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Ash's fingers moved across the piano keys with practiced ease, the familiar weight of the melody filling the small parlor. She came here twice a week, sometimes more when her own house felt too quiet, too empty of music. The Samsa family never minded, in fact, her friend, Grete, encouraged it. She said it brought life to their home again.

"He's watching you," Grete whispered from the doorway, her voice tight with embarrassment.

Ash didn't stop playing, but her eyes lifted to the shadow of an open door. He was watching, Gregor was watching. He was almost a myth, something only spoken about in whispers, but not to her, and not the Grete. Grete had been the one to discover him, the first to realize that the massive bug-like creature residing in her brother's room was, in fact, her brother. No one had believed her at first, but Grete had told her how the creature seemed intelligent, it would show her books, books they had loved as children, and he would help around the house in his own way. Ash had yet to see the creature in the full light, but she knew it was there, she could feel it watching her.

“Play something cheerful,” Grete said. “I think he likes cheerful music.”

Grete had assured her many times before that Gregor never left his rooms when strangers were in the home, though strangers would so rarely enter their house since he changed. But as Ash's fingers found the climax of the piece, a shadow shifted in her peripheral vision. She continued playing, though her heart quickened, and watched as something large and dark crept along the wall near the bookshelf. When she turned her head slightly, she saw him.

The creature was slightly larger than a man but moved with an insect's careful, deliberate gait. His carapace caught the lamplight in patches of grey and black, and his antennae, like a crown of thorns around his head, twitched as he paused, seemingly drawn by the music. He was hideous, certainly, his segmented body all wrong proportions, wings tucked awkwardly against his back, multiple legs feeling their way along the floor, and a face that resembled skin taught over a demon skull. His mandibles clicked softly as he edged closer, drawn by the melody.

Yet despite the revulsion that should have overwhelmed her, Ash found herself fascinated. She continued playing, her eyes darting between the shadowed figure and the piano’s keys.

“So unusual,” Grete whispered, “My brother has been so ashamed since he transformed, he usually never comes out of his room.”

"What happened to him?" Ash asked, her fingers still moving across the keys but more slowly now, the tempo gentling as she watched the creature, as she watched Gregor edge closer. She wasn't afraid, just curious. How did a man become... this?
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