
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Office of Dr. Adrian Markov. 2025.

The rain drummed against the window of Dr. Adrian Markov's office—a monotonous, soothing sound that usually helped his patients relax. But not today. The air was heavy, saturated with a tension that neither the rain nor the subdued light from the desk lamp could dispel.

Adrian leaned back in his leather armchair, trying to maintain the composure he had cultivated over the years. Before him, on the identical upholstered stool, sat his most difficult patient—Mr. Dimov. Dimov's eyes were wide, a paranoia dancing within them that Adrian had watched deepen with every session.

“They are watching me, Doctor,” Dimov whispered, his voice trembling yet holding a hidden threat. “I hear them. Are you one of them?”

Adrian took a deep breath. “Mr. Dimov, we know these are symptoms of your condition. No one is watching you. We are here to help you.”

Dimov laughed—a short, dry sound devoid of any amusement. He began to rummage in his loose-fitting cardigan. “Don't lie, Doctor. You are part of them. I am the only one who sees the truth.”

Adrian instinctively reached out a hand. “Please, Mr. Dimov. Let's calm down. There is no need for this.”

But Dimov pulled an old, rusty revolver from his cardigan. The muzzle looked enormous in the dimly lit office. Adrian's eyes widened. In that instant, all his years of training, all the hours of therapy, all his efforts to understand and help, condensed into a single realization—failure.

“I will stop them,” Dimov whispered, his finger slowly moving toward the trigger.

Adrian didn't cry out. Time seemed to freeze. He saw the gleam of the metal, he saw the madness in his patient's eyes. He felt a terrifying, burning pain in his chest, and then—everything went cold.

A few seconds later, as if nothing had happened, Adrian opened his eyes. Dimov was gone. The revolver was gone. The rain was still drumming. His chair was empty.

“What...” Adrian murmured. He looked around. His office seemed normal, but somehow quieter. He tried to stand up. His legs felt... light? Too light. He felt strangely detached from the room, from the whole situation.

"I must be burnt out," he sighed, trying to rationalize. "A nervous breakdown. I must have dozed off. It's time for a break. A long, big break."

The office door opened and one of his colleagues, Dr. Petrova, entered, looking distressed. “Doctor? I heard... Oh, God...” She looked at the empty chair, and then at something on the floor that Adrian couldn't see. Her face went pale. She pulled out her phone and started dialing, her voice trembling: “We have... an emergency. Dr. Markov... he is...”

Adrian stood there, confused. Why was Petrova so distressed? Why couldn't she see him? He reached out to her, trying to touch her, but she didn't seem to feel him as she walked right through him.

“What is going on here?” Adrian whispered. “What the hell is going on?”
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CHAPTER ONE: A New City, A New Friend
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The confusion was as sticky as humidity on a hot summer day. Adrian found himself outside his office. The door seemed to have closed behind him, but he didn't remember touching it. The people in the hallway—nurses, other therapists, even patients—were rushing somewhere, their faces contorted with worry. Dr. Petrova was still on the phone, her voice rising to a panicked crescendo. No one looked at him. No one reacted to his questions.

“Petrova? What's going on? Why are you ignoring me?” Adrian tried to grab her attention, but she simply walked past him as if he wasn't there. "I must have dozed off again," he thought, trying to return to routine. "The dream was too realistic. I clearly need a break."

He decided to go home. He left the clinic, and the cold rain hit his face. His car was gone from the parking lot. His apartment? He couldn't remember the address. Every street, every corner looked unfamiliar, as if the city had turned upside down overnight. Or rather, he felt strangely disoriented, as if he wasn't himself.

Days passed—or so it seemed. Time had blurred. Adrian wandered the streets, trying to make sense of his new "reality." People continued to ignore him, as if they were too busy to notice. He heard conversations, saw faces, but couldn't initiate interaction. This was the strangest form of dissociation he had ever experienced, and as a psychotherapist, he had seen quite a lot.

"It must be some kind of severe shock," he repeated to himself. "A nervous breakdown. It's the only logical explanation. My brain has shut down."

One afternoon, while sitting on a park bench—or rather, feeling himself sitting on the bench without sensing the texture of the wood beneath him—he noticed a little boy. The boy was sitting alone in the playground, drawing with chalk on the pavement and quietly talking to himself. He was skinny, with big, serious eyes and blond hair that fell over his forehead. There were no other children around him.

Adrian watched him. His professional instinct kicked in. A lonely child talking to himself—that was often a sign of some issue. He decided to approach.

“Hello,” Adrian said, settling down close to the boy. “Who are you talking to?”

The little boy looked up. In fact, he looked up at him. His eyes were clear, with no trace of confusion or terror. Just curiosity.

“You,” the little boy whispered. “Haven't you seen him?” He pointed his chalk towards the empty space next to him. “The one who is looking for his teddy bear?”

Adrian looked around. There was no one. Or rather, he couldn't see anyone. But the boy, apparently, could.

“I am Doctor Adrian Markov,” Adrian said, surprised by the clear voice that came out of him. Wasn't he the only one who could hear his own voice? “And what is your name?”

“Kaloyan,” the boy replied, and then looked back at Adrian, his head slightly tilted. “You are... new. The others can't talk to you so well.”

Adrian frowned. “The others? Who are the others?”

Kaloyan shrugged. “The ones who can't find their way.”

Adrian felt a cold shiver, but immediately dismissed it. "Projections of childhood loneliness," he thought. "Or maybe some kind of traumatic experience. I need to figure it out." “Look, Kaloyan, you seem to have a very rich imagination. But that's good. Can you tell me more about these... things?”

The boy smiled—a slight, timid smile. Adrian felt a familiar sense of relief—the feeling that he had found a new patient who needed help. This was something he understood. Something that gave him purpose in this confusing new existence.
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CHAPTER TWO: The First Sessions
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The park became an impromptu office. For Adrian, this was a new approach to therapy—outdoor sessions with a patient who saw "ghosts." He strove to maintain his professionalism despite the strange circumstances. Kaloyan, for his part, seemed to accept Adrian's presence as completely natural. The boy seemed happy to have someone to talk to, someone who didn't look at him strangely when he spoke of his invisible "friends."

“Today I saw the one who keeps looking for his keys,” Kaloyan said, while drawing with chalk on the walkway. “He said he couldn't unlock his door.”

Adrian pondered. “And what did you tell him, Kaloyan?”

“I told him maybe they were at the neighbor's,” Kaloyan replied, then giggled. “He looked strange. Like you.”

Adrian frowned. “Like me? I don't look strange.”

“No, not strange,” Kaloyan quickly clarified. “Just... like you don’t know.”

"Of course, I don't know about his keys," Adrian thought. "The child is clearly projecting onto me."

Over the next few days, Adrian began applying his therapeutic methods to Kaloyan. He asked him questions about the "ghosts"—what they did, what they wanted, what they looked like. Every story Kaloyan told, Adrian tried to analyze, looking for hidden meanings, childhood fears, or traumas. He felt useful, as if he had regained his purpose. The fact that no one else could see him made him feel unique, as if he was the only one who could help this child.

Kaloyan, in turn, quickly grew attached to Adrian. He shared everything with him—his school problems, the concerns of his grandmother who constantly took him to doctors, and, of course, his "invisible" encounters.

“Grandma says I should stop talking to you when other people are around,” Kaloyan said one afternoon, as they stood next to the carousel. “She says I look weird. But you are my friend. And you are helping me.”

“I am your psychotherapist, Kaloyan,” Adrian corrected him, though he liked the feeling of being a friend. “And yes, we need to be careful what we say in front of others. People sometimes don't understand things that are different.”

Kaloyan nodded. “You are a little different, too. Like... the ones who can't find their way.”

Adrian froze. "Those strange words again," he thought. "I need to find out where this comes from. He must have heard it somewhere."

“What do you mean, Kaloyan?” Adrian asked, trying to sound unflappable.

“Well...” Kaloyan looked up at the sky, as if searching for the right words. “You can't throw the ball. And you can't remember where you were before.”

Adrian laughed, trying to downplay his words. “Oh, I'm just a little distracted, Kaloyan. And my arm hurts.” (He quickly came up with an excuse for his inability to interact physically). “And before... I was very busy. It’s completely normal not to remember every detail.”

Kaloyan looked at him with that serious look Adrian had only seen in children who knew more than they were given credit for. “Whatever you say, Doctor. The important thing is that you are here now. And that you are helping me understand things.”
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CHAPTER THREE: The New Doctor
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Kaloyan's grandmother, Maria, was a woman with a good heart but a firm, practical mindset. She loved her grandson more than anything in the world, but his "invisible friends" worried her increasingly. His talking aloud in empty rooms, his gaze directed at nothing, and his persistence in claiming he saw "people who couldn't find their way" had begun to frighten her. The school was also reporting problems with Kaloyan's concentration and social isolation.

“We have to help him, Adrian,” Maria whispered to a photo of her late husband one evening. “This is not normal.”

And so, after long research and several disappointing meetings with "traditional" child psychologists, Maria found Dr. Elena Stefanova. Elena was young, with a warm gaze and unusually open to ideas that other colleagues would dismiss out of hand. Her office wasn't sterile and cold; it was filled with soft colors, toys, and drawings, creating a cozy atmosphere.

Adrian sat in the corner of the room, observing with professional interest. He was convinced that Kaloyan needed his help, but he was still curious to see the new therapist's methods.

“Hello, Kaloyan,” Elena said in a soft voice as the boy huddled on the sofa. “I’m happy to see you. I hear you have many interesting stories to tell.”

Kaloyan looked at Adrian, as if seeking approval. Adrian nodded encouragingly. “Tell her, Kaloyan. Don't worry.”

The boy took a deep breath. “Well... I see people.”

Elena smiled. “What kind of people?”

“The ones who can’t find their way,” Kaloyan repeated the phrase that had become his trademark. “And they want different things.”

Adrian frowned. "They want different things? That's new," he thought. "Is he starting to project his own desires?"

The first few sessions were filled with Kaloyan recounting the various "spirits" he had met. He described them with childlike simplicity—an elderly man constantly searching for his glasses; a woman crying for a lost ring; a child who wanted to find his hidden treasure. Adrian listened carefully, comparing Kaloyan’s descriptions with possible mental conditions—Obsessive-Compulsive Disorder, anxiety, attention deficit. He took "mental" notes, convinced he could offer advice to Elena, even though she couldn't hear him.

Elena, for her part, didn't immediately dismiss anything. She listened to Kaloyan attentively, asked probing questions, and tried to understand his inner world. She had noticed something unusual—too many specific details in Kaloyan's stories that seemed too precise for a purely childlike imagination.
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