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Chapter 1: The New Desk by the Window
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Emma Calder balanced a cardboard box against her hip, shuffling awkwardly past a row of desks. Inside rattled a mug with a fading sunflower print, a tin of tea bags, and a set of pens that had been with her since college. She’d been reassigned from the fourth floor to the sixth, a quiet corner of the publishing firm’s building where the old oak desks sat in neat lines, varnish dulled from decades of restless fingers and spilled coffee. The sixth floor had a reputation. Some called it “the museum,” others “the graveyard.” Emma, always a night owl and happy to work past office hours, hadn’t minded the transfer—at least until the facilities manager muttered something about “keeping you by the window, so it doesn’t feel too strange.”

She eased the box onto the new desk, her gaze drawn instantly to the wide sash window overlooking the street below. From here, the city looked muted, wrapped in late afternoon haze. The desk itself was massive, carved with faint initials and ringed with stains. A typewriter sat on the far corner, though no one had used typewriters here in decades. It looked as though the last tenant had simply vanished mid-sentence, leaving behind the ghost of their work.

Emma sat, running her palm over the worn wood. The air felt cooler on this floor, with a faint scent of paper dust and floor polish. She tried her best to settle in, stacking her pens, setting her mug in its place, arranging her laptop. Yet the quiet pressed against her. Unlike the lively chatter she’d known downstairs, the sixth floor was nearly silent, occupied by only a few late-career editors who rarely lifted their eyes.

By evening, her inbox was full of reminders and edits. Emma buried herself in them, the hours slipping by unnoticed. When she finally leaned back, the office was dim, only the glow of her laptop and the weak streetlights outside keeping her company. She rubbed her eyes, stretching. That’s when she heard it.

A whisper.

Not a full word—just the faintest sound, like someone speaking into cupped hands across the room. Emma froze, heart picking up. The floor was empty; she’d watched the last of the senior editors leave an hour ago. She held her breath, listening. Nothing. Only the hum of the old radiator.

She shook her head. Tiredness played tricks, she told herself, gathering her notes. But when she glanced at the typewriter, she swore the carriage had shifted slightly to the left.

Emma leaned closer. The keys bore dust, the ribbon was faded, but the carriage... hadn’t it been centered before? She bit her lip, pushing the thought aside. She was practical, not given to imagining things. Shutting down her laptop, she packed her bag. The whisper, though, echoed faintly in her mind all the way home.

The next morning, sunlight revealed nothing unusual. Her mug sat where she’d left it, the typewriter still and silent. She immersed herself in work, convincing herself she’d been tired. Still, by afternoon she found her gaze drifting to the typewriter more often than her screen. It was as though it sat waiting, expectant.

That evening she worked late again. At 8:45, the office empty and shadows long, she heard it again.

A voice. Whisper-soft, just above the sound of her typing. This time, she caught a shape of a word. “Stay.”

Emma’s hands stilled. The air thickened, as though the very walls leaned closer. She stood, scanning the room. “Hello?” she called, her voice breaking the silence.

No answer.

Her chair creaked as she sat slowly back down. She told herself she was being ridiculous, but a prickle danced across her arms. The typewriter sat patiently at the edge of her desk, keys faintly glinting in the lamplight. She swallowed, whispered, “Stay where?”

The radiator hissed. The streetlight outside flickered. Then, with a metallic snap, the typewriter carriage jerked one space to the right.

Emma’s pulse thundered. She pushed back her chair, knocking it slightly against the floor. “Okay,” she whispered, “that’s not possible.”

The rational part of her mind scrambled for an explanation—drafts, vibrations, anything. But none fit. Her curiosity, sharper than her fear, anchored her in place. She leaned closer to the keys. “Is... someone here?”

Silence.

Then a single key depressed on its own, slow and deliberate. The letter H appeared, faint against the old ribbon.

Emma gasped, clapping a hand over her mouth. She waited, wide-eyed, but the typewriter stilled again.

Breath shallow, she whispered, “Hello?”

The typewriter struck again. i.

Her pulse softened, some of the fear replaced with wonder. Whoever—or whatever—this was, it wasn’t threatening. Tentative, she whispered, “I’m Emma.”

The typewriter hesitated, then struck two quick letters. Hi.

A laugh burst out of her, nervous and astonished. She shook her head. “This is crazy.”

Yet she stayed. For the next hour, Emma spoke quietly, asking questions, watching the typewriter answer in short bursts of letters and words. The entity never wrote full sentences, but fragments came through. A name: Daniel. A time: 1974. And when she asked where he was, only one word appeared, over and over—here.

When the clock neared ten, Emma packed reluctantly. “I’ll... come back tomorrow,” she promised, feeling ridiculous to speak aloud. The typewriter answered with a single word—Stay.

She hesitated, the office chill curling around her. “I can’t. But I’ll come back.”

The typewriter fell silent.

That night, Emma lay awake replaying every moment. She had always loved stories of ghosts and mysteries, but never believed she’d step into one. The way Daniel had “spoken” felt oddly gentle, not frightening. Lonely, perhaps. She wondered if the others on this floor had ever experienced the same, and whether they’d chosen to ignore it.

The following day, she caught herself checking the time repeatedly, impatient for evening. Work passed in a blur. When the office emptied and shadows returned, she drew the typewriter close.

“All right,” she whispered, “I’m here.”

The typewriter paused, then typed: Hi Emma.

She smiled despite herself. “Hi Daniel.”

That night their strange exchange continued. He told her—piecemeal—that he had once worked in the building. He never explained why he remained, only that he couldn’t leave. When she asked if he was lonely, the typewriter paused longer than usual before answering: Yes.

Emma’s chest tightened. She glanced around the empty room, the rows of desks now shadows in the dark. “I’ll stay a little while longer tonight,” she said softly.

The typewriter struck one word: Thanks.

By midnight, her tea had gone cold, her laptop long forgotten. She sat leaning toward the typewriter, heart steady, oddly comforted.

When she finally rose to leave, she whispered, “Good night, Daniel.”

The typewriter pressed two faint letters, almost tender: gn.

As she locked the office behind her, Emma realized the sixth floor no longer felt like a graveyard. It felt... inhabited.

And for the first time since she’d joined the company, she looked forward to coming back in the morning.
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Chapter 2: Whisper in the Copier Room
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Emma was restless all day, her eyes darting to the clock as though the hands dragged through syrup. Work had always been tedious but manageable; now it felt like waiting for something more important than deadlines. Her colleagues joked about her being “exiled” to the sixth floor, and she forced polite laughs, careful not to mention the real reason she no longer dreaded the isolation.

When evening came and the office thinned, she lingered at her desk until only two others remained—Mr. Jeffers, a silver-haired editor with a perpetual frown, and a young assistant named Lila who scurried out with her bag clutched tight. Once their footsteps vanished down the hall, Emma glanced at the typewriter.

It was silent, as though pretending to be a relic again. She leaned in and whispered, “I’m back.”

Nothing.

She bit her lip, straightened, and turned to her computer. Perhaps Daniel only reached out after everyone had gone. She kept her focus on the glowing screen, though her ears strained for the smallest sound.

By nine, she sighed and gathered papers to photocopy. The copier room lay at the far end of the corridor, beyond a line of tall windows and dusty notice boards. She flicked on the light, its yellow glow flickering before holding steady. The air smelled faintly of toner and warm plastic.

Emma fed pages into the machine, waiting as it hummed to life. Then—clearer than before—she heard it.

“Emma.”

Her name, whispered just behind her left shoulder.

She spun, heart leaping. The doorway gaped open to the silent hall, empty. The fluorescent light buzzed overhead, indifferent.

Emma pressed a hand to her chest, steadying herself. “Daniel?” she whispered, feeling absurd.

The copier chugged and spat out paper. Then a breeze brushed her cheek, though the windows were sealed. She turned slowly back toward the machine. One sheet emerged with an image that shouldn’t have been there. Not words, not the text she’d copied—an impression, faint and blurry, like a face pressed against frosted glass. Eyes, shadowed. A mouth, blurred but unmistakably curved in a half-smile.

Emma’s breath hitched. She touched the page with trembling fingers. “Daniel,” she murmured again.

The air seemed to thicken in response.

She gathered the rest of the copies quickly, holding the ghostly page separate. She hurried back to her desk, placing the sheet beside the typewriter. Its faint outline glowed eerily under the lamp.

“Was this you?” she asked, her voice shaking less than she expected.

The typewriter remained still for a long, agonizing moment. Then a single key depressed. Yes.

Emma exhaled, half-laughing. “You scared me.”

A pause, then: Sorry.

She brushed her hair back, studying the spectral image again. “That’s your face?”

The keys clattered softly. Kind of.

Emma tilted her head. “You’re... showing me?”

Trying.

Her pulse steadied, curiosity now stronger than fear. “It worked. A little. You look—” She caught herself before saying more. Complimenting a ghost seemed like a step
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