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	I — The Delivery

	The package arrived on a Tuesday, a day indistinguishable from any other in the endless rhythm of my solitary life. The courier’s knock was sharp, perfunctory, and when I opened the door, he was already retreating down the hallway, leaving only a black envelope on the mat. It was heavy, made of a paper that absorbed the light of my hallway lamp, its surface unnervingly smooth, almost liquid. No address, no stamp, just the stark simplicity of its presence.

	I realized, not for the first time, that I had stopped paying attention to the small routines of my days. Couriers came and went. Doors opened and closed. Perhaps I had grown too used to silence to truly notice anything anymore.

	I closed the door, the click of the lock echoing in the sudden quiet of my apartment. The envelope felt cool in my hands, a stark contrast to the faint tremor in my fingers. My mind, usually a landscape of ordered thoughts, was suddenly a blank slate, wiped clean by this small, black object. There was no rational explanation for its appearance. No name. No reason. Just an event, dropped into the middle of my existence like a stone into a still pond.

	With a slight hesitation, I broke the seal. The sound it made was like tearing fine silk. Inside was not paper, but a sheet of something deeper, richer. Velvet. The texture was an immediate, sensory shock against my fingertips, plush and yielding, yet somehow firm. The ink on it was the color of dried blood, written in a elegant, flowing script that was at once delicate and undeniably commanding. There were only three lines.

	"Do not speak. Do not question. Obey."

	I read the words three times. They weren't a request. They were a statement of fact, a new set of physical laws that had just been imposed upon my reality. A laugh, dry and humorless, tried to escape my throat but died before it could form. This was absurd. A prank, perhaps? A mistake? But the quality of the velvet, the weight of the ink, the deliberate confidence of the script—it all spoke of something far more intentional, far more serious than a joke.

	My apartment, usually a space of quiet comfort, now felt charged with a new, static energy. The muted grays of my furniture, the neat stacks of books on their shelves, the single abstract painting on the wall—it all seemed to be waiting. The silence was no longer empty; it was heavy, expectant. I stood in the center of my living room, the velvet paper still in my hand, its three words burning into my mind.

	Obey.

	The word settled in my chest, a strange, heavy warmth. Who was I meant to obey? And why? The lack of answers was a form of answer in itself. The absence of information was the instruction. To question would be to break the first rule. To speak would be to violate the second. The only permissible action was the third.

	My body moved before my mind had fully consented. There was a part of me—quiet, buried, and utterly inconvenient—that had always responded to clarity, to structure, to commands. Maybe this wasn’t sudden obedience. Maybe it was recognition. I found myself walking toward the spare bedroom, the one I used as a home office, a space I rarely entered unless work demanded it. My hand, with a will of its own, turned the cold brass knob.

	The room was transformed. Had I really not stepped into this room for days? It was possible. My work often blurred time together, and I had never been good at noticing small changes. Still… this felt different, as if the transformation had been waiting for me rather than created for me.
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