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			Dedication

			
		
    In real life :

 

 

I dedicate this book to my past high school self who never thought she'll make it to this point. We made it, kid. Through all those painful times. We made it. I dedicate this to you for staying strong until now.

 

 

I also dedicate this book to the shattered individuals. May this book bring comfort that you are not alone in this wretched journey of life. Stay strong and keep going.

 

 

 

In the Shattered Psyche Universe :

 

 

We dedicate this book for ourselves, the author, the monsters and perhaps our friends and to you readers, that stayed with us until now. Our journey is far from over. But only God knows how much we need this.

      

    



  	
        
            
             

Shattered yet still here,

Oh Lord why are we still here,

Are we forsaken or not?



    


Trigger Warnings in "Shattered Mirrors (1)"

This excerpt is a psychological thriller-style narrative from the perspective of a self-described "monster" (Cedric) who hints at past "horrors" committed, framed as a "game" with clues. While no graphic depictions occur here, the setup implies dark themes. Here's a comprehensive list of trigger warnings based on explicit and implied content:

	
Violence and self-harm: References to bleeding palms from rose thorns (described innocently in flashback but tied to the narrator's "fractured soul" and future horrors).








	
Moral depravity/psychopathy: Narrator admits to acts "worse than the Devil," disgust at own "horrors," and fractured morality, positioning themselves as irredeemable yet craving connection.








	
Trauma and psychological distress: Symbolism of "shattered mirrors" for a broken soul; hints at a messy life web leading to monstrosity; subtle dread in family dynamics and "game" entrapment.











	
Childhood innocence contrast: Flashback to idyllic family scene with a British couple (Noah and Amanda Wilson) biological child (Ric/Cedric), potentially ominous given the adult narrator's villainy and clues about "he" and his wife (Godfather Vlad and Delilah).








	
Manipulation and gaslighting: Interactive "quiz" and clues designed to draw reader into a psychological game; warnings of no escape and constant watching.








	
Implied family dysfunction: Adult discussion excluding children, godfather's affectionate nickname ("little dove"), and cryptic note hinting at underlying tension ("important discussion," "what’s hidden beneath the surface").








No explicit sex, gore, death, abuse, or substance use in this part, but the tone foreshadows escalation. Readers sensitive to unreliable narrators, dark introspection, or horror buildup should proceed cautiously.
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Shattered Mirrors (1)
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Shattered mirrors.

A symbol of a fractured soul—morality broken beyond repair. It’s funny, isn’t it? When you stop caring about right and wrong, you can become worse than the Devil himself. But then again, maybe I’m just romanticising it. Or maybe I’m hoping that a little piece of me can still be fixed. Who knows?

You’ll likely be disgusted by the horrors I’ve committed. I wouldn’t blame you. Honestly, I feel the same way. But maybe—just maybe—some of you will see me as a person too. After all, I crave a genuine connection, just like anyone else. Strange, isn’t it? A monster longing for something real.

I’m Cedric. Cedric Wilson. Though that name hardly matters, does it? You’ll forget it soon enough. People always do. But let me warn you—it’s not just about me. It’s about this game. My game. And once you’re in, there’s no easy way out.

Don’t bother asking me to explain myself, or tell you how I got here. Life’s not a neat little story with a beginning and an end. It's a mess. A web. We all lie in it, don't we? I won’t bore you with the details. Instead, I’ll leave little hints. Subtle clues for you to piece together. If you’re clever enough to figure it out.

But, let’s not get ahead of ourselves. In the end, this is all just another game. And I’ll be watching. You’ll see.

Enjoy the journey, though I doubt it’ll be one you’ll forget anytime soon.

––––––––
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Past Events

-28/02/2012-

“Mother! Father! Sister! Look what I’ve found!” I exclaimed excitedly, running towards them with a bouquet of red roses.

My family turned their attention from their activities to me, their eyes widening in alarm. I tilted my head in confusion, unsure of what was wrong. My parents rushed towards me immediately, while my sister darted into the house, leaving me even more puzzled.

My father gently pried the roses from my hands, causing me to wince. That’s when I realised the issue—my palms were bleeding from the roses' thorns. Sheepishly, I smiled, trying to brush off my parents' concern. But before I could say anything, my sister returned with a first-aid kit.

With practised ease, she bandaged my injured palms, making the usual sting of the antiseptic less sharp. She occasionally stroked my knuckles with a tenderness that reminded me of our mother's touch, all the while murmuring soothing words. Her gentleness filled my heart with a deep gratitude towards God.

Though I was fine, the fact that I had a family who cared for me was enough to make me feel blessed. It was a gift I’d cherish forever, and I wouldn’t trade them for anything in the world.

After my injuries were tended to, I flashed my family my signature radiant smile, making them chuckle fondly in amusement. Suddenly, I heard someone clear their throat and turned around to find it was my Godfather. Without hesitation, I ran towards him, tackling him into a tight embrace.

“Dad Vlad!” I exclaimed happily, causing him to chuckle warmly, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he returned my embrace with the same warmth my hug had radiated.

“Hello, little dove,” he cooed, his voice filled with warmth and a teasing edge that made me giggle, then squeal happily as he playfully ruffled my hair.

I continued to embrace my Godfather until my father cleared his throat to gain our attention. He spoke warmly, "Ah, Vlad, it’s great to have you here. Please, come inside. My wife and I have a few things to discuss with you—something important. Where’s Delilah? We need to discuss this with her too."

My Godfather released me from our embrace and spoke casually, "She’s on her way here, don’t worry. We can wait for her inside while the kids play."

I beamed happily at the thought of getting to play with my sister, immediately grabbing her wrist and dragging her towards the garden. Our laughter mingled as we made our way there, leaving our parents and my Godfather to continue their discussion.

As we arrived at the garden, I let go of her wrist and spun around to face her, an excited grin spreading across my face. “Fatima! What do you think we should play?” I asked, my voice bubbling with enthusiasm as I bounced lightly on my heels, eager to enjoy a carefree moment with my beloved adopted sister.

I watched with eager anticipation as Fatima mulled over what we should play, her lips pursed in deep thought. The sight was so endearing that I had to stifle a giggle, though it did little to escape her notice. She turned to me with mock annoyance, the corners of her mouth already betraying an amused smile. “What’s so funny, Ric?” she asked, though we both knew she already had her answer.

I shook my head with a cheeky grin, eager to steer our focus back to brainstorming playtime ideas. “Hmmm, how about we play tag?” I suggested.

Fatima immediately rolled her eyes and let out a whine. “Nu-uh! You always win! We should play something else!”

Her protest only made me burst out laughing, which earned me an exaggerated pout of indignation. “Alright, alright, we’ll play something else,” I conceded with a grin. Still, I couldn’t resist teasing her a little more. “Though, I hope whatever you have in mind isn’t dressing up, big sister! I’d really rather not be stuffed into one of your frilly, girly dresses.”

Fatima shot me an annoyed glance, her lips twitching as if to hold back a smile, and my laughter doubled at her reaction.

“Well, since you’ve agreed not to play tag...” Fatima trailed off, her expression thoughtful before a mischievous grin spread across her face.

I immediately bubbled with anticipation, bouncing on my heels. “Uuu, what’re we going to play?! Tell me, tell me! Don’t leave me guessing!”

She giggled, clearly enjoying my eagerness, and leaned in closer, murmuring quickly in a hushed tone that made me strain to catch her words. “Let’s play... a quiz.”

My jaw dropped, and a squeal of excitement escaped me as I bounced on my heels, barely able to contain myself. I always loved quizzes—Fatima did too—and her suggestion was like music to my ears.

My energy seemed contagious because Fatima broke into laughter and began mimicking my actions with the same enthusiasm. It was as if our shared excitement had created an unspoken connection, amplifying the joy of the moment.

After what felt like ages of bouncing and squealing together, we collapsed onto the grass, breathless from our antics. Our throats ached from the high-pitched squeals, and our legs wobbled from the relentless bouncing, but none of it mattered—we were having the time of our lives. We hadn't even started the quiz yet!

Panting from exhaustion, we burst into laughter again, sharing a moment of pure amusement. “My God!” Fatima exclaimed, still catching her breath, then chuckled.

I giggled happily, grinning at her. “Sooo, are we still going to play—”

She cut me off with mock indignation, “Of course! What kind of question is that? Just let me grab my notebook and pencil, and we’ll start!”

I nodded eagerly, my grin widening as I watched her dart back into the house to fetch the supplies. With a contented sigh, I stretched out on the grass, letting the soft, earthy scent of flowers and greenery wash over me. It was comforting—so much so that my eyelids grew heavy, pulling me closer to a drowsy haze.

“Ric! I’m back!” Fatima’s voice jolted me out of my relaxed state. “Oh, don’t tell me you were about to fall asleep, you silly dove!”

I sat up sheepishly, offering her a guilty grin. She shook her head with an amused smile, her gaze soft but teasing. My attention quickly shifted to the notebook and pencil in her hands, and I beamed, bouncing with excitement once more.

Fatima chuckled at my enthusiasm before settling down beside me. She started explaining the rules and setup for our quiz game, her tone animated and clear. I nodded along, soaking in every word, ready for the fun to begin.

As we dived into the game, laughter and cheerful banter filled the air. We were so immersed in the quiz that the call of our parents summoning us for dinner felt almost intrusive. But even then, the joy lingered, making the moment all the more memorable.
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