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Mark wasn’t the same anymore. He’d changed. There was something wrong about his friend’s eyes, that James couldn’t quite put his finger on at first. That was where he’d noticed the initial change. Mark’s eyes weren’t glowing, or bloodshot, or anything dramatic like that. They were just wrong. It was like Mark was looking through things instead of at them, as if the world had become a thin veil that he was slowly losing interest in.

And there was the way that Mark would just sit there, silent, brooding. It was unnerving. James was used to Mark’s robust energy, his constant chatter. But he had gone so quiet lately. No longer talkative, no longer laughing. He just sat there, staring at nothing. A shell of who he’d been. 

James had known Mark for years; they had been childhood best friends. After graduating high school, they’d spent a few years apart. Mark had gone abroad, and James had gotten a job at his father’s mechanic shop. When Mark had come back to town, they’d decided to rent an apartment together. And things had been good at first. 

“Mark?” James asked one night, as they sat together in the living room. The lights were dimmed, a movie playing on the TV. Their empty takeout boxes littered the coffee table in front of them, the room smelling faintly of ginger, and orange chicken. “You okay, man?” 

James stared at his friend, waiting for a response. But aside from the movie playing on TV, all he could hear was the low hum of the refrigerator. Mark didn’t respond. He stared at the movie, with a blank expression. 

“Mark, did you hear me?” 

Mark blinked, then turned to look at him. He smiled a second too late. “Yeah. Just tired.”

But James knew that that wasn’t true. Mark barely slept anymore. 

James heard him pacing at night, footsteps circling the apartment until dawn. Sometimes there were sounds, too. Wet, choking noises – like someone swallowing something they shouldn’t. James told himself it was stress. Or illness. Or maybe drugs. There must be some kind of explanation for this. He’d stay in his room, refusing to go out there and investigate. A small part of him almost didn’t want to know the cause of the unusual noises; Mark had begun to scare him. 

And then one day, Mark stopped eating. He still ordered food from their favourite Chinese restaurant, and bought groceries every week. But instead of eating his food, Mark would push it around his plate, giving the illusion that he was eating. But no food passed his lips. None of the food disappeared, and at the end of each meal, Mark would either stick his leftovers in the fridge, or toss them out. Meat made him especially visibly uncomfortable. The smell of it seemed to irritate him, like smoke in his lungs.

“You’re losing weight,” James said, noting the way that Mark’s clothes hung off him. His ribs were more prominent, face gaunt. “You’re thinner.” 

“Yeah.” Mark’s smile widened. Too wide. “I don’t need to eat much anymore.”

That night, James woke up to whispering. It wasn’t words, but rather, eery sounds. Soft clicks and rapid breaths, coming from the living room. James lay there in his bed, listening to the unusual sounds. He wondered what was making them, though he had a creeping suspicion that he knew the answer. This time, instead of staying in his room, James decided to go out there and investigate. He cracked his bedroom door open a few inches, and peered out into the dark. The noise was louder. 

James walked as quietly as he could down the hallway, staying in the shadows. His eyes easily adjusted to the dark, as James stood there. Watching, listening. James stared at Mark. His roommate was crouched by the window, his back bent at an unnatural angle. Mark’s shadow on the wall didn’t match his shape. It stretched, jagged and long, like something with too many joints. James could hear the whispering continue, the clicking loud in the otherwise quiet room. 

“Mark?” James whispered.

The whispering stopped. Mark turned slowly. His eyes reflected the streetlight like an animal’s. Though Mark’s eyes still held that eerie emptiness, James saw no malice in his friend’s face. He still looked human, mostly. 

“Go back to sleep,” Mark
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