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What Are Liminal Spaces?
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You’ve probably been in one before. That empty school hallway just after the last bell rings. The flickering gas station on a highway you don’t remember entering. The airport terminal that feels like it hasn’t had a flight in years. These places feel strange, but you can’t explain why. You pause. You glance around. The world feels... paused too, like a deep breath held in the dark. You think it’s your imagination—just a weird vibe—but deep down, something ancient and instinctual tells you: this place doesn’t want you here.

These are liminal spaces—thresholds between one place and another, one moment and the next. They’re not quite here, and not quite there. Not entirely real, but not completely fake either. They exist in the margins of our world, like the blank pages between chapters in a book or the flicker between channels on an old TV. And if you find yourself standing in one—truly standing in one—you’ll know. Your stomach might twist. The air might feel thicker, like it's pressing in from all sides. Sounds might echo wrong. Time might... slow down. Or speed up. Or stop altogether. You’ll feel watched, even if you’re completely alone. Especially if you’re completely alone.

Liminal spaces aren’t dangerous in the way haunted houses or dark forests are. They don’t jump out at you. They don’t scream. Instead, they wait. They hum quietly beneath the surface of reality, patient and still. They notice you. And sometimes... they keep you.

The word "liminal" comes from the Latin limen, meaning “threshold.” Think of a doorway. A bridge. A pause. A liminal space is the in-between—the moment of transition. These are spaces meant for movement, not for resting. They are not destinations. They are passageways. But sometimes, the passage stretches too long, and the traveler forgets they were ever meant to leave.

A school hallway isn’t strange during the day when it’s full of kids. But after dark, when it’s lit by buzzing lights and footsteps echo forever, it becomes something else. A mall isn’t scary when stores are open and music plays from the speakers. But when it’s abandoned, signs are faded, and mannequins still stand watch... it feels off, like time stopped but forgot to take the light with it. Hospital waiting rooms. Office cubicles after hours. Playgrounds at night. Parking garages at 2 a.m. Empty stairwells that spiral too far down. They all share the same stillness, the same invisible weight pressing against the walls.

Liminal spaces are eerie because they’re meant to be temporary. You’re supposed to pass through them—not stay. So when you do stay... the space starts to shift. It notices you don’t belong. And sometimes, it reacts. Not violently, not at first. It may shift the lights. Rearrange the layout. Loop the hallway. You may walk in a circle, but your shadow doesn’t. You may pass a mirror and see something just behind you—then turn and find nothing. That’s when you know you’ve lingered too long.

Inside a true liminal space, the rules begin to slip. Your watch might freeze at 3:17. You might hear the same announcement over and over again, word for word, with no speakers in sight. You might open a door and find the same room you just left. Again. And again. And again. Some survivors say they walked a hallway for ten minutes and aged a year. Others swear they saw future versions of themselves—older, quieter, warning them not to stay. Some return with strange gaps in memory, scars they can’t explain, or photographs that show an extra figure in the background—one that wasn’t there before.

Liminal spaces don’t obey the usual flow of time. Some loop. Some stretch. Some skip entire hours like torn pages in a book. That’s what makes them so dangerous. If you lose track of what’s real... you may never find the exit again. The more confused you become, the more the space tightens around you. It feeds off disorientation. It wants you to forget who you are, where you were going, why you ever came.

The first step to surviving a liminal space is knowing you’re in one. Most people don’t. They brush it off. “Weird vibe,” they say. “Must be tired,” they mutter. But by the time they realize something’s truly wrong, it’s often too late. You must stay alert. Catalog details. Count steps. Whisper your name every few minutes just to remember who you are. Never trust the clocks. Never follow voices. Never assume the exit is the way you came in. If a hallway looks familiar, take a breath. If a light flickers in rhythm, break it. If a figure stands just at the edge of your vision, do not engage. Awareness is your lifeline. Doubt is the doorway that swings wide and lets the space in.

Adaptation is survival. If the hallway stretches, take breaks. If the ceiling shifts, crawl. If your reflection doesn’t match your movements—look away. These places are not puzzles to solve, but traps to outsmart. Liminal spaces are clever. They test your logic, then twist it. The moment you think you understand them is the moment they change.

If you’re reading this, you’ve either stumbled into a liminal space... or you suspect you might. This guide won’t guarantee escape. But it will give you the tools to recognize where you are, how to navigate safely, and what to do if you feel the space pushing back. Because it will push back. It doesn’t like being observed. It prefers the confused, the lost, the alone.

Each chapter ahead will cover a specific type of liminal zone—airport terminals, abandoned schools, office floors at night—and outline the dangers, signs, and strategies for survival. You’ll learn what to avoid. What to say (or not say). And most importantly: how to hold onto yourself. Because the longer you stay in a liminal space... the easier it is for the space to stay in you.

Now take a breath. Don’t panic.

And whatever you do—

Don’t look behind you.
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The Rules of the In-Between
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There are no welcome signs in liminal spaces. No maps, no guides, no marked exits. And yet, those who’ve survived the in-between have learned certain patterns—rules that don’t come from logic, but from experience. These rules aren’t printed on any wall. They’re whispered between survivors. Scribbled on the backs of old receipts. Etched into bathroom stalls with broken fingernails. They’re the only reason some of us make it out.

These are the Rules of the In-Between.

Rule 1: You Were Never Supposed to Stay

Liminal spaces are not made for rest. They are corridors, not destinations. You passed through one when you left your bedroom and walked into your school’s empty hallway. You walked through one in a stairwell you barely noticed. But you left. That’s the difference. The moment you stop—linger—something changes. It sees you. It feels your presence, like a fish disturbing still water. From then on, you are no longer passing through. You are trespassing.

Never settle. Never make yourself comfortable. The longer you remain still, the more the space molds to your presence, like wet clay closing around a hand.

Rule 2: The Space Will Try to Distract You

Liminal spaces are alive in a way that defies science. They aren’t sentient—not exactly—but they respond. They shift. They adapt. And most importantly, they distract. A flickering light might lead you down the wrong hallway. A phone ringing in the distance might sound just familiar enough to chase. A door may appear with the number of your childhood home on it. Don't trust what you recognize.

Memories are the bait. Nostalgia is the hook. Curiosity is the trap.

You must stay focused. Mark your turns. Write on the walls. Leave a breadcrumb trail of objects if you have to. Never trust your instincts if they start to feel too confident—because that means the space is thinking for you.

Rule 3: Don’t Interact with the Others

Not all beings in liminal spaces are hostile. Some don’t notice you. Others pretend not to. But the most dangerous of them are the ones who look human. You might see a janitor in an empty office building. A woman waiting at a bus stop with no buses. A child standing at the end of a hallway, staring at a locker that no longer opens.

Don’t speak to them. Don’t help them. Don’t follow them.

If they ask for your name—run.

Some of them aren’t people at all. They’re shadows wearing faces. Echoes wearing clothes. Empty shapes that only exist to see if you’ll get close enough to touch. And if they touch you, part of you might not come back.

Rule 4: Time Is Not Your Friend

Time in the in-between is warped. You might spend an hour walking forward and find yourself exactly where you started. You might blink and realize days have passed. Your phone battery may drain to zero, or remain fully charged forever.
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