gently, as if correcting a misunderstanding. “Not in the way you mean.”

Someone else laughed. “God, that sounds awful when you say it like that.”

“But true,” another added.

They moved on. To work. To relationships. To something funny someone had posted earlier. The conversation flowed around her, warm and easy. No tension. No secrecy. Just... acceptance.

Later, when she went to the bathroom, she passed the corridor again.

The door was open.

The person was still there.

Same position. Same chair. Eyes forward. Waiting.

One of her friends stood beside them, scrolling on their phone with one hand, adjusting the person’s sleeve with the other. Absent. Familiar. Like fixing a crooked picture frame.

The person didn’t react.

Not when she entered.

Not when she froze.

Only when her friend looked up and smiled.

“Don’t worry,” they said. “We take good care of it.”
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Chapter 3 - Don’t Stare
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She told herself she wouldn’t look again.

But when she passed the corridor the next evening, the door was open in exactly the same way. As if it hadn’t been closed at all—only paused.

The person was still there.

Same chair. Same posture. But something was wrong.

Their head was tilted a fraction lower than before. Not enough to be noticeable. Just enough to change the line of the neck. Their hands rested on their thighs as instructed, but the fingers were no longer perfectly straight. One of them had curled inward, pressing into the fabric like it was trying to hold on.

She stood in the doorway.

This time, the eyes lifted.

Fully.

They met hers for less than a second before dropping again, but it was enough. Too deliberate to be a mistake. Too fast to be accidental. Her chest tightened as if she’d been caught doing something forbidden.

A voice behind her made her flinch.

“You shouldn’t stare.”

She turned. One of the group members stood there, relaxed, holding a glass. Not angry. Not alarmed. Mildly amused.

“It confuses it,” they said. “We’ve noticed.”

“I wasn’t—” she started, then stopped.

The person’s mouth moved.

Barely.

Not a word. Not sound. Just the shape of one. Practiced. Careful. Like they were afraid of getting it wrong.

The group member sighed softly and stepped forward. They placed two fingers under the person’s chin and lifted it—not to face them, but away from her.

“No,” they said. Calm. Firm. “Not like that.”

The mouth closed.

The eyes stayed open.

She noticed then how wet they were. How focused. How awake.

“Does it talk?” she asked, her voice thin.

The group member smiled. “It tries.”

They let go of the chin. The head stayed where it had been placed.

“Sometimes it forgets what it is.”

The person’s hand twitched.

Just once.

Then stillness again.

As she walked away, her phone buzzed. A message in the group chat.

«Hope you’re settling in!

You’ll get used to things here. Everyone does.»

Behind her, very softly, she thought she heard a sound.

Not a word.

A breath, held too long.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4 - Three Times
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She didn’t plan it.

She only meant to grab her coat. The others were still in the kitchen, laughing, arguing about music, the normal noise of people who belonged. The corridor was empty. The door stood open wider than before.

The room was unoccupied.

Except for them.

No one corrected the posture. No one adjusted the light. The hum in the room felt louder without voices to soften it. The person sat exactly as before, but the stillness was different now—strained, waiting.

She stepped inside.

The door did not close behind her.

For a moment, nothing happened. Then the person’s chest rose. Fell. Slower than it should have been. Their eyes lifted carefully, tracking her as if she might disappear if they moved too fast.

She didn’t speak.

Neither did they.

Their right hand twitched. Not random. Repeated. Once. Pause. Twice. Pause. The fingers tapped against the fabric of their thigh, not hard enough to make sound.

Three times.

She stared at it, her mind scrambling for meaning. A habit. A reflex. A mistake.

The hand stopped.

The person looked at the door.

Then back at her.

Slowly, deliberately, they shifted one finger—just enough to trace a short line into their own skin. Not scratching. Pressing. Leaving a pale mark that lingered.

A direction.

Her breath caught.

“No,” she whispered before she knew why. Not to them. To herself.

The person shook their head.

Once.

So small it barely existed.

They lifted their chin a fraction and opened their mouth.

This time, sound came out.

Not a word.

Air, shaped carefully around something that had been practiced in silence.

“—don’t.”

It was almost nothing. Almost not there.

Footsteps in the corridor.

The person straightened instantly. Hand flat. Chin up. Eyes blank. The room reset itself.

Someone appeared in the doorway, smiling.

“There you are,” they said. “We were wondering where you went.”

They glanced at the chair. Satisfied.

“Everything alright?”

She nodded.

Behind her, unseen, the person’s fingers pressed into their thigh again.

Three times.
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