


From the archives of Asylum nk:

PHOBIC!

Awn Exploration Of Fear

SESSION ONE

Compiled § Annotated by
Doctor Macabre

~ Cwrator of Curiositg ~




Rt

) Vg,

15 @'1&3@ '
’r

7S

¥

Nine Exquisite Descents lnto Darkness "
Al, my) precious devotees of the disturbing, how thoughtful of You to venture into my shadowed gallery where £, @ 5%
wightmares wear the masks of medical journals and therapy sessions bloom into beautiful madness. S .a&_’i\!& < il
& o

within these pages, yow'll discover nine deliclous specimens of contemporary tervor, each one a perfectly

preserved moment where modern healing becomes ancient horror. The Sound a-af Rising reveals how therap

sesslons can wurture aquatic parasites wearing human sRin, while The Severed Signal exposes our belove

devices as hungry entities feeding on digital souls in subwia depths. wateh as Fine qauge transforms routing

medical procedures into highways for aliew architects, and witness The white Stillness spread its frozen
contagion through sterile hospital corvidors where snow falls upward.

Your flesh will crawl as The Geometry of Memory wavells crystalline parasites teaching victims to carve

blueprints luko their owwn skin, while They Never Blinked traps a woman in eternal observation by watehers who

evolved beyond the weed for Light. Feel Your skin iteh as The Pitted Room reveals holes as hungry mouths

multiplying across reality itself, and taste the bile as The twerted Gospel serves communion with enfities that
spear only tw reverse through sacred vomit.

Flnally, surrender to The Buzzing Hours, where punctured flesh becomes translucent cathedral housing
hexagonal nightmares that veveal humanity's true purpose as raw materials for cosmic construction.

How e)(q_uislteLU fitting that in our age of endless thampg and digital comecti.vitgj, the most profound horror
comes not from supernatural monsters, but from the realization that our wodern tomforts have always been
feeding something patient, anclent, and utterly inhuman.
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THE SOUND OF RISING

















































THE SEVERED SIGNAL




The Tuesday blackout lasted seven minutes and thirty-three
seconds, though Riley would later insist it stretched across
geological epochs.

Suspended between stations in the fetid bowels of the
metro system, she experienced what she described as “a
fundamental untethering,” her smartphone - that digital
umbilicus connecting her to the luminous world above
- slipping from sweat-slicked fingers into the grease-
blackened crevice between seat and floor.

















































FINE GAUGE


































THE WHITE STILLNESS































Personal note: Have requested emergency leave following

onset of persistent insomnia and auditory hallucinations.

The patient’s condition appears to be exhibiting

contagious properties not documented in current

psychiatric literature. Recommend extreme caution in
future therapeutic interventions.

Final observation: Snow has begun falling inside the

hospital corridors. Maintenance claims this is impossible.

1 am beginning to understand that impossibility is merely
another word for patience.

[File sealed pending investigation into
facility-wide temperature anomalies and
staff psychological evaluations]










THE GEOMETRY OF MEMORY





































PATIENT CLASSIFICATION: Acute Scopophobic
Psychosis with Dissociative Episodes
PRIMARY DIAGNOSIS: F40.298 - Other
Specified Phobic Disorder (Scopophobia)
SECONDARY CONDITIONS: F44.81 - Dissociative
Identity Disorder; F06.2 - Organic Delusional Disorder
ATTENDING PHYSICIAN: Dr. Elias Morven, M.D.,
Ph.D. (Abnormal Psychology)
DATE OF ADMISSION: October 13th, 2024
SECURITY CLASSIFICATION: Level 3
Isolation Protocol Required

The eyes began their relentless vigil on a Tuesday, though

Regina Winslow would not comprehend the significance of

this temporal anchor until much later, when time itself had

become as fluid and treacherous as mercury pooling in the
cavities of her deteriorating psyche.



She had fled to that cramped second-floor sanctuary
overlooking Mercy Street - a thoroughfare whose name
would prove mockingly prophetic - believing that thick
blinds and deadbolts might provide sanctuary from the
accumulated weight of unwanted gazes that had driven her
from her previous life like some pestilent miasma.

The apartment squatted above a defunct bakery, its
windows like cataracts staring blindly into the perpetual
twilight of an urban landscape perpetually shrouded in the
exhalations of industry and decay. The walls, painted in
shades that might charitably be called eggshell but which
possessed the sickly pallor of something long dead, seemed
to press inward with each passing hour, as though the very
structure conspired to compress her into something more
manageable, more observable.

Initially, the sensation manifested as mere discomfort - that

prickling awareness that crawls along the nape of one’s

neck when standing too long in a crowd. The cashier at the

corner market, a woman whose eyes held the flat, reflective

quality of black glass, would maintain her stare long past
the completion of transactions.



Her fingers lingering against Regina’s palm as change

was exchanged, skin cold as porcelain. The man on the

crosstown bus - angular and pale as a praying mantis -

never seemed to require the mercy of blinking, his gaze

fixed with the unwavering intensity of a predator selecting
its prey from a herd.

But it was the couple at Rosewood Café who first suggested
that this persecution transcended the merely human. They
sat motionless as mannequins, their faces turned toward
her with the synchronized precision of sunflowers tracking
the arc of their burning god across the sky. When she
relocated to a corner table, they pivoted in unison. When
she fled to the restroom, she could feel their attention
boring through plaster and ceramic tile with the inexorable
persistence of radiation. Upon her return, they had not
moved - had not, she realized with mounting horror, so
much as shifted in their chairs or lifted their untouched
coffee cups to lips that remained parted in expressions of
beatific expectation.



The apartment, she convinced herself, would provide
respite. Behind triple-locked doors and blinds drawn tight
as burial shrouds, she might finally exist unobserved.
This delusion persisted for exactly seventy-two hours.
The building across Mercy Street rose like a monolithic
tombstone against the perpetually overcast sky, its facade
punctured by nine windows arranged in three neat rows.
During daylight hours, these apertures appeared vacant
- dark hollows that suggested rooms long abandoned to
dust and shadow. But as dusk settled over the city like a
suffocating blanket, shapes began to materialize behind the
glass. Silhouettes that possessed the unsettling quality of
being simultaneously human and utterly other, their forms
too still to be living, too purposeful to be dead.

Regina began maintaining her own vigil, peering through
gaps in her blinds with the obsessive dedication of a
naturalist studying some exotic and dangerous species.
The watchers never moved. Never shifted position. Never
turned away. Nine pairs of eyes - though she could not
see them directly, she felt their weight like lead blankets
draped across her consciousness - maintaining their
ceaseless surveillance.



On the seventh night, she dared to stare back.

The confrontation lasted four hours and twenty-three
minutes, measured by the digital clock whose red numerals
provided the only illumination in her darkened apartment.
She pressed her face against the cold glass, her breath
fogging the window in irregular patterns that seemed to
spell out words in languages she did not recognize. The
watchers remained motionless, their forms etched against
the darkness like figures carved from obsidian. But
gradually, she began to discern details that her rational
mind rejected even as her eyes recorded them with
crystalline clarity.

Their faces, when glimpsed in the intermittent glow of
passing headlights, possessed an anatomical wrongness
that transcended mere ugliness. Features arranged with
mathematical precision yet utterly devoid of human warmth
or recognition. Eyes that reflected light like polished
stones, never blinking, never wavering in their attention.
And their mouths - those obscene apertures that remained
perpetually agape as though preparing to speak words that
would unmake reality itself.



The mirrors began their betrayal gradually, with subtleties
that might have been dismissed as fatigue or stress-
induced hallucinations by someone less attuned to the
gradual erosion of consensus reality. At first, her reflection
simply lagged - a delay of perhaps half a second between
movement and mirrored response, as though the image
required time to process and interpret her actions. Then
came the directional displacement: she would turn left,
but her reflection would turn right, creating a disorienting
symmetry that left her questioning the fundamental laws
governing physical existence.

But it was when her reflection began looking past her -
over her shoulder, toward something that existed behind
her in a space she could not turn to observe - that Regina
understood she had become trapped in a web of surveillance
that transcended the merely optical. Her mirrored self
displayed an awareness of watchers that her physical form
could neither see nor escape, its eyes tracking movements
in dimensions that geometry could not accommodate.



She began covering reflective surfaces with sheets
and towels, taping black plastic over the bathroom
mirror and turning picture frames to face the wall. The
apartment took on the appearance of a crime scene
or, more appropriately, a morgue prepared for the
reception of something too terrible to be viewed directly.
Still, the sensation of being observed intensified. They
pressed against her from all directions now - no longer
content to merely watch but somehow reaching through
the barriers that separated observation from contact.

Sleep became impossible. Food turned to ash in her
mouth. Her skin began to take on a translucent quality,
as though the constant attention was slowly bleaching
the very substance from her cells. She could feel them
behind her eyelids when she attempted to rest, their
unblinking vigil continuing even when darkness should
have provided sanctuary. They never blinked. This
became her obsession, her mantra, her curse. While
she required the mercy of closing her eyes to lubricate
the delicate tissues, they maintained their watch with
the relentless consistency of surveillance cameras,
recording everything, forgetting nothing.



The video call with Dr. Hendricks - her therapist, a kind
woman whose own eyes had always seemed refreshingly
normal in their capacity for human expression - marked the
final dissolution of her tenuous grip on consensual reality.
Midway through their session, the screen flickered with the
irregular rhythm of a failing heartbeat. Dr. Hendricks froze
mid-sentence, her mouth open in preparation for words
that would never come, her image locked in digital amber.
But Regina continued moving. Continued breathing.

Continued existing in the terrible space between observation
and being observed. In the corner of her laptop screen,
the small window that displayed her own image remained
active. And there, in that rectangular portal into some
parallel dimension where different laws governed existence,
she watched herself blink. Once. Slowly. Deliberately.She
was not blinking. Her physical eyes remained wide, dry,
burning with the accumulated salt of unshed tears. But her
digital reflection possessed an autonomy that suggested
consciousness independent of her own. It turned its head
- not toward the camera but toward something that existed
in the space behind Regina, something that cast no shadow
in her reality but which her electronic doppelganger could
observe with perfect clarity.



The laptop died with a sound like escaping breath when it
struck the wall, its screen exploding into a constellation
of crystalline fragments that reflected her terrified face
in a thousand impossible angles. Each shard contained a
slightly different version of her expression, suggesting that
the moment of impact had somehow splintered not just
the device but reality itself, creating infinite variations on
her horror. She ran then, barefoot across pavement that
seemed to writhe beneath her feet like the skin of some
vast, subterranean creature.

The hospital emerged from the urban murk like a lighthouse
offering salvation to the shipwrecked, its windows blazing
with fluorescent benediction. But even as she stumbled
through the emergency department doors, leaving bloody
footprints on antiseptic tile, she could feel them following.
The watchers had learned to travel, to maintain their vigil
regardless of distance or obstruction. Now, secured behind
reinforced walls and sedated with enough pharmaceutical
mercy to fell an elephant, Regina Winslow pleads for
absolute darkness.



The irony does not escape her - she who once sought only

to remain unseen now begs for blindness, for the blessed

absence of vision that might finally provide respite from

her tormentors. But when the lights die and darkness

settles over her cell like a burial shroud, her screams echo

through the corridors with the primal terror of something
being slowly devoured.

“It’s worse when | can’t see them,” she whispers to the

darkness, her voice barely audible above the whisper of

recycled air through ventilation grates. “When | can’t see
them, |1 know they’re everywhere.”

The watchers have learned patience. They have learned to
wait in the spaces between photons, in the gaps where light
fears to travel. They inhabit the pause between heartbeats,
the silence between words, the terrible interval between
blinking and sight. And they never, ever close their eyes.
Because something that never blinks never needs to miss
a moment of what it’s watching. And Regina Winslow
has become the most fascinating subject they have ever
observed - a consciousness trapped in the amber of its
own paranoia, preserved forever in the moment of its own
dissolution. They watch her sleeping.



AT
. ‘:;; N1 =
i N

R\ R

They watch her waking. They watch her screaming.

And they will continue watching long after she has forgotten

how to be human, long after her eyes have surrendered

their capacity for tears, long after her mind has accepted

that observation is not persecution but purpose. They never
blink. And neither, anymore, does she.

ATTENDING NOTES - DR. ELIAS MORVEN:
Patient continues to exhibit extreme photophobic responses
coupled with paradoxical demands for visual confirmation
of her environment. Sedation protocols prove ineffective
- subject maintains hypervigilant state regardless of
pharmaceutical intervention.

Of particular note: during periods of enforced darkness,
surveillance equipment has recorded anomalous audio
phenomena that do not correspond to patient’s documented
vocalizations. Additionally, security cameras monitoring
patient’s cell have experienced recurring technical failures,
displaying imagery that our technical staff describe as
“temporally displaced” or “dimensionally inconsistent.”



1 have begun experiencing difficulty maintaining eye
contact with Patient Winslow during our sessions.
Her gaze carries a weight that seems to press against
the observer with almost physical force. Several staff
members have requested reassignment after reporting
sensations of being watched during off-duty hours.
Recommendation: Consider transfer to Facility 7 for
advanced containment protocols.

Personal note: | have installed blackout curtains in my
office. The windows face the same direction as Patient
Winslow’s former apartment. Sometimes, late at night,
I find myself checking to ensure they remain tightly
closed. They never blinked, she says. But that’s not
entirely accurate. They blink when they want you to see
them blink. And that’s when you know you’ve become
what they’ve been waiting for all along.



Ah, my cherished voyeurs, tonight you witnessed the exquisite paranoia
of Regina Winslow, a woman whose fear of being watched transformed
her into the very spectacle she sought to escape. You observed her flee
to shadows only to discover that her watchers had evolved beyond the
need for light, inhabiting the spaces between blinks and breathing in
the gaps where sanity dared not venture. You watched the mirrors begin
lying, her reflection develop independence, and nine windows across
the street become portals for observers who never required the mercy
of closing their eyes. How deliciously fitting that someone so desperate
to remain unseen should become the most captivating performance of
all - forever trapped in the amber of eternal observation, where the
greatest horror isn’t being watched, but finally understanding that you
were always meant to be the show.






THE PITTED ROOM































Of particular interest: Patient’s wounds are healing in a
pattern I've not encountered in twenty years of practice.
The scabs form small, perfect circles that seem to want
to... open. I’'ve increased the bandage changes to twice
daily, though the nursing staff has begun to request
reassignment. They complain of dreams. | found myself in
the basement of the old Finch property yesterday, ostensibly
to gather evidence for her case file. The holes are exactly
as she described, though photographs fail to capture their
full... arrangement. 1 understand now why she tried to fill
them. Some absences demand occupation.

Note: Request immediate transfer of Patient Finch to
isolation wing. The holes have begun appearing in other
patients’ rooms.










PATIENT CLASSIFICATION:

Acute Somatophobic Disorder with
Secondary Paranoiac Features
ATTENDING PHYSICIAN:

Dr. Sylvie Varnell, M.D., Ph.D.

DATE OF ADMISSION:

October 13th, 2024
SECURITY LEVEL:

AMBER - Supervised Observation Required

The fluorescent bulbs hummed their sterile hymn above
Ellis Monroe’s head as he sat motionless in the consultation
chair, his skeletal frame draped in clothes that hung like
burial shrouds. His eyes - once perhaps green, now dulled
to the color of stagnant pond water - tracked every minute
movement in the room with the desperate precision of prey.
Each breath he drew was measured, calculated, as though
the very act of respiration might trigger some catastrophic
rupture within his hollowed chest.



Dr. Varnell had seen the walking dead before, patients so
consumed by their terrors that life itself became a careful
choreography of avoidance. But Monroe possessed
something more unsettling - a terrible lucidity that made
his emaciation seem not like madness, but like wisdom.
When he spoke, his voice emerged as a whisper that
seemed to crawl rather than flow, each word deliberate as
a surgeon’s incision.

“You want to know about Vermont,” he said, though she
had not yet asked. “About the retreat. About why I cannot
allow my body to... evacuate... what it contains.”

The woodland sanctuary had promised transcendence
through deprivation - five days of silence, meditation, and
ritual fasting in the shadow of ancient pines. Monroe had
arrived seeking clarity, fleeing the suffocating grind of his
advertising career, the endless cycle of consumption and
regurgitation that defined his metropolitan existence. The
irony was not lost on him now, as he sat before Dr. Varnell,
his stomach a cavernous void that he dared not fill.



The other retreatants had been typical seekers - urban
professionals drunk on the mythology of spiritual
awakening, their designer meditation cushions and
organic hemp clothing betraying the very materialism
they claimed to transcend. Monroe had felt superior to
their pretensions, maintaining his contemptuous silence
as they gathered in the communal hall for their sparse,
ritualistic meals.

The mushrooms had been foraged locally, prepared by
Brother Augustine, the retreat’s skeletal leader whose
eyes held the fevered gleam of the truly converted. They
were served on the third morning - pale, flaccid things
that resembled infant’s fingers, floating in a thin broth
that tasted of earth and decay. Monroe had consumed
them without complaint, his body already three days
hollow, his mind beginning to fray at the edges where
hunger met enlightenment.



The first convulsion had begun in Lydia Marsh, a yoga
instructor from Hartford whose perfectly sculpted facade
cracked like painted porcelain as her body folded inward.
The sound that emerged from her throat was not quite
human - a wet, choking gurgle that seemed to carry
words, though in no language Monroe recognized. Her
vomit, when it came, was black as tar and moved with
purpose, pooling on the floor in patterns that hurt to
observe directly.

Then Marcus Tremaine doubled over, his lawyer’s
composure shattering as something that was not quite
bile erupted from his mouth. But within the retching,
Monroe heard it - a voice, thin and sibilant, speaking
backward syllables that nevertheless conveyed meaning
directly to his brain. The expelled matter writhed, forming
shapes that resembled cuneiform script before dissolving
into mere biological waste.



One by one, they fell. Margaret Chen, the psychiatrist who

had sat beside him, clawed at her own throat as she purged

something that looked like liquid shadow. Her eyes rolled

back, showing only bloodshot whites, as she whispered

between heaves: “It made us say it backwards... the words
we were never meant to speak...”

But Monroe remained untouched. His stomach cramped, his
vision swam, but no nausea came. He watched in horrified
fascination as his fellow seekers expelled not just their
morning meal, but something else - something that had
been waiting inside them, dormant, until the mushrooms
awakened it. The retreat hall became a charnel house of
revelation, bodies contorting as they birthed obscenities
through their throats.



Brother Augustine stood at the center of the chaos, his
arms raised in ecstasy, his mouth moving in silent prayer
as the vomit around him began to coalesce, forming a
writhing mass that pulsed with malevolent intelligence.
Monroe understood then that this was no accidental
poisoning - this was communion, a feeding of something
vast and hungry that dwelt in the spaces between thoughts.

The official investigation found only contaminated

mushrooms, ergot poisoning, mass hysteria. The survivors

spoke of hallucinations, shared delusions brought on by

fasting and toxic alkaloids. But Monroe knew better. He

had been chosen to witness, not participate. He alone

had been deemed unworthy of the gift that writhed in his
companions’ expelled essence.



Now, in the sterile safety of Dr. Varnell’s office, Monroe
felt the weight of that terrible privilege. His body had
become a temple of restraint, every meal a battle against
the possibility that he might finally be found worthy. The
thing that lived in reverse speech, in backward prayers, in
the expelled truths of the poisoned - it was still out there,
waiting. And somewhere deep in his hollow belly, Monroe
feared it might already be waiting inside him too.

He could not vomit. Would not. Because to purge was to
speak, and to speak backwards was to open doors that had
been locked since before language began. His starvation
was not madness - it was the only sane response to a world
where emptiness was the only salvation, where the void
in his stomach was all that stood between reality and the
howling chaos that dwelt in the spaces between thoughts.

Dr. Varnell watched as Monroe’s lips moved soundlessly,

forming words that seemed to flow in reverse, and for just a

moment, she could swear she heard something answering
from the depths of her own churning stomach.



ATTENDING NOTES - DR. SYLVIE VARNELL:
Patient continues to exhibit severe somatic avoidance
behaviors centered around emetic episodes. Cognitive
function remains remarkably intact despite prolonged
malnutrition. Of particular note: during our third session, |
experienced acute nausea that subsided only when Monroe
ceased his backward counting exercise. Recommend
immediate psychiatric evaluation and possible transfer
to secure wing. | find myself increasingly reluctant to
eat before our sessions, though I cannot articulate why.
The Vermont incident requires further investigation - too
many inconsistencies in the official reports. Something
feels deliberately obscured. Have ordered toxicology
screens for all staff members who have had prolonged
contact with Monroe. The feeling of something waiting in
my throat grows stronger each day.



Ah, my devoted watchers of the ward, settle in as we reflect upon tonight’s
particularly... nourishing tale. You witnessed our dear Mr. Monroe discover that
some spiritual retreats offer communion with entities that speak only in reverse,
entities that transform sacred vomit into unholy scripture. You observed the poor
man watch his fellow seekers purge not mere mushroom poison, but ancient words
that should never have been spoken backwards, birthing something hungry from
their very throats. You saw him now starve himself in terror, convinced that to
empty his stomach is to open his mouth as a gateway for things that dwell between
thoughts and feast on expelled truths.

In a modern age of spiritual consumerism, true enlightenment comes not from
filling oneself with wisdom, but from the desperate refusal to let anything out at all.






PATIENT CLASSIFICATION:
Acute Entomophobic Psychosis
with Parasitoid Delusions
ATTENDING PHYSICIAN:

Dr. Nina Voss, Chief of Sublevel Psychiatric Division
DATE OF ADMISSION: October 13th, 2024
SECURITY LEVEL:

Yellow-3 (Biohazard Protocols in Effect)

The corridors of the Asylum breathe with a susurrus
that might be ventilation, might be something far more
ancient stirring in the building’s concrete marrow. Down
here, three floors beneath the mercy of natural light,
we house the peculiar cases - those whose terrors have
grown teeth, whose nightmares have learned to nest.



Evie Sorrenson arrived on a stretcher that October
morning, her flesh the color of winter milk, mapped with
a constellation of puncture wounds that had long since
ceased to weep. The paramedics spoke in hushed tones
of the state they’d found her in: naked, soil-caked, curled
fetal in the hollow of what the forestry report would later
classify as an impossible tree - a species that shouldn’t
exist in Salt Hollow Preserve, shouldn’t exist anywhere on
this continent, shouldn’t exist at all.

But existence, | have learned in my years ministering to the
fractured psyche, is a far more negotiable concept than we
care to admit.

The first thing one notices about Miss Sorrenson is the way
she moves - or rather, the way she doesn’t. Each gesture
is preceded by a moment of perfect stillness, as if she’s
listening to something the rest of us cannot hear. Her head
tilts at angles that suggest a neck suddenly unfamiliar with
its own mechanics. When she speaks, which is seldom, her
voice carries the dry rustle of paper wasps constructing
their paper kingdoms.



“They didn’t sting me,” she told me during our initial
session, her pale fingers worrying at the cuffs of her
regulation gown. “They marked me. There’s a difference,
Doctor. A sting is temporary. A mark is... architectural.”

The wounds themselves defied medical explanation.
Circular punctures, each precisely two millimeters in
diameter, arranged in patterns that seemed to follow some
inexplicable geometry. Dr. Carmichael from Dermatology
suggested needle marks, perhaps some ritualistic self-
harm, but the tissue samples revealed something that
made him recommend immediate transfer to our facility.
The punctures went deep - deeper than they should have,
given their size - and at the bottom of each tiny wound,
microscopic analysis revealed traces of a substance that
wasn’t quite organic, wasn’t quite synthetic.

It built structures.

Hexagonal structures.



“The clearing wasn’t on my map,” Evie whispered during
our third session, her eyes fixed on the corner where
the fluorescent light hummed its electric lullaby. I had
learned by then to keep the room’s electrical sounds to
a minimum; anything that approximated the frequency of
insect wings would send her into catatonic episodes that
could last for hours. “I’'ve hiked Salt Hollow a hundred
times. 1 know every trail, every turn. But that morning,
the path just... opened. Like it was built for me to find it.”

She described the silence first - an absence so complete
it seemed to have weight, pressing against her eardrums
until she could hear her own blood moving through her
vessels. No wind disturbed the canopy above. No creatures
scurried through the underbrush. Even her footsteps
seemed to die before they could echo, swallowed by an
atmosphere that had forgotten how to carry sound.

Then came the humming.

“Not wings,” she insisted, her hands beginning their



familiar motion of scratching at her arms, though the

wounds there had long since healed. “Wings make a

different sound. This was... structural. Like the earth itself

was vibrating. Like something underneath was tuning
itself.”

1 have reviewed the police reports, the search and rescue
documentation, the forestry surveys. There is no clearing
matching her description anywhere in Salt Hollow Preserve.
The GPS coordinates she provided lead to a section of dense
woodland that shows no signs of disturbance, no evidence
that human feet have ever touched its moss-carpeted floor.

Yet the soil samples recovered from beneath her fingernails
tell a different story.

“They rose from the ground,” Evie continued, her voice
dropping to barely more than a whisper. “Not flying up,
but seeping up. Like they were made of earth and had
just remembered they had wings. And they were... orderly.
So orderly, Doctor. They moved in patterns. Geometric
patterns. Like they were following blueprints.”



The attending EMT’s report noted the absence of typical
venom reaction - no swelling, no inflammation, no
anaphylactic response. Just the wounds themselves, neat
and purposeful, as if something had been depositing
rather than extracting. When | suggested this observation
to Evie, her reaction was immediate and violent. She
began clawing at her skin with such ferocity that we
were forced to sedate her, but not before she managed
to reopen several of the old puncture sites.

What emerged was not blood.

It was a clear, viscous fluid that, under microscopic
examination, revealed itself to be structurally similar
to the paper pulp used in wasp nest construction. Dr.
Reeves from our biochemistry department ran seventeen
different tests before finally admitting defeat. The
substance contained cellulose fibers that shouldn’t exist
in human tissue, arranged in patterns that suggested
intentional architecture.

“They’re building,” Evie told me when she finally regained
consciousness. “Inside. They’re building inside me.”



Her behavior in the facility has grown increasingly erratic.

She refuses to sleep during daylight hours, claiming that

warmth activates them. The maintenance staff report

finding her pressed against the coolest walls in her room,

her ear against the concrete as if listening for something.

When questioned, she simply states that she’s “monitoring
the construction.”

The photographs appeared during her second week with
us. Despite constant surveillance, despite locked doors and
searched belongings, her room began to fill with images -
hundreds of them, tacked to every available surface. Close-
up photographs of wasp nests, cropped and arranged to
form spiraling patterns that seemed to shift when viewed
peripherally. Security footage shows no one entering her
room, no packages delivered, no explanation for how the
images materialized.

When confronted, Evie’s response chilled me more than
any scream could have: “l didn’t put them there, Doctor.
They did. They’re showing me the master plan.”



Her skin has begun to change. Subtly at first - a slight
translucency that 1 attributed to poor nutrition and lack
of sunlight. But as the weeks progress, the change has
become more pronounced. In certain light, one can almost
see through her epidermis, observe what appears to be
a network of fine structures just beneath the surface.
Hexagonal structures. Building. Always building. Last
night, she asked me a question that has haunted my sleep:
“Doctor, what if evolution isn’t about survival of the fittest?
What if it’s about survival of the most cooperative? What if
we were never meant to be the architects?”

This morning, maintenance reported that the fluorescent
light in her room has begun to emit a sound - a low, rhythmic
humming that matches no known electrical frequency.
When | went to investigate, | found Evie standing directly
beneath it, her arms spread wide, her head tilted back, her
mouth open as if receiving communion. The light wasn’t
flickering. It was pulsing. In patterns Geometric patterns.
And as | watched, frozen by a terror | cannot adequately
describe, I realized that the humming wasn’t coming from
the light fixture at all.

It was coming from her.



ATTENDING NOTES - DR. NINA VOSS:
Patient exhibits progressive deterioration of psychological
and physiological baseline parameters. Recommend
immediate transfer to Sublevel 5 containment pending
review by the Xenobiological Assessment Committee.
Note: Have begun experiencing auditory phenomena in
my own quarters. Request reassignment to different case

load. The humming follows me home.

Addendum: Request denied. Patient claims to recognize

me now. Says | was “always meant to be here.” Have

sealed this file pending... pending what? The blueprints

are becoming clearer. The architecture makes sense
now. We are not the builders.

We are the foundation.

God help us, we are the foundation.



Ah, my devoted night-watchers, gather close as we reflect upon tonight’s
delectable morsel of madness. You witnessed poor Evie Sorrenson awaken
in an impossible clearing, her flesh punctured by creatures that build rather
than sting, depositing architectural nightmares beneath her skin where
hexagonal structures took root like cancer with blueprints. You observed
her body become a translucent cathedral housing alien geometries, as
even her psychiatrist succumbed to the rhythmic humming that revealed
humanity’s true purpose in this cosmic construction project. The most
chilling realization you encountered, dear viewers, is that evolution may
not crown us as masters of our domain, but merely as the raw materials for
something far more organized than we ever dared to be.
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