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Ah, my cherished connoisseurs of catastrophe, welcome to tonight's morbio ma rRetplace where
nightmares are currency and sanity merely... collateral.

These exquisite specimens from our archives demonstrate humanity's most delicious delusion—that
we are the apex predators in our own existence. Whether poor Marcus grows his crown of antlers in *A
Gift of Antlers," or dear Sister Agnes discovers that death refuses to Rneel in "He Lays still So |
Don't Have To," each tale whispers the same sweet secret: we are not the hunters, but the hunted, not
the gardeners, but the soil. From Margaret's stitched revelations in "Split-stitch Dreams® to Elena's
desert transformation in "Dry Women walk at Night," these stories peel back civilization's thin
veneer to reveal the writhing truth beneath, that evolution never stopped, it stimply grew... patient.

How perfectly fitting that we who pride ourselves on being the authors of our own destiny should
discover we are merely rough drafts, waiting for something with sharper teeth and better penmanship
to make the final edits.

- Hoetor .




~ CHAPTERS ~

A GIFT OF ANTLERS
SOMETHING IS CHEWING
HE LAYS STILL SOI DON'T HAVETO
THE BRINE IN MY LUNGS
DRY WOMEN WALK AT NIGHT
THE SHAPE THAT WAITS ON ROOFS
SCRATCHING AT THE DOOR
HES TALLER EVERY TIME
SPLIT-STITCH DREAMS
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END OF FILE

You've reached the end of this one.
There are more.

The whole collection, plus , waiting
behind one door. Admission is five dollars a month.

CHECK IN AT

asylumink.com/

'I Scan the card, or type it in. The intake is
A always open.

$5 / month $50 / year - two months free Leave whenever. The doors aren't locked.
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