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There are stories the world was wever meant to hear. wh:.s]:ereo! YUMOFS, Anomaalous case ﬁ.Les, and
unsettling accounts that were sealed away for the protection of public sanity, or so they claimed.

This collection assembles the worst of them.

Discovered buried in dust-choked vaults, torn from corrupted drives, and serawled in the final
moments of the already broken, these narratives have beew catalogued and annotated by Doctor
M, the eccentric and oft-questioned curator of Asylum nk.

From psychological disintegration to wonstrous transfigurations, from mepLiwaé
Phenomena to conspiracies too malignant to trace, each entry in this archive was marked “DO
NOT RELEASE.” Until now.

You've been warned. Read owLLd under duress. And whatever 5ou. Db) don't Look between the Line.
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THE FAGE THAT LOGS IN














































RECORDINGS FOR THE ABSENT
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The first voice emerged from the machine’s tinny speaker

like something dredged from a deep well. It was his own

voice, unmistakably, yet somehow wrong in ways his
conscious mind couldn’t quite grasp.

“Desmond, it’'s Desmond. Don’t forget the appointment

with Dr. Meridian tomorrow at three-fifteen. The one about

the Pallium readings. You know how important this is. How
important it will become.”

The line went dead with a soft click that seemed to echo in
the room’s stagnant air.

Desmond’s mouth went dry. He knew no Dr. Meridian.

Had never scheduled any appointment. Yet the voice

was undeniably his, not a recording he remembered

making, but carrying the familiar cadences of his speech,

the slight lisp on sibilants that had plagued him since

childhood. He pressed the button for the next message
with growing unease.
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Desmond felt something cold settle in his stomach. The

voice was still his, but it carried knowledge he didn’t

possess, spoke of events that made no sense. Yet buried

beneath his confusion was a growing recognition, as if

memories were trying to surface from depths he didn’t
know existed in his mind.

Message five arrived with static that resolved into words:

“They’re knocking now, aren’t they? The other versions of

yourself. From tomorrow, from next week, from years that

taste like copper and sound like screaming. Don’t answer

the door, Desmond. Not yet. You’re not ready to see what
you become.”

As if summoned by the words, a soft rapping began at

the front door. Three measured knocks, a pause, then

three more. Desmond’s blood turned to ice water in

his veins. The knocking pattern was his own, the same

rhythm he’d unconsciously used for decades when
visiting friends or colleagues.






















THE DREAMER OF SHEOL NINE













As shrapnel from a reality-bomb tore through his helmet,

Isabella felt his consciousness fragmenting, not dying, but

scattering like spores across dimensions. Some part of

him had survived in the helmet’s bio-neural matrix, waiting
for a new host mind to colonize.

By the fifth night, Isabella could no longer remember her

childhood pet’s name. By the tenth, her mother’s face had

become Chen’s mother’s face, complete with the specific

shade of disapproval she had worn when he enlisted. The

transition was not violent but insidiously gradual, like ink
diffusing through water.

Her research notes became war memoirs. Technical

observations transformed into firsthand accounts of

battles that had occurred in theaters of war that existed

only in classified government files. She began sleeping

in the helmet every night, craving the completeness of

Chen’s memories even as they devoured her own identity
piece by piece.


















DATAWORM

(OR. THE MAN WHO REMEMBERED WRONG)










By afternoon, he remembered murdering his first girlfriend
in college, crushing her larynx with his bare hands as
she begged for mercy. The recollection arrived complete
with sensory details: the brittle snap of cartilage, the way
her eyes bulged from their sockets, the peculiar sound
she made as air escaped through her ruined throat. But
Jennifer was alive, married now with two children, posting
pictures of family vacations on social media platforms
that Walter occasionally stalked with the dedication of the
perpetually lonely.

The memories multiplied with each passing hour. He
recalled drowning his neighbor’s dog in the apartment
complex’s decorative fountain, though he’d never owned
a pet and the fountain had been drained for repairs since
before he’d moved in. He remembered setting fire to his
childhood home while his family slept upstairs, could smell
the acrid smoke and hear their dying screams, yet the
house stood intact two states away, inhabited by strangers
who’d bought it from his parents five years ago.





































THE PORCELAIN MOUTH





































THE HOLLOWING
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THE THIRD PATIENT
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THE STATIC FACES
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