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Three men broke into her shop. She only needed one of them.

People think my shop is strange because of the artifacts.
The candles.
The bones.
The jars.

But the truth is simpler:
I listen.
And when that man walked in, I heard him before he touched anything.
His silence wasn't shy - it was calculating.
His eyes didn't wander - they measured.
His breath wasn't calm - it was held, like he was waiting for the right moment to strike.When his fingers brushed my crystal, the one that says

"DO NOT TOUCH"

Something inside me tightened.
Not anger.
Not fear.
But a quiet, sinking disappointment. Because I knew what he was. And I knew what he would force me to become.

He left without a word, but the smear of his fingerprint remained a perfect imprint of his intention and when I wiped it clean, my fingers tingled.
A whisper slid through me, soft and cold:

He's coming back.
And he won't come alone.

I knew something was going to happen. And usually the night always settles differently when danger is near. The air feels heavier and the shadows feel thicker.

Even the silence feels like it's holding its breath and when I heard the noise downstairs, I didn't panic.
I simply checked the security feed.

Three of them.
Masks.
Gloves.
Tools.

But what struck me wasn't their presence, it was their confidence.
They moved like men who believed the world belonged to them.
Men who had taken from others before.
Men who thought I was just another woman with candles and folklore.

I then slipped into my hidden room, my sanctuary, and picked up the doll I'd made from the stranger's fingerprint and it felt warm in my hands.
Like it already knew what was coming. I crouched in the water basin, the cold biting into my bones, and whispered:

"You shouldn't have touched what wasn't yours."

I took a deep breathe preparing myself for whats to come. 
I then pressed my thumb into the doll's spine, slow and deliberate, like I was pushing a memory into him.

On the feed, he froze.
Not like a man startled.
Like a man whose body suddenly remembered fear. His back arched, his breath caught, his eyes widened with a terror he didn't understand.

His partners called his name, but he couldn't answer.
His throat locked, trembling with the effort of a scream he couldn't release. I tilted the doll's head. He snapped his neck toward the nearest man with a movement so sharp it looked painful.

His eyes bulged, veins crawling up his temples like panic trying to escape his skull. 
He wasn't confused.
He wasn't possessed.
He was breaking.

The joy I felt in making these thieves regret every wrong doing they've ever done felt satisfying. I bent the doll's arm inward, folding it until the fabric strained. On the feed, his arm jerked the same way, like a grotesque mirror - and he grabbed his partner's face but not with rage. Not with hatred. But with fear.

His fingers dug into the man's cheeks like he was trying to hold onto something, anything that made sense to reach for.

The partner screamed, but the stranger's eyes were full of tears, confusion, horror.
He didn't want to do this.
He didn't understand why he was doing this, but his body obeyed me. 

His thumb slid under the man's jawline, trembling violently, and forced his head sideways and his partner's scream cut off. The stranger's face crumpled in grief, shock, and terror. Everything crashing through him at once.

I whispered,
"You touched what wasn't yours."

The last partner tried to run.
His breath was ragged, his voice cracking with disbelief. 

I dragged the doll's legs through the water, slow, scraping.

And on the feed, the stranger's legs followed, dragging, scraping, bending at angles that made him sob.

He caught the fleeing man by the collar and yanked him backward so violently the man's feet left the ground.

I twisted the doll's wrist.

The stranger twisted the man's wrist.

The man screamed, not from pain, but from betrayal.

From the horror of being hurt by someone he trusted.
From the realization that his friend's eyes were full of tears and terror. He collapsed to his knees, shaking, whispering apologies he couldn't stop.
His hands moved without his permission.
His breath broke in sobs.
His body betrayed him.

I pressed the doll's hand against its own throat. The stranger mirrored it, fingers digging into his partner's neck, crying as he did it.

His partner's legs kicked uselessly with his voice fading into a choked whimper. The stranger whispered,

"I'm sorry... I'm sorry... I'm sorry..."

I didn't look away.This was my work.
My skill.
My consequence.

When the last partner stopped moving, I held the doll gently, almost tenderly.

"You should've listened," I murmured.

I lifted the doll's arm and bent it inward, guiding the hand toward its own chest.
The motion was elegant, almost ceremonial. On the feed, he followed and his hand rising, trembling, fighting the movement but losing to it.
His pressed against his sternum, digging in as if trying to reach something beneath bone and sobbed.
Not from pain.
From guilt.
From horror.

From the unbearable weight of what he had done, even though he hadn't chosen any of it. I pushed the needle into the doll's heart. He convulsed - not violently, but with a slow, dreadful shudder, like his body was folding in on itself.
His knees buckled.
His head dropped.

I stepped out of the water, calm, civilized, composed. But inside...
I felt the ache.
Not regret.
Not satisfaction.

Just the heavy, familiar truth:

People come into my shop thinking I am harmless.
Thinking I am mystical.
Thinking I am strange. But I am none of those things.

I am capable.
I cleaned the crystal, straightened the shelves and wiped away the evidence of their intentions.

My conscience then whispered:

"They came to the wrong house."

And I whispered back:

"They always do."

The End

"The little card said DO NOT TOUCH. It does not say it twice."
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