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Introduction




In a world where safety is but an illusion, even the darkness hides something far darker within. This is the beginning of a never-ending battle—a descent into terror that lurks in every step. You will be forced to face the true essence of horror—not merely a fear that dwells in the mind, but a living, breathing entity that can kill and be killed. 

This is a journey with no predictable end. Amid the roar of fire and heart-pounding chases, you will uncover a nightmare concealed in every shadow of the mind. Here, survival means more than just taking lives—it means confronting the truth that slowly, mercilessly, reveals itself.

Prepare yourself—because the fight for survival begins now.

Hope you enjoy the story.


Chanont Luengprasert


Creepypasta served by JOE











  
  

Chapter 1

I arrive at the quiet warehouse in the middle of the night





Idon’t know why I’m doing this job. I don’t even know what I’m thinking right now. So many people have warned me and told me that it’s too dangerous, that I’m not cut out for it. Maybe they’re right. Maybe I won’t make it back. I just want to prove that I can do it, but I wonder who I’m trying to prove to or why. These thoughts keep circling in my head and before I realize it, I’m already standing in front of this place. 

I’m standing alone in front of the entrance to a warehouse, holding the key my employer gave me. Everything around me is dark, except for the faint light coming from the warehouse itself and a nearby streetlamp. My car is parked in the lot next to the building, surrounded by other vehicles that fill the space. I’m here to inspect inventory of some items stored inside this warehouse.

There’s no name on this warehouse—no sign, no label. My employer only told me to call it "the secret warehouse" without any explanation. I have everything I need in my shoulder bag, the scanner, map of the warehouse, flashlight, and other tools—ready to be used.

My phone chimes—12:01 a.m. That’s my cue. Time to start the job. Time to step into the warehouse. But there’s a problem before I even get through the door, the key doesn’t work. I try unlocking it again. And again. Then I knock—Nothing. I alternate between knocking and fumbling with the key, but no one comes, and the door won’t budge. Confused, I stand there for a moment, unsure what to do next. I decide to pull out my phone and call my employer. I tell him the key he gave me cannot open the door. He pauses on the other end of the line for a while then he says

??: "There’s something I forgot to mention. You’re supposed to enter through the back door. For your own safety."

I ask back immediately.

Me: "Safety from what!!!?"

Then the phone call cut off immediately. I had read through the job details before coming here. I already knew the warehouse contained hazardous materials—items classified as dangerous to humans, but I wasn’t told what it was. I’m here to scan those items with the device called "the scanner". All I have to do is just bring it near a tag—once it detects the tag, the data is automatically recorded. My task is to walk through the marked checkpoints on the map, scan every item listed by its code—codes like A631498—and return the scanner to my employer before morning. I don’t know what any of the items are, what they do, or how dangerous they really are. All I’ll have are their codes, and their exact locations.

The response from employer doesn’t really surprise me—not when it comes to what’s dangerous to humans. What does catch me off guard, though, is the rear entrance of the warehouse. At first, I think someone from inside might open the door for me, maybe a staff member. But no one shows up. I walk around to the back of the warehouse, which is quite a distance, pass a field of tall grass which I have no idea when it was last cut and it’s tough getting through. I struggle through it until I finally reach the back of the warehouse.

The entrance door sits high above the ground, with a narrow iron staircase leading up to it, like a fire escape. I carefully climb the steps. They're narrow, small, and steep. If I’m not careful enough, or if I rush, I could easily fall and snap my neck. Behind the warehouse is a wide area, open space, tall grass. Behind that tall grass, there're thick iron fence, and beyond that fence, a dense forest. The buzz of insect's echoes from the trees, filling the air with an unsettling hum.

I try the key I was given, and this time, the door opens easily. I slowly push it open and peek inside. The first thing I notice is the foul smell flows out that makes me dizzy for a moment. It's an incredibly musty odor, as if this door hasn’t been opened in years. Next—the darkness. It’s just as deep as the atmosphere outside. I can’t see anything inside, even though there should at least be some kind of light—maybe from an office lamp or ceiling fixtures—but there’s nothing. Then comes up with the silence. It’s so quiet that it feels like I’m completely alone in this warehouse. No voices, no sounds of movement, no signals of any kind. I try to shout out, but no one answers.

All of this leaves me even more confused. Maybe I’ve come to the wrong place. But the key fits—so it must be the right one. I decide to call my employer again and describe my surroundings. He confirms that I’m in the correct location. I try asking more questions, hoping to get a better understanding of what’s going on—but no answers. My employer refuses to tell me anything more than what I was told at the beginning.

I end the call and begin walking into the warehouse, flashlight in hand. As I follow the path ahead, I pull out the warehouse map and realize I’m currently at the back of the second floor. If I keep walking for just a few more meters, I should see the security room on my left—and sure enough, I do. It’s a security room with a thick metal door at the front. Beside the door, there’s a small openable glass window built into the wall—almost like it’s the only way to communicate with whoever might be inside.

I carefully approach the room and eventually manage to turn on the lights after fumbling around for the switch. When the room lights up and I finally get a clear look inside, I find myself even more surprised by what I see.








  
  

Chapter 2

Warehouse night shift inventory rules





The atmosphere inside the security room is quiet and pleasantly cool, but there’s no one here. Alone in the room, I begin to look around. Strangely, there are no monitors—none at all—to view inside the warehouse. From the entrance, a large table stands at the center of the room. Many storages cabinet line at the wall, while a blackboard hangs on the right side of wall. Neatly arranged chairs are set against the left wall. Above the blackboard, there's a large air condition on the ceiling—and it’s currently running. That explains the cool air in here, contrast with the stifling heat, humidity, and mustiness of the corridor outside. Whoever was last in this room must have forgotten to turn it off. I try looking for remote or a power switch for the air condition, but I cannot see it. It might be connected to the warehouse’s central system. 

I pull one chair out from the corner, its legs scraping faintly against the floor, and dragged it to the center table. The room is still quiet. The hum of the air condition is the only sound that reminds me I’m not completely cut off from the world. I sit down and unfold the warehouse map, laying it flat in front of me like a blueprint for something bigger than just counting boxes. This time, I start planning my route—deciding which areas to check first, which paths to avoid. I take out a pen and begin numbering the points, marking them carefully. For now, I decide to use this security room as a temporary base.

Once I’ve finished planning, I stand up and head toward the security room door. But before I can reach for the handle, something catches my eye—several sheets of paper are pinned to the wall beside the door, layered over one another like tear-off notices. I haven’t noticed them before. The way they're placed—hidden in plain sight—makes them impossible to ignore now. Something about them draws me in. I reach out, tear one sheet from the stack, and keep it with me. The message written on it sends a chill down my spine.


      ***To all personnel assigned to inventory inspection within this warehouse,

No matter who you are, where you come from—whether you are a full-time employee from the most secretive department or an outsider sent on assignment, if you have made it this far, it means you are more capable than most. But it is just the beginning. this message will guide you to safety throughout your work. We are fairly certain that no one has informed you about what truly lies within this warehouse, what it hides, or how you must behave. Because the ones who sent you here are just as clueless as you are. It’s possible that they were never told—or perhaps they were told and didn’t believe it.

We are the management team of this warehouse. We’ve been here for many years. What we are about to tell you is based on our own costly trial and error. Please believe everything we’ve written here, even if it contradicts what you’ve been told to do. It’s for your own safety. However, it is your right to believe us—or not. If you choose not to believe, then the risk is yours.


	No matter the reason you are here, we urge you to complete your business as quickly as possible and leave this place immediately. There are things here that will watch you. There are things that follow you. Every step you take is being observed, and there is no telling when the warehouse will decide you’ve overstayed your welcome.


	If you arrive here at night, know that you are the only person or the only group in this hidden warehouse. There are no security guards, no one on watch, no one working, and no one to help you. So, if you see something move across your line of sight, remember that it is not a person, and it is not something friendly. Do not let it know where you are, especially “the Floating Woman” who tends to wander around the employee changing rooms on the lowest floor of the warehouse.

She only appears at night, but there have been reports of personnel spotting her during the day as well. She manifests in different forms—sometimes crawling across the ceiling, sometimes peering out from a corner—intending to frighten anyone who sees her. During the day, she won’t harm anyone and safety. But at night, she becomes highly dangerous. She can float, jump higher, and is stronger than a normal human. Once she sees you, she will attack you immediately with a rusted knife. Her appearance is similar to regular woman, but something is different. Her face is distorted—crooked mouth, pale, almost corpse-like skin. Her eyes are entirely black, white, or red. What you must do is simple: don’t let her catch you. She might chase you, leap down from shelves, emerge from cabinets, or even come out of the walls. If her eyes are red, that means she is at her most dangerous state—insanely violent and incredibly fast. This is the form that the warehouse staff fear the most, when she appears in this state, Bad luck staff always end up dead.

However, there is a bit of luck. She never left the employee changing room. Yet, her presence has instilled such fear that no one dares to enter that room on the lowest floor anymore. To prevent that room from becoming a wasted space and to avoid demolishing it, we later decided to convert the changing room into a storage area, though we still refer to it as the "changing room". Personnel who need to enter that room to retrieve something or handle tasks would rush in together, several of them at once. They’d hurry to grab what they needed and leave as quickly as possible, to avoid encountering her. You should follow this same approach.


	
Avoid something in the large drum placed at the front of the warehouse. We refer to it informally as the "black dog" because its shape resembles a dog, but it is much larger in size. It has a black body and red eyes. Though it is blind, it possesses an incredibly sharp sense of hearing and can stretch parts of its body to attack you swiftly.

Therefore, you must avoid making any loud noises during your work. Do not think that the large drum will protect you because that large drum can only contain it temporarily for one of our VIP clients. In the beginning, we were unsure how to contain it, so we placed it in a regular dog cage. But as time passed, it grew larger, and so did the number of missing personnel. One day, it broke free from its cage and went on a rampage, killing several warehouse staff.

We decided to seal off this warehouse and release toxic gas, knocking it unconscious. Then we moved it into a specially designed drum, created specifically to hold it. It remains there, waiting for our VIP client to return and reclaim it. But just as what we are telling you—It's temporary. Every night, that "black dog" always manages to escape from the drum and aimlessly wander around the warehouse. We are unsure how it does, as we lock the drum securely every time. This forces us to release toxic gas every day to knock it unconscious. By dawn, the warehouse staff will bring its body back to the drum and clean the entire warehouse to ensure that the warehouse is ready for work as usual. The scheduled release time for the toxic gas is always 04:45 AM. This is the time you must leave the warehouse, whether you’ve finished your task or not. The gas is powerful enough to put it to sleep, and it can also make your body deteriorate rapidly.



	The rules you see here are just the beginning. As you walk through various areas, you will find more rule sheets, similar to this one, posted throughout the warehouse in the places hidden from the person’s view. Whether you find them or not depends on your own abilities. If you manage to find them quickly, it will be beneficial for you in planning how to deal with what is to come.





Yours sincerely,

The unknown warehouse staff.


      ***The message ends here. I’m so confused, wondering that what I just read is real or not. If it is real, this job would be the most dangerous one I’ve ever taken. I’m starting to understand why everyone keeps avoiding this task. But if it’s just a fiction story, then this is the most elaborate prank I’ve ever encountered—almost as if the person who wrote these rules is playing some sort of game with me.

Every piece of paper stuck on the wall next to the door had the same message, as if the writer wanted the reader to tear it off and take it along. So, I decide to keep the sheet with me, even though I don’t fully believe in the message written on it.








  
  

Chapter 3

It come out from the storage box





Istep out of the security room and make my way down a quiet bare corridor until I find the heavy door that leads to the central zone of the warehouse. As I push it open, a strange stillness washes over me. The space inside stretches out endlessly, swallowed in a sterile white glow. Rows upon rows of lights hang on the high ceiling that already lit, as if someone had been expecting me. I'm now on the second-level walkway, a narrow path with nothing but a metal railing keeping me from falling below. From here, I can see everything—the area of the first level and the endless ceiling above. From information I’ve received, this area should be open exposed designed so that no movement goes unseen. But right now, that openness feels more like a trap than a feature. 

From where I’m standing, I begin making my way to storage room No. 8—the closest one to me. It’s a small, narrow room, with cardboard boxes neatly stacked along the walls. Each box is marked with a plain white barcode label. None of these are what I’m here for. My target is different. I’m looking for boxes marked with a red barcode label. And there it is—just one—tucked all the way at the far end of the room. It’s a large wooden crate, nearly as tall as a teenager. Thick chains are tightly wrapped around that large wooden crate, as if someone wanted to make absolutely sure it stays shut. I double-check. The label matches. This is the one I need to scan. I lift the scanner and bring it close to the barcode. But before I can complete the scan, something makes me pull my hand back fast.

A sound, like a child crying, echoes from inside the box just as it begins to shake on its own. The shaking grows more intense, and I’m so startled that I instinctively back out of the storage room. My mind floods with questions. I have no idea what I’ve just witnessed. I don’t know what’s inside the box—or if something is about to burst out of it. The briefing I received before starting this job didn’t tell much information. All I was told is that I might encounter something abnormal, something supernatural, and that I should be prepared. But right now, I don’t have time of sitting around in doubt. I have to finish this job on time—before I end up being gassed myself. I don’t know if the gas will actually be released when the countdown ends or not, and I don’t want to stick around to find out.

I slowly step back into storage room No. 8 again. That troublesome box is still in the same spot, but this time it’s completely still—no sound, no movement. I grip the scanner tightly and cautiously move it closer to the barcode label. A beep sounds from the device, followed by a green light—confirm that the inventory data has been recorded successfully. Without wasting a second, I quickly exit the room and shut the door behind me.

I have a feeling I’ll be dealing with more incidents like this before the night is over.

Standing at the doorway, I pull out the map and decide my next destination, the third floor of the warehouse, where the next item needs to be scanned. But just as I’m figuring out which path leads upstairs, something else happens—again.

A child’s cry echoes from inside storage room No. 8 again—the exact same voice I heard earlier. But this time, there’s more than just the crying. There are footsteps. Heavy, deliberate steps, growing louder and closer, that steps closer to the door. I instinctively turn to face it. What I see freezes me in place, eyes wide in disbelief. The door to storage room No. 8 slowly begins to creak open, the scraping sound of metal dragging against the floor filling the silence. A large hand with four long pointed fingers wraps around the edge of the door. I don’t want to know what I’m facing, and I absolutely cannot let it get out of that room. Without thinking, I charge straight at the door and slam my full body weight into it, forcing it shut with everything I have. The door crushes its fingers—severing them. A piercing, inhuman scream rings out from inside, followed by violent pounding against the metal. I press my body against the door, holding it shut with all my strength, struggling to keep whatever’s inside from escaping. After a tense struggle, the noise stops. The pounding ceases. Silence. I breathe out, just barely relieved that I managed to hold it back, but that relief is shallow. I know this isn’t over.

I rush back into the guard room, slam the door shut behind me, and collapse into a chair by the wall. I sit there, trying to collect my thoughts—replaying what just happened and asking myself the question. Should I even continue this job? Is the pay really worth this kind of risk? I spend quite a while sitting there, thinking. But in the end, I make my decision. I’ve come this far. If I turn back now, everything I’ve done will have been for nothing and on top of that, I’ll get fined.

The clock in the guard room reads 1:25 a.m.

I pull out the map again and study it more carefully, tracing out the route to the third floor. I realize that if I walk straight past storage room No. 8, I’ll reach the staircase on the far side of the warehouse. But if I want to avoid that room entirely, there’s another way—I can circle around through the central area of the warehouse and still get to the same stairs. After what just happened, I don’t hesitate for even a second. I’m taking the long way around.

I leave the guard room and retrace my steps along the same path. But as I pass through the central area of the warehouse, something catches my eye—something near storage room No. 8. Something that chills down my spine.








  
  

Chapter 4

It’s pounding on the door—coming for me





The door to storage room No. 8—the one I had shut tight earlier is now open. 

Streaks of red stain the floor and wall just outside the doorway. The marks trail from the entrance all the way to the staircase leading up to the third floor. I still don’t know what it is, but one thing is clear, it’s already gets out from that room. Moreover, it’s already gone upstairs.

I immediately change my plan.

Instead of heading to the third floor, I decide to go down to the first floor first. I will finish the inventory check down there, then come back up to the third floor all at once. I vaguely remember the locations of the items on the first floor, and luckily, the same staircase that leads up also connects down to the lower level.

I slowly make my way down the stairs; each step deliberates and cautious. As I descend, I keep glancing up toward the floor above, afraid of that thing—whatever it is—might suddenly running down after me. But nothing happens. The lower level opens into a wide, open space, interspersed with areas for stacked cargo and several small rooms. One of them is the employee changing room. But right now, my destination is storage room No. 5. I carefully walk toward the door, then push it open.

Inside, the room is large and unusually clean. Tall storage racks line the space, reaching almost to the ceiling. Every level of every shelf is tightly packed with boxes—neatly stacked and undisturbed. I begin scanning the area, trying to figure out which shelf holds the item I need, and where on that shelf it might be. At first, I can’t find it. Until I pull out the map again and, after spending more time moving between the racks, peering into the labels and cross-checking each one, I finally find it. There it is.

The box with the red barcode label I need locating on the very top shelf, at the farthest end of the storage racks. It’s a small wooden box, almost the size of my hand, making it incredibly hard to spot due to its position so high up, nearly touching the ceiling. Luckily, there’s a rolling ladder tucked into one corner of the room. I drag it over, carefully leaning it against the shelf, then climb up awkwardly. As I slowly bring the scanner closer to the red label, a sudden glance catches my eye—there’s another piece of paper stuck to the wall of the rack, near the wooden box. I don’t even need to guess what it is. It’s certainly another set of rules. I finish scanning the item, then pull the paper from the wall.

Just as I was about to start reading, the wooden box I had just scanned began to move. It bounced up and down violently until it fell from the shelf. When it hit the ground, it bounced again and rolled right out of the room, disappearing from my view. The whole event happened so quickly that I couldn’t react in time. I still stand there, holding the paper in my hands, staring at what had just occurred, stunned into silence. This is the second time it happened—and there could be a third, or even a fourth, coming next.

I remain frozen on the rolling ladder, trying to figure out where to go next. After a while, I make up my mind. The next place I need to go is the employee changing room—a place where I’m sure things will get even worse.

I put the paper into my bag and slowly go down from the rolling ladder, then walk out of the storage room and stand just outside the door. I look around to find where the employee changing room is, but then I catch sight of a group of people slowly walking toward me from the front area of the warehouse. At first, I think they’re warehouse staff, so I walk straight toward them. But I start to sense something wrong. Their eyes are wide open, and red liquid is constantly dripping from them. Their faces are twisted into grins, showing broken fangs. The way they walk isn’t like normal humans at all. They don’t look like warehouse staff. Fear kicks in. I quickly run back into storage room No. 5, lock the door, and drag a table to block it. I don’t know if they can break in, but I have no choice now.

A loud pounding sound comes from outside the door, and there are some faces with wide, grinning eyes appears, staring at me through the small glass window set into the door. I sink down to the floor in front of the door, trying not to look at them. I sit there, listening to the pounding that grows louder and louder, mixed with laughter that cuts through the noise. I don’t know how long those faces stare at me through the glass, but then, suddenly, the pounding stops. The grinning faces turn to look in another direction, and its expression shift into one of pure terror. Then, the lights in the room and outside go out all at once. I’m still sitting in the same spot. I pull my knees up and bury my face between them. I don’t want to know. I don’t want to see what’s about to happen. In the darkness, I hear heavy footsteps outside the room, followed by the scream of something I can’t identify. Then come the sounds of crushing, and something being chewed and torn apart. The noises go on for a while, and then—silence. All the sounds are gone. The lights come back on as if nothing ever happened.

I feel like I’ve been through too much already—so much that it’s overwhelming, and I don’t know how much longer I can endure this. But I have no other choice but to keep going and finish what I started. I decide to stay in storage room No. 5 a little longer, just to make sure everything outside has truly calmed down. While I wait, I try calling my employer several times, but the calls won’t go through. It’s like the moment the power went out; all phone signals were cut off too.

I realize that I still haven’t read the paper I picked up. So, I reach into my bag, take it out, and start reading it while I wait—hoping it will tell me something, anything that can help me understand more about what’s going on.








  
  

Chapter 5

The other sheets of rule in storage room No. 5





The message written on the rules sheet says 


      ***Warning to anyone inspecting inventory in this room.

It doesn't matter whether you are aware of what has happened in this warehouse or not. What matters now is that you must be extreme caution around the small wooden box marked with red paper. The used of red paper serves as a warning to all warehouse personnel that this item is highly dangerous, difficult to store, and nearly impossible to control. Avoid it at all costs unless absolutely necessary. If you must engage with it, special handling protocols are required. Each box contains a unique threat — none are alike. Somethings in this particular small wooden box must never be touched directly. If it senses anything approaching contact, it will move away on its own, rapidly. Therefore, should relocation be required, do not touch the box itself. Instead, lift the steel plate beneath it. That is the only safe method.

If this wooden box starts moving, you should quickly follow it, catch it and put it back on the iron plate. Don't let it out of your sight because whenever the wooden box is out of your sight, after a while, a "group of strangers" will walk towards you from an unknown location. This group of people look like normal humans except that they will have red liquid flowing from their eyes all the time and have indifferent faces. You can easily notice this abnormality. These strangers will come and tear you into pieces and eat you alive. If you run away, they will chase you without stopping until they can reach you. Therefore, in practice, when we want to move this wooden box, we will send two companies of fully armed personnel to protect it and shoot down the strangers who break in in case of a mistake. After that, we will send at least twenty more personnel to search for the missing wooden box and put it back on the iron plate as before. Although this is the best method we can think of, it still costs a lot.

In addition to the small wooden box, there is another — a large wooden crate, nearly the height of adult. It is currently stored in storage rooms 1, 7, and 8. If you have ever been inside any of these rooms, you may have noticed that there are no protocol sheets or rule notices posted anywhere. We have previously attempted to place rule sheets on the shelves and walls in those rooms. However, all of them vanished within two days — every time. Until this day, we have no explanation for their disappearance.

Under normal circumstances, the large wooden crate is secured tightly with iron chains to prevent entity inside from wandering freely. However, the chains are useless. We refer to the entity inside the crate as “the Bogle.” The Bogle has the ability to conceal itself within the crate and emerge at will — even when the crate is completely sealed with chain. It typically comes out at night, though there has been some daytime it was sightings by our personnel, and it has already devoured several of our staff. We cannot kill it. But you might be able to. Our only means of controlling the Bogle is to drive it back into the crate using flamethrowers, which are stored in the security room.

Although it can escape the crate, the Bogle cannot pass through walls or doors. It cannot hide within solid structures and can be injured or even killed — meaning it is possible for you to destroy it, if you are strong enough or armed with sufficient force. That said, we ask that you do so only in self-defense. The Bogle is classified as a deliverable item. Excessive termination of Bogles may lead to complications with our clients.

There are multiple Bogles in this store, each contained in a separate storage room. Every Bogle possesses the ability to shapeshift into any form roughly the size of a human. However, their transformations are never perfect. No matter what shape they take, the result will always be pitch-black in color with distinct red markings — making them relatively easy to spot. Bogles are inherently hostile toward one another. When they encounter another of their kind, they usually engage in violent combat until only one remains. Usually — but not always. There has been some situation where multiple Bogles have temporarily allied to fight against the “group of strangers” too. As a result, it is entirely normal for us to find mutilated remains strewn across the facility each morning — remnants of their overnight battles. A specialized cleanup team has been assigned solely to deal with these remains and maintain operational hygiene. And finally, the last warning for you: all Bogles are highly sensitive to scanning equipment. Whenever a scan is initiated — of any kind — they tend to emerge from their crates immediately. Be prepared. Have a contingency plan in place, or a clear escape route ready, before you begin any scanning procedures.

This is all the information we currently have. We hope this information will be useful for your work.

With best regards

Storeroom manager


      ***There's no way I could scan this wooden crate without getting close to it, because the steel plate under the crate is large and extremely heavy. There's no way I can move it on my own, and I have no backup. Something feels wrong. Does the employer not know how dangerous the items in the warehouse are? Or did they know and still sent me alone? Did they send me here to die? On top of that, when I was in the security room, I didn’t see a single flamethrower. How am I supposed to deal with these Bogles? Questions keep piling up without answers. The more I read the protocols, the more questions I have.

But never mind that. This is not the time to dwell on such thoughts or search for answers. I need to get out of storage room 5 and head to the employee changing room as per the plan I made, and I don’t have much time left. I put the rules sheet back in my pocket and carefully moved the table that was blocking the door. Slowly, I opened the door to storage room 5. The sight outside made me immediately cover my nose, turn my face away, and hold my breath.








  
  

Chapter 6

The floating woman appeared and started chasing me





The smell of decay immediately hit my nose. In front of me was a gruesome mess of what I assumed were the strange individuals I had encountered earlier. The floor and walls of the room were covered in red, as if the room had just witnessed a brutal battle. I don’t know what the strange individuals encountered, but it certainly not good. 

I carefully navigate around the remains on the floor and the red liquid, making my way to the employee changing room door. But another problem arises. The locker room door closed. When I try the door handle, I found that it's opened, but at the top of the door, I see a piece of paper stuck there. it's not a rule sheets, though. The message written on it was brief:

Beware of floating woman.Anonymous



This message makes me feel uneasy. I don’t know what or who is floating woman refers to, but I can guess she’s definitely not an ordinary person. I don’t have time to think about this, though. So, I slowly open the door and step inside.

The room is lit by several light bulbs left on. Inside, there are rows of tall lockers—each one taller than a person—lined up neatly. It's strange to think how inventory could possibly be stored here, but the moment I open one of the lockers, the answer becomes clear: the products are packed into boxes, and the boxes are stored inside the lockers. Now how am I supposed to know which locker holds the box I'm looking for? Since I have no clue, I have no choice but to open them one by one until I find it—or don’t. I start with the first row, slowly opening each locker one at a time.

The first row—done.

The second—done.

...

The tenth—done.

Still haven’t found the box I’m looking for—the one with a red barcode label stuck to it. With ten lockers in each row, the search is taking longer than I expected. But I can’t back down now.

The eleventh—done.

...

The twentieth—done.

And then, just as I’m working with the lockers in the twentieth-two row, I hear a sound. A sound that instantly takes me back to a scene from a horror movie—the slow, grating screech of a metal door opening, echoing through the room as it scrapes against the wall, behind the door stands a figure—humanoid in shape—sending a jolt of fear through me so strong that I instinctively cover my eyes with my hand. And now that sound—unmistakable—is coming from just a few lockers away. I turn toward it immediately. One of the locker doors is slowly creaking open but there’s no one standing in front of it.

I slowly walk over and stand in front of that locker. The label of locker reads 26-6. Luckily, inside locker is the box that I’ve been searching for. Maybe someone has been watching me this whole time—guiding me to it. This help is helpful. But this kind of help terrifies me.

I pick up the scanner and put it close to the box inside the locker. The scan completes successfully, and I quickly tuck the scanner back into my bag.

As I close the door of locker number 26-6, I catch a glimpse of something moving in the empty space beside locker 26-10. Something shifts quickly, retreating behind the locker in a blink. Now that I’ve finished what I came here to do, I back away—half walking, half running—toward the exit, eager to leave the employee changing room as fast as I can. But before I reach the door, it suddenly slams shut right in front of me with a loud bang, even though it shouldn’t have any kind of mechanism to do that. I freeze in shock. Then, the lights begin to dim, slowly, and a sharp, high-pitched female laugh echoes through the room.

The lights flicker erratically. In that flickering glow, I see a dark shadow begin to rise from the corner of the room. It floats up and gathers atop one of the lockers not far from where I stand. The shadow coils into a circle, then gradually shapes itself into limbs, a head—until finally, it forms the silhouette of a woman. Red eyes glow within the shape. Then, the dark form begins to change, its surface shifting until it resembles human skin—except for the eyes, which remain a piercing red. In her hand, she holds a large, rust-stained knife. She must be the floating woman—the one from the rules I read earlier. But I had completely forgotten them the moment I stepped into this room. Now, the rules come flooding back into my mind. The floating woman is now in her most dangerous state!!!

I weave my way between the rows of lockers, trying to stay hidden. There’s a small luck for me that her glowing red eyes are so bright—easy to spot, even in the flickering light. She floats through the room, laughing coldly as she drags her rusted knife along the metal lockers. That chilling laugh, combined with the sound of screech of metal on metal. I can’t scream. I mustn’t let her know where I am.

I’m now crouched in front of locker 31-5, moving slowly toward another row. From here, I can see that eerie red glow shining above the lockers somewhere around the tenth row. But then—suddenly—the red light shifts direction. It’s coming straight toward me very fast, as if she knows exactly where I am. There’s no way I can outrun her—not at that speed. The red glow moves like lightning.








  
  

Chapter 7

She stands between me and the only way out, her presence like a wall I can’t pass through





Ispot the locker door number 31-5 still opening—and some idea hits me. I slip inside, quietly pulling the door shut behind me, then stand completely still in locker. Through the narrow slits of the locker, I peer out, praying she won’t see me. The red glow grows brighter and closer, until she finally floats down, just in front of the locker—her back turned toward me. I clamp my hand over my mouth and nose, terrified that I’ll make a sound. Then—suddenly—I hear a loud thump in the distance. 

She slowly begins to turn her head to the right, scanning around, past the lockers then further to the left until it completes a full rotation back to center. And she does it again. Once. Twice. Three times. Her neck twists in full circles before she finally stops. Then, she starts walking slowly to the right, her glowing eyes fading from my view.

I carefully crack the locker door open and peek outside. The red light is moving away—she's gone, at least for now. A wave of relief washes over me. I begin creeping toward the lockers in the tenth row, the ones closest to the entrance. With every step, I duck into the nearest locker I can find, hiding as best I can. I know she sometimes opens locker doors, and I silently beg she won’t choose the one I’m in.

I reach row twenty-nine.

My footsteps are barely more than whispers on the cold floor. I press my back to the lockers, heart pounding so loudly I’m afraid she might hear it.

I reach row twenty-five.

The silence tightens around me. I hold my breath every time I pass a closed locker door, praying none of them suddenly open.

I reach row twenty.

Almost there. I can feel the exit getting closer, but my legs feel heavier with each step. I don’t know where she is. I don’t know when she might appear again. But I can’t stop now.

Her laughter rises again—sharper, louder, and closer than before.

Along with the screech sound of her knife dragging across the locker doors again. The sound tears through the silence like nails on metal.

I reach row nineteen.

I can’t tell how far she is anymore—the sound feels like it’s everywhere. I press forward, forcing my feet to move.

I reach row eighteen.

I feel like she’s right behind me. Every breath burns in my chest, but I don’t dare make a sound. I keep low, keep moving, one row at a time.

I spot the entrance door in the distance, wide open. It shouldn’t be like this. Just moments ago, the door was closed. But now it’s wrecked—battered as if something huge smashed through it to get inside. Yet, that doesn’t matter now. All I care about is getting out. Just a little further. Almost there.

But suddenly, the red light behind me moves closer to me very fast. She knows where I am now. I start running toward the entrance door as fast as I can, but it's too late. That red light rushes past my head, and she dives down from the ceiling, slashing her knife through the air. I stop just in time, narrowly avoiding the blade. It comes so close to my neck—only inches away. Now, she’s standing between me and the exit, blocking my only way out. I can’t run through her. She laughs loudly, her voice echoing through the room as she rushes toward me, swinging the knife wildly. I turn back and run, heading toward row fifteen of the lockers, with her still after me. I sprint through the lockers, from row fifteen to row three, then back to row fifteen again, dodging her knife every step of the way. Sometimes, she climbs up the lockers and leaps down, trying to slice the knife through the air. Luckily, the red glow from her eyes gives me enough warning to dodge her every time. This chase goes on like forever until, when I reach row fifteen again, I dive into the nearest locker, hiding as quickly as I can. Now, I understand what it feels like to be prey—to be trapped. My hands shake, my heart races. The red light moves closer, and she walks slowly toward my hiding spot. This time she stops right in front of the locker. I can see her face through the tiny gap in the locker door, and her smile is cold and twisted. She sees me. Slowly, she reaches out and starts to open the locker door.

I know I won’t make it out this time. I’m cornered, trapped inside with no way out. I close my eyes and shut myself off, accepting what’s about to happen. I regret taking this job. I’m never getting out of here. I feel the locker door creak open, and her laughter fills the space again, chilling me to the bone.

But suddenly, her cold laughter turns into a sharp scream, followed by the sounds of a fighting right in front of me. I don’t dare open my eyes to see what’s happening. After a moment, the sounds of fighting and the screams fall silent. I’m still standing there, untouched, unscathed. I slowly open my eyes, and I see nothing. She’s gone. The red light is gone too. I step out of the locker, my eyes scanning the room, still paranoid that she might be nearby.

There’s no sign of her, but I can still hear the distant sounds of fighting, echoing from somewhere around me—though I have no idea where it's coming from. Now, I can see the entrance door in the distance.

As I walk toward it, but then she suddenly appears again, this time she is being thrown out from row thirteen, as if thrown by some invisible force. A lot of dark shapes—almost like shadowy dogs—lunge at her. But she fights back, stabbing at them with both knives, throwing them aside with ease. She stands up, her body floating once more, and drifts back into row thirteen, ignoring me completely. Then suddenly the sound of fighting erupts again.

The path is clear now and I don’t care what’s happening around me anymore. Panic takes over. I sprint toward the entrance door, pushing my body as fast as it can go. My heart slams in my chest. I burst out of the employee changing room, gasping for air. I keep running, not thinking, not looking back. Fear drives me forward until I finally stop—and realize I’m already at the front area of the warehouse.

I turn around. Everything is still. Too still. The employee changing room stands in the distance like a mouth frozen mid-scream. Its entrance is swallowed in darkness. I see nothing. No signs of a fighting. No movement. Nothing comes out of the room. Not a sound.

A lot of questions happen in my mind but I’m not going back into that room. Not ever.

Now I’m standing in front of three massive containers, each nearly as tall as the ceiling. Their lids are torn open—jagged, twisted, and wrecked like something forced its way out. The sight of them pulls me back to a chilling realization: I must scan the inventory in this area too. But after everything that’s happened before, my hands hesitate. Every time I finish a scan, something awful follows. Like it’s a trigger. Like I’m summoning the next disaster.

I sink down slowly, pressing my back against one of the huge containers. My mind is spinning. I start thinking it all through again thinking about running, about leaving this whole place behind. I don’t care what the reward is anymore. No reward is worth this. I want to go out. Out of this warehouse. Away from whatever this is. I want to leave it all behind. How much time do I have left? What happens if I don’t finish in time?

But.








  
  

Chapter 8

A black dog forces me back, driving me into the giant container





Now, there are only two scan points left—the area around here and the research lab on the third floor. I’ve come this far, fought through everything to reach this point. If I back down now, everything I’ve done will be for nothing. So, I make up my mind. I’m going to finish this. Come on. Just two more. 

I stand up and begin searching for the item I need to scan. I look around the area—near the containers, the cluttered supply table nearby, even the space close to the entrance door. I pace back and forth, checking every corner, but I can’t find it. Instead, I spot something else—a large sheet of paper lying on a table near the entrance to the warehouse. It catches my eye immediately. On the paper, there’s writing—big, bold text that looks like a set of rules. Another list. Another warning. Written by …. someone.


      ***To all personnel inspecting the inventory check, once again...

If you are standing here and see this piece of paper on the table, it means that time has now run out. We have both good news and bad news to share with you, and we'll start with the good news first—to comfort you a little, and hopefully make you feel a bit better.

If, before arriving here, you haven’t gone to scan the inventory in the research lab on the third floor, then you are incredibly lucky. Inside that room, there are some Bogle hides—one behind a researcher’s desk, the other just behind the door—both waiting to ambush anyone sent to count the inventory. They are not there by chance. They are following orders, just like the floating woman. She waits in the staff changing room, ready to take down whoever comes to scan the so-called inventory there.

Here’s the truth, you never need to go into those rooms. The items listed there don’t exist. They’re just empty cardboard boxes with red barcodes stuck on them. You are not sent here to scan anything. You are sent here to be bait for whatever that is hiding inside this warehouse. Whether you believe this or not doesn’t matter anymore. No one who enters those rooms ever returns to read this message. For us, this is the good news. Because if you are still alive—if you are standing here and reading this—it only means one thing: the creature that was once sealed in the giant containment tank has already broken free. And now, it is wandering the warehouse nearby. And it is looking for you.

And that is where the bad news begins. Shortly after you finish reading this note, we expect a toxic gas release to be triggered as part of the standard containment protocol—meant to neutralize the creature. If you are still standing here, you won’t make it back to the exit door on the second floor in time. You simply won’t. But we do have one possible way out for you.

It may be the most difficult decision you ever make, but it could save your life. You need to climb inside one of the large containment tanks nearby by using the steel ladder attached to the side and get in—now, before the automated system seals the lids shut. Once inside, wait. Do not leave. Remain hidden until warehouse personnel arrive to open the tanks for inspection. And if luck is still with you, you might be rescued.

If you can make it out of this warehouse alive, don’t ever come back. Not for answers. Not for revenge. Not for anyone. Just don't come back.


      ***As soon as I finish reading, an alarm blares throughout the warehouse immediately. And a moment later, I hear the hiss of pressurized air. The lights around me begin to flash between red and white, red and white, back and forth in sharp, pulsing intervals. This isn’t good. I start to smell something—something foul, chemical, toxic. I run straight for the stairs leading up to the second floor. I’m not looking for anything anymore. No more investigating, no more searching. I just need to get out. I sprint toward the stairwell, but as I quickly walk up—just halfway up—I freeze due to what I'm seeing.

Something’s coming down toward me. A large, black figure. Massive. Its red eyes burn in the flashing lights. It looks like a dog, but it’s wrong. Twisted. Distorted. It limps down the stairs, moving like it’s hurt, slow and deliberate. Behind it, a stream of green gas creeps steadily after. That has to be the black dog. Just like the rules said. Once it spots me. It lets out a deep, guttural snarl, then opens its mouth, tongue hanging loose, and charges straight at me. I spin around and flee—down the stairs, back to the first floor. That black dog behinds me. I can hear its claws scraping, pounding the metal steps as it chases me. I sprint for the large containment tanks. And then I see the ladder, bolted to the side of one of the tanks.

Am I really supposed to hide inside one of these? Just like the note said. No. No way. I don't want to climb into that thing, but I don’t have time, and I don’t have a choice.

I climb up the ladder quickly, but while I'm still climbing, the black dog charges into a large tank, causing the ladder to shake violently. The impact hits just inches from my feet, making me lose my balance and almost fall, but I manage to hold on. I keep climbing until I'm close to the lid of the tank, but then the lid in front of me slowly begins to close—just as the black dog climbs up after me. Moreover, the ground below is already filled with a thick cloud of green toxic gas. Everything is pure chaos.

I reach the rim of the tank and manage to leap inside just as the lid slides shut. But the height of the fall causes me to hit the bottom hard, injuring my leg and back so badly that I scream in pain. When I look up, I see the black dog stretching its front paw into the tank, trying to force its way in but it’s too late. The lid closes, slicing its paw off. The severed limb drops beside me. A long, agonized howl rises from outside the tank, then slowly fades into silence. Moments later, an alarm begins to blare and then gradually fades away.

It's pitch dark inside the tank. I can’t see a thing, but the stench keeps filling my nose. My hands touch something sticky and slimy along the tank’s inner wall, and now I’m starting to feel it—breathing is becoming harder, and there’s a sharp pain in my chest. I must have inhaled some of the toxic gas, even if only a small amount. The injuries all over my body leave me unable to move. My consciousness begins to fade, slowly. My senses slip away, one by one. My eyes gradually close until finally, everything goes black.








  
  

Chapter 9

Where am I





Idon’t know how long I’ve been unconscious, but just before I black out, the pain in my chest becomes unbearable—I can’t even breathe. It’s a kind of pain I can’t describe, so intense. 

I wake up in a small room I don’t recognize, and panic sets in before I even open my eyes fully. I don’t know where I am. The ceiling above me is unfamiliar, cold, sterile. I try to sit up, but a sharp pain rip through my entire body—and then I realize I can’t move at all. My arms, my legs—they're strapped down tight. I’m bound to the bed so firmly it’s like I’m part of it. My heart pounds. Wires snake from machines around me, some swaying slightly in the air like they're alive. One of them is shoved up into both of my nostrils, making it hard to breathe. I try to scream, but nothing comes out. The only thing I can move is my head, just barely, everything around me distorted and fading. Fear wraps around me tighter than the straps.

Suddenly, I hear the door creak open. A group of people walks in, silently, and surrounds my bed without saying a word. They’re all dressed the same—white garments that cover them from the neck down to the knees, with matching caps and plain white cloth masks. They move like a unit, clinical and detached. Judging from their posture and presence, they seem to be men doctors maybe, or surgeons—but I don’t know what they’re here for.

Once they’ve taken their positions around the bed, one of them finally speaks. At the same time, the others begin to examine me, their gloved hands cold and deliberate as they touch my body. My heart races. I don’t understand any of this. I can’t move. I can’t escape. And no one tells me what’s going on.

??: "You're awake. How do you feel? You probably can’t speak, but that doesn’t matter. You don’t need to. We’re not interested in anything you want to say. We’re here to tell you something. We’re the agency that broke into that warehouse and pulled you out—though we lost several of our best people doing it. So, if you’re thinking we’re the ones who hired you to go in there, you wouldn’t be entirely wrong but not exactly right, either. You should know better than anyone how vicious those things inside the warehouse were. Even with our men fully armed, it was almost impossible to handle. The fact that you survived in there, well, that means you're more capable than we expected."

Me: "……………"

??: "Our assistance wasn’t part of the original deal we had with you. But you're still valuable to us. We can't afford to lose you—not yet. That’s why we took the risk and sent some of our most capable personnel in to pull you out. But our help doesn’t come for free. You owe us. You failed your mission. You didn’t complete the full scan of the items we required from the warehouse. Still, you’re in no condition to repay that debt right now. So, for the time being, we’ll let you rest until you can fully recover. When you’re ready, we’ll tell you what comes next. As for your payment, it has been suspended until the evaluation of your performance is complete. Truthfully, you don’t deserve to be paid at all."

Me: "……!!!!!!!"

??: "This is the only option we’re giving you. Accept it. And remember—we’ve never sent a team in to rescue anyone from that warehouse before. Not once. You’re the first to receive direct assistance from us. Right now, you’re severely injured especially in your chest from the toxic gas inside that place. But don’t worry about your recovery. Our medical procedures are the best in the world. We can assure that you’ll recover completely, return to full strength and be even stronger than before. Put your trust in us. In our methods. You’re lucky that our team took you out in time and brought you directly to us. That’s all we want to tell you. Feel free to rest. Move as little as possible."

I'm still listening, my anger growing with every word. My eyes widen. My heart begins to race. I’m being cheated. I’ve been tricked into working for nothing, with nothing in return. I’m badly injured, lying in some unknown room on some unknown bed, and now these people want me to work even more. I won’t do it. But I can’t do anything about it. I can’t move. No matter how hard I try to thrash, to fight with every strength I have left, my body just won’t obey. The group of people standing around me begins to get out of the room one by one, leaving me alone except for one. He stays behind, watching me for longer than the others. I stare back, confused, wondering what he plans to do. We lock eyes for a long moment, and I notice his eyes slowly shifting to a deep red, but nothing else happens. He doesn’t move, doesn’t speak. Then, finally, he turns and leaves, walking out of the room without a word.

The lights in the room begin to flicker and dim, one by one, as I feel something new—something wrong—coming through the tube in my nostrils. I inhale and immediately, the air is thick with the stench of chemicals. My head spins, dizziness taking over as everything fades. Before I lose consciousness, I catch a glimpse of something—a group of people, carrying a solid black metal object, bringing it closer to my head. And then, everything goes dark.








  
  

Chapter 10

Lost from human being





Ican still feel the pain coursing through my body, and now, it intensifies. It’s as if I’ve been forced into some kind of machine, and that machine is slowly twisting my body, contorting me beyond human shape. My arms are twisted behind me. My legs are bent at impossible angles. My neck stretches unnaturally, my torso bending and breaking. But I can’t scream. I can’t make even the slightest sound. All I can do is silently pray for the pain to stop. 

I don’t know how much time has passed, but I wake up again. This time, I’m lying on the floor in a corner of a room filled with rows of lockers. Where am I now? I try to push myself up, and this time, I manage to stand. That makes me feel a bit relieved. Maybe everything I felt before was just a dream—though a nightmare—but still, I’m glad, at least for a moment. Because as soon as I try walking around the room, I suddenly collapse. My legs are too weak to support me. I quickly reach both hands forward to stop myself from falling. Strangely, my body doesn’t hit the floor. Instead, I’m hovering in midair with my torso tilted forward. It shocks me. But I take a deep breath and try to focus, telling myself to stand up straight again. Not long after that thought, my body rises and returns to a standing position, as if some kind of force is lifting me. I try again, this time telling myself to float up to the ceiling and then come back down.

Success! My body slowly floats up to the ceiling just as I told myself to do and then gently lowers back down to where I was standing. After that, I begin to examine myself more closely. That’s when I realize: I’m not wearing any clothes. All I have on me is a single piece of white fabric draped over my body. My hair has grown much longer than before. My arms and legs can now stretch and retract to great lengths, though they’ve become noticeably thinner. My neck too. And my mouth, it’s torn all the way down to my throat. I don’t feel hunger or tiredness at all—not even now. That makes me start to believe I’m no longer human. I don’t even know what I’ve become, or what I’m supposed to do next. I’m completely lost. What happened to me? Who did this to me?

Right now, I have no answers. Even though I look more terrifying and grotesque than before, I can’t deny that I feel stronger—much stronger and I can move much faster too. Still, I need quite a bit more time to learn how to walk and control my limbs properly.

I slowly sit down on the floor, taking a long time to pull myself together, because from this moment on, I will never be the same again. I have to live in this new body with no way to go back to who I used to be. I guess I have to accept that I’ve made the biggest mistake of my life, and there’s no way to fix it now. But life has to go on—and first, I have to find out what happened to me, and who did this to me!!!

I drift through the air, sometimes floating aimlessly, sometimes climbing across the room using my arms and legs. As I explore, I realize that the room is filled with nothing but rows upon rows of large lockers. Inside each locker, there seems to be ordinary-looking items—some neatly stored in boxes, though from a few of those boxes, strange noises emerge. Some lockers themselves echo with unexplained sounds, but when I open them, nothing is there. And yet, strangely, I feel no fear. The unease, the fear of death I once had—it’s all gone, ever since I woke up in this new body. What’s even more unsettling is that this place feels oddly familiar, as if I’ve been here before. But no matter how hard I try, I can’t remember when or why.

I come across a door that likely the only way in or out of this room. Its surface is covered in scratches and heavy dents, as if someone or something has tried to break it down. Still, it stands firm, large and solid. I reach out and try turning the knob, but it doesn’t budge. It’s locked. I must have been brought and trapped here. Then, without warning, the room floods with light—so sudden and bright that my eyes sting. Now I realize that I’ve been seeing in the dark all along. And just as I start to get used to the bright, I hear a sound. A whisper close to me. Faint, but clear enough to understand. But no one is near me. That whisper says to me:

??: "Hello, Number 87. How are you? I guess you are …. never mind. We won’t use your name—it causes too much confusion when most of names always get reused. Calling you by number will make things simpler for all of us. Because you belong to us. As we told you before, you must repay your debt. And now, the time has come to begin your work. Your task is simple: guard this room. Watch over every item within it. Ensure their safety. Eliminate anything or anyone that tries to steal item away from this room. The items stored here are precious, expensive, and destined for our most valuable clients. We already have highly trained security personnel protecting them, but they are not enough. The things that try to take what’s ours aren’t always human. That’s where you come in. This room is your domain. Your responsibility. You will not leave unless we say so. And this is what happens when you try to."

Then the whisper vanishes—replaced by a high-pitched ringing that pierces through my skull. The pain hits me instantly, violently, and I scream. My body collapses to the floor. The agony is unbearable and just as sudden as it came, it stops. The ringing fades. The pain disappears. And then, once again, I hear the whisper.

??: "Remember this feeling when you think of escaping or making a mistake or the items in this room get stolen because we can explode your head into pieces and we have done this many times already. You must work here until the specified time and when that time comes, we will come to you and move you ourselves. We have given you the rules for guarding the storage room. You must memorize all the rules as soon as possible so that you do not make any mistakes and this is all we want to tell you for now. Good luck in your work."

The whisper fades. And then there is a flood of information rushes into my mind, too fast to stop or resist. It’s the rules. The rules for guarding the storage room inside the warehouse. They imprint themselves into my thoughts, one after another, as if carved into my brain. At the same moment, the lights in the room shut off. Plunging everything back into darkness.









