	
	
	



	
	
	



	The Silent Voices of a Nation
	



Everybody has secrets, ones they dare not tell. But when secrets linger, the Monster comes. Born from terror, known to silence prey. Every city builds its own Monster. Different streets, same design: a beast not with claws or horns, but of metal and beady eyes. Screens that scan, ears that listen. It hunts your voice, the screams that refuse to stay buried. It targets those who don’t blend in- who laugh too loud or smile too wide, shine too bright. 
These are not stories about evil, they are stories about fear. 

The steering wheel howled under her hands, protesting the tight grip. But she couldn’t focus on anything but the lights. A porch light flicked on as she passed. A dashboard camera blinked red in the rearview mirror. Across the intersection, a security camera tilted — just slightly.
Her eyes darted between the dashcam mirror and the cars around her. Her heel hammered against the pedal, heavy on the gas. She had to be imagining it. Right? 
But when she turned to the next road, it narrowed. Traffic stalled. Shadows stirred where no shadow should be. She swerved. A gasp escaped her lips as the car lurched to a stop, tires screeching in agony. Blonde hair flipped over her eyes and she scrambled to set it back. Her heart thudded in her throat while her mind rattled with possibilities too horrific to name. Her eyes returned to the street, windows, sidewalks- 
There it was. A shape that refused to explain itself, that offered no identification. It wore the city like a disguise, and its eyes locked her in place. They could see every secret, every error in her ways. A deep, twisted smile spread across its shape, and it let out a guttural noise, filling the street with her secrets. 
She had only been driving. Only been trying to get where she was going. 
But that was enough. 
The Monster stepped forward, and the street went quiet. 

Just 17 days later, the next man trotted along a busy street, head raised high. His eyes surveyed the city, listening to the voices of people who wear their heart on their sleeve. Shoes clicked on by, coats brushed against one another in the stinging cold. People collided and separated without a second thought. They could hide their secrets, but not him. 
Yet he still walked among them, still marched strong. Unbeknownst to him, this would be the last time he used his voice. 
[bookmark: _Int_wUWqzPcd]An elderly woman hit the ground, crying out. The man rushed to her side, lifting her elbows and steadying her. The crowd simply flowed around them like water around a stone. For a moment, neither of them moved. But the man felt the familiar seizing in his chest. A warning. Instead, he stepped forward and helped her cross the street, inch by inch down the asphalt. The tightness flared. On the other side she squeezed his arm and thanked him. But he wasn’t looking at her. The Monster stood at the curb. Phones lifted first. Not to help. To film. Helping had revealed him, shown he was not afraid to voice his secret. It rushed him, and his world went dark. 
But those were not its only victims. A little less than two years prior, a third man strolled where the land gave to water. The air smelled of salt and new beginnings, an opportunity to live his own life. Bright and bold makeup adorned his face like a crown, and the tattoos up his arms came to life in the sun. Each step he took felt earned, and each breath was his own. 
[bookmark: _Int_l8kyWuy3][bookmark: _Int_6km6d300]He sank onto a bench, watching the sea move endlessly forward, its waves crashing against the shore, unafraid of being seen, unafraid of spilling its secrets. But a low groan mumbled out behind him. His eyes darted back and forth, finding the Monster standing behind the glass railing, reflection fractured by the ocean light. It tilted its head, studying the ink, the colors, his confidence. The man hoped the Monster would offer some humanity, to celebrate his freedom and expression. But such outward voices did the opposite. For the Monster loves marks. It loves proof of anything that refuses to stay hidden. The waves rolled long after the bench was empty. 

But the Monster is still out there. It still does not hunt crimes, only exposure. It listens for voices raised, feeds on vulnerability and fear, watches for hands extended, and lurks behind anyone who forgets to stay small. But most of all, it dines on secrets. 
So keep your secrets tight. Keep them close and don’t venture beyond the norm. Drive carefully. Be silent. Don’t help. Don’t shine. Don’t mark yourself with love. Don’t speak. If you do, know the Monster will never forget, and it won’t stop till it takes you. 
And yet-
These stories exist because some people spoke anyway. 
[bookmark: _Int_tTbQ9vYA]They used their voice. 
They were seen. 
They refused to disappear. 
Perhaps the Monster survives only because we let it. 
	
	
	



	
	
	



