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Let me begin.

There are visits, you see. But they happen with hooks. And these aren’t just words—simple, neat little labels. No. They’re more like... clouds of meaning. Shifting, layered. Unfixed.

Like me.

Really—what word ever had so little meaning that a dictionary entry could wrap it up and put it to bed?

Let me tell you about hooks. And visits.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Weightless

[image: ]




I should eat less. But I can’t go without something sweet. Not baklava—not that. Baklava is crisp yet soft, each bite bursting with rich flavor. It makes your hands tremble... No, no. Baklava won't do. It lulls you to sleep at night; a crude kind of satisfaction—numb fingers after a fleeting shiver. But coffee...

That’s why I’m at the cafe. Creamy macchiato instead of dessert. It’s strangely satisfying to sit here—like someone built this entire cafe just to feed my imagination. People come here and shed their defenses without realizing it, offering glimpses of who they are in this relaxed atmosphere. Their gestures, their conversations, their careless laughter—there’s food everywhere—not for the body, but for the mind. A glance, a word, a gesture—each one a bite.

A frown nestled inside a smile. A boast meant for the neighboring tables, loud but not quite shouting. Furtive glances slipping past a companion’s shoulder, meeting eyes with strangers behind them. When you cast your line into such a swirl, how could you not come up with something for the night?

Ah, this is what I really need to quit. But how? Giving up baklava is nothing—try quitting this. What you can quit isn’t the addiction. What you quit is only what could be quit.

Even with all this richness in the cafe around me, my inward gaze—my attention—was suddenly pulled toward a presence that walked in through the door. Behind and beside her, two young men in suits scrambled to clear the way, like their entire purpose in life was to earn the privilege of accompanying her.

But what exactly pulled me in? The woman herself? Or the intense reverence those two seemed destined to feel for her? Was it her presence—or the experience of her?

My gaze returned to the creature bending orbits with her magnetism. Every pair of eyes near the entrance turned toward her—then, slowly, turned away. But I... I remained locked onto the apparition.

She wore a business outfit—dignified, with a skirt just above the knee. No different from the suits worn by the two young men beside her: a plain smart-casual uniform. Still, on her, it didn’t look the same. It felt like something that should be banned—for its sheer provocation.

Was the secret in the outfit—or in the body beneath it? Not stocky, not model-thin either, but a delicately slim hourglass figure. Proportioned, but not unforgettable. Like the clothes she wore: beautiful, but not extraordinary. Heels—thin, but not too high, just the right height. Her steps didn’t move straight ahead; instead, each foot fell with a slight diagonal shift. Measured. Calculated. And yet... striking enough to haunt you.

How could someone so ordinary, so perfectly restrained, leave such a lasting impression?

The others in the cafe sensed her otherworldly presence—but only for a moment. Then, reassured by the mask of ordinariness she wore so effortlessly, they turned their attention back to their tables. Just as she intended. She had no interest in letting her energy spill beyond her chosen targets.

But those two young men... they were the willing ones. Did they ever have a chance? Once the master huntress made her decision, that was it. Their surrender—that was what truly drew me to her. Not to the woman herself, but to the predator within her. Would this huntress become the hunted? Or had I already begun to drift into numbness, stung by the needle of that fleeting glance—waiting for my turn to be caught?

One of the young men rushed ahead to open the door—succeeding, but falling behind in the process, which left the honor of pulling out her chair to the other. Even the way she sat—not for just anyone to notice, but for those who knew how to look—was calculated with confident precision. She offered the full grace of her legs without effort. Her skirt required a touch of caution, but she showed no visible care, and yet... not a single ripple or fold of fabric dared stray from command.

And—bingo. Out came the folders, stamped with the logo of a private pension firm. This sly girl—she knows exactly what she’s doing. But wait... all this, just to sell retirement plans? Seriously? You’re burning me up, and you feel nothing? Don’t you see your own power? You must be doing all this out of habit—on autopilot.

Dragging two young engineers—who work together and have cash to spare—into a cafe must’ve taken less effort than lifting her pinky. Before I even finished my coffee, both had signed the papers like little smug kings. They were under the spell, and their only desire was for it to continue. Poor things—waiting to sign would’ve been the smarter move, just to stay inside the enchantment a moment longer. But who can think straight in that kind of heat? The girl had turned them into a pair of junkies on a shopping spree—before they'd even finished half their slices of cake.

From the very first moment, it wasn’t just my eyes—my mind was hooked as well. There was something different in the way she moved; measured, deliberate, yet flowing with the ease of spontaneity. Once the hook is in, once the bond is formed, choice becomes an illusion. Did I choose her, or was I chosen? Sometimes I do the choosing. Sometimes I’m the one picked. What’s certain is this: once the bond is set, its end is the night visit.

A full slice of cake in front of a body like that? Just for display? I mean, some people satisfy their hunger just by looking—while the craving screams inside. But wait—one bite, then another. Bold. Shameless. As if saying, “This is the body, and this is how it eats.” A kind of confidence that doesn't quite sit right. Is that the real her—or fake beyond fake? If it’s a mask, where are the seams? Could a beauty like that really stick two fingers down her throat to throw it all up? But who else would do such a thing? It doesn’t suit her—and that’s exactly why it must. Some beauties are only complete when something doesn’t quite fit.

A visit was inevitable—curiosity demands to know.

Was it my curiosity that chose, or a silent call she radiated that pulled me in? Two invisible hooks on either end of an unseen line—one in her, one in me. It was fate disguised as curiosity. Night! Oh night! Come, night!

***
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At ten p.m., the hook inside me twitched where it had latched on. A flicker of pain. Deep in my mind, somewhere behind thought. But there’s no feeling in the brain, is there? No chamber. No wall. No coil mechanism for the thread to wind around. Only the line—two ends, two hooks. If I wound you with mine, my dear prey, then I bleed too. Just like you. Maybe I’m numbing you. Maybe you don’t even feel it. If I were a mouse, would you feel me nibbling your ear in your sleep?

The thread pulls again. That faint strain— a ripple of tension pulsing outward in rings. Ah, this bond... if only I knew how it came to be. And the night! Whatever its strange power might be. The first night. Sometimes the second. Rarely beyond that. But always, a moment arrives: the thread finds its mate, the two hooks meet in their secret union, and a pocket of time swells and bursts. The hunger for experience. The longing to be discovered. The vanishing that comes with fulfillment. Cast in daylight— reeled in by night. And by dawn, those who meet disappear.

The thread tugs the hook once more—and now look: the body is left behind. The hook pulls my being in every direction at once. My mind splits into atoms, beaming outward along the line that yanks it. I’m scattered, flung beyond myself. The other hook isn’t in you—it never was, my dear prey. It lies somewhere inside your experience. It’s that experience of yours that binds us now. And when it kicks—trying once again to be born, pounding against the walls of your own womb—your hook yanks at mine. It hurls me into your experience, throws me back into the storm of your becoming.

Where am I? The sounds always come first. Distant, blurry, unformed. Words—just barely there, their edges loose and uneven. A whisper... an echo... voices bleeding into each other. Crackling shadows before the image sharpens.

And then—suddenly—focus.

The voice of the pension rep begins to take shape. It feels as if she’s emerging from sound itself, her words slowly falling into place. Have I entered her world—or is she echoing inside my mind? I can’t be sure. But I do know this: we are both inside the realm of experience, suspended in a bubble of time where the two hooks become one—and then vanish. We’re caught inside a moment that longs to be understood. You may be the owner of the experience, my prey, my beloved. But in the absence of being perceived, you burned with longing. And that’s why you brushed against my curiosity one afternoon.

I think I’m beginning to learn. Or maybe I’m just getting used to it. Perhaps they’re the same thing. Do we learn through effort—or through surrender? Some things happen on their own. Others, I have to push. What if I forced what I should have released—and let go of what I was meant to push through? How do you run an experiment while you’re being shattered into atoms and pieced back together at the same time? Still, with each time, there’s a little more to grasp, a little more to learn. And yet, so much remains beyond me.

As the blur of sound and image slowly faded—how long it had lasted, I couldn't say—the sounds came into focus first. Took form. I knew it... the image would follow. It always did.

A small scream. My stress spiked instantly. Still no image—just a swarm of abstract possibilities fluttering in. So many of them! Why do people scream? There are countless reasons! I’m startled that I even have time to be startled by the sheer number of possibilities. Something’s wrong. This shouldn’t be taking this long. Something is off. Time feels strange—stretched. Is her life in danger? Was that danger the sharp hook cast earlier today? But there’d been no sign, no clue. And now, in this disembodied state, even without a heart, I can feel my heart tightening with the second scream.

This one is louder. Maybe it feels louder because I’m more present now. But my emergence should be faster—so much faster.

Sex and battle are cousins. But no... that can’t be it. The hunger that drew me wasn’t lust—not raw lust. That was never its flavor. Still, why is this taking so long? Does it always take this long for a scene to come into focus—for the image to arrive?

I understand now: stress stretches time. The moment I become aware of it, panic takes over. For the first time, I feel myself pulling back. But back to where? Into my body? Or into eternal exile from the self I’d just momentarily stepped away from?

No, no—stay calm. But can anyone really calm down just by trying? Let go. Now. Let it all go.

Another scream. I hear it—but not really. As it draws near, I push its meaning away. I deflect its urgency, and that softens something inside me. The pull—the one whose effect I couldn’t quite predict—suddenly gives out.

Then, finally, the image sharpens.

She’s on a treadmill. She must’ve pushed herself far too hard. What kind of run calls for that much screaming? What are you doing to yourself, you maniac?

Just as she’s about to slip and fall dangerously backward, she lets out one final, desperate scream—and lunges for the stop button.

Her breath rose and fell like rough waves. Her chest, soaked in sweat, heaved under the thin straps of her top. She braced herself against the treadmill’s console, letting her weight sink into it. One last step... Her legs trembled. She stumbled slightly as she stepped off the machine.

In a few shaky strides, she reached a desk set up on the far side of the studio apartment—clearly the work area. She collapsed into it, resting her forehead on her folded arms across the surface.

While she caught her breath, my focus drifted to the treadmill's display. Since the counter had reset, it had logged thirty kilometers. That couldn’t have been in one session. At least, I hoped not. Was she running until she broke? The perfect round number made it feel like a goal.

But these are all guesses. In this dreamlike state of presence, I can neither ask nor test. I can only witness.

In the compact apartment, there was a sleeping area partially set apart by a partition that rose to about shoulder height. A double bed sat behind it. Apart from the front door and another leading to what was clearly a combined bathroom and toilet, there were no other doors. The remaining space was divided into a work area, a workout zone, and a small kitchenette. But the kitchen showed no signs of meals being cooked—or even eaten. What caught my attention instead was the small refrigerator.

Just then, I heard the brief scraping of a chair against the floor, followed by her footsteps. She entered my field of vision and opened the fridge. In the fleeting moment I had to observe, it looked like the entire fridge was stocked with small plastic bottles of water. I thought I caught a glimpse of a few juice cartons, too. She grabbed one of the water bottles and turned back.

In just a few steps, she passed directly through my line of sight—filled it completely—and disappeared. She’d moved right through my point of view. I still wasn’t used to that. I reset my focus.

She ran the cold bottle across her cheeks, then touched it to the back of her neck. Opened it. Took a deep swallow. Suddenly, her hand moved to her stomach, her back arching slightly forward. A small wave of pain crossed her face. She took another sip—much smaller this time. Her hand wandered over her bare, flat stomach, the skin exposed between her loose, knee-length shorts and the thin-strap tank top. Keeping a body like that in shape clearly didn’t come easy.

***
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When she sat at the desk and began working, I caught glimpses of the files and books she opened—covers, a few inside pages. I couldn’t spot any clue about which university it was, but from the way she moved and spoke, it was clear she belonged to some kind of academic discipline. Then again, what do I really know? I see the truth the way I feel it. Is there even another way to see? And besides, I doubt a private pension company would hire someone who hadn’t graduated from college. So this must be coursework for a master’s degree. A PhD doesn’t seem to match her age.

Each time the spasm hit, she sipped water in tiny amounts. Oh, sweetheart... When she saw it wasn’t working, she gave up on studying and pulled a work file in front of her. A page for each of the boys from earlier—photos, brief info. Further down, there were lines—looked like references, maybe. She’d gathered five from each. She studied their addresses for a moment and jotted something down on a scrap of paper. I figured she was mapping out tomorrow’s possible route.

I was starting to get bored. There wasn’t much sound—just the faint scratch of a pen. The image began to blur, like a summer landscape shimmering behind heat waves. A sign that the connection was slipping. Then her phone rang, and the room snapped back into focus.

I couldn’t hear the other voice—but it was clearly her mother. She used that same cheerful, chirpy tone I’d heard during the day when she was pitching to clients:

“Don’t worry, Mom. I’ve been working for months. It’s almost been a year now.”

As she listened, she started drawing lines on the scrap of paper in front of her.

“No, Mom. Don’t pressure Dad. I don’t need any money. My salary is enough. I’ve started closing better deals this term. I’ll probably get a bonus soon.”

As she mentioned the bonus, she ran her fingertips fondly over the pages from her earlier meetings, the ones with the boys.

“Oh, come on, Mom... You already paid for four years of college—and then I took a year to find a job. That’s more than enough support...”

“My salary covers everything just fine, really. I even signed up for my own private pension plan—would I have done that if money was tight?”

The moment she mentioned food and expenses, her fingers stopped stroking the papers. Her posture straightened. Her back tensed. Her brows furrowed.

“Oh come on, Mom. How am I supposed to survive this pace of work and life in this country if I don’t eat? I even had cake today, actually. Big, full bites. Didn’t leave a single crumb. None of that dainty nibbling nonsense.”

Her voice was soft, gentle. But her eyes? They burned fiercer than her final scream on the treadmill.
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