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​Harry never thought of himself as strange.

​Twenty-four years old, a web designer at a small but ambitious studio, living in a rented apartment in a quiet neighborhood with reliable high-speed internet. He had a monitor wide enough to keep a client’s website layout open on one side and his favorite game launcher on the other. Life was arranged neatly, without a single wrinkle—like a well-designed interface where everything was in its place.

​He grew up in an ordinary family. His father, Victor, was an industrial engineer—a man of few words, as reliable as an old General Electric refrigerator: always there, always a little cold inside. His mother, Grace, taught high school math. She could solve any equation but rarely asked how her son was doing—not out of coldness, it simply never occurred to her that such questions needed to be asked. On weekends, they drove to their summer cabin. On holidays, the relatives gathered. No one drank too much; no one screamed in the night.

​In college, Harry found three friends—Jack, Max, and Dylan. Not the greatest friends in the world, not the deepest people, but they were real. With them, it was easy to be silent without awkwardness and to laugh without explanation. Then there was Chloe—the girl he dated for nearly two years. She studied marketing, listened to jazz, kept cacti on her windowsills, and told Harry he was too serious for his age. He didn’t know if that was a compliment or not. Probably both.

​And then there was the game.

​Meridian Online—a strategy-RPG where he had spent three years. His handle—GH_Architect—was ranked in the global top ten for urban planning scenarios. He built virtual cities: mapped out streets, calculated district logistics, and debated where to place a marketplace so the citizens wouldn’t waste time commuting. It was beautiful. It followed rules. Every decision had a measurable consequence, and the algorithm honestly displayed the data: how happy the residents were, how efficient the infrastructure was.

​In real life, nothing worked that way.

​He and Chloe broke up in February. It wasn’t a scandal, and there was no infidelity. At one point, she simply said she felt lonely standing right next to him. That he was disappearing more often—not from the apartment, but into himself, somewhere she couldn’t follow.

​“You aren’t even here right now,” she said, standing in the hallway with her bag. “You’re looking at me, but you’re thinking about your city blocks.”

​He wanted to argue. But she was right—at that exact moment, he was mentally solving a complex traffic cloverleaf in the northern sector of his city. He said nothing. She left.

​That night, he played until dawn.

​A few weeks later, he started hearing the voice. At first, it was barely audible, like a whisper in the next room. Short phrases he dismissed as fatigue. He would look around. The apartment was empty. Only the faint hum of his PC tower. The layout on the screen.

​Harry turned off the monitor and sat in the dark for a long time. Then, he made an appointment with a psychologist.

​Part Two: Dr. Miller

​He found him through an online portal: a 4.9 rating, seven years of practice, specializing in anxiety disorders and internal conflicts. The photo showed a man in his mid-forties, wearing thin-rimmed glasses, with a face that knew how to listen. That was exactly how Harry perceived him: not as a person or a professional, but as a face that knew how to listen.

​His name was Dr. Andrew Miller.

​The office was small and intentionally cozy: a soft armchair, a warm floor lamp, and blinds on the window through which filtered light bled in. No clinical smell, no sterility. Just a quiet room where it was easy to talk.

​“Tell me what’s troubling you,” Dr. Miller said.

​“The voice,” Harry replied. “I sometimes hear a voice. When I’m alone. It says things about being tired, or that I’m okay, or not okay. I know how that sounds.”

​“It sounds like someone who has spent too much time talking only to himself,” the psychologist replied calmly. “Tell me about your life. Not the voice—the life.”

​And Harry told him. About work, about the game, about Chloe. Dr. Miller listened without interrupting, occasionally making notes in a leather-bound notebook.

​“You create spaces,” he said finally. “In your work, in your
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