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​Funeral Morning

The phone on the nightstand buzzed.

Laura groaned and stared at the bright screen. It was 7:03 a.m., an ordinary Wednesday morning in Boston. She stretched, rubbed the sleep from her eyes, and reached for the phone.

A notification flashed across the screen: Live Now: Laura's Funeral.

She froze.

Her own funeral?

She blinked hard, trying to shake off the fog of sleep. It was definitely a mistake. A strange joke. But there was no doubt about it. Her name was there, clear as day, staring back at her.

With trembling fingers, Laura tapped the notification.

The video loaded quickly, revealing the unsettling scene. The first thing her eyes fell on was a coffin—elegant, polished, and placed ominously in the center of the stage. Then the crowd appeared. The room filled with familiar faces: her parents, her friends, and colleagues she hadn't spoken to in months. They were weeping—sobbing, whispering, grief etched on their faces.

Her breath caught in her throat. She stumbled backward, struggling to process what she was seeing. Why wasn't anyone noticing her?

No one turned toward her. No one acknowledged her presence. The live-streaming camera continued its slow, deliberate movements, weaving through the crowd of mourners, finally settling on the space beside the coffin—where her body should have been.

A caption appeared on the screen: Finally, she's calmed down.

Laura's hands trembled as she gripped her phone tightly. Her vision blurred as panic swept over her like an inescapable wave. This couldn't be real.

She tried calling her best friend. No answer. She typed angrily and sent a message to her mother: Mom... I'm here. Nothing.

She threw herself out of bed and rushed to the window. Outside, the city moved as usual—cars flowing steadily down the narrow streets, joggers tapping on the sidewalks with headphones on, a quiet semblance of normalcy she desperately wanted to cling to. Everything seemed fine. Everything except her world.

Then the news hit her like a thunderbolt: Everyone thinks I'm dead.

Her funeral was unfolding before her eyes, and she wasn't lying in that coffin—she was watching it, alive and breathing, but completely erased from their lives.

A sudden knock shattered her tangled thoughts. Her body stiffened as fear gripped her. Light footsteps echoed in the hallway beyond the door.

The doorknob turned slowly, then creaked open to reveal a stranger stepping inside. His smile was unsettlingly wide, his demeanor unbelievably calm, as if he belonged to the very moment she had been exposed.

"You shouldn't be here," he said, his voice measured yet unsettlingly gentle. "And yet... There you are."

Laura instinctively backed away, keeping her distance as questions raced through her mind. Who was this man? What did he want? And, most disturbingly, how had her entire life vanished so completely that no one had noticed?

Behind him, the live feed on her phone continued—comments pouring in like ominous whispers; grief over a death that wasn't hers... or was it?

In that moment of chaos and disbelief, Laura realized this wasn't just the confusion surrounding a strange mistake—her very existence now depended on fighting for what was real... and what was being stolen from her.

​Live Stream

THE FIRST THING LAURA noticed was the silence. Not the quiet of dawn, not the faint hum of distant traffic outside her Boston apartment. This silence weighed heavily—a suffocating, unnatural stillness that pressed down on her.

Her phone rang again, pulling her from her thoughts. Another notification. She tapped the screen to check, her breath caught in her throat.

Her funeral was being streamed live.

The video showed an empty coffin. Her parents knelt beside it, grief etched deep on their faces as they clutched tissues like lifelines. Her colleagues whispered among themselves in the background. Comments trailed down the video: “Finally in peace.” “We will miss her.” “Peace be with you.”

The phone slipped from Laura’s hand onto the bed. Even the faint thud made her shudder, her ears straining to hear the news in the somber silence. She shuddered, covering her face with trembling hands, trying to contain the rising wave of panic inside her.

This couldn't be real. It wasn't possible.

Without pausing to think, she grabbed her jacket and threw herself out the door. The streets of Boston were bustling as usual—dogs on leads, joggers pounding the pavement, people clutching mugs of hot coffee—but none of it felt normal to her anymore. It didn't. She didn't belong here anymore. She was supposed to be dead.

She ran to the funeral home, desperate for answers she wasn't even sure she wanted. A small crowd had gathered at the entrance. Some whispered earnestly; others wept quietly. Laura's hands trembled as she dialed her mother's number again, then her father's. Both had gone straight to voicemail, and their absence only intensified the pain in her chest. She screamed her name and waved her hand frantically, but no one even looked up.

The coffin was at the center of the crowd, its polished surface gleaming beneath the overcast sky. She approached cautiously, her stomach churning with fear. The coffin remained open and empty, confirming the image she'd captured on her phone.

Her knees buckled. Instinctively, she reached out and stroked its cold surface with trembling fingers, yearning for something tangible to anchor herself to. A voice nearby, heavy with meaning, whispered, "She wanted this. She chose it." Laura looked sharply and recognized the speaker—a former colleague she hadn't seen in months.

Confusion raced through her mind. Before she could reply, a firm hand rested on her shoulder. Startled, she turned to face its owner—a tall man in a gray coat, his expression calm but unreadable. He wasn't among the mourners; He wasn't someone she'd ever met.

"You shouldn't be here," he said quietly, though his gaze pierced her. "And yet... here you are."

Laura struggled to find the words, but they came out distorted and jagged. "What is this? Who... who are you?"

He tilted his head slightly toward the coffin and smiled faintly—not cruelly, but very knowingly. "Your funeral," he answered calmly. "It's all real... but you're not supposed to be."

Her heart raced, and panic surged in her chest as his cryptic words sank deep into her. Everything she'd ever understood about her life—her identity, her place in the world—unraveled before her eyes like threads unraveling from a tapestry. There was no denying what she felt deep down: someone or something had erased her from existence.

The faint hum of the live stream continued somewhere in the distance, feeding her growing terror. It wasn't over yet; It was just the beginning of a terrifying nightmare.

​The Missing Identity

LAURA WANDERED THE streets, her mind reeling, the crisp Boston air caressing her as her jacket fluttered in the breeze. Familiar landmarks appeared before her, but they seemed strangely distorted, as if the city she had known all her life had turned its back on her. Desperation drove her to call Emma, ​​her closest friend; the phone rang, but the call went to voicemail. She sent a frantic text, her fingers trembling as she pleaded for a reply. Silence followed.

When she finally reached her apartment, a fresh wave of disbelief washed over her. The key, which had always worked so easily, refused to turn. She tried again and again, her attempts growing more frantic with each passing second. Nothing. The lock seemed to belong to someone else's door. Panic gripped her.

Feigning composure, she hurried to the small shop she frequented every morning without fail. A small comfort in her routine—a friendly nod from the shopkeeper, a familiar exchange. But today, that comfort was gone. The salesman glanced at her as she entered, a polite curiosity on his face.

"Can I help you?" he asked, his voice devoid of recognition.

"I'm... Laura. Laura Collins. You see me every morning."

The man responded with an apologetic but bewildered smile. "I'm sorry, ma'am. I can't believe we've met."

Shock replaced panic as Laura's breath caught in her chest. She stared at him, certain this must be a cruel misunderstanding or a joke, but when she looked into his eyes, there was no sign of recognition.

Trying to find proof of her identity, she tore open her wallet for her driver's license—her definitive proof of identity. But instead of finding her ID, her fingers touched a folded piece of white paper where the card would have been. Her bank card was missing, too. She frantically scrolled through her phone, searching for online contact or solace, but her messages went unanswered, her social media accounts vanished, and even her email seemed to have been erased. Her entire digital presence had disappeared.

Not only was her sense of self crumbling, it was as if the world itself had decided she no longer existed.

With her heart pounding, Laura headed to the nearest police station, hoping to find some clarity amidst the chaos. At first, the officers seemed politely indifferent as they listened to her fragmented story, but when she showed them her blank ID and explained the strange disappearance of every trace of her life, their expressions hardened with concern.

"Miss..." one of the officers began hesitantly before pausing to look at his screen again. "There's no record of you—no birth certificate, no Social Security number, no accounts linked to your name whatsoever. We can't even find any mention of you in previous databases." His voice softened slightly, though his words were icy. "As far as we can see... You were never here."

Those words hit her like a thunderbolt, forcing Laura to slump into the nearest chair, her legs trembling beneath her. It was too much. Unreal. Tears welled in her eyes as the terrifying realisation dawned: everything that bound her to this world—her identity, her history, her relationships—had been erased. She was no longer a nobody: erased from society's memory, left behind with no way to prove otherwise.

Then, a sudden sound startled her—her phone lit up with a new notification from an unfamiliar source: the live stream was back. Reluctantly, she opened it, ready for... anything. What she saw left her breathless. A funeral was playing continuously—the mourners were her friends, weeping in their arms and exchanging hushed whispers, barely audible over the recording.

And there she was—or at least in the space everyone thought she had once been. The image struck her


​The Empty Coffin
















​The Forbidden Room











​The Last Message

















​The Double

















​The Whispering Man




















​The Hidden Files






































​The Origin







































​The Tunnel Lab


















​The Original Laura





















​The Reckoning





















​A Life Reclaimed
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