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​Chapter 1: The Beginning of the End
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Adrian's fingers hovered over the keys, the glow of his computer screen casting an eerie blue light on his face. His breath was steady, but his mind raced. Another level, another game, another way to escape. That’s all he ever seemed to do these days, escape. Escape from the guilt that gnawed at him like a parasite, escape from the crushing weight of his past, escape from everything he couldn’t fix.

He clicked the mouse, starting up the new game that had appeared mysteriously in his inbox, titled “Jejak dalam Bayangan.” It wasn’t something he had ever heard of before. It looked like an ordinary indie game at first glance, but there was something in the title that felt like a warning, like a whisper from somewhere far beyond the digital world.

“You sure about this?” Rina’s voice crackled over the speakers, her tone skeptical as usual.

Adrian smirked, even though she couldn’t see him. “It’s just a game, Rina. What’s the worst that could happen?”

“Famous last words,” she muttered under her breath, but Adrian could hear the edge of concern in her voice. She always had this way of being the voice of reason, even when the world was falling apart around them.

“Come on, don’t be a buzzkill,” Leo chimed in from the other side of the chat. Adrian could almost hear the grin in his voice. Leo was the optimist, always trying to lighten the mood, even when things were getting too real. “It’s just a game. We’re all in this together, right?”

Adrian leaned back in his chair, his fingers finally pressing the keys in rhythm as the loading screen dissolved into a dark, misty forest. He couldn’t explain why, but something about the atmosphere of the game felt different. It wasn’t the usual sense of thrill or competition he got from most games; there was an unsettling sense of foreboding creeping into his bones.

The screen flickered, and suddenly, the game world seemed to bleed into reality. The edges of the virtual trees looked real, too real, like they could reach out and touch him. He blinked, trying to shake off the feeling. It was just a game. Just a game.

But then, something in the game shifted. The mist thickened, and a figure appeared in the distance, a silhouette, dark and menacing. Adrian’s heart skipped a beat. It wasn’t supposed to be like this. This was more than just a game, and he knew it. The figure moved closer, and the whispers began, soft at first, like wind rustling through the leaves. But as the figure drew nearer, the whispers became louder, more insistent.

Adrian...

He froze. His name. How could it know his name?

The figure stepped into view, revealing a tall, shadowy presence, wearing a cloak that seemed to absorb the light around it. The face was obscured, but there was something unsettlingly familiar about the figure. Adrian’s mind raced, but before he could think of an answer, the game screen glitched, and the figure spoke again, this time more clearly.

“You’ve been chosen.”

Adrian’s pulse quickened. He could hear the faint sound of Rina’s voice in the background, but the words felt distant, like they were being swallowed by the dark abyss of the game world.

“What the hell is this?” Adrian muttered to himself, but there was no answer. The figure just stood there, unmoving, staring into the abyss with unblinking eyes, waiting.

Then, the screen flashed brightly, blinding Adrian for a second. When his vision cleared, everything had changed. The mist was gone, and they were no longer in a forest, but in what looked like an old, dilapidated mansion. The walls were covered in cracks, the furniture broken and covered in dust, and the air smelled stale, like it hadn’t been disturbed in years.

Rina’s voice came through his speakers again, now tinged with panic. “Adrian, what did you do? Where are we?”

Adrian didn’t have an answer. He had no idea how they had gotten here or what was happening. The mansion felt alive, like it was watching them, waiting for them to make a move.

“We need to get out of here,” Leo’s voice was tight with concern. “This isn’t right. We need to find a way back to the game’s main menu.”

Adrian tried to move his character, but the controls felt sluggish, unresponsive. Something was wrong. This wasn’t just a glitch. This wasn’t just a game anymore.

“Welcome, Adrian,” came the voice again, but this time, it didn’t come from the game. It was in his head. “Welcome to the first step of your journey. You’ll never escape it.”

His blood ran cold. Adrian had been running from the shadows of his past for as long as he could remember, but now, the shadows were closing in. This game, this thing, was something he couldn’t escape, something that was playing on his deepest fears.

A heavy silence settled over the group, broken only by the sound of their breathing. Rina’s anxiety was palpable, Leo’s usual optimism replaced with a quiet unease. And Adrian? Adrian felt like he was trapped in a nightmare, a nightmare that he couldn’t wake up from.

“This isn’t happening,” Rina whispered. “This can’t be real.”

But it was. Adrian could feel it in the pit of his stomach, the way his heartbeat was irregular, the way the room seemed to shift and pulse around them.

“We need to stay focused,” Adrian said, his voice steady despite the panic building inside of him. “We have to find a way out. We can’t let this... thing win.”

But as he said the words, he knew it wasn’t just the game they had to fight anymore. It was something deeper, something more personal.

The figure, the shadow, had mentioned his name. It knew him, knew his past. It knew his guilt. It knew everything.

“I can’t do this alone,” Adrian murmured, more to himself than to his friends. The weight of the moment pressed down on him. He had always thought he could handle anything, that gaming was his escape. But now, it felt like the game had become a reflection of his life, his mistakes, his regrets, his past, all closing in on him.

“We’ll get through this together,” Leo said, his voice quiet but resolute. “I’m not going anywhere.”

Rina added, her tone softer now, but still full of determination. “We stick together. No matter what.”

Adrian nodded, though his heart wasn’t in it. He wanted to believe them, wanted to believe that they could escape whatever this was. But deep down, he knew something darker was at play, something that was beyond their control.

As they moved further into the mansion, the walls seemed to shift, the corridors endless and twisting. Each step felt like they were being pulled deeper into the darkness, into a place where even their minds couldn’t protect them.

And then, they found it, the first clue. A message, scrawled in blood-red letters on the wall.

“Only by facing your past can you escape the shadows.”

Adrian’s heart stopped. The game wasn’t just testing them. It was testing him. And the thing was, he didn’t know if he was ready to face what waited in the shadows of his own mind.

But there was no turning back now. They had crossed the threshold, and the only way out was through.

Adrian took a deep breath, his fingers gripping the mouse so tightly his knuckles turned white. It was time to face the past. It was time to confront the darkness.

And he wasn’t sure if he could survive it.
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​Chapter 2: The Game Within the Game
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The mansion stretched out before them, its hallways winding in endless loops. Each room they explored felt like they had been there before, though they couldn’t remember entering it. The air was thick with dust, the silence oppressive, broken only by their footsteps and the distant echoes of creaking wood. The feeling of being watched, always watched, lingered in the back of Adrian’s mind, clawing at him like a constant reminder that there was no way out.

Adrian’s breath came in short bursts as he moved deeper into the mansion. His eyes scanned every corner, every shadow, looking for something familiar, something that might explain what was happening. But the more he searched, the more distorted everything became. The walls seemed to close in on him, the corridors stretching and bending in ways that defied logic.

“What is this place?” Leo’s voice was filled with awe and terror, his usual optimism replaced by confusion. “It’s like we’re stuck in some kind of... nightmare.”

“I think we are,” Rina replied, her voice tight. “This isn’t just some game. It’s real. Somehow, it’s real.”

Adrian could feel his pulse quicken as the weight of her words settled on him. The walls of the mansion seemed to pulse, too, as if it had a life of its own, a dark heartbeat that matched the one in his chest.

The shadowy figure that had appeared earlier, the one with the voice that had spoken directly into Adrian’s mind, haunted him. “You’ve been chosen.” The words echoed in his head, rattling his thoughts. He could still hear the whispers, even now, trailing through the mansion like a ghost.

The group came to a large, decaying door at the end of a narrow hallway. It was different from the others. The wood was cracked and stained, and strange symbols were carved into the surface, symbols that seemed to shimmer in the dim light, as if they were alive.

Rina reached out tentatively, her fingers brushing against the door’s surface. “Adrian,” she whispered, “we need to be careful. This... this feels like a trap.”

Adrian felt the pull of something deep inside him, something he couldn’t explain. The door beckoned, calling to him in a way that no normal game ever could. He could almost hear it whispering his name, the voice of the game’s twisted creator.

“You’ve been chosen.”

He shook his head, trying to push the thoughts away. “I know, Rina. But we can’t keep running. We need to open it. We need answers.”

He stepped forward, his hand trembling slightly as he placed it on the door’s cool surface. There was no turning back now. The game had already started, and there was no way out unless they completed whatever twisted task it had set for them.

With a slow, deliberate motion, he pushed the door open.

Inside, the room was dark, save for a single beam of light that illuminated an old, wooden desk in the center. The desk was covered with papers, old books, and what looked like photographs, each one faded and worn with age. There was something unsettling about the way the light focused only on the desk, leaving the rest of the room in total darkness.

Rina stepped forward cautiously. “This is too weird. I don’t like it.”

“Let’s just see what’s on the desk,” Leo suggested, his voice quieter than usual. “Maybe it’ll give us some answers.”

Adrian nodded, his stomach churning. His hand brushed the papers on the desk, and as he did, a sharp, cold gust of wind rushed through the room, extinguishing the light.

“Shit,” Leo muttered, his voice shaking. “What was that?”

Adrian’s heart raced as he fumbled to turn on his flashlight. But before he could, the light flickered back to life, but now, the room had changed. The once-ordinary wooden desk was now surrounded by strange, unsettling symbols, symbols similar to those etched into the door.

On the wall behind the desk, a giant mirror loomed. But instead of reflecting their images, it showed something else. A dark, twisted version of Adrian’s face, staring back at him. The reflection grinned, a sinister, knowing grin that sent chills down his spine.

“Adrian...”

His name came again, this time from the mirror itself. He staggered backward, his breath caught in his throat. His reflection didn’t just look at him, it moved.

“Get out of here, Adrian,” it hissed. “You can’t escape what you’ve done.”

The voice was familiar, but Adrian couldn’t place it. His mind raced, trying to understand what was happening, but the mirror’s reflection continued to twist and writhe, distorting his face into something monstrous. Something he was terrified of facing.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about!” Adrian shouted, his voice cracking. “This isn’t real!”

But the reflection only smiled wider, its eyes darkening. “You think you can hide from the past? You can’t outrun it. It will always find you.”

Rina grabbed his arm, pulling him away from the mirror. “Adrian, we need to go. Now.”

But Adrian couldn’t move. His body felt like it was frozen, his mind gripped by the words of the twisted reflection. “It will always find you.” The words echoed in his mind, tearing at the walls he had built around his past.

“No,” he whispered, more to himself than anyone else. “No... I’ve moved on. I’ve left it behind.”

But deep down, he knew the truth. He hadn’t left anything behind. The decisions, the mistakes, the guilt, it had all followed him, even here, into this nightmare. And now, the game was forcing him to confront it.

Rina pulled him out of his stupor, her grip firm as she dragged him away from the mirror. “Adrian, this is not just a game. You’re going to have to face whatever this is, but we’ll do it together. Don’t let it break you.”

Adrian’s mind was a storm, a whirlwind of confusion and fear. His past, everything he had tried to forget, was being dragged into the light, exposed in ways he couldn’t control. This wasn’t just about surviving the game anymore. It was about surviving himself.

Leo’s voice broke through the haze, a beacon of clarity. “We need to keep moving. This place is trying to make us lose our minds.”

Adrian nodded slowly, trying to steady his breathing. “Yeah. Let’s go.”

As they moved deeper into the mansion, Adrian could feel the shadows closing in on him, creeping along the edges of his vision, reminding him that the game had only just begun. The whispers grew louder, more insistent, until they were almost deafening.

“You’ve been chosen.”

Adrian shook his head again, trying to block out the voices. But there was no escaping them. There was no escaping what the game wanted from him. And worse yet, there was no escaping the darkness inside himself.

Every step they took felt heavier than the last, and with each new door, each new challenge, Adrian couldn’t help but wonder if they would ever make it out. If they would ever be able to leave the mansion, and the game, behind.

But deep down, in the darkest corner of his mind, he knew the truth: The game was only the beginning. And the real challenge was yet to come.
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​Chapter 3: The Weight of the Past
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The mansion seemed to stretch infinitely, its endless corridors twisting and turning with no sense of direction. Each step they took felt like they were walking deeper into a labyrinth of their own minds. The atmosphere was suffocating, thick with the weight of their fears and regrets. Adrian’s pulse hammered in his ears, the echo of his footsteps ringing louder than ever as they moved forward into the unknown.

Rina’s voice was quiet, almost too quiet. “This doesn’t feel like a game anymore. Whatever is happening here... it’s real.”

Adrian glanced at her, but he didn’t have the words to reassure her. How could he? He didn’t even know what was happening himself. Every inch of the mansion felt like it was closing in on them, every creak of the floorboards felt like it was trying to drag them under.

The shadows in the corners of his mind, shadows he had buried long ago, seemed to grow in strength, flickering and shifting as if alive. "You’ve been chosen." The words rang in his mind once again, a haunting reminder of the figure that had spoken to him earlier. The voice that had come from nowhere, the voice that knew his name.

The walls themselves seemed to pulse with the rhythm of his heart, their once solid surface now distorted, warping as if reality itself was being bent. Adrian’s breath quickened. He fought to focus on the present, but it felt impossible. His past, his guilt, was bleeding into the game.

“What’s the next step?” Leo’s voice broke the silence, a thin thread of hope that barely kept the panic at bay.

Adrian took a deep breath, trying to calm his racing thoughts. He knew they had to keep moving forward, but the question lingered in the air: What was waiting for them in the next room?

The hallway in front of them stretched out into darkness, but at the end, a door stood, its frame strangely untouched by the decay that had taken over the rest of the mansion. There was no light coming from beneath it, yet something drew Adrian toward it, as if it were calling to him. Something he couldn’t ignore.

Rina eyed the door warily. “I have a bad feeling about this.”

“We don’t have a choice,” Adrian said, his voice steady despite the turmoil churning inside him. He stepped forward, and as he did, he could feel the air grow colder, the shadows gathering like they were alive, reaching out for him.

He placed his hand on the cold doorknob, but before he could turn it, the door swung open by itself, revealing a large, dimly lit room. The walls were lined with mirrors, tall, old-fashioned mirrors that seemed to stretch to the ceiling. Adrian’s heart skipped a beat.

More reflections.

But these weren’t just ordinary mirrors. They were distorted, warped. Some of them showed a younger version of Adrian, a version that looked like him but had a hollow, lifeless gaze. Some showed his face with shadows etched into his skin, like cracks breaking through a fragile surface. Others, his reflection was twisted, stretched into a grotesque, nightmarish version of himself, grinning with malice.

His throat tightened, and the memories, buried deep for so long, came rushing back, memories of choices he had made, of people he had hurt, of things he had tried to forget. The weight of it all, the guilt that had been gnawing at him for years, suddenly surged, overwhelming him.

“You have to face it, Adrian.” The voice came again, this time from one of the mirrors. His reflection spoke, its voice cold and cruel. “You can’t run anymore. This is where it all began.”

Adrian’s breath hitched. The room seemed to close in on him. His hands trembled as he turned to look at Rina and Leo, but they were nowhere to be seen. They had vanished. He was alone.

“Adrian...” The voice echoed in his mind. “Do you remember what you did?”

He stumbled back, eyes darting around the room, trying to find them, trying to find any way out. The mirrors seemed to mock him, showing fragments of his past. Faces of people he had abandoned. Faces of friends he had betrayed. He tried to look away, but they wouldn’t let him. The reflections weren’t just images, they were memories, feelings, coming to life.

A face from his past materialized in one of the mirrors. It was Rachel, his old friend, the one who had trusted him more than anyone else. The one he had promised to protect, but who had ended up paying the price for his reckless decisions.

The image of Rachel in the mirror was a cruel mockery of the person he remembered. Her face was bruised and broken, her eyes hollow, staring at him with a mixture of betrayal and sadness.

“You left me, Adrian,” her voice whispered, but it wasn’t her voice. It was distorted, twisted, laced with accusation. “You promised you would never leave me. But you did.”

The weight of the words hit him like a physical blow. He wanted to scream, to run, to escape this nightmare. But there was no escape. The past had come alive, and now it was holding him captive in this room of mirrors.

Adrian fell to his knees, his chest tight, the guilt choking him. The room seemed to spin as the reflections distorted, flickering like broken glass. His mind was reeling, trying to understand what was happening, trying to make sense of the chaos.

“You can’t escape it.” The voice was growing louder now, echoing around him, twisting in his mind. “You can’t outrun what you’ve done.”

Adrian squeezed his eyes shut, trying to block out the voice, trying to escape the overwhelming flood of memories. But no matter how hard he tried, the images, the faces, kept coming. Rachel. His mother. His brother. All of them, haunting him with their disappointment, with their silent accusations.

“Face it,” the voice taunted. “Face your past, Adrian. Or you will never leave.”

He was suffocating, drowning in his own guilt. The weight of it was unbearable. The mistakes, the lies, the promises he had broken. It was all here, all coming back to him in a way he couldn’t escape.

“I’m sorry...” Adrian whispered through clenched teeth, his voice barely audible over the pounding of his heart. “I’m sorry for everything...”

And then, in the deepest corner of the room, a figure appeared. It was a shadow at first, but as it stepped into the light, Adrian’s blood ran cold.

It was Rachel.

But not the Rachel he remembered, the real Rachel. This was a distorted, twisted version of her, her eyes hollow, her face cracked and decayed, like a puppet that had been abandoned and left to rot.

She reached out to him, her hand pale and trembling. “It’s too late for apologies, Adrian,” she whispered. “You can’t undo what you’ve done.”

Adrian recoiled, his chest tightening as panic surged through him. “No... I, ” His voice cracked, unable to form the words. “Please...”

The twisted version of Rachel took another step toward him, the air growing colder as she moved. “You will never escape the shadows. You will never be free of your past.”

Adrian wanted to run, to scream, but his feet felt rooted to the ground. Every step he took, every breath he tried to take, felt heavier, more suffocating. He wanted to fight, but he didn’t know how.
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