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CHAPTER 1: The hospital


	 

	She opened her eyes. She didn’t know where she was. Everything around her suggested she was in a hospital room, but she couldn’t be certain. She was lying on a bed—a cold metal bed with crisp white covers, like the ones found in hospitals or clinics. That was the first clue that made her think she was indeed in a hospital room.

	Then, there were the lights. Bright, glaring lights. The kind that make your eyes hurt. She raised her arms while still lying on the bed and examined them carefully. Everything seemed normal. There wasn’t any IV equipment attached to them, nor were there any puncture marks, bruises, or bandages. She didn’t feel any pain in her body. She felt healthy.

	Slowly, she sat up on the hospital bed, her movements cautious and measured. She was afraid that any sudden motion could be dangerous, might cause her pain, or perhaps something worse. However, she felt nothing. She appeared to be perfectly fine, her body responding as if everything was okay. 

	She decided to try standing. If she struggled, maybe it would prove she had been in that bed for a long time, since she had no idea how or why she had ended up there.

	She glanced to her side and saw a button—the kind patients use to call hospital staff—sitting within reach. She pressed it once, but nothing happened. A faint click, but no response. She waited a few moments before pressing it again, straining to catch any sound, perhaps a distant beeping or maybe footsteps that might indicate a sign of life. But nothing came. 

	Not only the room she was in, but seemingly the entire floor, appeared to be deserted. She hadn’t explored it yet. It was just a strong hunch, born from the eerie silence and the absence of any noise suggesting human activity. It all felt too still, too empty, like a place long abandoned.

	She walked around the room for a bit, testing her balance, her movements slow and deliberate. She didn’t feel dizzy, so she guessed she hadn’t been lying in that bed for too long. Maybe she had only been there for a day, or only a few hours. Who could say? Certainly not her. No matter how hard she tried to remember anything that might provide answers, it was futile. She had no recollection of anything—not even her own name. It was as if her memory had somehow been erased, wiped clean like a blank slate.

	She timidly glanced out of the room she had found herself in, peeking past the doorway. The corridor appeared empty—no staff, no other patients; just her. There were several rooms on both sides of the corridor, their doors closed, silent and uninviting, but she didn’t dare explore them yet. For now, she just stood there, waited patiently for a response to the help button she had pressed earlier, hoping someone might come.

	However, she could not bear to wait any longer. The silence was suffocating, unnatural. After a while, she decided to explore at least the floor where her room was located. After all, no one had answered her call, so either she was being ignored, or no one was there—not even the medical staff.

	She peeked again through the half-open door before stepping cautiously out of the room. Nothing had changed. The corridor remained deserted. Moving on her tiptoes, she felt the cold floor beneath her bare feet. She wasn’t wearing any shoes. She hadn’t found a pair in the room she woke up in. Strangely, apart from the standard hospital furniture, there was nothing else. No IV equipment, no antiseptic liquids, no syringes—nothing. It was as if the room had been stripped of anything remotely medical.

	She had even searched the cupboards, hoping to find something useful, something personal, anything that might offer a clue. But beyond empty shelves and a lingering sterile scent, she found nothing. She couldn’t walk around in the plain hospital robe that left her back exposed, revealing her underwear. But it was all in vain. There were no shoes, not even a pair of hospital slippers, to keep her from walking barefoot. She glanced around once more, hoping to find at least some gauze to wrap her feet with, like a pair of makeshift shoes, but found nothing.

	What had happened to all the supplies in the hospital? And, more importantly, what had happened to all the people?

	After a thorough check, the whole floor turned out to be deserted. The only person there was herself. If she had to guess, the entire building was empty as well. She hadn’t heard the slightest sound during her entire exploration of the floor. And that was a bad sign. A very bad sign.

	What could have happened here?

	She checked her heart rate, pressing her fingers against her wrist. Surprisingly, it was normal, steady. Her body appeared calm, even though her mind was in turmoil. Suddenly, she had an idea. Without hesitation, she quickly ran back to her room and looked out the hospital window. 

	The window overlooked the hospital parking lot. It was vast, stretching out beneath her, yet completely devoid of cars or any other vehicles—not even an ambulance, not even some sign of movement. It was as if everyone had left in a hurry, vanishing without a trace, leaving only her behind. But why would they do that?

	She reasoned that if some kind of disaster had forced the entire staff to abandon even a hospital—one of the last places that should ever be left empty—surely some patients would have been left behind. Especially those who couldn’t be moved, those too weak or critical to be transported. She refused to believe that she was the only one in such a condition, that she was the only one left behind. It didn’t make sense.

	She decided to leave the hospital. After all, there was no reason for her to stay there any longer. She appeared to be in good health. And even if she wasn’t, how would staying in a hospital with no staff help her in any way? Who would tend to her even if she needed care?

	It took her a while to find the exit, navigating the labyrinthine corridors of the hospital. However, when she finally made it outside, she noticed that the sun was still high in the sky. It must have been quite early. From its position, she guessed it was around noon. She thought it was better that way—waking up to an abandoned hospital was unsettling enough. She didn’t even want to consider how much more terrifying it would have been to wake up in the dead of night, alone, inside an empty hospital, with no memory of how she had even gotten there.
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