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Prologue


[image: ]




One day, suddenly, you pause, lost in a thought.

“This being here, thinking this thought... is it really me?”

We live each day making countless decisions.

Choosing which station to leave at on the subway, timing when to speak in a meeting, nodding along to another’s smile.

But what if—

what if all those choices are just steps along a path already laid out?

What if the “me” I believe myself to be is only an observer,

late to the scene, merely noticing decisions already made?

This story begins from that whisper of doubt.

A world where consciousness arrives late,

a society where existence is gently erased,

a system where choices are reported only after they occur.

These are three records of philosophical horror—and deep reflection—

quietly, yet with chilling certainty, revealing how the self and the reality we take for granted are in truth moving inside frames we cannot see.

Here is the point where your “I” begins to be questioned.

Now, turn the page.

Let us walk together toward an answer.

Or perhaps—

the answer has already arrived within you.

It’s just that you have not yet recognized it as your own.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The World Where Consciousness Arrives Late
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I no longer trust my own thoughts.

To be precise, I have stopped believing in the assumption that they are mine.

It began with something trivial.

I missed my stop on the subway.

I was clearly preparing to stand up well before the station,

but my body remained seated all the way to the next stop, as if nothing were wrong.

Why didn’t I get up?

The question arrived only after the station had passed—

as though the thought itself couldn’t keep up with what was happening.

Since that day, I have been meeting myself half a beat late.

No one at work found it strange.

If anything, they said I seemed more composed than usual.

My speech in meetings grew smoother.

I laughed at my supervisor’s jokes with perfectly timed ease.

The problem was:

I had no memory of deciding to speak, or to laugh.

After meetings, my notebook would contain sentences I seemed to have written.

The current system is functioning without issue.

The phrasing was mine. The handwriting was mine.

But the inner sensation of having formed those words—that was absent.

Even the feeling of that absence arrived late.

One evening, on my way home,

inside the elevator,

I caught my reflection in its polished metal wall.

It was not unfamiliar.

The problem was how familiar it felt.

As if that face had been living my life long before I noticed.

Then my mouth opened on its own.

“It’s fine. Everyone’s like this.”

I did not think those words first.

The elevator continued its ascent undisturbed.

When the doors opened,

I walked out as naturally as if I had meant to say it all along.

My heart began to race only afterward.

Back in my apartment,

a notification glowed on my phone.
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