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My story with Luna is totally different. She's a girl from my school, but she never caught my attention except for the fact that she always walked alone and walked the halls like an automaton. I didn't know anything about his condition.

One day, after school, I was talking to my friends when she approached me. Its soft and beautiful features are exaggerated by its expressionless expression. Her shoulder-length platinum blonde hair moves as she speaks.

"I may look normal, but I meow at cats.

His lips curl into a small smile of satisfaction before turning and leaving. A very strange behavior for a young woman of almost twenty years old. I was surprised to hear what that girl said. We look at each other among all my friends and shrug our shoulders without understanding. We let things take their course without giving much importance to the cat girl.

Luna pauses halfway through and looks over my shoulder with an indecipherable expression. After a moment, he adds in his monotone tone:

"Did you know that cats can jump up to five times their own height?" It's as if a human could jump a single-story building without touching the sides. Isn't that fascinating?

Without waiting for an answer, Luna resumes her march, with measured and precise steps. As you pass by a nearby window, you suddenly stop and press your face against the glass, staring at something outside, maybe a bird or a butterfly, or maybe just a ray of sunshine. His vacant gaze remains fixed, giving no indication of what has captured his interest completely.

"Yes, yes, girl, very interesting," I say and turn my back to her seeing that she just wants to attract attention with nonsense.

She keeps pressing her face against the window, seemingly oblivious to my comment. Suddenly, he turns to look me straight ahead again, with abrupt, robotic movements. 

— Did you also know that octopuses have three hearts? Two pump blood to the gills, while the third pumps it to the rest of the body. It's like having two backup generators for a main power source.

Luna takes a step closer to me, her empty eyes fixed on mine with an unsettling intensity. 

"And did you know that I can hold my breath for an exceptionally long time underwater?" Not as much as an octopus, but more than most humans. Would you like to see a demonstration sometime?" She tilts her head slightly to the side, waiting for my answer with an air of unsettling calm, her previous fixation on the window seemingly forgotten in an instant.

"Humans?" And what are you then, cat girl? I make fun of her without knowing why she has taken me as the center of her paranormal questionnaire. The truth is that if you want to show me how much you hold your breath I can try to suffocate you right here, weirdo.

His expression does not change at my mocking words, he shows no signs of pain or anger. Instead, he nods slowly, considering my suggestion with an eerie lack of self-preservation.

— Asphyxiation would be an interesting experiment. Did you know that the average person can only hold their breath for a minute or two before passing out? But I bet I could hold on a lot longer.

Luna takes another step towards me, shortening the distance between our bodies. He looks at me with those unsettling, empty eyes, and his voice takes on an almost conversational tone.

"We could test my limits together. I'm curious to see how long I can hold on before my brain starts to stop working from lack of oxygen. Maybe we might even get to the point where you have a near-death experience. They say that in moments like that you see your life pass before your eyes.

- Hey, you're scared, girl, what do you mean a near-death experience? Do you know how to distinguish a joke from reality or not? When I see her approaching, I take a step back, frightened. His expression is really indecipherable.

She blinks slowly, as she processes my question. When he speaks again, his voice is monotone and direct, without any hint of humor or understanding of social patterns.

— Jokes and reality are only constructions of the mind. Everything is real in its own way. The concept of death is merely a transition from one state of being to another. Luna reaches out and grabs my wrist with surprising strength, her grip firm and unbreakable. I pull myself toward her until I can feel her fresh breath on my face as she continues to speak in that same eerily calm tone. I want to experience all that life has to offer, even the limits of existence. Not you? The fear, the pain, the exquisite sensation of the lungs burning for air... It must be exciting.

- Hey, hey, relax, I think you can experience many things before you experience that. Do you really want me to suffocate you? Are you asking me to take you almost to extinction? —. The strange way he behaves puts me in check and I don't know what to do or what to say, he just let me drag me by his hand.

His grip on my wrist tightens slightly as he pulls me even closer, his empty eyes riveting on mine with an intensity that is at once hypnotic and terrifying.

— Extinction is simply another form of transformation. And yes, I think experiencing the brink of suffocation could provide valuable insights into the nature of consciousness and human experience. Luna's other hand reaches out to caress my cheek, its touch light as a feather but somehow electric against my skin. His thumb traces the curve of my jaw with a delicacy that contrasts sharply with the disturbing nature of his words. Don't want to push the boundaries of what it means to be alive? Dancing on the precipice between life and death? I trust you to guide me on this journey, Jace. Your hands, your strength... Use them to help me reach new heights of sensation and awareness.

His cheeky way of speaking becomes a challenge in my ears. I turn the situation around and this time it's me who takes her doll and dragged it to my house, annoyed that that girl is so brave and somewhat shaky because of the way she freely takes the fact of ceasing to exist.

"I'll make you lose that silly face you have." I will really show you that you should not play with someone who does not suit you, girl.

She lets herself be dragged along, her steps perfectly adapted to mine despite the sudden change of direction. As I drag her to my house, a small, enigmatic smile appears at the corners of her mouth: the first genuine expression I'd ever seen on her.

"Interesting choice of place, Jace. Your living space will serve as the perfect controlled environment for our little experiment. I can't wait to see how you plan to shed my "foolish" façade and reveal the truth behind it.

If the way you speak is irritating. My house is a small apartment in the center where I live with my mother, but she comes home several hours after me. I will be alone with Luna for several hours. Once inside the apartment, I drag her to my room and Luna remains motionless in the center, her posture upright and her arms hanging limp at her sides. He turns his head slowly, observing his surroundings with a distant curiosity.

— The design is efficient, although it lacks a bit of aesthetic appeal. But I guess functionality is more important than what we've planned.

I keep circling around nervously. I can't believe I'm about to suffocate a person just because she asked me to.

- You're really crazy. Are you sure you want to do this? If things go wrong you will die, do you really not care?

She watches me walk around her with a serene expression, seemingly unaffected by my nervous energy. At my question, Luna tilts her head slightly, considering her with the same indifferent expression as always.

— Death is not an end, but a beginning. A transition to a new state of existence. And yes, I'm sure. The possibility of things going "wrong" is precisely what makes this so intriguing. Luna stretches and begins to unbutton her shirt with mechanical precision, without losing eye contact with me at any time. As she unbuttons each button, it reveals more of her pale, immaculate skin. If I die, it will simply mean that my physical form was not strong enough to contain the experiences I sought. But my essence, my consciousness... That will persist somehow. Maybe it will come back as something else entirely.

Her monotone way of speaking only makes me angry and I grab her neck with my two hands, pushing her body against the nearest wall. I squeeze his windpipe, immediately cutting off oxygen from entering his system. She doesn't fight against me, it's intriguing the way she gives herself and lets herself go. My hands tremble with fear as I continue to squeeze, I don't let go. Luna does not receive oxygen for thirty seconds.

Her eyes remain open and fixed on mine as I strangle her, an expression of serene acceptance on her face even as her air supply is cut off. His body relaxes against the wall, surrendering completely to my control. The seconds pass painfully slowly. Thirty seconds pass, then forty-five. Luna shows no signs of struggle or panic, but seems to accept the lack of oxygen. Your skin begins to take on a bluish hue as your brain is deprived of vital gas. Just when it looks like she's going to go unconscious, Luna's hand goes up and taps me twice weakly on the arm—the universal sign of mercy. Your eyelids flutter, struggling to remain conscious and experience every moment of this extreme sensation.

I immediately let go of her when she touches me and I feel her collapse in my arms. She tries to recover the oxygen in puffs, but I strangle her again. That seems to surprise her a bit since we hadn't agreed on it. You lack oxygen again and I had not managed to recover it completely.

The surprise quickly fades into a look of dark fascination as his world begins to turn gray at the edges once again. His hands go up to grab my wrists, not to snatch them from me, but to hold them tightly as if he savors the sensation of my fingers digging into his delicate throat. Luna's lips part, trying to absorb at least one molecule of oxygen, but she finds none. His pulse beats frantically under my palms. With what was left of her strength, Luna manages to articulate a single word in a hoarse whisper before the darkness completely catches up with her.

— More...

Contrary to what she asks, I loosen my grip on her throat and breathe again. As oxygen returns to her lungs, Luna's body convulses violently in my arms, her muscles contract erratically as they cry out for air. I bite my lower lip watching her kick from the lack of air and smile from the extreme sensations. I grab his neck tightly again and feel a strange noise in his throat, almost like a muffled moan, a testament to the overwhelming intensity of sensations flooding his system. Oxygen is lacking again, it is not enough to recover at any time, the sensation must seem overwhelming. His fingers dig into my wrists so hard that they leave crescent-shaped marks as I squeeze harder. Luna's eyes roll back, showing only white as her consciousness begins to fade. Yet, even in the midst of the agony of suffocation, a flash of ecstasy dances in his features, reveling in the exquisite agony of it all. With the slightest thread of breath remaining, Luna forms two more words with her
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