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Most people clock into work expecting boredom.
Maybe frustration.
Maybe the slow decay of their soul under fluorescent lighting.
I got something else entirely.
I got the strange hum beneath the carpet tiles.
The printer that said my name.
The cubicles that rearranged themselves like predators stalking prey.
The break room that waited until the lights went out to reveal its true nature.
The HR department that seemed a little too eager to collect... souls.
The truth is, this book wasn’t supposed to exist.
It grew—slowly, stubbornly—out of years of surviving places that felt unreal even when they were painfully ordinary. Out of office jobs that felt like simulations glitching. Out of commutes that made me question physics. Out of paperwork that seemed to multiply with malevolent intent.
Some people cope with stress.
I wrote this instead.
What you'll find in these pages is part horror, part humor, part sci-fi, and part autobiography—just filtered through a lens cracked by burnout, mental illness, imagination, and the surreal weirdness of simply being alive in a world built on deadlines.
This book is a love letter to everyone who has ever dreaded the 9–5, who has sat in a cubicle wondering if the building was quietly judging them, who has felt the uncanny sensation that the office itself was somehow... watching.
It’s not perfect.
But it’s mine.
And it’s honest in all the ways honesty can be when the walls might be listening.
If you've ever felt like your job was eating you alive—or at least nibbling on your sanity—this one’s for you.
Welcome to the other side of the cubicle.
Hope you make it out.
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Thomas Barrett always thought the word “deadline” sounded too casual for how it felt.
It wasn’t just pressure. It wasn’t just urgency. It was a presence — a humid breath on the back of his neck, a weight that slouched across his shoulders the moment everyone else clocked out.
Tonight was no different.
The office of Odyssey Marketing Group was a hollow cathedral at midnight — a dead hum from computers left on sleep mode, a single flickering strip of fluorescent light twitching like it was afraid to be alone, and Thomas in his cubicle, hunched over a stack of papers that felt biblical in thickness and judgment.
His red pen scraped across the final line of the final document, the ink bleeding like a warning. Done.
He leaned back, exhaled, stretched his neck. For a moment — one breath, one heartbeat — he felt proud.
Then his boss appeared like a depression era ghost.
Chivers shuffled into view, hair unbrushed, shirt wrinkled, eyes hollowed out in the middle like someone had scooped the brightness from them with a teaspoon.
Without greeting, he dropped a fresh stack of paperwork onto Thomas’s desk. “New assignment,” Chivers said. “Just ignore the last one.”
Thomas blinked. “I spent all week on that. It’s finished.”
“Yeah, well,” Chivers mumbled, scratching the side of his jaw as if trying to wake memory itself, “this one’s due by morning. Half the time. Someone upstairs said so — I forget who. I need coffee.”
He wandered off, muttering to himself about nothing and everything. Thomas stared at the new stack.
His hand tightened on the pen.
But he stayed. Rolled up his sleeves. Tried to prove himself. Because some part of him believed that if he survived enough nights like this, someone would finally notice.
Hours passed.
The office changed.
At first, it was subtle — the Lego figures on his desk shifting positions, tilting their little plastic heads as if watching him.
Then his computer screen flashed a message in red dripping letters: COMPLETE THE TASKS OR ELSE.
Thomas flinched. “Okay. Very funny.”
Another message appeared:
5 MINUTES PER PAGE. STAY ON TASK.
The strip lights above him buzzed, stuttered, and died. His desk lamp flickered once, like a scared heartbeat.
He swallowed. The office was too quiet — so quiet he could hear the hum under the floor, the kind of hum people pretend isn’t there.
Distant footsteps broke the silence.
Derrick burst past Thomas’s cubicle, wide-eyed. “H.R. in H.R. just had a heart attack. The doctor said he was perfectly healthy. Perfectly. Healthy.”
“He just... collapsed?” Thomas asked.
“It’s like the building picked him,” Derrick whispered, and then sprinted off.
Thomas stared at the red words still dripping down his screen.
The cat poster on his wall — the one clinging to a rope, the one he kept ironically — stared down at him.
JUST HANG IN THERE.
He laughed, a brittle, hopeless sound.
But Thomas didn’t run.
He typed.
He pushed through the dread thickening the air.
When the assignment was finally finished — hands shaking, eyes burning — he submitted it. Rejected.
Errors highlighted in neon yellow.
Minor. Trivial. Meaningless.
His exhaustion curdled into numbness.
He packed his bag. Walked through the shadowed hall. Passed the Lego figures pointed toward the exit now, little plastic hands raised like they were saluting a fallen soldier.
He didn’t get recognition. He didn’t get praise.
But he did get something else — a truth, bitter but honest:
This place would never stop taking.
Still, outside in the early gray dawn, Thomas felt something loosen in his chest. Not freedom. Not yet.
But the first breath of someone beginning to understand the shape of their cage.
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MR. UNIVERSE VISITS THE CINEMA
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The soda hissed before it popped — a soft, carbonated exhale that broke the stillness of the nearly empty theater. Droplets slid down the waxy cup like slow tears.
Katherine checked her watch: 11:53 P.M. Perfect.
Late enough for the world to forget she existed. Early enough she could pretend she didn’t mind.
Her flaming red hair glowed against the darkness. She leaned back, savoring the rare silence.
Then someone drifted into the theater — literally drifted — as if gravity made suggestions instead of rules. His clothes were a patchwork of film references, and dangling from his fingers...
A red hotel key. ROOM 237.
Her lips curled. “Aesthetic king.”
He turned toward her — too slowly. His eyes went unfocused, then sharpened like a shark sensing blood.
“What was the last body I possessed?” he murmured.
Katherine blinked. Not sure if she was disturbed, amused, or attracted.
Light erupted through him, splitting his body like paper. The human shell slumped. In its place stood a tall, starlit figure with a hollow void for a heart.
“Call me Mr. Universe,” it said. “‘Universe’ with a lowercase u.”
Katherine didn’t scream. Or run.
She patted the seat next to her.
“You already paid for the ticket with a corpse. Sit.”
He obeyed with awkward mimicry. Their shoulders brushed. Her skin tingled.
“This is only my second time inside a human,” he said.  
“Rough learning curve?”  
“Yes. The first one screamed too much.”
The theater fell into a strange intimacy — her warmth, his cosmic emptiness. The void in his chest pulled at her like gravity learning her name.
“You are not alone,” he whispered inside her thoughts.
She slipped the Room 237 key into her pocket as the movie began.
A woman and a void-hearted celestial being sat in the dark...
Both trying to learn what it meant not to be alone.
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MIND’S EXCURSION
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Dominic Park always felt like he was walking one inch to the left of reality.
His therapist once told him people with schizoaffective disorder often see the world in “layers.”  
Dominic always thought that was too polite. Layers sounded like cake. His mind felt like a palimpsest — old horrors scribbled over new ones, never erased, just stacked.
Tonight, he wanted to face the scribbles directly.
The abandoned asylum crouched at the edge of town like a mouth pretending it wasn’t hungry. Windows were hollow eye sockets. Doors cracked open just enough to whisper: enter if you’re brave, or stupid, or both.
Dominic wasn’t brave.  
He just didn’t want to be afraid anymore.
Inside, the air breathed around him. His footsteps echoed like lonely percussion. Paint peeled like shedding skin. Graffiti twisted into warnings left by shaking hands.
He whispered grounding phrases to himself as he walked deeper.
A whisper drifted across the hallway. Thin. Trembling.  
He froze. Listened.  
Nothing.
“Just my brain,” he muttered.
A scraping sound slid from beneath a door.
Dominic spun, flashlight shaking. Nothing there. Just
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