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      Allister is not a story meant to be comfortable. It is meant to be raw. Unflinching. To put you inside a mind that has been tested, broken, and rebuilt in ways most of us can’t imagine.

      Allister is a boy who has endured what no one should—years of abuse, neglect, and isolation. When he arrives at Greenwood Ridge, a place that seems alive in ways both terrifying and beautiful, the lines between perception and reality blur. Hallways shift. Shadows breathe. Memories twist. And yet, through the chaos, Allister is not merely surviving—he is learning, observing, and claiming power over what once held him captive.

      Greenwood Ridge itself is more than a setting. It is a living entity, a lattice of memory and pain, a repository of the echoes of those who came before. It watches, it listens, it responds. And in its resonance, Allister discovers a truth that is both horrifying and liberating: survival is not just physical—it is perception, awareness, and the courage to confront the fractures within.

      This novel asks you to walk alongside Allister through corridors that loop, rooms that repeat, and memories that refuse to remain past. You will encounter fear, confusion, and moments of clarity that feel almost too real. You will see the world through the lens of someone who has learned to navigate trauma with precision and ferocity.

      At its core, Allister is about resilience. About listening. About choosing—to act, to see, to reclaim yourself when the world has tried to erase you. It is about the thin line between chaos and control, between madness and understanding, and the strange power that lies in learning to survive by perceiving the truth beneath it all.

      I wrote this story because I wanted to explore what it truly means to be aware, to endure, and to face the shadows—both inside and outside of ourselves. I hope you read carefully. I hope you pay attention to the echoes. And I hope, in the end, you feel what it is to truly see.
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        Greenwood Ridge State Psychiatric Facility

        Adolescent Stabilization Unit

        INTAKE DOCUMENTATION

      

      

      Patient: ALLISTER [REDACTED]

      Age: 16

      Date of Admission: [REDACTED]

      Referring Party: County Behavioral Health Crisis Response

      

      Reason for Hold: Acute behavioral dysregulation following home incident. Threat to self. Threat to others. Property destruction. Noncompliance with verbal de-escalation.

      

      Summary:

      Patient presented with heightened agitation, verbal aggression, and refusal to cooperate with staff directives. Patient exhibited rapid escalation when denied access to personal effects. Patient required physical intervention for safety. Patient continues to display oppositional behavior and limited insight.

      

      Recommendations:

      Immediate placement on structured milieu. Medication evaluation. Continuous observation per protocol. Restrict privileges pending stabilization.

      

      Notes:

      Patient reports history of abuse. Claims “people in the house” and “something watching.” Reports nightmares. Denies hallucinations when questioned directly. Affect labile. Speech pressured. Eye contact inconsistent. Hygiene adequate.

      

      Patient to remain on 72-hour hold pending evaluation.

      

      Signed:

      Dr. Keene, Clinical Director

      Nurse Rourke, Charge Nurse

      Officer [REDACTED], County Transport

      

      They write it like your pain is a stain they can scrub out with the right words.

      “Acute behavioral dysregulation.” Like a broken appliance. Like a circuit that sparked and caused a nuisance in someone else’s clean, quiet kitchen. They pin you to the page with ink and abbreviations and pretend the page is the whole story.

      Allister’s name sits there, squared off and bracketed and partially erased. Even his identity is treated like a liability.

      Nobody writes what happened before the “incident.” Before the shouting. Before the thing he did with his hands, the thing that made adults finally stop talking over him and start moving fast like he’d turned into a fire.

      Nobody writes about years of being trained to flinch.

      Nobody writes about the way a teenager can learn silence so deeply it becomes muscle memory, a reflex, a religious rule. Don’t speak. Don’t interrupt. Don’t make yourself a problem. Be small. Be easy. Be thankful.

      And then one day you can’t.

      One day, your body decides it’s had enough of being somebody else’s storage unit for fear.

      It starts with something stupid. Something normal. A voice in a doorway. A question that isn’t really a question.

      What’s wrong with you?

      Allister can’t even remember what the words were exactly, just the tone. The tone that carries the whole history without saying it. The tone that tells him he’s already guilty, that the only choice left is whether he’s going to apologize or get punished first.

      His brain does the thing it always does. It scans. It tracks exits. It calculates distances. It tries to predict the next movement like it’s a weather report. His body is ready before his thoughts are.

      And then something inside him snaps and it’s not clean or cinematic. It’s messy. It’s humiliating. It’s a kid trying to breathe through a throat that keeps tightening like a fist.

      He hears himself, that’s the worst part. He hears the sound come out of him, too big and too raw, like an animal noise. He hears furniture scraping. He hears a door slam. He hears something break.

      He also hears laughter. Not from him.

      His hands are shaking. His vision is tunneled. The room is both too bright and too far away. His mouth tastes like metal.

      Somewhere underneath everything, a calm part of him is watching it happen and thinking: This will be used against you.

      The first person who touches him doesn’t touch gently. That matters. It tells his body the truth before anyone’s mouth can lie about it.

      Hands on his arms. Hard. A grip that doesn’t ask. A grip that says you are a thing we can move.

      Allister thrashes. Not because he wants to hurt anyone. Because he wants distance. Because every cell in him is screaming that proximity is danger. That being pinned is a memory, and memories don’t care what year it is.

      They call it “intervention.”

      He calls it the same thing he’s always called it, privately, in the place behind his ribs where he keeps words nobody can steal.

      Here we go again.

      By the time the crisis team arrives, he’s already exhausted. He’s already cried himself empty without meaning to. His face is wet and hot, his throat ripped raw. He’s sitting on the floor, back against the wall, knees pulled to his chest like he’s trying to fold into nothing.

      They talk around him. Over him. To each other, in professional voices.

      He tries to follow the conversation but it keeps slipping, like his brain is coated in oil.

      “She says he came at her.”

      “He threatened to⁠—”

      “History of trauma. He says⁠—”

      “Okay, buddy. We’re here to help.”

      Help is a word that has gotten sharp.

      Help has teeth.

      They ask him if he wants to hurt himself. They ask him if he wants to hurt others. He stares at them because the answers don’t fit in a yes or no. The answers are a whole life. The answers are: I want everything to stop. I want to sleep without being chased. I want to open my eyes and not immediately feel like the world is about to hit me.

      He says, “I just want it to stop.”

      Someone nods like he said something expected.

      Someone writes it down like it’s a symptom.

      They put him in transport at night.

      The van smells like rubber and disinfectant, the kind that tries to scrub away humanity. The interior is bright in an ugly way, a white light that has no warmth. There are hard seats bolted to the floor and a barrier between him and the front, like he’s cargo.

      Allister sits with his hands in his lap and tries not to shake. When the shaking comes anyway, he tucks his fingers under his thighs like he can pin himself into stillness.

      A county officer sits across from him, watching like the job is less about safety and more about containment. The officer’s face isn’t cruel, exactly. It’s worse than cruel. It’s blank.

      Blank means he is not a person to them. Blank means he is a procedure.

      The van moves. The streetlights slide across the window in slow, repeating bars, like the world is already putting him behind something.

      The officer says, “You calm now?”

      Allister swallows. His mouth is dry. His tongue feels too big for his teeth. He forces himself to nod.

      “Good,” the officer says, like Allister has done something admirable.

      Allister stares at the officer’s boots instead of his eyes. Boots mean ground. Boots mean reality. Boots mean something solid when your brain is trying to detach.

      The road noise becomes a kind of lullaby, not soothing, but hypnotic. He starts counting the turns. One. Two. Three. He tries to keep track of where they are, because knowing locations used to help. Knowing where the nearest door was. Knowing which floorboard creaked. Knowing which hallway meant trouble.

      But after a while, he can’t keep the map straight. He doesn’t know where they are. He doesn’t know how long they’ve been driving. The van’s interior has no clock. The windows are tinted, like the world doesn’t want him to see it.

      Allister’s eyelids feel heavy. The exhaustion is absolute. It makes him angry, because exhaustion is the body’s betrayal. Sleep means vulnerability.

      He keeps his eyes open anyway.

      Then he hears it.

      Not outside. Inside.

      A soft, thin sound, almost like someone dragging a fingertip along glass.

      He lifts his head slowly, like fast movement might trigger something he can’t control. He listens again.

      The officer notices. “What?”

      Allister hesitates. If he says the wrong thing, it becomes part of the file. It becomes a symptom. It becomes a diagnosis. It becomes a reason they can do anything they want to him while calling it treatment.

      He says, “Nothing.”

      The sound comes again. Like a whisper trying not to be heard.

      Allister’s gaze slides to the vent above the rear door. A small metal grate, screwed tight, painted the same sterile color as everything else.

      The sound isn’t coming from the van’s engine. It isn’t wind. It isn’t the road.

      It’s like breathing.

      He forces himself to look away. He focuses on the officer’s boots again. He counts the scuffs, the cracks in the leather, the dried mud in the tread. He counts because counting is control and control is survival.

      Still, the sensation crawls up the back of his neck like insects.

      He presses his tongue to the roof of his mouth until it hurts, grounding himself in pain he can name.

      A sign flashes by outside. Greenwood Ridge. The letters are lit, like they want to look welcoming. Like a theme park. Like a joke.

      The facility rises out of the night when they turn onto the driveway. It’s not gothic. It doesn’t need to be. It’s worse because it looks like every other building people drive past and forget. Flat, brick, long windows, security lights. Functional architecture that has seen too many people come in and not enough leave.

      The parking lot is mostly empty, but there are cameras everywhere. Black domes. Quiet watchers.

      They pull up to a side entrance, not the main. An intake door with a small overhang and a keypad. The officer gets out. Cold air rushes in, sharp and wet, and Allister’s skin tightens.

      Two staff come out with a gurney even though he’s walking, even though he can walk. It’s not about practicality. It’s about options. It’s about them bringing a threat into the scene so your body understands the hierarchy immediately.

      Inside, the air is too warm. Too dry. The building smells like old carpet soaked and dried and soaked again. Like chemicals. Like something sweet trying to rot under bleach.

      The intake area is fluorescent and bright. The light flattens everyone’s face, makes them look tired and wrong. The walls are painted a calm color that feels like a lie.

      A nurse with a tight ponytail and tired eyes takes one look at him and doesn’t smile. She doesn’t need to. Smiles are for people you plan on treating like people.

      “Allister,” she says, not asking. “Shoes off.”

      He does it.

      “Belongings,” she says.

      He hands over his hoodie. His wallet. A cheap necklace he keeps under his shirt. A crumpled piece of paper in his pocket that has a phone number on it he hasn’t called yet.

      The nurse bags everything in a clear plastic sack like he’s evidence.

      “You’ll get it back when you discharge,” she says.

      When. Not if.

      That word should comfort him. It doesn’t.

      A woman in a blazer appears with a clipboard. She’s not a doctor. She’s not a nurse. Her badge says ADMIN. She has the posture of someone who hasn’t been touched in anger in a long time.

      “Can you confirm your full name and date of birth?” she asks.

      Allister opens his mouth and nothing comes out at first. The words feel stuck behind his teeth, caught on the taste of what happened at home. Caught on the sound of laughter. Caught on the sensation of hands grabbing him without permission.

      He forces the information out.

      She writes it down like she’s filling out a warranty card.

      “Any allergies?”

      He shakes his head.

      “Do you experience hallucinations?”

      He hesitates. Not because he hears voices. Not because he sees monsters in mirrors. Because sometimes, in the dark, when he’s almost asleep, he sees his past like it’s happening again. Because sometimes, his body reacts to a shadow like it’s a fist.

      If he says yes, it becomes a label they can slap on him like duct tape. If he says no, they’ll decide he’s lying.

      He says, “No.”

      The admin woman doesn’t look convinced or unconvinced. She just checks a box.

      “Any history of self-harm?”

      Allister’s throat tightens.

      The nurse watches him like a guard.

      Allister says, “I don’t know.”

      The admin woman pauses, pen hovering. “That’s not an answer.”

      Allister stares at the floor. The tile has tiny cracks filled with dirt that no one scrubs out. The building’s flaws embedded right into the foundation.

      He says, “Yes.”

      Another checkmark. Another neat little box.

      They take his vitals. They ask him questions that feel like traps. They ask him to rate his mood on a scale of one to ten. Like grief is measurable. Like terror has a number.

      They bring him to a small exam room and tell him to change into facility scrubs. The nurse doesn’t leave. She stands near the door with her arms crossed, watching.

      Allister’s cheeks burn.

      “This is procedure,” she says, like procedure makes shame disappear.

      He changes anyway, turning his body slightly, trying to keep himself from feeling too exposed. His skin feels like it doesn’t belong to him under her stare. His scars feel louder. Every mark feels like a confession.

      When he’s done, she says, “Hold out your arms.”

      He does.

      She checks his wrists. His forearms. His shoulders. She looks at his skin like she’s scanning for damage on a used car.

      “Any fresh injuries?”

      Allister shakes his head.

      She looks at him for a long moment, like she’s deciding what kind of problem he’s going to be. Then she writes something down.

      “All right,” she says. “Welcome to Greenwood Ridge.”

      Welcome.

      A word people put on banners.

      A word that means: you’re ours now.

      They lead him down a hallway that is too long. The floor squeaks in certain places. The lights buzz. The air vents hum with a low, constant sound that makes his teeth feel strange.

      As they walk, he passes closed doors. Some have small windows. Some have no windows at all. He sees glimpses inside a few rooms. A teenager sitting on a bed, staring at a wall like the wall is playing a movie. A boy pacing in circles, hands fluttering like he’s trying to shake something off. A girl with her knees up, face buried, shoulders trembling.

      Nobody looks up. Nobody makes eye contact. It’s like they’ve all learned the same rule.

      If you look, you become real.

      If you become real, you become vulnerable.

      A heavy door opens ahead with a click, then a thunk, like a jaw.

      The nurse gestures him through.

      The unit smells different. More bodies. More antiseptic. More old sweat trapped in fabric furniture that has absorbed too much human panic.

      A common room sits under harsh light. A TV mounted behind thick plastic plays a show with canned laughter that feels obscene in this place.

      A staff member behind a desk looks up. He has a friendly face. The kind of face that belongs in a brochure. His smile is too smooth, too practiced.

      “New admit,” the nurse says.

      The man’s smile widens. “Hey, buddy. I’m Bram. We’re gonna take good care of you.”

      Allister’s stomach turns.

      Buddy is a word people use when they want to sound safe.

      Allister doesn’t respond.

      Bram doesn’t mind. “You hungry? Thirsty? We can get you a snack.”

      Allister is hungry. His body is aching with it. But hunger makes you dependent. Hunger makes you accept.

      “I’m fine,” he says.

      Bram’s smile doesn’t change, but something behind his eyes tightens, just a little, like a strap.

      “Okay,” Bram says. “We’ll get you settled.”

      They walk past the common room, past a hallway where the sound of a distant sob leaks like a slow drip. Past a set of double doors with a sign that says STAFF ONLY.

      Allister’s eyes catch on another sign, partly peeled off the wall. A shadow of older letters beneath the new paint, like the building has been renamed over and over to keep people from noticing it’s the same thing underneath.

      The nurse stops at a room.

      “This is yours,” she says. “You have a roommate, but he’s in group right now.”

      Allister steps in.

      The room is small, two beds, thin mattresses, a bolted desk, a narrow window that doesn’t open more than a crack. The glass is reinforced. The blinds are plastic. Everything is designed to be hard to break, hard to use, hard to turn into anything else.

      A camera sits in the corner of the ceiling, a dark eye.

      Allister freezes.

      He looks at the nurse. “There’s a camera.”

      She doesn’t blink. “For safety.”

      Of course it’s for safety. Everything is.

      Allister stands there, scrubs hanging on him like a costume, bare feet on cold floor, and he feels the last of his outside life getting peeled away.

      The nurse points to the bed closest to the door. “That one’s yours.”

      Of course it is. Closest to the door. Closest to the staff’s control. Closest to being watched.

      “Allister,” Bram says softly, like he’s talking to a skittish animal, “we just need you to follow the program. Okay?”

      Allister stares at the bedframe. The metal is painted over, thickly, like someone tried to bury the fact that it’s old. The mattress has a plastic sheen under the sheet. He imagines sweat soaking into it anyway. He imagines other kids lying here, staring up at the same ceiling, listening to the same vents.

      He can’t stop thinking about the vent sound in the van. The breathing. The whisper.

      His chest tightens again.

      The nurse steps toward him. “We’re going to do medication in fifteen. You’ll be expected to take it.”

      Allister’s pulse kicks. His body wants to run. There’s nowhere to run.

      “What is it?” he asks.

      “It’s to help,” she says, tired, like she’s said it a thousand times.

      Help. Help. Help.

      He nods like he understands.

      Bram claps his hands softly. “All right, let’s get you oriented. Show you the unit, get you on the schedule.”

      Allister follows because not following gets you punished and he knows the rules even when nobody says them. He knows how institutions work. He’s lived in smaller ones inside his own home.

      As they step back into the hall, Allister glances up at the ceiling vent outside his room. It’s the same kind of metal grate. Screwed down. Painted clean.

      For a second, he swears he sees something dark behind it. Not a shape. Not a face. Just a deeper darkness than the rest.

      Then the light flickers.

      Just once.

      Like a blink.

      Allister keeps walking anyway, because stopping makes you interesting.

      But his skin won’t stop prickling.

      He can feel the building the way you can feel someone standing too close behind you in line. He can feel it learning his rhythm, cataloging him like the forms did.

      There’s a moment, right before they turn the corner, when he hears it again.

      A thin, soft sound, like a fingertip dragged along glass.

      This time it feels closer.

      This time it feels pleased.

      Allister swallows hard and tells himself the one thing he has left, the one promise that isn’t written on a form or signed by a stranger.

      He isn’t crazy.

      He isn’t.

      And if something in this place wants him to become that, it’s going to have to work harder than the people who raised him.

      Because he has survived worse than fluorescent lights.

      He has survived worse than locked doors.

      He has survived people who smiled while hurting him and called it love.

      Greenwood Ridge can try.

      The building can breathe all it wants.

      Allister will not give it the satisfaction of breaking quietly.
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      The first thing Greenwood Ridge teaches you is that time doesn’t belong to you anymore.

      Not the hour. Not the minute. Not even the little seconds your brain tries to hoard when it panics. Time here is a schedule taped to a wall behind plexiglass. Time is the sound of keys. Time is a cart squeaking down a hallway. Time is a voice saying line up like you’re a problem being sorted.

      Allister stands in the corridor outside his assigned room, barefoot in scrubs that itch along the seams, and watches the unit breathe.

      It’s not poetic breathing. It’s mechanical.

      The vents sigh in steady intervals, pushing out warm air that smells faintly like bleach and old carpet and somebody else’s mouth. The fluorescent lights hum overhead like insects that never die. Every surface feels designed to withstand a person. Like the building expects you to try.

      Bram, the friendly staff guy with the brochure smile, keeps talking as they walk. His voice is soft, casual, the kind people use when they’re trying to make a place feel safe.

      “This is the dayroom,” Bram says, gesturing like a tour guide.

      A cluster of couches sit under a TV bolted behind thick plastic. The show playing is loud, bright, filled with laughter that lands wrong in here. The laughter doesn’t warm the room. It just reminds you what warmth sounds like when it’s fake.

      A few teenagers linger around the edges. Not clustered
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