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This story is not a record of fear, but a story about structure.
It does not list tragedies that someone has experienced,
but instead seeks to show how those tragedies are created and repeated.
We often understand fear as a “frightening event.”
However, in this work, fear is not an event—it is a state.
An inescapable structure,
the process of perception collapsing,
and the gradual loss of oneself—
that entire flow itself is fear.
There is no central protagonist in this story.
No one survives in a special way,
and no one changes everything through a singular choice.
All characters are pushed in the same direction under the same conditions.

The reason is simple.
In this place, individual will holds no meaning.
This mansion does not chase anyone.
It simply accepts those who enter,
disassembles them, and reconstructs them.
And that process never ends.

While reading this story,
there is only one sensation you need to remember:
“The feeling that you have already experienced this once.”

The moment you feel that—

the story has already begun.
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The office air was thick with the smell of old paper and damp dust.
The window was open, but no wind came in.
The curtain trembled faintly, then stopped—again and again.
The fluorescent light flickered at irregular intervals.
Each time the light went out,
the structure of the room seemed slightly misaligned for a brief moment.
Daniel Carter flipped through the documents on the desk.
The paper was thin, and the ink had bled.
Water stains had seeped between the letters,
some parts no longer readable.
“...This isn’t just a rumor. It’s a record.”

Evan Doyle leaned in beside him.
His gaze stopped briefly while scanning the page.
“There’s a gap here...
Something’s missing. It looks intentionally erased.”
Sarah Vance stood by the window.
The alley outside was empty—
but where her gaze rested,
it didn’t feel like nothing was there.
It felt like something that should be there was missing.

“I keep hearing something.”

Daniel looked up.

“What kind of sound.”

Sarah didn’t answer immediately.
Her lips parted, then closed.
“...Someone calling a name.”

Silence fell.

The fluorescent light flickered again.
For a brief instant,
the documents on the desk seemed slightly shifted—
then returned.
Marcus Hale leaned back in his chair,
tapping the desk with his fingers.
The rhythm was irregular.
Each time the tapping stopped,
the air in the room felt heavier.
“Calling names...
That happens all the time. Dead or alive.”
Julian Cross took the paper.
His hand moved slowly across it,
as if tracing something invisible.
“The positioning is strange.”

Daniel asked:

“Where.”

Julian turned the paper.

“The coordinates keep changing.
Every record shows a different location.”
Selene Ward lifted her head.
Her eyes were unfocused,
as if she were looking somewhere else—
not the office.
“There are people who went in...
and never came out.”
Evan flipped the records again.
The edges of the paper were torn,
and some stains resembled dried blood.
“Eight missing cases.
Only three reported.”
Daniel exhaled shortly.

“And the other five?”

Evan shook his head.

“They don’t exist.
No records at all.”
The fluorescent light flickered again.

For a moment—

the wall moved.

Not like wood.
Like flesh,
contracting slightly, then returning.
Sarah closed the window.
When her hand touched the frame—
it wasn’t cold.

It felt...
lukewarm. Like body temperature.
“...This place is already connected.”

Marcus laughed dryly.

“Then we should move faster.
Whatever’s inside, we get there first—
that’s where the money is.”
Daniel folded the documents.
The ink smudged along the crease.
“If you go in chasing money,
you won’t come back.”
Silence settled.

Then—

footsteps came from outside the door.

Irregular.
Not one or two people—
many, walking at once.
No knock.

The door opened.

Ethan Brooks entered.
Five others followed behind him.
The air grew heavier.
The space felt smaller.
Ethan scanned the room.

“Looks like you got the same information.”

Daniel stood up.

“If you’re here for treasure, turn back.”

Jason Cole smirked.

“If it wasn’t treasure,
you think we’d come all the way here?”
Hannah Reed spoke quietly from behind.

“...The map is strange.”

Noah Bennett snatched the paper.
His eyes moved quickly.
“This isn’t fixed.
The structure itself is moving.”
Julian nodded.

“Once inside,
paths probably won’t hold.”
Grace Miller looked around slowly.

“...The smell.
Doesn’t it feel off?”
Sarah answered immediately.

“It’s the same smell.”

Ethan asked:

“Same as where?”

Sarah spoke—

“...Inside.”

Silence stretched.

Daniel finally said:

“Once we enter,
we establish boundaries first.”
Jason tilted his head.

“You think that’s possible?”

Daniel didn’t answer.

The light flickered.

For a brief moment—

there seemed to be one extra person in the room.

When the light returned,
no one acknowledged it.

The air in the office grew heavier.
It wasn’t because more people were inside—
it felt as if the space itself had compressed.
The walls and ceiling were slowly pushing inward,
so subtly it was almost impossible to perceive.
Ethan looked down at the documents on the desk.
He didn’t pick them up.
His gaze alone scanned the contents.
“This coordinate—
it’s never been the same, right?”
Noah answered immediately.

“Never. Every record is different.
This isn’t a fixed location.
The structure itself is moving.”
Daniel unfolded the paper again.
His finger pressed against the ink-stained surface.
“It might not be the place that’s moving...
but what’s inside.”
Julian lifted his head.

“If the structure itself is alive,
then routes mean nothing once we enter.”
Jason gave a short laugh.

“If there’s no path, even better.
Just go straight.”
Marcus shook his head.

“This isn’t a structure where you can go straight.”

Hannah quietly picked up another sheet.
Her hand trembled slightly.
“This... repeats.”

Ethan stepped closer.

“Where.”

Hannah pointed.

“This path and this one—
same shape. Just different directions.”
Noah snatched the paper again.

“Duplicated structure.
Designed to collapse orientation.”
Sarah looked back toward the window.
Nothing was visible beyond it—
yet her gaze remained fixed.
“It’s not outside.”

Grace asked:

“Then what.”

Sarah spoke slowly.

“It connects... here.”

Silence.

Evan unfolded a folded section of the document.

“There’s an additional record.”

Daniel lowered his head.

“Read it.”

Evan followed the line.

“After entry: loss of direction.
Repetition of identical structure.
One companion missing.
Name cannot be remembered.”
The sentence stopped.

The light flickered again.

Jason spoke:

“You can’t remember the name?”

Evan nodded.

“It’s not in the record either.”

Ethan narrowed his eyes.

“Then maybe they never existed.”

Sarah answered immediately.

“They did.”

Her voice was low—but firm.

“They disappear.”

The air pressed down harder.

Selene walked toward the wall.
Her hand touched it.
The surface yielded—
like flesh.
“...It’s already open.”

Marcus raised his head.

“What is.”

Selene didn’t move her hand.

“The path.”

Noah folded the paper.

“Prepare equipment.
We analyze structure first.”
Ethan spoke briefly:

“What about the treasure.”

Noah didn’t smile.

“If we get out alive—then we look for it.”

Daniel stood.

“Move to the entrance.”
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Chapter 1 — The Breath Inside the Door
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The moment they crossed the entrance,
the air changed.
It was no longer the damp heaviness from outside—
it was pressure, slowly pushing inward from within.
Breathing in didn’t feel relieving.
Instead,
it felt like the air already inside the lungs
was being forced deeper.
The floor was wood.

But the sensation was wrong.

It didn’t support their weight firmly—
it sank slightly,
then returned with a delay.
Ethan stopped walking.
He tilted his head slightly.
“That sound...
didn’t it feel strange?”
Noah nodded immediately.
He stepped again, listening carefully.
“It’s not once. It echoes twice.
There’s a delay.”
Jason struck the wall lightly.

A dull sound echoed—

then, a moment later,
the same sound returned from inside.
“...It’s not hollow.”

The entrance wasn’t large.

Yet every time their gaze shifted,
the spacing between walls subtly changed.
The same place—
but expanding and contracting depending on position.
Daniel walked forward slowly.

“...It’s not being stepped on—
it’s following.”
Julian raised his hand slightly,
measuring space without touching.
“It recognizes position, not weight.
It reacts to movement itself.”
Marcus exhaled.

“Great structure.
That means it’s watching everything.”
Sarah stared at the wall.

“...It’s not empty.”

Ethan turned.

“What do you mean.”

She hesitated.

“...Something is inside.”

Silence pressed down.

Ethan raised his hand.

“We move in.
No stopping. Keep formation.”

A corridor stretched ahead.

At first, it seemed straight.

But after a few steps,
the end no longer felt fixed.
It seemed closer—
then suddenly far again.
Hannah slowed.

“There’s a door... over there.”

Noah looked up.

“Was that there before?”

Daniel answered:

“No.”

A door had appeared.

Not fully closed—
slightly open.
The gap looked too deep.

Not darkness—
but something pulling inward.
Jason clicked his tongue.

“A structure where doors appear and disappear?”

Grace approached the wall.

“There’s a line...
and it’s moving.”
Sarah said:

“...It’s not splitting.”

A pause.

“...It’s breathing.”

The corridor compressed once.

Several people inhaled sharply.

Ethan moved again.

“To the door. Quickly.”

They accelerated.

Footsteps echoed—
behind them first,
then ahead.
Hannah turned.

There were footprints.

Not the ones they had just made—

but ones already there.

“...Are those ours?”

Jason snapped:

“Don’t mess around.”

Noah stared.

“The spacing is wrong.”

Daniel said:

“Don’t look back.”

Ethan increased speed.

“Keep moving.”

The door grew closer.

But it was unclear—

whether they approached it,
or it approached them.
The gap widened.

Air flowed out—

not cold.

Breathing.

They reached the door.

No one touched it immediately.

Up close—

it wasn’t wood.

It only looked like wood.

Too smooth.
The grain was inconsistent.
Something moved beneath the surface.

Hannah spoke first:

“...Isn’t it already open?”

Noah narrowed his eyes.

“It’s closed—
but the inside isn’t fixed.”
Ethan raised his hand.

“Slowly. Spread out.”

Positions adjusted.

The handle appeared metallic—
but reflected no light.
Its color shifted subtly as they approached.

Ethan grabbed it.

“...It
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