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Chapter 1: The Late Worker
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Oliver Kensington stared at his screen. The numbers blurred. He rubbed his eyes and leaned back.

Nine thirty PM. The office was empty.

He had been at Mercer Solutions for three months. Fresh out of college, twenty-four years old, no family nearby. He needed this job. His boss, Vance, noticed hard work. So Oliver worked late. Every night.

The sales team was competitive. Four other juniors, all fighting for the same promotion. Oliver had one advantage: he stayed when others left.

Tonight, he was building a client proposal. Spreadsheets, emails, follow-ups. Mindless work. But necessary.

He reached for his coffee. Cold. He put it down.

That was when he heard it.

A voice. Small. High. A child's voice, whispering.

Oliver froze. His hand hovered over the keyboard.

He listened. Nothing. Just the hum of the computers.

He told himself it was next door. The company on the eighth floor had visitors sometimes. Kids, maybe. It was nothing.

He went back to work.

Twenty minutes later, it came again. Closer this time. Not a whisper anymore—words he couldn't understand. But definitely a child.

Oliver looked toward the hallway. Dark. Silent.

He checked his phone. No notifications. No reason for anyone to be here.

He stood up. Walked to the hallway. Listened.

Silence.

He shook his head. "Next door," he said aloud. His own voice sounded strange in the empty room.

He went back to his desk. Kept working. But his fingers moved slower.

At ten PM, he packed up and left. The building was quiet. The elevator hummed. The lobby was empty.

On the street, he looked up at the eighth floor. Dark. The ninth floor—his floor—dark too.

He told himself it was nothing.

He almost believed it.
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Chapter 2: The Water in the Break Room
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Two days later, Oliver worked late again.

Wednesday. Ten PM. Same empty office. Same humming computers.

He was deep in a spreadsheet when he heard it.

The child's voice. But this time—it was close.

Oliver turned his head. No one. His desk was in a corner. Behind him was a row of empty cubicles. To his left, the wall. To his right, the aisle to the break room.

The voice came from his left. From the empty cubicle beside him.

He stood up. Walked around the cubicle wall. Empty.

Then he heard water.

Running water. From the break room.

Someone had turned on the faucet.

Oliver walked toward the break room. His footsteps were loud on the carpet. The water kept running.

He reached the doorway.

The room was empty. The faucet was off. The sink was dry.

But the floor was wet.

A large puddle spread from the sink across the tiles. Water dripped from the counter. And in the corner—

Shoes.

Small shoes. Children's shoes. Red and blue. Wet. Standing in the puddle as if someone had just stepped out of them.

Oliver stared.

He took a step closer. The shoes were real. The water was real. He could smell it—tap water, faint chlorine.

He picked up one shoe. Small. Maybe a seven-year-old's size. The sole was wet. The fabric was soaked.

He looked around. No child. No sound. Just the drip of water from the counter.

He put the shoe down.

Then he ran.

He didn't stop until he was on the street. He stood outside the building, breathing hard, watching the ninth floor.

Dark. Silent.

He walked home. Didn't look back.
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