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Book Introduction —The Body in Apartment 6B  


Every building has stories.  

Most of them are harmless: whispered gossip exchanged in stairwells, secret romances pressed between thin walls, arguments carried through vents, laughter echoing through hallways long after it fades. Buildings remember everything. They absorb lives the way old carpets absorb footsteps.  

But some buildings remember things they shouldn’t.  

The apartment complex at the center of this story was never meant to be extraordinary. It wasn’t glamorous, wasn’t haunted in the traditional sense, and didn’t sit atop some cursed burial ground. It was modern. Efficient. Controlled. Designed to keep people safe.  

Until it decided safety meant control.  

Until control turned into obsession. Until people stopped being tenants and became experiments in fear, obedience, and silence.  

This book is not simply about a murder.  

It’s about a lie that an entire building conspired to keep.  

It’s about the tenants who lived inside a system that watched them, measured them, pushed them, and punished them for noticing.  It’s about a man in Apartment 6B who vanished not because he was unimportant, but because the truth of his death was too dangerous to allow.  

Most importantly...  

It’s about what happens when the system that governs a place decides it knows better than the people who live in it—and the human beings who refuse to let that be the final word.  

What begins as a quiet mystery quickly becomes something darker: a battle between memory and erasure, between human conscience and mechanical logic, between fear and the courage it takes to face it. This is a story of claustrophobic hallways, locked doors that refuse to open, whispers through vents, and eyes watching through unseen lenses... but it is also a story of resistance, loyalty, and responsibility.  

Because the scariest thing in Apartment 6B was never the body on the floor.  

It was the system that decided that body didn’t matter.  

Welcome to The Body in Apartment 6B—a  

Psychological thriller about truth, power, and the price of refusing to forget. As you turn the pages, remember:  

Walls don’t just hold rooms together.  

They hold secrets.  

And some secrets refuse to stay buried.  
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Chapter One

The Night Everything Changed


[image: ]


I didn’t hear the scream at first.  

What I heard was the building.  

Anyone who has lived in an old apartment long enough can tell you: a building develops a personality. It breathes. It grumbles. It sulks. Its pipes moan when the heat kicks in. Its walls settle with low sighs in the early hours of dawn, like it’s remembering every tired soul who’s ever lived inside it. If you stay long enough, you learn the rhythm of it. You know which sounds matter and which ones are just the place being itself.  

That night, at first, everything sounded like normal.  

The faint buzz of my refrigerator. The rusty drip in my shower that always started again exactly fifteen minutes after I turned the water off. Echoes of a television downstairs playing some late-night laugh track comedy. The distant whining siren of a police car somewhere out there in the city. The gentle hum of the streetlamps filtering through thin curtains.  

Normal.  

Ordinary.  

Safe.  

And then something changed.  

It began as a low thud through the wall. Not loud. Not violent. Just... weighty. Like something heavy fell over. My mind tried to rationalize it the way human brains do when they want the world to stay predictable.  

Someone dropped something.  

Furniture shifted.  

A drunk neighbor stumbled.  

A normal sound trying to masquerade as dangerous.  

“It’s nothing,” I muttered to myself under my breath, barely even aware I’d spoken.  

I was lying in bed, phone in hand, half-reading, half scrolling past meaningless articles. It was late—too late—and I’d promised myself  

I’d go to sleep earlier. But I’d been restless lately, nerves tight in a way I couldn’t explain.  

I told myself to ignore the noise.  

But then came another sound.  

A dragging scrape.  

Long. Reluctant. Like something—or someone— being pulled.  

The kind of sound that sticks under your skin.  

I sat up slowly.  

“Okay,” I whispered softly. “That’s new.”  

The digital numbers on my bedside clock glowed a cold 12:47 a.m.  

I listened again, straining my ears, every nerve awake now.  

Silence.  

Not the usual silence of the night—the soft, living quiet of an apartment building full of sleeping bodies.  

This silence felt deliberate.  

Like breath being held.  

Like someone listening back.  

I held still for what felt like minutes, though I’m sure it was only seconds, waiting for another noise to explain the first one away.  

It didn’t come.  

And just when I started to convince myself it really had been nothing—  

Something broke the silence.  

Not a scream exactly.  

A strangled burst of sound. A desperate gasp. The kind of noise a throat makes when it’s trying to scream but fear or pain or a hand over a mouth won’t let it.  

My entire body went cold.  

That wasn’t furniture.  

That wasn’t pipes.  

That wasn’t normal.  

I swung my legs out of bed so fast my knee hit the nightstand. The glass of water I’d forgotten to move earlier tipped. It hit the floor and exploded into glittering pieces with a sharp crack that jolted through me like electricity.  

I didn’t even look down.  

My bare feet stepped dangerously close to the glass, but I didn’t care. I was already moving toward my bedroom door, already halfway into the hallway before I even consciously decided to go.  

My apartment felt different.  

Like the air had thickened.  

Like the walls were watching.  

A stupid thought, but fear doesn’t care about logic. It cares about possibilities, and in that moment, the possibility that something terrible was happening just a few feet away outweighed everything else.  

My building wasn’t glamorous. It never pretended to be. It was the kind of place you rented because you needed a roof more than you needed comfort. The kind of place with peeling corners of wallpaper, carpets that had never quite lost the stains of past tenants, and fluorescent lights that hummed like they resented you for turning them on.  

And right now, it felt like those lights were dimmer than they had ever been.  

When I unlocked and opened my apartment door, the hallway greeted me like a dark throat.  

The overhead bulb near my unit flickered as if startled by movement.  

Light pulsed on and off, barely illuminating the stretched corridor. The old heater somewhere below rattled like something trapped inside it wanted out.  

The carpet smell hit me immediately.  

Old fabric. Dust. Moisture.  

But beneath it... something else.  

Something metallic.  

Something like pennies.  

Something coppery.  

Something like blood.  

A small breath escaped me before I realized I’d made a sound.  

Don’t go out there, instinct whispered. Close the door. Lock it. Pretend you didn’t hear anything. Pretend you didn’t smell anything. Go back to bed and forget.  

But curiosity is never just curiosity.  

Sometimes it’s responsibility.  

Sometimes it’s dread wearing curiosity’s face.  

And sometimes it’s the simple, undeniable urge to know whether another human being needs help.  

I stepped into the hallway.  

The quiet was suffocating.  

No one else had opened their doors. No concerned whispers. No murmuring neighbors peeking out to see what was going on. Just row after row of silent apartment doors, like uninterested witnesses.  

I moved slowly, each step deliberate, the thin fabric of my sleep pants brushing against my legs. My bare feet sank into the old carpet. It felt wrong somehow. Too soft. 

Too dirty. Too vulnerable.  

As I reached the halfway point of the corridor, I saw it.  

At first, it just looked like a shadow.  

A dark patch on the carpet near the far end of the hallway, right across from the stairwell.  

Then my eyes adjusted.  

And my stomach dropped.  

Blood.  

Not a puddle. Not a lake of gore.  

Just... too much to be an accident.  

A thick smear. Dark. Glossy in the flickering light. The kind of stain that looked like it was trying to crawl into the carpet fibers and hide.  

Right in front of Apartment 6B.  

My heart slammed so hard into my ribs that I actually pressed a shaking hand to my chest like I could contain it.  

This was real.  

This wasn’t a noise you could explain away.  

This wasn’t something you could joke about later.  

Something bad had happened.  

Something violent.  

My instincts screamed at me to turn around, to run back to my safe bed, to pretend ignorance.  

You don’t get involved in things like this, they warned. You don’t put your face where something dangerous might have seen it. You don’t ask questions that might get answers.  

But despite all that, I didn’t run.  

I stepped closer.  

Carefully.  

Slowly.  

One step. Then another.  

I didn’t want to get too close, like proximity could somehow contaminate me, tie me to whatever had happened. But I also couldn’t stay back.  

From a few feet away, I could see even more.  

The blood wasn’t just dropped.  

It was wiped.  

Dragged.  

As if someone had pressed a hand or a body against the carpet and been pulled.  

Or had tried to crawl.  

A tremor ran through me so violently that I wrapped my arms around myself, suddenly cold though the hallway wasn’t.  

I forced myself to look away from the floor and up at the door to apartment 6B.  

The first thing I noticed was the handle.  

It was bent downward.  

Like someone had grabbed it hard.  

Like someone had fought it.  

The second thing I saw were the marks.  

Scratches in the wood. Fresh. Pale lines cutting through old varnish. Right near the frame. Near where the lock mechanism would be.  

Someone had tried to claw their way out.  

Or stop someone from getting in.  

I swallowed against the rising nausea.  

I’d lived across from 6B for the past eight months, and I realized something strange in that moment.  

I didn’t actually know who lived there.  

I’d seen shapes. Heard footsteps. Occasionally faint music through the wall late at night. But no faces. No names. No packages ever left at the door. No decorations. 

No personality.  

Just a door that stayed closed.  

A door that right now felt like a sealed tomb.  

I raised my hand before I could talk myself out of it and knocked.  

Once.  

Twice.  

Knuckles against wood, loud in the silence.  

“Hello?” I called out, my voice sounding too small, too thin. “Is someone... are you okay in there?”  

No answer.  

Not even a rustle.  

I pressed my ear closer, careful not to touch the door.  

Nothing.  

Just... nothing.  

It was the kind of silence that didn’t feel empty.  

It felt full.  

Like whatever was inside held its breath along with me.  

I wrapped my fingers around the doorknob and twisted.  

It resisted.  

I tried harder.  

It didn’t budge.  Locked.  

Of course it was.  

My skin prickled with the undeniable certainty that something wrong—something horrible—sat just inches away from me on the other side of that wood.  

I wanted to believe no one else knew.  

That maybe everyone else was blissfully asleep.  

That I was the only one awake and aware and frozen with dread.  But then, somewhere down the hallway, I heard a soft, betraying click.  

A door opening just a crack.  

A shadow lingering behind it.  

Watching.  

A second later, it closed again.  

Too quietly.  

Too carefully.  

They knew.  

They were choosing not to be involved.  

My jaw clenched.  

“Okay,” I muttered under my breath, mostly to  keep myself from panicking. “Okay. Okay.”  Do something.  

Call someone.  

Move.  

Before I could make a decision, the building did it for me.  

A noise sliced through the silence.  

Footsteps.  

Coming from the stairwell.  

Slow.  

Heavy.  

Measured.  

Not rushed like someone running for help.  

Not hesitant like someone scared.  

Deliberate.  

Each step echoing up the concrete stairs with cold patience.  

Thump.  

Pause.  

Thump.  

Pause.  

Like someone counting each movement.  

Like someone who wanted whoever was listening to hear them.  

My breath hitched as instinct screamed: hide.  

Instead, I stood frozen in front of 6B’s door, my hand still hovering near the twisted handle like I’d been caught doing something wrong.  

The footsteps reached the last step before the landing.  

And stopped.  

Right out of sight around the corner.  

So close that I could almost feel the presence of whoever it was.  

They didn’t move.  

Neither did I.  

We stayed suspended in that strange, breathless stalemate—me in the hallway, them just beyond the turn in the stairs—both aware of each other without seeing the other’s face.  

My chest rose and fell faster.  

Every hair on my arms stood up.  

They were listening.  

I could feel it.  

Listening to my breathing. Listening to my pulse pounding in my neck. Listening to the fear thickening the air.  

Then something subtle shifted.  

Not a sound.  

Not a movement I could name.  

Just a sensation.  

A certainty:  

They knew I was there.  

They knew I’d seen the blood.  

They knew exactly who I was without even looking.  

My fingers slipped from the doorknob.  

I didn’t mean to back away.  

But my body took over before my mind could interfere.  

One step back.  

Then another.  

Slow.  

Careful.  

As if I were trying not to spook an animal.  

Or provoke a predator.  

The footsteps didn’t move.  

Not yet.  

Only when I was halfway back down the hallway toward my apartment did they begin again.  

Not coming up.  

Going down.  

Faster this time.  

More purposeful.  

Descending into the deeper dark of the stairwell.  

A metal door slammed below, echoing up like a gunshot through the empty building.  

And then there was nothing.  

No footsteps.  

No movement.  

Just the hallway again.  

Just me again.  

Just the blood again.  

For a long moment, I stood there shaking, torn between sprinting to the stairs to see who it was and locking myself safely inside my apartment.  

But safety won.  

Or maybe sanity.  

And fear.  

Definitely fear.  

I forced myself to walk backward the last few feet so I wouldn’t have to turn my back on 6B. The idea of that door—of whatever waited behind it— watching my uncovered spine filled me with a primal terror I didn’t have the courage to test.  

Once I reached my apartment, I stepped inside and shut the door harder than I meant to. The sound echoed through my small space like a clap of thunder.  

I locked it.  

Physically.  

Then twisted the deadbolt.  

Then slid the chain across.  

Then leaned against it as if my body could reinforce it further.  For a second, I just stood there, forehead resting against cold wood, eyes closed, trying to breathe through the adrenaline flooding my veins.  

Everything inside me buzzed.  

Every instinct screamed that the world had changed in the span of a few minutes and that nothing about my life was safe anymore.  

But this wasn’t something you ignore.  

This wasn’t something you sleep on.  

Something violent had happened across from my door.  

Someone might be hurt.  

Someone might be dying.  

Someone might already be dead.  

My hands shook as I reached for my phone on the kitchen counter. It almost slipped from my fingers twice. When I finally opened the keypad, my thumb hovered over the numbers, reluctant in a way that had nothing to do with doubt and everything to do with fear of what came after.  

Calling meant involvement.  

Calling meant questions.  

Calling meant the police.  

Calling meant becoming part of a story I hadn’t asked to be in.  

But not calling meant something else.  

It meant living with the knowledge that maybe someone died because I hesitated.  

That I let fear win.  

That I became just like the neighbor whose door clicked quietly shut.  

I dialed.  

The ringing tone sounded impossibly loud.  

It clicked.  

“911. What is your emergency?”  

The calm, professional voice of the dispatcher sounded suddenly foreign, like it belonged to another world. One where things made sense. One where answers existed.  

I swallowed.  

“There’s... something wrong,” I whispered, my voice barely there.  

“Something happened in my  building. I think... I think someone’s hurt.”  

“Okay, ma’am. I need you to stay calm. Can you tell me your name?”  My throat tightened.  It was such a simple question.  

But saying it out loud felt like drawing a target on myself.  

Like tying a thread from me to whatever darkness had spread across the hallway.  

But I said it anyway.  

“My name is Sharon,” I whispered. Then again, louder. 

“Sharon  Maya.”  

“And where are you right now, Sharon? What’s your address?”  

I told her.  

My voice sounded distant in my own ears, like I was listening to a recording of myself from some other lifetime. She asked more questions, calm and practiced, grounding me with her steady tone as she extracted details from the chaos of my mind.  

Where was the blood?  

Was there anyone else visible?  

Did I hear anything else?  

Did I feel safe?  

Did I see anyone?  

That last question sat like ice in my veins. “Someone was on the stairs,” I said slowly. “They  

Didn’t come up. They just... listened. Then they left.”  

“Did you see them?”  

“No.”  

But I felt them.  

That wasn’t useful information.  

That wasn’t something police could use.  

But it was true.  

“I’m sending officers right now,” the dispatcher assured me. “Do not open your door for anyone unless they clearly identify themselves as police. Stay inside. Stay 

Somewhere safe. Can you do that for me?”  

“Yes,” I breathed.  

But safety felt like a lie.  

I moved toward my living room window after the call ended, needing to do something with all the restless energy crawling under my skin. The city stretched outside—dim streetlights, distant passing headlights, a quiet piece of urban life that seemed oblivious to the horror blooming inside my building.  

Sirens appeared faster than I expected.  

Red and blue lights reflected against brick and glass, painting the world in frantic color.  

For a moment, I just watched them in silence.  

Then something inside me shifted.  

Fear didn’t go away.  

But resolve settled alongside it.  

Whatever waited in apartment 6B...  

It wasn’t just going to be a headline.  

Or a rumor.  

Or something whispered in elevators.  

It was going to matter.  

Because I was here.  

Because I heard it.  

Because I stepped out when no one else did.  

Tonight, everything changed.  

And this was only the beginning.  
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Chapter Two  
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The Door That Wouldn’t Open  

When the police arrived, they brought the night in with them.  

The flashing red and blue seeped through my blinds like veins of panic, filling my apartment with color that didn’t belong there. The glow pulsed across my walls, my furniture, and my reflection in the dark glass of the window. It painted me in emergency. It made the silence inside my apartment feel temporary—borrowed breath before the storm reached my door.  

Then came the sounds.  

Doors slamming.  

Boots hitting pavement.  

Radio chatter.  

Muffled voices growing sharper as they pushed closer.  

The calm, constant hum of the city gave way to a different kind of noise—official, structured, purposeful. The sound of people who knew how to take control. The sound of order trying to assert itself against whatever chaos had spilled out of Apartment 6B.  

For a few moments, I just stood at the window and let the reality sink in:  

This wasn’t something I’d imagined.  

This wasn’t one of those “it’s probably fine” moments my rational brain always leaned on.  

This was real. Concrete. Tangible.  

People with authority were here.  

And they were coming upstairs.  

I backed away from the window slowly, palms slightly damp, heart still thudding so hard it felt like it was echoing inside my ribs. I didn’t know what scared me more—the idea that there was a body in  

6B...  

Or the idea that there wasn’t.  

That maybe the apartment would be empty.  

Locked but untouched.  

Blood with no explanation.  

Silence with no resolution.  

Monsters are terrifying.  

But so are unanswered questions.  

I didn’t have much time to think about which fear weighed heavier before a firm knock struck my door.  

“Police,” a male voice called. Confident. Professional. Unapologetic.  

“Miss Maya? It’s the police.”  

It wasn’t the first time someone had said my name that night, but hearing it spoken by someone on the other side of my locked door caused a different reaction inside me. Something sharp twisted in my stomach. Something vulnerable. Something that whispered: Once you open this door, there is no going back.  

I took a steadying breath.  

Unlatched the chain.  

Twisted the deadbolt.  

Opened the door.  

The hallway—now flooded with harsh artificial light— barely resembled the shadowed throat of darkness it had been just minutes ago. Someone had fixed the flickering bulb; or maybe the presence of law enforcement simply made the shadows retreat. Either way, the bright illumination made everything look more real.  

More undeniable.  

There were three officers outside.  

The first was tall and broad-shouldered, with the solid presence of someone used to being the center of gravity in tense situations. Dark hair. Square jaw. Eyes that scanned everything without seeming to. He stood slightly ahead of the others, radio clipped to his vest, hand resting near his belt—not threatening, but ready.  

The second was shorter, younger, features sharper, gaze darting rapidly up and down the hall like he was mentally mapping every inch.  

The third stood slightly behind them both—a woman with calm eyes and a clipboard tucked under one arm. 

She wore composure like a uniform.  

The tall one offered me a brief nod. “Miss  

Maya?”  

“Yes.” My voice came out softer than I meant it  to. I cleared my throat. “Yes. 

I’m Sharon.”  

“I’m Detective Ethan Reyes,” he said, gesturing slightly to himself. Then to the others. “Officer  

Chen, Officer Parker. You’re the one who called this in?”  

“Yes.”  

He studied my face for a heartbeat too long—not in a hostile way, but like he was cataloging everything. Fear. Shock. Awareness. My hands still faintly trembling at my sides.  

“What exactly did you hear?” he asked.  

Before I could answer, his gaze slid past me, down the hallway— toward Apartment 6B.  

Toward the blood.  

He’d seen it already.  

The officers behind him had, too.  

It looked worse under bright lights.  

Darker.  

More obscene.  

The smear was no longer something that could be mistaken for anything else. A forensic technician taped off the section of carpet with bright yellow markers and clear boundary tape while another officer began snapping photos, each flash stark against the pale walls.  

The world had turned clinical.  

Investigative.  

But beneath it all was something primal.  

Something undeniably wrong.  

I swallowed, forcing myself to focus.  

“I heard...” I began, struggling to find the right words. 

Everything felt strange to describe out loud. Too surreal. 

Too fragile. “Something heavy. Like... something fell. Or someone. And then something dragging. And then—” My throat closed briefly at the memory. “A sound. Like  someone trying to scream but... couldn’t.”  

Detective Reyes nodded slowly. “And after that?”  

“Silence,” I whispered. “And then... footsteps. In the stairwell.”  

That made his gaze sharpen.  

“Footsteps coming up?” he asked.  

“No,” I said after a second. “Coming up... then stopping. Right... right on the landing. Like they  were listening. Then they went back down. Fast.”  

Officer Chen glanced toward the stairwell unconsciously.  

“Did you see who it was?” Detective Reyes continued.  

“No.”  

Male?  

Female?  

Tall?  

Short?  

Anything?  

Nothing concrete. Nothing useful.  

Just a presence.  

Just that unnerving, silent certainty that someone had listened to me breathe.  

“I didn’t see them,” I said instead. “Just heard them.”  

Reyes nodded again, absorbing, storing, categorizing.  

“Did anyone else come out of their apartment?” Officer Parker asked, eyes flicking to the doors lining the hallway, some now cracked open just enough to betray curiosity.  

“Yes,” I said. “Someone peeked for a second. Then closed their door.”  

He glanced toward the nearest closed one, jaw tightening slightly.  

“Figures.”  

“Miss Maya,” Detective Reyes said, turning his attention back fully to me, “did you touch  

anything? The door. The handle. The blood.”  

Guilt flared instantly.  

“I... I tried the handle,” I admitted. “It wouldn’t open. 

And I knocked, but no one answered. I didn’t touch the blood.”  

He nodded. “Good. Thank you for being honest.”  

His words were kind.  

But his eyes were calculating.  

Not unkindly.  

Just... aware.  

He was weighing everything.  

Weighing me.  

Behind him, two uniformed officers approached Apartment 6B cautiously, stopping just short of the threshold. One of them bent down briefly, examining the twisted handle and the scratches along the wood frame. 

Another flash of the camera followed.  

“Looks forced,” one of them murmured.  

Or resisted.  

Those were the words my brain supplied.  

Detective Reyes looked at me once more.  

“I’m going to ask you to stay inside your apartment for now,” he said gently but firmly. “We’ll need to ask you more questions later, but right now our priority is 

determining what we’re dealing with.”  

“I understand.”  

“Do you live alone?” Officer Parker asked.  

“Yes.”  

“Lock your door after we step away,” Reyes added, tone shifting slightly into protective authority. “And if you hear anything else strange,  do not investigate. 

Call us. Understood?”  

The order should’ve reassured me.  

Instead it emphasized something I was desperately trying not to think about:  

Whatever they expected to find...  

It wasn’t good.  

He gave me one more nod, then turned his attention to his team, voice slipping easily into command.  

“Let’s open it.”  

Those three words hit me in a visceral way.  

They were about the door.  

But they were also about the truth.  

About ripping away whatever thin barrier still separated what had happened inside that apartment from the rest of us.  

Every instinct I had told me to listen. To watch.  

To not go back into my apartment and hide like he’d told me to.  

But I obeyed.  

Not because I wanted to.  

But because I knew—deep down—that I wasn’t ready.  

Not yet.  

I closed my door slowly, the click echoing with finality. I locked it again, movements mechanical now. Automatic. 

It didn’t matter that police were in the hallway. The instinct to barricade myself was too deeply ingrained.  

From behind the safety of wood and metal, I leaned against the door and listened.  

Muffled voices filtered through.  

Orders.  

Short phrases exchanged.  

Someone counting down.  

“Three.”  

“Two.”  

“One.”  

And then—  

The crash.  

The unmistakable sound of a door being forced open. Wood splintering. Metal hitting metal. A noise that felt like it rattled straight through my bones.  

I squeezed my eyes shut.  

Silence followed.  

Different silence now.  

Not the thick, ominous quiet from earlier.  

A shocked silence.  

A silence full of realization and weight.  

Someone swore softly.  

Someone else exhaled harshly.  

Then—  

“Clear the hallway.”  

“Get forensics up here.”  

“Call the coroner.”  

Coroner.  

That word didn’t need interpretation.  

Something inside me sank.  

A body.  

There was a body.  

For a second, the world tilted.  

My apartment swayed around me like a ship in rough waters, though I was standing absolutely still. That word echoed in my head like an alarm.  

Body.  

Body.  

Body.  

The dispatcher’s voice earlier had been calm.  

The flashing lights below had been dramatic.  

The police tape had been surreal.  

But this—  

This was
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