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​Chapter 1: Echoes from the Past
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Adrian sat hunched over his desk, fingers gliding across the keys with the precision of someone who had spent far too many hours immersed in a world where only skill mattered. His gaming setup was nothing short of a shrine, multiple monitors, a chair that seemed molded for his body, and headphones that drowned out every noise except the sound of his own thoughts. The glow of the screen illuminated his face in the otherwise dark room, casting long shadows across the walls.

He wasn’t just playing for fun anymore. No, this game had become more than that. It was an obsession, a lifeline. Jejak dalam Bayangan had drawn him in like a moth to a flame, its cryptic puzzles and eerie atmosphere feeding into his insatiable desire to escape. But tonight, something was different. The usual thrill he felt when solving the game's puzzles wasn’t there. Instead, an unsettling feeling clung to him as the game’s music reverberated through his headphones, low and haunting.

The challenge had begun.

Adrian had been in this game for days, his focus never wavering. He knew the stakes were high, that the deeper he went, the darker things would get, but that had always been the appeal. The tension, the unknown, the adrenaline of being on the edge. But now? The game felt too real. He felt watched. A presence lingered in the corners of his mind, one that wasn’t part of the game.

His thoughts were interrupted by the sudden chime of his phone vibrating on the desk. He almost ignored it, his eyes glued to the screen, but something told him he should check. It was a message from Rina.

Rina: Adrian, have you checked the new update? Something doesn’t feel right. Be careful.

Adrian furrowed his brow, tapping out a quick reply. Adrian: What do you mean?

Before he could continue, a new notification popped up on the screen of the game. His heart skipped a beat as the words “You are being watched” flashed in bold, red letters across his HUD. He froze, eyes scanning the screen as the familiar chill of paranoia crept up his spine.

Something was wrong.

He quickly minimized the game, opening a new tab on his browser. Rina’s message had already gotten under his skin. His pulse quickened as he searched the forums. There were dozens of posts from other players, all reporting strange glitches, unsettling messages, and some even claiming that they had seen figures in the shadows of their screens, figures that weren’t part of the game. Adrian’s breath hitched as he read further.

One post stood out to him, written by a player named “TheWatcher13.”

TheWatcher13: This game isn’t just a game. It’s something else. Something darker. You’re not just playing with your mind, you're playing with your past. It will find what you fear most and use it against you. Once you’re in, there’s no way out. The shadows know your name.

Adrian’s mind raced. He’d always been the type to dismiss conspiracy theories, to ignore the unexplainable. But this? This felt different. He glanced back at his phone to check for new messages. Rina had responded.

Rina: Adrian, are you okay? I’ve been reading some of these posts too, and it’s freaking me out. Let me know when you’re done. I’ll be here.

He swallowed hard, fingers shaking slightly as he typed back. Adrian: I don’t know, Rina. Something’s wrong with the game. It’s getting into my head.

He sat back in his chair, eyes scanning the room for any signs of something... off. The light from the screens flickered momentarily, a glitch that was too perfect to be a coincidence. He shook his head, telling himself it was just his imagination running wild. But deep down, he knew he wasn’t alone in the room anymore.

A sudden knock at the door made him jump. He looked up, startled, before glancing at his phone. It was late, too late for anyone to be visiting.

"Adrian, it’s me, Leo," came the voice from the other side of the door, breaking through the stillness.

Leo. Adrian’s mind relaxed just a fraction. He stood up from his chair, walking toward the door. When he opened it, his best friend stood there, looking unusually serious.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Leo remarked with a raised eyebrow, stepping into the room. He was wearing his usual grin, though it didn’t quite reach his eyes this time.

Adrian stepped aside, letting Leo in, then closed the door behind him. “You could say that,” Adrian muttered, gesturing to his desk. “I don’t know what’s going on, Leo. This game, it’s different. There’s something... wrong with it.”

Leo leaned over to look at the screen. The words “You are being watched” still hovered there, mocking him.

“It’s just a game, man,” Leo said, but his voice was soft, as though he was trying to convince himself as much as Adrian. “You’ve been at it for days. Maybe you’re just overthinking it.”

Adrian shook his head, a cold sweat beginning to form on his forehead. “No, Leo. I’ve been gaming for years. I know when something feels off. This game is messing with my head. I don’t think it’s just a game anymore.”

Leo glanced at the screen again, then back at Adrian. “Okay, so what do you want to do about it?”

“I don’t know. But I have to finish it. I don’t think I have a choice.”

Leo opened his mouth to protest, but Adrian was already sitting back down at his desk, his fingers poised above the keys. The game was calling to him, its mysterious puzzles tempting him to dive deeper. Despite the fear gnawing at him, despite the warnings echoing in his mind, Adrian couldn’t stop. Not yet. Not when he was so close.

Rina’s text flashed on his phone again.

Rina: Please don’t do this alone, Adrian. You need to talk to me first.

He hesitated, fingers hovering over the reply button, but then he looked at Leo, who stood beside him, watching him closely. It wasn’t just the game. It was something in the pit of his stomach that told him this wasn’t going to end the way he thought it would. But he couldn’t pull away. He needed to finish this, needed to prove to himself that he could. That he wasn’t afraid.

“I’ll be fine,” Adrian said, forcing a smile. “I’ll get through this.”

Leo didn’t look convinced, but he didn’t push further. Instead, he pulled up a chair and sat down next to Adrian, watching him intently as the game’s world stretched out before them.

Adrian’s fingers clicked the mouse, selecting the next level. A chill ran through the air as the screen flickered again. The shadows in the game seemed to grow longer, more tangible.

Then, a voice, a whisper, low and menacing, cut through the silence.

“You can’t escape your past, Adrian.”

Adrian’s blood ran cold. He froze, staring at the screen as the whisper echoed in his ears. Leo tensed beside him, but Adrian couldn’t tear his eyes away. The game had spoken his name. He hadn’t entered it. He hadn’t typed it. How could it know?

The darkness in the game seemed to pulse, shifting as though something was alive within it. The shadows moved closer, a shape materializing at the edge of the screen. Adrian’s heart beat louder in his chest, the sound deafening in his ears.

He wasn’t sure anymore whether the game was playing him, or if it was the other way around.

But one thing was certain: this wasn’t just a game anymore. It had become a war, one between his past and the present, between the truth and the lies he had buried.

And he was about to learn that escaping the game might be the least of his worries.
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​Chapter 2: Into the Abyss
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The room was silent, save for the low hum of the computer and the soft breathing of Adrian and Leo. Adrian's fingers hovered over the keys, his thoughts spinning in every direction. The whisper had stopped, but the unsettling feeling lingered, hanging in the air like a storm waiting to break. Leo shifted in his seat beside him, clearly uncomfortable, but Adrian couldn’t bring himself to look away from the screen. Something inside him told him that he had to keep going, that there was more to uncover.

Leo’s voice broke through the tension, tentative but firm. “Adrian, we should stop. This game... it’s not right. I don’t care if you’re close to finishing it. That voice, did you hear that? It knew your name.”

Adrian’s jaw clenched. “I heard it, Leo. But you don’t get it. This game... it’s different. I’m not just playing it. I’m... I’m in it, somehow. This thing, this game, it knows me, my fears. I think it’s digging into my past, trying to expose things I buried long ago.”

Leo stared at him, confusion and concern mixing in his expression. “Your past? Adrian, what are you talking about? This is just a game. You’ve been obsessed with games like this for years. You’ve always been able to separate them from real life.”

Adrian’s hands trembled as he clicked through the game’s interface. The screen shifted, a new environment unfolding before him. It was dark, no, not just dark. The shadows seemed to be alive, stretching and twisting unnaturally across the walls, each corner brimming with an oppressive weight. The once welcoming glow of the game’s vibrant colors had dulled, now replaced by an eerie, lifeless palette. It felt as if the game itself was slowly choking the light out of the room.

Adrian didn’t respond to Leo right away. His gaze was locked on the screen, his mind racing. The room inside the game was impossibly large, endless corridors stretching into darkness. The air felt dense, thick with a weight that was suffocating, both in the game and in the room around him. As Adrian moved his character forward, his heart pounded harder, and an inexplicable sense of dread settled in his chest.

You cannot escape, Adrian.

The voice, once again, came from the game. This time, the words weren’t a whisper. They were loud, piercing, and filled with a cold, mocking tone. Adrian’s breath hitched in his throat as his eyes darted across the screen. This wasn’t just a scripted part of the game. It felt personal. Too personal.

Leo shifted in his chair, his fingers tapping nervously on the armrest. “This... this is getting out of hand. Whatever’s happening in there, it’s not a coincidence. You’ve got to stop.”

Adrian could barely hear him over the rising tension inside his own head. The shadows on the screen shifted again, but this time, they weren’t just moving. They were alive. The figures emerging from the darkness were indistinct, silhouettes that seemed to grow and shrink as if they were alive and watching.

“Adrian,” Leo said again, louder this time, his voice cracking. “You’re scaring me. What’s happening to you? This isn’t you.”

Adrian clenched his fists, gripping the edge of the desk. “I have to finish this,” he muttered under his breath, more to himself than to Leo. “I need to know. I need to face it.”

“What?” Leo’s voice was barely above a whisper. “What do you need to face? Whatever happened, it’s in the past, man. This game, it’s playing with your mind. You’re getting pulled in deeper than you should.”

Adrian’s eyes darted back to the game. The figure in the shadows was closer now, its shape more distinct. It was tall, its arms elongated, reaching out toward him like a twisted version of a human. Its features were obscured, but Adrian could feel it staring at him. Watching him. Waiting for him.

He leaned forward, his fingers shaking, but determined. He had to keep going. He had to prove to himself that he could control this, that he wasn’t weak. He wasn’t the same person he had been before. He was stronger now.

But the game wasn’t going to let him forget. The dark figure moved closer, its outline becoming clearer. Its eyes, if they could be called eyes, were black, voids that sucked in any light around them. The moment Adrian’s character stepped forward, the figure lunged.

“No!” Adrian jerked back, but the figure’s grasp was already upon him. The screen went black, and for a moment, the only sound was the rushing of blood in his ears. He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t think.

Then, as suddenly as it had happened, the screen flickered back on. Adrian found himself standing in a different room, one that wasn’t part of the game. It was his old bedroom. The one from years ago. The one he’d left behind.

Adrian’s breath caught in his throat. The walls were familiar, posters of video games, old pictures pinned to the corkboard, and a cluttered desk piled with school papers. But something was wrong. The room looked too real, too detailed. The light from the window flickered, casting strange, unnatural shadows that moved across the room. The air was thick with the stench of something long forgotten.

“No...” Adrian whispered, his voice barely audible. His heart hammered in his chest as he stood frozen in place.

“You’ve come home,” the voice echoed, but it was no longer a whisper. It was loud, reverberating through the room, as if coming from all directions.

Adrian turned, desperate to escape the suffocating feeling that threatened to consume him. But when he looked behind him, the figure was there again, standing in the corner of the room. The tall, shadowy figure, its hollow eyes boring into him.

“You cannot hide from your past, Adrian.”

Adrian’s legs buckled beneath him as the figure stepped forward, its limbs moving unnaturally, jerking in odd, erratic motions. The room seemed to close in on him, the walls pressing in, suffocating him. His mind spun with memories, long-forgotten faces, events he thought he had buried deep inside. The figure loomed larger, its shadow consuming the room, casting everything into an abyss.

“Adrian!” Leo’s voice broke through the fog of panic in Adrian’s mind. He turned, but Leo was no longer beside him. The room was empty. Alone.

He felt the cold presence at his back. The figure’s hand was reaching toward him, its elongated fingers twitching, brushing against his skin like ice.

And then, as the darkness enveloped him, Adrian understood. The game wasn’t just a game. It was a mirror. A mirror to his past, to the things he had done and the things he had lost. The shadows weren’t just shadows. They were memories. His memories. The ones he had buried, the ones he had tried to outrun.

The game was forcing him to confront them.

“Remember.”

The word rang in his ears, each syllable sharp and cutting. Adrian gasped for air, his throat tight with fear. He tried to move, to escape, but his body refused to respond. The shadows crept closer, and he could feel their weight pressing down on him.

He had to face it. He had to face them. The things he had done. The people he had hurt.

“No...” Adrian whispered, shaking his head. “I can’t. I can’t...”

But the figure was relentless, its cold fingers inching closer.

“You will.”

The last thing Adrian saw before the darkness took him was the shadow’s face, or what he could make of it. It was a twisted, distorted version of his own. And in its hollow eyes, he saw everything. The guilt. The regret. The fear.

And then, all went black.
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​Chapter 3: The Return
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Adrian’s consciousness drifted, hazy and fragmented, like a thousand shattered pieces of a forgotten dream. His body felt weightless, suspended in some infinite void, where nothing seemed real or solid. There was no light, no sound, just an overwhelming silence. The darkness pressed in from all sides, smothering him, but the silence wasn’t comforting. It was suffocating.

He couldn’t remember how long he had been floating in this void, but when his thoughts finally began to crystallize, he felt something stirring deep inside him. Panic.

Adrian’s breath hitched as he struggled to move, his muscles refusing to cooperate. He was trapped. Trapped in some nightmare he couldn’t escape. But then, slowly, reality started to push its way through the suffocating darkness. His chest heaved as air rushed back into his lungs, sharp and ragged.

Adrian blinked, forcing his eyes open, and what greeted him was nothing like the sterile, shadowy emptiness he had just been suspended in. The surroundings were familiar, too familiar. His old bedroom, the one he thought he had long left behind.

But this was different.

The room was cold. The walls were cracked, and the posters that once adorned them had peeled away, curling at the edges. The desk, once covered in clutter, was now barren. The clutter of his past had vanished. The silence was oppressive, the kind of silence that made his skin crawl. It wasn’t the comforting quiet of a safe space. It was as if the room itself was holding its breath, waiting.

Adrian’s heart slammed against his ribcage as he sat up. His hands shook as they gripped the edge of the bed. The air tasted stale, musty, like it hadn’t been disturbed in years. The shadows in the room were too still, too thick. And then, there it was again, the voice.

“You can’t run from what you’ve done, Adrian.”

He froze, the words slicing through him like a blade. He knew that voice. It was the same one from the game, the same one that had haunted him in the dark moments. It was like the game was alive, but not in the way he had thought. It wasn’t just a creation of code. It had become something real. Something aware.

He turned, and there, standing in the doorway of his childhood bedroom, was the shadowy figure. It wasn’t a mere outline anymore. It had form, substance. Its features were indistinct, but it was undeniably human. Yet, as it moved into the room, the shadows clung to it like a second skin. The figure’s presence seemed to distort the space around it, bending the light and warping the air.

Adrian’s throat tightened. This wasn’t just part of the game anymore. This was real. His mind raced, scrambling for any kind of explanation, any way to rationalize what was happening. But the longer he looked at the figure, the more he understood. The figure wasn’t just a game mechanic. It was his past, his guilt, his fear, all personified into something that could move, that could speak, that could reach out to him.

It was the embodiment of everything he had tried to forget.

“You’ve always known I would come for you, Adrian.” The voice was mocking now, the tone laced with a venom that made his stomach twist. “You’ve been hiding for so long, running from what you did. But no more. The game is only the beginning.”

Adrian’s hands were shaking uncontrollably as he scrambled off the bed. He backed away from the figure, but the room seemed to stretch unnaturally, growing longer, deeper. The door that had once been within arm’s reach was now far down the hall, as though the room itself had been swallowed by some unfathomable force.

He had to escape. He had to get out of here. But his feet felt like they were rooted to the floor, his body refusing to move. The fear was paralyzing, gripping him tighter with each passing second. The figure took a slow step forward, its shadow growing ever longer, swallowing the space between them.

“You think you can just forget, don’t you?” The figure’s voice was full of contempt now. “You think you can run, but you’ll always find me. You’ll always find the darkness you buried so deep.”

Adrian shook his head, the words cutting through him like a whip. His heart pounded in his chest, the pressure in his chest making it hard to breathe. His mind was spiraling. This couldn’t be happening. It’s just the game. It’s just the game. But no matter how many times he told himself that, the weight of the figure’s gaze made it impossible to deny.

The game had pulled him back here. Back to the one place he feared more than anything, the place where his darkest memories lay buried. The place where it all started.

His hands moved to his face, rubbing at his eyes, as if he could erase the image in front of him. But when he opened them again, the figure was still there.

“This isn’t a game, Adrian.” The voice was low, almost a growl now. “This is your reckoning.”

The walls around him seemed to pulse, as if the very room itself was alive. The air became thick with the smell of decay, like something long forgotten, left to rot in the dark. Adrian’s mind reeled as he took another step back, but it was no use. The room kept growing, stretching farther, becoming more oppressive. There was no way out. No escape.

And then, just as Adrian thought he might lose his mind, he heard it. A voice. A familiar voice.

“Adrian?”

He snapped his head around, his heart skipping a beat. His eyes widened as they locked onto the person standing in the doorway. Rina.

“Rina?” he whispered, disbelief and relief flooding through him.

Rina’s eyes were wide with fear, her hand gripping the doorframe like it was the only thing holding her up. “What... what is this? Where are we?” She stepped into the room cautiously, glancing around nervously.

Adrian shook his head, still unable to process what was happening. “I don’t know. This... this place, this isn’t real. But it feels real, and I don’t know how to get out. The game, it’s...” He trailed off, looking back at the figure, which was still standing in the corner of the room, its empty eyes trained on them both.

Rina followed his gaze, her expression darkening. “What is that thing? It’s like it’s... watching us. You.” She paused, her voice trembling. “Adrian, this is... this is bad. We have to leave.”

Adrian’s breath quickened as he turned back to face Rina. “I don’t know if we can. This... whatever it is, it’s pulling us deeper into it. Into the game. Into my past.” His voice cracked as he said the words. “I can’t get away from it, Rina. It’s all real now.”

Rina’s face softened, but there was a clear edge of fear in her eyes. She took a step toward him. “We’ll figure it out. You’re not alone, okay? We’ll get through this, I promise.”

But even as she spoke those words, Adrian could see the doubt in her eyes. Rina was scared. And for good reason. The figure in the corner was growing larger, its presence filling the entire room, its shadow swallowing the light, suffocating everything in its path.

Adrian looked back at the figure. It was no longer just a shadow, no longer just a part of the game. It was real. He could feel it. It was everything he had feared. The guilt. The regret. The truth he had been running from for so long.

And then, the figure spoke again.

“You cannot escape yourself, Adrian. You cannot run from who you are. The truth will find you.”

Adrian’s heart sank as the words hit him like a physical blow. He could feel the weight of them pressing down on him, suffocating him. The figure’s eyes burned with intensity, the void within them threatening to swallow him whole.

He closed his eyes, clenching his fists. No, this can’t be it. I won’t let it consume me.

But as the figure stepped forward, Adrian realized something. He didn’t need to run. Not anymore. The game, the shadows, the figure, they were all parts of him. And if he wanted to survive, he would have to face them.

The question was, was he ready to confront the truth?



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 4: Confronting the Shadows
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The room seemed to close in on Adrian, the walls pressing in with a slow, deliberate movement. The oppressive air thickened as the shadowy figure drew closer, each step punctuated by an eerie, scraping sound that resonated deep within Adrian’s bones. The figure’s hollow eyes never left him, its presence hanging over them like an unstoppable force. The silence that stretched between them was suffocating, a silence that seemed to stretch out for miles.

Rina stood frozen next to him, her breath shallow, her face pale. She was scared, terrified, just like him—but she hadn’t run. She hadn’t turned away. She had come to him, even after all of this, and that was something Adrian couldn’t ignore.

“Rina,” Adrian whispered, his voice hoarse, barely audible. “I, I don’t know what to do. It’s... it’s not just the game anymore. It’s real. It’s all real.”

She didn’t answer immediately. Instead, she took a step closer to him, her eyes never leaving the figure. “We need to face it,” she said quietly. “We need to understand what it wants from us. From you.”

Adrian swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I can’t. I can’t face it. I can’t face myself.” His words came out as a strangled confession, the weight of them dragging him down. “I’ve tried running for so long. I’ve buried it all... the guilt, the choices I made. I didn’t want to remember. But now, now it’s coming after me.”

Rina reached out, placing a hand on his arm, her touch grounding him. “You don’t have to face it alone, Adrian. I’m here with you.”

Adrian looked at her, and for the first time since the game had pulled him back into this twisted nightmare, he felt something like hope stir in his chest. But it was fragile, delicate, and he wasn’t sure if it could survive the shadowy presence closing in on them.

The figure, now standing just a few feet away, seemed to stretch its limbs out impossibly long, its fingers curling and uncurling as if testing the air. It opened its mouth, and the words that came from it sent a chill straight through Adrian’s bones.

“You cannot outrun the past, Adrian. You cannot run from your sins.”

The figure’s voice was cold and mocking, like a thousand voices layered on top of one another, each one carrying the weight of a memory long buried. Adrian’s heart thudded painfully in his chest as the figure’s form seemed to pulse, its shadowy tendrils reaching out and pulling the light from the room. The edges of the walls began to dissolve, the room shifting into something darker, more twisted. The floor beneath his feet seemed to warp, stretching and cracking as if the very foundation of reality was breaking apart.

“No...” Adrian whispered, his breath catching. He staggered backward, his knees trembling beneath him. “No, this isn’t real. You’re not real. You’re just a part of the game, just, just some kind of glitch.”

But even as he spoke, he could feel the truth pressing in on him, suffocating him. The figure’s presence was undeniable. It wasn’t just a manifestation of code. It was something deeper. Something older. And it was coming for him.

“You can say that all you want, Adrian.” The figure’s voice echoed in his mind. “But deep down, you know the truth. You know why you’re here. You know why you can’t escape.”

Adrian’s mind reeled, the memories flooding back with painful clarity. His choices. His mistakes. The things he had done to people he cared about, the lies he had told, the promises he had broken. The weight of them all pressed in on him, crushing him, and he couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t think. The shadow seemed to pulse with his guilt, each beat of its form an echo of the past that refused to stay buried.

“You left them. You abandoned them.” The figure’s voice was insistent now, like a mantra, a truth that Adrian had spent so many years running from.

Rina’s voice cut through the fog of his thoughts. “Adrian, listen to me. We’re not going to let it control us. We’re not going to let it twist the truth into something it’s not.”

Adrian blinked, his head spinning. “But... but what if it’s right? What if I can’t run anymore? What if the things I did... the things I’ve been hiding, they are the reason I’m here?”

Rina’s hand tightened on his arm. “Adrian, it’s not too late. We can still face this, together. But you have to stop running. You have to confront what happened, or it will never stop haunting you.”

Adrian closed his eyes, fighting the rising panic, fighting the voice of the shadow that continued to whisper in his mind. His breath came in shallow gasps, his hands trembling at his sides. He could feel the weight of the figure’s gaze, burning into him, pressing down on him.

And then, something inside him broke. It wasn’t a physical break, but something deeper. Something that had been locked away for years, hidden beneath layers of guilt and shame. Adrian felt the chains that had held him down shatter, and the truth poured out of him, raw and painful, as though the very act of acknowledging it would destroy him.
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