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​CHAPTER 1: The Apartment with a Bad Personality
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Tessa had wanted quiet more than anything. After three years of living in noisy shared houses filled with half-strangers and midnight kitchen debates, she’d promised herself that her next place would be different. Peaceful. Hers.

This apartment definitely looked the part. A single bedroom on the top floor, tall windows, soft afternoon light spilling across polished floorboards. It had a view of the street below and enough room for her easel by the window. She imagined it would smell of paint and coffee and adulthood.

It did. For the first two days at least. Then it began to sulk.

Every step started drawing a long complaint from the floorboards, as if the place resented being woken after a long, comfortable sleep. The radiator wheezed like an old smoker whenever she tried to coax heat from it. The pipes clattered whenever she ran the tap before ten in the morning, and the curtains had an unhelpful habit of sliding half-closed, as though someone unseen preferred the dark. By the third morning, she decided the apartment simply hated mornings.

Evenings however, were better. The air softened, the light turned gold, and the apartment seemed to settle into itself. That was when her missing things began to reappear. A hair tie she’d lost turned up neatly coiled on the desk. Her sketchbook lay open to the page she’d been working on. A mug she swore she’d left in the sink waited, clean and dry, beside the stove.

At first she blamed her own forgetfulness. She was an art student; absent-mindedness came complimentary with the degree. But one night all her paintbrushes vanished. Every single one. She searched drawers, jars, boxes and even the freezer in desperation before giving up and going to bed. In the morning they were lined in a perfect row along the windowsill, their bristles rinsed and shining in the sunlight.

That was the moment Tessa began to suspect the place was alive. 

She stared at the window for a long time, the early light catching dust motes that drifted lazily between her brushes. The air carried the faint scent of turpentine and cold wood. It felt as though someone was watching, waiting for her reaction.

“All right,” she said finally, half-smiling as she picked up a clean brush. “You win. You like things tidy, I get it. But next time, maybe warn me first.” She paused, glancing toward the quiet corners of the room. “You can knock, or... flick a light or something. We’ll make it work.”

The empty spaces seemed to breathe around her. Nothing moved, but she felt a delicate pressure along her arm, a cool, playful touch of air as though someone had brushed past. She froze, then let out a small laugh. “Great. I’m officially losing it.”

That night, when she set her brushes back in the jar, the glass gave a faint, deliberate tremor against the tabletop. The sound was soft, but it carried through the quiet like a question.

Tessa stood there a moment, holding her breath. The rational part of her brain whispered about drafts and loose floorboards, but something else suggested the apartment might be trying to say something back.

She searched online for advice, scrolling through pages of priests, overpriced cleanses, and forums full of people swearing ghosts didn’t exist. None of it felt useful. So, she decided to make her own rules.

She fetched the salt from her cupboard and traced a thin line along the windowsill, half-apology, half-offering. “In case you’re real,” she murmured, feeling silly but strangely comforted. From another unpacked box marked kitchen stuff probably, she found a cinnamon candle, lit it, and watched the flame twist unsteadily before settling into a calm, steady glow.

“Okay,” she whispered, feeling utterly foolish. “If you’re real, just be nice. And please, please don’t touch my coffee.”

Nothing answered. She wasn’t sure what she’d expected anyway. A whisper? A cold breeze spelling her name? If anything had actually replied, she probably would’ve leapt straight out the window and let whatever was here have the place.

But the next morning her coffee machine, which had refused to cooperate all week, brewed perfectly on the first try.

After that, she began to leave small offerings on the counter, a sugar cube, a flower from the street market, sometimes just a neatly folded napkin with a doodle on it. It became part of her mornings: light candle, say hello, make peace with whatever energy lived here. In return, the apartment behaved. Socks returned folded. Canvases shifted slightly to catch the light. Occasionally, when she laughed too hard at a video, she could swear she heard a faint, polite tapping, as though someone else in the room found it funny too.

Eventually she started leaving notes. One read: Thanks for fixing the coffee machine. Another said: If you’re going to move things, at least dust while you’re at it. The second note came back the next day with a faint coffee ring on the edge and three words written in crooked blue ink: You’re welcome.

The note should have scared her more than it did. But instead, Tessa found herself smiling at it every time she passed the counter, the paper softening at the edges from how often she picked it up. Whoever, or whatever was behind all this didn’t feel threatening anymore. Just... curious. Maybe even kind.

By the next evening, the apartment felt almost companionable. Rain pattered against the windows, steady and rhythmic, while she pottered through her routine, washing brushes, wiping paint from the handles, humming under her breath. The candle on the shelf burned low, the air carrying that sweet, faint trace of cinnamon.

When she went to brush her teeth before bed, she caught herself talking to the empty air again. “If you’re the one doing the cleaning, I should probably start paying you,” she said through a mouthful of toothpaste. Her voice sounded small but friendly, absorbed by the quiet walls.

For a moment, she thought she heard something like a sigh, soft, not quite human, almost the sound of a page turning. Then she looked up.

In the mirror, behind her reflection, someone was standing in the doorway.

He looked half-formed in the dim light, his outline faint and flickering, but his eyes met hers in perfect focus, and Tessa promptly swallowed a mouthful of toothpaste. It burned all the way down, which somehow felt like the least alarming part of her night.

“I’m sorry,” he said quickly, hands raised in surrender. “Didn’t mean to scare you.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. “You—what—how did you get in here?”

“I didn’t,” he said, glancing around. “I’ve been here. For a while.”

Tessa blinked. “You mean you’re—”

“Dead,” he admitted softly. “Or something close.”

The toothbrush clattered into the sink. “You’ve been stealing my paintbrushes.”

He hesitated, looking embarrassed. “Borrowing. And cleaning them, may I add. Honestly, I’ve been a better roommate than most living people.”

For a heartbeat the apartment felt too small to contain them both. Then the sheer absurdity of it all broke through, and she let out a shaky laugh that turned into real laughter. “Of course. My first apartment comes with a resident ghost. Fine. You can stay. But if you start rattling chains, I’m getting a priest.”

A surprised smile tugged at his mouth. “Deal.”

That night, for the first time since she’d moved in, the apartment didn’t creak. The walls seemed to listen, finally content.
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​CHAPTER 2: Roommates
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Tessa woke to the sound of glass clinking somewhere in the kitchen. For a few sleepy seconds, she forgot everything that had happened the night before. Then the smell of coffee reached her, and the memories came rushing back. The ghost. The conversation. The toothpaste incident.

She sat up slowly, blinking at the soft morning light. “You’re real,” she said to no one in particular. Her voice cracked slightly, as though it didn’t quite believe itself.

On the counter sat a steaming mug beside a folded napkin. On it, written in crooked blue ink, were the words:

Made it right this time. — Theo

Tessa stared at the note, rubbing at her eyes as though the words might rearrange into something more ordinary. “You can write,” she muttered, reading it again. “Great. A literate ghost. What’s next, latte art?”

A faint voice floated in from the living room, warm and amused. “I can try, if you’ve got milk.”

Tessa nearly dropped her mug. “Oh, perfect,” she said, steadying it with both hands. “A comedian. My haunting comes with customer service.”

Theo appeared near the window, or rather blurred into being, the morning light slipping through him like mist. His edges wavered slightly, as though the room itself wasn’t sure it was ready for him.

“I’m not a comedian,” he said, folding his transparent arms. “Just trying to make a good impression.”

“Polite ghosts knock before haunting,” Tessa said, tilting her head.

“That’s a myth. I tried knocking once. Nobody heard.”

“Maybe you’re just bad at it.”

He pretended to think about that. “You’re surprisingly calm for someone having breakfast with the dead.”

“I’m an art student,” she said, sipping her coffee. “I’ve survived three years of group critiques. A ghost is nothing.”

Theo smiled faintly. “Most people scream, cry, or move out.”

“Cheaper rent,” she said simply.

He laughed then, a low, uneven sound, as if his voice wasn’t used to laughter anymore. It made something in the air feel lighter.

She gestured to the stool opposite her. “You might as well sit. Or hover. Whatever it is you do.”

Theo lowered himself onto thin air above the stool. It was both ridiculous and strangely dignified.

For a moment they sat in a comfortable silence. The clock ticked softly. Her coffee steamed. Theo looked as though he were trying to remember how to breathe.

“So,” she said finally, setting down her mug, “how does this work? Do you just haunt indefinitely? Or is there a ghost union that handles that sort of thing?”

Theo’s mouth curved into a small smile. “If there is, I think I’ve been forgotten. Maybe I’m on unpaid leave.”

“You could file a complaint.”

“With who? Saint Peter?”

“He seems approachable,” she said, and Theo laughed again, shaking his head.

“You’re strange,” he said.

“I’ve been told.” She looked at him over the rim of her mug. “And you’re awfully talkative for a ghost.”

“That’s because you’re the first person who’s actually listened,” he said quietly.

She wasn’t sure how to respond to that, so she looked away and pretended to be fascinated by her coffee. “So,” she said after a pause, “do you haunt everyone who moves in here, or am I just lucky?”

Theo smiled. “Most of them left after the first week. You’re the first to talk back.”

“Well, congratulations. You found someone too stubborn to quit.”

The corner of his mouth lifted. “I noticed.”

Later that morning, Tessa moved to her easel while Theo drifted about the apartment. He seemed curious about everything. He circled her plants, leaned through walls to inspect what was on the other side, and occasionally hummed tunelessly under his breath.
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