
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



They’ve kept me prisoner in this place for too long now. From what I can remember, I’ve been 

stuck here since the beginning. In this room with white walls. 

And, in any case, I really don’t think I can complain: the bed is comfortable and I have also a nice 

pillow. The hygiene area has beautiful polished satin steel sanitary-wares, always perfectly clean. 

I’m sure that, while I’m away, there’s someone who comes to clean every day. I have a light too, 

that I can adjust as I want in heat and intensity. 

A respectable seclusion! 

Meals are served regularly twice a day; they pass them to me through an opening in the wall, next 

to the heavy armored door. They’re heavy, or, at least, I’m quite sure they are. They’re enough to 

fill me up until the next ration. On the special days, they give me the dessert too. 

I’m not having a bad time after all! 

It’s a shame that there’s not even a mirror in this room. I don’t know what my face looks like 

anymore. I have a vague memory, a blurred image in my mind, but I can’t focus on it. 

What color are my eyes? I wish I could remember… I don’t know why, but I forgot it. 

Just like I forgot my name. My identity is still a mystery for me. Where do I come from? Why am I 

here? 

At first, I didn’t ask myself all these questions, I trusted all the vague information I received. 

Now, they’re not enough anymore. 

I have no memory of myself before being locked up here, however, there’s an image that keeps 

coming back to me. But I’m not sure it’s a memory. 

 

A fragment of sky. Blue. Deep. A warm Spring day. 

 

I’d like to see the sky again, even for a moment: feel the warmth of the sun and the scents carried 

by the wind. 

There are no windows in this room. And there are also no windows in the rooms where, every now 

and then, they take me to assign me the tasks which they kindly allow me to carry out. 

The only thing I know is that they have always done many tests on me. Of any kind. 

I think I’m their favorite subject. 

They care a lot about my education: there are always books in my room. Of every literary genre. 

Technical manuals, essays, novels… 

I need to read them to perform various tasks. I think I have trained my memory for years; I could 

say I know every single word written in those pages. Reading for me is like opening a window on 

the outside world: I jealously keep every single information I find as the most precious of 

treasures. 

Very modestly, I got an idea of what is out of here. Although, from what I have learned, there is a 

lot of confusion. I don’t know if all that is written on the books is true. Obviously, if a fact is cited 

by multiple sources, it must have some basis in truth. 

I have come to the conclusion that the world must have faced massive environmental destruction 

and misfortunes. Mankind, because of his own vanity, has caused terrible disasters and has risked 

extinction several times. So, if I’m here, it means that the world must have collapsed a long time 

ago and humanity, of which only the rubble remains, now tries to find a way to survive. 

That’s why I’m here. 

I believe it’s precisely because of this that I feel that the experiments in which I take part are my 

reason for living: I know I’m useful for a greater purpose. 



That must be it. Necessarily. 

Perhaps it is because of the terrible climatic situation in which the Earth has sunk that there is not 

even a single window in this room. And, as I said, there are no windows even in the room where 

they take me to do the tests, my duties. 

I only see large vents on the ceilings. There is one here too, right in the middle of the ceiling of my 

room. 

I think they’re the air ducts: they’re probably used to regulate the oxygen levels and the 

temperature in each room. 

I always try to imagine the paths of those big pipes; it has become my pastime. I understood that 

the building where I am must be huge and well structured. 

I once read a manual that talked about how to design an air conditioning system: I’m sure that 

pipes like that are not used in small buildings. 

However, the thing that disturbs me most, in addition to the absence of windows, is silence. 

Silence is everywhere here. 

I remember that, on some rare occasions, I happened to try to have a chat with the people who 

take me to the test room, but they never answered my questions. On second thought, I don’t even 

know if they can hear me, closed as they are inside those massive white suits. 

I’ve given up on that. I haven’t talked to other living beings for so long that I no longer recognize 

the sound of my voice. 

Nobody talks to me except the recorded voice that gives me instructions on how to carry out my 

tasks. Usually I’m picked up by two big men in white suits and helmets who accompany me to 

another room, where I’m left alone with that cold voice. 

Shrill. Apathetic. 

Sometimes it asks me to answer some questions. 

That unpleasant sound echoes so loudly that the eardrums often hurt. But the worst thing is the 

sound that signals my mistakes: it’s intense and sudden. The fear it evokes makes me live those 

session in a state of constant tension. 

However, with rare exceptions, everything is silent here. 

Silence creeps into your mind, so much so that you lose track of time. The noise of my own 

thoughts is the only way I have to mark the instants that pass. 

This was until a few days ago, when I began to hear a strange sound that seemed to come from 

the grille on the ceiling of my room. A slow hissing. Deep. Metallic. 

At the beginning, I thought it was a failure in in the air recirculation system. I was sure they would 

fix it in a short time. 

Of course, I was surprised that they had such a problem… in all the time I spent here, it had never 

happened. Still, I didn’t pay too much attention to it: everything is possible. After all, that sound 

was little more than a whisper. Barely noticeable. While I was reading, or when I was absorbed in 

my thoughts, I didn’t even hear it. 

But that noise was always there. 

I remember that I had strange dreams that night. At least, I think it was night. If I’m being honest, I 

don’t even know if, when I fall asleep, the sun has already set on the outside world, or not… night 

is a vague concept. Maybe I shouldn’t even refer to the night at this point. 

However, it was at the very moment that sound appeared that unusual things began to happen. 

As I said, everything began with a dream. 

Even if I don’t know exactly what it was about. 



Unfortunately, I’m not the kind of person who remembers what he dreamed when he wakes up. 

Anyway, I’m absolutely sure that I opened my eyes in the middle of sleep and that I had the feeling 

of profound malaise. I was upset. My heart was beating so fast that, when I breathed, I could hear 

its strokes resonate loudly in my lungs. I was in a sweat: the blankets stuck on me. I was shaking… 

For the first time since I was there, I felt the cold that crept into my bones. It was a feeling that I 

already experienced before, during some tests… but never when I was in my room. I found it 

somewhat disorienting. 

I was confused, I couldn’t think of anything. My mind was so empty that every perception was 

terribly amplified, every sensation sharpened to its limit. The jaw was shaking and the hammering 

of the chattering teeth echoed in my ears. 

I didn’t realize that the teeth, beating against each other, had thorn the lower lip. The cut was 

throbbing and the burning pain was spreading through my nerves like a myriad of tiny, swarming 

insects. It wrapped me like a cocoon. It held me. It choked me. 

Blood gushed out. Warm and dense. 

That metallic taste. 

I should have felt revulsion, I know. 

 

All good people feel disgust for blood. 

 

It’s an instinctive thing, I read it. And, for a moment, I’m sure it was just like that. I was really 

nauseous. But it wasn’t because of blood… 

The retching hit hard, going up the abdomen which was hard as a rock. The spasms were so 

violent that I couldn’t even get to my feet. I was twisting in my bed, biting the sheet and hoping 

with all my being that everything would end soon. 

I was trying to resist, but, at some point, I couldn’t take it anymore. 

So, I took all the will I had left to get to the sink. 

I leaned on it, but my arms barely held me: my muscles trembled with effort and pain. 

I felt my eyes popping out of the sockets, while my gaze was fixed on the empty black of the drain. 

The head was spinning and I tried not to look at the reflections that flashed in the shiny satin steel 

of the sink. 

Now my blood was dripping thick to the holes of the little grille. 

Red was tinged with even more intense hues when it was illuminated by the warm tones of the 

lamp. 

I watched it as the drops poured slowly… 

The senses began to abandon me. Vison had become increasingly blurred. 

So, I tried to focus on the breath, instinctively. 

The air rushed into the lungs. Fresh. Clean. 

My mind was finally waking up from numbness, while my pulse returned regular. 

The breath… I had to focus on that. 

Suddenly, a flash. 

A voice. 

A memory. 

The warm, deep voice of a man; it had something strangely familiar. 

 

Now breathe. Slowly. 



Breathe in… and out… 

Feel the air passing through your mouth, then your throat. Feel the air filling your lungs. Life 

flows into every fiber of your body. 

Concentrate. 

 

That voice was bringing me back to reality, it was like a reassuring singsong that accompanied the 

rhythm of the beating of my heart. 

It was slowing down. 

I was starting to feel better: the spasm had subsided and the muscles relaxed after that 

tremendous effort. Now I could feel the sweat drops running down my forehead. They were so 

cold. I turned on the tap and washed my face with the cold water. The wound had stopped 

bleeding, but the lip still hurt. It throbbed. And it would continue like this for a few more hours. 

However, the door opened shortly after: it was the two men in white suit, ready to take me to the 

usual room. They assigned me a new task this time. On the brushed steel table there was a digital 

reader. When I saw it, I felt relieved… maybe even happy. This meant that I would have other 

books to read! Finally, a positive note after the difficult night I had spent. 

 

Les Fleurs du Mal 

 

A collection of poems. It’s not really my favorite genre, but the title inspired me. 

The usual registered voice was speaking in the background and told me that I would have three 

days to read it. Then, there would be a test. 

I was looking forward to returning to my room to immerse myself in the world enclosed within 

those verses… how many information were hiding among those new words! 

But, as I retraced the exact path I had walked before, I felt deeply upset: was it possible that no 

one had noticed the deep cut on my lip? 

I never happened to hurt me; I expected some kind of reaction. 

Nothing. 

I walked slowly along the white corridors, while my eyes turned to the ceiling absentmindedly. The 

air conditioning vents. As usual, I was counting the steps that separates one grille from the other. 

It was a routine that reassured me. 

All of a sudden, I heard it again. That strange noise. 

I could clearly distinguish it in all that silence. 

It was the sound of a breath. Panting. Slow. 

I couldn’t be mistaken! 

Unexpectedly, an infinite number of thoughts began to emerge from the dense stillness in my 

mind. Who could it be? Was there any one else? And why had I never seen him before? 

I had arrived. The door closed behind me with a hiss and I sat on my bed with the reader in my 

hands. 

That breath again. 

It seemed so close, as if it was right there with me. 

The anxiety began to rise, I felt it grow from my stomach and cling to my throat. Thoughts were 

running fast and I couldn’t keep a clear head. So, I decided to start reading; I hoped I could stop 

paying attention to those sounds, if only I could focus on something different from myself. I was 

drumming the monitor with my fingers nervously; I couldn’t stop torturing the reader. I kept 



distracting myself… I wasn’t able to understand the meaning of what I was reading. Each word 

merged with the others. As I got to the end of a poem, I realized that I remembered absolutely 

nothing of what I had read a few seconds before. 

My eyes scrolled through the black of the letters that stood out against the bright background and, 

relentlessly, got lost in the void. 

I don’t know what happened in that time frame, but, at some point, something pointed stung me 

at the tip of my ring finger: it was a piece of the cover that had come off, probably because I was 

playing with it, and it fell on the ground. A small, insignificant piece of plastic. So, I decided to keep 

it, thinking that, maybe, it might come in handy. Sooner or later… 

I’ve put it right here, under the mattress, between the bed slats. 

Anyway, my priority at the time was to keep reading. I had to complete a task and I couldn’t afford 

to waste time: I had three days to memorize the information contained in the book and treasure 

it. 

I tried to immerse myself in those poems once again and completely estrange myself from any 

interference with the external environment. I worked hard to focus on the letters on the screen, 

those black and sinuous shape that danced before my eyes and formed harmonious words. They 

were so evocative. I didn’t pay attention to the meaning: at that moment, their sound filled my 

thoughts and threw me into the darkest recesses of my psyche. 

Suddenly, I looked up. 

The lights were turned off. Why? I didn’t remember I had turned them off. 

The deepest darkness was around me. I couldn’t see anything. I was holding the reader in my 

hands; I could feel the grooves of the rough plastic as I pressed my fingertips on the case. So, I 

wasn’t dreaming… I was awake… 

Yet, I kept wondering if what was happening was real. The truth is, I didn’t know anymore. 

At first, I thought it had to be a malfunction, a blackout. Even if, after all the strange things 

happened in the past few hours, an infinite number of doubts crowded my mind. 

I distinctly heard a strange ticking sound: something was dripping from the ceiling, right on the 

soft white light of the monitor. Dense scarlet drops fell profusely from the corner of the air 

conditioning vent. 

Blood. 

The soft light filled with vermilion reflections that barely illuminated the contours of what 

surrounded me. I looked around and I saw everything swirling. That whirlwind confused me and 

the nausea blurred my senses already numbed from the terrible headache. I was desperately 

looking for a steady point on which I could focus my gaze, so as not to lose consciousness. 

The vent… it was the only thing that didn’t spin in that room. 

The hot air that flew out hit my face. 

And the sound of those breaths… it was getting louder. Intense. Wheezing. I could hear it 

hammering on my temples. 

The metallic smell of blood spread throughout the room and filled my nostrils. I was distressed, I 

didn’t know what to do! I tried to close my eyes and think I was elsewhere… in any place of my 

imagination, a safe place. I was holding my eyelids so tight that I could see the flashes cross the 

black of my retinas. The jaw was clenched and the teeth screeched as I gritted them in an effort to 

ward off the uneasiness. And that damned sound showed no sign of stopping! My nerves were 

stretched like the strings of a violin and, in a moment of exasperation, I started to scream at the 

top of my lungs. 



 

Stop it! 

 

Then, there was silence. 

I experienced such an intense relieve that it is almost impossible to describe. The tension had 

suddenly disappeared, every fiber of my body relaxed in an instant. I could finally sit back; I was 

sure that everything would return normal. So, I lowered my head and slowly opened my eyes. 

That place was still dark. 

How could it be possible? What was going on? I was more and more confused. 

I looked around, thinking about what I could do to resolve the situation. I certainly couldn’t stay 

there doing nothing! 

I looked towards the bathroom area and suddenly I saw him.  

In the middle of the reddish shadows of the room, I saw two eyes staring at me. Wide open. 

Glassy. Apathetic. 

I felt my heart leap with surprise and fright. Who the hell was that person? And how did he get 

there? 

A man. He was curled up on the shower tray. The skin, taut and dark, was rippled with a multitude 

of tiny wrinkles. The darkness that hovered around didn’t allow me to see much more… but his 

pale and opaque eyes seemed to shine like quicksilver in those scarlet reflections. 

He kept staring at me with that blank, mocking expression painted on his face, as if he knew 

something about me he didn’t want to reveal. And this made me furious! 

I wanted to wring his puny neck. 

Instinctively, I got up from my bed and I got close to him. It took me a few instants to realize that 

the man who was looking at me from the shower tray was dead. 

How didn’t I see that? It was so obvious. 

I was conscious that I should have been terrified at that time. I should have felt disgust at that 

horrible vision. Damn it, there was a corpse in my room! 

Yet, I didn’t experience any of those sensations, nothing that was even remotely similar to 

compassion. In fact, for some strange reason, I was attracted to that sight. 

I watched him closely as I approached. 

A lifeless body that was lying in a pool of his own dried blood. 

I leaned over him to get a better look; the white tiles were smeared with splashes of blood that 

came out from the deep gash open in his throat. The man had been killed and suffered a brutal 

and violent death. 

A slow agony, judging by his state. 

It really seemed that the author of that deed had a lot of fun. 

A large cut right through his abdomen. The bowels had been extracted from there and had been 

wrapped around the body, like macabre festoons. I believe he was still alive while this punishment 

was inflicted on him: his hands were still clenched to his own guts, as if he was trying to free 

himself from the terrible hold that was killing him. As if it were the last, desperate attempt to 

survive the meticulous work of his torturer. 

His whole body was covered with signs and symbols, carved out of living flesh with a sharp blade. 

Maybe a cutter, or, perhaps, a scalpel… I don’t know… but the blood had surely gushed copiously 

from those incisions. 

I was caught by that sight; I couldn’t look away. I was almost pleased. 



I liked it and this was not good. It was not good at all! 

It went against everything I had learned in all those years of seclusion. Maybe that wasn’t the 

point: the thing that should have worried me was that, if that was really a corpse, it meant that 

there was a ferocious killer who wandered undisturbed inside the building. 

But to know for sure, I should have checked that the scene in front of me was real. 

I reached out to touch the thing that was there with me, in my room. My fingertips ran on the 

flaps of skin that rose along the edges of the incisions… I felt the slimy clots of blood that flowed 

under the pressure of my fingers. 

He was cold, just like the steel he was curled up on. 

A shiver ran down my spine. So good… 

My vision blurred in an instant, so much so that I could only distinguish few vague shapes. A 

terrible twinge pierced my temples, like an intense electrical discharge. My heart seemed to 

explode in my chest… the beats were very fast and continued to accelerate. I was folded in two 

with nausea and the spasms hit my stomach like punches. I was in a cold sweat. I couldn’t bear 

that pain much longer. I was afraid… 

It was always that feeling, the same I felt when I cut my lip. 

I was shaking. 

Then, suddenly, I remembered. 

I had to breathe. This was the only way to end it all. 

The sound of that voice still rang in my head. Always the same. Reassuring and visceral. 

It marked the cadenced flow of my breathing with its slow chant. 

 

Breathe in… and out… 

Slowly. 

Focus! 

 

I listened to the sound of the air passing through my mouth and filling my lungs. A rhythmic sound. 

The diaphragm rose and fell with a slower and deeper pace. And from that moment on, I didn’t 

see anything anymore. 

I can’t say if I had fallen asleep, or if I had lost consciousness, but, when I opened my eyes again, I 

found myself, sore and in a sweat, lying on the cold floor. 

I looked around and everything was normal, everything was exactly in its place, as it should be. 

I had to get that numbness off me, so I got up and went to the sink to rinse my face with some 

fresh water. Invigorating. My nerves had completely subsided.  

Just then, I heard pounding on the door. Someone was knocking. 

Strange, it had never happened. Nobody had ever knocked before that moment. 

And then again, pounding. Stronger this time. 

I didn’t know what to expect, so I went to the door. Slowly. I was looking at that piece of metal in 

front of me, when I realized that the hissing noise that spread from the grate on the ceiling still 

echoed in the air. A cold shiver shook me from head to toe. I clenched my fists so tightly that I 

could feel my nails sinking into my palms. I was ready for anything. 

My gaze was fixed on the slowly opening of the door, sliding on the rails without making the 

slightest noise. When I realized that there was nobody on the other side, my heart jumped; what 

the hell was going on? 



I noticed a strange movement. An odd figure had just turned the corner, disappearing in one of 

the side corridors. Her slender and subtle silhouette made me suppose that she was a woman. I 

decided to follow her. I was curious: I had never seen anyone wandering freely in those corridors… 

moreover, she was so different from the people I usually dealt with, all closed into their white 

suits and with their faces covered by heavy helmets. Maybe, I could finally talk to someone! And 

hear the voice of another human being… 

I turned the corner. 

Now, I saw her walking in front of me, from behind. Her pace was light, but very uncertain. The 

blue dress wrapped around her body and it was dirty and torn. The impalpable fabric marked 

every corner of her bony and skeletal silhouette.  

I was so curious. Too curious. Where was she going? 

I had to follow her. 

I remember very well the path she took. As she advanced, the direction of each of her steps was 

indelibly impressed on my mind. 

That thin, grotesque figure stopped in front of a heavy steel door on which a large sign stood out. 

Danger. The symbols on it attracted my attention. 

Radiation, perhaps… biochemical risk… I’m not sure. 

I had never been in that room. In all probability, I had never been in that part of the building too. 

However, there was something oddly familiar about that place. 

I was uncomfortable. 

As my eyes lost themselves into the black letters and the vivid colors of signs, I still heard that 

damned sound in my ears. I felt it grow in intensity: a high-pitched, shrill whistle. The world 

around me was wrapped in a muffled blanket. The noises were deaf.  Reality moved away quickly.  

Suddenly, flashes of white light forced me to close my eyes. Blurry images piled up in my mind like 

gigantic and violent waves. Could it be memories? 

I can’t say… 

And that woman was always there, standing in front of me. Greasy hair swayed on the shoulder 

blades that protruded like wings. The arms dangled along the sides, with an almost imperceptible 

movement. I still have the strong doubt that I imagined everything… because what happened next 

is truly unbelievable! 

Everything happened in an instant. 

Before I knew it, she had already turned and grabbed me by the throat with a click of her gnarled 

hand. Her grip was terribly strong. She knocked me against the wall and slowly lifted me off the 

ground. Under the grip of her hand, the trachea cracked like soft foam rubber. I was completely 

immobilized; my breath chocked in the throat and my chest gasped from the lack of oxygen. 

At that moment, an infinite number of thoughts began to cross over my head, they overlapped 

each other and merged into the white of the wall in front of me. I was at the mercy of that skinny, 

battered woman who was holding me nailed to the wall with inhuman strength. 

I looked up. 

A contracted and bruised face. The sagging skin was translucent and diaphanous, as if it had been 

carved in wax by a ruthless blade. A multitude of strange symbols were engraved in the living flesh 

and dense, dark blood flowed from those cuts. Just like the corpse in my shower tray… 

The heart was beating madly, I had to avoid looking at that misshapen face. 

 

Look at me. 



 

An order. 

Her distorted voice resounded in the void of my bowels, shaking me to the depths of my being. I 

did as she ordered and I found myself falling into the deep black of two empty eye sockets. And 

that dreadful voice… 

 

Remember… do you know who you are? 

Do not breathe! 

 

The monster burst into a hideous laughter, a chilling sound whose echo made everything 

disappear in the dark.  

When I opened my eyes again, I was still here in my room, lying on my bed as nothing had 

happened. But I was disturbed by a truly bizarre feeling: I felt as if I was trapped inside a body that 

doesn’t belong to me, disoriented and with clouded senses. The nerves did not respond. I was cold 

and I was trembling like a leaf. The shivers were so violent that the shakes made me jump on the 

mattress. 

It took me several hours to recover. At least, I think so. A few minutes might have passed… or even 

days! 

I’m no longer sure of anything. 

Anyway, now I’m here, sitting with the reader in my hands and I don’t have the courage to keep 

reading. What if those things happen again? I feel that I would not be able to face other 

experiences of that kind. What if I can’t get back control anymore? Anxiety is corroding me; from 

what I remember, I have never experienced such a deep malaise. I am breathless and my heart 

beats in the chest like a drum. It hurts. 

Even standing still is difficult. 

I absolutely have to do something… get distracted. Or, very soon, I’ll go out of my mind. 

Just a moment… what is this sound? 

No… not again. It’s the noise made by that deep, hissing breath that haunts me. 

I have to get out of here. 

But this time there’s something different: the regularity of its rhythm is kind of reassuring. I feel 

some relief, I have to admit, and I lean against the wall closing my eyes. I see it, as clear as crystal: 

the door with all those writings and warning signs. Curiosity is too strong, need to find out if it 

really exists and what is hidden behind that heavy piece of metal! 

I have decided, my captivity has come to an end. 

While my hands absently run through the space between the mattress and the bed base, 

something stings me. Here it is, the piece of plastic… I hid it between the steel weaves. Fiddling 

with my fingers, I can feel the sharp edges of the broken parts. I don’t know yet what I’ll do with 

it… what could possibly be its purpose? I feel that this black fragment is inextricably linked to the 

fulfillment of my destiny. 

It doesn’t matter, I’ll find out soon. 

Time passes, marked only by the unconscious movement of my eyes; the gaze rests nervously on 

every detail of the room, without grasping anything of the reality that surrounds me.  

And the hiss of that breathing resonates in my mind. Inexorable. Slow. Regular. 

The present seems so far… 

Noises at the door. 



The magnetic door slides into the lock, followed by the sharp clicks of the pins. The sheet metal 

slides quickly, leaving the passage free for two men in white suits and helmets. 

They have come for me. I have to move fast if I want to get rid of them. 

Yes, I know exactly what to do. 

With a sprint, I jump on the one closest to me and I plunge my piece of plastic directly into his 

neck; that rudimentary knife works so well that I can pierce his throat. It takes a lot of strength, 

the skin is hard to cut, but the cartilage folds and breaks easily under the pressure of my secure 

and firm hand… strange, it seems to me the most natural thing in the world! 

What a particular noise… pleasant! Blood flows into his throat and bubbles up with his last 

breaths. It is warm and runs down my arms with a voluptuous tickle. Now it floods the entire floor 

and its shiny tiles. 

I’d like to finish the job calmly, but I cannot indulge too much in this unexpected pleasure: there is 

another urgent matter that requires my attention. 

I have to rush the other man, who is now frantically trying to reach the intercom, in the last hope 

of raise the alarm. He looks lost, trembling with fear. Who could blame him? 

He has not yet been able to press the activation button. 

This is luck! A point in my favor. 

Unfortunately, my improvised knife remained firmly stuck into the other man’s throat. What can I 

do? 

I jump on him, taking advantage of his terror. I pull the white helmet off his head with such a fury 

that I break his jaw. I can’t see his face: I realize that he wears a thick black hood under the 

helmet. However, I care very little about knowing how my jailers look like. They must die. They 

have no right to stand between me and my goal. 

Now the pure instinct guides me. I sink my teeth into his neck, down to the soft and pulsating 

artery. It tears so easily… blood gushes. Rapid and violent splashes shower my face and the 

streams flow down my throat. Warm and metallic. 

I must have dozed off for a few moments and I understand it when, from the grate, rhythmic and 

deep breaths make me emerge from the limbo in which I’m falling.  

Their call is so strong. 

I can’t get the image of that mysterious door out of my mind. 

I must find it. 

So, I start walking with determined step, but, first, I take the magnetic key from the belt of one of 

the corpses on the ground. 

A macabre, but somewhat attractive sight. 

I can’t stop I have more important things to worry about right now. 

I make my way through the tunnels, guided by the irrepressible desire to unravel the mystery.  

I’m excited, greedy to know… 

I remember the way very well: as I followed that woman, her steps were etched in my memory 

like a map. 

With each turn, the heartbeat accelerates. With each step, breathing becomes faster. 

And now here I am, right in front of all those writings and symbols. Again. 

But it will be different this time. Now, nobody can stop me from seeing what is hidden behind that 

door. 

The regular rhythm of the sounds that come from the air vent have accompanied my journey, 

marking the time of my thoughts.  



My breathing also aligned with this precise order. 

I swipe the magnetic key in the lock: I hear a series of metallic squeaks, then the massive steel 

door opens. 

I walk in. 

No hesitation. I must do it. 

Darkness surrounds me and I feel myself sinking into its cold embrace, wrapped in a bubble made 

of silence and black void. It makes me feel like I’m floating. I no longer have any reference point. 

Instinctively, I turn to look for the passage from which I entered, but there’s nothing there: it 

seems to have disappeared into absolute nothingness. 

I’m lulled by sound of that regular breathing… 

Back and forth, overwhelmed by the waves of a stormy sea. 

Shaken. 

Confused. 

In this place only my thoughts exist. 

I don’t see my body anymore and it’s as if it didn’t belong to me… as if it never existed. I know I’m 

ordering my arm to move and I also think I can feel it as it stretches and flexes, but don’t know 

how real my perception is. 

Where am I? 

 

The conditioning program doesn’t seem to work as it should… the subject does not respond. 

Stop sedation. 

Proceed with electrostimulation. 

Breathe! 

 

Who does this voice belong to? 

The voiceprint is so familiar… 

 

Breathe! 

 

An order. 

I want to obey. I can’t help obeying. 

All of a sudden, I’m shaken by a whirlwind of sounds and lights. 

Blinding flashes dazzle me and a deafening noise rises all around. 

It seems to come from somewhere in the distance. 

 

He is collapsing. 

We must do something immediately. 

Start the emergency protocol. 

Increase the intensity. 

 

The light is getting more and more intense. Now it spreads, leaving only a thick opalescent haze 

behind. There are figures around me. Now I can see them. 

One of them stands out above all the others, it emerges from the background noise. 

 

Breathe in… and out… 



Slowly. 

 

My chest rises and falls, moving to the rhythm of the hellish noise that oppresses me. 

The sound I was hearing… the breath… it didn’t come from the vents. No. 

I think I’m laying here; I can tell because I see people who look at me from above. I hear the 

incessant work of mechanical machines in my ears. 

Maybe I remember something… 

In the middle of the din, I recognize the door through which I entered. 

I have to get out of here. 

But I can’t get up… 

 

Breathe! 

 

And now everything gets dark. Again. 

A sense of oppression drags me away, far from that place. 

I only hear the echoes of distant words. 

I don’t want to follow them anymore. 

I’m so tired. 

I no longer see anything… 

Everything slips away… 

 

- 

 

CRIMINAL REHABILITATION AND REINTEGRATION PROGRAM 

CASE n° 288 

RESULT OF THE CONDITIONING PROCESS: negative 

 

-DEATH- 

 

New subjects are required immediately for the definition of a new protocol. 


