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​Chapter 1: The Invitation
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Adrian sat hunched over his desk, fingers flying over the keyboard in rhythmic precision. The glow from his computer screen bathed his face in a pale light, reflecting the focused intensity that only a dedicated gamer could understand. His room was cluttered with the remnants of late-night sessions: empty energy drink cans, snack wrappers, and a mountain of textbooks he had neglected for weeks.

He wasn't thinking about school or the life he had left behind; all that mattered right now was the game.

Traces in the Shadows.

It had appeared out of nowhere, an invitation to a new, mysterious online game that had garnered attention for all the wrong reasons. No trailers, no big marketing campaign. Just an encrypted message in his inbox, with a link that led him to a strange website, its interface looking like something out of a horror film.

Adrian had hesitated at first. There were rumors swirling around the game, whispers of strange occurrences, disappearances, and the eerie sensation that the game somehow knew too much about its players. But curiosity, mixed with his obsession for new challenges, overpowered his caution.

He clicked the link.

"Welcome to Jejak dalam Bayangan," the screen greeted in stark white text. "Are you ready to uncover your darkest secrets?"

A chill ran down Adrian’s spine as the words burned themselves into his brain. His mouse hovered over the “Enter” button for a long moment before he pressed it.

The game began innocuously enough. A series of seemingly random puzzles appeared on his screen, testing his reflexes, his logic, and his ability to solve complex riddles. But something about the atmosphere was unsettling. The soundtrack, soft and ambient at first, slowly shifted into something darker. Distorted whispers seemed to slither out from the edges of the screen, and shadows danced just out of sight.

Adrian had played countless games in his life, some of them dark, some of them twisted, but nothing had ever made him feel like this.

He shook off the sensation, focusing on the next task. Solve the puzzle, get the reward. That was the name of the game. But as the hours passed, the line between reality and the game blurred. The challenges became personal.

A message appeared, written in a blood-red font:

"Do you remember what you did, Adrian? Do you remember her?"

His heart skipped a beat. He hadn’t even typed anything into the game, and yet it seemed to know his name, his thoughts. He could feel a cold sweat forming at the back of his neck.

Adrian’s eyes darted toward the door of his room. It was still closed. The familiar, mundane world of his apartment felt distant now, as if he were already deep in the game, unable to escape. But he couldn’t stop. Not yet.

It wasn’t long before his phone buzzed on the desk beside him. A message from Rina.

Rina was always the cautious one, the skeptic in their group of friends. She had warned him multiple times about getting too deep into these online games, especially the ones that seemed too good, or too dangerous, to be true.

He opened the message.

Rina:

"Adrian, stop playing that game. Something’s not right. People are talking about it online, and it’s giving them nightmares. You don’t want to get caught up in something you can’t escape."

Adrian sighed, leaning back in his chair. He knew Rina was just trying to look out for him. They’d been friends for years, ever since middle school. She always worried about him getting too lost in the virtual world, too disconnected from reality.

But this time, he felt something different. Something that felt... important.

He typed back quickly.

Adrian:

"Don’t worry. It’s just a game. I’m fine. Trust me."

He glanced at the game again, his mind racing. The message that had appeared on the screen, about remembering her—was unsettling. The image of a girl flickered briefly in his memory. Her face was distant, almost lost in the fog of his past.

Who was she?

The game hadn’t let up. In fact, it was becoming more insistent. The puzzles, once abstract, now seemed eerily connected to moments from his past. Flashes of memories, long buried, began to resurface.

The screen before him shifted, revealing a dark hallway. A door stood at the end, but something about the image felt... wrong.

Before he could think about it any further, a new message popped up.

"Only those who face their demons can pass through the door. Are you ready to confront what you’ve left behind?"

Adrian’s hand hovered over the mouse, unsure. The whispers from the game grew louder, more urgent, pushing him to continue. He clicked the door.

Instantly, the screen changed. A photograph materialized before him. It was old, crumpled at the edges, the colors faded with time. He could barely make out the figures in the photo, but one face stood out clearly.

It was her.

The girl from his past.

But he couldn’t remember her name. Why was she here, now? He stared at the image, his heart pounding in his chest.

The message changed again.

"Do you remember her, Adrian? Do you remember what you did?"

He recoiled from the screen. His throat went dry. This wasn’t a game anymore. The darkness that had been creeping into his mind was now inescapable. He slammed the power button on his computer, shutting it down with a sense of finality.

But even as the screen went black, a part of him knew that it wasn’t over.

This was just the beginning.

The next morning, Adrian tried to put the events of the night before out of his mind. He had classes to attend, and life had to go on, right? But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was watching him, waiting for him to return to that game.

He hadn’t even told Rina what had happened. He couldn’t. Not yet. He didn’t fully understand it himself. He wasn’t sure how to explain what had happened, how the game seemed to know things about him, things that he hadn’t even thought about in years.

But it was clear to him now: Jejak dalam Bayangan wasn’t just a game. It was something much darker, something that had a grip on him.

As Adrian stepped into his university lecture hall, he spotted Leo in the back row, his usual grin plastered on his face. Leo was the opposite of Adrian, optimistic, outgoing, always ready to crack a joke. His carefree attitude was a sharp contrast to the growing dread gnawing at Adrian’s insides.

"Hey man," Leo said, giving him a friendly wave as Adrian slid into the seat next to him. "You look like you didn’t sleep last night. Long gaming session?"

Adrian didn’t answer right away. He thought about telling Leo, about opening up to him, but something told him it would be better to keep it to himself for now. He needed to understand what was going on first.

"Yeah, just... a little too much time spent online," Adrian said, forcing a smile. "Nothing I couldn’t handle."

Leo raised an eyebrow, clearly unconvinced but not pressing further. "Well, if you ever need a break from the digital world, I’m here. Just don’t get too caught up, okay? We’ve got some serious gaming to do this weekend, right?"

Adrian nodded, but his mind wasn’t on the weekend. It was on the game. And it was on the girl.

The girl he couldn’t remember. The girl whose face haunted him.

Was this game somehow connected to her? Was it trying to make him confront something he wasn’t ready to face?

His phone buzzed again, and this time it was from Rina.

Rina:

"I’ve been reading more about that game. People are disappearing, Adrian. I think you need to stop."

Adrian stared at the message, his mind racing.

Was it too late to stop? Or had he already crossed a line he couldn’t come back from?

He turned his phone off, unwilling to face the truth. Not yet.

The game was waiting.
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​Chapter 2: The First Challenge
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Adrian couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong. It had only been a day since he played Jejak dalam Bayangan, but the eerie memories from the game lingered like shadows at the edge of his consciousness. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw her, the girl. Her face, though faded and blurred in his memory, was unmistakable. He had no idea why she haunted him, but the game's relentless message had stirred something deep within him.

It wasn’t just the game itself that unnerved him. The way the game seemed to know personal things about him, things he hadn’t thought about in years, made him feel exposed. It wasn’t supposed to be like this. It was just a game, wasn’t it?

But then, why did it feel like it was much more?

By the time the afternoon rolled around, Adrian’s thoughts were a tangled mess. He had tried to distract himself during his classes, focusing on the lectures, skimming through his notes, but every moment of quiet was filled with an unease that gnawed at his gut.

Rina had messaged him again, urging him to stop playing.

Adrian couldn’t bring himself to respond. He didn’t want to admit to her that the game had already taken root in his mind. How could he explain that the game wasn’t just some passing distraction, but something that felt like a force, something he couldn’t ignore?

That night, after another long day of classes, Adrian sat down at his desk again. The blue glow of his computer screen illuminated his face, casting harsh shadows across his tired features. For a moment, he simply stared at the screen, watching the cursor blink in anticipation.

The invitation to play was still there.

He took a deep breath and clicked the icon.

This time, when the game loaded, the usual title screen didn’t appear. Instead, a distorted image flickered on the screen. A cracked mirror reflected a figure, someone standing in the darkness, their face obscured. The outline of a door was barely visible in the background.

The message that appeared next sent a jolt of fear through Adrian's chest.

“Welcome back, Adrian. Are you ready to face the truth? The game begins now.”

Before he could react, the screen shifted again, and the game’s interface disappeared. The world around him seemed to dissolve, leaving him standing in a vast, dimly lit room. The walls were draped in dark velvet, and the air felt thick, as though it had been untouched for years. At the center of the room, a large, ornate mirror stood, its surface clouded with age.

Adrian instinctively stepped forward, his heart pounding. He wasn’t sure what he expected, but the mirror’s reflection shocked him.

In the glass, Adrian’s face stared back at him. But it was different. The expression was one of distress, his brow furrowed, his eyes wide in terror. He reached out, and the image in the mirror moved with him, mirroring his every movement. But the reflection lingered longer than it should, holding onto the fear in his eyes a second too long.

“What is this?” Adrian muttered under his breath.

The room felt alive with an unseen presence, and Adrian felt the oppressive weight of something watching him. The longer he stood there, the more unsettled he became. Something about this mirror felt wrong, unnatural. He had to get away from it.

A new message appeared on the screen, this time in bold red letters:

“The truth lies within the reflection. Only those who confront themselves can move forward.”

Adrian’s hand trembled as he read the message. He turned to leave, but the door he had seen earlier was gone. The room was now devoid of exits. His heart raced as the mirror beckoned him.

“Face your past. Face the truth.”

The voice that echoed in the space seemed to come from every direction at once, and Adrian’s pulse quickened. He didn’t want to face the truth, not yet. He wasn’t ready. His mind flashed back to the girl. The girl in the photograph from the game. Why did he feel such a deep sense of guilt when he thought about her?

Adrian stepped closer to the mirror, his reflection now looming larger in the glass. He felt as though he were being pulled into the image, as if the mirror was a gateway to something darker. The whispering started again, faint at first but gradually growing louder.

“Look at yourself.”

Adrian’s breath caught in his throat. He had no choice. The mirror had already drawn him in. He had to confront whatever it was, or risk losing himself to the game entirely.

He took another step forward, and the reflection in the mirror shifted. The fear that had been etched on his face slowly turned into something else. His reflection smirked, but it wasn’t Adrian smiling. It was a darker version of him, twisted, hollow-eyed, grinning in a way that made Adrian’s stomach churn.

"Who are you?" Adrian demanded, his voice trembling.

The reflection didn’t respond with words, but instead, it opened its mouth, and a low, guttural laugh echoed through the room. The sound was cold, devoid of warmth, and it sent a wave of dread through Adrian’s body.

Suddenly, the reflection raised its hand, pointing directly at Adrian, its grin widening.

“You know what you did.”

The words were spoken in his own voice, but they weren’t his thoughts. They were like a dark whisper, a reminder of something buried long ago. Adrian felt a wave of panic crash over him, his mind desperately searching for a way out. He had to leave. He couldn’t stay here. Not like this.

“Stop,” Adrian whispered, his voice barely audible.

But the reflection continued to taunt him. “You can’t escape what you are. You can’t escape what you did.”

Adrian backed away, his heart pounding in his chest. The laughter grew louder, echoing around the room. The mirror seemed to pulse with an otherworldly energy, as though it was alive and feeding off his fear. He turned to run, but his legs wouldn’t obey. His body froze, and the image in the mirror loomed larger, more menacing.

And then, a voice cut through the chaos.

“Adrian.”

The sound was familiar, Rina’s voice. Adrian blinked, confused, as the room around him began to shift.

“Adrian!” Rina’s voice called again, louder this time.

Suddenly, the mirror cracked, the shattering sound like a thousand whispers piercing through the air. The room began to dissolve, and Adrian felt himself being pulled backward, away from the mirror, away from the reflection. The cracks spread like lightning across the glass, distorting the image until it was nothing but shards of light and darkness.

The voice grew faint as everything faded to black.

Adrian jolted awake, gasping for air. His body was drenched in sweat, his heart racing. He looked around the room, disoriented, trying to make sense of what had just happened.

It had been a dream, or was it? His body felt heavy, as if he had just woken up from something far deeper than a mere nightmare. The familiar hum of his computer in the background pulled him back to reality, and he realized he was still sitting in his chair, his hands clutching the desk for support.

Had he been so lost in the game that he had fallen asleep? Had it been part of the game, some strange in-game experience? Or had the game reached into his mind and pulled him into that strange, nightmarish world?

Adrian rubbed his eyes, trying to shake off the lingering unease. The reflection, the voice, it all felt too real. He couldn’t stop thinking about the girl from the photograph, and the message that had played on a loop in his mind.

"You can’t escape what you did."

Adrian’s head throbbed. What had he done? What was it that the game was trying to make him face?

His phone buzzed on the desk.

It was a message from Leo.

Leo:

"Hey, Adrian. You in there? Just checking in. You haven’t been answering your messages, man. You good?"

Adrian stared at the screen, the words swimming before his eyes. He wasn’t sure how to answer Leo. How could he explain what was happening without sounding like he’d lost his mind?

His fingers hovered over the keyboard, but before he could type anything, the game’s icon reappeared on his desktop, glowing faintly as though calling to him.

He could feel it, the pull, the gravity of the game. It was waiting for him to return.

But something inside him screamed to stop. To get away from it. To never play again.

And yet, in his gut, he knew he would play again.

The game wasn’t done with him.
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​Chapter 3: The Whispering Shadows
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Adrian couldn’t ignore the pull any longer.

Despite his resolve to distance himself from Jejak dalam Bayangan, the game’s presence was like an ever-looming shadow, hanging just at the edge of his thoughts. Each time he closed his eyes, he saw her, the girl, her blurry face still haunting him. And each time his mind wandered, the echo of the message from the game played in a continuous loop, like a haunting melody that wouldn’t leave him.

You can’t escape what you did.

He had tried to stop thinking about it, but there was no escaping it. He knew he was only putting off the inevitable.

After the bizarre nightmare, if that’s what it even was, Adrian had barely slept. His mind had been racing in circles, trying to make sense of the experience. But the more he thought about it, the more he realized how deeply the game had already infiltrated his mind. He wasn’t sure how long he could continue resisting. He wasn’t even sure if he wanted to anymore.

So, against his better judgment, he clicked the icon again.

The screen flashed to life, and he was back in the game. This time, there were no cryptic messages or disturbing images, only a vast, empty landscape. The air was thick, heavy with the scent of decay, and the ground beneath him felt uneven, like he was walking on fragile glass. The sky above was a sickly green, swirling in unsettling patterns, and the distant horizon seemed to stretch on forever.

Adrian stood at the center of this strange world, unsure of where to go or what to do. There were no immediate puzzles or tasks, just an overwhelming sense of isolation and uncertainty. The silence was deafening.

He took a step forward, and immediately, a new message appeared on the screen:

“You’ve returned. But are you ready to face what you’ve been running from?”

Adrian’s breath caught in his throat. The voice, if you could even call it a voice, was distorted, almost mechanical. It sent a chill down his spine, but he didn’t have time to analyze it further.

The landscape around him shifted. The green sky darkened, the horizon suddenly filled with towering shadows that seemed to move of their own accord. Adrian’s heart raced. This was different from anything he’d experienced before. The game felt more alive, more unpredictable.

“Look closely, Adrian. The past never forgets.”

The words felt like a direct attack. They felt like they were meant for him, as though the game had been patiently waiting for him to acknowledge its power.

Adrian swallowed hard, glancing around nervously. He couldn’t just stand here, could he? He had to move. He had to do something.

As if on cue, a distant figure appeared at the edge of his vision, shrouded in mist. It was a person, or at least, it looked like a person. Adrian squinted, trying to make out the details, but the figure was distant, indistinct.

But there was something strangely familiar about it.

The figure moved toward him slowly, its steps deliberate. The closer it got, the more Adrian’s pulse quickened. A voice, soft but persistent,vwhispered his name.

“Adrian...”

He turned sharply, but there was no one behind him. The voice had come from the figure. But how did it know his name?

It was then that he realized. The figure wasn’t a stranger. It was her.

The girl from his past. The one he couldn’t quite remember, but whose face had been haunting his dreams and the game’s messages.

The mist around her parted slightly as she approached. Adrian could now see her clearly. She was young, probably around his age. Her hair was long, dark, and tangled, her expression blank and lifeless. Her eyes, those eyes, were empty. Hollow.

Her mouth moved again, but her voice wasn’t audible this time. It was more like a silent whisper, too soft to hear, but he could feel it. It was a kind of pressure, like she was trying to communicate with him through sheer force of will.

Adrian felt his breath quicken, his heart pounding in his chest. This couldn’t be real. This wasn’t real.

But then the girl took another step forward, and the ground beneath her feet cracked, splitting open in jagged lines.

Adrian stumbled backward, his mind in chaos. The world around him seemed to shudder, the mist swirling with increasing intensity. The girl reached out a hand, no, not to him. It was toward the space next to him, toward a shadow that Adrian hadn’t noticed before.

The shadow grew, materializing into a figure that resembled a person. But as it fully took shape, Adrian’s stomach turned. It was like staring into a void, a creature made of shadow and darkness, its features distorted and ever-shifting.

The creature’s eyes glowed with a sickly yellow light, its mouth stretched into a grotesque grin.

“You can’t escape.” The voice was low and distorted, almost too deep to comprehend.

The shadowy figure reached out a hand, and with a wave of its arm, Adrian was thrown backward, his body crashing into the ground. The impact knocked the wind out of him, and he gasped for air, his head spinning.

“No... no, I won’t let you do this!” Adrian shouted, forcing himself to stand up.

But the figure merely tilted its head, as though amused by his resistance. Its hand reached toward him again, but this time, Adrian didn’t hesitate. He had to fight back. He had to confront whatever this was.

With every ounce of his willpower, Adrian sprinted toward the shadow. As he did, the game’s interface shifted again, the environment becoming more distorted, more unstable. The sky crackled with static, and the shadows on the ground grew longer, twisting like serpents.

When Adrian reached the shadow, he didn’t think. He swung his fist forward, but as his hand collided with the figure, it went right through it. The creature seemed to dissipate, its form breaking apart like sand slipping through his fingers.

Adrian stumbled back, his mind reeling. What had just happened? Had he won? Or was this just another part of the game, some twisted challenge meant to break him down?

Before he could gather his thoughts, a new message appeared on the screen:

“You cannot win, Adrian. You’ve already lost.”

Adrian’s chest tightened. He tried to swallow the rising panic, but it was futile. The words hit him like a punch to the gut. Had the game already figured him out? Had he already lost? What was the point of this?

The girl’s figure appeared again, this time standing directly in front of him, her expression unreadable. Her eyes, though empty, seemed to pierce through him. She opened her mouth, and this time, Adrian heard the words clearly.

“It’s your fault,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “It was always your fault.”

The ground beneath Adrian’s feet began to tremble, and the environment shifted again. The shadows stretched farther and farther, until they began to consume the entire world around him. The girl’s figure slowly faded, her last words echoing in his mind.

Adrian had no idea what she meant. What was his fault? He couldn’t remember. But he felt something stir inside him, a deep, nagging guilt that he couldn’t explain.

The game wasn’t just testing him. It was punishing him. For what, though? What had he done?

Before he could dwell on it any longer, the environment changed again. The world around him faded to black, and he was once again standing in a familiar, yet unsettling space.

A room. A dimly lit room.

The walls were covered in cracked mirrors, and the floor was littered with broken glass. Adrian’s reflection, though distorted, was everywhere. It was the same as before, except now, there were more versions of him. Each one looked as though it was in pain. Each one seemed to be begging him for something, something he couldn’t understand.

The girl’s voice returned, softer now, as if whispering from the depths of the mirrors.

“Do you remember yet?” she asked. “Do you remember what you did?”

Adrian felt his stomach drop. His heart pounded against his chest, and a dark, suffocating feeling crept up his spine. The mirrors, all of them, were him.

“You can’t run anymore, Adrian.”

Suddenly, one of the reflections in the mirror began to move on its own, its mouth opening in a silent scream. The glass shattered, and the room seemed to close in on Adrian.

“No...” Adrian gasped, his voice hoarse with panic. “No, please, I don’t remember... I don’t remember what happened...”

The reflection in the mirror grinned, its smile wide and grotesque. The walls were closing in, the glass cutting into his skin. He could feel his world narrowing, suffocating him.

“You can’t escape the truth, Adrian. You can’t escape yourself.”

And with that, the shadows closed in.
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​Chapter 4: Unraveling the Truth
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Adrian woke up with a violent jolt, gasping for air as though he had been submerged in water. His heartbeat pounded in his ears, his skin cold with sweat. The remnants of the nightmare lingered in his mind, its oppressive weight heavy on his chest. He sat up in his chair, blinking rapidly as he tried to gather his bearings.

The glow of his computer screen lit up the room, but it no longer felt like the familiar, comforting glow of a game. It felt like a portal to something far more sinister, a mirror to a world that Adrian could no longer ignore.

He rubbed his face, trying to dispel the fog of confusion that clouded his thoughts. The mirrors, the shadows, the girl—he couldn’t shake them. They were no longer just part of the game. They were now a part of him. Every time he closed his eyes, her whispering voice echoed in his mind, repeating the same words:

“Do you remember yet?”

Adrian’s throat tightened. Do you remember?

The guilt, the suffocating feeling that something had gone terribly wrong, gnawed at him from the inside. But what was it? What was the truth he was supposed to face?

Shaking his head, Adrian leaned back in his chair, staring at the darkened room around him. His phone buzzed on the desk. He glanced at it absentmindedly. Another message from Leo.

Leo:

"Hey, I know you're probably deep into the game right now, but we really need to talk. Something's going on. Call me when you can."

Adrian stared at the message, feeling an odd sense of relief. Leo. His friend. Maybe, just maybe, Leo could help him make sense of all this. It wasn’t like Leo knew about the game, he’d tried to keep it to himself. But Leo had always been there, grounded and logical, the kind of friend who would tell him to get his act together if he was losing touch with reality.

Adrian quickly typed out a reply.

Adrian:

"Yeah, I’ll call you. Something’s going on, Leo. I think I need help."

He hit send and grabbed his phone, his hands trembling slightly as he dialed Leo’s number. The phone rang twice before Leo picked up.

“Adrian?” Leo’s voice came through the speaker, steady but tinged with concern. “You okay, man? You sounded off in your last message.”

Adrian exhaled sharply, trying to collect his thoughts. “I... I don’t know, Leo. Something’s happening, and I’m not sure what to make of it. I’ve been playing this game, and it feels like it’s... it’s getting to me. Like it’s real. I can’t get it out of my head.”

There was a long pause on the other end, and Adrian could hear Leo’s steady breathing. He wasn’t sure what Leo was thinking, but he could sense the hesitation in his friend’s voice.

“Wait. Are you telling me that Jejak dalam Bayangan is getting to you? You’ve been playing it too much, haven’t you?” Leo’s tone was cautious but firm. “Look, Adrian, we both know you’ve been obsessed with gaming before, but this sounds like something more. It sounds... unhealthy.”

“I know. It’s just...” Adrian’s voice faltered. “It’s not just the game anymore, Leo. I... I can’t explain it. I’m starting to remember things, things that feel like they’re from my past. But I don’t know if it’s real or if it’s just the game messing with my head. I saw a girl in the game. She... she’s haunting me.”

There was another long pause. “A girl?” Leo finally asked. “Adrian, are you sure this isn’t some kind of... mental breakdown or stress thing? You’ve been pushing yourself pretty hard with school and gaming. Maybe it’s catching up to you.”

“No.” Adrian shook his head, though Leo couldn’t see it. “It’s not like that. It feels like the game knows something about me. Something I don’t even remember. It’s like it’s pulling things out of me, out of my past. I don’t know what to do anymore.”

Leo’s voice softened, and Adrian could almost hear his friend thinking through the situation. “Okay, listen. I’m coming over. We’re going to figure this out together, alright? You’re not alone in this, okay? I’ll be there soon.”

Adrian barely registered the last part of the conversation. His mind was reeling with Leo’s words, but more than that, he couldn’t shake the feeling that the game was watching him. As if it was waiting for something, pushing him toward a confrontation he wasn’t ready for.

“Thanks, Leo,” Adrian muttered, his voice heavy with exhaustion. “I just... I just don’t know how to stop it.”

“I know, man,” Leo said softly. “We’ll figure it out.”

It wasn’t long before Leo showed up at Adrian’s apartment. He knocked firmly at the door, his voice calling out from the hallway. Adrian sluggishly walked over, still dazed and confused from the game’s strange effects. He opened the door, and Leo stepped inside, looking concerned but trying to hide it behind a forced smile.

“Hey,” Leo said, taking in the disheveled state of Adrian’s room. “You’ve been at this for hours, haven’t you?”

Adrian nodded, his eyes bloodshot from lack of sleep. “I don’t know how much longer I can keep doing this. It’s... it’s breaking me.”

Leo sat down on the edge of the couch, pulling his phone from his pocket. “Alright, listen, man. We’re going to figure this out. But first, I need you to show me exactly what’s going on. What’s this game doing to you?”

Adrian walked over to his desk, his movements slow, like his limbs were disconnected from his brain. He sat down, hesitating before clicking on the icon for Jejak dalam Bayangan. The screen flickered to life, and for a moment, everything seemed eerily normal.

Leo leaned in, watching the game load with interest. “Okay, so what exactly happens? Walk me through it.”

Adrian swallowed, trying to steady his breathing. “I’m not sure where to start. It’s like the game knows things about me, things I haven’t thought about in years. Like it’s digging into my past. The first time I played, I saw that girl. She looks... familiar. But I can’t remember her name, Leo. I can’t remember anything.”

“Wait,” Leo interrupted, his brow furrowing. “You’ve seen her before? This girl?”

Adrian nodded slowly. “I think so. But it’s not just her. The game keeps showing me these reflections, my reflection. It’s like it’s trying to tell me something, but every time I try to remember, it feels like I’m losing myself.”

Leo looked at the screen for a moment, thinking. “Adrian, this sounds like some kind of psychological trap. The game’s tapping into your memories, your fears. But if it’s affecting you this badly, maybe it’s time we step back from it for a while.”

Adrian clenched his fists. “But what if it’s too late for that? What if I can’t stop it anymore? What if it’s already inside me?”
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