Smile

Smile.

The banner is mocking him. The faces of the five behind the desk are also mocking him. Mocking with their benign, unwavering smiles. Who are they? Why is he here?

He looks down at the platform on which he stands, vulnerable. He is separated from the figures by a void. He does not understand.

A sense of dread, of apprehension, as one of the figures, smiling still, hovers a finger over a button on the desk. What will happen?

A flashing sign descends to eye level.

Smile.

He stares at the sign, unsure. He stares at the figures, unsure. What is he to do?

A second hovering finger over a different button. Dread again. Apprehension again. The smiles do not waver. The finger descends.

Pain. He looks down. Blood runs down him, and he sees the spike protruding from his shoulder. Detached, he watches a dark stain spread across his torso. 

He raises his gaze to the figures, with their benign, unwavering smiles. Why?

A finger hovers. Pain.

Fighting for consciousness, his eyes raise once more to the faces, horrifically serene. A finger hovers. His eyes move to the flashing sign.

Smile.

His lips contort, curling, into a mockery of a happy gesture.

A finger hovers.

He can’t hold it. His ward against Pain begins to break down.

Pain.

Hours pass in the space of a minute. Pain follows Pain. Smile follows Smile. The sign continues to wink at him, informing him of his purpose, showing him the barrier between life and death. He is weak. The figures smile.

Hunched, he leans forward. The light fades from his eyes.

The figures smile. A finger descends, casting the corpse from his perch. The void sweeps up to meet it.

The figures smile. A finger descends. Another appears on the platform above the abyss.

The figures smile.
