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I've always been fascinated with death and the afterlife. As a kid, while others feared the unknown, I found it comforting, almost intriguing. That fascination eventually led me to a career as a funeral director. Being surrounded by the dead doesn’t feel strange or eerie—it feels... right.

Sure, it sounds morbid, but that’s just who I am. Despite my peculiar interests, I’ve never been the awkward or withdrawn type. I blend in, socialize, and live a life that appears perfectly normal. I enjoy sports, cooking, and even the occasional night out. But if I’m honest, nothing fulfills me more than the quiet solace of the mortuary.

There’s something strangely beautiful about the lifeless. They exude a kind of peace that the living can never truly understand. This is why it’s not unusual for me to be so engrossed with my work that people don’t get to see me for several days to a week. The mortuary feels like home, and time tends to slip away when I’m surrounded by the dead.

And then there are the coffins—my obsession. I’ve always wondered what it feels like to lie inside one. Watching the dead settle into their eternal beds, they seem to shed every worry, and every pain, leaving behind only stillness and quiet.

But my fascination wasn’t as harmless as I thought. What started as curiosity would soon drag me into something far darker. Little did I know, my obsession would cost me dearly.
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This all started when I began taking naps inside the coffins. I never intended to, but working long hours takes a toll on you. One night, too exhausted to make it to my office, I looked around the mortuary and found an empty coffin. It seemed like the next best thing.
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