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​Chapter 1: The Glitch in the Code

[image: ]




Adrian sat hunched over his computer, his fingers moving rapidly over the keyboard, eyes glued to the screen. The blue glow of the monitor cast sharp shadows across his face in the dimly lit room. He had been at this for hours, no, days now. The game he was developing, Eclipse's Edge, had been nothing short of a passion project. But recently, something had been off. Very off.

It started as a small anomaly, just a few strange glitches during playtesting. Initially, Adrian dismissed it as a minor bug, nothing more than a hiccup in the vast world of coding. But as he delved deeper, the glitches grew more pronounced, more bizarre. They didn’t behave like typical programming errors. These weren’t just misplaced textures or random NPC (non-playable character) bugs. No, this was different. There was something almost... sentient about them. As if the game itself was aware, taunting him.

“Just one more line of code,” Adrian muttered to himself. He tapped the keys harder, almost in frustration, willing himself to push through the irritation. The project was a dream, one he’d poured his heart and soul into. It was supposed to be his big break, his chance to finally be recognized in the gaming world. But lately, all he felt was dread, a creeping sensation that something was wrong, deeper than the code.

A notification popped up on his screen, Eclipse’s Edge Test Build: New Glitch Detected. Adrian’s heart skipped a beat. Another glitch? He had just patched the last one.

He clicked on the notification, his hands momentarily pausing as his eyes scanned the message. It was an error report, but it didn’t look like any standard bug message he was used to. The lines of code written out in the report were garbled, mixed with odd symbols and characters. Adrian scrolled down, his brow furrowing as his eyes traced the strange code.

That’s when it hit him, the message seemed... familiar. It was as if it had been written just for him.

A sudden chill crawled up his spine. He leaned back in his chair, rubbing his temples, trying to push aside the unease. “It’s just a bug. Just a bug,” he whispered, though his words lacked conviction.

It wasn’t just the strange symbols that unsettled him. It was the fact that the report seemed to be personal. The string of code contained a line that he recognized, a line that had been part of his own diary, a message he had written years ago.

"You can’t run from your past."

Adrian froze, his fingers hovering above the keyboard. How? How did this string of text end up in the game’s code?

His mind raced. Could someone have hacked into the game’s development files? But who would know about that specific line? The one from his private journal?

The clock on the wall ticked loudly in the silence of his room, the rhythmic sound like a countdown. Adrian quickly opened a new tab and began searching through his old diary entries. The line was from an entry he had written during his darkest days, days filled with regret and guilt, from a time he had tried to forget. He had been young, impulsive, and naïve, making decisions that would haunt him forever. The guilt of losing his childhood friend, Alex, still gnawed at him, even all these years later.

“Stop it, Adrian,” he whispered to himself, shaking his head. “This is just a game bug. It doesn’t mean anything.”

But the message lingered, refusing to leave his thoughts. He closed his eyes, taking a deep breath. It’s nothing, he told himself. Just a coincidence.

But the sound of typing broke through his thoughts, jarring him from his trance. It wasn’t him typing. It came from the speakers of his computer.

Adrian’s heart pounded as his eyes snapped open. His hands shook slightly, his gaze darting back to the screen. There it was, written in a familiar font on the game’s interface: "You can't run from your past."

He stumbled backward from the desk, his chair scraping loudly against the floor. He had not typed that. He hadn’t programmed it into the game. The game was writing to him. And it was using his own words.

His pulse quickened. This wasn’t normal. It couldn’t be. He turned off the computer, the monitor flickering and then going black. But the feeling of being watched lingered, as if the game itself was still alive, staring back at him.

Adrian’s thoughts swirled in a panic. Was this just a glitch, as he had originally thought? Or was it something more? Could the game somehow be... haunted?

The word seemed ridiculous in his mind. Ghosts and spirits didn’t exist in code. But as he stared at the blank screen in front of him, he couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong, deeply wrong.

He grabbed his phone, his fingers trembling as he sent a message to Rina.

Adrian: Rina, I need your help. Something's wrong with the game. It’s... it’s talking to me.

He hesitated for a moment before hitting send. He didn’t want to sound crazy, but Rina was the only one he could trust with something like this. She was smart, level-headed, and had a knack for problem-solving. If anyone could figure this out, it was her.

The phone buzzed seconds later. Rina’s message came through quickly.

Rina: What happened? Are you okay?

Adrian paused, considering his words carefully. He didn’t want to alarm her, but he knew she would demand an explanation. And the longer he kept this to himself, the more it felt like the game was creeping into his life, eroding his reality.

Adrian: I don’t know how to explain this, but the game... it's not just a game anymore. It’s like there’s something in it, something alive. And it knows things... things it shouldn't.

There was a long pause before Rina responded.

Rina: Wait, what? What kind of things?

Adrian: It used a line from my journal. One I wrote years ago. And then it started typing things on its own, like it was responding to me. I swear, Rina, it’s like... it’s alive.

Another pause, longer this time. Adrian’s fingers tightened around the phone as he waited for her reply, his mind racing. What if this was all a mistake? What if he was losing his grip on reality?

But then, the message came through.

Rina: You need to shut it down. Now. No more messing around, Adrian. This doesn’t sound like a bug, it sounds like something... something else. Get out of there and call me.

Adrian’s pulse spiked. He stared at the phone, contemplating his next move. Part of him wanted to listen to Rina, to shut everything down and walk away. But another part, the obsessive gamer inside him, wanted to see it through. He couldn’t stop now. The stakes were too high, the mystery too compelling.

He swallowed hard, his fingers hovering over the keyboard once again. There was no turning back now.

Taking a deep breath, Adrian began typing, determined to uncover the truth. Even if it meant going deeper into the darkness than he ever imagined. But as he typed, a voice whispered through the speakers, low and distorted.

"You will never escape."

Adrian froze, his breath catching in his throat. And then the screen went black.
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​Chapter 2: The Echo in the Void
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Adrian sat frozen, staring at the blank screen in front of him. His heartbeat thudded in his ears, drowning out the usual hum of his computer. He knew he hadn’t imagined it. He’d heard it, a voice, clear as day, whispering through the speakers.

"You will never escape."

The room felt colder, the air thicker, as if something was pressing in on him. He glanced at the darkened screen, half-expecting the game to spring back to life. But nothing happened. No glitch, no strange code. It was as if the game itself had gone silent, leaving him alone in the dark with only his thoughts and the eerie whisper echoing in his mind.

Adrian exhaled shakily and reached out to shut down his computer for good. His fingers hovered over the power button, but his hand trembled as he stared at the monitor. Part of him wanted to flee, to end it all and never look back. But another part, the obsessive gamer, wanted answers. He couldn’t shake the feeling that whatever this was, it was far bigger than a simple bug or hack. This was personal.

His phone buzzed again, interrupting his spiraling thoughts. He picked it up, half-hoping it was Rina, but it was a message from Leo instead.

Leo: Hey, man. You still working on the game? Heard you ran into a weird bug or something. You okay?

Adrian could almost hear Leo’s voice, the usual carefree tone in his messages. Leo had always been the optimist, the one who could find humor in even the most frustrating of situations. But right now, Adrian didn’t feel like joking. He felt like he was teetering on the edge of something he couldn’t understand.

Adrian: Leo, I don’t know what’s going on, but something's wrong. The game... it’s like it’s alive. It spoke to me.

Leo’s response was almost immediate.

Leo: Wait, what? It spoke? Dude, are you messing with me?

Adrian rubbed his face, his frustration building again. He was starting to feel like a character in one of those cheap horror movies, overwhelmed and paranoid. But this wasn’t a movie. This was real. And whatever it was, it wasn’t letting him go.

Adrian: No, I’m serious. I heard a voice. It said, “You will never escape.”

There was a pause before Leo responded again, his message shorter this time.

Leo: That’s... creepy, man. You sure it wasn’t just a glitch?

Adrian didn’t know how to explain it, how to make Leo understand the creeping dread that had settled in his chest. It wasn’t just the words. It was the feeling, the sensation that something unseen was watching him. Like he was trapped in a web, and the more he struggled, the tighter it got.

Adrian: It’s not a glitch. It’s... it’s something else. I don’t know if I can stop it.

Before Leo could reply, Adrian’s computer screen flickered to life again, the blue glow illuminating the room once more. But this time, it wasn’t just the normal loading screen or menu. It was the game itself, Eclipse’s Edge, and it was different. The graphics were warped, distorted, like some kind of nightmare version of the world Adrian had created.

The sky in the game was a deep, unnatural shade of red, and the once sprawling fields now seemed suffocating, as if the landscape was closing in. The trees twisted in impossible shapes, their limbs contorted like grotesque, skeletal arms reaching out. The horizon was dark, and there was no sun, just an endless, ominous void.

Adrian’s fingers gripped the edge of his desk as he stared at the screen, his breath shallow. This wasn’t part of the design. He had spent months meticulously crafting every detail of this game, but nothing, nothing, looked like this.

A soft chime rang from his speakers, and the voice from earlier returned, even clearer this time.

"You’re still here."

Adrian’s skin prickled. He knew that voice, it was the same one from before. It was cold, mechanical, but there was something almost human about it too. And it was speaking to him, addressing him directly, as if it had been waiting for him to finally understand.

The game’s menu shifted, and a new prompt appeared on the screen, one that Adrian had never programmed.

“Enter your past.”

The words felt like a punch to the gut. Adrian's fingers hesitated above the keyboard, a cold sweat breaking out on his skin. Enter your past. He knew exactly what it meant. It was forcing him to confront something he had spent years trying to forget.

His past.

Adrian had never fully faced the guilt he carried with him. He had pushed it deep into the recesses of his mind, but it was always there, lurking in the shadows. His relationship with Alex, the friend he had failed. The lies. The mistakes. And the day everything had changed, the day Alex had disappeared.

“No, no, no...” Adrian muttered under his breath. He had to stop. He couldn’t let the game pull him back into that place. It was too dangerous. Too painful.

But the game wouldn’t let him go. The screen flickered again, and this time, the words changed.

“Your past will catch up with you.”

Adrian’s hands shook violently as he pulled them away from the keyboard. He knew this wasn’t just a game anymore. This wasn’t about coding or testing. The game had become something else, something darker, and it was using his own demons against him.

A loud knock at the door startled him, breaking the trance-like state he had fallen into. Adrian jerked upright, his heart pounding in his chest. He had almost forgotten there was a world outside the screen, a world where reality still existed.

He hesitated, unsure if he should answer. But the knocking came again, louder this time, more urgent. Adrian stood, his legs unsteady as he moved toward the door. He wasn’t sure who it was, he hadn’t been expecting anyone, but he knew he couldn’t stay here alone, not with the game pulling at him, not with that voice still echoing in his ears.

When he opened the door, he was greeted by Rina, her face pale and drawn. She looked at him with wide eyes, as if she had seen a ghost.

“I came as soon as I could,” she said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. “What’s going on, Adrian? I’ve been trying to reach you for the last hour. What did you mean by ‘the game is alive’?”

Adrian opened his mouth to speak, but the words caught in his throat. He didn’t know how to explain it to her, how to make her understand what he was feeling. How could he explain that the game he had created, his own creation, was now haunting him?

“It’s... it’s not a bug, Rina. Something is wrong with it. The game... it’s using my past against me. It’s like it knows things it shouldn’t.”

Rina frowned, her skepticism obvious. “Okay, hold on. I get it. You’re freaked out. But you need to take a step back. I know you’ve been working on this for months, and you’re stressed. But this is sounding like... well, you’re making connections that don’t make sense.”

“No, you don’t get it!” Adrian snapped, his voice rising. He took a deep breath, trying to calm himself. “Rina, I’m telling you, it’s real. The game is alive. It knows things about me, things no one could possibly know.”

Rina stared at him for a long moment, her eyes searching his face for some sign that he was joking. But there was no humor there. No mischief. Just fear. And that terrified her more than she cared to admit.

Without a word, she stepped closer to his desk, her eyes immediately falling on the computer screen. The game was still open, the distorted world of Eclipse’s Edge flickering ominously. Her gaze shot back to Adrian. “Is this the game?”

Adrian nodded. “It’s... it’s not what I programmed anymore. It’s like it’s rewriting itself.”

Rina sat down in front of the computer, her fingers hovering above the keyboard. She glanced back at Adrian. “I don’t know what you’re seeing, but let me take a look. Maybe we can figure this out together.”

Adrian watched as she began typing, her movements deliberate, trying to access the files. But just as she pressed a key, the game’s menu shifted again, and the words on the screen changed once more.

“You cannot escape your past. The shadows are waiting.”

Rina stopped, her eyes widening. “That’s not... that’s not part of the game.”

Adrian swallowed hard, dread pooling in his stomach. "I told you... it’s alive."

The game, and the voice within it, were coming for them now.
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​Chapter 3: Into the Abyss
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Rina’s fingers froze above the keyboard as the words on the screen seemed to pulse, almost alive, as if the game was breathing. She stared at the message that flickered in front of her eyes:

“You cannot escape your past. The shadows are waiting.”

Adrian's breath caught in his throat, his hands trembling at his sides. Rina looked at him, her brow furrowed, a mix of confusion and concern on her face.

“This is... this is insane,” she muttered, almost to herself. “I’ve seen bugs before, but this isn’t just a bug. This is something else.” She shook her head, trying to snap out of the daze the game’s disturbing message had put her in. “Alright, we need to get a handle on this. We’ll go step by step. Something is messing with your game’s code, and I’m going to find out what.”

But Adrian didn’t feel any comfort in her words. The way the game was behaving, it wasn’t something Rina could fix with a few lines of code. The feeling of being watched, of something unseen and malicious in the code, was overwhelming. He had tried to explain it to her, but he wasn’t sure she understood the weight of what he was dealing with.

Adrian was caught in a war between reason and fear. He knew Rina was just trying to help, trying to approach this logically, but the game’s behavior was defying logic. He couldn’t shake the feeling that it was more than just an anomaly. It was as if it had been designed to break him.

The room felt colder now, the chill seeping into his skin as his eyes remained locked on the screen. The shadows in the corners of the room seemed to stretch longer, darker. It was as though the game had reached out and infected everything around him.

Adrian turned to Rina. “You don’t understand. It’s not just the code, it’s... something in the game is aware of me. It’s aware of us.”

Rina didn’t answer at first, her gaze fixed on the screen. The eerie message was still there, blinking like a warning.

“You know I’m not into all that ghost stuff, Adrian,” she said, her voice low. “But something is definitely wrong here. This isn’t a coincidence.” She leaned forward, examining the code. “There’s no way the game could... speak to you like this. It’s not possible.”

Adrian clenched his fists. “I don’t know how, but I’m telling you, it’s happening.”

Rina’s eyes darted from the screen to the program logs, quickly scrolling through the lines of text. “If there’s something in the game, it’s likely a virus or a corrupted file. Let me try something.” She typed a few commands, attempting to isolate the rogue code, but as she did, the game flickered again. This time, the whole screen turned black for a split second before snapping back into place.

A new message appeared:

“You cannot hide. Your sins have been written into this world. The shadows will consume you.”

Rina’s fingers went still. She read the message once, then again, her face paling. “That wasn’t there before. It’s... it’s like it’s adapting.”

Adrian could feel the pressure building in his chest, his breath coming faster as panic set in. This wasn’t just about coding anymore. The game wasn’t just responding to the inputs, it was reacting. It was alive, and it was trying to tell him something.

“What do you think it means?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Rina leaned back, her eyes narrowed in concentration. “I don’t know. But it’s like the game is using your past against you. Those lines, it feels almost like it’s speaking to you, drawing on something personal.”

Adrian’s stomach twisted. He had been afraid of this. The game was digging into his past, dragging up old memories, things he had buried deep inside. And now, it was threatening to expose everything.

His mind raced back to that moment, the moment he had lost Alex, the moment his entire world had fractured. The lies, the betrayal, the horrible silence that followed Alex’s disappearance. That was the day everything had gone wrong, the day he had started running away from his own guilt.

His hands tightened into fists. “I can’t keep running from it, can I?” he muttered to himself. “It knows what happened.”

Rina didn’t answer. Instead, she turned back to the computer and began typing again, faster now. “We need to access the system logs. If there’s a way to trace where this is coming from, we can reverse-engineer it.”

But as she worked, the game’s display flickered once again, and Adrian’s heart skipped a beat. The screen split into two parts, the left side showing a distorted version of the game world, while the right side showed something else, something even more disturbing.

In the reflection on the right side of the screen, Adrian saw himself. But it wasn’t him, not entirely. It was a shadowy figure, almost like a ghostly silhouette, but with his features unmistakably visible. The reflection was distorted, warping as if it were trying to speak through the screen, but its mouth moved without sound. It was like watching an old horror movie where the image didn’t quite match the action.

Adrian leaned forward, his face inches from the screen, his eyes wide with dread. The shadow on the screen mirrored his every movement, but there was something wrong about it. The reflection didn’t move like he did. It seemed to twitch, its hands reaching out in unnatural jerks. It was trying to break free.

“Adrian...” Rina’s voice was barely audible as she too stared at the screen. She was no longer focused on the code. “Is that... you?”

Adrian’s voice caught in his throat as he slowly reached for the keyboard. His fingers hovered over the keys, and for a brief moment, he felt as though the game itself was pulling him in, urging him to keep going.

“I don’t know,” he whispered. “But whatever this is... it’s not just a game anymore. It’s like it’s using me. It’s pulling me in.” He glanced at Rina, his eyes wide with terror. “What if... what if it’s trying to trap me? What if it’s trying to pull me into the game?”

Before Rina could respond, the shadow in the reflection on the screen reached out. Its hands pressed against the glass of the monitor, its fingers curling as if it was trying to break through. Adrian recoiled, his heart racing. The reflection on the screen seemed to twist and contort, its face warping into something grotesque, its mouth opening wide as though to scream.

But no sound came.

It was then that Adrian noticed something else, the reflection wasn’t just copying his movements anymore. It was starting to move on its own. It was no longer a simple mirror image. It was becoming... something else. The shadow seemed to take form, stretching and shifting, like a living nightmare. It was beginning to separate from the screen, pushing against the boundaries of the game world, its dark form twisting like smoke.

Adrian stumbled backward, his breath catching in his chest. “No, no, no...” he gasped. “What the hell is happening?!”

Rina grabbed his arm, pulling him away from the screen. Her face was pale with fear. “We need to get out of here. This is not just a game anymore. This is something real, Adrian. We have to stop it.”

But as they backed away, the lights in the room flickered. A deep, unsettling hum filled the air, growing louder with every second. The shadows in the corners of the room seemed to stretch and writhe, as if they too were alive, pulling the very fabric of reality apart.

Suddenly, the computer screen went black, and for a brief moment, the room was completely silent. Adrian and Rina stood in the pitch black, breaths shallow, hearts pounding in their chests.

Then, the voice came again.

It was louder this time, clearer. And it came from every corner of the room.

"You cannot escape. You are already mine."

Adrian’s heart stopped.

And then, the lights exploded into darkness.
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​Chapter 4: The Unraveling
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The room was still. The kind of stillness that felt too heavy, too unnatural. Adrian’s breath quickened, and his chest tightened as he tried to adjust to the dark, his mind still racing with the voice’s ominous words. “You are already mine.”

Rina’s grip on his arm tightened, her fingers digging into his skin, but Adrian barely noticed. His heart was pounding so loudly in his ears that it drowned out everything else. The voice echoed in his mind, like a haunting whisper that refused to let go.

“Did you hear that?” Adrian whispered, his voice barely audible, as if speaking louder would somehow summon whatever was lurking in the shadows.

Rina didn’t answer immediately. Her eyes scanned the room, darting from corner to corner as though expecting something to emerge from the darkness. She took a slow, shaky breath, trying to steady herself.

“I heard it,” she said, her voice trembling. “We need to get out. This, whatever this is, it’s not just a game anymore, Adrian.”

Adrian’s gaze remained fixed on the dark screen of the computer, where the faint outline of his reflection had been only moments before. But now, there was nothing. The screen was as empty as the room. The silence was deafening, yet somehow, it was broken by the feeling that something was lurking just beyond the veil.

“Why now? Why is it happening now?” Adrian muttered, his voice breaking as panic took root. “I, I don’t understand. This was supposed to be just a game. Just a project.”

Rina exhaled slowly, her voice steadier now, but filled with disbelief. “Games don’t... do this. This is... beyond anything I’ve ever seen.” She glanced at the door, as though it might offer a way out, but the space felt claustrophobic, the walls closing in with each passing second.

Suddenly, the computer screen flickered back to life.

Adrian jumped, his heart leaping into his throat, but as his eyes locked onto the monitor, he froze. There, on the screen, was a new message. No longer a cryptic warning, but a statement that made his blood run cold.

“You cannot escape me. You cannot outrun the shadows. I’ve already claimed you.”

It wasn’t just words. The letters seemed to bleed into the screen, distorting and bending, like they were alive, crawling toward him.

Adrian stumbled backward, his legs shaking beneath him. His back hit the wall, and he slid to the floor, gasping for breath. “It knows... it knows what I did. It’s trying to make me relive it.”

Rina crouched down beside him, her face a mix of fear and determination. “Adrian, you need to calm down. This is, this is messed up, but we’re not going to lose control. Whatever this thing is, it has to have a weakness. We just need to find it.”

But Adrian’s mind was spiraling. He couldn’t focus on her words. All he could hear was the voice—the relentless voice that still echoed in his head. “You cannot escape.”

And suddenly, everything clicked. The pieces of his fragmented thoughts came together with a force that made him tremble.

The game wasn’t just a game. It was a prison. It wasn’t just pulling from his past, it was using his past, amplifying his darkest fears, his most painful memories, and turning them into something tangible. Something real. It was a reflection of everything he had buried, everything he had tried to forget.

And now, it was coming for him.

“I can’t... I can’t do this,” Adrian gasped. His hands shook violently as he tried to push himself to his feet, but his body felt like lead. He couldn’t escape it, no matter how hard he tried. The game had found its way inside him, clawing its way into his mind.

Rina grabbed his shoulder, forcing him to look at her. “Listen to me. We’re not giving up. Whatever this is, whatever’s in the game, we can find a way to stop it. We just need to think. We need to think clearly.”

Adrian’s eyes darted between her and the screen. Think? How could he think when his mind was being suffocated by a thousand voices, by memories he couldn’t outrun?

Rina was right about one thing. This wasn’t just about the game anymore. The walls of his room, the safety of his home, it all felt like it was disintegrating, crumbling into something else, something darker. The shadows in the corners of the room were moving, stretching and twisting in unnatural ways. It was like the game had infected everything, bleeding out into the world around him.

“I... I have to fix this,” Adrian whispered, his voice filled with a desperate urgency.

Rina’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”

Adrian looked at the computer again, and the reflection on the screen was back. But this time, it wasn’t just a reflection. It was alive. The figure in the screen was twisting, warping into something grotesque, its limbs contorted in unnatural angles, its eyes wide and blank, staring at him.

“You can’t run,” the shadow whispered. “You can’t hide from yourself.”

Adrian felt his blood run cold. The shadow was taunting him. It was showing him his own guilt, his mistakes, his regrets. It was a reflection of everything he hated about himself. The fear that had never quite let go. The failure he couldn’t escape.

And that’s when he realized. The game wasn’t trying to kill him. It was trying to break him, piece by piece. It wanted him to confront his past, to make him relive the pain he’d buried deep inside.

“Rina...” Adrian whispered, his voice thick with emotion. “I need to go deeper. I need to face it.”

Rina hesitated, her expression one of confusion and concern. “Go deeper? What are you talking about? You can’t, ”

“I can’t run anymore,” Adrian cut in, his voice cracking. “This game, it’s not just about winning or losing. It’s about understanding. I have to understand why this is happening. I have to confront it.”

Rina’s eyes widened as she saw the resolve in his face. She realized what he was saying. He was going to dive deeper into the game, into the very thing that had trapped him. He was going to face the darkness.

“No. No way, Adrian. That’s insane. You don’t know what this thing is capable of!” she exclaimed, grabbing his arm, trying to pull him back.

But Adrian shook his head, his grip tightening on the desk as he rose to his feet. “If I don’t face it now, it will consume me. This game, it’s made me face my past, my mistakes. And if I don’t finish this now, I’ll never be free.”

Rina’s eyes flicked to the screen again, her breath catching in her throat. The reflection was still there, still watching. She could see the fear in Adrian’s eyes, but she could also see the determination.

“You’re not alone in this,” Rina said quietly, her voice filled with resolve. “I’m with you. If you’re going to do this, then I’m going to help you.”

Adrian met her gaze. For the first time since this nightmare had begun, he felt a glimmer of hope. He wasn’t alone. Rina was right there with him.

“I don’t know if I can fix it,” Adrian said, his voice hoarse, “but I have to try.”

Without another word, he sat back down in front of the computer, his fingers trembling as he reached for the keyboard. He began typing, not with the precision of a seasoned coder, but with the raw desperation of someone trying to escape their own prison.

The screen flickered again, the words on it now a blur. But through the chaos, one phrase stood out:

“Enter your sins.”

Adrian’s heart skipped a beat. It was no longer just the game, it was his past, laid bare. And now, he had no choice but to face it.

“I’m ready,” he whispered to himself, and with that, he pressed the enter key.

The game responded. And everything changed.
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​Chapter 5: The Gateway to the Abyss
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The room held its breath. Silence, thick and heavy, blanketed the space around Adrian and Rina. The computer screen flickered once more, and then it went dark, leaving only the dull glow of the room’s ambient light to illuminate their surroundings. The only sound in the room was Adrian’s labored breathing, the rhythmic beating of his heart pounding in his chest as he stared at the blank screen in front of him.

“What now?” Rina’s voice broke the stillness, though it trembled with a note of uncertainty. She had been quiet, watching Adrian type in those final commands, hoping he knew what he was doing. But now, the room felt more suffocating than ever, as though they were waiting for something they could not control, something dangerous and inevitable.

Adrian didn’t answer immediately. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, still unsure if he had made the right choice. He had chosen to confront the game, to face the truth that had been haunting him for years. The game’s message had demanded him to face his sins, to enter his deepest, most painful memories. Was he truly ready for that?

“You’re not alone in this,” Rina had said, and those words had somehow given him the strength to continue. She was here with him, even if she didn’t fully understand what was happening. He couldn’t do this alone, not again.

His fingers finally pressed a key, and the screen blinked to life. But what he saw wasn’t just the usual game interface; it was something far more unsettling. The game’s environment, the world he had navigated countless times before, was gone. Instead, the screen now displayed an empty, dark expanse. It felt like being suspended in a void, a place where time and space no longer existed.

A new message appeared, its words appearing one by one in a slow, deliberate crawl:

“Enter your sins.”

Adrian’s heart skipped a beat. The words were familiar, yes, but this time they seemed more sinister. This wasn’t just an instruction or a challenge, it was an invitation to something darker, something deeper than he had ever anticipated.

“Enter your sins.” What did it even mean? Was this some kind of test, some kind of twisted game designed to break him?

Adrian swallowed hard, his throat dry. He turned to Rina, his face pale, his eyes wide with fear.

“I... I don’t know what to do,” he admitted. The fear in his voice was palpable. “I’ve faced it before. But not like this.”

Rina watched him carefully, her brow furrowed. She had known Adrian long enough to see the cracks in his composure, the way his walls would rise when he felt cornered. She knew this wasn’t just about winning or losing in the traditional sense. This was a game that preyed on the mind, on the heart, on things far more fragile than any code could simulate.

“You don’t have to do this alone,” she said gently, her voice steady, trying to ground him. “We’ll figure this out together. But we need to move, Adrian. We don’t know what’s waiting for us if we just sit here.”

The tension in the room seemed to increase, suffocating them both. Adrian nodded, though his uncertainty was still visible. He took a deep breath, his fingers hovering above the keyboard once more. What was the cost of this decision? Would he regret it? Could he go back to the life he had before this game had invaded his world?

His thoughts turned back to the reflection in the screen earlier, the shadow that had mirrored him, but also distorted him. It was as if it knew him, knew his pain, and now, it was demanding that he face it. It had to be more than just a game. This was his mind, his soul being pulled apart. The only way out was through.

“Enter your sins,” he whispered aloud, his voice barely audible. His fingers shook as he began typing.

And then, the game responded.

The screen flashed, and the darkness was replaced by a landscape. But it wasn’t any landscape Adrian recognized. This was a place that seemed to stretch endlessly, a void of gray and black, with twisted, barren trees and jagged rocks protruding from the ground. The sky was a muted red, like a constant, fading sunset. The wind howled through the air, carrying a low, mournful hum.

He had entered the game, but it wasn’t a game anymore. This was a place of torment, of despair.

Adrian stood in the middle of it all, feeling smaller than ever, a sense of insignificance weighing down on him. His surroundings didn’t make sense, nothing made sense. The trees seemed to watch him, their twisted branches like fingers reaching out to grab him. The rocks whispered, though the words were too faint to hear clearly. The wind carried an almost familiar scent, one of old books, dust, and something darker, more personal.

The reflection in the game, the shadow that had haunted him, stood in the distance, motionless but staring at him with those hollow eyes. It was the same distorted figure from earlier, the one that had haunted him in the game’s world. But now, it was in his reality. And it wasn’t a mere reflection. It was the embodiment of his fears, his mistakes, his regrets.

Adrian stepped forward, his legs unsteady beneath him. He had to face it. He had to confront whatever this was, no matter how terrifying. This was the only way out.

“Come closer,” a voice whispered, but it wasn’t the game’s voice. It was his voice, a twisted version of it. “Come and face what you’ve done.”

Adrian stumbled toward the figure, the ground beneath his feet cracked and uneven. Each step felt heavier than the last, as though something was pulling him back, holding him in place. But he couldn’t stop. Not now.

The shadow stepped forward as well, its form shifting, morphing into an even darker silhouette, its features no longer human. It was a creature made of pure darkness, a manifestation of his guilt, his deepest insecurities. Adrian could feel his breath quicken, his heart racing as he approached it.

“You can’t escape,” the shadow hissed. “You can’t outrun your sins. You can’t outrun me.”

Adrian’s eyes burned, his throat tightening as the weight of those words pressed down on him. His past, the lies, the betrayals, the things he had tried to bury, were all crashing down on him at once. The figure in front of him wasn’t just some monster in the game. It was his own reflection, his own failures manifesting before him.

“You made them suffer,” the shadow whispered, its voice echoing in Adrian’s mind. “You can’t escape that. It will follow you forever.”

Adrian’s knees buckled, and he fell to the ground, his mind reeling. It felt like the world around him was closing in, suffocating him. He could feel the weight of every regret he had ever tried to ignore, every mistake that had left a scar.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





