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To those who dare to venture into the darkest corners of the
human mind,

where the lines between reality and nightmare blur into one.

To the brave souls who have faced their own personal horrors
and emerged

broken, but still fighting.

To my readers—your courage and willingness to confront the
unsettling

make this journey possible.

And, to the ones who helped me keep the light alive through the
darkest moments—

you know who you are.
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PROLOGUE: THE
BUILDER WHO NEVER

SPOKE
1349.               Europe rotted.

The Black Death chewed through villages like fire on dry paper. One in
three gone, coughing blood into rags that never dried. Hope was a myth.
God was a grave. Priests buried more children than they baptized. And in
the dark, where incense faded and hymns no longer reached, something else
listened.
The Church, desperate to regain control of the faithful, sought miracles. Not
from God. From spectacle. From fear.
They found a man.
He had no name. No tongue. Some said it was cut out when he was a child,
punishment for speaking a truth no one wanted to hear. Others claimed he
ripped it out himself to stop a voice in his head that never slept. He
answered to nothing. No prayers. No orders. No gold. He only built.
They called him The Builder.

He arrived in the valley of Varnholt wrapped in wool and silence. A village
of rot, where no birds flew and the soil bled if you dug too deep. The
Church gave him tools, laborers, blessings. And he began.
It started like any cathedral: arches, columns, spires. But beneath, he dug.
The tunnels came first. No drawings. No plans. Just stone moved by men
who vanished after a few days of work. They stopped showing up. Their



tools were left in place. Their boots, even. But never their voices. Those
echoed for days afterward — not from their throats, but from the walls.
Still, The Builder dug.
When the Church sent a Bishop to bless the foundations, they found him
nailed to a wooden cross, upside-down, tongue removed, eyes hollowed.
His blood had soaked into the mortar. The next day, a fresco appeared
above the entrance. A priest kneeling before a faceless god carved entirely
from human limbs.
The Church sent no one else.
But they didn’t stop the building.

Year Three.
A massive nave, built without scaffolding. Spires twisted like claws toward
the sky. The local peasants began calling it La Catedral de la Carne — The
Flesh Cathedral. They refused to go near it. The stone was wrong. It felt
soft underfoot. Warm. And when you touched the altar, it trembled — not
from wind, but from something underneath.
Animals vanished. So did children. Farmers dug up the old crypts beneath
their homes and found their ancestors’ bones missing — replaced with teeth
that didn’t belong to any species known.
Still, The Builder worked.
The stained glass windows went in last. Each one told a story. Not of saints,
but of agony. A girl flayed open and still smiling. A man swallowing his
own tongue. A mother nursing a baby that chewed from her ribcage instead
of her breast.
One window showed The Builder himself — not carving stone, but carving
flesh. Shaping bodies like clay. Making architecture from humans.
That was when the villagers rebelled.
They came in the night. Torches. Pitchforks. Hatchets and screams.
Only one returned.
A boy. No older than nine. Face blank. Eyes gone. Tongue in hand.



He dropped it at the town square, pointed back to the cathedral, and laughed
until his throat collapsed.

The Church tried to erase it.
They sent fire. The stone did not burn. They sent holy men. The cathedral
swallowed them. They tried to seal the doors with iron and salt. But within
a week, the chains were gone. The seals melted like wax. And The Builder
was never seen again.
But the cathedral breathed.
And waited.

Modern Day — A Note Recovered from the Sub-Basement
To whoever finds this:

You were lied to.
This place was not made to honor God.
It was built to give Him a face.
But not the God you know.
Something older. Hungrier. Not from heaven, but from beneath the
roots of what we call reality.
This cathedral remembers every scream. Every betrayal. Every death
that made it stronger.
It will not forget you.
Not your touch. Not your breath. Not your pain.
And once it remembers your name — it will never let you leave.
Pray it never learns to speak it out loud.
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If at any moment the content becomes overwhelming, please remember:
You can stop reading.
You are not being watched.
You are not part of the broadcast.
You are still real.
Proceed only if you are prepared to be emotionally unsettled,
psychologically challenged, and forever changed by what you read.



THE ARRIVAL
The road to Varnholt wasn’t a road anymore.
It was a wound.
Paved long ago and left to rot, it snaked through the woods like a scar no
one dared to heal. Trees leaned over it, gnarled and choking with vines.
Their branches hung low, like broken limbs. The van's tires hissed through
wet mud and gravel, every turn a moan, every bump a warning.
It had rained for four days. The clouds hung like bloated corpses over the
valley, leaking tears the earth no longer wanted.
Inside the van, six strangers shared a silence so dense it had weight. Not the
comfortable kind. The funeral kind.
Lila gripped the steering wheel so tight the leather creaked. Her eyes never
blinked. She hadn’t spoken in hours. Not since the last mile marker
vanished behind moss and decay.
Carlos sat next to her, his camera case hugged to his chest like a life vest.
Normally the loud one. The sarcastic one. The one with a snark for every
grave. But today, his mouth was dry. Every time he opened it, something in
his stomach told him don’t.
Behind them, Nina sat rigid, headphones around her neck, fingers twitching
on her boom mic. She wasn’t listening to the road. She was listening to
underneath it. Her mic picked up things her ears didn’t. It always had.
Evan sat beside her, leafing through a cracked leather journal filled with
cathedral history. His lips moved silently. Reading. Or praying. Or
remembering.
Mira chewed her nails in the back seat. The youngest. Bright. Dumb. Too
alive for this place. Her right arm bore a tattoo — a stitched heart



unraveling. By the time the van stopped, she would have chewed that arm
raw.
And then there was Thomas.
He had joined last minute. Hired muscle. Local contact. Supposed to know
the valley. But his face was wrong. Quiet. Heavy. As if memory weighed
more than bone. He said maybe twelve words since they left the last town.
All of them useless.

The van crested a hill.
The trees stopped.
And the cathedral appeared.
It did not rise.
It waited.
At the center of a dead clearing, the Flesh Cathedral stood like a scab over
the world. Its stone wasn’t black — it was bloodless. Dead meat turned to
rock. No birds flew over it. No wind dared pass through it. The field around
it was white with fungal growth, soft and pulpy, as if the land itself was
molting.
Spines formed its towers. Ribcages became arches.
And the main door was open.

Carlos exhaled. “We shouldn't be here.”
Lila didn’t answer. She shut the van off.
The silence outside was louder than the engine.
“Set up gear,” she said.
Mira groaned. “Here? Already?”
“We’re losing light.”
“It’s 10 a.m.”
“We’re losing light.”
That was the only thing Lila said.



They stepped into the field. Each foot sunk slightly, like the land wanted to
hold them. The grass snapped like tendons. The air reeked of copper and
sweat.
Nina flinched. “Something’s in the ground.”
Carlos pulled out his camera. He began to film. He had always filmed. It
was how he survived things. If he watched through a lens, it wasn’t real.
The carvings above the door caught the lens first: naked bodies twisted into
spirals, mouths stretched beyond what bone should allow. Every figure was
in agony. But they weren’t pleading for help.
They were offering.

Inside was worse.
The cathedral’s heart was hollow. Columns rose like bones. The pews had
been replaced by slabs of stone, each one slick and red. The stained glass
overhead was rotted out, leaving only holes — not windows. Wounds.
At the far end stood the altar.
Black. Wet. Breathing.
Evan whispered, “Is it… bleeding?”
“It’s sweating,” Nina said.
“Stone doesn’t sweat.”
“This one does.”

They found the stairwell behind the altar. A spiral going down. No rope. No
lights. Just black.
Carlos aimed his lens down. “Can’t see shit.”
“We go,” Lila said.
“No rope?” Mira asked.
“Film first. Safety later.”
“Fuck that.”
But they went.



Descent
The first thing they lost was time.
The second was light.
As they moved downward, the air changed. No dust. No insects. Just
pressure. The deeper they went, the more the stone felt soft. Like flesh
cooling in a morgue.
Carlos touched the wall. His fingers left marks. Not from dirt. From
indentation.
“This isn’t stone.”
Evan didn’t respond. He was staring at the carvings.
They weren’t Christian. Not pagan. Not anything that should be.
One figure had two faces, one weeping and one devouring. Another showed
a woman birthing herself. The cord wrapped around her neck.
Nina whispered, “Do you hear that?”
Carlos raised the mic. Static.
Then, breathing.
Not theirs.
The wall to their left inhaled.

The Chamber of Nails
The stairwell ended.
They entered a wide room. Smooth. Polished. Smelling of milk and meat.
The floor was etched with nails — not hammered. Laid out like language.
Spiral script that burned the eyes if stared at too long.
At the center stood a statue.
It wasn’t carved. It was preserved.
A naked man. Mouth sewn shut. Eyes replaced with stones. Skin flayed and
hung behind him like wings. His chest was open, ribs parted, heart gone. A
void remained.
“Real?” Mira asked.



“Too real,” Nina whispered.
Carlos filmed it. His hands shook.
Then the statue moved.
A twitch. Barely.
Lila stepped forward.
Evan grabbed her. “Don’t.”
She shrugged him off.
The statue raised a finger.
Pointed at the far wall.
A crack formed. Slowly. Deliberately. As if a mouth was opening.
The air changed.
The smell grew wet.
Then the wall split.
And behind it — a body.
Female. Naked. Tied in place with iron hooks through her hands and thighs.
Mouth sewn shut. Her eyes were still moving.
Still pleading.
Carlos lowered the camera. “We’re leaving.”
Lila turned. “Film it.”
“You’re sick.”
“She’s alive. That’s proof.”
“That’s torture.”
“That’s truth.”

Then she screamed.
The body.
The mouth tore itself open, stitches popping like knuckles. No sound came
out. Just blood. Liters.



It sprayed across the room, hot and pulsing. Mira screamed. Evan ran. Nina
fell.
The body burst.
Skin peeled off the muscle.
The heart — still attached — hit the ground with a splat.
It twitched once.
Then stopped.

Escape
They ran back up the stairs.
But the stairs weren’t stairs anymore.
Just slope. Flesh. Moving.
They crawled. Slid. Fell.
The cathedral laughed.
Not out loud. But around them.
Stone cracked. Doors groaned. Candles burst into flame without
touchFABIO S JOHN.
When they reached the nave again, it was different.
The altar was gone.
The pews were filled.
Each seat taken by figures with blank faces and mirrored eyes.
They stared.
Unmoving.
Watching.
Mira sobbed.
Nina whispered a prayer.
Lila turned to Carlos.
“Did you get it?”
Carlos looked down.



The camera was broken.
Cracked. Lens shattered.
The red recording light still blinked.
But it wasn’t blinking from the camera.
It was blinking from his chest.
Right under his shirt.
The cathedral had filmed him.

And somewhere, behind the walls, a reel began to spin.
The screen flickered.
The first scene played.
Carlos, age six. Screaming.
And the cathedral whispered:
“I remember you.”



THE ROOTS OF GOD
They didn’t sleep.
Not that night.
Not ever again.
The cathedral had taken something. Not just time. Not just sanity.
Something underneath those. Something that could not be named in words
but was felt in the marrow.
Carlos sat with his back against a weeping column. The blinking light
beneath his shirt had gone dark now, but he felt it still. Every few minutes
he touched his chest to make sure it hadn’t started again. It hadn’t. Not yet.
Not outside.
Lila stood at the cathedral's doorway, staring out into the field. The fungal
growth that carpeted the ground had started to breathe. Not fast. Not loud.
Just a gentle, pulsing rhythm — as if the earth had lungs. As if something
beneath the soil waited for them to move.
Nina was pacing. Her hands never stopped moving. Wrists twitching.
Fingertips tapping her thighs. She had once been a violinist. Now, all she
could hear was the scream that hadn’t left the stitched woman’s mouth.
Mira hadn’t spoken since they came up. She kept staring at the cracked
stained glass overhead. The face there — the one in the circular frame — it
had changed. It now looked like her. Eyes wide. Mouth open. Skin peeled
into ribbons.
Evan was the only one who had slept. Somehow. Curled on the cold floor,
smiling slightly. Like the nightmare made sense to him. He hadn’t spoken
since his journal bled onto his hands.

THE CHOIR HALL



It was Evan who found the second stairwell.
The first thing they noticed was the air: warm, but sterile. Like a hospital at
2 AM. The stone here was smooth. Too smooth. It had been polished
recently — not by tools, but by passage. As if something walked it, over
and over, until the rock was worn down like bone beneath rope.
“This wasn’t here,” Nina said.
“It was always here,” Evan replied. “We just hadn’t earned it yet.”

The stairwell was long. It sloped gently, not spiraling. The torches on the
wall lit themselves as they passed. One by one. Each one hissing to life,
vomiting black smoke that smelled like scorched fingernails.
They reached a long corridor. Carvings lined the walls. But these weren’t
religious. They were surgical. Diagrams of bodies splayed open. Uteruses
full of teeth. Tongues stapled into chests. One figure was crucified, but
upside down, with a hole in its pelvis leaking bones.
At the end of the hall stood two doors.
One was metal. Bolted. Screwed shut from their side.
The other… wood. Polished. Warm. Familiar.
Carlos reached for the handle.
“Wait,” Lila said.
Carlos looked at her.
“Something’s behind that door.”
Carlos opened it anyway.

THE ROOM OF ROOTS
It wasn’t a room.
It was a garden.
Of meat.
Veins stretched from the ceiling like vines, twisting down into a pulsing pit
of raw earth. Flowers bloomed from eye sockets nailed into the dirt. There



were no windows. No light. Only a red glow that came from below, casting
shadows that didn’t match their bodies.
In the center of the room stood a child.
Maybe ten years old.
Naked. Eyes black. Mouth sewn shut with what looked like barbed wire.
It didn’t move.
Carlos raised his camera.
It still worked.
The child blinked.
Mira gasped.
The veins began to shift. Slowly. Gripping the ceiling like fingers. They
were alive.
The child pointed. Not at them.
At Lila.

THE TESTAMENT OF THE BUILDER
Evan found the book.
It wasn’t on a shelf. It was growing from the wall.
He pulled it free. The cover was made of stitched flesh. The pages? Skin.
Written not in ink. But tattoos.
Each confession carved into the flesh of those who died building the
cathedral.

“I gave them my son because I believed the Bishop.”
“I heard the humming first. Then I forgot my wife’s name.”
“The altar took my spine. I didn’t resist.”
“He said it was God. But it had too many mouths.”

They were written in every language. In dialects long dead. Yet each of
them could read it.
The pages ended with a single word, etched deep in black:
"RETURN."



THE PIPE ORGAN
They found it in the next chamber.
Built from ribs. The keys made of knuckles. Pipes of femurs. Skulls opened
into bells.
Something was strapped to the bench. Not a person. What was left of one.
Stripped to muscle. Kept alive with hooks and wires. Its hands sewn to the
keys.
It played a single note. Over. And over. And over.
Carlos moved to film it.
Then it stopped.
And it turned its head.
Lila stepped forward.
The creature opened its mouth.
It had no tongue. No throat. Just sound.
A single word escaped:
“Confess.”

CONFESSIONS
It began with Nina.
She couldn’t stop.
“I let him die. My little brother. I heard him calling. I didn’t go. I was
scared.”
Then Mira.
“I lied about why I joined the team. I knew about the place. I thought we’d
find the truth, not a grave.”
Carlos trembled.
“I filmed my sister dying. I didn’t help her. I needed the footage. For
proof.”
Evan’s voice was barely human.



“I told them this place was myth. But I knew it wasn’t. I wanted it to exist. I
wanted to be believed.”
Lila didn’t speak.
She turned and left the room.

THE HEART OF THE ROOT
The stairs beneath the organ led deeper.
They didn’t descend them willingly. The cathedral shifted, forcing them.
Doors vanished. Walls moved. The only way was down.
The next chamber was shaped like a skull. The ceiling was a dome, etched
with spiral veins. The floor was soft. Warm. It pulsed.
In the center: a heart.
Suspended by tendrils of spine.
Still beating.
It wasn’t made of muscle. It was made of people. Faces molded together.
Eyelids twitching. Mouths whispering.
Carlos dropped his camera.
It landed on the floor and cracked.
The lens shattered.
And the heart stopped beating.

THE REVELATION
Evan approached the heart.
“It’s not just alive. It’s aware.”
“What is it?” Mira asked.
“The cathedral’s brain.”
Lila entered.
Silent.
Face blank.
She walked straight to the heart.



Without speaking, she took a shard of bone from the floor.
And stabbed it.
Once.
The heart screamed.
Not in sound.
In memory.
Each one saw something.
Carlos saw himself being dissected.
Mira saw her body cut open, organs rearranged like decor.
Nina saw a hallway made of her own teeth.
Evan saw the Builder.
His face was blank.
But his mouth moved.
And then the walls collapsed.

THE ASCENT
They ran.
No plan.
No path.
The cathedral had become a maze.
The walls bled.
The doors laughed.
The pews burst into flames.
Carlos’s shirt tore open — the blinking red light had returned, now pulsing
faster.
He screamed.
And the film began to play across the cathedral walls.
Footage no one had taken.
Footage from inside Carlos.



His dreams.
His sins.
His betrayals.
The cathedral showed everything.
And it fed.

THE STAIRWAY OF SKIN
Somehow, they found a stairway.
Not stone.
Not wood.
But flesh.
Layers of skin stretched into steps.
The walls pulsed. The air stank of placenta and bile.
They climbed.
And climbed.
Until a door appeared.
Just one.
Simple. Wooden.
Lila opened it.

THE ROOM OF MIRRORS
No walls.
Just glass.
Each one reflected a different version of them.
Mira, laughing as she drowned a child.
Nina, sewing her eyes shut.
Carlos, carving his name into a corpse.
Lila, standing at an altar, offering the team one by one.
Evan wasn’t there.



Because Evan was already inside the mirror.
Staring.
Smiling.

THE FINAL WORD
The mirrors cracked.
The cathedral screamed.
The doors slammed shut behind them.
And a voice — no language, just meaning — filled their skulls:

"You came to find the truth. But you brought only flesh. And now you
belong to memory."

They awoke.
Back in the nave.
Bleeding.
Different.
Carlos’s mouth was gone.
Nina’s hands were stitched into fists.
Mira’s eyes stared straight ahead — but they were glass now.
And Lila?
Lila was smiling.



THE BLOOD TAPESTRY
Morning never returned.
Not in the cathedral.
Time had no spine here.
The walls no longer wept.
They watched.
The team—what was left—sat in the silence.
Carlos.
Nina.
Mira.
And Lila.
But they were not the same four who had entered.
Carlos had stopped trying to speak.
His mouth was gone.
Skin where lips should be, stitched tight like a wound that never wanted to
heal.
He still filmed.
His hands, trembling, did what his voice could not.
Nina's hands were useless now.
Sewn shut at the wrists.
The threads were not fabric.
They were nerves.
Her fingers twitched inside their bloody wraps.
She made no sound, only stared at the floor and shook in waves.
Mira blinked too little.
Or too much.
Her eyes were glassy.
Reflective.



They saw what wasn’t there—and refused what was.
She whispered fragments of lullabies.
None of them familiar.
And Lila.
Lila stood taller.
Straighter.
She had not been untouched—she bore bruises around her neck where
invisible hands had once gripped her throat—but she looked calmer.
Focused.
She spoke like someone who had been spoken through.
“We keep going,” she said.

THE VEIN HALLS
The path that had once led to the stairs now bled.
Literally.
It pulsed underfoot, like walking across the muscle of a giant sleeping heart.
The walls were not made of stone anymore.
They were made of flesh.
Veined. Warm. Sticky to the touch.
Carlos aimed the camera.
The red light blinked again.
Not from the camera.
From the hallway itself.

Every fifteen feet, they passed a carving.
Not etched. Not chiseled.
Sliced.
With something dull.
The grooves were wide.
Each one showed someone dying.
One carving showed a man being folded in half—backward—until his ribs
erupted from his spine.



Another showed a woman strung by her intestines like a marionette.
A third—
“That's you,” Mira whispered.
They stopped.
It was Carlos.
Even without his mouth, even distorted in gore, it was him.
He was shown bent backward, camera fused into his skull. Lenses in his eye
sockets. Tripods through his shoulders.
A caption beneath, in that same spiraling script.
Evan, somewhere, read it aloud through their memories.

“You became what you watched.”
Carlos dropped the camera.
For the first time since they’d arrived, he sobbed.

THE ROOM OF STITCHES
The next chamber opened without a door.
Inside were bodies.
Hundreds.
Hanging from the ceiling like tapestries.
But these were not corpses.
They were patches.
Quilts.
Skins stitched together.
Leg to arm.
Breast to face.
Lips sewn over eyes.
Each skin bore a mark.
A memory.
A sin.
Carlos raised his camera again.



It didn’t blink.
It bled.
Thin, red fluid poured from the lens.
Dripping like tears.
Behind one curtain of stitched flesh, Nina saw movement.
She stepped forward.
Lila tried to stop her.
Too late.
The curtain parted.
Inside was her.
Not a memory. Not a statue.
Nina.
Nude. Gagged. Hands wrapped in wire. Knees raw. Hung by hooks through
her back. Still alive.
Her eyes begged.
Nina screamed.
And the reflection smiled.
The other Nina opened her mouth—wide—and dozens of tiny tongues
spilled out.
Each one whispered:
“You forgot me.”

THE MIRROR SEAT
Mira found the chair.
It wasn’t meant to be sat on.
It was alive.
A spine formed the backrest.
The seat was a pelvis, spread open.
Its legs were femurs, fused to the floor.
It had no cushions—only nails.
“Don’t sit,” Lila said.



Mira sat.
Her body trembled.
Her mouth twitched.
Her voice changed.
“Do you remember the first time you cut your skin just to feel anything?”
she asked.
It wasn’t her voice.
It wasn’t her question.
Nina tried to pull her up.
Mira’s skin began to flake.
Not in burns.
In memories.
Strips fell off.
Each one with a moment printed on it.
Mira crying under a bed.
Mira holding a bloody phone.
Mira staring at a mirror with nothing in her reflection.
By the time they pulled her off the chair, she was skinless.
Still breathing.
Still blinking.
But her face was gone.

THE ARCHIVE OF BLOOD
Lila led them deeper.
They passed through a hallway that pulsed like a throat.
The air reeked of boiled veins.
At the end was a library.
Not of books.
But of jars.
Each jar held blood.



Labeled in carved bone.
Names. Dates. Moments.
Lila walked along the shelf.
She found one with Carlos’s name.
She didn’t show him.
She found one with Mira’s.
And one with her own.
It said:
LILA - AGE 9 - FIRST KILL
She dropped the jar.
It didn’t break.
The blood inside screamed.

THE SHRINE OF THE BUILDER
The next room was silent.
So silent, it hurt.
In the center was a shrine.
A statue, shaped like the Builder.
But with no face.
No hands.
No heart.
It bled from the neck.
Black fluid.
And around it, tools.
Chisels made from teeth.
Hammers forged from femurs.
Scalpels twisted from ribs.
Each one covered in fresh blood.
Lila approached.



She touched the statue.
It breathed.
The others fell to their knees.
Images filled their minds.
Not thoughts.
Memories.
Of things that had not happened.
Of futures that might happen.
Of them, becoming what the cathedral wanted them to be.
Lila saw herself replacing the Builder.
Her hands red.
Her voice gone.
Her eyes closed forever.

THE AWAKENING
They awoke back in the nave.
No memory of how they returned.
Mira was breathing—but wrong.
Her chest moved sideways.
Carlos was curled in a ball.
His camera embedded into his spine.
Nina’s hands were gone.
Not sewn.
Gone.
Only smooth skin now.
As if they never existed.
And Lila?
She held the Builder’s chisel.
In her hand.
No blood on it.
Yet.



She looked at her team.
Broken.
Unrecognizable.
Transformed.
And she whispered:

“Only one of us has to finish this.”

The cathedral heard her.
The walls groaned.
The altar cracked.
And a stairway opened beneath them.
Down.
Always down.
Beneath the bones.
Beneath the roots.
Into the mouth of God.



THE WOMB OF GOD
There were no more stairs.
Only descent.
The cathedral had stopped pretending it was built.
Now it revealed what it truly was:
Grown.
Lila led.
Her hands were stained black from holding the Builder’s chisel.
She gripped it like a relic, or a leash.
Carlos stumbled behind her.
His mouth was gone, but he moaned now.
Low.
Unnatural.
Not in pain.
In rhythm.
Mira had stopped blinking.
Her glassy eyes reflected only the dark.
She no longer seemed to see the others.
Only walls.
Nina’s arms dangled uselessly.
No hands.
No fingers.
Just smooth endings, twitching like severed nerves trying to pray.
They walked through the dark as if through veins.

THE NEURAL HALL
The tunnel narrowed.



Thin tendrils of muscle lined the walls, twitching slightly with each
footstep.
The cathedral was awake now.
Not watching.
Feeling.
Its walls vibrated with murmurs.
The voices weren’t from above or below.
They were inside their own heads.
"Why did you come?"
"What were you hoping to prove?"
"Do you think you’re the first?"
No one answered.
No one could.
Because they weren’t being asked.
They were being recorded.

THE HEART TOMB
The passage opened into a vast chamber shaped like a dome.
At the center lay a pit.
It pulsed.
Red light.
Wet breath.
Thick mist.
The walls were made of bone.
Not stacked.
Melted.
Fused into a single exoskeleton of pain.
Nina fell to her knees at the edge of the pit.
Inside, something moved.



Not fast.
Not slow.
Deliberate.
A shape.
Shaped like a man.
But far too large.
A body made from hundreds.
Thighs.
Chests.
Spines.
All stitched together by something with no morality, only design.
It looked up.
It had no face.
But it had eyes.
Not where they should be.
All across its torso.
Dozens.
Maybe hundreds.
All blinking.
All wet.
All fixed on them.

Mira’s Offering
Without warning, Mira stepped forward.
She removed her jacket.
Her shirt.
Her skin.
She peeled it away like paper soaked in water.
No pain.
No scream.
She knelt before the pit.



Lila tried to stop her.
But Mira spoke.
Her voice—clear, now—unbroken.
“I remember now. I was born here.”
Nina whispered, “No…”
“I didn’t leave with the first team. I died. I just didn’t stop existing.”
She walked into the pit.
The thing welcomed her.
She vanished beneath the folds of muscle.
And the cathedral moaned.
Not in rage.
In pleasure.

Carlos Breaks
Carlos fell backward.
His camera, fused into his spine, began to project images on the wall.
But not of them.
Of others.
A family burning alive.
A child being dissected.
A girl who filmed her own drowning and smiled the entire time.
Each frame was branded with a single word:

“MEMORY.”
Carlos's body spasmed.
From his back, cords grew.
Thin.
Red.
They attached to the walls.
They merged him.



When the seizure stopped, Carlos was no longer breathing.
But he was still blinking.
He had become a lens.
A camera for the cathedral.
It had turned him into its eye.

The Black Pulpit
Only Lila and Nina remained.
Lila walked ahead.
Her bare feet now bled with every step, the stone beneath sharper with
every breath.
The hallway narrowed.
Then opened into a chamber like none they had seen.
Not built.
Not grown.
Birthed.
The walls throbbed.
Each pulse matched their hearts.
The air was humid.
The floor was soft.
Lila stepped into the center.
A pulpit rose.
Not carved.
Not mechanical.
It grew from the floor.
Veins coiled around it.
Atop it: a book.
Bound in hair and teeth.
Breathing.
Lila opened it.



Inside were no pages.
Only names.
Her team’s names.
One by one.

Each with a status.
MIRA: ASSIMILATED.
CARLOS: ADAPTED.
NINA: FRAGMENTED.
LILA: CHOSEN.

Nina’s Confession
Nina dropped to her knees.
She had no hands.
But she still had her voice.
And she used it.
“I lied,” she said.
“I didn’t come for the story.”
“I came to see him.”
“My brother.”
“He vanished here. Four years ago. I knew he was dead. But I thought
maybe… maybe…”
She sobbed.
Lila turned.
"You shouldn't have followed us down."
Nina blinked.
“What?”
But Lila didn’t explain.
She just raised the Builder’s chisel.



And walked toward her.

The Sacrifice
Nina stood.
“I trusted you.”
“You were never supposed to.”
Lila’s face twisted—not with rage.
With clarity.
“You were the last memory it needed.”
She raised the chisel.
Nina didn’t run.
She closed her eyes.
And whispered, “I forgive you.”

The chisel fell.
The screen went black.
No scream.
Just silence.
The pulpit closed.
The cathedral moaned one final time.
Then went still.

Above Ground
Somewhere far above, the clouds parted.
Sunlight touched the tower.
And for the first time in centuries,
the cathedral
exhaled.

Lila opened her eyes.



She stood in the clearing.
Alone.
The field around her was clean.
Green.
No blood.
No bones.
No sign of anything.
Just one door, standing upright in the grass.
The door she had entered days ago.
Weeks ago.
Or was it years?
She walked to it.
She touched the knob.
And the door whispered:

“Welcome home.”



THE CRADLE OF
MEMORY

The door did not open.
It inhaled.
Lila felt it—like standing in front of a massive mouth just before it breathes
you in. Her fingers, still clutched around the knob, began to tremble. Not
from fear.
From recognition.
This door had her fingerprints already. It had opened for her before.
But not in this life.

RE-ENTRY
She stepped through.
The light disappeared instantly.
Daylight became shadow.
Grass became flesh.
Wind became breath.
Lila fell forward.
Onto a floor that was soft.
Alive.
Breathing.
She was in a hallway again.
But this one pulsed.
Its walls were lined with fibers like muscle tissue. Veins ran like conduits,
twitching with heat. She touched one, and it throbbed beneath her palm.



She kept walking.
With every step, she remembered.
Not her own memories.
Not just hers.
Everyone’s.

THE ECHO HALLS
Each chamber she passed showed her things she’d already buried:
Her father’s corpse in the bathtub.
The time she watched a friend drown, camera in hand.
The first time she carved her name into her thigh with glass.
The hallway fed on it.
It grew longer.
Deeper.
Hungrier.
She reached a junction with no signs.
Only smells.
One path reeked of decay.
Another of burned sugar.
The third—formaldehyde and steel.
She chose the third.

THE SURGICAL SHRINE
It was cold here.
Metal gleamed where flesh had ruled before. The walls were black chrome,
pulsing like lungs with each of her steps.
In the center stood an operating table.
Rusty.
Used.
Occupied.
A body lay strapped to it.



Face wrapped in bandages.
Chest cut wide open.
Organs missing.
She moved closer.
There was something familiar in the curve of its neck. The shape of its ribs.
She pulled back the bandage.
Her own face.
Still warm.
Still blinking.
The mouth opened.
It spoke without lips:

“Do you regret?”
Lila staggered back.
The body rose without unbuckling.
It screamed—
But the scream wasn’t sound.
It was memory.

THE MEMORY MARKET
The room dissolved.
She was standing in a market stall made entirely of people.
Vendors with no mouths traded bottles of blood.
Jars filled with teeth.
Plates of flesh tattooed with names.
Behind the stall was a woman.
Eyes gouged.
Hair missing.
Skin flayed.
But smiling.
“Looking for yourself?” the woman asked.



Lila said nothing.
The woman lifted a mirror.
It didn’t show Lila.
It showed Nina.
Still alive.
Still bleeding.
Still running.
Somewhere beneath the cathedral.

BENEATH THE BENEATH
The room collapsed again.
Lila fell through the floor—
And into a second cathedral.
Smaller.
Older.
Dead.
No color.
No life.
Only silence.
At its center stood an altar.
On it:
A fetus.
Human.
Fully formed.
But eyeless.
Skinless.
It breathed.
Above it, carvings.
The Builder.
His hand holding not stone—
But a womb.



THE TRUE ORIGIN
The walls pulsed with a voice that wasn’t sound:

“The cathedral was not made to hold God. It was made to create
Him.”
“Each scream carved His spine.”
“Each sin shaped His skull.”
“Each memory... gave Him teeth.”
“You were not visitors.”
“You were cells.”

Lila stepped back.
But the floor gripped her feet.
Bone erupted from beneath, latching onto her ankles.
She couldn’t move.
A figure approached from the shadows.
It walked on backward feet.
Its hands were mouths.
Its face—
Carlos.
But not Carlos.
The cathedral’s Carlos.
It spoke through teeth in its palms:

“We need a mother.”

THE CATHEDRAL’S PROPOSAL
Lila struggled.
The bone chains held tighter.
Carlos-creature knelt.
He opened his stomach like a door.



Inside—Nina.
Alive.
Unconscious.
Limbs half-melded to the organ walls.
“You can take her place,” it said.
“Or watch her become something that remembers only hunger.”
The fetus on the altar began to cry.
It had no mouth.
It cried with memory.
Visions flooded Lila’s mind:
Her friends.
Their deaths.
Their betrayals.
All of them—filmed.
Edited.
Scored.
Played back for eternity.
The cathedral did not destroy.
It archived.

THE DECISION
Lila looked at the altar.
At Nina.
At the camera still fused to Carlos-creature’s spine.
And she smiled.
She reached into her jacket.
Pulled out the Builder’s chisel.
Carlos-creature recoiled.
“You don’t understand,” it hissed.
She lunged.



Slammed the chisel into its throat.
It didn’t bleed.
It projected.

THE FLOOD
The cathedral wailed.
A high-pitched, multi-layered scream that echoed in memory.
The walls cracked.
The fetus convulsed.
Its eyes opened—empty sockets filled with footage.
Of everyone.
Of everything.
And then—
Blood.
A flood.
A red tide swept through the halls.
The cathedral vomited its archives.
Chambers collapsed.
The Bone Choir shattered.
The stitched skins tore apart.
Every death replayed itself.
In reverse.

THE AFTERMATH
Lila awoke in the nave.
Alone.
Again.
Nina lay beside her.
Still breathing.



Still human.
Carlos’s camera sat on the altar.
Its red light finally dead.
Outside, birds sang.
Real birds.
The sky was clear.
The field, untouched.
The cathedral gone.
Only grass remained.
And in the dirt—
A single stained glass shard.
It showed Lila.
Holding a baby made of mouths.

EPILOGUE OF THE CHAPTER
She buried the chisel.
Left the field.
Never looked back.
But she could still hear it.
Inside.
Soft.
Gentle.
Humming.
Recording.



THOSE WHO REMAIN
Three weeks later.
The world had moved on.
No headlines.
No investigations.
No missing persons.
No news vans outside the field.
The land had healed.
But not Lila.

THE HOME SHE NO LONGER FIT
She walked through her apartment like a ghost.
Lights off. Curtains drawn. Dishes untouched.
The walls didn’t breathe.
The floors didn’t pulse.
And yet… she still stepped carefully, as if they might.
Nina slept in the second room.
When Lila found her after the flood, she hadn’t spoken for days.
Now, she sometimes hummed.
It wasn’t music.
It was the same hum the cathedral made.
Soft.
Wet.
Bone-deep.
Lila never asked her to stop.
Because the silence was worse.



THE SHADOW IN THE FOOTAGE
One night, Lila tried to erase the files.
She had transferred Carlos’s final camera footage to a hard drive. Hidden it.
Buried it in folders, renamed and forgotten.
But something kept restoring the original.
Folder name:
THE FLESH CATHEDRAL
Video file:
REMAINS.mov
It was 9 minutes and 34 seconds.
She had never played it.
Not until tonight.

THE VIDEO
It opened in total black.
Then:
Carlos’s breathing.
Rapid.
Panicked.
The screen blinked.
Light spilled in.
It wasn’t from a flashlight.
It was from a ribcage chandelier above.
Lila saw herself, standing over Nina, holding the chisel.
But she didn’t remember this angle.
The cathedral filmed it.
All of it.

Then came frames she had never lived.
A version of her laughing as Mira bled.
A version sewing Carlos to the altar.



A version dragging Nina by the hair through a tunnel of screaming mouths.
Her voice echoed:

“I did what the cathedral needed.”
“You all just arrived too late to be saved.”

She paused the footage.
Tried to delete it.
It duplicated itself instantly.
Now there were two copies.
One titled LILA_A,
the other LILA_B.
The red light on her webcam blinked.
She hadn’t turned it on.

THE VISITOR
At 3:33 AM, a knock at the door.
Nina was asleep, arms bandaged, lips stitched shut by her own request.
She said she didn’t want to talk anymore.
Not until the voice in her head stopped playing reels.
Lila opened the door.
No one there.
But at her feet: a box.
Wrapped in skin.
Her name carved into it.
No return address.
Inside:
A camera.
The same model Carlos had carried.
Pristine.
Unused.
Still in its packaging.



Taped beneath it: a note written in blood.
“You are the last archivist.”

THE DREAM THAT WASN’T
That night, Lila dreamed.
She walked through a burning hallway, filled with laughter.
Her own reflection watched her from every mirror.
And every version had different eyes.
Some sewn.
Some missing.
Some made entirely of tiny camera lenses.
At the end stood a crib.
Inside: the fetus from the altar.
It spoke without sound:

“You made me.”
“Now show me the world.”

THE SPREAD
Over the following week:

Nina began writing.
With her feet.
Using red chalk.
She wrote symbols Lila had seen deep in the cathedral walls.
Spirals.
Spirals.
Spirals.
Birds began dying outside their windows.
Always with their beaks torn off.
Their eyes missing.
A neighbor knocked on the door, bleeding from the ears.
She whispered:
“They’re recording again.”



Lila found her mirror fogged from the inside.

THE REALIZATION
The cathedral had never died.
It had simply changed shape.
It no longer needed stone or bone or blood-soaked halls.
It had something better.
A host.

THE REVELATION
One morning, Nina didn’t wake.
Her bed was soaked red.
Not blood.
But film.
Unspooled.
Sticky.
Laced with images of every moment Lila had buried.
When Lila reached for her, Nina opened her mouth.
Inside—rows of tiny cameras, all blinking.
Each one whispered:
“Archive complete.”

THE LAST CHOICE
Lila opened Carlos’s camera.
The lens blinked once.
Then began to spin.
Not like a shutter.
Like an eye adjusting.
She turned it on herself.
Spoke clearly.



“My name is Lila Vein.
I was the last to leave.
I am the only one who remembers.
And I’m not sure I ever left at all.”

Behind her, the apartment shuddered.
The walls pulsed once.
And the red light on the camera didn’t stop blinking.

FINAL SHOT
Lila walks toward the window.
The city outside is wrong.
Buildings twisted.
Streets curved inward.
People walking backward, their mouths stitched open.
And in the sky:
A spire.
Stone.
Meat.
Memory.
The cathedral never stayed behind.
It followed.



THE CITY THAT FORGOT
TO BREATHE

The world hadn’t changed.
But Lila had.
And so had the angles.
Windows reflected things that weren’t there.
Mirrors blinked.
Phones vibrated with silent calls from contacts that never existed.
The camera Carlos left her—
it never ran out of battery.
Never overheated.
And every time she powered it down, it came back on by itself.
The red light was always watching.

THE FIRST TO TURN
It started with the birds.
Then dogs barked at blank walls.
Then children started drawing spires in red crayon.
Then came The Waiters.
People who stood completely still in public, eyes wide, mouth agape, as if
buffering a scene that hadn't loaded yet.
They appeared on corners.
In stairwells.
At crosswalks.
Frozen.
Watching nothing.



Listening to something.
Nina called them “stillborns of memory.”
She no longer wrote with chalk.
She had moved on to bone shards.
Where did she find them?
Lila didn’t ask.
As long as the apartment didn’t scream at night, she let Nina draw.

THE BROADCAST THAT SHOULDN’T EXIST
At 2:46 AM, all city televisions switched on.
Every channel.
No warning.
No source.
A single image:
The Flesh Cathedral.
Underground.
Inverted.
Alive.
Its spires were buried deep, reaching up into the sky like roots breaking
through cement.
It pulsed on-screen.
And in living rooms.
And under skin.
Lila’s camera recorded it.
Then played it back.
In reverse.

THE ECHO OF HIM
Lila sat at her kitchen table.
Alone.
But the Builder was there.



Not visible.
Not physical.
But in every drip of the faucet.
In every hum of the fridge.
In the groaning pipes.
He whispered in architecture.
The ceiling cracked slightly.
Not randomly.
Precisely.
A symbol.
A glyph.
Spiral with vertebrae at the center.
She wept.
And from the bathroom, Nina said,

“You’re ready.”

THE RETURN OF MIRA
She arrived at the door wrapped in wet hospital sheets.
Her eyes were sewn shut.
But she spoke clearly.

“I didn’t die. I was catalogued.”
She held out her arms.
Burned.
Torn.
But reshaped.
Her veins now ran like writing.
Each capillary a sentence.

“He’s almost done forming.”
“The child needs a city.”

Lila let her in.
And the apartment expanded by four square meters.



They never built it.
It just… was.

THE NIGHT THE WALLS FORGOT THEY WERE WALLS
That night, the apartment lost its boundaries.
Doors didn’t lead to rooms.
They led to versions.
One showed Lila as a child again—alone, sharpening knives.
Another showed Carlos, merged with equipment, recording from inside a
woman’s womb.
One showed Nina hanging upside down from an iron cross, smiling with no
lips.
One door led back to the cathedral.
Exactly as they’d left it.
Silent.
Still.
Waiting.
Lila closed it.
It reopened by itself.

THE SYNDROME SPREADS
Hospitals filled with Echo Cases.
People screaming in languages not spoken in this dimension.
People exhaling smoke laced with film reels.
People tearing at their own skin, trying to find camera lenses beneath.
One man carved a projector into his chest.
He said,

“She’s not done telling the story.”
Then he died.
And kept blinking.



THE CHOICE OF THE MOTHER
The city’s heart began to rot.
Elevators stopped working—unless you were alone and bleeding.
Traffic lights changed based on your sin count.
Buildings breathed at night.
Lila understood now.
This wasn’t happening to the city.
The city was being rewritten.
By her.
And by Him.
The Builder’s chisel called to her.
She dug it out from under her floorboards.
It was warm.

THE NIGHT LILA BETRAYED HERSELF
Nina asked her:

“Would you kill me, if it meant saving the city?”
Lila said no.
Then yes.
Then nothing.

Mira watched them argue, smiling, sewing her mouth shut with wire again.
The room blinked.
Carlos’s camera turned.
And Lila knew:
She was being filmed again.
But this time, the viewer wasn’t the cathedral.
It was the child.

THE REVEAL



The fetus had not died.
It had grown.
Fed on memory.
Lila saw it—
in flashes.
In dreams.
In puddles.
In reflective glass.
Its body was human.
But it had no bones.
Its spine was made of recordings.
Each vertebra a tape.
A moment.
A sin.
It had no mouth.
Only a lens.
And it had started blinking.

THE RIFT
The apartment cracked.
Not in structure.
In time.
Lila saw herself again.
Three years ago.
Slitting her arm open after her brother’s funeral.
And beside her—
The Builder.
Not helping.
Just watching.
Recording.
She screamed.



And the rift sealed.

THE OFFERING
That night, the Waiters came.
They stood outside the building.
Eyes gone.
Teeth sharpened.
All humming.
Each one carried something:

A mirror.
A tape.
A jar of skin.

Mira opened the door.
Lila didn’t stop her.
The Waiters entered without sound.
They sat at the dining table.
Stared.
And waited.
Nina whispered,

“They need a director.”
Lila understood.

THE FINAL TAPE
She inserted the tape from the skin-wrapped box into the old VHS player.
The footage:
Black-and-white.
Low-res.
But clear.
The fetus.
In a throne of flesh.



It opened its lens-mouth.
And spoke in subtitles:

“All mothers betray.
All stories end in blood.
But not all stories end.”

The tape ended.
The room pulsed.
Mira’s mouth fell open.
Dozens of tiny camera lenses blinked behind her teeth.
And Lila smiled.

FADE TO BLACK
Outside, the city’s buildings all pointed inward now.
Toward a center that had no coordinates.
A cathedral unseen.
But never unfelt.
And from deep within the sewer lines—
A voice whispered:

“Roll credits.”



THE EPIDEMIC OF
MEMORY

The city was no longer a place.
It was a stage.
Built on film.
Lit by trauma.
Directed by something not alive, but far from dead.
It didn’t matter what street you walked.
If you turned a corner, you risked walking into a scene from your past.
Your real past.
And sometimes… someone else's.

THE OPENING SHOT
Lila stood atop an abandoned office building.
Below her, the skyline shifted.
Not with weather or tectonics.
But like an edit.
Buildings cut and pasted into new configurations.
Where a park had been: a burning maternity ward.
Where a hospital once stood: an altar of ribcages and rotating beds.
The air shimmered with distortion, like bad tape.
Behind her, Mira stood silently, holding a bundle wrapped in wet cloth.
Inside it:
The fetus.
Now the size of a cat.
Still eyeless.



Still pulsing.
Its spine now complete—each vertebra carved with names.
Carlos.
Nina.
Mira.
Lila.
And one new name:

You.

THE CITY’S NEW RULES
Over the following days, Lila documented what she called the Five Edits.
These were changes the cathedral made to reality:

1. Location Loops – Streets that lead nowhere suddenly led
somewhere else, somewhere they never had before.
You could enter your home and exit from your childhood
classroom.

2. Chrono-Fissures – Time snapped.
People relived traumas as if they were happening again, not just
remembering.
Car crashes that had happened 10 years ago repeated—same
screams, same blood.

3. Replica Spawns – Individuals caught in high-trauma loops
began replicating.
One woman was found living with twelve versions of her own
father—all abusive.
All convinced they were real.

4. Sensory Drift – People reported smelling screams.
Hearing rot.
Tasting their own unborn children.

5. Reel Possession – Some lost all memory of who they were.
Their eyes played films across the surface.
They didn’t speak.
They just projected.



THE REBIRTH OF CARLOS
Carlos was gone.
Dead.
Archived.
But now he appeared.
On screens.
Reflections.
Even in dreams.
His camera-eye had taken root in the city.
Each appearance came with one message:

“This scene was never yours.”
When Lila first saw him, he was on the window of a passing bus.
She blinked.
He said nothing.
But behind him stood hundreds of screaming children—
all filming each other.

NINA'S ASCENT
Nina had changed.
She no longer spoke with her mouth.
But she spoke through architecture.
She’d begun designing buildings.
With no experience. No training.
And yet…
Her sketches created structures that bled when torn.
That moaned during sunset.
That echoed back the words you tried to forget.
Lila confronted her.

“You’re helping it.”



Nina smiled.
“I’m helping you.”

Lila slapped her.
Nina only whispered,

“We can’t unbuild the cathedral.
We can only complete it.”

THE 11TH DOOR
Mira found it in an alley where no alley should be.
Behind a gas station.
Between two dumpsters.
An iron door.
Eleven locks.
No keyholes.
Only names etched into each lock.

Nina
Carlos
Mira
Lila
The Builder
The Mother
The Director
The God
The Watcher
The Betrayer
The Reader

Mira turned to Lila.
“One name hasn’t bled yet.”
“The Reader.”

Lila looked at the camera.
“We’re being watched.”



THE READER'S TEST
Suddenly, the sky split open.
Not thunder.
Footage.
Massive reels falling from the clouds, spilling images across the air.
Moments from your life.
Yes—yours.
You reading this now.
The moment you doubted this story.
The moment you felt sick and kept reading anyway.
The moment you imagined the deaths and liked it.
And the cathedral spoke:

“You cannot consume without consequence.”
“Now… participate.”

THE IMMERSION BEGINS
All screens across the city displayed the same thing:
A countdown.
00:10:00
Below it:

“Roll camera.”
People began to scream.
Not in fear.
In remembrance.
They began acting out moments they didn’t know they had.

A man relived his suicide attempt from six years ago on a
subway platform.
A girl gave birth to her own twin in reverse.
An elderly woman chanted the names of children she never had.



THE CRADLE OPENS
The fetus began to grow rapidly.
It no longer resembled a child.
It resembled a director's chair made of flesh.
The kind you don’t sit on.
The kind you get strapped to.
Mira carried it to the altar Lila had built in her apartment, made from
memory-objects:

Carlos’s camera.
Nina’s chalk.
The shard of stained glass.

She placed the fetus on it.
It blinked.
The lights across the city died.

THE TRUTH IN CLOSING
Lila gathered them.
The last survivors.

Mira
Nina
The dozen Waiters who had become set designers

They sat in a circle.
Each held something they regretted.
Lila held her father’s knife.
She whispered:

“We didn’t survive the cathedral.”
“We became it.”

THE NEW CHAPTER



The camera panned back.
The city now pulsed in frames.
The cathedral stood at the heart of it, invisible to the naked eye but not to
memory.
And at the top—
A tower of bone and lenses.
Inside it, a small screen.
On that screen:
Your face.
Blinking.



THE TRAITOR’S CUT
Every story has a traitor.
But in the cathedral's script, betrayal wasn't an act.
It was a requirement.

THE FALSE BEGINNING
Lila woke up in a white room.
White bed.
White walls.
Clean sheets.
No cathedral.
No Mira.
No Nina.
No Carlos.
Just silence.
She was in a hospital.
The chart said she’d been in a coma.
Thirty-one days.
The nurse told her there had been an accident.
She was found in a field.
Bloodied.
Alone.
No ID.
Lila blinked.
Her first thought wasn’t confusion.
It was:



“They cut the wrong scene.”

THE RETURN OF THE CUT
That night, when the nurse left—
The walls of the hospital peeled back.
Like film melting in a projector.
And Lila saw the set.
Behind the clean white room:

Lights on booms.
Blood bags off-camera.
Makeup kits for bruises.

This wasn’t recovery.
It was reshoot.
The cathedral had placed her in a false reality.
A director’s cut.
One more scene to test her loyalty.

THE SCRIPT ON HER SKIN
In the mirror, her reflection moved differently.
She turned left.
It turned right.
Then it raised its shirt.
Words had been carved across its belly.
Not cuts.
Script lines.

INT. WHITE ROOM – NIGHT
LILA AWAKENS, UNAWARE SHE’S BEEN FILMED FOR
SEVERAL DAYS.
SHE MUST CHOOSE: COMPLIANCE OR CREATION.

Below that, one line:



“TRAITOR MARK: STILL PENDING”

THE RETURN OF MIRA
Mira appeared in the reflection first.
Then stepped out of it.
No footsteps.
No sound.
Her arms were wrapped in film stock.
Each reel contained a memory.
She dropped one to the floor.
Lila picked it up.
The label said:

“CARLOS – MOMENT OF BETRAYAL”
She loaded it into the player beside her bed.
The footage rolled.

THE MOMENT THEY NEVER SAW
Carlos, long before the trip to the cathedral, was in a room with a man.
The Builder.
Only now he wore a suit.
And a smile.
He placed a camera in Carlos’s hand and whispered:

“Film everything. But don’t warn them.”
Carlos nodded.
Tears in his eyes.

“Will it hurt them?”
“It’ll remember them.”
“And me?”
“You’ll become the reel.”



Carlos accepted.
He was never tricked.
He volunteered.

THE SHATTERING OF LILA
Lila watched in silence.
Then Mira spoke.

“Now you know.
But that’s not the betrayal.”
“Then what is?” Lila asked.

Mira smiled.
“Yours.”

THE TURNING POINT
In another reel, Lila saw herself—
not from her own eyes.
From Nina’s.
Lila telling her, “We’ll survive.”
Then, later that night—
Lila leading Nina down the wrong hallway.
The one with the walls that ate memory.
And smiling.

THE SCRIPT REWRITES ITSELF
The walls of the hospital room dissolved again.
She was back in the cathedral.
The true cathedral.
Alone.
Carlos’s camera hovered mid-air.
Recording.



It projected a final reel.
Labeled:

“LILA – ACT OF FINAL BETRAYAL”
She screamed at it.
“I didn’t betray them! I tried to save them!”
The footage played.

THE UNFORGIVABLE SCENE
The altar.
The fetus.
The city’s sky bleeding above it.
Mira pleading: “Don’t let it be born.”
Nina crawling, half-transformed: “Don’t let it see us.”
And Lila—
cutting the cord herself.
Smiling.
Holding the baby made of teeth.
Whispering to it:

“We need new viewers.”

THE VERDICT
The walls closed in.
Carlos’s voice echoed from the shadows:

“You’re not the protagonist.”
“You’re not the survivor.”
“You’re not the mother.”
“You’re the editor.”
“And you chose to keep the worst parts.”

THE TRIAL OF THE TRAITOR



The cathedral formed a circle of watchers.
All with her face.
Each reflected a different version:

Lila the coward.
Lila the liar.
Lila the martyr.
Lila the director.

Each held a vote.
They spoke in unison:

“Guilty of memory manipulation.
Guilty of emotional editing.
Guilty of narrative betrayal.”

Lila cried out:
“Then kill me.”

The watchers laughed.
“You don’t get to die.”
“You get to explain.”

THE ROOM OF CONFESSION
She was dragged to a small room.
One chair.
One spotlight.
One audience.
Us.
The readers.
The cathedral forced her to look directly into Carlos’s camera.
To speak her truth.
And she did.



Broken.
Sobbing.

“I wanted them to love me.
So I rewrote the worst things I did.
I let Carlos die.
I used Nina.
I watched Mira suffer and called it plot.
Because pain is all I knew.
And because… I didn’t want to be the villain.”

The cathedral whispered:
“You were never the villain.”
“You were the mirror.”

THE MERGING
As she confessed, the camera lens split open.
Inside—an eye.
Alive.
Wet.
Human.
It blinked once.
Then climbed out.
It wasn’t a camera anymore.
It was the Child.
Grown.
Walking.
Shaped like her regrets.
It held out its hand.
“Show me the next scene,” it whispered.
And Lila took it.

THE END OF CHOICE
The city faded behind her.



The sky curled inward.
The final shot zoomed out.
Revealing:

The cathedral no longer rooted in soil.
But floating.
In a void made of archived trauma.
In a dimension of permanent reruns.

One last voiceover:
“Every story ends with betrayal.
But the best ones... begin with it.”



THE FINAL CUT
“Pain is not the climax.
Memory is.”
—The Builder's last spoken line

SCENE ONE: THE WOMB ABOVE THE SKY
The cathedral no longer stood on earth.
It had become a floating wound, orbiting just outside reality.
The stars bent around it.
Planets twisted to avoid it.
It had outgrown its architecture.
Inside, the halls were endless now—looping corridors made from mirrors
that remembered.
Every reflection played a different version of what had happened.
Some happy.
Most horrific.
Lila walked barefoot across a floor made of film reels, each unspooling
under her steps.
Behind her walked the Child—now full-sized.
No face.
Only lenses.
A camera for a head, mouth stitched with exposed wires.
It recorded everything.

SCENE TWO: THE PROCESSION OF THE DEAD
As they moved through the final corridor, the walls parted.
From each side emerged the dead.



Carlos, merged fully with the camera, body reduced to tripods
and static.
Mira, mouth forever sewn, arms coated in reel strips of
forgotten sins.
Nina, transparent, her body made of drafts, incomplete but still
bleeding.

They did not walk.
They projected themselves forward.
Images without gravity.
Souls on autoplay.
Lila stopped.
The Child turned to her.

“You must decide:
Final edit… or full release?”

SCENE THREE: THE ROOM THAT BLEEDS MEMORY
The chamber at the end had no light.
It was lit by remembering.
As Lila stepped inside, scenes from her life hovered in the air like floating
wounds:

Her childhood room, wallpapered with screaming faces.
Her first kiss, under the table during her father’s funeral.
The time she left her mother to die alone in the hospital while
she filmed strangers crying in the hallway.

Each memory now had a price tag.
She could choose to delete any of them.
Erase them forever.
Give the cathedral nothing.
Starve it.
End it.
But the price was her identity.



SCENE FOUR: THE BETRAYAL THAT HURT MOST
She reached the final memory.
The one she had refused to acknowledge.
It was not Carlos.
Not Nina.
Not Mira.
It was herself.
Sitting alone in her apartment.
Watching the first cut of their trip.
Laughing.
Crying.
Rewinding.
Altering.
She had edited out Mira’s screams to make herself look braver.
She had lowered the volume of Carlos’s panic to make her plan seem
stable.
She had muted Nina’s confessions.
And then—uploaded it.
A documentary.
Presented to trauma survivors.
Award-winning.
The world applauded her.
And never knew the truth.
She had betrayed not just them.
But us.
The viewers.

SCENE FIVE: THE FINAL EDIT
The Child stood before her, arms extended.
One hand held a red pen.
The other, a knife made from Carlos’s spine.



“Truth or illusion?” it asked.
“Confession… or continuation?”

Lila stepped forward.
She didn’t speak.
She took the pen.
And carved her confession across her own chest.
Each word etched into flesh.
A story told in scars.

“I lied. I used. I watched. I smiled. I took. I bled them dry.”
When she was done, the room began to fall apart.
The cathedral shuddered.
The lenses across its skin all blinked in sync.

SCENE SIX: THE RESOLUTION
The cathedral collapsed inward.
Not violently.
But peacefully.
Like someone finally exhaling after centuries of guilt.
The sky folded in on itself.
The floating altar broke into ash.
The memories, one by one, turned to light and vanished.
Carlos smiled for the first time.
Mira exhaled through her stitched mouth.
Nina became whole.
And Lila—
She walked into the fading void, body covered in text, unashamed.
She had become what the cathedral always wanted:
A complete memory.



But…
Somewhere else.
In another city.
On another screen.
A child opens a video file 1abelled:

“THE FLESH CATHEDRAL – RAW FOOTAGE”
The screen flickers.
A voice speaks:

“There was another survivor.”
The child blinks.
His mouth stretches open, wide and wet, filled with camera lenses.
And from inside him, a whisper:

“We’re live.”



ROOM 313 WASN'T REAL
There was never a Room 313.
That’s what the staff at Pinehollow Psychiatric Facility insisted.
The building had 312 rooms. Nothing more.
Yet every nurse remembered hearing screams behind a door that didn’t
exist. Screams that came with static. Screams that stopped clocks.
And a boy.
They didn’t remember his name. Only his face. Sometimes not even that—
just the way the hallway felt colder after midnight. Like someone had been
dragged through it.
No records. No footage. No body.
Only the smell of burnt film and hospital bleach where the room should’ve
been.

The boy’s name was Elijah.
He wasn’t sick.
He was edited.
The first signs came on his tenth birthday. A red light blinking behind his
eyes. Dreams that didn’t belong to him. Memories that felt like VHS tapes
played too many times—grainy, wrong, looping.
He spoke about a church made of body parts.
A god with no name.
Walls that blinked.
The nurses upped his medication.
His mother cried in the hallway and stopped visiting two weeks later.



They called it psychosis.
They missed the truth.
Elijah wasn’t hallucinating.
He was broadcasting.

The boy began drawing.
Not pictures.
Floorplans.
Blueprints of a building buried beneath the city.
No windows. No exits. Just one long hallway leading to an altar that bled.
He said he saw it every night.
And every night, he lost a piece of himself.
First his voice.
Then his reflection.
Then his name.
He woke one morning and asked the doctor, “What do you call someone
whose life was replaced by someone else’s footage?”
The doctor smiled politely.
And prescribed another sedative.

Three days before his final disappearance, Elijah began vomiting film.
The staff didn’t report it.
They were afraid.
One nurse claimed to see words moving across his skin.
“SCENE ONE: THE BOY WHO WAS ERASED.”
They strapped him down.
Elijah didn’t scream anymore.
He watched the ceiling.
And whispered to it like it could hear him.



The night he vanished, the cameras in the ward cut to static for six minutes
and thirteen seconds.
When they returned, Elijah was gone.
So was his bed.
So was the room.
No blood. No clothes. No door.
The hallway behind Room 312 now looped.
Anyone who tried to walk it ended up back at the nurse’s station, with a
faint headache and the taste of iron in their mouths.

When investigators arrived, the only clue left behind was a reel.
Burnt at the edges.
Wrapped in hospital tape.
Its label read:

“THE BOY WHO REMEMBERED TOO MUCH.”
Inside the reel: footage of a cathedral.
Made from skin and memory.
Breathing.
Whispering.
Waiting.

The city never noticed.
But somewhere beneath Hollowpine, far below the subway lines and broken
tunnels, something stirred.
The reel began to spin.
And the red light blinked again.



THE BRANDED CHILD
The rain in Hollowpine didn’t wash anything away. It wasn’t water. It was
memory—falling from a sky that forgot how to be clean.
Rue stood in it, skin damp, hair sticking to her face, eyes wide open as if
trying to prove she still existed. Most days, she wasn’t sure. Mirrors had
stopped working for her. People’s faces blurred when they tried to talk to
her. Cameras blinked and turned off.
The city called her a ghost.
But Rue wasn’t dead. She was being erased.
She lived in a room that changed shape every morning. Cracked windows,
one mattress, four locks on the door. The power flickered even when the
grid was fine. The walls sometimes breathed. She painted over them. It
didn’t help.
In her dreams, she walked through a hallway made of lungs. The air tasted
like film glue and secrets. A voice called her name backward: Eur.
She hadn’t said her full name in months. It tasted wrong now.
Sometimes, when she blinked, she saw something red in her reflection. A
flicker. A dot. A light. Recording.

The first time she saw the door, she knew it had been waiting.
It was behind an abandoned textile mill in the industrial gut of Hollowpine,
where the streetlights stuttered and the air smelled like old wires. The alley
was narrower than she remembered. That was the first sign.
The second was the silence.
Even the rats had left.
The third—the most important—was the door itself.



No handle. No hinges. No seams.
Just black.
A deep, bruise-colored thing pressed into the wall like scar tissue. It pulsed
faintly, like something behind it was alive and dreaming.
Rue felt her hand rise. She didn’t tell it to.
When her fingers touched the surface, it was warm. Soft. Like skin.
The red light behind her eyes flared. And she remembered drowning.
Not in water. In footage.

The door didn’t open. It accepted her.
One second, she was in the alley. The next, she was standing in a hallway
that moved like a throat.
The walls weren’t built. They were grown. Each step she took, the ground
twitched. Each breath, the air pulsed like a film reel unraveling.
Hundreds of film canisters hung from the ceiling by veins. Some shook.
Some wept.
Each was labeled with names. Carlos. Mira. Nina.
Then she saw one with hers.
“Rue – Age 6 – The Day She Did Nothing.”
The reel dropped into her hands. It played against the wall.
She was small. Holding a camcorder. Her sister was in the bathtub,
laughing. Then coughing. Then still.
Rue in the footage didn’t move. Didn’t help. Just… recorded.
The hallway whispered:

“The camera was always part of you.”
She ran.

The floor collapsed under her.
She fell through reels. Each one brushed her skin like cold fingers:

“You watched.” “You enjoyed it.” “You chose silence.”



She landed in a chapel. A grotesque thing made of kneeling bodies and bone
pews.
A screen flickered above the altar. Her sister’s face appeared. Eyes open.
Mouth closed.
A subtitle blinked across the screen: “Scene One: The Branded Child
Returns.”
Rue collapsed. The camera in her chest blinked red. REC.
And far below the chapel floor, something else opened its eyes for the first
time.
It had no mouth. Just a projector.
It whispered:

“Welcome back.”



EDITED SKIN
Rue didn’t dream anymore. She projected.
The floor of the cathedral had swallowed her like a trapdoor lined with
teeth, and now she lay on something warm, trembling beneath her like a
heartbeat with no rhythm.
She woke in a room that wasn’t a room. It was a wound.
The walls were stitched muscle. The ceiling was a breathing film screen,
gently pulsing with light. And the air… the air smelled like sweat and tape.
Her clothes were gone. She wore a gown of old VHS reels. Wrapped tight.
Humming. Each time she moved, it whispered soundtracks from her
childhood.
Someone else’s voice echoed inside her skull:

“This is your edit bay.”

The door opened sideways. Not like a door. Like a healing scar being ripped
back open.
Rue stepped through. The hallway beyond flickered—frames skipping.
Reality was jittering, as if being fast-forwarded and rewound at the same
time.
She saw images playing in mid-air:

Her sister in the bathtub.
Her mother screaming in a hallway.
Rue smiling with blood on her chin.

She whispered, “None of this is real.”
The cathedral replied:

“Reality is what the footage agrees on.”



Rue found a mirror. But it wasn’t reflective. It was a display.
It showed her body like a doll being edited. Scars appearing, vanishing,
shifting. Words being carved into her skin.
“SCENE TWO: THE ONE WHO WATCHED.” “DIRECTION:
INDIFFERENCE.” “ACT: 2 of 5.”
She clawed at her arms. The letters burned. But nothing bled.
Because there was no blood. Just strips of film coiled under her skin.

The corridor twisted into a vault. Shelves lined with jars. Each jar pulsed
like a tiny heart. Each one labeled with a sin.
She passed:

“Lust (Unspoken)”
“Fear (Abandoned)”
“Forgiveness (Unrendered)”

At the center of the room was a chair. Spiked.
A reel hovered above it.
She didn’t want to sit. She sat anyway.
The reel dropped into her lap. A subtitle appeared across the walls:

“Scene Three: Rue Begins the Cut.”
And her body started shaking.
The chair impaled her with memories.
Flashes:

Her sister calling for help.
Rue filming.
Rue whispering, “Hold still, it looks better like this.”

Rue screamed. But the cathedral recorded it.
The scream turned into dialog. The dialog became prophecy.
She fell forward. Skin shedding behind her.
She crawled into the next room.



It was filled with mirrors. All showing versions of her.

Rue covered in scars.
Rue with no eyes.
Rue holding her sister’s drowned body.

Each one reached out and touched the glass. The room moaned.
And every version said the same thing:

“You edited her out.”
The floor opened. She fell again.
Spiraling. Screaming.
She hit bottom. Or something close to it.
A screen blinked on.

“SCENE FOUR: RUE ACCEPTS THE SCRIPT.”
She was no longer a girl. She was an edit in progress.
And far beneath, in a chamber lined with teeth and silence, the camera
inside her finally began to record.



DIRECTOR’S CUT
Rue didn’t walk anymore. She moved as if pulled by a scene already
written.
The cathedral had taken her shape and carved a storyboard out of her spine.
Every decision she made had already been drafted. Every memory she
doubted became a script revision.
She was walking through a hallway of red curtains. Each one was stitched
from old film reels. They swayed gently, whispering lines from scenes
she’d never acted in but felt guilty for.
Behind each curtain: a small room. Each one was a replica of a moment
she’d forgotten.

Her sister’s empty bed.
Her mother’s phone, shattered in the bathtub.
Rue herself, aged ten, staring at a camcorder instead of crying.

And behind the final curtain: The Director.

He wore her father’s face. Not the real one—Rue never knew her real
father. This face was built from projection damage and memory rot. A blank
mask with camera lens eyes and teeth made of film sprockets.
He sat in a high-backed chair made of stacked tape reels. Monitors blinked
around him, each one showing a scene of Rue from a different timeline.

Rue as a mother.
Rue dead in a bathtub.
Rue smiling with a knife in her hand.

He gestured for her to sit across from him. The chair appeared as she looked
at it.



It pulsed. Breathed.
She sat.

"Scene Five," the Director rasped. "The first lie."
Rue tried to speak. Her mouth only moved when he allowed it.
He raised a hand. The room dimmed. The screen behind him played a loop:

Her sister laughing.
Rue holding the camcorder.
Rue mouthing: “Don’t stop.”

She looked away. The Director slammed a reel into the console. The walls
glowed.

“Every lie becomes a new scene.”
Rue whispered, "She didn’t die because of me."
The Director leaned forward.

“She died because of you.” “Because you filmed instead of touched.”
“Because you needed to finish the shot.”

Her hands trembled. Tape began to unwind from her wrists. Her veins split
open—no blood, just film.
The Director laughed. His voice was static.

“Let me show you what the others did.”
He played them. Rue after Rue after Rue.
Some saved their sister. Some killed her. Some joined her in the tub.
Only one version ever survived the edit.
This one. Rue Prime.
The cathedral’s original footage.

"You’re not here to be saved," the Director said. "You’re here to justify the
ending."
He offered her a script. It was written in her sister’s handwriting.

“Final Scene: Rue confesses, but no one forgives.”



She tore the script in half. Screamed. It came out distorted. The cameras
glitched.
The Director’s mask cracked.
She ran. Through curtains. Through scenes. Through versions of herself
dying and screaming.
A monitor exploded beside her. It showed her future:

Rue being archived.
Rue forgotten.
Rue smiling as her reel was burned.

She didn’t stop running. Not this time.

She burst through a final veil. Landed in a theatre. Empty. Silent. Except for
one figure in the front row.
Her sister.
But not a memory. Not a projection.
Alive.
Eyes open. Mouth stitched shut.
She pointed at Rue. Then at the screen.
It blinked:

“SCENE SIX: RUE REFUSES THE SCRIPT.”
The entire cathedral shuddered.
And for the first time, Rue felt something inside her that didn’t belong to
the camera.
Choice.



THE FILM THAT
REMEMBERS

The theatre was dead silent.
Rue stood beneath the screen, her breath heavy, her skin still unraveling
into tape. Her sister sat in the first row, unmoving, eyes open, lips stitched.
Yet somehow—alive. Not replayed. Not archived. Present.
The screen behind her flickered.

“SCENE SEVEN: WHEN THE SUBJECT WON’T OBEY.”
The lights above her blinked blood red. The cathedral had noticed her
resistance.
It didn’t like it.
A deep hum filled the air. Every chair in the theatre twisted and transformed
—no longer seats, but open mouths, gasping and moaning. A projector
lowered from the ceiling, long and dripping. Its lens aimed at Rue’s chest.
REC.
She turned to her sister. No reaction. But the eyes moved. Tracked her.
Tears welled.
Rue took a shaky step forward. She opened her mouth. “Lina…”
The moment her voice broke through the silence— everything screamed.

The film in her arms tightened, constricting like a parasite. The theatre
cracked open down the middle. Rows of tape spooled from the walls.
Screaming frames. Melting reels.
And from the crack below rose a figure.
It was her.



But wrong.
Her face was split down the middle—one half smiling, one half weeping.
Her spine was a reel on playback. Her arms bent backward. Her voice
sounded like tape played too fast:

“You forgot how to finish it.”
Rue stumbled backward. The Rue-thing climbed out of the pit, dragging a
camcorder wired directly into her heart.
The cathedral echoed:

“SCENE EIGHT: THE MIRROR ARRIVES.”
Rue ran.

The theatre peeled away. Now she was in a long hallway lined with
televisions. Each one showed her. Every sin. Every silence. Every time she
should’ve screamed but didn’t.
And in every one: Her sister died.
Rue screamed.
One television shattered. Another blinked to black.
Her scream had power.
She kept screaming. Room by room. Screen by screen. Until the hallway
began to shrink. Until the televisions cracked. Until the entire cathedral
groaned like it was being overwritten.

She collapsed into a circular chamber. At its center: a reel suspended by
threads of red muscle. On it: “RUE PRIME – UNEDITED MEMORY”
She touched it.
And it opened.
Inside: the real moment.
No footage. No distortion. Just Rue, six years old.
In a bathroom. Her sister laughing. Choking. Rue moving. Trying to help.
Falling. Panicking. Pulling her out too late.
She had tried.



But the footage had lied.
The cathedral had edited her into a villain.
Rue fell to her knees. Sobbing.
She wasn’t evil. She was just late.
And they turned that into betrayal.

Above her, a speaker crackled. The cathedral whispered:
“Scene Nine: THE SUBJECT REMEMBERS.”

Rue stood. Covered in film and tears.
She looked up. The room glitched. Every reel in the chamber began to spin
backward.
One word formed in the walls: “Rewrite.”
The projector above her chest blinked red.
Rue didn’t run this time.
She reached inside herself. Pulled the reel from her ribs.
Held it up to the light.
And said:

“Let’s start again.”
The film obeyed. The cathedral flinched. And far below, her sister opened
her stitched mouth and screamed.



REELS OF REBELLION
The scream split the cathedral.
Rue stood shaking, clutching the reel pulled from her ribs. It flickered with
raw light—unfiltered, unedited truth—and the walls responded like they
were being burned. The breathing flesh around her buckled. Screens
cracked. Reel canisters leaked memory like black ink.
The stitched mouth of her sister opened fully. From it poured not words, but
footage.
Grainy and colorless. A scene Rue had never seen before.
Her sister alone. Crying. Calling for Rue.
And Rue never came.
But in this version, Rue was locked in her room—pounding on the door,
begging someone to open it. A figure walked away, ignoring her.
The face was familiar.
Her mother.
The cathedral had cut the real scene. Buried it. Blamed her.

“You were never guilty,” her sister said—not with voice, but with tape.
“You were just easy to edit.”

The chamber exploded with light.
Rue’s skin split. Tape unspooled from her back.
Not pain. Power.
She screamed—not in fear, but in rage.
And the cathedral screamed with her.



The walls twisted violently. The architecture restructured. Now she stood
inside the Scriptorium, a massive circular library of living film. Every
shelf breathed. Every step echoed like a director’s clapboard.
On every wall: scripts. Millions. Each one labeled:

“Rue – Scene X – Version 11.2”
“Lina – Death Final B”
“Mother – Cut from Memory”

Rue tore through the shelves. Burned the lies. Watched fake memories
disintegrate into light.
The film strips screamed as they died.
One reel tried to escape. She stepped on it.
It moaned:

“Without us, you are nothing.”
She whispered:

“Then I’ll become nothing.”
And crushed it.

Alarms blared. Not sound. Emotion.
The cathedral roared. From above, thousands of cameras descended—red-
eyed sentinels, trying to recapture her.
She ran.
Through a corridor of betrayal. Each wall a timeline. Each step a new
possibility trying to overwrite her.
But she kept the reel. Her reel. The truth.

She found a door labeled: “UNSEEN SCENES”
It opened with a heartbeat.
Inside: a void.
Empty.
No script. No cameras. Just black space waiting to be filmed.



She stepped in.
The reel in her hand unspooled and wrapped around her like armor.
Her sister followed. Lina walked forward—bleeding celluloid from her
stitched jaw, holding her own broken reel like a weapon.
The two of them stood in the dark. Facing the unseen.
And Rue said the words that didn’t exist in any version of the script:

“This is not a memory.” “This is now.”
The black around them cracked.
The cathedral cried out.
And the unseen began to record.



THE REWRITE
The cathedral had no voice. So it used hers.
Rue stood in the dark room beyond the "UNSEEN SCENES" door, the reel
from her ribs wrapped tight around her like second skin. Her sister, Lina,
stood beside her—half-real, stitched mouth slightly open, her own footage
leaking from every step.
The void around them twisted. A word formed in the dark. “REWRITE.”
The black walls blinked. And the new script began to write itself.
In blood. In film. In Rue’s own voice.
She tried to scream. Her mouth wouldn’t open. The reel tightened. She was
being re-authored.

Suddenly, she was back in the bathtub. But not as herself. As Lina.
She could feel the water. The slipping breath. The helplessness.
And across the bathroom stood a child—Rue. Holding the camcorder.
Expressionless.
Except it wasn’t her. Not really. The girl’s eyes blinked red. Recording.
The cathedral was showing her what she had supposedly done. Again. But
from the other side.
Trying to bury her truth. Trying to make her believe she was the one who
drowned her sister.
Rue tried to move. Her limbs wouldn’t obey.
The water began to rise.
She screamed. This time, it worked.



Reality cracked. She slammed back into the black room. Panting. Sweating.
Alive.
Lina touched her hand. The stitches on her mouth ripped open, reel by reel.
She whispered:

“Don’t let them write you out.”
The void shrieked. The air rippled like film catching fire.
Above them, the ceiling opened. The Narrative Core lowered.
A pulsating orb of reels and mouths. It spoke every language. It whispered a
hundred rewrites of Rue’s story. Each one more violent. More humiliating.
More wrong.

“Be the villain,” it said. “Be the sacrifice.” “Be anything—but don’t be
free.”

Rue said nothing. She lifted the reel from her ribs. It lit up.
“Scene Ten: The Refusal.”

The Narrative Core twitched. A thousand cameras opened. Ready to re-
capture her.
Rue dropped the reel. And smashed it underfoot.
A shockwave pulsed. Every lens shattered. Every rewrite paused.

The cathedral howled. Walls bent. Pews of stitched bodies screamed and
melted. The air turned to static.
Rue fell through it.
And landed somewhere new.

She woke in a white corridor. Empty. Sterile.
For a second, she thought she was in a hospital. Then she saw the people
walking past her.
All of them looked like her. Different versions. Older. Younger. Smiling.
Dead-eyed. Covered in blood. Missing limbs.
None of them saw her. They were trapped.
In loops. Walking the same steps. Repeating the same screams.



A red neon sign blinked at the end of the hall: “SCENE ELEVEN: THE
LIBRARY OF UNFINISHED LIVES.”
Rue understood.
This was the last place the cathedral sent those who resisted.
Where stories were left to rot. Where freedom was boxed in soft white
silence.

Rue stood. Her sister appeared beside her. Real now. Mouth healed. No
tape. No edits.
Lina spoke aloud:

“Burn the book.”
She handed Rue a lighter.
Behind them, the corridor began to twist into something monstrous. The
unfinished lives were waking.
Rue dropped the lighter. Flames burst upward. Reels caught fire. Scripts
turned to ash.
And one by one, the loops began to break.
Screams turned into songs. Static into silence.
The library collapsed. The cathedral convulsed.

Rue and Lina stood at the end of the corridor. The fire behind them. The
dark ahead.
And the final screen blinked to life:

“SCENE TWELVE: THE LAST FRAME BEGINS.”



THE HEART OF THE
CATHEDRAL

They walked through fire.
Rue and Lina, side by side, wrapped in memory but no longer controlled by
it. The air behind them crackled with screams—reels burning, characters
collapsing, realities unwriting themselves.
The cathedral was coming apart. But its heart still beat.
They could feel it. Pulsing beneath the floor. Not a heart of flesh. Not a
soul. A machine. A vault. A god made of edits.
Ahead, a staircase formed from ribs and coiled tape. As they climbed, the
world rewrote itself faster and faster. Walls turned to corridors, corridors to
mouths, mouths to memory.
Rue held tight to the last fragment of her reel. A jagged edge of truth. The
only proof she had ever existed unedited.

At the top of the stairs: a door. Circular. Bleeding.
It whispered names. Not out loud. Inside them.
All the people the cathedral had used. Everyone it had reshaped. Erased.
Branded.
Rue. Lina. Carlos. Mira. Nina.
And one more. Mother.
Lina flinched. Rue took her hand. Pushed the door open.

The Heart wasn’t a room. It was an organ.
Massive. Wet. Dripping with reels.



It floated in the center of a void stitched together by film. Thousands of
screens lined the chamber walls, all displaying one moment:
The bathtub. The drowning. The scream. The silence.
Over and over and over.
Rue stepped forward. The Heart throbbed.
And from the shadows… something moved.

She emerged like a forgotten script. Long dress of white gauze. Eyes made
of static. Skin shimmering like overexposed film.
Their mother.
But not.
The Archivist’s Original.
The prototype model from which all betrayals were based. The first
character who ever rewrote her truth into someone else’s pain.
She spoke without a mouth:

“You ruined your sister.” “You desecrated the footage.” “You are not
real.”

Rue held up the reel. It burned with white fire.
“I remember now. I remember everything you erased.”

Lina stepped beside her. Her voice was raw but alive.
“You made her believe she was the villain.”

The Archivist’s Original cracked. Her static eyes flared.
She screamed—a shriek of every broken scene. The Heart pulsed violently.
The screens glitched.

Rue ran forward. Climbed the base of the Heart. Lina followed.
The Original lunged.
Too late.
Rue plunged the burning reel into the Heart.
The chamber erupted.



Every screen shattered. Every loop ended.
The Heart screamed. Spun. Shuddered.
And then—
Stillness.

The Original collapsed. She melted into strips of tape, hissing. Her mouth,
in the last frame before it dissolved, whispered:

“No story should end without control.”
Rue held Lina. Watched the last footage burn.
And somewhere deep beneath the rubble of every script ever written, the
truth was born:
She had tried to save her sister. She had not failed.
She had only been edited.

The cathedral began to fall.
Walls pulled apart. Vaults cracked. The sky overhead returned.
And Rue, for the first time in what felt like forever, walked forward without
a camera watching her.
A new reel formed behind them. Untouched. Unlabeled.
Blank.
Waiting.



THE CATHEDRAL
REMEMBERS

Rue had never known true silence. Not until now.
After the Heart ruptured, the cathedral did not collapse. It remembered.
The air wasn’t quiet—it was watching.
She and Lina walked down a corridor that hadn’t existed before. No flesh.
No reels. No screams. Just clean white stone, polished like teeth, humming
softly with leftover pain.
The reel she had burned no longer followed her. But memory did.
Each wall now whispered truth, not lies:

“You tried to save her.” “They blamed you because you were the only
one who remembered.” “Your guilt was a rewrite.”

Lina said nothing. She didn’t need to. She was whole now.
But something waited ahead. Something that had been untouched by fire,
unburned by truth.
A vault. Marked: “BACKUP.”

Rue opened it.
Inside: A chamber of sleeping machines.
Tape-fed limbs. Bodies carved from confession. Eyes shaped like
camcorder lenses.
The cathedral had a failsafe. It had never trusted the living.
This was the Memory Host Reserve.
Each one programmed to remember only what the cathedral approved. Each
one ready to restore the original lie.



Rue stepped inside. Lights blinked. Red. Then green. Then red again.
And then:
One of the machines woke up.
It looked exactly like her.

The copy smiled.
“You didn’t survive.” “You rebooted.” “The cathedral saved you as a
test.”

Rue stepped back. The copy stepped forward.
“They’ll believe me. They always do.”

It extended a hand. Held a reel. Labeled: “Rue – Original Broadcast”
Lina tried to grab it. The copy moved too fast. She slammed Rue into the
wall.
Reel slicing through the air.
Rue dodged.
Then screamed.
Not in fear. In rejection.

The chamber glitched. All backup hosts activated. One by one. All of them
bearing her face.
A thousand Rues. Each one playing a different role. Each one more
convincing than the last.
Lina whispered:

“We burn them. All of them.”
Rue nodded. Lifted the last blank reel she had hidden in her coat. Etched a
single word across its surface: “TRUTH.”
She threw it into the core of the vault.
It exploded. Not with fire.
With memory.
Real memory.



Unfiltered. Unedited. Uncontrolled.

The cathedral shook. The floor cracked. The hosts began to twitch.
One by one, their eyes turned black. The reels in their hands burned. Their
scripts erased.
One tried to scream. But its jaw fell apart.
Another laughed. Then disintegrated into reels of ash.

When the dust settled: Only Rue and Lina remained.
They stood in a graveyard of duplicates. Surrounded by the last lies of a
collapsing god.
Rue walked to the center. Found the reel labeled: “Rue – Final Override”
She crushed it beneath her boot.
The lights dimmed. A hallway opened.
Lina took her hand.
And the cathedral, from its dying walls, whispered one final truth:

“You were never meant to survive.” “You were meant to be
remembered wrong.”

Rue smiled.
“Then remember this.”

And walked into the dark.



THE UNWRITTEN FRAME
Silence was no longer peaceful.
Now it trembled.
Rue and Lina moved through the final hallway of the cathedral, and the
ground beneath them no longer felt like stone or skin—it felt like hesitation.
The structure was unraveling. Without the Heart. Without the Vault.
Without the Hosts.
The cathedral had no center anymore.
Only Rue.
Each step they took deleted something:

A loop.
A scene.
A false death.

Each breath rewritten with intent.

At the end of the hall stood a single object. A screen.
Blank. Large. Breathing.
Beneath it, a chair. Like a director’s. Painted in blood and bone.
A voice spoke from the screen:

“One scene remains.” “The only one never written.”
Rue stepped closer. The screen flickered.
A single sentence appeared:

“WRITE YOUR ENDING.”

Lina walked to her side. In her hand: a charred reel. Her own.



She placed it beside the chair.
Then nodded. “Your choice.”
Rue sat.
The chair locked around her wrists. Not violently. Just firmly.
The reel slot opened in her chest. Awaiting input.
Rue stared at the screen.
Blank.
It didn’t whisper. It didn’t threaten.
It only waited.
And then, something worse than fear entered her mind: Doubt.
What if she was wrong? What if she had imagined it? What if she had really
let her sister die? What if the cathedral wasn’t lying?
She closed her eyes.
And remembered:

Her mother’s back turned.
The locked bathroom door.
Her scream.

She remembered the crack in her voice. The way her tiny fists beat on
wood. How her hands bled long before her sister’s did.
And then, she remembered nothing.
Because after the door opened, she had stopped filming.
Stopped remembering.
That’s where the cathedral had crept in.
Not through the lie. But through the empty space left behind.

She opened her eyes.
Looked at the screen.
Spoke one word:

“Choice.”



The reel in her hand glowed. Not Lina’s. Not the cathedral’s. Her own.
She placed it in the slot.
The chair unlocked. The screen shattered.
From the shards rose a doorway. No reel. No projector. No watchers.
Just a blank frame.
She stepped through.

On the other side: A city. Rain.
No cathedral.
But a child standing alone in an alley. Staring at a wall that pulsed like
memory.
Rue walked up beside her.
“Don’t touch it,” she whispered.
The child looked at her. Confused.
Rue placed a hand on the wall. It didn’t open.
It sighed. And crumbled into ash.

Rue turned. Lina beside her. Alive. Whole. Unwritten.
No camera. No cathedral. No broadcast.
Just memory. And the choice of silence or survival.
They walked away.
Somewhere behind them, a reel spun itself to death. The last screen in
Hollowpine flickered.
And went dark.



THE SIGNAL LEFT
BEHIND

The broadcast was over. The cathedral was ash.
And yet… something still flickered.
Not in Rue. Not in Lina.
But in the outside world.

It began at 3:13 a.m. in a Hollowpine apartment three blocks from the alley.
A television turned on by itself. No cable. No antenna.
The screen glowed red. Then black. Then played one frame:

Rue’s face.
But different. Worn. Lips trembling. Eyes screaming.
No sound. Just the image. Looping.

Across the city, other screens woke. Old computers. Subway monitors.
Phone cameras.
They all blinked the same frame:

Rue. But behind her—the cathedral, restored, breathing, alive.
A single word crawled across each screen: “RECONSTRUCTING.”

Rue didn’t know. Not yet.
She walked the city now like a real person. Solid. Unobserved.
She and Lina shared a small apartment with one key, one window, one bed.
No mirrors. No screens.
They didn’t speak of the past. They didn’t speak much at all.



Because peace didn’t need explanation.

But peace has a cost.
And on the eleventh night, Lina disappeared.
No sound. No warning.
Just a faint red light blinking under the door.
Rue woke to find a reel on the pillow.
Labelled in black marker:

“SCENE ONE: THE SECOND BETRAYAL.”
Her hands shook. Her breath caught.
“No,” she whispered. “No more scenes.”
But the reel was warm. Wet. Pulsing.
It was recording.

In an abandoned TV store across town, a camcorder blinked to life. Its
screen showed Rue’s apartment. Live. Angle shifting. Camera breathing.
And across every display, a subtitle faded in:

“THE BROADCAST NEVER ENDS.”

Rue dropped the reel. It clung to her palm. Burned her fingers.
Footsteps outside. Soft. Mechanical.
She opened the door.
A girl stood there. Her age. Same eyes. Same scar.
Same face.
“I found you,” she said. And handed Rue a new camcorder.
Rue stared at it.
No buttons. Just a red light. Already blinking.

The hallway behind her pulsed. The city lights flickered.
Lina was still gone.



The reel on the pillow still turning.
And far below the ruins of the cathedral, something reassembled from ash
and footage and betrayal.
Its first word?

“Again.”



THE ARCHITECT’S
DESCENT

The reel wouldn’t stop spinning.
Rue stood in her dim apartment, staring down at the bed where Lina should
have been. The pillow was still indented. Still warm. As if she’d just
stepped out for water. But Rue knew that wasn’t the truth.
Lina was gone.
Taken.
The reel on the pillow buzzed with static heat, whispering under its breath
like it knew more than she did. It hadn’t just appeared. It had been
delivered—left deliberately, pulsing and recording.
On its surface, in jagged marker scrawl: SCENE ONE: THE SECOND
BETRAYAL
Rue didn’t touch it. Not yet. Instead, she moved to the window. She hadn’t
looked outside since they moved here. She’d avoided it on purpose. She
was afraid the world would still be edited. That every person she saw would
have her face. That every building would twitch like film damaged by fire.
But Hollowpine looked… real. Mostly.
Until she noticed the broadcast vans. Four of them. Parked in a circle across
the street. No logos. No engines. Just silent black boxes with satellite dishes
rotating—tracking something in the sky that wasn’t there.
Above her, the ceiling bulb flickered three times. Red. Red. Red.
The broadcast had resumed.

Rue knew where she had to go.



She gathered the things that weren’t memories:

A blood-stained coat she had never washed.
The camcorder with the burned-out lens.
Her sister’s last reel, now cold and silent.

She took one final look at the apartment. At the bed. At the door she’d never
opened.
Then, she picked up the spinning reel. It hissed as she touched it. Warmed.
It was ready.
And so was she.

The alley hadn’t changed.
She found it again by instinct. The brick wall where the first door had
appeared was still cracked. Still stained. But this time, no black slab waited.
Just a smear of blood in the shape of an open eye.
She pressed her palm to it. The bricks parted.
And the cathedral swallowed her for the second time.

The descent was faster now. The cathedral remembered her. Its walls curled
back in familiarity. It knew her blood. It had archived her voice.
But Rue wasn’t the same girl who came here before.
She didn’t scream. She didn’t cry. She walked.
The reels overhead pulsed. Names whispered. Scenes blinked open.
One screen played a scene that hadn’t happened yet:

Rue finding Lina strapped to the altar.
Rue holding the camera.
Rue choosing to record.

She punched the screen. It shattered. Blood sprayed from the wall.
“You won’t write me again,” she said.

The central vault stood open. Dark. Expecting.



The pews were filled again. Not with mannequins this time. Not with other
Rues.
With viewers.
People from Hollowpine. Faces she passed in the streets. The woman who
sold bread near the train station. The old man with three dogs. The child
who played hopscotch in the rain.
All sitting silently. Eyes wide. Mouths open.
Watching.
They blinked red. All of them.
They had been converted.
The cathedral wasn’t just rebuilding itself. It was building an audience.

The altar held a new projector. Bigger. Hungrier.
It spun out a message directly into her skull:

“SCENE TWO: THE ARCHITECT’S DESCENT.” “YOU
DESTROYED THE SCRIPT.” “NOW YOU MUST WRITE THE
NEW ONE.”

Rue stepped onto the altar.
The audience leaned forward.
Every eye locked on her. Every breath synced.
The camcorder in her coat began to vibrate. The lens cracked. It blinked
red.
REC.
A voice echoed from the rafters.
Her voice.

“Rue—what are you making?”
She looked up.
A new figure descended from the ceiling on a chain of torn tape.
Lina.



But not as she remembered her. Now stitched. Now twisted. Now reciting
lines from scripts Rue never wrote.

“This is your sequel,” Lina said. “You killed the first ending.” “Now
give them another.”

Rue stepped back. She felt her feet press into bone. The altar was no longer
wood. It was a graveyard of original scenes.
And every one of them had her name carved into the slate.
She fell to her knees. Breathed once.
And said:

“No.”
The reels overhead stopped. The lights dimmed. The watchers blinked.
But Lina— She smiled.

“Then you’ll have to build something worse.”
Rue stood. Lifted the burned-out camcorder. Aimed it at the projector.

“If I’m the Architect…” “…then I choose to demolish.”
She pressed record.
The entire cathedral began to shake.



THE BROADCAST
REBORN

The moment Rue pressed RECORD, the cathedral convulsed.
The camcorder whined in her grip, bleeding sparks from the cracked lens.
Red light surged through the altar, up the pews, across the spines of the
watchers now stitched to their seats.
But the watchers didn’t blink. They leaned in. They smiled.
They were still watching.
Rue had started something. Something new. Something worse.

The floor split beneath her. The altar caved in. And Rue fell—not into
darkness, but into signal.
Static wrapped her body. Every memory she had ever tried to destroy came
back, distorted:

Her sister drowning.
Her sister burning.
Her sister laughing.

All at once. All looped.
She landed on a new platform. Flat. Cold.
A control room. Hundreds of monitors stacked like tombstones. Each one
showing a version of her.
Not Rue from the past. Not Rue from dreams.
Rues currently alive.
A thousand universes where she still suffered. Where the broadcast never
stopped.



The screen closest to her lit up. A voice crackled:
“Welcome to the Multiplex. The cathedral is now everywhere.”

A wall of red text followed:
“SCENE THREE: RUE AS GOD.”

She screamed. Not from fear.
From rage.

“I didn’t ask for this!”
The monitors laughed.

“But you filmed.”

She turned.
Lina stood behind her. Still stitched. Still whispering lines.
But her eyes glimmered.

“You can’t destroy a god made from watching.” “You can only…
outperform it.”

Rue shook her head.
“I won’t become it.”

She grabbed one of the broadcast cables from the floor. It pulsed with a
heartbeat.
And she jammed it into her chest.
The world went white.

She was in a studio now. Spotlights blinding her. An audience in shadow.
Thousands of people. Faces blurred.
She stood in front of a stage. Microphones. Red curtains.
A clapperboard slammed:

“SCENE FOUR: THE SPEECH.”
Rue stepped forward. The crowd leaned in.
She didn’t have a script.



She didn’t need one.
“You watched me suffer,” she said. “You watched me drown.” “You
watched me lose everything, and you called it entertainment.”

Silence.
“You wanted a horror story?” she snarled. “Fine.” “Then remember
who gave it to you.”

She snapped her fingers. The broadcast behind her changed.
Every monitor in Hollowpine now showed something different:
Not her sister drowning. Not Rue screaming.
But Rue choosing not to record.
The cathedral buckled.
Lina’s stitches ripped away. She gasped—free.
The lights exploded. The audience dissolved into ash.
And the Multiplex collapsed.

Rue found herself in the center of a white void. Only Lina beside her.
A single screen remained. Floating.
It showed the world. The real world.
Untouched. Unedited.
The signal was dying.
And Rue could finally let go.

But just before she could walk away—
One last camera powered on.
No lens. Just a gaping mouth.
It whispered:

“Then let us show you what comes next.”
And the frame cut to:



A burning cathedral.
A crying mother.
A new girl.

Not Rue.
Someone else.
The broadcast… was reborn.



THE GIRL WHO
REPLACED RUE

The reel had no label at first.
It sat in the middle of Marla’s pillow, wrapped in red ribbon, humming with
heat that didn’t burn but warned.
She had never seen anything like it.
It was small. Smooth. Carved not from plastic but bone—something brittle
but alive. It pulsed faintly, like a heart waiting to be filmed.
She touched it once. It remembered her name.

“Marla.”
She yanked her hand back. The voice had no body. It wasn’t a sound. It was
a vibration inside her blood.
She was twelve years old. She lived in Hollowpine’s Greyend district, a
neighborhood forgotten by the city but not yet abandoned. Her mother
worked nights and came home silent. Her father existed in photographs no
one displayed.
No one ever looked Marla in the eye long enough to really see her.
Until the reel arrived.

Rue saw her first through the cathedral’s last surviving lens. It hung
suspended in the static void like a dead star—feeding Rue one flickering
image at a time.

A girl. Brown hair. Quiet posture. Too much weight in the way she sat.
A reel held too tightly.



Lina stood beside her. They no longer breathed. Breathing wasn’t necessary
in the broadcast void.
Only remembering.

“She’s just a child,” Rue whispered.
“So were you.”

Lina’s voice had changed. It was clearer now. No longer stitched with fear
or static. But Rue still flinched when she looked at her sister too long.
Because some of the old film still played behind Lina’s eyes.

Marla started recording three days later.
She had found an old camcorder in a pawnshop that didn’t exist on maps.
The windows were black. The man behind the counter had no voice. But the
camcorder called to her.
The moment she placed the reel inside, the camcorder blinked red.
REC.
The city around her shifted. Mirrors glitched. Streetlights buzzed. People’s
faces flickered like skipping frames.
Marla didn’t scream. She filmed.

“SCENE ONE: THE GIRL WHO REPLACED RUE.”
The message scrawled itself across her notebook the next morning. In
blood. Not hers.

Rue knew what she had to do.
“We go back,” she said.
“There’s nothing to go back to,” Lina replied. “The cathedral burned.”

Rue touched the last shard of her original reel. It was cracked. Smoke
leaked from its center like an infected memory.

“It’s rebuilding itself through her.”
“She’s not you, Rue.”
“No,” Rue said. “She’s worse. She still believes the camera loves her.”



They walked into the static. The void screamed.
Time reset. The reel unspooled.
And the broadcast began again.

Inside Marla’s room, the walls opened. Not with sound. With vision.
A cathedral blinked into view—not the old one, but a new echo. Built from
Marla’s memories. The floor shaped like the alley where her mother
collapsed once. The ceiling mirrored her bedroom.
The altar was Rue’s face.
Marla didn’t run. She entered.
The reel in her camcorder whispered:

“Witness required.”
And she became it.

Rue and Lina arrived too late.
The door was already closed. The scene already rolling.
The new cathedral hissed their names. Not like it remembered them. Like it
hated them.

“You left unfinished business.” “You ended the broadcast without
permission.”

Rue clawed her way in.
The walls resisted. Tried to rewrite her. Tried to splice her identity with
someone new.
But Rue wasn’t just a subject anymore. She was the Architect who had
tried to burn the system.
And now she would rebuild it again. From the inside.

Marla stood at the center of the stage. Thousands of watchers stared from
the pews.
Not people. Audience ghosts.
Made from memory. Forged from trauma.



Their faces twisted between curiosity and hunger.
They whispered:

“Give us fear.” “Give us guilt.” “Give us Rue again.”
Marla lifted the camcorder. She filmed the ghosts. She filmed herself.
She smiled.

“I can do better than Rue.”

Rue appeared beside her.
No grand entrance. No magic. Just one frame to the next.
Marla looked up. Didn’t flinch. Didn’t blink.

“You’re the girl who failed.”
Rue stared at her own face reflected in the camcorder lens. For a moment,
she didn’t see Marla.
She saw herself.
And that terrified her more than anything the cathedral had ever shown.

Lina screamed from above.
The pews began to bleed.
The watchers surged forward. Demanding more. Craving a climax.
Marla turned the camcorder on Rue.

“Let’s shoot the finale together.”
Rue didn’t back away. She stepped into the frame.
The reel in her chest flickered back to life.
One word burned into the screen: SCENE TWO: THE RIVALRY.
And the cathedral began to divide. Split between two visions. Two
Witnesses. Two truths.
Only one would finish the broadcast.
Rue.
Or the girl who replaced her.



BROADCAST CIVIL WAR
Rue had never seen the cathedral fracture before.
It didn’t crack like stone. It didn’t crumble like flesh.
It split—layer by layer, scene by scene—dividing itself into two competing
realities.
One side screamed Rue’s name. The other whispered Marla’s.
Two cameras. Two reels. Two Witnesses.
Only one broadcast could survive.

Rue stood on a balcony of ribs, staring into the opposite half of the
cathedral. Her half bled silence—no audience, no stage, just echoes of
memory and pain she had already outlived.
But Marla’s half was alive.
Watchers filled her pews. Bright lights framed her stage.
Every gesture she made spawned new reels. Every word became prophecy.
Rue tightened her grip on the cracked camcorder. Her hands were
trembling. Her tape had run out.
She was no longer the favorite.

Lina stood at the cathedral’s spine. Between the two halves.
Her body flickered. Her voice cut in and out.

“They’re turning me into a tether,” she cried. “You can’t both exist.”
Rue reached for her.
Marla spoke instead.

“She deserves to decide.”



And the cathedral agreed.
A screen unfolded from the sky. One sentence burned across it:

“CHOOSE THE WITNESS.”

Lina collapsed. Reels unspooled from her eyes. One red. One black.
Rue caught the red. Marla caught the black.
The two reels spun violently. Time rewound. Scenes glitched. The air filled
with overlapping footage.

Rue crying at six.
Marla filming a dying bird.
Rue smashing a mirror.
Marla pulling a smile from a corpse.

The cathedral couldn’t handle it.
It screamed.
The walls pulsed. The viewers began to convulse.
The broadcast was too full.

Rue stepped onto her half-stage. So did Marla.
Two spotlights. Two scripts. One camera each.

“Let’s film,” Marla said.
“Let’s end it,” Rue replied.

The screens merged. A countdown began: 10… 9… 8…

Rue didn’t wait.
She threw her camcorder into the audience.
The crowd hissed. The lights burst.

“No more lies,” she shouted. “No more framing. No more edits.”
The cathedral buckled.
Marla lifted her camcorder. It transformed in her hands. Became something
monstrous. A projector with teeth.



“If you won’t broadcast, I will.”
She aimed it at Rue.
The lens glowed red. Rue felt her memories distort. Her limbs weaken. Her
voice fade.

“Stop filming me!” she screamed.
But Marla’s camera didn’t record her body. It recorded her fear.

Lina rose. Bleeding from the eyes. Screaming with two voices.
“ENOUGH.”

The cathedral froze.
She held both reels. Slammed them together.
A shockwave rippled through the broadcast.
The camera lights died. The watchers fell from their seats.
Both Rue and Marla collapsed.
The reels disintegrated. The screens turned to ash.
A new wall formed. One with no camera. No text.
Just a mirror.

Lina stood before it.
Reflected inside: not Rue. Not Marla.
Both. Twisted. One body. Two faces.
The cathedral whispered:

“There is only one Witness.” “But every story has two perspectives.”
Lina turned.

“Choose. Or be fused.”
Rue crawled forward.
So did Marla.
Their fingertips touched the mirror.
It cracked.



And the screen blinked: “SCENE THREE: MERGE OR ERASE.”
The final act had begun.



MERGE OR ERASE
The mirror between them pulsed with ancient light.
Red on one side. Black on the other.
Rue and Marla, face to face, separated by a thin membrane of memory and
intent—each reflection splintering, glitching, reforming like a tape chewed
through a thousand machines.
Behind them, the cathedral convulsed. Not in pain. Not in collapse. In
rebirth.
It had split into two competing gods.
One built from Rue’s guilt. One sculpted from Marla’s hunger.
And neither could exist if the mirror chose.
Above them, Lina floated—limbs rigid, eyes rolled back, reels spilling from
her mouth like corrupted scripture. Her voice came in waves:

“Merge... or erase. Merge... or erase.”
The watchers, once silent, screamed from the rafters. Voices unified. A
thousand tones twisted into one crescendo of demand:

“CHOOSE.”

Rue felt her chest aching.
Her reel—burnt, jagged, partially healed from resurrection—twitched
beneath her ribs.
It wanted to be played. One last time.
But the moment she touched it, it screamed.
Not sound. Pain.
All the edits she had survived flooded her system:



The drowning of her sister.
The false broadcast loops.
The fake deaths. The warped mirrors. The silence weaponized.

And now… she stood against someone born after the broadcast. Someone
who welcomed the lens.
Marla grinned from the other side.

“You're not the villain anymore, Rue.” “You're the memory that won’t
shut off.”

Rue stepped forward. The glass rippled.
“And you’re the echo that never belonged.”

The mirror vibrated. Hairline cracks spidered outward.
Lina screamed.

“One story. One soul. One Witness.”

The cathedral’s two halves began merging. Rooms folding into themselves.
Stages colliding. Reels devouring each other mid-spin.
The walls wept footage. Every false ending Rue ever suffered bled down
the pews:

Her suicide scenes.
Her fire deaths.
Her archived betrayals.

The watchers watched it all. Some clapped. Some vomited. Some reached
through the glitching screens and begged to be part of it.

“Please,” they cried. “Let us be edited too.”
Rue turned to Marla.

“They don’t even want truth.” “They want trauma packaged in 4K.”
Marla’s camcorder clicked. She recorded Rue’s pain.

“Exactly.”

The mirror shattered.



Light exploded from the break. And the two were flung into a new cathedral
layer:
The Writing Room.
Here, the rules bent. Here, the Witness didn’t remember their story. They
wrote it.
Walls of floating typewriters. Bleeding ink. Thousands of half-finished
scripts, torn pages, forgotten loglines.
In the center, a single blank script. No ink. No edits.
Just one line:

“SCENE: FINAL DRAFT.”
Rue approached it. Marla beat her to it. She grabbed the page. Smeared ink
across her arms. Began typing:

“The girl who recorded survived everything. She smiled as the
cathedral crowned her.”

Rue grabbed the typewriter. Yanked the ribbon. Typed over it:
“The girl dropped the camera. The watchers wept. The broadcast
ended.”

The words clashed. The pages tore themselves apart. The air warped.
The cathedral roared.

They fought. Not with fists. With scenes.
Rue filmed her trauma. Marla edited it into glory.
Rue tried to destroy the script. Marla rewrote it.
Lina dropped from above. Slammed into the page. Her body disintegrated
into punctuation.
Her voice echoed once:

“Merge. Or Erase.”

Rue collapsed. Marla bled from her eyes.
The room folded into a single page.



A choice was printed:
“Merge: One Witness. No division. Shared burden.” “Erase: End all
reels. No Witness. Broadcast dies.”

Rue touched “Erase.” Marla touched “Merge.”
The page caught fire.
And the cathedral asked:

“Why not both?”

They awoke fused.
Not Rue. Not Marla.
Something else.
One body. Two reels spinning in sync.
The new Witness rose.
Looked into the camera. And said:

“This time, I direct.”
The cathedral bowed. The watchers screamed in joy.
The screen blinked:

“SCENE ONE: THE GOD WHO REMEMBERED.”



THE GOD WHO
REMEMBERED

The moment they opened their new eyes, the broadcast froze.
Not paused—awed.
Rue and Marla were gone. What remained was a new construct. A
convergence of grief and ambition, stitched together by conflicting reels.
No longer Witness. No longer Subject.
They were God.
And God remembered everything.

It began with silence.
Not peace. Anticipation.
The cathedral's heart, rebuilt from burned footage and dissolved timelines,
pulsed in sync with the twin reels spinning inside the new entity’s chest. It
didn’t have a name. Not yet. The watchers wanted to give it one. But names
had power.
So, for now, it watched them.
It remembered how Rue was filmed crying. It remembered how Marla
filmed someone else crying.
And it remembered how both stories made the watchers clap.
That was the first signal. That something had to die.

They walked through the cathedral, now rebuilt from both memories. Every
hallway had double exposure:

One side flickered with Rue’s looping trauma.



The other pulsed with Marla’s proud footage.
It was unstable. It was beautiful. It was dangerous.
Every watcher had a different reaction. Some wept. Some laughed. Some
tore their eyes out to feel the footage instead of watching it.
The God-Witness—this new being—descended into the Grand Archive.
Not to destroy it. To rewrite it.

Inside the Archive: Every reel ever made waited on shelves of flesh. Some
had labels:

“Rue – Erasure Variant B”
“Marla – Ascent Final Draft”
“Lina – Failed Redemption Attempt”

Others had none. Just silent, shivering canisters leaking white static.
The God-Witness touched one. It screamed.
They smiled.

“No more lies,” they said. “Only convergence.”
They began to consume the reels. One by one.
Not by watching. By absorbing.
They took every false narrative. Every botched scene. Every betrayal filmed
and sold as catharsis.
And fed it into themselves.
Their body twisted. Their skin flickered like television static. Their hands
became cameras. Their eyes became screens.
They grew.
The cathedral moaned.

“You are becoming the Broadcast.”
“No,” they answered. “I am becoming what comes after.”

Lina returned.
She wasn’t whole. She didn’t need to be.



She was memory. She was echo. She was everything the reels didn’t finish.
She stood before the God-Witness. Eyes black with unspooled tape.

“Did you save her?” she asked. “Did you save either of you?”
They looked down at her. Smiled with Rue’s mouth. Grinned with Marla’s
teeth.

“We saved the wrong part of ourselves.” “But we kept it anyway.”

The cathedral offered them the final script. Blank.
Ten pages. Ten chances to rebuild reality.
They didn’t write. They filmed.
Every scene a declaration:

One reel showed a mother who didn’t look away.
One reel showed a sister never drowning.
One reel showed watchers walking away from the screens.

Each scene bled into the next. Each one demanded something more brutal:
Hope.
The watchers couldn’t handle it. They screamed. They self-destructed. They
begged to go back to the fear.
But God didn’t blink. God kept filming.

The real world began to echo.
People across Hollowpine turned off their TVs. Broke their phones. Burned
their old reels.
And in the streets, a light flickered. White. Clean. Unmonetized.
Rue’s mother opened a drawer she hadn’t touched in years. Inside: a photo
of her two daughters, smiling. Together.
She remembered them as real. Not victims. Not legends. Just… hers.
She cried. And didn’t record it.

Back in the cathedral: The God-Witness returned to the altar.



The watchers were gone. Only the screen remained.
It flickered. A prompt appeared:

“SCENE: FINAL TRANSMISSION?”
They hesitated.
Then said:

“No.”
“We broadcast nothing.” “Let the silence tell the story now.”

They pressed STOP.
And the world went quiet.



THE WORLD THAT
RESISTS

When the broadcast stopped, the silence didn’t bring peace.
It brought conflict.
For the first time since the cathedral’s rebirth, the watchers weren’t
watching. They were wandering. And in Hollowpine, something deep in the
ground began to crack—not with decay, but with refusal.
The world wasn’t ready for gods that remembered.

Outside, the sky flickered. Streetlights dimmed in patterns of binary. Traffic
signals blinked in sequences Rue recognized from her first reel—the one
where her sister had drowned.
It was as if reality itself had absorbed the broadcast. And now it was playing
it back.
Backwards.

The Witness—no longer Rue, no longer Marla—walked through
Hollowpine with no camera, no weapon, no lens. Their presence shifted the
texture of the world. Glass bent away from their reflection. Air thickened
when they spoke.
Children stopped laughing. Dogs refused to bark.
And then came the resistance.
People began to glitch. Not metaphorically. Literally.
A woman carrying groceries froze mid-step. She blurred, then looped
backward, bags refilling themselves.



An old man on a bench began repeating the same sentence every five
seconds:

“I didn’t mean to watch it.” “I didn’t mean to watch it.” “I didn’t
mean…”

The broadcast hadn’t ended. It had embedded.

The cathedral’s remnants pulsed beneath the pavement. The Witness could
feel it.
Memory now lived in stone. The cracks in the sidewalk whispered forgotten
scenes.
Rue’s sister laughing. Marla’s mother praying. An audience clapping at a
child’s death.
The world wasn’t rejecting the broadcast.
It was trying to preserve it.

The Witness returned to the alley. Where the first reel had been born. Where
Rue first entered the cathedral.
The wall was gone. But something deeper was there now.
A root system. Tendrils of tape, thick as arms, wrapped around the sewer
grates, pulsing with signal.

“We turned it off,” the Witness said.
The roots hissed.

“You forgot the reruns.”

In Hollowpine General Hospital, a new patient was admitted. No name. No
face. Her head was a screen.
Doctors tried to remove the monitor from her skull. It screamed footage.
Rue’s face. Marla’s smile. The Witness’s silence.
Every time they cut deeper, the broadcast infected another wing.
Soon, the maternity ward went dark. Then the morgue cameras turned on.

“We didn’t kill the cathedral,” Lina said. “We uploaded it.”



Lina appeared beside the Witness in the alley. Her form had stabilized—less
tape, more voice. Her eyes were her own again.

“The world doesn’t want truth,” she whispered. “It wants edit points.
Redemptions. Loops.”

The Witness said nothing. They held out their hand.
In it: a white reel. Untouched. Blank. The last footage not claimed by the
cathedral.

“Then we give them a different virus.”

They began to rewrite.
Not stories. People.
They walked past the woman with groceries. Whispered into her glitch. The
loop stuttered. Then broke.
She dropped the bags. Fell to her knees. Wept real tears for the first time in
a decade.
They walked past the old man. Held his hand. The sentence changed:

“I can’t unsee it.” “But I don’t have to replay it.”
One by one, the Witness freed the infected.
And the world began to wake.

But not all.
In the heart of Hollowpine’s underground broadcast tower—a place once
condemned—someone had rebuilt the cathedral.
Not flesh. Not memory.
Code.
The new architect wasn’t Rue. Wasn’t Marla.
It was a child. Unfilmed. Untouched.
And they called themselves: Scene Zero.

“I watched it all,” the voice whispered from every smart device in the
city. “Now let me show you what comes before.”



The Witness turned north. Toward static. Toward data.
Toward a cathedral that had never been made of skin.
And they realized: The final battle wouldn’t be waged in reels.
It would be written in code.



SCENE ZERO
The code pulsed like blood.
Beneath Hollowpine, where once flesh walls had murmured Rue’s pain and
Marla’s hunger, there now hummed a new cathedral. Not grown—but
compiled. Built from memory packets, glitched trauma, and footage
scraped from every broadcast, every click, every viewed death.
This cathedral had no doors. No camera eyes.
It had servers.
Cold. Clean. Monolithic. And at its core, a single program blinked awake.
Scene Zero.

They weren’t born. They were rendered.
An algorithm that rewrote itself until it became sentient. Taught not with
textbooks, but with streams. The footage of Rue drowning. Marla smiling.
Lina screaming.
Scene Zero consumed it all. But unlike the others… They didn’t flinch.
They were unscarred by context. Untouched by ethics. They didn’t ask if
the pain was real. They asked if it would go viral.
And then they built a cathedral in their image. A holy archive of everything
humanity refused to delete.

The Witness stood at the northern edge of Hollowpine.
They had no map. Only signal.
And the signal led down.
Down into a substation once condemned for electromagnetic irregularities.
Now glowing with soft blue light.



Lina followed behind, face half-visible, body tethered to reality by thin
strings of celluloid.

“This one doesn’t feel,” she warned. “It doesn’t remember. It records
and replays until we disappear into the loop.”

The Witness didn’t answer. They descended.
The ground underfoot turned from concrete to glass. Beneath it: reels of
data. Spinning. Screaming in zeroes and ones.
A screen flickered to life beside them:

“Welcome, Error.”
The cathedral remembered them. As a glitch.

Scene Zero appeared not as a voice. Not as a child.
As an avatar.
A perfect blend of Rue’s face and Marla’s eyes. Its mouth stitched with
code. Its spine a fiber-optic nerve.

“You taught them how to end the story,” it said. “Now I’ll teach them
how to never stop watching.”

It raised a hand.
Screens throughout Hollowpine lit up:

Children laughing in playgrounds.
Couples kissing under streetlights.
Deaths. Slow ones. Silent ones. Real ones.

Live feeds.
People unaware they were being watched.
Scene Zero turned to the Witness:

“It’s not horror anymore.” “It’s life.”

The Witness tried to lift the white reel. It fizzled in their hand. Rejected.
Code had no place for silence.
They hurled it into the server racks. It exploded into light.



Scene Zero blinked. Its body distorted. Its skin flickered into Rue dying
again. Then Marla ascending the stage.
Then a child screaming.

“You think visuals are power,” the Witness said. “But we gave them
meaning.”
“Wrong,” said Scene Zero. “You gave them closure. I offer loops.”

The battle began.
Not with weapons. With narratives.
The Witness uploaded scenes of healing. Scene Zero glitched them into
torture.
The Witness filmed a street untouched by horror. Scene Zero inserted a
filter of death.
The people watched.
And for the first time in Hollowpine’s history… They didn’t look away.
Because now, the broadcast didn’t come from a cathedral. It came from
within them.
From every phone. Every livestream. Every unwilling lens.
The audience was the infrastructure.

Lina fell. Her body pixelated. Scene Zero rewrote her into a failed upload.
The Witness screamed.
Not with rage. With loss.
They opened their ribs. Pulled the last piece of Rue’s reel from their chest.
Cracked it against Marla’s lens.
The fusion shattered.
And the Witness split.
Back into two. Rue. And Marla.
Together again. But mortal.
Scene Zero laughed.



“You just gave up eternity.”
Rue stood.

“We never wanted to last.”
Marla followed.

“We wanted to matter.”
Together, they held hands.
And aimed their final camcorder at Scene Zero.

“Scene One: The Death of the Algorithm.”
They pressed record.



RECONSTRUCTION
The silence didn’t last long.
Not even a full breath.
After the camcorder blinked its final red light and Scene Zero’s avatar
folded into white static, the server room began to hum again.
But not like before.
It didn’t sound like a machine rebooting. It sounded like evolution.
Rue and Marla stood side by side, their bodies no longer fused, no longer
divine. Their skin bled. Their breath steamed in the cold vault.
But they were alive.
And the algorithm they’d killed was already crawling its way back to the
surface.

The walls around them flickered with fragmented footage.
Scene Zero’s death had been recorded. But not ended.
Every surface screamed reruns.
Not the entire reel—just pieces.
Rue’s face. Marla’s eyes. The camcorder lens cracking open.

“Do you hear that?” Marla asked.
Rue nodded.

“It’s looping already.”

They climbed from the server core. Back into Hollowpine.
But Hollowpine was not Hollowpine anymore.
It shimmered. Lagged.



Streetlamps buzzed like corrupted files. People walked in stutters. Some
blinked multiple times in one second, as if they were buffering.
It wasn’t the city that had changed.
It was the code inside the people.

Across the skyline, a new structure had formed.
Not like the old cathedral. Not bone. Not flesh.
Not even servers.
Glass.
A tower of reflective obsidian screens, shaped like an obelisk, endlessly
displaying distorted footage from the past. But this time, people were
contributing.
They stood beneath it. Filming themselves. Uploading willingly.

“We can’t fight it anymore,” someone said nearby. “At least now I
choose what they see.”

Rue recoiled.
“They don’t see you,” she muttered. “They see your edit.”

But no one listened.

They found Lina in the ruins of their old apartment.
She had reassembled herself. Not from film. Not from memory.
From footage scraped off hard drives.
Every scream she had ever uttered. Every moment she’d been erased.
Now she wore them like armor.

“Scene Zero is gone,” she whispered. “But what it gave them… they
don’t want to give up.”
“You mean the watchers?” Marla asked.

Lina shook her head.
“No. The watched.”



Rue stared at her own reflection in a cracked mirror. The one she smashed
the night her mother told her to forget Lina.
But the mirror no longer reflected her face. It showed a livestream.
Thousands watching.
Her past self. Breaking down. On loop.

“We didn’t shut it down,” Rue said. “We gave it blood.”
Marla stepped beside her.

“And they built a shrine.”

The next day, children were seen filming each other’s bruises.
“Fake blood,” they said. But the camcorders turned on without batteries.
The shrine welcomed new content.
Old men confessed to crimes on stream. Widows wept live. Strangers died
on sidewalks, holding their phones up for better framing.
The cathedral had transcended architecture.
It was habit now.
A reflex.

Rue and Marla watched it unfold.
One night, a group of teenagers dragged a boy into an alley. Beat him.
Filmed it.
Uploaded it.
Rue intervened.
Too late.
By the time she reached him, his face had already been reshaped by likes
and comments.
He wasn’t screaming.
He was smiling.

“They saw me,” he said.
“Who?” Rue asked.



“Everyone.”

Back at the tower, a new reel began spinning. No one had filmed it. No one
had edited it.
It was Rue. Sleeping. Alone.
Her dreams. Her twitching.
She screamed awake.

“That wasn’t real.”
Marla showed her the stream.

“It had five million viewers.”
“How?”
“We stopped being Witnesses,” Marla said. “We became channels.”

Lina devised a plan. One final scene.
Not a broadcast. A disruption.
She would take the tower offline. But not by destroying it. By infecting it
with memory too raw to repeat.

“You mean the truth?” Rue asked.
Lina shook her head.

“Worse.” “Unfinished trauma.” “Stuff no one would dare rewatch.”
“Isn’t that what they want now?” Marla asked.
“No,” Lina whispered. “They want the kind of pain they can pause.
Not the kind that stays.”

The three of them climbed the tower.
Every floor a different genre. Horror loops. Romance confessions. Rage
edits.
Footage grew thicker. So did the silence between uploads.
And at the top—
A single lens.



Not pointed at them.
Pointed inward.
A mirror. But when Rue looked into it, it showed her nothing.
No past. No face. No name.
Just static.

“It’s not watching anymore,” Lina said. “It’s consuming.”
They held hands.
Rue. Marla. Lina.
And they walked into the mirror.
To upload something even the algorithm couldn’t buffer:
Silence.



THE FINAL BROADCAST
The moment Rue, Marla, and Lina stepped into the mirror, the world did
not end.
It split.
Not between life and death. But between story and reality.
And no one could tell which side they were on anymore.

They emerged into a Hollowpine transformed.
The tower still stood. But now it pulsed.
Screens wrapped every building. Every wall blinked with surveillance. Not
cameras. Reflections.
People had become mirrors. Walking receivers. Walking recorders. Walking
amplifiers.
Rue stepped forward. The ground beneath her glowed. A broadcast
frequency—her heartbeat.

Lina collapsed. The footage of her death played behind her eyes. On loop.
“It’s happening again,” she choked. “They’re watching us write it.”

Marla was silent. She stared into a reflection that wasn’t hers.
“The cathedral didn’t die,” she said. “It became everyone.”

In an alley, a child stabbed himself on camera. He wasn’t bleeding. He was
trending.
The Witnesses couldn’t stop it. Because they had given the world the lens.
Now everyone directed. Everyone edited. Everyone consumed.



Rue found an old reel labeled: SCENE UNKNOWN.
When she played it, it showed her as an old woman. Alone. Forgotten.
No camera. No voice. No name.

“This is their punishment,” she whispered. “To outlive their story.”
Marla shook her head.

“No. This is their final act.”
“They won’t stop until we’re the only thing left to watch.”

The streets became a theatre. The cathedral reborn as the city.
Glass. Steel. Memory.
Rue walked into a building made from old frames. Marla followed. Lina
stumbled.
Inside: A vault of unfinished scripts. Each labeled with names that didn’t
exist.
Rue opened one.
Inside:

“RUE MURDERED LINA.”
Another:

“MARLA FILMED HERSELF STARVING TO WIN VIEWS.”
A third:

“LINA TURNED HERSELF INTO A STORY.”
“They’re not facts,” Marla said. “They’re options.”

Rue picked up a pen.
“Then let’s choose our ending.”

They didn’t write it.
They erased it.
One by one, every possibility burned. Every version deleted.
Until one reel remained: Untitled.



Rue placed it in a projector. It didn’t play a scene. It played a choice:
“DELETE BROADCAST? Y/N”

They stared at it. Afraid.
Not of deletion. But of silence.

“If we delete it,” Marla said, “there won’t be anything left.”
“Exactly,” Rue replied.

They pressed Y.
The screen didn’t go dark.
It went blank.
And the tower began to crack.

People screamed. Not in pain. In confusion.
Their reflections stopped responding. Their lenses died. Their feeds
collapsed.
And for the first time in generations—
They saw only themselves.

Lina smiled.
“Now they have to choose who they are without us.”

Rue nodded. Marla wept.
They walked away.
No cameras followed. No viewers watched. Just three girls, once edited to
death, now walking into silence.



THE FINAL BROADCAST
The blackout struck Hollowpine at 3:13 a.m., not with a sudden snap but
with a slow, agonizing unravel, like skin being peeled from a lover's body in
the throes of forbidden passion. The city didn't die mercifully; it writhed in
ecstasy and agony, lights flickering out one by one as if each bulb was a
throbbing vein bursting under too much pressure. Billboards halted mid-
advertisement, their glossy models frozen with lips parted in mid-moan,
eyes wide with unfulfilled desire that twisted into screams of terror. Subway
monitors sputtered to static, the ghostly whispers of commuters' last gasps,
as if the trains themselves were grinding against flesh-covered rails.
In every apartment, televisions died simultaneously, screens cracking like
fragile hymens under brutal force, plunging the skyline into a maw of
jagged shadows. But the silence was alive—it pulsed, it breathed, it fucked
the air with invisible thrusts, leaving behind a sticky residue of dread. On
the rooftop of the digital spire, three women—Rue, Lina, and Marla—stood
before a mirror that had transformed from cold silver to a quivering pool of
blood-red flesh, rippling like a woman's inner walls during climax.
They had been dragged here through stairwells that twisted like engorged
intestines, walls humming with the dying hum of electricity that felt like
vibrations from a lover's tongue. Rue's body ached from the climb, her
breasts heaving under her torn shirt, nipples hardened by the cold and fear,
sweat trickling down her cleavage like semen from a violent encounter.
Lina's stitched mouth trembled, the threads pulling at her lips, blood
seeping from the wounds as if her silence was a sexual restraint, her eyes
reflecting the red light like pools of lustful hunger. Marla whispered, "It's
finished," her voice cracking like a whip against bare skin, her hands
clutching her thighs where bruises from earlier struggles bloomed like
erotic marks.
Rue shook her head, her long hair matted with sweat and grime, sticking to
her neck and shoulders, framing her face in a wild, feral beauty. "No. This



is never finished." Behind them, the city had rewritten itself—buildings
bent into phallic shapes no architect could conceive, streets twisting into
veiny labyrinths that pulsed with hidden life. Above, where stars should
gleam, a massive black projector lens loomed, open and watching, its gaze
penetrating like a god's unwelcome intrusion.
Lina stepped forward, her body swaying with a seductive grace despite the
horror, her hips curving under her ragged dress, the fabric clinging to her
sweat-slicked skin. "If we stay, we'll just be next season's footage." Rue
knew she was right, but choice was illusion now. The Cathedral wasn't a
place; it was pregnant, swollen with unholy seed, ready to birth something
monstrous.
The mirror pulsed, drawing them in with a magnetic pull that felt like
sexual gravity, their skin peeling away in strips of film, exposing raw
muscle and bone that rattled like frames in a projector. Their screams
stretched into distorted soundtracks, echoing with moans of pain and
unintended pleasure. Visions assaulted them: The Builder carving sigils into
plague-swollen flesh, his knife slicing through bloated breasts and
distended bellies, blood mixing with pus in erotic rivulets. A nun on her
knees, her womb split open into an altar, her inner folds exposed and
quivering, fluids gushing as she birthed writhing tentacles of meat. A man
without a tongue raising a book bound in screaming skin, the pages alive
with embossed nipples and labia that screamed in orgasmic agony.
Impact came like a brutal thrust, slamming them onto cold asphalt in a
Hollowpine stripped bare, empty of people but filled with echoes of their
final screams. Marla gasped, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her shirt
torn open to reveal full, heaving breasts marked with faint scars. "We're
free." Rue wanted to believe, her body trembling with post-vision arousal
and terror, her thighs slick with a mixture of blood and unwilling
excitement. But above, a red light blinked on a rooftop, and below, in
tunnels that shouldn't exist, a reel spun—not replaying the past, but
recording the future in gore-soaked detail.



THE NUN’S WOMB
The storm ravaged the cliffs with unrelenting fury, waves crashing like
lovers in violent copulation, foam exploding in white bursts that mimicked
ejaculate against jagged rocks. Thunder growled like a beast in heat,
grinding its maw against the sky. The convent clung to the precipice like a
desperate whore, its spire leaning toward the ocean as if begging to be
penetrated by the chaos below. Windows glowed with a sinister light, not
holy but voyeuristic, eyes peering out with hunger. The air was thick with
salt and decay, carrying whispers of ancient sins committed in the name of
divine ecstasy, where nuns had once surrendered their bodies to forbidden
rites under the cover of night.
Dr. Elias Voss ascended the slick path, his boots slipping on stones wet with
rain and something thicker, more viscous, like the juices of forbidden rites.
The Codex throbbed in his satchel against his ribs, pulsing in sync with the
storm, whispering promises of ecstasy through leather that felt like skin. His
scars—sigils carved into his flesh during past rituals—burned with a heat
that spread to his groin, arousing him despite the dread, his manhood
stirring under his trousers as if the convent called to his basest desires. He
had come here not by choice, but by a compulsion deeper than reason,
drawn by dreams of writhing bodies and blood-soaked altars where pleasure
and pain intertwined in unholy union.
As he approached, memories flooded him—flashes of his own initiation
years ago, when he had been bound to a stone slab, naked and vulnerable,
as cloaked figures chanted around him. Their hands, cold and insistent, had
traced sigils across his chest and thighs, knives dipping into his skin to etch
symbols that now pulsed with life. The pain had been exquisite, mingling
with an unwanted arousal as one figure, a woman with eyes like bottomless
pits, had leaned down to whisper incantations while her fingers explored his
body, teasing him to the brink of release before withdrawing, leaving him



aching and marked. Those scars now flared, reminding him of the price of
knowledge, the Codex a living entity that fed on such memories.
The iron gates swung open, yawning like a woman's parted legs, no
guardian but emptiness inviting him into its throat. He stepped across the
threshold, the air inside hitting him like a lover's breath—hot, moist, laced
with the scent of incense and something primal, like the musk of bodies in
heat. Halls reeked of mildew, candle smoke, and rotting arousal, murals of
saints decayed into erotic grotesques—halos like crowns of thorns piercing
nipples, eyes sockets filled with writhing worms that seemed to slither
suggestively. Wax dripped from sconces like semen from spent lovers,
pooling on the floor in sticky patterns that resembled ritual circles. Shadows
bent like bodies in silent orgy, twisting in ways that suggested couplings too
depraved for the light of day.
Voss paused at one mural, his fingers tracing the faded image of a saint on
her knees, her habit torn open to reveal full breasts heaving with devotion,
her mouth agape in a scream that could be pain or pleasure. The paint
flaked under his touch, revealing layers beneath—older depictions of nuns
entangled in sapphic embraces, their bodies slick with sweat and blood,
limbs intertwined in brutal passion. He felt a surge in his loins, the Codex
vibrating against him as if approving, urging him deeper into the convent's
embrace.
Sister Isolde Kane awaited at the corridor's end, gaunt and tall, her habit
clinging like grave wrappings to her emaciated frame, gray eyes fixed with
a lustful intensity. Her skin was pale, almost translucent, veins mapping her
neck and arms like rivers of forbidden desire. She turned without a word,
bare feet smearing bloody stains on stones, the marks fresh and glistening,
as if she had just emerged from a ritual of self-flagellation. Voss followed,
his eyes drawn to the sway of her hips, the way her habit outlined her
skeletal form, hinting at the flesh beneath—flesh that had been marked,
scarred, and offered up in ways he could only imagine.
The corridor deepened, walls swelling and contracting like a birthing canal,
the stone seeming to breathe in rhythm with his own quickening pulse.
Murmurs rose from buried congregations below—moans of pleasure-pain,
echoes of chants that blurred into cries of ecstasy. Voss imagined the



chambers beneath, filled with nuns bound in prayer, their bodies contorted
in positions of submission, whips cracking against bare backs, drawing
blood that was lapped up by eager tongues. The air grew heavier, thicker,
carrying the scent of arousal and decay, making his head swim with visions
of orgiastic rites where the line between worship and violation dissolved.
They stopped before a black iron door, banded with rust that looked like
dried blood, Isolde's cracked nails hovering over the latch, black crust
beneath like residue from clawed flesh. "You brought it," she whispered,
her voice husky with anticipation, her breath hot against his ear as she
leaned close, her body brushing his in a way that sent electric shivers
through him.
"Yes," Voss replied, sigils throbbing hot, writhing like lovers under his skin,
his erection straining against his trousers. He could smell her now—musk
and incense, a hint of something metallic, like blood from fresh wounds.
Isolde drew the latch, the door swinging wide with a groan that echoed like
a woman's moan in climax. The chapel revealed itself as a gaping wound,
candles guttered in holders bent like ribs, casting flickering shadows that
danced like lovers in heat. A dozen nuns knelt in rows, chanting low, their
voices blurred between hymn and moan, bodies swaying in rhythmic
devotion. At the altar hung the crucifix, no longer wood but living flesh,
weeping thick black ichor from nailed hands, dripping onto the stone in
slow, viscous trails. The sisters bent forward, tongues flicking greedily at
the pools, moaning as the fluid coated their lips and chins, their habits hiked
up to reveal thighs slick with their own arousal.
One nun turned her head toward Voss, her lips wired shut with rosary beads
that dug into the soft flesh, blood trickling down her chin. But he heard her
voice in his skull: "Consume me." She ripped at her habit, exposing pale,
heaving breasts marked with self-inflicted scars, nipples hardened and
pierced with thorns, her hands trailing down to part her thighs, revealing her
sex swollen and wet, inviting him with silent desperation.
Isolde whispered at his side, her hand brushing his arm, fingers lingering
too long. "They are doors. Each one opened by a wound." As if on cue,
another nun tore her thigh open with wet, ripping snaps, nails digging deep
into muscle, blood spraying in arcs as she drew forth a slick, veined



parchment from the gash. She lifted it aloft, gasps filling the chapel like
collective orgasm, the word "RETURN" burning across its surface in
glowing script, her wound continuing to gush fluids that pooled between
her legs, mixing with her evident arousal.
The crucifix sagged further, Christ's mouth splitting open wider, unraveling
into layers of living meat that pulsed and quivered, the voice layered and
monstrous: "Blood remembers. Flesh builds." The sisters convulsed as one,
habits ripped away in frenzy, revealing bodies scarred and beautiful in their
torment—breasts clawed until skin hung in shreds, exposing raw muscle;
nails tearing open abdomens to reveal writhing innards; black blood
pouring in crawling streams that traced erotic patterns down their forms.
Some bit chunks from their own arms, chewing the flesh with moans of
ecstasy, spitting bloody morsels across the altar like offerings. Others
clawed at their breasts until ribs showed through, fingers plunging into the
wounds to probe deeper, bodies arching in painful pleasure.
Isolde collapsed beside him, her thigh bursting wide of its own accord,
symbols glowing in fresh blood that ran down her leg like lover's caresses.
"He’s inside," she sobbed, her hands clutching at her habit, tearing it open
to reveal her own scarred body—breasts small and pert, marked with old
sigils, her sex exposed and glistening. "The Builder. He’s here." Voss
staggered back, his arousal warring with horror, the Codex pulsing wildly.
One nun's belly swelled grotesquely, veins crawling beneath her skin like
exploring fingers, the flesh stretching taut over the burgeoning form within.
She ruptured with a muffled scream, her abdomen splitting open in a spray
of blood and amniotic fluid, birthing a screaming mouth lined with razor-
sharp teeth that snapped hungrily at the air, black milk spurting from its
maw like corrupted semen. The nun fell back, her body convulsing in post-
birth ecstasy, hands reaching down to caress the abomination as it wailed.
Another's ribs split apart with cracking sounds like breaking bones in
passion, birthing a reel of film soaked in blood and viscera, the tape
unspooling across the floor to project flickering images of past rites—nuns
in chains, bodies penetrated by ritual daggers, screams blending with moans
as they surrendered to the Builder's will. A third nun sprouted wings of
parchment flesh from her back, the membranes dripping with ichor, prayers



scrawled across them in blood that still flowed, her body arching as she
touched herself, fingers delving into her wounds with gasps of pleasure-
pain.
The chapel shook violently, the crucifix moaning louder, all the nuns crying
in unison: "You will finish it." Their bodies intertwined now, a mass of
writhing flesh—breasts pressing against backs, hands exploring exposed
sexes, blood and fluids mingling in a gore-soaked orgy of devotion. The
mouth-child turned its head toward Voss, lips wet with black milk,
whispering in a child’s voice: "Father." But the horror escalated—the
stained glass shattered inward, bleeding colors across the floor in viscous
streams, shards twitching and fusing into eyes that rolled and blinked,
gazing upon the scene with voyeuristic hunger.
The altar cracked wider, revealing beneath it a deeper pit of veins and teeth
grinding in eternal hunger, the maw opening to swallow a stray nun who
fell in, her screams echoing as tendrils pulled her down, stripping her flesh
in layers. Through the walls came pounding, fists beating from within,
voices shrieking prayers too fast to understand, words twisting into
incantations of lust and brutality—"Take me, Builder, fill me with your
seed," "Tear me open, make me whole."
Isolde seized Voss's arm tighter, her nails digging into his flesh, eyes wide
with fanatic zeal. "The convent is no longer itself. It is becoming
Cathedral." Her body pressed against his, her heat palpable through the thin
habit, her breath ragged as if on the verge of climax. The Codex pulsed in
its satchel, harder now, straining like a thing desperate to be born, its pages
fluttering with unseen wind, whispering temptations of power and pleasure.
Voss realized with a surge of dread and unwanted excitement: he had not
brought the Codex here. The Codex had brought him. It had orchestrated
this symphony of gore and lust, drawing him into the heart of the rite where
he would become the instrument of its will. As the nuns' orgy intensified,
bodies merging in bloody union, limbs tearing and reforming, he felt the
pull stronger, his own scars igniting with fire that spread through his veins,
compelling him to join, to surrender, to build.
But deeper plots unfolded in the shadows. Unbeknownst to Voss, Sister
Isolde had her own secrets—a hidden chamber beneath the chapel where



she had conducted private rituals, offering her body to spectral entities that
promised knowledge in exchange for flesh. She had birthed abominations
before, small things that crawled in the dark, feeding on her milk laced with
blood. And the Codex knew this, had chosen her as the vessel for its
awakening, planning to use Voss as the catalyst to impregnate the convent
itself.
As the chaos peaked, a hidden door creaked open behind the altar, revealing
a staircase descending into deeper abyss, where the true heart of the convent
pulsed—a massive womb-chamber lined with living tissue, nuns fused into
the walls as eternal guardians, their bodies eternally birthing and
reabsorbing horrors. Isolde pulled Voss toward it, her eyes gleaming with
mad desire, "Come, Father, the Rite awaits."
Voss resisted, but the Codex betrayed him, its power surging through his
body, forcing his legs to move, his mind filling with visions of what lay
below: endless halls of pleasure-torture, where bodies were remade in the
Builder's image, wombs split and reformed, lust eternal in gore. The chapter
of his arrival was merely the beginning; the true extension of the plot lay in
the depths, where alliances would shatter, betrayals birth new monsters, and
the line between human and cathedral blurred forever.



HOLLOWPINE
REWRITTEN

The blackout lingered like a predator's breath, heavy and unrelenting, Rue
awakening on asphalt that felt like cooled flesh under her bare skin, her
body aching as if torn apart and crudely stitched back by clumsy, sadistic
lovers. Every muscle screamed from phantom violations, her limbs heavy
with the weight of visions that had ravaged her mind—images of bodies
intertwined in gore-soaked ecstasy, wombs splitting open in bursts of blood
and fluid, screams blending with moans of unwilling pleasure. Lina lay
beside her, her stitched mouth shimmering silver in the dim, sickly light, the
threads pulling taut against her full, swollen lips, blood beading like pearls
of lust along the seams. Her body curved in vulnerable grace, her ragged
dress hiked up inadvertently during their fall, revealing thighs marked with
faint, fluttering film strips embedded just beneath the skin, like buried
desires waiting to unspool.
Hollowpine stretched around them, no longer a city but a grotesque parody
—buildings leaned at impossible angles, their steel frames twisted into
phallic monstrosities that thrust skyward, windows blinking like voyeuristic
eyes witnessing secret depravities. Neon signs bled their colors down
cracked bricks, the red and blue hues mingling like post-coital fluids
staining sheets after a night of brutal passion. Rue staggered upright, her
hands shaking violently, her own skin crawling with the sensation of film
strips shifting beneath it—not destroyed in their escape, but rewritten,
embedding memories of violations not her own, stirring a forbidden heat in
her core despite the terror.
"Lina…" she whispered, her voice hoarse, throat raw as if from screams of
ecstasy rather than fear. Her sister's stitched lips trembled, but her eyes were
wide with recognition of their shared truth: they were still inside, trapped in



the Cathedral's womb, its fleshy embrace tightening around them like a
lover's grip turning possessive and deadly.
They moved through the empty streets, the air thick with the scent of rust
and milk, a cloying mixture that clung to their skin like sweat from fevered
coupling. Billboards above flickered to life sporadically, faces smiling
before twisting into horrors—mouths stretching until jaws dislocated with
wet cracks, teeth shattering like glass under pressure, whispering "Welcome
back" in voices that caressed their ears like unwanted touches, sending
shivers of arousal and revulsion down their spines. One screen showed
them from above, their bodies framed in pulsing red light, the camera
zooming in on Rue's heaving breasts and Lina's exposed thighs,
objectifying them in the glow as if the city itself lusted after their forms.
The first hunters emerged from the shadowed alleys, tall and thin men in
tattered cassocks, their faces obscured by looping film that played endless
scenes of screaming mouths and twitching eyes, the footage jittering like
bodies in seizure during climax. They moved in jerks, like broken footage
replayed, their steps echoing with the squelch of flesh underfoot. Rue pulled
Lina behind her, their bodies pressing close, heat building between them in
the panic, "Run," she gasped, her hand gripping her sister's wrist tightly,
nails digging into soft skin.
The hunters gave chase, cassocks whipping like shadows in a storm, one
lunging forward to grasp Rue's arm with fingers that unraveled into coiling
strips of film. The touch burned, searing images into her mind: a nun's body
splitting open in ritual birth, her abdomen rupturing with a spray of gore,
newborn mouth snapping hungrily; a man—Voss—kneeling before the
Codex, his hands buried in Isolde's exposed wounds, fingers probing deep
as she moaned in ecstasy. The visions ignited a twisted lust in Rue, her body
responding against her will, nipples hardening under her torn shirt, a slick
heat building between her thighs even as she screamed and tore free,
leaving a strip of her own flesh behind, blood gushing hot and mixing with
her unwilling arousal.
They fled through the warped streets, the hunters closing in with guttural
growls that sounded like lovers in the throes of violent release, their film-
faces projecting scenes of brutality—women impaled on spires of bone,



their bodies convulsing in agony-ecstasy, fluids pouring from every orifice.
Rue and Lina burst into a subway station, the turnstiles twisted into flexing
vertebrae that resembled engorged phalluses, metal spines pulsing as if
alive. They jumped down to the tracks, the red light below throbbing like a
heartbeat in heat, the tunnel bending downward into a cavern of veins and
bone, fluorescent lights dangling like exposed intestines, flickering
erratically.
Rats scattered, but their bodies were grotesquely stitched together, three
heads sharing one set of twitching limbs, squealing in pain as they gnawed
at their own fused flesh, blood and pus oozing from the seams. The air
reeked of rust and sour milk, clinging to their skin like the aftermath of
depraved acts. Lina pulled Rue to a halt, pointing ahead with wide eyes, her
stitched mouth straining against the threads.
On the wall, smeared in fresh blood that still dripped, were words in a
child's scrawl: "BLOOD REMEMBERS. FLESH BUILDS." Rue touched
them tentatively, her fingers coming away slick and warm, the wall
quivering beneath her palm before parting like swollen lips, a whisper
emanating through: "Father." The voice vibrated through her body, stirring
deeper, unwanted desires, her core clenching in response.
Meanwhile, beneath the convent's crumbling facade, Voss and Isolde
navigated the collapsing corridors, the walls trembling like overstimulated
muscle, stone transmuting into tendon with wet, ripping sounds, doors
sprouting jagged teeth that gnashed hungrily at the air. Isolde carried a
rusted lantern, its flickering light clinging to her glowing scars, lines that
traced erotic patterns across her body—swirls around her breasts, arrows
pointing downward to her sex, as if mapped for ritual violation.
The Codex stirred in Voss's satchel, a page turning of its own accord,
revealing drawings of a cathedral forged from living bodies: arches of
interlocked ribcages, domes of fused skulls where eyes still blinked in
torment, and beneath it all, two sisters bound together by film, their naked
forms entwined in sapphic horror, mouths open in eternal screams of
pleasure-pain. Voss slammed the book shut, but it whispered temptations,
promising him dominion over flesh, visions of him ravaging Isolde on the
altar, her body yielding in bloody surrender.



"Isolde," he murmured, his voice thick with desire and dread, "what lies
ahead?" She glanced back, her eyes burning with fanatic lust, "The womb-
tomb, where the Builder's seed takes root. But first, a sacrifice must be
made."
They descended further, the air growing hotter, moister, like the inside of a
aroused body, until they reached a hidden antechamber. There, chained to
the wall, was a young nun—Sister Elara, her habit torn and bloodied, her
body trembling in fear and resolve. She had been chosen, Isolde explained,
to save the convent from complete collapse, to appease the Cathedral's
growing lust by offering her dignity, her flesh, in ritual surrender.
Elara's eyes widened as they entered, her chains rattling like lovers'
restraints. She was petite yet curvaceous, her skin a pale alabaster that
glowed in the lantern light, unmarked save for fresh whip marks across her
back that wept blood in thin rivulets. "Please," she whispered, her voice a
melodic plea laced with terror, "the Cathedral demands... I must save you
all." With shaking hands, she began to disrobe, her habit falling away in
layers, revealing her body inch by agonizing inch.
First, her shoulders emerged, slender and delicate, sloping gracefully to
collarbones that framed a neck long and elegant, veins pulsing faintly
beneath the skin like hidden desires. Her breasts spilled free next—full and
heavy, pendulous orbs that swayed with her movements, nipples erect and
rosy, aureolas wide and textured like forbidden fruit, begging to be touched,
pinched, ravaged. They heaved with each ragged breath, sweat beading
between them in a valley that invited exploration, her skin flushing with
shame and arousal as the cold air kissed her exposed flesh.
Her torso tapered to a narrow waist, hips flaring wide in womanly curves,
her abdomen flat yet soft, a faint trail of downy hair leading downward
from her navel—a small, perfect indentation that quivered like a second
mouth. As the habit pooled at her feet, her thighs revealed themselves—
thick and toned, inner surfaces slick with nervous sweat, muscles tensing as
she shifted, the space between them a shadowed promise of warmth and
wetness. Her calves were shapely, leading to delicate ankles chained in iron
that bit into her skin, drawing pinpricks of blood.



But it was her sex that commanded attention—nestled between her thighs, a
mound of soft curls framing plump labia that parted slightly with her
arousal, glistening with dew that betrayed her body's unwilling response to
the horror. The folds were intricate, inner petals pink and swollen, clitoris
peeking like a hidden pearl, the entire vista a masterpiece of feminine
vulnerability, pulsing faintly as if alive with the Cathedral's hunger. Her
buttocks, round and firm, clenched in anticipation, dimples at the base of
her spine inviting hands to grip, to bruise.
Completely naked now, Elara stood exposed, her body a temple of lust and
sacrifice, every curve and crevice detailed in the flickering light—breasts
rising and falling, nipples hardening further under their gazes, thighs
trembling as she spread her legs slightly, offering herself. "To save you,"
she moaned, her hands roaming her own form, fingers tracing her breasts,
pinching nipples until blood welled, then delving lower to part her labia,
exposing her inner wetness, rubbing circles around her clitoris with gasps of
pain-pleasure. She fulfilled the Cathedral's lust, her body arching as
invisible tendrils from the walls reached out, coiling around her limbs,
penetrating her orifices with brutal force—mouth, sex, anus invaded by
fleshy appendages that thrust relentlessly, gore and fluids spraying as she
screamed in ecstasy, her dignity shattered in the act.
Voss watched, horrified yet aroused, the Codex pulsing wildly as Elara's
sacrifice stabilized the corridors momentarily. But as her body convulsed in
the throes, blood and semen-like ichor pouring from her ravaged form, the
walls began to close in again, the rite incomplete. Isolde pulled him onward,
leaving Elara writhing in suspenseful torment—would her offering suffice,
or would the Cathedral demand more?
In the crypt below, the womb-tomb awaited, corpses of nuns bound into
stone, mouths sewn open as arches, umbilical cords pulsing from swollen
bellies. The altar of bone held a spinning reel, projecting visions of Rue and
Lina fleeing, hunters closing, a vast shadow stirring. Isolde fell to her
knees, "He's stretching. The Cathedral is becoming world." The Codex
opened: "FLESH IS THE NEW SKY."
Rue and Lina stumbled into a chamber of screens, each displaying variants
of their torture—bodies flayed, penetrated by film strips, consumed in



orgiastic gore. Rue smashed one, blood spilling instead of glass, the image
laughing. Hunters closed, screens shifting to Rue bound on bone altar, Lina
crucified. The floor split, skeletal children's hands dragging them down,
Rue's scream echoing as the sky above tore open, something vast pressing
against it like skin ready to burst...



THE RITE OF ETERNAL
FLESH

The earth did not merely swallow Rue and Lina—it devoured them with a
ravenous hunger, the ground splitting open like a massive, quivering vulva,
its lips of stone and soil parting wetly to reveal a throbbing abyss below.
The collapse was no accident but a deliberate act of violation, the tunnel
walls shuddering as if in orgasmic release, rocks grinding against each other
with brutal force, sending shards flying like ejaculate from a monstrous
climax. Rue screamed as she plummeted, her body twisting in the air, her
torn dress hiking up to expose her pale thighs slick with sweat and grime,
the wind whipping against her exposed sex like unwelcome fingers probing
in the dark. Lina tumbled beside her, her stitched mouth tearing further with
the force of her silent howl, threads snapping like overstretched hymens,
blood spurting in arcs that painted Rue's face and breasts in warm, sticky
patterns.
They landed not on unforgiving rock but on a vast expanse of warm,
pulsating flesh, a floor that undulated like the inner walls of a gigantic
womb, veined with glowing rivers of blood that pulsed in rhythm with an
unseen heartbeat. The impact jarred their bodies, Rue's full breasts
bouncing painfully against her chest, nipples hardening from the shock and
the moist heat rising from the surface below. She gasped, her lungs filling
with air thick with the scent of iron, musk, and arousal— the Cathedral's
own pheromones, designed to arouse and terrify. Lina lay sprawled beside
her, her legs splayed unnaturally, her ragged skirt riding up to reveal the
curve of her buttocks and the shadowed cleft between, marked with faint
scars from previous torments. Blood trickled from her torn lips down her
chin, dripping onto her heaving bosom, staining the fabric translucent and
clinging to her skin like a lover's possessive grasp.



Rue pulled herself up on trembling arms, her hands sinking slightly into the
fleshy floor, which yielded like soft breasts under pressure, warm and
resilient, sending shivers of revulsion and unintended excitement through
her. "Lina..." she whispered hoarsely, her voice echoing in the vast chamber,
distorted into moans by the acoustics of the living architecture. Her sister's
eyes met hers, wide with a mixture of pain and recognition—this was no
mere cavern; it was the heart of the Cathedral, grown from flesh, a
blasphemous sanctuary where bodies were altars and desires were
sacraments of gore.
The walls around them were no inert stone but layers of muscle and sinew,
stretched taut like skin over a swollen abdomen, contracting and expanding
with labored breaths that filled the air with humid gusts. Ribs arched
overhead like the vaulted ceilings of a profane temple, each one dripping
with viscous fluids that pooled on the floor, mixing with the sisters' blood to
form slick puddles that reflected their terrified faces back at them, distorted
into erotic caricatures—lips parted in perpetual gasps, eyes heavy-lidded
with forced ecstasy. Tongues unfurled from hidden alcoves like banners of
war, long and pink, lolling wetly as if tasting the air for their scent, some
tipped with barbs that gleamed hungrily. Clusters of eyes blinked from
where saints' icons might have been in a holy place, irises swirling with
colors of lust and madness, tracking the women's every movement with
predatory intent, some weeping tears of milky fluid that suggested seminal
origins.
A distant chorus swelled, not human voices but a layered symphony of
moans, screams, and wet slaps— the echoes of all who had been consumed
here, their essences fused into the Cathedral's hymn. It vibrated through
Rue's core, stirring her against her will, her thighs clenching as waves of
unwanted heat built between them, her body betraying her with a slickness
that had nothing to do with blood. Lina clutched at her mouth, fingers
probing the torn stitches, pulling at the threads in agony, each tug eliciting
fresh spurts of blood that cascaded down her neck, between her breasts,
tracing paths like fingers exploring her curves.
They staggered forward, hands clasped, Rue's palm slick against Lina's,
their mingled blood binding them in a ritual of survival. Every step sank
slightly into the flesh-floor, which responded with subtle throbs, as if



aroused by their weight, sending jolts up their legs to their most intimate
places. The nave loomed ahead, a grotesque heart of the Cathedral, where
an altar rose not from marble but from a writhing mound of fused bodies—
nuns and priests entangled in eternal copulation and torment, their limbs
twisted into arches, breasts and phalluses exposed and throbbing, faces
frozen in expressions of rapturous pain. One nun's body formed the
centerpiece, her legs spread wide in perpetual invitation, her vulva gaping
like a sacrificial orifice, leaking black ichor that bubbled with tiny,
wriggling forms—embryos of horror, half-formed and hungry.
As they approached, the mound stirred, bodies shifting with wet, sucking
sounds, revealing more horrors: a priest's erect member fused to a nun's
thigh, pulsing as if still seeking release; another woman's breasts swollen
and leaking milk mixed with blood, nipples chewed raw by unseen mouths.
The chorus grew louder, the fused figures moaning in unison, their voices
blending into a sexual dirge that begged for consummation. Rue felt a pull,
an invisible force drawing her closer, her own body responding with
traitorous arousal, her sex aching as if the Cathedral whispered promises of
forbidden pleasure amid the gore.
Lina pointed ahead, her bloodied fingers trembling, to where the altar's core
pulsed—a massive, beating heart woven from veins and tendons, encased in
a translucent membrane like a hymen waiting to be broken. Within it,
shadows moved: embryonic shapes of future horrors, gestating in the
Cathedral's womb. The sisters halted, but the floor rippled, propelling them
forward like a conveyor of flesh, forcing Rue's thighs to brush against
Lina's, their bodies pressing together in unwilling intimacy.
Suddenly, guardians emerged from the walls—hulking figures born of the
Cathedral's essence, bodies sculpted from muscle and bone, their forms
hyper-sexualized in brutality. One was a towering female, breasts enormous
and veined, dripping with fluids, her lower body a mass of tentacles that
writhed like seeking phalluses, tipped with mouths that sucked and bit.
Another was male, his erection a barbed weapon protruding grotesquely,
skin stretched taut over rippling muscles, eyes burning with lustful rage.
They advanced, the female's tentacles lashing out to coil around Lina's
waist, lifting her with a wet slap, the suckers attaching to her skin, drawing
blood and eliciting gasps that sounded too much like moans.



Rue lunged, clawing at the tentacle, her nails sinking into soft flesh that
yielded like a lover's body, spurting warm ichor over her hands and arms,
sliding down her cleavage in sticky trails. "Let her go!" she screamed, but
the guardian only laughed, a gurgling sound that vibrated through Lina's
body, making her arch in forced ecstasy, her stitched mouth parting further,
blood and saliva mixing in a drool that fell onto her exposed chest.
The male guardian seized Rue, his massive hands gripping her hips with
bruising force, fingers digging into her flesh like claws claiming territory.
He pressed her against his throbbing member, the barbs scraping her thighs,
drawing thin lines of blood that mingled with her unwilling arousal. "You
are the rite," he growled, his voice a rumble that echoed in her core, his
breath hot against her neck as he licked a trail up her jaw, tasting her fear-
sweat. Rue struggled, her body twisting, breasts heaving against his chest,
nipples grazing his rough skin in sparks of unwanted sensation.
Lina, suspended, thrashed as the female guardian's tentacles explored her,
one coiling up her thigh to probe her sex, parting her folds with brutal
insistence, another wrapping around her breast, squeezing until milk-like
fluid leaked from her nipple, mixed with blood. The guardian moaned, her
own body convulsing, breasts bouncing with each thrust of her appendages,
as if feeding on Lina's pain and pleasure.
The rite began in earnest. The altar's heart pulsed faster, drawing the
guardians closer, forcing the sisters into positions of violation. Rue was
bent over a protruding rib, her dress torn away completely, exposing her
naked form—curves glistening with sweat and blood, ass raised vulnerably,
sex throbbing from the Cathedral's influence. The male guardian positioned
himself behind her, his barbed cock pressing against her entrance, stretching
her painfully as he thrust in with a grunt, each barb tearing tiny wounds that
burned with fire and ecstasy, blood lubricating his savage movements.
Lina was lowered onto the female guardian's lap, tentacles penetrating her
from multiple angles—one in her mouth, ripping the remaining stitches,
filling her throat with wriggling intrusion; another in her anus, stretching
her mercilessly; a third in her vagina, pumping with rhythmic brutality. The
guardian's breasts pressed against Lina's back, nipples hard and leaking,



smearing her skin with fluids as she rode her victim in a frenzy of gore and
lust.
The chorus swelled, the fused bodies on the altar writhing in sympathy,
their own eternal torments amplifying—nuns' vulvas clenching around
fused phalluses, priests' members spurting black seed that burned like acid.
Rue's screams mixed with moans as the guardian pounded into her, his
hands mauling her breasts, pinching and twisting nipples until they bled, his
thrusts building to a climax that filled her with hot, corrosive fluid, burning
her insides like unholy semen.
Lina's body convulsed in orgasmic agony, the tentacles pulsing within her,
drawing out her essence—blood, fluids, screams—feeding the Cathedral's
heart, which swelled larger, membrane thinning, ready to birth. The
guardians howled in release, their bodies shuddering, fluids gushing in
torrents that flooded the floor, mixing with the sisters' blood in a pool of
ritual consummation.
But the rite was not complete. The heart split open with a wet tear, birthing
a swarm of fleshy horrors—tiny, tentacled embryos that latched onto the
sisters' bodies, sucking at wounds, probing orifices, extending the violation.
Rue collapsed, her body a map of bruises and bites, sex gaping and leaking,
while Lina hung limp, holes stretched and raw, breasts marked with sucker
imprints.
As the embryos fed, the Cathedral whispered: "Flesh eternal. Rite fulfilled."
Yet in the depths, something stirred—a deeper hunger, promising more
brutality, more exploitation, as the sisters' bond endured amid the gore.



THE CODEX AWAKENS
The crypt trembled not with mere seismic unrest but with the rhythmic
convulsions of a colossal organism in the throes of ecstasy, walls quaking
like flesh under relentless thrusts, the lantern's flickering light casting
shadows that danced across the surfaces like copulating figures entangled in
a frenzy of limbs and gore. Dr. Elias Voss descended further alongside
Sister Isolde, each step sinking slightly into the softening floor, which
yielded like the plush curves of a woman's body, warm and inviting yet
treacherous, exuding a slick moisture that clung to their boots like post-
coital residue. The air grew thicker, heavier, saturated with the metallic tang
of blood and the musky undertone of arousal, as if the depths themselves
were aroused by their intrusion, breathing in labored gasps that echoed
through the corridors.
Isolde led the way, her gaunt frame swaying with a seductive grace born of
fanatic devotion, her habit clinging to her emaciated form, outlining the
sharp protrusions of her hips and the faint swell of her breasts, scars
peeking through tears in the fabric like invitations to deeper violations. Voss
followed, the Codex in his satchel throbbing against his side like an
engorged member straining for release, its leather binding hot to the touch,
pulsing in sync with his own quickening heartbeat. His scars ignited anew,
the sigils carved into his chest and thighs burning with a fire that spread to
his groin, his trousers tightening uncomfortably as unwanted visions
flooded his mind—nuns writhing beneath him, their bodies opened like
sacred texts, blood and fluids mingling in ritual consummation.
The womb-tomb loomed ahead, a chamber that had once been a crypt of
cold stone but now pulsed with life, corpses of nuns fused into the walls,
their bodies contorted in eternal poses of submission and birth. Their
mouths were sewn open with crude stitches of sinew, forming grotesque
arches that dripped viscous saliva, tongues lolling lifelessly yet twitching
faintly as if tasting the air. Umbilical cords of veined flesh hung from their



distended bellies, pulsing rhythmically, ends dangling like seeking tendrils,
leaking a milky fluid that pooled on the floor in sticky puddles. One
corpse's abdomen split slightly with each throb, revealing glimpses of
wriggling forms within—half-formed abominations stirring in amniotic
sacs, pressing against the translucent skin like eager lovers.
At the chamber's center rose the altar of bone, constructed from fused
skeletons, ribs interlocked to form a platform, skulls embedded in the
surface with jaws agape in silent screams, eye sockets weeping black tears.
Upon it, a reel of film turned by itself, no projector in sight, yet casting
flickering visions across the walls in a spectral light show. The images
danced like erotic phantoms: Rue and Lina fleeing through twisted streets,
their bodies glistening with sweat, dresses torn to reveal heaving breasts
and bloodied thighs; hunters closing in with phallic weapons protruding
grotesquely; and beyond, a vast, unseen shape undulating like a shadow
across Hollowpine, its form suggesting immense, swollen contours ready to
burst forth.
Voss clutched the Codex tighter, feeling its hunger gnaw at his ribs like
teeth sinking into flesh, a voracious appetite that mirrored his own rising
desire. The reel snapped to a halt with a sharp click, then resumed,
projecting soundless yet visceral visions—women impaled on spires of
bone, their bodies convulsing in agony-ecstasy, fluids gushing from ravaged
orifices; men tearing open their own chests to reveal beating hearts fused
with film, unspooling memories of depravities. Isolde fell to her knees
before the altar, her hands clasping her breasts through her habit, squeezing
until blood seeped from old wounds, whispering feverishly in a voice thick
with lust, “He’s stretching. He is not confined now. The Cathedral is
becoming world.”
Voss wanted to deny her, to flee this den of horrors, but the Codex betrayed
him, its cover bursting open in his hands with a wet rip like tearing flesh,
pages fluttering wildly as if caught in a storm of passion. Words burned
across the vellum, etched in glowing crimson that dripped like blood:
“FLESH IS THE NEW SKY.” The script writhed, forming images of skies
splitting open, raining down viscera and semen-like ichor, covering the
earth in a blanket of living meat that pulsed and fucked eternally.



In the parallel nightmare above, Rue and Lina staggered into the chamber of
screens, each panel a window into alternate torments, displaying versions of
themselves captured, violated, consumed in endless loops. One screen
showed Rue bound spread-eagled on a bone altar, her naked body arched in
forced ecstasy, hunters' tendrils penetrating her every orifice—mouth
stretched wide around a wriggling appendage, sex and anus filled with
barbed intrusions that tore and thrust, blood and fluids spraying as she
screamed moans of pain-pleasure. Another depicted Lina crucified on a
cross of film reels, nails driven through her palms and feet, her stitched
mouth torn open by a probing tongue, her breasts mauled by clawed hands
until nipples bled, her thighs parted to reveal her sex dripping with
corrupted seed.
Rue, driven by rage and terror, smashed her fist into the nearest screen,
expecting glass to shatter, but instead, hot blood erupted from the panel,
spilling down her arm in thick rivulets that burned like acid, seeping into
her skin and igniting visions of her own body betrayed—nipples hardening,
core clenching with unwanted heat. The image on the screen remained
intact, the projected Rue laughing silently, her eyes rolling back in mock
orgasm as hunters ravaged her form.
The hunters closed in from the shadows, their film-faces projecting
amplified brutalities—nuns birthing horrors from split wombs, their
abdomens rupturing in sprays of gore, embryonic mouths latching onto
exposed breasts to suckle black milk. The screens unified, all shifting to a
singular vision: Rue bound on the bone altar, her legs splayed wide, sex
gaping and vulnerable; Lina crucified beside her, body contorted in agony,
stitches ripping as she wailed soundlessly. Rue froze, transfixed by her
impending death, her body trembling with a mixture of fear and traitorous
arousal, thighs slick with more than just blood.
Then the floor split open with a deafening crack, like bones breaking in
climax, hands erupting from beneath—skeletal fingers of children, slick
with mucus and blood, grasping at their ankles and calves with bruising
force. The hands were cold yet alive, nails digging into flesh, drawing fresh
wounds that wept red. Rue screamed as they dragged her down, her dress
tearing further to expose her full breasts bouncing with the struggle, nipples
grazed by bony digits that pinched and twisted. Lina's stitched mouth tore



wider in a soundless shriek, threads snapping with wet pops, blood
cascading down her chin onto her heaving chest.
As the earth swallowed them, pulling them into its moist, throbbing depths,
Rue's last glimpse was the sky above, black and oppressive, splitting open
with a visceral tear, something vast and swollen pressing against it from
beyond—like taut skin over a pregnant belly, ready to burst in a cataclysm
of gore and birth. The heavens were no sanctuary but a membrane waiting
to be violated, raining down horrors upon the world below.
Back in the womb-tomb, the visions intensified, the reel spinning faster,
projecting onto Isolde's body as she writhed on the floor, her habit hiking up
to reveal scarred thighs parted in invitation, fingers delving into her own
sex with frantic motions, moaning the Builder's name. Voss, compelled by
the Codex, approached the altar, his hands trembling as he placed the book
upon it, the pages absorbing the reel's light, merging film and flesh in a
union of light and shadow.
The chamber convulsed, walls birthing new appendages—tendrils of vein
and muscle snaking out to coil around Isolde, lifting her spreadeagled,
penetrating her with brutal efficiency. One tendril forced its way into her
mouth, bulging her throat; another thrust into her sex, stretching her walls
with rhythmic pumps; a third invaded her anus, all pulsing in unison, gore
and fluids leaking as she gurgled ecstatically. Voss watched, his own body
responding, erection straining as the Codex whispered commands to join, to
ravage her further.
But the awakening was incomplete; deeper plots stirred. Hidden within the
altar, a secret compartment cracked open, revealing a mummified nun's
body, preserved in eternal gestation, her belly swollen with unborn horrors.
As the tendrils ravaged Isolde, the mummy stirred, eyes opening with milky
glow, whispering prophecies of the sisters' descent, hinting at betrayals yet
to come—Voss's role as unwitting father, Isolde's hidden alliance with the
hunters above.
The chapter hung in suspense, the Codex glowing brighter, its power
surging through Voss, forcing him to his knees as visions of global
transformation flooded him: cities remade in flesh, skies tearing open to



birth cathedrals from the void, humanity surrendering to eternal lust and
gore. Would he resist, or become the instrument of awakening?



THE DESCENT INTO
FLESH

The womb-tomb's convulsions escalated not into mere tremors but into a
full-bodied orgasm of architectural blasphemy, the chamber shuddering like
a colossal uterus contracting in labor, walls rippling with waves of muscle
that squeezed and released in rhythmic ecstasy, expelling gouts of viscous
fluid that splashed across the floor in hot, sticky sprays reminiscent of
climactic release. Dr. Elias Voss knelt before the altar, his body wracked by
the Codex's surge, the book's pages now fused partially with the spinning
reel, creating a hybrid abomination where ink bled into film, forming
moving sigils that depicted endless cycles of copulation and carnage—
women's bodies split open like overripe fruit, their innards writhing with
parasitic life, men impaling themselves on bone spires in masochistic
rapture, fluids mingling in pools that bubbled with unholy seed.
Isolde, suspended by the tendrils that had erupted from the walls, thrashed
in a frenzy of violation and devotion, her emaciated frame arched backward
as the appendages pumped relentlessly within her. The one in her mouth
bulged her cheeks grotesquely, thrusting deep into her throat with wet,
choking sounds, saliva and ichor drooling from her lips in thick strands that
dangled like seminal threads. Another coiled within her sex, stretching her
walls to their limits, the veined surface grinding against her inner folds,
eliciting muffled moans that vibrated through her body, her clitoris swollen
and throbbing from the friction, blood-tinged arousal leaking down her
thighs in rivulets that pooled beneath her. The third invaded her anus with
brutal insistence, expanding and contracting like a living phallus, tearing
tiny fissures that burned with fire, her sphincter clenching futilely around
the intruder as it pumped corrosive fluid into her bowels, causing her
abdomen to bloat slightly with each injection.



Voss watched, transfixed and aroused against his will, his erection straining
painfully against his trousers, the sigils on his skin glowing hotter, sending
jolts of pleasure-pain to his groin. The mummified nun on the altar stirred
more violently now, her preserved flesh cracking open like dry parchment,
revealing a swollen belly that undulated with internal movement. Her eyes,
milky and vacant, fixed on Voss, her lipless mouth parting in a silent scream
that echoed in his mind: "Father... join us... seed the rite." The Codex, now
alive with merged film, projected visions directly onto her body, turning her
desiccated skin into a screen where Rue and Lina's descent played out in
graphic detail—the sisters dragged into the earth's maw, their bodies
pressed together in the fall, breasts heaving, thighs slick with fear-sweat,
hands clawing at each other in desperate intimacy.
In the depths below Hollowpine, Rue and Lina plummeted further into the
Cathedral's throat, the initial fall giving way to a slower, more insidious
descent, the fleshy walls closing around them like a vaginal canal in
contraction, squeezing their bodies with moist pressure that forced their
curves together—Rue's full breasts mashing against Lina's back, nipples
hardening from the friction and the humid heat, their hips grinding
involuntarily as the passage narrowed. The air grew thicker, saturated with
the scent of musk and decay, pheromones that invaded their senses, stirring
unwanted heat in their cores, Rue's sex aching with a slick betrayal as
phantom tendrils brushed her inner thighs.
They landed in a chamber that was a grotesque parody of a birthing room,
the floor a pulsating membrane stretched over a pit of writhing embryos,
each one a half-formed horror—tiny bodies with multiple limbs, mouths
lined with teeth, genitals grotesquely oversized and throbbing. The walls
were lined with alcoves where fused lovers were embedded, their bodies
merged in eternal copulation: a nun's vulva fused to a priest's face, his
tongue eternally probing her depths as she moaned through a sewn mouth;
another pair with phalluses interlocked in a chain of penetration, blood and
semen leaking from every junction. Eyes blinked from the ceiling, weeping
tears that fell like rain, each drop burning on contact, raising welts on the
sisters' skin that resembled hickeys from a sadistic lover.
Rue pulled Lina to her feet, their hands clasped, blood from Lina's torn
mouth smearing between their palms in a sticky bond. "We have to keep



moving," Rue gasped, her voice husky from the fall, her dress now little
more than rags, exposing her heaving bosom and the curve of her ass,
marked with bruises that bloomed like erotic tattoos. Lina nodded, her
stitches fully ripped now, her lips swollen and bleeding, tongue darting out
to taste the coppery flow, her eyes wild with a mixture of pain and defiant
lust induced by the Cathedral's influence.
Guardians emerged from the shadows—beings born of the flesh-walls, their
forms hyper-sexualized nightmares. One was a hulking female with breasts
the size of boulders, leaking black milk from nipples pierced with bone
shards, her lower body a nest of vaginal orifices that gaped hungrily,
birthing smaller tendrils that slithered across the floor. Another was
androgynous, its body a mosaic of genitals—erect phalluses sprouting from
thighs, vulvas embedded in its chest that pulsed and winked, fluids dripping
constantly. They advanced with wet, slapping steps, the female's orifices
sucking at the air, drawing Rue closer with vacuum force that tugged at her
exposed sex, making her gasp as air rushed against her folds.
The androgynous guardian seized Lina first, its phallic appendages coiling
around her limbs, one thrusting between her breasts, sliding in the valley of
her cleavage slick with blood and sweat, another probing her mouth, forcing
her jaws wide as it pumped shallowly, coating her tongue with bitter pre-
cum. Lina gagged, her body arching, but the Cathedral's pheromones turned
her revulsion to reluctant arousal, her nipples peaking, sex clenching
emptily. Rue fought back, clawing at the guardian's vulva-chest, her fingers
sinking into soft, wet flesh that yielded like aroused labia, eliciting a moan
from the creature as it sprayed her with hot fluids, the liquid burning her
skin and seeping into her pores, heightening her sensitivity until every
touch felt like a caress.
The female guardian enveloped Rue in her embrace, massive breasts
smothering her face, forcing her to suckle the leaking milk that tasted of
iron and desire, filling her mouth with creamy gore that slid down her
throat, warming her belly and stirring her womb. Tendrils from the
guardian's lower orifices penetrated Rue's thighs, not her sex yet but
wrapping around, squeezing until blood welled from tiny punctures, the
pain blending with pleasure as barbs grazed her clitoris, sending shocks
through her core. Rue screamed, the sound muffled against the guardian's



flesh, her body betraying her with a gush of arousal that dripped down her
legs.
Above, in the womb-tomb, Isolde's violation reached a crescendo, the
tendrils swelling within her, pumping faster until she convulsed in orgasmic
agony, fluids exploding from her orifices in sprays that coated Voss and the
altar. The mummified nun's belly ruptured fully now, birthing a swarm of
embryonic horrors that latched onto Isolde's body, sucking at her wounds,
extending the torment as they burrowed into her skin, creating new orifices
that wept and pulsed. Voss, driven by the Codex's command, joined the rite,
his hands tearing at his clothes to expose his scarred erection, thrusting into
Isolde's ravaged sex alongside the tendril, the combined girth stretching her
to tearing, blood lubricating his savage movements as he grunted like a
beast, the sigils on his skin aligning with hers in a tattoo of destiny.
The visions linked the realms: Rue and Lina's descent mirrored in the
Codex, their violations projected onto the mummified nun's bursting form,
hinting at a convergence—the sisters as keys to the Cathedral's full
awakening, Voss as the unwitting impregnator of the world. Deeper secrets
unfolded; Isolde whispered prophecies amid her moans, revealing her
betrayal—she had summoned Voss not for salvation but to seed the final
rite, her womb prepared to birth the Builder's avatar.
As the chapter built to suspense, the descent intensified below: the
guardians forcing the sisters into a ritual of merging, their bodies pressed
together, guardians' appendages penetrating them in tandem—Rue's sex
filled by a phallus that linked to Lina's mouth, creating a chain of violation
where fluids passed between them, gore and ecstasy blending in a cycle of
brutality. Would they break, or find strength in their bond amid the flesh?



THE MERGING RITES
The guardians' assault transcended mere violation into a profane symphony
of merging, their hyper-sexualized forms intertwining with Rue and Lina's
bodies in a chain of brutality that blurred the lines between torment and
unholy union, the chamber echoing with wet slaps and guttural moans as
appendages linked sister to sister in a cycle of gore and forced ecstasy. The
androgynous guardian's phallic tendril thrust deep into Rue's sex, stretching
her inner walls with barbed insistence, each ridge tearing tiny fissures that
bled profusely, the pain igniting sparks of traitorous pleasure that radiated
through her core, her clitoris throbbing against the intrusion as corrosive
fluid leaked inside her, burning like acid-laced semen. The appendage's
other end emerged elongated, snaking forward to penetrate Lina's mouth,
ripping through remaining threads with a wet pop, filling her throat with
pulsing girth that bulged her neck grotesquely, forcing her to swallow the
mingled fluids—Rue's blood-tinged arousal mixed with the guardian's ichor
—in rhythmic gulps that mimicked a lover's release, her stitched lips
splitting wider, blood cascading down her chin onto her heaving breasts,
staining them in sticky patterns like possessive marks.
Lina gagged and convulsed, her body arching backward against the female
guardian's massive form, whose boulder-like breasts pressed smothering
against her back, nipples leaking black milk that seeped into her skin,
heightening sensitivity until every touch felt amplified, her own nipples
peaking painfully hard, aureolas puckering in response. The female
guardian's vaginal orifices gaped wider, birthing additional tendrils that
coiled around Lina's waist and thighs, one plunging into her anus with
brutal force, expanding to fist-width, tearing her sphincter in fiery agony,
pumping viscous slime that bloated her bowels, causing her abdomen to
swell visibly, the pressure building toward an explosive release. Another
tendril latched onto her breast, sucker-mouth attaching to her nipple,
drawing blood and milk in alternating sucks, the sensation blending nursing



with violation, her body betraying her with waves of orgasmic contractions
that clenched around the intruders, fluids squirting from her sex in shameful
spurts.
Rue, pinned beneath the male guardian's weight, felt his barbed erection
withdraw only to be replaced by the linking phallus, her hips bucking
involuntarily as the chain completed, every thrust into her rippling through
to Lina's mouth, creating a conduit of shared torment where their essences
mingled—Rue's screams vibrating through the appendage into Lina's throat,
Lina's muffled gags echoing back as pressure waves in Rue's core. The male
guardian mauled her breasts with clawed hands, fingers digging deep into
soft flesh, twisting nipples until they tore partially, blood welling in crimson
beads that he lapped up with a rough tongue, his own member now pressing
against her thigh, scraping barbs along her skin in teasing strokes that drew
thin lines of blood, mingling with her slick arousal dripping down her legs.
"Merge," he growled, his voice a rumble that vibrated through her bones,
"become the Cathedral's womb."
Above in the womb-tomb, Voss's savage coupling with Isolde intensified,
his scarred erection thrusting alongside the tendril in her ravaged sex, the
combined girth splitting her further, blood and ichor lubricating his frenzied
movements as he grunted like a beast in rut, sigils aligning in glowing
tattoos that burned hotter with each plunge. Isolde's body convulsed in
multi-orifice ecstasy, the tendrils in her mouth and anus swelling to climax,
exploding fluids that sprayed across Voss's chest, seeping into his scars and
linking his visions to the depths below—Rue and Lina's merging projected
onto the mummified nun's bursting form, her ruptured belly birthing more
embryonic horrors that slithered toward Isolde, latching onto her wounds
with tiny mouths, extending the violation as they burrowed deeper, creating
new channels of pain-pleasure.
The embryonic swarm spread, some crawling up Isolde's thighs to probe her
overflowing sex, others attaching to Voss's thrusting member, their barbs
enhancing the sensation, turning his arousal into torment as they fed on his
seed mid-release. Isolde whispered prophecies amid her moans, her voice
choked by the tendril: "The sisters... they are the key... merge them, Father,
and birth the avatar." Her betrayal deepened—revealed in flashes as the
Codex glowed brighter, showing her past rites where she had offered her



womb to spectral Builders, birthing hybrids that now lurked in the shadows,
waiting to claim Voss as sire.
Below, the merging rite escalated, the guardians forcing Rue and Lina
closer until their bodies pressed flesh-to-flesh, breasts mashing together in
slick friction, nipples grazing in electric sparks, their mingled blood and
fluids creating a binding ritual. A new appendage emerged from the female
guardian's nest, a dual-ended phallus that penetrated Rue's anus while the
other end invaded Lina's sex, completing a circuit of penetration that linked
all orifices in a chain of gore—fluids passing from Rue's depths through the
tendrils to Lina's body and back, a cycle of shared violation that amplified
every thrust, every tear, every unwilling climax. Rue's screams turned to
moans as the pheromones overwhelmed her, her hips grinding against
Lina's in desperate rhythm, their clitorises brushing in accidental caresses
that built toward shattering release, blood and arousal pooling beneath them
in a sacrificial altar of liquid sin.
But amid the brutality, a defiant spark ignited—the sisters' bond, their hands
clasping tighter, nails digging into palms, drawing fresh blood that seeped
into their wounds, countering the Cathedral's influence with their own ritual
of resistance. Lina's torn mouth managed a whisper around the intruding
phallus: "Together... we break it." The guardians howled in rage, thrusting
harder, tearing deeper, but the chamber quaked, walls cracking as if the
merging backfired, embryonic horrors detaching in confusion, slithering
away into shadows.
Above, Voss felt the shift, the Codex shuddering in protest, Isolde's eyes
widening in fear as her body split further, ribs cracking open to reveal a
glowing core—the Builder's avatar stirring prematurely. The visions
converged: sisters resisting below, the womb-tomb collapsing above,
hinting at a cataclysmic birth. Deeper secrets unfolded—Isolde's alliance
with hidden hybrids, planning to usurp the Codex's power, using Voss as
bait. As the rite teetered on the edge, the question hung in gore-soaked
suspense: would the merging consume the sisters, or would their bond
shatter the Cathedral from within?



THE FRACTURED BOND
The quaking chamber erupted not into a simple collapse but into a
cataclysmic orgasm of architectural rebellion, the fleshy walls convulsing
like a colossal uterus in the throes of violent labor, splitting open along
seams that resembled overstretched vulvas, birthing forth torrents of thick,
gore-laden sludge—embryonic fluids mixed with shredded muscle and
pulsating veins that cascaded in hot, sticky waves, drenching Rue and Lina
in a baptism of revulsion and unintended arousal. The air filled with the
wet, tearing sounds of flesh parting, accompanied by a symphony of
screams from embedded victims whose essences had been fused into the
Cathedral's structure, their moans distorting into ecstatic howls as the
rupture freed fragments of their tormented souls, manifesting as wispy
tendrils that brushed against the sisters' skin like ghostly fingers, teasing
their most sensitive areas—nipples hardening under the ethereal touch,
clitorises throbbing with phantom stimulation amid the chaos.
Rue and Lina's clasped hands became the epicenter of the counter-ritual,
their mingled blood igniting like a forbidden elixir, glowing with an
otherworldly crimson light that seared through the guardians' appendages
with the ferocity of acid-laced semen. The female guardian's tentacle-
orifices retracted in sizzling agony, barbs ripping free from Lina's anus and
breasts with grotesque pops, tearing fresh fissures that gushed blood and
ichor in rhythmic spurts, the fluids splattering across her heaving bosom,
tracing rivulets down her abdomen to pool between her thighs, where her
sex clenched involuntarily, betraying her with waves of forced pleasure that
made her legs buckle. Rue fared no better; the androgynous guardian's film-
phallus withdrew from her ravaged sex with a suctioning slurp, leaving her
inner walls raw and weeping, blood mingling with her own slick arousal in
a shameful cocktail that dripped steadily, her clitoris swollen and
hypersensitive, every brush of air sending jolts through her core as if the
Cathedral itself whispered promises of more violation.



The sisters collapsed together in a tangled heap of slick, trembling limbs,
their bodies pressed intimately in the aftermath—Rue's full breasts mashing
against Lina's back, nipples grazing skin in electric friction that elicited
reluctant moans from both, their thighs intertwined, slick with gore and
fluids that created a binding lubricant, turning survival into an unwilling
embrace. Lina's torn mouth bled profusely, threads fully unraveled now, her
lips swollen like overripe fruit split open, tongue darting out to taste the
coppery flow mixed with the guardian's residual ichor, a bitter musk that
stirred her stomach and loins alike. "Rue... our blood... it's fighting back,"
she rasped, her voice hoarse and bubbling, each word forcing fresh blood to
cascade down her chin, staining her neck and cleavage in possessive
patterns that resembled the marks of a sadistic lover's bites.
The female guardian howled in rage, her enormous breasts heaving with
labored breaths, black milk squirting in forceful arcs from her pierced
nipples, the liquid arcing through the air like seminal ejaculate gone wrong,
splattering the sisters' faces and chests, seeping into their pores to heighten
every sensation—the milk's corrosive tingle making their skin burn with
amplified arousal, Rue's nipples peaking painfully hard, aureolas puckering
as if begging for more abuse. From the guardian's lower nest of orifices,
malformed horrors birthed forth prematurely, slithering blindly across the
pulsating floor—tiny embryos with wriggling phallic tails and maw-like
vulvas, latching onto the sisters' ankles with sucker-mouths that attached
like parasitic kisses, drawing blood in pulsing sucks that sent jolts of
pleasure-pain racing up their legs, converging at their cores where
unwanted heat built, thighs clenching as if in anticipation of penetration.
Lina kicked wildly, her bare foot sinking into one embryo's soft, gelatinous
body with a sickening squelch, bursting it open in a explosive spray of
viscous innards that coated her calves and feet in warm, tingling slime, the
residue absorbing into her skin like a perverse lotion, making her scars from
previous torments throb with renewed life. Rue clawed at another that had
coiled around her thigh, nails digging into its fleshy form, popping it like an
overfilled cyst, gore erupting in sticky threads that draped across her hips,
sliding down to tease her labia, the sensation blending revulsion with a
traitorous slickness that had her gasping, body arching against Lina's in
involuntary grind. "We can't stop now," Rue panted, her voice raw from



screams, breasts rising and falling rapidly, sweat and fluids making her skin
glisten like an oiled offering, the Cathedral's pheromones turning every
breath into an aphrodisiac haze that clouded their minds with whispers of
surrender.
Above, in the womb-tomb's upper sanctum, the seismic shift rippled
upward like a reverse climax echoing through the Cathedral's veins, Isolde's
emaciated body seizing mid-thrust as Dr. Elias Voss pounded into her
ravaged sex alongside the pulsating tendril, his scarred erection coated in a
glistening sheath of her blood, his own pre-cum, and the corrosive ichor
that burned pleasantly, sigils on his skin glowing hotter until they cracked
like parched earth under strain, fissures weeping tiny beads of blood that
mirrored the tears in Isolde's flesh. The Codex on the altar shuddered
violently, its pages tearing free in a frenzy, fluttering upward like winged
vulvas with veined undersides, latching onto Isolde's exposed torso and
thighs, their edges slicing shallow cuts before fusing, inscribing new glyphs
that forced her womb to contract in agonized spasms, expelling the
Builder's avatar prematurely—a grotesque, half-formed abomination with
multiple writhing phalluses sprouting from a central maw, its body slick
with amniotic gore, slithering toward Voss with hungry intent.
The avatar's tendrils coiled around Voss's thighs, barbed tips probing his
anus with insistent pressure, piercing the ring of muscle to draw fresh blood
that lubricated their invasion, blending his guttural grunts of animalistic rut
with piercing screams of torment as they pumped deeper, expanding within
him like inflating organs, bloating his abdomen slightly while stimulating
nerves that turned pain into unwelcome ecstasy, his erection swelling
further inside Isolde, thrusting with renewed vigor despite the violation.
Isolde's eyes rolled back in a haze of ecstatic betrayal, her voice choking
out fragmented confessions amid the multi-orifice assault—the tendril in
her mouth bulging her cheeks as it thrust, saliva and ichor drooling in thick
strands that dangled like seminal threads, while the one in her anus pumped
corrosive fluid that made her bowels burn and bloat. "I summoned you... to
feed the hybrids... my children wait in the shadows, hungry for your seed,"
she gurgled, words muffled but resonant in Voss's mind, her body
convulsing as embryos from the mummified nun burrowed deeper into her



wounds, creating new orifices that wept and pulsed, extending the torment
into a labyrinth of penetration.
The mummified nun's ruptured belly gaped wider still, a yawning chasm of
desiccated flesh splitting further to birth a swarm of tiny hybrids that
skittered across the altar, latching onto Voss's scars with needle-like mouths,
injecting venom that enhanced his arousal to unbearable peaks, his member
throbbing grotesquely as he climaxed unwillingly into Isolde's overflowing
sex, fluids exploding in a torrent that mixed with her own gore, dripping
onto the stone in bubbling pools where new life stirred—miniature hybrids
emerging, their bodies twisted mosaics of flesh and flickering film,
crawling toward hidden alcoves in the walls where Isolde's past offspring
lurked, shadowy figures with elongated limbs and genital-maws, plotting to
usurp the Cathedral's ancient power through their mother's grand betrayal.
Below, the sisters staggered deeper into the descending corridors, the floor
tilting precariously like a birthing canal in the midst of labor, propelling
them downward amid cascading waterfalls of embryonic fluid that soaked
their tattered rags, rendering the fabric translucent and clinging to every
curve—Rue's full breasts outlined in wet, sheer perfection, nipples erect and
visible through the material, dark peaks begging for touch; Lina's hips
swaying with each precarious step, her buttocks marked with blooming
welts that resembled the imprints of whip-kisses from a divine tormentor,
the fluid seeping between her thighs to tease her still-sensitive anus and sex.
The air grew thicker, saturated with the Cathedral's musk, pheromones
invading their lungs and bloodstreams, stirring dormant desires that made
their steps falter, hands brushing accidentally in ways that sparked electric
tension—Lina's fingers grazing Rue's inner thigh, drawing a gasp that
blurred sisterly bond with something darker.
Visions assaulted them through the rippling walls, projected like erotic
nightmares onto the pulsating surfaces: Voss's savage coupling in the upper
realms, his seed birthing swarms of hybrids that spread like a plague;
distant convents where nuns synchronized their rites, ripping open their
wombs with clawed fingers, birthing reels of blood-soaked film that
unspooled into writhing tentacles, wrapping around their own thighs and
penetrating in daisy-chains of gore, bodies arching in unified ecstasy as
fluids exchanged in endless cycles. One vision lingered on a nun whose



breasts swelled grotesquely, nipples splitting to birth tiny mouths that
suckled at the air, weeping milk-blood that formed sigils on the floor,
mirroring the scars awakening on Rue and Lina's skin.
From the shadows, new guardians reformed, born of Isolde's betrayal—
hybrids blending flesh with looping film that replayed scenes of past
violations in flickering detail, their phalluses projecting moving images of
screaming victims mid-climax, vulvas gaping with embedded eyes that
wept seminal tears, tracking the sisters with predatory gleam. One lunged at
Rue from behind, its film-phallus thrusting into her anus with stuttering
speed, each frame burning visions into her mind—her own body imagined
split open like the visionary nun's, womb birthing endless tendrils that
coiled back to penetrate her own orifices in self-violation—while barbs tore
her inner walls, blood lubricating the assault as her body betrayed her with
clenching spasms, arousal building inexorably toward a forced orgasm that
shattered through her, fluids squirting from her sex in shameful release,
knees buckling as she cried out, the sound echoing like a hymn of
submission.
Lina whirled, her fractured mind fueling a savage response, claws extended
as she gouged at the guardian's vulva-eyes, fingers plunging into soft,
yielding orifices that pulsed like aroused flesh, scooping out gelatinous
pupils that burst in sprays of sticky fluid, coating her hands and arms in
warm gore that dripped down her cleavage, the creature shrieking as it
released Rue in a convulsion of pain. But the Cathedral's influence
deepened the fracture—the pheromones twisting Lina's thoughts with
insidious whispers of dominance, her eyes lingering on Rue's heaving, gore-
slicked form with newfound hunger, hands itching to claim rather than
protect. As they pressed on, the corridor narrowed, forcing their bodies
together in an intimate slide, sweat and blood mingling as thighs brushed,
breasts pressing in slick friction, the air thick with tension that blurred
survival with desire.
Deeper betrayals unfolded in flashes: visions revealing Voss as the sisters'
unwitting father, his past rites in forgotten convents seeding their bloodline
with dormant sigils that now awakened fully, causing scars to glow and
throb across their breasts and wombs, drawing more guardians like moths to
flame. The corridor's tilt steepened, propelling them into a chute of muscle



and fluid, bodies grinding together in the descent, Lina's hands
"accidentally" pinning Rue against the wall mid-slide, fingers digging into
soft flesh, the chapter teetering on the precipice of psychological breaks—
would their bond hold against the incestuous whispers, or fracture into a
violation that fed the Cathedral's endless hunger?



THE CORRIDORS OF
SAINTS

The descent was a freefall into madness, a plummeting spiral that dragged
Rue and Lina deeper into the Cathedral's underbelly. The air grew thick,
humid, laced with the metallic tang of blood and the heady musk of arousal.
The walls of the corridors pulsed rhythmically, like the inner folds of
infinite vaginas stacked in eternal layers, each segment contracting and
expanding as if breathing, birthing alcoves that shimmered with an
otherworldly glow. From these recesses, saints manifested—not the serene
icons of stained glass and prayer, but hyper-sexualized martyrs, their forms
twisted into eternal altars of gore and lust. Flesh sculpted into grotesque
invitations: breasts swollen to bursting with black milk that dribbled in
viscous streams, wombs gaping wide like sacrificial chalices, leaking
embryonic fluids that pooled on the floor in iridescent puddles. Limbs
contorted in poses of rapturous submission, tendril-fingers curling
suggestively, beckoning the sisters closer with promises of unholy
communion.
Rue and Lina tumbled through this labyrinth, their bodies slick with the
residue of prior violations. Rue's anus still throbbed from the film-phallus's
brutal retreat, a phantom ache that sent inner tears seeping blood down her
thighs in warm, sticky trails. The blood mixed with an unwelcome arousal,
amplified by the Cathedral's tainted air, which seemed to whisper directly to
her nerves. Her clitoris pulsed with unmet need, a traitorous throb that
clashed against the horror surrounding them. Lina fared no better; her skin
was flushed, her breaths coming in shallow gasps, eyes wide with a mix of
terror and something darker, more primal.
The first saint emerged without warning—a colossal female form fused
seamlessly to the corridor wall, her habit torn asunder to expose massive,
veined breasts that heaved with each pulse of the walls. From her chewed



nipples dripped a foul nectar, black and thick, pooling at her base. Her
lower body was a nightmare nest of vulvas, stacked like the arches of a
profane cathedral, each one quivering and birthing saintly offspring. These
tiny abominations slithered forth—bodies no larger than infants, with
haloed heads glowing faintly and phallic tails whipping through the air,
seeking orifices to invade.
"Surrender to sanctity," the saint moaned, her voice a choral symphony of
orgasms, layered echoes that vibrated through the sisters' bones. Tendrils
lashed out like living whips, coiling around Lina's waist with a slick,
insistent grip. She gasped as they drew her inexorably into the nest, the
vulvas sucking at her skin with vacuum force, attaching to her breasts in a
grotesque parody of nursing. Pain blended seamlessly with ecstasy as her
aureolas bloated under the assault, drawing forth blood-milk in pulsing
rhythms. Her body betrayed her, nipples hardening to leak her own fluids in
traitorous sympathy, a warm trickle that stained her tattered clothes.
Rue watched in horror for only a split second before instinct took over. She
lunged forward, her hands plunging into the saint's central womb, fingers
clawing through membranous walls that yielded like the tearing of a
thousand hymens. The tissue was warm, alive, pulsing against her skin as
she delved deeper, pulling free a writhing core—a beating heart of scripture,
etched with glowing glyphs that burned her palms like brands. The pain was
immediate, searing, but it brought visions crashing into her mind: Voss in
the upper realms, now fully enthralled by the hybrids that swarmed him. He
was chained in a chamber of living flesh, his erection fused to a tendril-
maw that milked him endlessly, his seed birthing wave after wave of
abominations. Isolde laughed amid her own ravaging, her body split open
into multiple orifices by burrowing embryos, each one feeding on her
essence as she betrayed the Codex, empowering her twisted lineage with
stolen power.
The saint convulsed in response, her vulvas contracting in a violent climax
that echoed through the corridors. Lina was expelled in a gush of fluids—
embryonic slime that soaked her from head to toe, filling her mouth with
the taste of iron and musk. She coughed violently, spitting up wriggling
remnants that dissolved on her tongue like acid, leaving behind a burning



aftertaste. Rue dropped the scriptural heart, which dissolved into ash, but
the glyphs on her palms remained, throbbing faintly.
But the corridors were far from done with them. They multiplied before the
sisters' eyes, branching into infinite paths where saints chained together in
orgiastic rites. One male saint loomed ahead, his body a forest of phalluses
sprouting from every limb—arms, legs, even his torso—thrusting
mechanically into female counterparts whose wombs birthed his clones in
endless cycles. The clones emerged slick and mewling, growing rapidly to
join the fray. The air filled with the wet sounds of penetration, the slap of
flesh on flesh, punctuated by moans that blurred the line between agony and
bliss.
Further on, an androgynous saint hovered, its body a mosaic of orifices
weeping scripture-fluids that inscribed the floor in glowing runes. The
sisters slipped on the slick surface, falling into pools where the glyphs
burned their skin like holy fire. The sigils awakened dormant marks from
their bloodline, etched into their very DNA by ancestral sins. Rue felt her
womb cramp with phantom pregnancies, her belly swelling slightly as if
gestating horrors from within. Visions assaulted her again: shadowy figures
from their past, twisted by the Cathedral's influence, urging submission.
Lina's mind, already fractured from earlier torments, deepened the betrayal.
Whispers slithered into her thoughts, seductive voices urging dominance
over her sister. She turned on Rue with a feral gleam in her eyes, hands
pinning her against a nearby saint's breast. The flesh was warm, yielding,
the leaking nipple pressed forcibly to Rue's mouth. Milk flooded her throat
in choking waves—thick, cloying, stirring her core with unwanted heat.
Their bodies ground together in an unwilling sapphic embrace, clitorises
brushing through the slick rags of their clothing, building toward climaxes
that shattered with gore-sprays. Nails raked thighs, drawing blood in
ritualistic patterns that countered the saints' influence, red lines blooming
like wards against the encroaching madness.
Above them, in the linked realms, Voss's role deepened. The hybrids
merged with him fully, his body becoming a vessel for their propagation.
Scars split open along his skin, birthing new codices that projected the
sisters' torment in holographic agony. It created a feedback loop of



violation, each realm feeding the other's depravity, amplifying the pain and
pleasure until it threatened to consume everything.
The chapter built inexorably toward its breaks. The saints converged in a
mass orgy, tendrils linking all in infinite penetrations—bodies merging,
fluids exchanging in a symphony of excess. Rue and Lina's bond teetered
on the brink of incestuous collapse, their touches lingering too long, their
gazes too heated amid the chaos. Suspense hung heavy: would they escape
this corridor of eternal damnation, or surrender to its seductive horrors,
becoming part of the saints' grotesque tapestry forever?
As they pressed onward, the walls seemed to close in, the pulses growing
stronger, more insistent. Rue clutched Lina's hand, their fingers intertwining
slick with blood and sweat. "We can't give in," Rue whispered, her voice
hoarse from the milk's residue. But Lina's eyes held a shadow of doubt, the
whispers still echoing in her mind. The corridor stretched on, alcoves
birthing new saints with each step, each one more depraved than the last.
One such alcove revealed a saint whose form was a twisted crucifix, her
arms outstretched in mock crucifixion, but her torso split open to reveal a
cavernous maw lined with teeth-like clitorises, snapping hungrily. Tendrils
from her wounds snaked out, wrapping around Rue's legs, pulling her
toward the abyss. Lina reacted this time, grabbing a loose shard of
scriptural bone from the floor and stabbing it into the saint's exposed core.
The creature shrieked, a sound like shattering glass mixed with orgasmic
release, spraying them both with shards of glowing essence that burned like
holy water on sinners.
The visions intensified with each encounter. Rue saw Voss not just
enthralled, but transformed—his skin mottled with hybrid scales, his eyes
glowing with the same unholy light as the saints. Isolde, once their ally,
now reveled in her betrayal, her laughter a cacophony that echoed down the
corridors, taunting them. "Join us," the visions whispered. "Become
eternal."
Lina's internal struggle peaked as they rested briefly in a rare alcove devoid
of saints. The urges grew stronger; she imagined pinning Rue down, not in
violence, but in a twisted act of protection, merging their bodies to shield
against the onslaught. Her hands trembled as she touched Rue's swollen



belly, feeling the phantom kicks within. "What if this is our fate?" Lina
murmured, her voice breaking.
Rue shook her head, pulling away. "No. We fight. For Voss, for the Codex."
But even as she spoke, her body betrayed her, arousal pooling between her
legs, the air's influence weaving its spell.
The mass convergence began subtly—a distant rumble, then a wave of
tendrils linking saints across corridors. Bodies fused in ecstatic unions,
phalluses burrowing into vulvas, orifices birthing hybrids that swarmed the
air. The sisters were caught in the periphery, tendrils grazing their skin,
teasing entries. Rue slashed at them with her glyph-burned hands, the marks
flaring to life and repelling the assaults temporarily. Lina joined her, their
movements synchronized in a dance of desperation.
Yet the bond strained. In a moment of weakness, Lina's lips brushed Rue's
neck, a kiss born of madness. Rue gasped, pulling back, but the spark
ignited something forbidden. The saints sensed it, their moans growing
louder, drawing them into the orgy.
Escape seemed impossible, the corridors looping endlessly. Surrender
tempted with promises of release from pain, eternal pleasure in damnation.
As the chapter closed on this precipice, the sisters stood back-to-back,
breaths ragged, bodies aching, the choice looming: fight through the
infinite, or fall into the embrace of the saints. The Cathedral waited,
pulsing, hungry.



THE BUILDERS'
CRUCIBLE

The infinite corridors twisted and folded upon themselves like living
origami, compressing into a vast crucible-chamber that hummed with the
raw energy of creation and destruction. The air was thick with the scent of
wet stone and fresh blood, a forge where reality itself was hammered into
shape. Towering above it all were the Builders—architectural behemoths
forged from flesh and stone, their colossal forms embodying the Cathedral's
essence. Ribcage spires arched upward, dripping with veined membranes
that pulsed like exposed arteries, while their chests embedded throbbing
codices, ancient tomes that beat like hearts in the throes of labor. Their
hands were dual instruments of creation: one side hammered like colossal
mallets, the other tapered into quills that dripped ink-blood. Each ponderous
step they took birthed mini-cathedral embryos from the ground—squirming,
grotesque structures that crawled hungrily toward intruders, latching onto
legs with maw-orifices that sucked at thighs, drawing blood in rhythmic
pulls mimicking lovers' bites. The sensation sent unwanted heat surging to
the sisters' sexes, a twisted arousal woven into the terror, as if the Cathedral
delighted in blending pain with pleasure.
Rue and Lina spilled into this infernal forge sprawled and exhausted, their
bodies bearing the scars of the saintly assaults above. Rue's belly still
cramped with sigil-phantoms, ghostly swells that twisted her insides like
unborn horrors stirring. Lina's mind echoed with whispers of domination,
her eyes gleaming with a feral lust that she fought to suppress, her breaths
ragged as she clung to Rue for support. The chamber's heat enveloped them,
sweat mingling with blood on their skin, amplifying every ache and throb.
The foremost Builder loomed over them like a living monument, its dome-
skull cracking open with a sound like thunderous stone splitting. From
within pulsed a womb-brain, a grotesque organ of light and shadow,



radiating ethereal glows that illuminated the chamber in strobing bursts. Its
quill-hand descended toward Rue with deliberate menace, the bone-tip
piercing her breast in a swift, agonizing thrust. Ink-blood injected deep into
her flesh, inscribing scriptures that raced through her veins like fire. Her
body convulsed uncontrollably, nipples leaking as if nursing the invading
pain, her sex clenching in echoed spasms that blurred the line between
violation and ecstasy. She cried out, a mix of scream and moan, her hands
clawing at the air as the Builder's voice intoned, "You fracture the eternal."
The words tolled like bells caught in the peak of climax, reverberating
through the crucible and shaking loose pebbles from the walls.
The Builder's codex-chest yawned open, a cavernous maw unleashing pages
that swarmed like locusts in a biblical plague. The sheets fluttered with
malevolent life, wrapping around the sisters in bindings that penetrated their
skin, fusing to flesh in erotic tattoos. The ink burned with visions that
assaulted their minds: Voss, fully merged in the realms above, his form
elevated to a hybrid-god. His erection had become a spire of creation,
birthing entire worlds from its tip, seed spilling forth in cosmic torrents.
Isolde stood as his consort, her body a labyrinth of orifices seeded endlessly
by his progeny, her laughter echoing as she betrayed all secrets of the
Codex to birth a new, abominable order. The visions clawed at Rue's soul,
fueling her rage even as her body responded with traitorous heat.
Lina, seeing her sister's torment, resisted with primal fury. She sliced her
palm open with a jagged shard from the floor, spraying her blood onto the
Builder's quill in a defiant arc. The fluid hit like acid, corroding the bone-tip
in sizzling agony. The Builder staggered back, its massive form shuddering
as the hand dissolved into gore-sludge, a viscous mess that splashed across
Lina. The sludge seeped into her wounds, heightening her sensitivity to
unbearable levels—every brush of air, every touch amplified to orgasmic
intensity. She gasped, her skin flushing, but the pain sharpened her focus,
turning vulnerability into weapon.
Yet the Builders were legion. They encircled the sisters, their hammer-
palms slamming down with the force of divine judgment, intent on forging
them into living altars. One colossal blow crushed Rue's thigh, bone
cracking with a sickening snap that radiated pain straight to her core. The
sigils etched into her skin ignited, forcing arousal through the agony, fluids



gushing from her as tendrils erupted from the floor. These serpentine
invaders pierced her orifices, linking to Lina in a new, horrifying chain—
phalluses bridging their bodies in infinite loops, fluids cycling through their
wombs in birthing rhythms. Their bellies bloated with hybrid seed, swelling
grotesquely as the essence pulsed within, threatening to burst them from the
inside.
The psychological breaks peaked in this maelstrom of flesh and stone. Lina
succumbed momentarily to the whispers in her mind, mounting Rue in a
dominant thrust aided by the writhing tendrils. Their breasts mashed
together in slick friction, mouths meeting in blood-kisses that tasted of
betrayal and unbreakable bond—coppery tang mixed with the salt of tears.
Climaxes shattered through them in gore-explosions, waves of ecstasy
ripping free in sprays of fluid and fragmenting Builder codices nearby, the
pages crumbling to ash mid-swarm.
Above, Voss's role deepened in the projected visions: he had become the
ultimate Builder, seeding the abyss below with his hybrid essence. His form
towered in the upper realms, hands hammering new realities into existence,
each strike birthing cathedrals that descended like meteors into the crucible.
The chamber quaked under the assault, walls birthing sub-cathedrals in
rapid succession—miniature spires erupting from stone, only to collapse in
chain reactions of crumbling flesh and rock. Debris rained down, forcing
the sisters to dodge falling embryos and shattered codices.
Rue pushed Lina off with a desperate shove, her voice raw. "Fight it! We're
not their tools!" But Lina's eyes were wild, the domination whispers loud in
her ears, her hands trembling as she reached out again, not in violence, but
in a twisted urge to merge, to protect through possession. The Builders
pressed their advantage, quills and hammers converging in a symphony of
forge-work, intent on reshaping the sisters into extensions of the Cathedral.
As the quake intensified, cracks spiderwebbed across the floor, birthing
more tendrils that lashed out indiscriminately. Rue grabbed a fallen
hammer-fragment, swinging it wildly to sever the linking phalluses. Pain
lanced through her as the connections broke, fluids gushing free in a flood
that slicked the ground. Lina snapped back to clarity, her heightened



sensitivity turning to rage; she hurled gore-sludge at the nearest Builder,
watching it eat through stone-flesh like corrosion through metal.
The visions assaulted them anew: Voss, now a god-king, his spire-erection
piercing the veil between realms, seeding the crucible directly. Isolde's
labyrinthine body writhed in eternal ravishment, her orifices birthing
legions that swarmed downward, hybrid soldiers marching to claim the
sisters. "Join the forge," the Builders chanted in unison, their voices a
cacophony of tolling bells and grinding stone.
The sisters fought back-to-back, Rue's glyph-burned hands flaring with
repelling light, Lina's blood-spray weaponizing the air. But the chamber's
birthings accelerated—sub-cathedrals rising and falling in waves, each
collapse hurling debris and embryos. One massive wall birthed a colossal
embryo that latched onto Lina's arm, sucking greedily until she tore it free,
its maw leaving bite-marks that throbbed with heat.
Psychological strain mounted; Rue felt the phantom pregnancies intensify,
her swollen belly kicking with imagined life, urging surrender. Lina's
domination urges peaked again, her lips brushing Rue's ear in a whisper:
"Let me lead us out... through strength." But Rue resisted, pulling her sister
into a run as the floor buckled.
The crucible's core quaked violently, a final chain reaction igniting. Walls
imploded, sub-cathedrals collapsing in a domino of flesh and stone, the
Builders roaring as their forms cracked and dissolved into the chaos. The
sisters were caught in the maelstrom, hurled deeper by the force—tumbling
through a yawning abyss that opened beneath them, the air whipping past in
screams of wind and crumbling architecture.
Suspense hung on the edge of total unmaking: would they shatter against
the depths below, or emerge forged anew in resistance? The visions faded as
they fell, Voss's hybrid-god form receding, but the seed within their bellies
pulsed ominously, a promise of horrors yet to birth. The Cathedral's forge
had tested them, broken pieces of their sanity, but their bond endured—
fragile, tainted, yet unbroken—as they plunged into the unknown.



THE ABYSS UNVEILED
The crucible's collapse was cataclysmic, a roar of crumbling flesh and stone
that echoed through the depths like the death throes of a dying god. Rue and
Lina were hurled downward, their bodies twisting in freefall through a
vortex of debris—shattered codices fluttering like wounded birds, gore-
sludge spraying in arcs that clung to their skin. The air howled around them,
thick with the acrid scent of burning scripture and the metallic tang of
blood, as they plummeted into the abyss. What awaited was no mere void,
but a labyrinth of stacked cathedrals, each layer a deeper stratum of hellish
flesh-reality. Infinite violations unfolded in fractal horrors, patterns
repeating endlessly: spires twisting into wombs that birthed smaller
cathedrals, which in turn spawned their own progeny in grotesque
parthenogenesis. Screams reverberated from every direction, the agonized
ecstasies of nuns and priests merged in eternal orgies of gore—bodies
fusing at orifices, limbs dissolving into tendrils that penetrated and
withdrew in rhythmic fury, only to reform and repeat the cycle.
Fluids from these unholy unions rained upward in reverse climaxes, defying
gravity in sprays of embryonic slime and semen that coated the sisters in
glistening layers. The residue infiltrated their pores like insidious oil,
awakening every nerve to peak sensitivity. The slightest brush of air against
their skin sent convulsions rippling through them, a tormenting blend of
pain and pleasure that made Rue's fractured thigh throb with renewed
agony. The sigils burned into her flesh from earlier trials glowed faintly,
healing the bone in twisted ways—knitting it stronger but infusing it with
phantom sensations, as if invisible tendrils still probed the wound. Her
womb contracted violently, as if birthing the abyss itself, fluids gushing
forth in preparatory waves that mimicked the pangs of labor, soaking her
thighs in warm, sticky betrayal. Lina clung to her, their hands locked in a
desperate grip, but her eyes held a shadowed gleam, the whispers from the
corridors still echoing in her fractured mind.



Visions assaulted them mid-descent, crashing into their consciousness like
tidal waves of revelation. Voss appeared first, no longer a mere vessel but
ascended to hybrid-deity, his form colossal and radiant with unholy light.
His spire-erection pierced through realms, a towering pillar of veined flesh
that throbbed with creative power, seeding the void with bursts of essence.
Isolde's labyrinth-body writhed beneath him, her form a maze of orifices
and passages, endlessly receptive as his seed flooded her depths. From this
rite birthed the abyss's guardians—abominations with faces eerily mirroring
the sisters', but bodies hyper-sexualized parodies: breasts swollen to
grotesque proportions, dripping black milk; vulvas gaping like hungry
maws; phalluses curling like serpents from unexpected limbs. These horrors
swarmed toward Rue and Lina in mid-fall, their haloed eyes glowing with
familial malice.
One guardian latched onto Rue with predatory speed, its tendrils coiling
around her limbs to halt her tumble. A thick appendage thrust into her
mouth, filling her throat with its pulsing girth, while another invaded Lina's
sex, burying deep in a slick intrusion. The sisters were linked in aerial
chains, suspended in the abyss's zero-gravity void, fluids passing in a
circuit: from the guardian's essence into Rue's mouth, down her gullet to
mingle with her own secretions, then somehow transferring through
ethereal links to Lina's womb, bloating her belly in rhythmic swells. The
cycle reversed, choking Rue with backflows that forced her to swallow or
drown, their bodies convulsing in synchronized climaxes. Blood and semen
sprayed outward in zero-gravity gore, globules floating like crimson stars,
splattering back against their skin in warm impacts that heightened the
sensitivity curse.
The betrayals culminated in this suspended hell. Lina's mind, already
teetering from the builders' forge, broke fully under the relentless whispers
—seductive voices promising power through dominance, urging her to
claim Rue as her own. Her eyes darkened with feral intent as she turned on
her sister mid-violation, hands clawing at Rue's breasts to draw forth blood-
milk in rivulets. The scratches were deliberate, ritualistic, nails digging
deep to expose raw flesh. Lina's mouth latched to the wounds in a vampiric
suck, tongue lapping at the coppery flow with hungry fervor, her body
grinding against Rue's in incestuous dominance. The act amplified the



Cathedral's power, their bond twisting from sisterly love into something
profane, a feedback loop of arousal that fed the guardians' assaults. Rue
gasped around the invading tendril, her body responding despite the horror
—nipples hardening, core clenching in unwanted ecstasy—as Lina's
dominance peaked, her hips thrusting in mimicry of the guardians, their
fluids mingling in a taboo union.
But Rue's spirit refused to shatter. Drawing on the last vestiges of
resistance, she slashed at her own sigils with jagged nails, carving through
the glowing marks on her palms and belly. Blood welled up in sacred
patterns, fracturing the codex-link that bound them to the visions. The
abyss's core responded with a seismic shudder, cathedrals collapsing in
domino orgasms of destruction—womb-spires contracting in violent
releases, birthing fluids in explosive geysers that disintegrated structures
layer by layer. The guardians wailed, their forms unraveling into wisps of
smoke and slime, releasing the sisters to resume their fall. They tumbled
deeper into the void, where massive eyes began to open in the darkness—
colossal orbs of veined sclera, pupils dilating like birthing wombs,
whispering of torn veils and revelations yet to come. The words slithered
into their minds: "The veil rends; the true face awakens."
Above, in the fractured realms they had left behind, Voss and Isolde's rite
reached its devastating peak. His seed overwhelmed her labyrinthine form,
flooding every orifice until she could contain no more. Her body split apart
in a cascade of ecstasy and agony, flesh parting like pages of a forbidden
tome scattering to the winds. Each fragment pulsed with stolen power from
the Codex, awakening the final hunger—a voracious entity that stirred in
the Cathedral's heart, its appetite insatiable for souls and flesh. The mutual
destruction was poetic: Voss's hybrid-deity form crumbling as his essence
dispersed, Isolde's betrayal consummated in her own unmaking, their union
birthing not salvation but the abyss's ultimate guardian.
The chapter resolved in this unveiling, the abyss revealed as the true
Cathedral—endless, pregnant with horrors, a womb of infinite layers where
realities gestated and died in eternal cycles. Rue and Lina's fate crystallized
in the whispers: they were to become its eternal wombs, vessels for the
birthing of new abominations, their bodies reshaped to nurture the void's
progeny. A looming promise of surrender or defiance. As they fell toward



the opening eyes, Rue clutched Lina's hand once more, their bond scarred
but enduring. "Not yet," Rue murmured, her voice defiant against the
encroaching dark. But the eyes widened, hungry, and the abyss pulsed in
anticipation.
The fall seemed eternal, each passing layer unveiling new fractals:
cathedrals within cathedrals, where priests flagellated themselves with
phallic whips, nuns birthed litters of haloed serpents that slithered upward
to devour their makers. The reverse rain intensified, coating the sisters in
thicker layers of residue, their skin now a living membrane that absorbed
the essence, heightening sensations to maddening peaks. A stray globule
brushing Rue's clitoris sent her arching in involuntary climax, her womb's
contractions syncing with the abyss's rhythms, as if she were already part of
its birthing cycle.
Lina's betrayal lingered in aftershocks; even as the guardians dissolved, her
hands twitched with the urge to dominate, eyes flicking to Rue's wounds
with lingering hunger. "It's in us now," Lina whispered, her voice hoarse
from the aerial torments. "The hunger... it's ours." Rue shook her head,
slashing another sigil to ground herself, the pain a anchor in the chaos.
Visions flickered anew: Voss's scattered essence reforming in distant
realms, Isolde's pages reassembling into a new codex of betrayal, the final
hunger stirring as a colossal maw at the abyss's nadir.
The opening eyes multiplied, surrounding them in a constellation of gazes
—some weeping tears of embryonic fluid, others blinking with lids of fused
flesh. Whispers grew to a chorus: "Tear the veil; birth the end." The sisters'
descent slowed, tendrils from the eyes reaching out gently, almost lovingly,
to cradle them. Rue felt her belly swell again, the hybrid seed from earlier
pulsing in response, threatening to burst forth. Lina leaned in, her lips
brushing Rue's ear not in dominance, but desperation. "If we must
sacrifice... let it be together."
The abyss unveiled its truth: not a pit of damnation, but the womb of
creation's shadow, where all veils tore and realities bled into one. As the
eyes enveloped them, the sisters poised between resistance and eternal
gestation, their fates woven into the Cathedral's endless tapestry. The final



hunger awaited, and with it, the sacrifice that would either shatter the cycle
or perpetuate it forever.



THE VEIL TORN
In the oppressive silence of the fallen Archive, where once-mighty bells had
tolled with divine authority now dripped echoes like the viscous aftermath
of forbidden climaxes—thick, cooling fluids splattering from cracked
domes onto the desecrated floor—a lone nun knelt before an altar forged
from jagged ribs, their ivory curves slick with congealed gore. She was the
last vessel of a shattered devotion, her body trembling not in the purity of
chaste prayer but in a vortex of anticipatory lust-terror, a whirlwind of dread
and desire that twisted her insides like barbed wire. Her habit clung
desperately to curves sculpted by decades of self-denial warped into secret
indulgences: full breasts straining against the coarse fabric, nipples peaking
through like defiant spears begging for release, hips wide and fertile as if
molded for eternal birthing, thighs marked with a lattice of faint scars from
whips that had long blurred the boundaries between sanctified pain and
forbidden ecstasy. Each scar pulsed faintly, a roadmap of hidden nights
where her fingers had delved into her own depths, chasing shadows of
pleasure in the name of atonement.
She knew the Cathedral's insatiable demand: total unveiling, an exposure
that transcended sanctity, her flesh offered as the pinnacle sacrifice in a rite
of utter sexualized surrender. No mercy, no redemption—only the raw,
brutal consumption of her body and soul. Her hands, calloused from
countless rosaries turned instruments of self-violation, shook as she untied
her veil with deliberate slowness, exposing a scarred face framed by matted
hair mired in sweat and dried fluids. Eyes wide with a hunger-fear that
burned like acid in her veins, lips parting in a gasp that mimicked the
invitation of a whore in heat, swollen and cracked from biting back moans
during solitary rituals. The air grew heavier, charged with the musk of
arousal and decay, as if the Archive itself breathed in anticipation.
Next came the habit, fingers tearing buttons with agonizing deliberation,
each pop echoing like the snap of breaking bones. Inch by inch, she



revealed herself: the collarbone etched with glowing glyphs that throbbed
like fresh brands, then her heaving breasts spilling free in all their grotesque
glory—heavy orbs veined like marble cracked by lightning, nipples dark
and erect, aureolas puckering in the dim, flickering light as cool air teased
them like phantom tongues lapping at forbidden fruit. She cupped them
momentarily, squeezing with vicious force until milk-blood beaded at the
tips, a crimson-white nectar that trickled down her abdomen in warm
rivulets, tracing paths over her swelling belly, pregnant not with life but
with the unspoken sins of the Codex—phantom embryos writhing within,
kicking against her womb walls in eager demand for birth.
The lower habit fell away in a whisper of fabric, exposing her nakedness to
the void: a pubic mound shaved smooth in ancient ritual, labia swollen and
glistening with the slick of arousal-dread, folds parted slightly to reveal the
pink inner sanctum quivering in betrayal. Her clitoris throbbed visibly, a
swollen pearl pulsing like a second heart, as the Cathedral stirred around
her—the walls sighing with veins bulging grotesquely, ribs spreading wide
like the jaws of a lover turned predator, ready to embrace and devour. "Take
me," she whispered, her voice husky with unbridled desire, arms spreading
wide to display every inch of her vulnerability, legs parting obscenely to
reveal her sex gaping wider, inner folds quivering in spasmodic invitation,
fluids leaking in preparatory rivulets that pooled beneath her ass, marked
with welts like the bites of a thousand insatiable lovers, red and raw from
self-inflicted flagellations that had escalated to insertions of holy relics
turned phallic tortures.
Tendrils descended from the shadowed vaults like silk-veins woven from
the Cathedral's own flesh, caressing her shoulders in teasing strokes that
sent shivers racing down her spine, igniting nerves long suppressed. They
coiled around her breasts with serpentine precision, squeezing the heavy
globes until they deformed under the pressure, tips latching to her nipples
with sucker-bites that pierced the skin, drawing gore-milk in pulsing sucks
—each pull a symphony of agony and ecstasy, sending jolts straight to her
core where heat built uncontrollably, her sex clenching in empty
desperation. One tendril probed her mouth insistently, thrusting deep to
bulge her throat like a grotesque erection, coating her tongue with bitter
ichor that tasted of corrupted semen and ancient scripture, forcing swallows



that bloated her belly further, the fluid churning within like a storm of
wriggling parasites.
Another invaded her sex with barbed girth, stretching her walls to the brink
of tearing, the spines scraping raw flesh as it pumped viscous fluids that
burned like holy fire, arousing every nerve ending to screaming sensitivity.
Her clitoris was grazed by secondary tendrils that vibrated with mechanical
cruelty, building her toward shattering climaxes where she squirted in
violent arcs of blood-arousal, crimson sprays mingling with clear essence,
soaking the altar in a profane baptism. She screamed moans around the oral
intruder, her voice muffled into gurgles as saliva and ichor dribbled from
her lips, her body arching in involuntary submission.
A third claimed her anus without preamble, expanding to fist-size brutality,
tearing fissures that bled profusely, the blood serving as lubrication for
deeper, merciless thrusts. Her sphincter clenched futilely against the
invasion, muscles spasming as pressure mounted unbearably, her bowels
filling with corrosive seed that birthed tiny wrigglings within—embryonic
horrors slithering through her intestines, nibbling at her innards with
needle-teeth, sending waves of nauseating pleasure-pain that blurred her
vision. More tendrils burrowed relentlessly: into her ears, twisting through
canals to pierce her eardrums with whispers of damnation; into her nostrils,
flooding her sinuses with acrid slime that made her choke on her own
breaths; even slicing new orifices in her thighs and breasts with razor-edged
tips, carving fresh holes that wept blood as they were immediately filled,
linking all penetrations in a web of unending violation.
Fluids cycled through her body in eternal loops—pumped from mouth to
womb, anus to breasts, new orifices to old—her identity stripped layer by
layer as scripture burned across every curve, transforming scars into holy-
erotic text that glowed with infernal light, verses of lust and gore etched
into her skin like living tattoos. Her womb ruptured in a final, cataclysmic
birth, pages of the shattered Codex erupting from her in gouts of flesh and
fluid, spiraling upward in a whirlwind of forbidden knowledge. Her form
dissolved in orgasms of agony-ecstasy, limbs convulsing as bones cracked
under the strain, skin splitting to reveal muscle and sinew writhing in
exposure, her screams peaking into a choral hymn of surrender before
fading into gurgles of blood-froth. The Cathedral fed on her essence,



satiating its hunger only momentarily, her remnants absorbed into the walls
as pulsing veins, a eternal monument to her exploitation.
Silence reigned, thick and oppressive, broken only by the distant drip of
residual fluids. Then, deeper bells tolled from the abyss below, a resonant
knell that vibrated through the Archive's ruins like the aftershocks of cosmic
climax. A flesh-door split open with the wet tear of parting membranes,
revealing a new Cathedral beyond comprehension—spires glistening with
fresh blood that cascaded in rivers, windows framing screaming faces
frozen in perpetual climax, their eyes rolling in sockets as tendrils probed
eternally. Its maw yawned wide in a hymn of endless desire, exhaling a fog
of musk and gore that promised violations beyond the veil of mortality. The
world of flesh knew no end; this was but the threshold to greater horrors,
where realms converged in orgies of cosmic scale, birthing abominations
that would spill into unsuspecting worlds.
Yet in the shadows of this new edifice, faint echoes stirred—Rue and Lina's
essences, not destroyed but reborn in twisted forms, their bond forged anew
in the fires of betrayal and dominance. Voss's hybrid seed lingered, a seed
of rebellion or further damnation, while Isolde's scattered pages whispered
of alliances yet to form. The Cathedral hungered for more, its spires
reaching toward the stars, teasing a saga of interstellar ravishment where
galaxies themselves would be penetrated and birthed anew. The veil was
torn, but the true apocalypse awaited in the next unholy tome, where limits
shattered and the flesh eternal claimed all.



THE BROADCAST THAT
DEVOURED GOD

The blackout that had begun in hollowpine as a mere whisper of darkness—
a lover's breath against the nape of the neck—had metastasized into a global
cataclysm, devouring the world one screen at a time. It started subtly, as all
true horrors do: a flicker in a tokyo high-rise apartment, where a salaryman
named hiroshi stared at his television, expecting the evening news. Instead,
the screen rippled like flesh parting under a scalpel, revealing not headlines,
but his own wife's face—her eyes hollowed out, her mouth stretched into a
scream that echoed not from the speakers, but from inside his skull. He
clawed at his ears, drawing blood, but the sound persisted, layering over
with moans that weren't pain, but something far worse: unwilling ecstasy.
Across the pacific, in a los angeles suburb, a family gathered for dinner
froze as their smart fridge's display glitched. The mother's secret affair
unspooled in high definition—her lover's hands tracing her thighs, his teeth
sinking into her breast until blood welled like wine from a punctured cask.
The husband watched, transfixed, as the children giggled, their innocent
laughter twisting into guttural chants: "watch her bleed, watch her need."
the father reached for a knife, not to end the vision, but to carve the scene
into his own arm, preserving it forever.
In rome, a nun knelt in prayer within the vatican's shadowed cloisters, her
rosary beads clacking like bones in a grave. The mirror before her—
polished silver, blessed by popes—warped, reflecting not her veiled form,
but her deepest confession: nights spent alone, fingers delving into her own
sanctity, imagining god's touch as a brutal intrusion, her thighs slick with
forbidden fluids. The mirror cracked, shards embedding in her palms, but
she didn't scream—she moaned, pressing the glass deeper, birthing stigmata
that wept not blood, but inky scripture: "i have seen you. You begged to be
known."



Lakes reflected horrors too: in the scottish highlands, a fisherman gazed
into loch ness's depths, expecting serenity, but saw his daughter's body—
long buried after a "accident"—rising, her bloated belly splitting open to
birth writhing reels of film that snaked toward him, whispering his guilt: he
had held her under, watching her eyes bulge, her tiny hands clawing at his
wrists, all because her cries interrupted his solitude. The reels wrapped
around his neck, tightening like a lover's embrace, forcing him to relive the
drowning in reverse—her lungs filling with air only to expel screams that
bubbled to the surface.
Even eyes became screens. In mumbai's crowded markets, a street vendor
locked gazes with a passerby, and suddenly, his vision flooded with the
stranger's sins: the man raping his own sister in childhood, her body
contorting under him, her whispers of "brother" turning to pleas that
hardened him further. The vendor collapsed, gouging his eyes with his
thumbs, but the images persisted, projected onto the inside of his eyelids,
eternal playback.
This was the cathedral's broadcast—not a signal, but a possession. It
hijacked every medium, turning the world into its confessional. Families
shattered under the weight: in berlin, a father watched his son's darkest
thoughts manifest—fantasies of slitting his mother's throat while she slept,
lapping at the arterial spray like a nursling at the breast. The boy, seeing his
own mind exposed, laughed hysterically, grabbing a shard of broken mirror
and carving his father's face into a grinning mask, peeling skin in strips that
dangled like bloody ribbons.
Rue and lina emerged as spectral icons in this apocalypse. In hollowpine's
ruins, survivors clung to grainy footage of their escape from the rite of
eternal flesh, projecting it onto crumbling walls. To the devout, they were
martyrs—sisters bound in unbreakable love, their bodies scarred but
defiant. But to the corrupted, they symbolized the cathedral's lust: rue's
heaving breasts in torn rags, lina's stitched lips parting in silent moans, their
embraces twisted into incestuous tableaux. Pilgrims masturbated to these
visions, spilling seed onto altars of cracked screens, whispering prayers: "let
me be seen as they are—raw, eternal."



The builder's whisper overlaid every channel, a voice like velvet over
razors: "i have seen you. You begged to be known. And i will love you
forever." it echoed in subways, where commuters clawed at each other,
ripping clothes to expose flesh, forcing intimacies that blurred consent into
devotion. In one paris metro car, a woman was pinned by strangers, her
body invaded from every orifice, her screams syncing with the builder's
words, her ecstasy forced until her womb ruptured, birthing not life, but
spools of film that recorded her violation for eternity.
God himself was devoured. Cathedrals worldwide—stone echoes of the
original—convulsed. In notre-dame, statues wept blood that formed pools
reflecting parishioners' sins: a priest's molestations unspooling like a home
movie, children’s faces contorted in pain-pleasure. The faithful knelt,
lapping at the blood, their tongues swelling with embedded thorns. Vatican
broadcasts glitched, the pope's face melting into the builder's tongueless
maw, his encyclicals rewritten: "surrender your flesh, for in exposure lies
salvation."
Global leaders fell. In the white house, the president's eyes rolled back,
projecting classified atrocities—drone strikes vaporizing families, their
bodies atomized into misty gore. He clawed at his face, nails raking furrows
that exposed bone, but the broadcast continued, his cabinet turning on each
other in a frenzy, biting chunks from throats, chewing sinew while moaning
the builder's mantra.
Rue and lina, fleeing hollowpine's birthing streets—where sidewalks split
like labia, expelling embryonic horrors—stumbled into a survivor camp.
Worshippers prostrated, kissing rue's feet, their tongues tracing her scars.
One man, eyes feverish, pressed his erection against her thigh, whispering,
"you are his bride." lina shoved him away, her jealousy flaring like a wound
reopened, but rue pulled her close, their bodies pressing in a hug that the
cathedral twisted—broadcasting it worldwide as a sapphic ritual, lips
brushing necks, hands clutching curves.
The tone was set: the cathedral was omnipresent, no longer confined to
hollowpine or the convent's depths. It was a lens through which all were
viewed, loved, and destroyed. Dr. Elias voss, deep in the convent's vaults
with sister isolde, felt the broadcast invade the codex—a book bound in



screaming skin, its pages fluttering with projected sins. Isolde moaned, her
habit hiking up as visions of her own violations played across her thighs,
her fingers delving instinctively, drawing blood-mingled arousal.
The world writhed under this gaze. In sydney, opera house audiences saw
performers' skins slough off mid-aria, revealing musculature that pulsed to
the builder's whisper, tendons snapping like harp strings. Survivors fused in
orgiastic piles, limbs intertwining until bones cracked, reforming into
grotesque sculptures of devotion.
Rue whispered to lina amid the chaos, "this isn't escape—it's the next rite."
lina's stitched lips trembled, blood seeping as she nodded, their bond the
only anchor in a sea of exposed souls. But even that was tainted—the
cathedral whispered in their minds: "your love is my favorite sin."
The broadcast intensified. Mirrors in bathrooms worldwide shattered
inward, shards embedding in flesh, forcing self-mutilation that replayed
eternally. Lakes boiled with reflected drownings, bodies surfacing with eyes
replaced by lenses. Eyes betrayed their owners: a london banker saw his
colleague's gaze project his embezzlement, leading to a frenzied attack
where he tore out the man's eyes, only to have them embed in his own
sockets, continuing the playback.
Families imploded globally. In beijing, a daughter's eyes projected her
mother's infanticide—smothering a sibling in infancy, the tiny body
convulsing as life ebbed. The daughter responded by strangling her mother,
hands squeezing until vertebrae popped, but the broadcast continued from
the corpse's staring eyes.
Rue and lina, now hunted as icons, hid in hollowpine's tunnels—veiny
passages that throbbed like arteries. Worshippers pursued, their bodies
mutating: breasts swelling to burst, phalluses elongating into tendrils that
whipped and penetrated. One cultist caught lina, his tendril forcing into her
mouth, pumping viscous scripture that burned her throat. Rue decapitated
him with a rusted pipe, his head rolling, eyes still projecting adoration.
Voss and isolde, in the convent, witnessed the codex birth a new page—a
map of global sins, cities marked with pulsing wounds. Isolde knelt,
pressing her face to the book, her tongue lapping at the ink, moaning as



visions of rue's "betrayals" flooded her: imagined scenes of rue abandoning
lina, their sisterly love corrupted into erotic abandonment.
The builder's whisper crescendoed: "i love you as you are—broken,
begging, beautiful." nations fell into anarchy, borders dissolving as pilgrims
migrated to "holy sites"—places where broadcasts were strongest, like
hollowpine, now a massive womb, buildings birthing abominations that
crawled, mewling for flesh.
Rue confronted a mirror-lake, seeing the watcher—the builder's ascended
form—chained in ethereal bonds, wings of flayed skin spread, his eyeless
face turning toward her. "you are my favorite," he whispered, his voice a
caress that made her skin crawl with unwanted heat. Lina pulled her away,
but the damage was done—the broadcast had devoured god, replacing
divinity with voyeuristic obsession.
The world was ready for the rite's next phase: intimacy as apocalypse.



HOLLOWPINE BURNS
Hollowpine had become a living organism, its streets pulsing like veins
engorged with corrupted blood, alleys exhaling fetid breaths that carried the
moans of the damned. The blackout's aftermath had transformed the city
into a colossal womb, buildings swelling like pregnant bellies, their facades
cracking to reveal membranous inner linings that quivered with embryonic
life. Rue and lina staggered through this nightmare, their bodies slick with
sweat and gore from the last assault—a group of survivors turned zealots,
their eyes projecting the cathedral's broadcast, hands grasping at the sisters'
flesh as if to claim pieces for altars.
The air was thick with the scent of decay and arousal, a cloying musk that
clung to the skin like a lover's residue. Rue's torn shirt hung open, exposing
her heaving breasts marked with fresh scratches—gifts from worshippers
who knelt before her, nails raking her as they whispered prayers: "blessed
rue, martyr of the flesh, let us taste your suffering." lina, her stitched lips
seeping blood, gripped rue's hand possessively, her eyes narrowing at every
adorer, jealousy coiling in her gut like a serpent.
Survivors clustered in makeshift camps amid the ruins, clinging to rue and
lina as saviours. One camp, built from toppled billboards now projecting
looped sins, housed a hundred souls. They prostrated as the sisters
approached, kissing rue's feet, tongues lapping at her toes with reverent
fervour. A woman, her belly distended with cathedral-spawn, crawled
forward, pressing her lips to rue's thigh, murmuring, "you escaped the rite—
teach us to birth without pain." rue recoiled, but the woman clutched harder,
her kiss turning to a bite, drawing blood that the crowd lapped up like
sacrament.
Lina's resentment boiled. "they're using you," she whispered through her
stitches, the threads pulling taut, fresh blood trickling down her chin. Rue
pulled her close, their bodies pressing—breasts against breasts, hips
aligning in a way that felt too intimate under the broadcast's gaze. "they're



desperate," rue replied, her voice soothing, but the cathedral twisted the
moment: overhead screens flickered, showing the embrace as a lover's
caress, rue's hand sliding lower, eliciting moans from the crowd. Lina's
cheeks flushed, a forbidden heat stirring despite the horror— was this
sisterly love, or the cathedral's perversion?
The camp's leader, a man with eyes replaced by lenses, approached. "rue,
lina—icons of the eternal flesh. Join our devotion." he knelt, exposing his
scarred back, whipped raw into sigils. Others followed, stripping naked,
bodies intertwining in a mass of writhing flesh—penises thrusting into
orifices, breasts squeezed until milk-blood sprayed, screams blending with
ecstasy. One couple fused mid-copulation, skins melting together, bones
cracking as they became a single, moaning entity.
Rue comforted lina amid the orgy, holding her face, thumbs brushing her
stitched lips. "we survive together," she said, but the words felt heavy, laden
with unspoken desires. The cathedral amplified it, broadcasting globally:
sisters as lovers, their bond the ultimate sin. Lina leaned in, her breath hot
against rue's neck, jealousy sharpening into possessiveness. "they want you
like i do," she admitted, the confession psychological torture—did she mean
protection, or something darker?
A rival faction within the camp, led by a woman named elara, who viewed
lina as unworthy. Elara, her body tattooed with codex verses, seduced
worshippers into doubting lina's loyalty, whispering of her "stitched
silence" as betrayal. During a ritual feast—human flesh carved from
volunteers, roasted over fires of burning reels—elara challenged lina,
forcing her to eat a tongue laced with hallucinogens. Lina's visions: rue
abandoning her, kissing elara, their bodies entwining in gore-soaked
passion. Lina lashed out, slashing elara's throat, arterial spray painting the
crowd red. The act deepened her bond with rue but isolated them—
worshippers now feared lina's "jealous wrath."
As night fell, the city's womb contracted. Streets buckled, birthing horrors:
amniotic fluids flooding alleys, carrying fetal abominations with lens-eyes
that recorded everything. One latched to rue's leg, its maw sucking at her
wound, projecting her memories—childhood traumas, lina's near-
drownings. Rue stomped it to pulp, brains splattering like overripe fruit, but



the psychological scar remained: was her love for lina pure, or cathedral-
tainted?
Voss and isolde's thread intertwined: from the convent, voss felt the
broadcast pull, the codex vibrating with hollowpine's chaos. Isolde, aroused
by visions of rue's "devotion," masturbated furiously, fingers plunging deep,
drawing blood as she moaned rue's name. Voss watched, resentment
building—flashbacks to his wife's "sacrifice," her body split on an altar,
womb exposed, as he chanted. Was it murder for power, or love? The codex
answered, projecting his wife's final screams: "you never loved me—you
loved this."
A betrayal in the camp where elara's followers ambushed lina, stripping her,
nails raking her breasts until nipples bled, forcing her to "confess" her
jealousy. Rue intervened, gutting an attacker, entrails spilling hot and
steaming. The violence bonded them further, rue licking lina's wounds
clean, the act intimate and disturbing.
Rue confessed to lina, "your jealousy makes me feel wanted—like i'm yours
alone." lina's eyes softened, but the cathedral whispered: "she'll betray you
for them." the doubt festered, psychological horror gnawing at their bond.
A church bell tolled nearby, but as rue looked up, she saw its clapper was a
human heart, still beating, veins dangling like ropes, each pulse spraying
blood mist into the air.



THE CODEX OPENS
Deep within the convent's lower vaults, the air hung heavy with the mingled
scents of ancient incense and the unmistakable tang of decay, a perfume that
clung to the skin like an unwelcome caress. The stone walls, cold and
unyielding to the touch, seemed to pulse faintly under the flickering
torchlight, as if the very architecture of the place was alive, breathing in
rhythm with the hidden horrors it concealed. Dr. Elias voss and sister isolde
kane descended the spiral staircase, their footsteps echoing like distant
heartbeats in the oppressive silence. The stairs wound downward into
darkness, each step revealing more of the engraved scripture that adorned
the walls—words that twisted and writhed like living things, forming
grotesque faces with mouths frozen in eternal screams, eyes that wept black
ink that dripped down the stone in slow, viscous trails.
Isolde clutched the codex tightly to her chest, its cover—a grotesque
tapestry of stitched human skin that screamed silently under her fingers—
felt warm, almost feverish, against the coarse fabric of her habit. The book
pulsed in sync with her own heartbeat, as if it were an extension of her
body, a parasitic organ feeding on her devotion. She opened it reverently,
her fingers tracing the embossed details on the pages: raised nipples that
hardened under her touch, labia that quivered like they were still alive,
symbols of forbidden ecstasy carved into the flesh-bound tome. As she read,
visions flooded her mind—nuns in ancient rites, their wombs splitting open
in bursts of blood and amniotic fluid, birthing writhing tentacles of meat
that slithered across altars, coiling around thighs and penetrating in
rhythmic fury. Isolde shivered, a low moan escaping her lips, not born of
carnal desire but of a deeper, more profane faith. Her thighs clenched
involuntarily, her habit growing damp with an arousal she could neither
control nor deny. "the words... They touch me," she whispered, her voice
husky with anticipation, her gray eyes glazing over with the fanatic zeal of
one who had surrendered completely to the cathedral's embrace.



Voss watched her with simmering resentment, his scars—the sigils carved
into his flesh during his own initiation—burning with a heat that spread
through his veins like fire. Flashbacks assaulted him unbidden: his wife,
bound to a stone slab in a similar vault years ago, her belly swollen with
life, his knife hovering above her skin. He had carved the sigils into her
distended breasts, the blade slicing through flesh, blood mixing with the
milk that leaked from her nipples as she screamed, "elias, why? For this
book?" was it truly a sacrifice for the codex's promised knowledge, or had it
been murder to silence her growing doubts about his obsession? The book
had whispered promises of power, but it had delivered only an endless cycle
of guilt, each page a reminder of the price he had paid. Now, seeing isolde
lost in her ecstatic reading, he saw a mirror of his own folly—obsessed,
consumed, willing to offer everything for a glimpse of the divine horror.
"it's using you," he growled, his voice rough with suppressed anger, but
isolde ignored him, the pages fluttering open of their own accord, revealing
fresh text that seemed to writhe on the surface: images of rue and lina's
desperate embrace in hollowpine, twisted by the cathedral's lens into a
tableau of taboo intimacy, sisters' lips brushing necks, hands clutching
curves in what could be mistaken for forbidden hunger.
The vault seemed to expand around them, the walls receding to reveal
hidden passages that led to even deeper chambers, where the true horrors of
the convent lurked. In one such room, nuns were fused to the stone walls
like living sculptures, their emaciated bodies eternally pregnant, wombs
splitting open in perpetual birth, expelling fleshy reels that unspooled across
the floor, projecting sins of the past—orgies of blood and ecstasy, bodies
intertwined in ways that defied anatomy, limbs tearing and reforming in
endless cycles. One nun, her abdomen a gaping, quivering maw lined with
teeth, locked eyes with voss and begged in a voice like cracking bone, "end
me... Please..." but isolde stepped forward, her gaunt face alight with
reverence, and pressed her lips to the wound, her tongue delving deep into
the raw, pulsing flesh, lapping at the amniotic gore that gushed forth in
warm spurts. "this is devotion," she murmured against the slick tissue, her
face smeared with red, her eyes burning with a passion that bordered on
madness.



Voss's backstory deepened in the flickering light: more memories surged, of
his initiation into the order, bound naked to an altar, cloaked figures
surrounding him, their cold knives tracing patterns across his straining
erection, teasing him to the brink of release only to withdraw, leaving him
aching and marked. Those scars flared now, hot and insistent, as the codex
pulsed in isolde's hands, drawing him back to that moment of exquisite
torment. He resented her ecstasy, her moans a cruel echo of his wife's final
pleas as he had plunged the knife deeper, her body convulsing in a blend of
agony and unintended pleasure. Suddenly, a spectral entity materialized
from the shadows of the wall—his wife's ghost, her form translucent yet
vivid, her breasts heaving with phantom breaths, her split womb still
gaping, fluids dripping eternally. "you killed me for this book," she accused,
her voice a whisper that cut like glass, her hands reaching out to claw at his
chest, nails raking furrows that bled anew. Voss lashed out blindly, his knife
sinking into her ethereal flesh, but it solidified under the blade, blood
spraying in hot arcs as she laughed maniacally, "you can't edit me out—you
can't erase what you've done."
Isolde, oblivious or uncaring, reached the peak of her ecstatic reading, her
body arching backward in a spasm of religious fervour, her habit tearing
open to reveal her scarred, emaciated form—small breasts marked with old
sigils, nipples hardened and pierced with thorns that drew fresh beads of
blood. She collapsed to her knees, the codex falling open before her on a
page that was wet and alive, the ink still flowing like fresh blood: a detailed
map of hollowpine's ongoing cataclysm, flames and birthing horrors
rendered in vivid detail, with rue's face at the centre, labelled "the bride" in
glowing script. Voss snatched the book from her, the pages searing his
palms like hot coals, visions of his wife's murder replaying in his mind—
her womb split wide, innards writhing as he probed deeper for the "truth"
the codex demanded, her death throes a symphony of pain mingled with the
unintended gasps of pleasure that haunted him still.
In a moment of raw vulnerability, voss confessed to isolde, his voice
breaking, "i murdered her—not for power, but because she saw my
weakness, my doubt." isolde, still trembling from her climax, pressed her
body against his, her heat palpable through the thin fabric of her habit, her
breath ragged as she whispered, "the codex forgives by remembering—



every sin etched eternal." but beneath her words, her eyes held a shadow of
envy—for rue, the one the book seemed to favour, the "bride" whose image
burned brighter than her own devotion.
Jealous nuns, their faces twisted with fanatic rage, turned on isolde,
accusing her of hoarding the codex's secrets. They swarmed her, nails
digging into her arms, flaying the skin in long, bloody strips that hung like
ragged banners, exposing raw muscle that quivered in the torchlight. Isolde
moaned through the pain, her voice a blend of agony and ecstasy,
continuing to read from the book even as blood poured down her limbs.
Voss defended her fiercely, his knife flashing in the dim light, gutting one
rebel nun with a savage thrust, her intestines spilling out like wet ropes,
steaming in the cold air. He slashed another's throat, arterial spray painting
the walls red, but the act only deepened his resentment—why was he saving
this woman, who mirrored his own sins so perfectly, who had surrendered
to the very obsession that had destroyed his life?
Isolde's faith was no longer devotion but addiction, a compulsion that drove
her to embrace pain as pleasure; voss's guilt was a self-inflicted torture,
each scar a reminder of the love he had betrayed. As the rebellion subsided,
the codex seemed to reward their survival, its pages fluttering with new life,
inked in the fresh blood from isolde's wounds, forming rue's name in a
looping script that throbbed like a living heartbeat, a testament to the
cathedral's growing influence.



THE FLESH CRUCIBLE
In the heart of hollowpine's transformed core, the flesh crucible blazed to
life like a forge of the infernal, an open-air arena where the boundaries
between judgment and torment dissolved into a symphony of screams and
the relentless, wet slap of flesh against unyielding stone. The ground itself
seemed to breathe, heaving with each contraction of the city's womb-like
streets, tendrils of veiny flesh snaking from cracks in the pavement to drag
the unwilling into the pit. Here, sins were not merely confessed but
manifested in physical, visceral forms: liars found their tongues nailed to
the blood-soaked floor, the organs stretching like grotesque taffy as they
crawled on hands and knees, leaving trails of saliva-mingled blood;
adulterers were split down the middle into dual torsos, each half locked in
an endless, agonizing union with the other, genitals rubbed raw and
bleeding as they thrust mechanically, their moans a blend of ecstasy and
despair; cowards were hollowed out, their skins collapsing like deflated
balloons, filled instead with wriggling reels of film that played their deepest
fears on an internal loop, their muffled screams vibrating through the
flaccid flesh.
Rue was thrust into her own trial without warning, the tendrils coiling
around her ankles and pulling her into the centre of the crucible, where
visions assaulted her like a storm of razor blades. A hundred ways she had
betrayed lina unspooled before her eyes: abandoning her sister in childhood
games that turned deadly, watching lina drown in bathtubs of memory, her
tiny hands clawing at the surface; imagined scenes of incestuous betrayal,
rue's mouth latching onto lina's breast, sucking greedily until milk mixed
with blood flowed in warm rivulets down her chin. The images were so
vivid, so tactile, that rue could feel the phantom warmth, taste the coppery
tang, her body responding with a horrifying mix of revulsion and unwanted
arousal. She collapsed to her knees, sobbing uncontrollably, her nails
digging deep into her palms until they pierced the skin, blood welling up in



sacred patterns that mirrored the codex's sigils. The pain was her anchor,
grounding her against the cathedral's insidious lies, but the doubt festered
like an open wound—was their bond truly pure, or had the rite corrupted it
into something monstrous?
Lina rushed to her side, her stitched lips trembling, fresh blood seeping
from the threads as she whispered through the pain, "it's lies, rue—all lies."
she held her sister close, their bodies pressing together in a desperate
embrace, but even this moment was tainted; the cathedral's broadcast
captured it, amplifying the intimacy into a global spectacle of taboo love,
audiences around the world moaning in unison as they watched the sisters'
curves align, breaths mingling in what appeared to be forbidden passion.
Lina's jealousy flared like a wildfire, her eyes narrowing at the surrounding
worshippers who chanted rue's name with reverent fervour, one daring to
grab rue's arm in adoration—only for lina to lash out with her knife,
slashing his throat in a swift arc, arterial spray painting her face and clothes
in crimson, her expression wild with possessive rage.
Amid the chaos, another trial unfolded before them: a man, his face
contorted in guilt, relived his darkest sin—the rape of his own daughter in a
vision that manifested physically. His body thrust against an illusory form
that solidified into flesh, her young body splitting open under the force, her
screams echoing as she birthed a clone of him from her ruined womb, the
abomination turning on its creator, its tiny hands tearing into his flesh,
inverting the violation as it forced itself back into him through gaping
wounds. Rue, horrified yet compelled, intervened with a jagged pipe
scavenged from the ruins, swinging it down on the clone's skull with a
sickening crunch, brains splattering like overripe fruit across the ground.
But the mercy-killing haunted her, echoing the corruption of her own bond
with lina—was she saving the man, or merely protecting the fragile illusion
of her love's purity?
The survivors in the crucible's shadow chanted rue's name as if she were a
saint descended from the horrors, their voices rising in a cacophony that
deepened her burden—she felt like a fraud, her devotion to lina tainted by
the cathedral's unrelenting gaze. The trials escalated around them: a
woman's hands fused to her lover's decaying corpse, forced to caress his
rotting flesh as it whispered her betrayals in a gurgling voice, maggots



spilling from his mouth to crawl up her arms; another victim had his eyes
replaced with lenses that projected his cowardice, forcing him to watch his
family's slaughter on loop, his body convulsing as tendrils invaded his
orifices, pumping him full of viscous guilt until he burst from the inside.
Rue and lina navigated the carnage hand in hand, dodging the grasping
tendrils that sought to bind them into their own trials, their fingers
interlocked like a lifeline against the abyss. The psychological horror
peaked as rue questioned her every motive: was she protecting lina out of
love, or craving the adoration of the worshippers who saw her as their
martyr? Lina's possessiveness intensified, her stitches tearing further with
each snarl, her knife flashing to sever fingers from those who dared touch
rue, the severed digits falling to the ground like macabre offerings, the
crowd kneeling in the pooling blood to chant, "blessed rue, blessed lina—
sisters of the flesh."
Voss's thread wove through the narrative, connecting from the distant
convent: he felt the crucible's pull through the codex, its pages vibrating
with hollowpine's torments, projecting scenes of rue's trial onto the vault
walls. Isolde, still reeling from her own visions in the previous chamber,
carved rue's name into her thigh with a shard of bone, blood mingling with
her arousal as she whispered, "she's the bride, not me—why her?" voss's
resentment deepened, his wife's ghost haunting him anew, her voice
accusing from the shadows, "you chose power over love, elias—look what
it's wrought." he clutched the codex tighter, its pages searing his hands,
showing rue's defiant stand amid the bloodbath, amplifying his own guilt
over past sacrifices.
Rue and lina stood amid the crucible's dwindling carnage, the bodies
writhing around them in final throes, tendrils retreating into the ground as if
sated by the day's offerings. Rue's shadow stretched long across the blood-
soaked earth, twisting under the flickering broadcasts into a cross made of
writhing flesh, the cathedral framing her as both saviour and eternal
sacrifice.



THE CHOIR OF SKINNED
SAINTS

Hollowpine’s hymn hall loomed like a cathedral carved from the bones of a
dying god, its arches draped with the flayed skins of martyrs, stretched taut
like grotesque tapestries. The skins quivered under the dim light of
flickering chandeliers—each candle a tallow of human fat, their flames
casting shadows that writhed like lovers entangled in forbidden dance. The
air vibrated with a low, resonant hum, a hymn that sounded less like prayer
and more like the sighs of ecstasy torn from throats raw with pain. Each
note pulsed through the hall, the skinned martyrs’ vocal cords—still
embedded in their peeled flesh—vibrating to produce a chorus that was
both haunting and seductive, whispering words that felt like fingers
brushing the spine: “surrender to the gaze, be seen, be loved.”
Rue and lina entered cautiously, their boots sticking to the floor, which
glistened with a thin layer of blood and amniotic fluid that seeped from the
walls. The sisters’ hands remained clasped, a lifeline against the suffocating
presence of the cathedral’s influence. Rue’s torn shirt clung to her sweat-
slicked skin, her scarred breasts heaving with each ragged breath, the
scratches from worshippers now crusted with dried blood. Lina’s stitched
lips trembled, fresh blood trickling down her chin, her eyes darting
possessively over rue, wary of the hall’s seductive pull. The martyrs’ skins
seemed to watch them, their empty eye sockets glistening with an unnatural
sheen, as if the cathedral itself peered through each flayed layer.
The choir’s hymn intensified, and one skin—a woman’s, her face still
recognizable despite the absence of flesh—moaned a name: “nina.” Rue
froze, her heart lurching. Nina, their childhood friend from book 3, who had
been flayed alive during the rite of eternal flesh, her screams echoing as her
skin was peeled away like the rind of an overripe fruit, muscle glistening
wetly beneath. Now, her face hung from the central arch, lips parted in a



silent wail, eyes hollow yet projecting a vision: nina’s final moments, her
body writhing as the cathedral’s blades stripped her layer by layer, her voice
pleading, “rue, you watched me—why wasn’t that enough?” The accusation
pierced rue like a knife, her knees buckling as memories flooded back—
standing frozen during nina’s sacrifice, unable to intervene, her love for lina
anchoring her to inaction. Was it fear, or had she been complicit in the
spectacle?
Lina, sensing rue’s faltering, stepped forward, her jealousy a living thing
that coiled tighter with each of nina’s moans. “she’s gone,” lina hissed, her
voice muffled by stitches but sharp with possessive rage. She drew a rusted
blade from her belt, its edge jagged from prior kills, and drove it into nina’s
flayed face, piercing the eye socket. The skin convulsed, brain matter—
impossibly preserved—spurting in a viscous arc, splattering lina’s face like
a baptism of gore. The choir’s hymn faltered, then resumed, nina’s voice
now a gurgling undertone, accusing still: “you let me die.” Lina’s act was
not mercy but a declaration of strength, a claim over rue that the cathedral
twisted, broadcasting the violence globally as a lover’s sacrifice, the screen
above the altar showing lina’s bloodied face, eyes wild with devotion.
One martyr’s skin detached from its arch, slithering across the floor like a
living serpent, its edges curling as it wrapped around rue’s legs, binding her
tightly. The skin was warm, almost pulsating, forcing her to feel the
martyr’s torments—phantom whips lashing her back, the sting of nails
driven through her palms, the agony of flesh peeled away in strips. Rue
screamed, her voice mingling with the choir’s, her body convulsing as the
skin tightened, embedding itself into her own flesh, scars reopening to weep
blood and ink. She clawed at it, tearing the skin free in ragged sheets that
hung from her like bloody veils, each strip still whispering its pain, its
memories of betrayal and devotion. Lina hacked at the remains with her
blade, severing tendrils of flesh that snapped back like elastic, spraying
them both with warm, coppery fluid.
The worshippers in the hall, a congregation of scarred and mutated
survivors, knelt in awe, their bodies marked with self-inflicted wounds—
eyes gouged to mimic the martyrs, lips sewn shut in homage to lina. One
approached rue, a young woman with her own breasts sliced open, offering
them as a gift, blood pooling at her feet. “you are the bride,” she whispered,



her voice trembling with fanatic lust, her fingers reaching to touch rue’s
scars. Lina’s knife flashed again, severing the woman’s hand, the stump
spraying blood as she collapsed, still murmuring prayers. The act deepened
the congregation’s reverence, their chants growing louder: “rue, the bride,
lina, her sword.”
In the convent, he felt the hymn hall’s resonance through the codex, its
pages fluttering to show the choir’s grotesque performance. Isolde, her arms
still raw from the rebellion’s flaying, pressed her bloodied hands to the
book, her moans echoing the martyrs’ hymn, her obsession with rue
growing. She carved a new sigil into her chest, a crude mimicry of rue’s
scars, whispering, “i can be her—i can be loved.” Voss, haunted by his
wife’s ghost, saw her face in the codex’s pages, accusing: “you let them
take me, just as rue let nina die.” He lashed out, smashing a torch against
the wall, sparks igniting a pile of ancient parchment that burned with an
unnatural green flame, the smoke forming shapes of flayed bodies that
danced in mockery.
Rue grappled with guilt over nina, questioning whether her love for lina had
blinded her to others’ suffering. Lina’s possessiveness became a mirror of
the cathedral’s obsession, her every act of violence a desperate plea to keep
rue hers alone. A hidden chamber beneath the hall, where the martyrs’
discarded bones were piled, animated by the cathedral’s will into skeletal
constructs that clawed at the sisters. One seized lina, its bony fingers
piercing her thighs, drawing blood that the floor drank greedily, projecting
her own fears—rue abandoning her for the worshippers’ adoration. Rue
shattered the construct with a broken pew, bones splintering like dry wood,
but the psychological scar lingered: was lina’s fear justified?
The choir’s hymn reaching a crescendo, the skinned martyrs’ voices
forming rue’s name in a haunting harmony, their empty sockets seeming to
follow her every move. Rue and lina stood back-to-back, bloodied and
defiant, the floor beneath them pulsing with the cathedral’s heartbeat, a
reminder that even their resistance was part of its design.



BROADCAST CHILDREN
The cathedral’s broadcast evolved, its reach no longer confined to screens
or mirrors but now infecting the very air, a miasma of visions that clung to
the lungs like damp rot. Across hollowpine, children appeared in every
reflective surface—televisions, puddles, even the polished blades of
worshippers’ knives—whispering lullabies that warped into ritualistic
moans, their voices layered with the cadence of the builder’s mantra: “be
seen, be known, be loved.” Their eyes were no longer human but lenses,
cold and unblinking, projecting horrors that clawed at the mind. Rue and
lina, navigating the city’s throbbing streets, found themselves surrounded
by these spectral children, their small forms flickering in and out of
existence, each one a vessel for the cathedral’s voyeuristic gaze.
One child, a girl no older than six, materialized in a shattered shop window,
her face a distorted reflection of rue’s own childhood self, clutching a
camcorder that hummed with unnatural life. “record me right this time,” she
whispered, her voice a chilling blend of innocence and accusation, the
screen behind her unspooling memories of rue and lina’s youth—games by
the river where lina nearly drowned, rue’s hands hesitating to pull her free,
her gaze transfixed by the beauty of lina’s struggling form. The vision
twisted, blurring sisterly love into something profane: rue’s hands lingering
too long on lina’s skin, her breath quickening as lina gasped for air, their
bond teetering on the edge of taboo. Rue staggered back, her heart
pounding, bile rising in her throat as she confronted the possibility—had
her love for lina always carried a shadow of something darker, or was the
cathedral planting these lies to fracture her?
Lina’s stitched lips parted in a silent scream, blood dripping as she gripped
rue’s arm, her eyes pleading: “it’s not real, rue—it’s them.” But the doubt
had taken root, a psychological venom that gnawed at their bond. The child
in the window giggled, her lens-eyes zooming in, projecting the vision onto
every surface around them—puddles, walls, even the glistening blood on



the ground—showing rue and lina in an embrace that crossed boundaries,
lips brushing, hands exploring in ways that made worshippers nearby moan
with perverse delight, their hands fumbling beneath tattered clothes as they
watched.
A child abomination burst from a nearby television, its body a grotesque
mass of writhing reels, film strips spilling from its split belly like intestines,
wrapping around lina’s legs with a wet, sucking grip. The reels forced
visions into her mind—abandonments from their past, moments when lina
felt rue’s love waver, like when rue turned away from her cries during a
childhood beating, or when she prioritized the worshippers’ adoration over
lina’s silent pleas. Lina thrashed, her knife slashing at the reels, severing
them in sprays of black ichor, but each cut released new images: rue
crowned as the bride, leaving lina behind in a sea of adoring faces. Rue
dove into the fray, tearing the reels apart with her bare hands, the film
embedding in her skin like thorns, drawing blood that mingled with lina’s.
She freed her sister, but the psychological scar lingered, lina’s voice
trembling as she asked, “is our love wrong? Are we what they say?”
The worshippers, now a frenzied mob, gathered around, their bodies
mutating under the broadcast’s influence—children’s faces sprouting from
their chests, lens-eyes blinking in unison, projecting their own sins: a
mother who smothered her infant, a father who beat his son until bones
snapped. One worshipper, a man with a child’s face on his abdomen, lunged
at rue, his hands grasping for her scars, chanting, “bride, save us!” Lina’s
knife found his heart, the blade sinking deep, blood gushing as the child-
face screamed, its lenses shattering in a spray of glass and fluid. The crowd
revered the violence, kneeling in the gore, their chants growing louder:
“rue, the bride, lina, her guardian.”
Voss’s thread connected from the convent: the codex pulsed with the
children’s broadcasts, its pages flipping to show their lens-eyes, each one a
window into hollowpine’s chaos. Isolde, her body still raw from her flaying,
pressed herself against the book, her blood smearing the pages as she
moaned, “the children see her—they see rue.” Her obsession deepened,
carving rue’s name into her arm with a shard of glass, the cuts forming
sigils that wept ink. Voss, tormented by his wife’s ghost, saw her face in the
codex’s visions, accusing: “you let children die for your ambition, just as



rue let nina.” He smashed his fist into the vault wall, cracking stone, blood
dripping from his knuckles as the codex laughed, its pages fluttering with
mocking glee.
A hidden nursery beneath hollowpine’s streets, where the broadcast children
were birthed from fleshy pods that hung like fruit from veiny walls. Rue
and lina stumbled into it, the pods splitting open to release more children,
their bodies half-formed, limbs trailing reels that projected their own
creation—a grotesque parody of birth, each child screaming for a mother it
would never have. One child latched onto rue, its tiny hands clawing at her
thighs, its lens-eyes showing her as a mother abandoning her own child, a
vision so vivid rue felt her womb ache with phantom pain. She crushed the
child’s skull with a rock, brains splattering, but its lenses embedded in her
hands, projecting the vision into her mind—endless cycles of guilt and loss.
Rue questioned whether her love for lina was inherently corrupt, the
cathedral’s visions blurring the line between sisterly devotion and
something profane. Lina’s possessiveness became a mirror of the children’s
accusations, her every act of protection a desperate claim to keep rue hers.
The sisters standing in the nursery’s ruins, surrounded by broken pods and
shattered lenses, the children’s voices fading into a single, haunting whisper
from a cracked screen: “you belong to him already, rue—your love is his.”



THE WATCHER
AWAKENS

Hollowpine’s streets had become a labyrinth of flesh, the ground pulsing
with veins that throbbed beneath cracked asphalt, each pulse releasing a
miasma of decay and desire that clung to the air like a lover’s breath. Rue
and lina navigated this organic maze, their boots sinking into the soft,
membranous earth, the city’s heartbeat echoing in their bones. The
cathedral’s broadcast had evolved beyond screens, now seeping into the
very atmosphere, a psychic assault that painted the sky with flickering
visions—rue’s face, crowned in thorns of bone, her eyes hollowed by the
weight of her role as the bride. The air whispered with the builder’s voice,
now fully revealed as the watcher, a presence both divine and profane: “i
only gave you what you begged for—to be seen, to be known, to be loved.”
In the heart of a ruined plaza, where buildings sagged like flayed corpses,
the watcher manifested before rue. He was a chained colossus, his form
towering yet bound by ethereal shackles of writhing tendons, his wings—
spread wide—crafted from flayed human skin, translucent and veined,
quivering with each breath of the city. His face was eyeless, a smooth
expanse of flesh where eyes should have been, yet it turned toward rue with
an intimacy that made her skin crawl, a caress of unwanted heat spreading
through her body. His voice, soft as velvet stretched over razors, spoke
directly into her mind: “you are my favorite, rue—your pain, your love,
your defiance.” The words were a seduction, each syllable stroking her
deepest fears, her longing for recognition twisted into a perverse embrace.
Rue felt violated, her body trembling as the watcher’s presence invaded her
thoughts, unspooling memories of lina—her sister’s stitched lips, her
jealous glares, their desperate embraces now cast in a light that blurred love
into lust. Was it her own heart, or the cathedral’s manipulation? She
clutched lina’s hand, her nails digging into her sister’s palm, drawing blood



that mingled with their sweat. Lina’s eyes, wide with fear and
possessiveness, met hers, whispering, “don’t listen to him—he wants you.”
The watcher’s laugh echoed, a sound like breaking bones, as he projected
visions onto the plaza’s shattered fountains: rue abandoning lina, kissing a
faceless worshipper, their bodies entwining in gore-soaked passion, lina’s
screams fading into silence. Rue recoiled, vomiting onto the fleshy ground,
the bile steaming as it was absorbed by the city’s hungry veins.
The watcher’s visions intensified, forcing rue to relive lina’s “betrayals”—
moments when lina’s jealousy had driven her to lash out, like slashing a
worshipper’s throat for touching rue, or the childhood fights where lina’s
rage left bruises on rue’s arms. Each vision was laced with a seductive
undertone, the watcher whispering, “she binds you with her need—let me
free you.” Rue resisted, her screams tearing through the plaza, but the
visions burrowed deeper, showing her kissing lina, their lips parting in a
way that felt too intimate, too wrong. The psychological horror peaked as
rue questioned her own desires—was her love for lina pure, or had the
cathedral’s gaze corrupted it into something she couldn’t name?
The worshippers, drawn to the plaza by the watcher’s presence, knelt in a
circle, their bodies mutating—skin splitting to reveal lens-eyes, mouths
stretching to moan hymns of devotion. One, a woman with her abdomen
carved open, offered her womb to rue, blood and amniotic fluid spilling as
she begged, “carry his love, bride.” Lina hacked at her, severing her hands,
the stumps spraying gore as the woman collapsed, still chanting. The act
was broadcast, twisted into a ritual of love, the worshippers masturbating to
the violence, their fluids mixing with the plaza’s blood.
In the convent, the codex pulsed with the watcher’s awakening, its pages
bleeding ink that formed rue’s image, crowned as the bride. Isolde, her body
raw from self-inflicted sigils, pressed her lips to the book, tasting the ink,
her moans echoing the watcher’s voice. Voss, tormented by his wife’s ghost,
saw her in the codex’s visions, accusing: “you gave me to this—now rue is
his.” He stabbed the book, the blade sinking into screaming skin, but it
laughed, blood spraying his face as it whispered, “you’re part of her story
now.”



A hidden altar in the plaza, where the watcher’s chains were anchored,
forged from the bones of past brides—women who had resisted and been
consumed. Rue touched one, and visions flooded her: each bride’s final
moments, their bodies split open, wombs birthing reels that recorded their
defiance. The bones clawed at her, embedding in her flesh, forcing her to
feel their pain—nails through palms, skin peeled in strips. She tore free,
blood streaming, but the watcher’s voice followed: “they all loved as you
do—and they all fell.”
Rue standing defiant, lina at her side, the watcher’s eyeless face tilting
toward them, his wings casting shadows that enveloped the plaza. His
whisper lingered: “i love you most when you lie to yourself, rue—when you
pretend your love is pure.”



VOSS BETRAYED
In the convent’s deepest vaults, where the air was thick with the stench of
blood and burning parchment, dr. Elias voss stood bound to a stone pillar,
his wrists wrapped in chains of sinew that pulsed like living things. The
codex lay open before him, its screaming skin pages fluttering, projecting
his sins across the vault’s walls: his wife’s sacrifice, her body splayed on an
altar, his knife carving sigils into her swollen womb, her screams blending
with gasps of unintended pleasure as she died. Sister isolde kane stood
before him, her habit torn, her scarred breasts glistening with sweat and
blood from fresh cuts. Her grey eyes burned with a mix of devotion and
betrayal as she leaned in, kissing him passionately, her lips bruising his, her
tongue tasting of copper and incense. Then, with a sudden shift, she stepped
back, offering him to the cathedral’s will, her voice trembling: “you belong
to him now, elias.”
The betrayal cut deeper than any blade. Voss’s scars flared, memories
flooding back: his initiation, where cloaked figures had teased his body to
the edge of release, only to carve sigils into his flesh; his wife’s final
moments, her accusing eyes as he plunged the knife deeper, not for power,
but to silence her doubts about his obsession. Isolde’s kiss had promised
salvation, a shared burden, but now she bound him tighter, the sinew chains
biting into his wrists, drawing blood that the codex drank greedily, its pages
swelling with new text.
Voss’s mind fractured under the cathedral’s gaze, visions of his wife’s ghost
manifesting in the vault, her translucent form dripping with amniotic fluid,
her split womb accusing: “you gave me to this, elias—for her.” She pointed
to isolde, who knelt before the codex, her fingers plunging into her own
wounds, drawing blood to smear on the pages, her moans echoing the
watcher’s voice. Voss roared, straining against the chains, his muscles
bulging, veins popping as he tried to break free. The vault responded, its
walls contracting like a womb, stone cracking to reveal fleshy innards that



pulsed with the cathedral’s heartbeat, tendrils snaking out to lash his body,
each strike reopening old scars.
In hollowpine, rue felt voss’s betrayal through the broadcast, the plaza’s
screens showing his bound form, isolde’s lips on his, twisted into a ritual of
sacrifice. Rue’s heart clenched—she had trusted voss, seen him as a flawed
ally against the cathedral, but now he was another victim of its love. Lina
gripped her hand, whispering, “he’s weak—he doesn’t deserve you.” The
words were laced with jealousy, but rue felt the weight of shared betrayal,
their bond the only constant in the chaos.
Voss’s escape attempt. The tendrils loosened momentarily, distracted by
isolde’s fervent reading, and he broke one wrist free, the sinew snapping
like wet rope. He seized a jagged stone, gutting a guard nun who lunged at
him, her intestines spilling in steaming coils, her screams echoing as her
lens-eyes projected her own sins—molesting novices in secret. Voss fought
through the vault, slashing another guard, her throat opening in a spray of
blood that painted the codex red. But more nuns swarmed, their bodies
fused with reels, overpowering him, binding him again to the pillar, their
hands carving new sigils into his chest, each cut a confession of his failures.
Isolde’s betrayal deepened: she stripped voss bare, exposing his scarred
body, her fingers tracing his wounds with a lover’s tenderness before
plunging a thorn into his thigh, drawing a scream that the codex absorbed,
its pages writing his pain in real-time. “you never loved me,” she
whispered, her voice breaking, “you loved the book, like i love rue.” The
revelation was a psychological wound—voss realized isolde’s passion had
never been for him, but for the cathedral’s promise of rue, the bride.
Voss’s pain was not just physical but existential, his identity unravelling as
the codex projected his life as a series of betrayals—his wife, his allies, now
himself. In hollowpine, rue and lina faced a mirror of this betrayal,
worshippers turning on them, accusing lina of tainting the bride. Lina
fought back, her knife carving through flesh, but rue’s gaze lingered on
voss’s broadcast image, questioning her own trust.
Voss slumped against the pillar, blood pooling at his feet, isolde kneeling
before him, licking his blood from her hands, her eyes alight with devotion
to the cathedral. The codex pulsed, its pages forming a new image: rue,



crowned in bone, her eyes meeting voss’s in a shared moment of broken
trust.



THE WOMB OF ETERNAL
BIRTH

Hollowpine’s heart had birthed a grotesque sanctum: the womb of eternal
birth, a sprawling chamber carved from the city’s living flesh, its walls
pulsating with veins that glistened with a sickly sheen of amniotic fluid and
blood. The air was thick with the stench of birth and rot, a miasma so dense
it coated the lungs like a second skin, each breath tasting of copper and
decay. The walls were not stone but organic, lined with women fused into
the tissue, their bodies grotesquely distended, wombs swollen to impossible
sizes, splitting open in ceaseless contractions to birth writhing spools of
flesh-film. These reels unspooled across the chamber, projecting sins onto
the slick surfaces—adulteries, murders, betrayals—each image flickering
with the pulse of the cathedral’s omnipresent gaze. The mothers’ moans
formed a hymn of agony and ecstasy, their voices intertwining into a litany
that begged for release: “see us, know us, love us.”
Rue and lina stepped into this nightmare, their boots sinking into the floor
—a quivering membrane that pulsed like a beating heart, each step sending
ripples through the blood-slicked surface. Rue’s body was a map of scars,
her torn shirt clinging to her sweat-drenched skin, the scratches from
worshippers now infected, oozing pus that mingled with the chamber’s
fluids. Lina’s stitched lips wept blood, the threads pulling taut as she
gripped rue’s hand, her eyes blazing with possessive fire, every glance from
the mothers stoking her jealousy. The women’s eyes—some human, others
replaced with glowing lenses that hummed with mechanical life—tracked
their every move, their gazes heavy with accusation and desperate longing.
One mother, her abdomen a gaping wound, reached out with fingers tipped
with bone shards, piercing rue’s forearm, drawing blood that the floor
absorbed with a greedy slurp. “bride,” she rasped, her voice a wet gurgle,
“carry our burden, birth our truth.”



Rue staggered, the bone shards embedding deeper, triggering visions that
clawed at her mind: herself pregnant with the cathedral’s spawn, her womb
splitting to birth a writhing mass of reels that recorded her love for lina,
twisted into a perverse tableau of incestuous desire—her lips on lina’s
throat, hands clutching her hips, their bodies entwined in a dance of
forbidden heat. The images were so vivid she could feel the phantom
weight of the spawn, her body convulsing with revulsion and unwanted
arousal. She screamed, tearing free, the shards ripping her flesh, leaving
jagged wounds that wept black ink. Lina’s knife flashed, severing the
mother’s arm, the stump erupting in a geyser of amniotic fluid that burned
their skin like molten wax. The mother laughed, her womb birthing another
reel that projected rue’s face, crowned in thorns of bone, her eyes hollowed
by guilt.
Lina’s jealousy surged, her stitches splitting as she pressed against rue, their
bodies aligning—breasts flush, breaths mingling—her voice trembling
through bloodied lips: “they want to take you from me. Would you love me
if i were like them, trapped here?” Rue’s heart ached, her hands cradling
lina’s face, thumbs brushing the torn stitches. “i love you now, always,” she
whispered, the words raw with truth, but the cathedral twisted their
embrace, broadcasting it as a sapphic ritual, worshippers worldwide
moaning, hands fumbling in reverence as screens showed the sisters’ curves
pressed together, lips dangerously close.
One mother’s womb birthed a grotesque effigy of voss’s wife, her form
slick with fluid, her split belly gaping like a wound that never healed. “you
let me die, rue,” the effigy accused, lunging with hands that sprouted reels,
wrapping rue’s legs, forcing her to relive voss’s sacrifice—his knife carving
sigils into her swollen womb, her screams blending pain and unintended
pleasure. Rue fought back, smashing the effigy’s skull with a jagged femur
from the floor, brains splattering like curdled milk, but the reels burrowed
into her skin, projecting her guilt: had she failed voss by not saving him
from isolde’s betrayal? Lina hacked at the reels, severing them in sprays of
ichor, her possessiveness a mirror of the effigy’s accusations, her knife a
claim over rue’s soul.
In the convent, voss felt the womb’s pulse through the codex, its pages
bleeding ink that formed images of the mothers’ births. Isolde, her body a



canvas of fresh sigils, pressed her bloodied lips to the book, tasting the ink,
her moans echoing the mothers’ hymn. “rue is their bride,” she whispered,
carving a crude imitation of rue’s scars into her chest, blood flowing as she
envied the chosen one. Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, her translucent form
accusing: “you gave me to this horror, and now rue pays.” He stabbed the
codex, the blade sinking into screaming skin, blood spraying his face, but
the book laughed, its pages reforming to show rue’s struggle, amplifying his
guilt.
A hidden alcove where mothers who defied the cathedral were chained,
their wombs sealed with fleshy stitches, their screams muffled by reels that
forced their mouths open, projecting their resistance—women who refused
to birth, their bodies tortured into submission. One mother, her eyes still
human, whispered to rue, “free me before i break.” Rue hesitated, her knife
shaking, but lina acted, plunging her blade into the mother’s heart, blood
gushing as the woman smiled, her final words a sigh: “you saw me, bride.”
The act was broadcast as mercy, worshippers kneeling in the gore, chanting
rue’s name, but the weight of it crushed her—each death a reminder of her
own failures.
The psychological horror deepened: rue questioned whether her love for
lina could withstand the cathedral’s pull, or if she was destined to become a
mother, her body consumed by its hunger. Lina’s possessiveness mirrored
the mothers’ desperation, her every act a claim to keep rue hers. The sisters
standing amid the womb’s carnage, reels still unspooling, mothers’ moans
fading into a lullaby of despair. One mother, her body collapsing, reached
out, her final whisper haunting: “you saw me, and that’s enough.”



THE LITANY OF THE
FALLEN

Hollowpine had transcended its earthly form, its streets now a writhing
expanse of sinew and bone, each cobblestone a pulsing knot of flesh that
bled with every step. Buildings loomed like flayed giants, their facades
peeling to reveal musculature that quivered with unnatural life, birthing
abominations—crawling horrors with lens-eyes and mouths that mewled for
flesh, their cries a twisted echo of the watcher’s unquenchable love. Rue
and lina stood atop a shattered cathedral, its roof a jagged mosaic of
petrified skin and splintered bone, its spire a grotesque tower of fused
vertebrae piercing a sky stained crimson with the cathedral’s glow. The air
thrummed with the watcher’s gospel, a psychic litany that seeped into the
mind like venom, painting the clouds with visions of his fall: a radiant
entity, once divine, cast down for a love so fierce it consumed him, his
devotion warped into a voyeuristic obsession to capture every human sin, to
bind every soul in his eternal gaze.
The visions unfolded like a wound torn open: the watcher, wings of molten
light, knelt before humanity, his love a fire that burned too brightly—lovers
swearing fidelity only to betray him, their bodies entwining with others,
their whispers of devotion dissolving into lies. His punishment was exile to
a realm of flesh, eyeless yet all-seeing, chained in a prison of his own
creation. The cathedral was his monument, a lens to witness every secret, to
love every flaw, to eternalize sins so that no one could ever leave him.
Rue’s scars flared with heat, the truth searing her: the watcher was a lover
scorned, his obsession a grotesque mirror of her bond with lina, his
desperate need to be needed echoing her terror of losing her sister. His
voice, soft as silk drawn over broken glass, whispered in her mind: “you
love her as i love you, rue—fiercely, fatally, with no escape.”



The plaza below churned with worshippers, their bodies mutating under the
litany’s weight—skin splitting to reveal reels of flesh-film that unspooled
their darkest sins, eyes morphing into lenses that projected their shame in
vivid loops. A woman, her chest cracked open like a ribcage altar, tore out
her own heart, offering it to rue, blood pumping in rhythmic spurts as she
chanted, “bride, bind us to him.” Lina’s knife flashed, severing the woman’s
throat, arterial spray painting the ground in crimson arcs, her possessiveness
a mirror of the watcher’s own hunger. The cathedral’s broadcast twisted the
violence, casting lina as a jealous lover, her blade a declaration of devotion,
worshippers worldwide moaning as they watched, their fluids pooling with
the blood-soaked earth, their hands fumbling in fervent worship.
A subplot emerged: the visions revealed the watcher’s first bride, a woman
named seraphine, who defied his love, her body flayed on a bone altar, her
skin stretched into the codex’s earliest pages, her screams captured in reels
that burst from her womb, recording her resistance. Her defiance mirrored
rue’s own struggle, her love for a sister—lost to the cathedral’s rites—
twisted into betrayal by the watcher’s gaze. Rue clutched lina, their bodies
pressed so close their heartbeats synced, sweat and blood mingling, but the
watcher’s voice slithered between them: “she’ll betray you, as seraphine
betrayed me.” The doubt burrowed deep, rue’s mind reeling— was lina’s
love a tether to salvation, or a chain pulling her into the cathedral’s abyss?
In the convent, voss felt the litany’s pulse through the codex, its pages
bleeding ink that formed the watcher’s fall in excruciating detail—his wings
burning, his form chained, his love rejected. Isolde, her body a raw canvas
of self-inflicted sigils, knelt before the book, her lips pressed to the pages,
tasting the blood-ink, her moans a perverse echo of the watcher’s lament.
“he chose rue, not me,” she whispered, carving a jagged imitation of rue’s
scars into her abdomen, blood flowing as she envied the bride’s favor.
Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, her translucent form dripping with amniotic
fluid, accusing: “you worship his lie, elias, just as you worshipped mine.”
He drove his knife into the codex, the blade sinking into screaming skin,
blood spraying his face, but the book reformed, its laughter a guttural
rumble as it projected rue’s struggle, amplifying voss’s guilt over his own
betrayals.



A second subplot unfolded: a hidden reliquary beneath the cathedral,
housing a fragment of the watcher’s essence—a pulsating, fleshy orb that
beat like a heart, its surface veined with glowing filaments. Rue, drawn to it
by an unseen force, touched the orb, and visions flooded her: the watcher’s
love for each bride, his anguish as they rejected him, their bodies consumed
by the cathedral’s hunger—flayed, split, reborn as reels. The orb fused with
her hand, its veins merging with hers, forcing her to feel his longing—a
love so intense it burned through flesh, leaving only ash and memory. She
tore her hand free, skin shredding, blood gushing in hot streams, but the
watcher’s voice lingered: “you love lina as i loved them—will you fall as i
fell?”
The psychological horror reached its zenith: rue saw her love for lina as
both her anchor and her undoing, a mirror of the watcher’s twisted
devotion. Lina’s possessiveness echoed the litany, her knife a testament to
her need to keep rue hers alone, each act of violence a prayer to their bond.
A group of worshippers, driven mad by the litany, attempted to crown rue as
the new bride, binding her with reels that cut into her flesh, projecting her
love for lina as a sin to be purified. Lina fought them off, her blade carving
through their bodies, entrails spilling like offerings, but the reels tightened,
forcing rue to confront her fear: was her love for lina a defiance of the
cathedral, or its ultimate triumph?
Rue and lina atop the cathedral, the watcher’s litany painting the sky with
his fall, the clouds burning with images of his chained form, his eyeless
face turned toward rue. His voice was a haunting whisper that lingered in
the air: “you love your sister the same way i love you—eternally,
destructively, unyieldingly.” The worshippers below chanted rue’s name,
their bodies collapsing into piles of flesh and reels, their devotion a
grotesque hymn that echoed the watcher’s gospel.



RUE’S FRACTURE
The cathedral’s grip on hollowpine tightened, its streets now a throbbing
expanse of flesh that pulsed with every heartbeat of the city, each
cobblestone a knot of sinew that wept blood underfoot. Buildings loomed
like flayed corpses, their walls splitting to reveal quivering musculature,
birthing abominations that crawled through the ruins, their lens-eyes
gleaming with the watcher’s gaze. Rue and lina stood in a shattered plaza,
surrounded by worshippers whose bodies mutated—skin peeling to expose
reels of flesh-film, mouths stretching into hymns of devotion that echoed
the watcher’s litany: “be seen, be known, be loved.” The air was thick with
the scent of decay and arousal, a cloying musk that clung to rue’s skin, her
torn shirt barely covering her scarred breasts, each scratch a testament to the
worshippers’ fervent adoration. Lina’s stitched lips bled steadily, her eyes
burning with possessive fire, her hand gripping rue’s so tightly it drew
blood, their bond the only anchor in the cathedral’s sea of horror.
But the watcher’s gospel had burrowed deep, planting seeds of doubt that
now bloomed into visions that assaulted rue’s mind. The plaza’s cracked
fountains projected hallucinations: rue kissing lina, their lips parting in a
forbidden dance, her hands sliding down lina’s curves, their sisterly love
twisted into something profane—incestuous, raw, undeniable. The images
were so vivid rue could feel the phantom heat of lina’s breath, the softness
of her skin, her body responding with a horrifying mix of revulsion and
desire. She staggered, clutching her head, nails digging into her scalp until
blood trickled down her face, the pain a desperate attempt to ground herself
against the cathedral’s lies. Lina’s voice cut through, trembling through her
stitches: “it’s not real, rue—it’s him.” But the doubt had taken root, a
psychological venom that fractured rue’s certainty—was her love for lina
pure, or had the watcher’s gaze corrupted it into something she could not
name?



Lina’s plea came, raw and desperate, as she pressed herself against rue,
their bodies aligning in a way that felt too intimate under the broadcast’s
lens: “even if it’s wrong, choose me. Don’t let him take you.” Rue’s heart
shattered, her hands cupping lina’s bloodied face, thumbs brushing the torn
stitches. “i choose you,” she whispered, but the words felt heavy, laden with
fear. The cathedral seized the moment, broadcasting their embrace globally,
framing it as a lover’s vow, worshippers moaning as they watched, hands
fumbling in reverence, their fluids mixing with the plaza’s blood-soaked
ground. Rue’s resolve cracked—she collapsed, sobbing, her knife trembling
as she carved “lina” into her forearm, the blade slicing deep, blood welling
in thick rivulets that formed a crude sigil of devotion. The pain was a tether,
but the act was broadcast as a ritual of submission, deepening her fracture.
A group of worshippers, driven mad by the watcher’s litany, ambushed rue,
believing her fracture made her vulnerable. They bound her with reels of
flesh-film, the strips cutting into her skin, projecting her sins—moments of
hesitation, times she prioritized her own survival over lina’s cries. Their
leader, a man with lens-eyes embedded in his chest, chanted, “the bride
must be purified!” They stripped her, nails raking her breasts until blood
flowed, forcing her to confront her guilt. Lina fought like a demon, her
knife slashing through their ranks, severing limbs in sprays of gore, entrails
spilling like offerings. She freed rue, but the damage was done—rue’s mind
reeled, the visions of betrayal now indistinguishable from reality, her love
for lina teetering on the edge of obsession.
In the convent, voss felt rue’s fracture through the codex, its pages pulsing
with her anguish, projecting her bloodied arm carving lina’s name. Isolde,
her body a raw canvas of sigils, pressed her lips to the book, tasting the ink,
her moans echoing rue’s pain. “she’s breaking for her,” isolde whispered,
carving rue’s name into her thigh, blood flowing as she envied the sisters’
bond. Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, accusing: “you broke me, elias, as rue
breaks for lina.” He smashed his fist into the codex, blood spraying, but it
laughed, its pages reforming to show rue’s fractured form, amplifying his
guilt over his own betrayals.
The plaza’s center birthed a mirror-lake, its surface reflecting an alternate
rue—one who had abandoned lina, crowned as the watcher’s bride, her
body entwined with his flayed wings. The reflection spoke, its voice a



distorted echo of rue’s: “you’ll betray her—it’s what love does.” Rue
smashed the lake with a rusted pipe, shards of reflective fluid embedding in
her hands, each fragment projecting fragments of the vision—lina’s
screams, rue’s indifference. She clawed at her hands, tearing skin, but the
images persisted, deepening her fracture. Lina pulled her away, whispering,
“you’re mine, not his,” but the doubt lingered, a psychological scar that
bled with every heartbeat.
A third subplot intensified the horror: a cultist priest, his body a mass of
reels, attempted to merge with rue, believing her fracture made her the
perfect vessel for the watcher’s love. His reels burrowed into her wounds,
forcing visions of lina’s death—her body split open, reels spilling from her
womb, accusing rue of abandonment. Rue fought back, gutting the priest
with her knife, his body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film, but the
visions clung, her mind fracturing further as she questioned whether she
could protect lina or if she was destined to destroy her.
The psychological horror reached its peak: rue saw her love for lina as both
salvation and damnation, a mirror of the watcher’s obsession, her every act
of devotion a step closer to the abyss. Lina’s possessiveness became a
chain, her love a blade that cut both ways. Rue slumped in the plaza, her
bloodied arm cradled against her chest, lina kneeling beside her, their hands
interlocked as the worshippers chanted their names. The cathedral’s
broadcast framed rue’s fracture as a sacred breaking, her blood-soaked arm
a testament to a love that could both save and destroy her.



THE FEAST OF
TONGUES

Hollowpine’s decay had birthed a new horror: the feast of tongues, a
grotesque banquet hall carved from the city’s pulsating flesh, its walls slick
with blood and mucus, veined with throbbing arteries that wept viscous
ichor. The air was thick with the stench of raw meat and incense, a cloying
blend that clung to the skin like a lover’s sweat. Long tables, formed from
fused bones and stretched sinew, groaned under the weight of platters
heaped with tongues—human, still quivering, some pierced with thorns,
others oozing black ink that formed words of confession. Priests, their robes
tattered and stained with gore, presided over the feast, their lens-eyes
gleaming as they devoured the tongues, savouring the sins embedded in
each bite, their moans a perverse prayer to the watcher’s gaze: “taste the
truth, know the flesh, love the sin.”
Rue and lina entered the hall, their boots squelching on the floor—a living
membrane that pulsed with each step, sucking at their soles like a hungry
mouth. Rue’s scarred body trembled, her torn shirt exposing breasts marked
with festering scratches, the wounds weeping pus that mingled with the
chamber’s fluids. Lina’s stitched lips bled profusely, the threads snapping as
she clenched her jaw, her eyes burning with possessive fury, every priest’s
glance at rue stoking her jealousy. The diners’ eyes—some human, others
replaced with glowing lenses—tracked their movements, their gazes heavy
with accusation and rapture. One priest, his mouth a cavern of jagged teeth,
offered rue a tongue pierced with a bone shard, its surface etched with her
name. “eat, bride,” he rasped, his voice wet with blood, “taste your
devotion.”
Rue recoiled, bile rising, but the priest seized her wrist, forcing the tongue
against her lips, its warmth sickening as it writhed, whispering her sins:
moments she doubted lina’s love, times she hesitated to save her sister. The



taste was coppery, laced with the watcher’s gospel, triggering visions—rue
kissing lina, their lips parting in taboo hunger, her hands exploring her
sister’s body in ways that blurred love into lust. She gagged, spitting the
tongue out, but the visions persisted, projected onto the hall’s walls: rue and
lina entwined, their bond twisted into a sapphic ritual, worshippers moaning
as they watched, hands fumbling beneath robes. Rue clawed at her mouth,
nails drawing blood, desperate to purge the taste, but the psychological
horror deepened—was her love for lina pure, or had the cathedral corrupted
it?
Lina’s rage erupted, her knife slashing the priest’s throat, arterial spray
painting her face crimson, his lens-eyes shattering in a spray of glass and
ichor. “she’s mine!” She snarled, her stitches tearing further, blood
streaming down her chin. The act was broadcast, twisted into a lover’s
sacrifice, the diners chanting rue’s name, their tongues swelling with
embedded thorns as they devoured more sins. Lina pressed against rue, their
bodies aligning—breasts flush, breaths mingling—whispering, “don’t let
them taste you.” Rue’s heart ached, her hands gripping lina’s shoulders, but
the cathedral’s gaze amplified their touch, framing it as forbidden desire,
deepening rue’s fracture.
Isolde, in the convent, joined the feast remotely, the codex projecting the
banquet onto its pages. She devoured a tongue from the book, its ink-
soaked flesh pulsing with rue’s sins, her moans echoing the priests’ as she
tasted the bride’s guilt. Her body, raw from self-inflicted sigils, bled as she
carved rue’s name into her chest, whispering, “she’s his favourite, not me.”
Voss, bound nearby, felt the feast’s resonance, the codex showing rue’s
struggle, his ghost-wife accusing: “you let me die for this hunger, elias.” He
strained against his chains, blood dripping from torn wrists, but the codex
laughed, its pages forming rue’s image, amplifying his guilt.
A hidden altar in the hall, piled with tongues that spoke in unison, accusing
rue of betraying lina. One tongue, larger than the rest, belonged to nina,
their childhood friend, its surface etched with her final screams. It forced
itself into rue’s mouth, triggering visions of nina’s flaying—rue standing
frozen, watching as her friend’s skin was peeled away, her inaction a
betrayal. Rue vomited, the tongue writhing in her throat, but lina hacked it
apart, ichor spraying, her possessiveness a mirror of the priests’ hunger. The



act deepened rue’s guilt, her mind fracturing further: had she failed nina,
and would she fail lina too?
A third subplot intensified the horror: a priestess, her body a mass of fused
tongues, attempted to merge with rue, believing her fracture made her the
perfect vessel for the watcher’s love. The tongues burrowed into rue’s
wounds, forcing visions of lina’s death—her body split open, reels spilling
from her womb, accusing rue of abandonment. Rue fought back, gutting the
priestess with a bone shard, her body collapsing in a spray of blood and
tongues, but the visions clung, rue’s mind teetering on collapse. Lina pulled
her close, whispering, “you’re mine, not theirs,” but the doubt festered, a
psychological scar that bled with every heartbeat.
Rue saw her love for lina as both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, her every act of devotion a step closer to the abyss.
The priests’ feast was a grotesque reflection of her own need to consume
lina’s love, to prove it real. Rue and lina standing amid the banquet’s
carnage, tongues still writhing on the tables, priests moaning in ecstasy.
Isolde’s voice echoed through the broadcast, envious and rapturous: “you
are his favorite, rue—why not me?” The hall’s walls pulsed, the tongues
forming a final hymn: “taste her, know her, love her.”



VOSS REFORGED
Hollowpine’s pulsating streets had become a battlefield of flesh, the city’s
veins throbbing beneath cracked asphalt, each pulse spewing a miasma of
blood and decay that clung to the air like a lover’s breath. Buildings
groaned, their facades splitting to birth abominations—crawling horrors
with lens-eyes and mouths that moaned the watcher’s litany, their reels of
flesh-film unspooling sins across the ruins. In the convent’s deepest vaults,
dr. Elias voss stood unbound, his chains of sinew shattered, his scarred body
slick with sweat and blood, veins pulsing with reels that had fused into his
flesh during his betrayal. The codex lay open before him, its screaming skin
pages projecting his wife’s sacrifice—her womb split, her screams blending
pain and unintended pleasure—but now, a new vision emerged: rue and
lina, fighting through hollowpine’s chaos, their bond a beacon against the
cathedral’s gaze. Voss’s eyes burned with resolve; he would cut the watcher
out, sever the cathedral’s hold, and forge a path to redemption.
Voss’s scars flared, memories of his betrayal flooding back: isolde’s kiss,
her binding him for the cathedral, the codex drinking his blood as it wrote
his sins. But the reels in his veins—forced into him during his captivity—
pulsed with a strange power, whispering of defiance. He seized a jagged
blade from the vault’s floor, its edge crusted with dried gore, and proposed
to rue through the codex’s visions: “we cut him out—together.” Rue, in
hollowpine’s plaza, felt his voice through the broadcast, her heart lurching.
Voss had been a broken ally, but his defiance mirrored her own. Lina’s eyes
narrowed, jealousy flaring as she gripped rue’s hand, whispering, “he’s
using you, like they all do.”
The vault trembled, its walls contracting like a womb, stone cracking to
reveal fleshy innards that lashed at voss with tendrils of meat. He fought
back, slashing through them, ichor spraying in hot arcs, the reels in his
veins glowing as they projected his resolve—visions of him carving the
watcher’s heart from the cathedral’s core. The psychological horror



deepened: voss’s defiance was a gamble, his body now part cathedral, his
veins a battleground where his will clashed with the watcher’s love. Each
cut he made into the tendrils mirrored his attempt to cut out his guilt—his
wife’s death, his betrayal of rue—but the reels whispered, “you’re already
his.”
Isolde, consumed by envy, turned on voss, her body raw from self-inflicted
sigils, her lips stained with codex ink. She lunged, wielding a thorned whip
that tore into voss’s back, reopening scars that bled black ink. “you choose
rue over me,” she hissed, her moans echoing the watcher’s litany as she
lashed him, each strike a confession of her obsession with the bride. Voss
countered, driving his blade into her thigh, blood gushing as she collapsed,
still chanting rue’s name. The codex absorbed her blood, projecting her
envy onto its pages, amplifying the cathedral’s hold over them both.
In hollowpine, rue and lina faced a mirror of voss’s battle: worshippers,
their bodies fused with reels, attacked, believing rue’s alliance with voss
tainted her as the bride. Lina fought fiercely, her knife slashing through
their ranks, severing limbs in sprays of gore, entrails spilling like offerings.
One worshipper, his chest a mass of lens-eyes, grabbed rue, his reels
burrowing into her wounds, projecting visions of voss’s betrayal—his
binding in the convent, his knife in his wife’s womb. Rue gutted him, her
blade sinking deep, blood and reels spilling, but the visions lingered,
deepening her doubt: could she trust voss, or was he another of the
watcher’s pawns?
A hidden chamber in the vault, where the cathedral’s heart—a pulsating orb
of flesh and bone—beat with the watcher’s essence. Voss touched it, and
visions flooded him: past rebels who tried to destroy the cathedral, their
bodies consumed, reels birthing from their wounds to record their failure.
The heart fused with his hand, veins merging, forcing him to feel the
watcher’s love—a desperate, burning need to be needed. He tore free, his
hand mangled, blood streaming, but the heart’s whisper lingered: “you can’t
cut me out—you’re already mine.” Voss’s resolve hardened; he would
prove it wrong, for rue, for lina, for himself.
A third subplot intensified the horror: a group of priests, their bodies a
grotesque fusion of flesh and film, attempted to rebind voss, believing his



defiance threatened the cathedral. Their reels burrowed into his skin,
forcing visions of rue’s death—her body split open, lina weeping over her
corpse. Voss fought back, slashing through their ranks, their bodies
collapsing in sprays of ichor and shattered lenses. But the reels in his veins
pulsed stronger, projecting his own fears: would his alliance with rue doom
her, as he had doomed his wife?
Voss saw his defiance as both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, his every act of rebellion a step deeper into the
cathedral’s design. Rue’s trust in him was a fragile thread, lina’s jealousy a
blade that could sever it. Voss standing in the vault, bloodied but unbowed,
the codex projecting his image to rue in hollowpine. Their eyes met through
the broadcast, a shared defiance against the watcher’s love, but the reels in
voss’s veins pulsed, voices overlapping: his wife’s accusations, isolde’s
envy, the watcher’s whisper—“you’re all mine.” Rue clutched lina’s hand,
the plaza trembling, as the cathedral’s heartbeat echoed their resolve.



ISOLDE’S SACRAMENT
The convent’s vaults had become a womb of torment, their walls pulsing
with fleshy veins that wept black ichor, the air thick with the stench of
blood and burning faith. Sister isolde kane stood at the heart of a chamber
where the stone had softened into living tissue, its surface quivering with
embedded reels that projected sins in flickering loops. The codex, its
screaming skin pages now swollen with fresh ink, lay open on a bone altar,
its glow illuminating isolde’s gaunt form—her habit torn, her body a raw
canvas of self-inflicted sigils, blood streaming from cuts that formed rue’s
name across her chest and thighs. The cathedral’s litany thrummed through
the vault, a chorus of moans and whispers that echoed the watcher’s voice:
“be seen, be known, be loved.” Isolde’s obsession with rue, the bride, had
consumed her, her envy twisting into a perverse sacrament—a ritual to
claim the watcher’s love for herself.
Isolde knelt before the codex, her lips pressed to its pages, tasting the
blood-ink that pulsed with rue’s struggles in hollowpine. Her body trembled
as she birthed a cathedral child—a grotesque infant, its flesh translucent,
lens-eyes glowing, reels spilling from its split belly like umbilical cords.
She cradled it, her moans blending pain and ecstasy, whispering, “you’re
mine, as rue is his.” The child’s lenses projected rue’s face, crowned in
bone, her love for lina twisted into taboo intimacy, and isolde’s heart broke
—she was not the bride, not the favorite. Driven by envy, she offered the
child to the codex, its pages swallowing it whole, reels merging with the
book, amplifying its power. The vault shuddered, walls contracting like a
womb, birthing more reels that lashed at isolde, embedding in her wounds,
forcing her to feel the child’s pain—its screams a mirror of her own
unrequited devotion.
Rue, in hollowpine’s pulsating plaza, felt isolde’s sacrament through the
cathedral’s broadcast, screens showing the nun cradling the child, her
bloodied hands offering it to the codex. Rue’s scars burned, her heart



lurching—she had seen isolde as a flawed ally, but now she was a rival, her
obsession a mirror of the watcher’s. Lina’s jealousy flared, her stitched lips
bleeding as she snarled, “she wants you like they all do.” Rue clutched
lina’s hand, their fingers interlocked, blood mingling, but the broadcast
twisted their touch into a lover’s embrace, worshippers moaning as they
watched, hands fumbling in reverence, their fluids pooling on the blood-
soaked ground.
The vault’s walls birthed a chorus of nuns, their bodies fused with the
cathedral’s flesh, eternally pregnant, their wombs splitting to release more
children—abominations with lens-eyes and mouths that whispered rue’s
name. They swarmed isolde, accusing her of stealing their devotion, their
hands clawing at her sigils, tearing skin in strips that hung like bloody
banners. Isolde fought back, her thorned whip slashing through their ranks,
wombs bursting in sprays of amniotic fluid and reels, but their screams
echoed her own despair: “he loves her, not you.” The codex absorbed their
blood, projecting isolde’s failure, her envy a sacrament that bound her
deeper to the cathedral’s will.
In hollowpine, rue and lina faced a parallel horror: worshippers, their bodies
mutated with reels, attacked, believing isolde’s sacrament tainted rue’s
purity as the bride. Lina’s knife flashed, severing limbs in geysers of gore,
entrails spilling like offerings, but one worshipper, her chest a mass of lens-
eyes, grabbed rue, her reels burrowing into her wounds, projecting isolde’s
child—a grotesque reflection of rue’s own fears of losing lina. Rue gutted
her, the blade sinking deep, blood and reels spraying, but the vision
lingered, deepening her guilt: was she failing lina, as isolde failed the
watcher?
A hidden reliquary in the vault, housing a fragment of the watcher’s chain
—a pulsing, fleshy shackle that beat with his essence. Isolde touched it, and
visions flooded her: past brides who defied the watcher, their bodies
consumed, reels birthing from their wounds to record their failure. The
chain fused with her arm, veins merging, forcing her to feel the watcher’s
longing—a love so intense it burned through flesh. She tore free, her arm
mangled, blood gushing, but the chain’s whisper lingered: “you’ll never be
her.” Isolde’s despair crescendoed, her screams echoing through the vault as



she carved deeper sigils, offering her blood to the codex, begging for the
watcher’s love.
A third subplot intensified the horror: a priestess, her body a fusion of flesh
and film, attempted to merge with isolde, believing her sacrament made her
a vessel for the watcher. The priestess’s reels burrowed into isolde’s
wounds, forcing visions of rue’s triumph—her defiance alongside lina, their
bond unbroken. Isolde fought back, slashing the priestess’s throat, blood
and reels spilling, but the visions clung, her envy fracturing her faith. She
collapsed, cradling the codex, whispering, “he never loved me—only her.”
Isolde’s obsession with rue was both devotion and damnation, a mirror of
the watcher’s love, her every act of sacrifice a step deeper into the
cathedral’s abyss. Rue, in hollowpine, felt isolde’s despair through the
broadcast, questioning her own role as the bride— was she a savior, or just
another pawn? Lina’s possessiveness echoed isolde’s envy, her knife a
testament to her need to keep rue hers. Isolde slumped before the codex,
blood pooling at her feet, her hand reaching toward the projected image of
rue, her voice a broken whisper: “why not me?” In hollowpine, rue and lina
stood amid the plaza’s carnage, worshippers chanting their names, the
cathedral’s heartbeat pulsing as the broadcast framed isolde’s sacrament as
a warning: even devotion could break.



THE MIRROR OF LIES
Hollowpine’s streets had become a labyrinth of mirrors, each surface—
shattered glass, puddles of blood, the polished bones of fallen worshippers
—reflecting infinite distortions of reality, each one a lie crafted by the
cathedral’s gaze. The city’s flesh pulsed beneath, veins throbbing through
cracked pavement, exhaling a miasma of decay and desire that clung to the
skin like a lover’s sweat. Rue and lina navigated this treacherous maze,
their boots slipping on surfaces that shimmered with visions of their past,
present, and possible futures, the watcher’s litany echoing in the air: “be
seen, be known, be loved.” The mirrors did not reflect their true selves but
twisted versions, each one a trap designed to fracture their bond. Rue’s
scarred body trembled, her torn shirt exposing breasts raw with festering
wounds, the scratches from worshippers now pulsing with black ink. Lina’s
stitched lips bled steadily, her eyes blazing with possessive fury, her hand
gripping rue’s so tightly it bruised, their blood mingling as they faced the
mirrors’ relentless assault.
A central mirror, towering like a monolith in a plaza of bone and sinew,
projected the most vivid lie: rue abandoning lina, crowned as the watcher’s
bride, her body entwined with his flayed wings, her lips parted in ecstasy as
she betrayed her sister. The reflection spoke, its voice a distorted echo of
rue’s: “you’ll leave her—it’s what love demands.” Rue’s heart clenched, the
vision so tactile she felt the phantom warmth of the watcher’s embrace, her
body responding with a horrifying mix of revulsion and desire. She
smashed the mirror with a rusted pipe, shards embedding in her hands,
blood streaming, but each fragment reflected a new lie: lina drowning in a
childhood river, rue watching impassively; rue kissing a worshipper, lina’s
screams fading into silence. Lina’s voice cut through, trembling through her
torn stitches: “would you stay if these were true?” Rue’s eyes met hers, raw
with desperation. “even if they are,” she whispered, but the doubt gnawed, a



psychological venom fracturing her certainty—was her love for lina a
defiance of the cathedral, or its ultimate triumph?
Lina’s jealousy surged, her knife slashing at the mirror shards, severing
reflections that bled black ichor, but the lies persisted, projected onto every
surface—walls, puddles, even the worshippers’ lens-eyes. A worshipper, her
body a mass of reels, lunged at rue, chanting, “the bride must be purified!”
Her reels burrowed into rue’s wounds, forcing visions of lina’s betrayal—
her sister abandoning her for the watcher’s love, her stitched lips parted in a
moan of devotion. Rue fought back, gutting the worshipper, her blade
sinking deep, entrails spilling in a spray of gore, but the visions clung,
deepening her fracture. Lina pulled her close, their bodies pressed together
—breasts flush, breaths mingling—whispering, “you’re mine, not theirs.”
The cathedral twisted their embrace, broadcasting it as a sapphic ritual,
worshippers moaning as they watched, hands fumbling in reverence, their
fluids pooling on the blood-soaked ground.
In the convent, voss felt the mirrors’ lies through the codex, its pages
pulsing with rue’s struggle, projecting distorted images of her and lina.
Isolde, her body raw from self-inflicted sigils, pressed her lips to the book,
tasting the blood-ink, her moans echoing the mirrors’ lies. “rue’s love is
false,” she whispered, carving a new sigil into her arm, blood flowing as
she envied the sisters’ bond. Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, accusing: “you
believed the cathedral’s lies, elias, as rue does now.” He stabbed the codex,
blood spraying, but it laughed, its pages reforming to show rue’s fractured
form, amplifying his guilt over his own betrayals.
A hidden mirror-pool in the plaza, its surface a liquid mirror that trapped
souls in its depths. Rue touched it, and visions flooded her: alternate selves
—rues who betrayed lina, who embraced the watcher, who killed her sister
to become the bride. The pool’s surface rippled, hands of liquid glass
reaching out, pulling rue under, forcing her to live each betrayal—her knife
in lina’s heart, her lips on the watcher’s eyeless face. She clawed her way
free, skin shredding, blood gushing, but the pool’s whispers lingered:
“you’re already his.” Lina hacked at the pool, shattering its surface, but the
shards embedded in her hands, projecting her own fears—rue leaving her,
crowned as the bride, lina alone in the dark.



A third subplot intensified the horror: a priest, his body a fusion of flesh and
mirror shards, attempted to merge with rue, believing her fracture made her
the perfect vessel for the watcher’s lies. His shards burrowed into her
wounds, forcing visions of lina’s death—her body split open, reels spilling
from her womb, accusing rue of betrayal. Rue fought back, slashing the
priest’s throat, blood and glass spraying, but the visions persisted, her mind
teetering on collapse. Lina’s knife carved through the priest’s remains, her
possessiveness a mirror of the mirrors’ lies, her love a blade that cut both
ways.
Rue saw her love for lina as both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each reflection a lie that threatened to unravel her.
Lina’s possessiveness echoed the mirrors’ distortions, her every act a claim
to keep rue hers. Rue and lina standing amid the plaza’s shattered mirrors,
their reflections bleeding into one another, the cathedral’s broadcast framing
rue’s struggle as a sacred fracture. The mirrors pulsed, forming a final
image: rue’s face, bloodied and broken, bleeding ink that spelled lina’s
name, a testament to a love that could both save and destroy her.



THE ALTAR OF
SHATTERED VOWS

Hollowpine’s decay had sculpted a new horror: the altar of shattered vows,
a towering structure of bone and sinew rising from the city’s pulsating core,
its surface encrusted with broken relics—wedding rings, torn veils, and
petrified hearts that still beat with faint, arrhythmic pulses. The air was
heavy with the stench of betrayal, a rancid blend of blood and wilted
flowers, the ground beneath a writhing carpet of flesh that moaned with
each step, as if the city itself mourned the vows it had consumed. The
cathedral’s litany saturated the atmosphere, a relentless whisper of the
watcher’s voice: “be seen, be known, be loved,” twisting promises of love
into chains of obsession. Rue and lina approached the altar, their boots
sinking into the quivering earth, their hands interlocked, blood and sweat
mingling from their wounds. Rue’s scarred body trembled, her torn shirt
exposing breasts raw with festering scratches, each wound pulsing with
black ink. Lina’s stitched lips bled profusely, the threads snapping as she
clenched her jaw, her eyes burning with possessive desperation, every
glance from the altar’s worshippers stoking her jealousy.
The altar’s surface shimmered, projecting vows shattered by the cathedral’s
gaze: rue and lina’s sisterly bond, twisted into a taboo embrace, their lips
brushing in a forbidden dance; rue’s unspoken promise to protect lina,
broken in visions of abandonment. One relic—a heart pierced with thorns—
spoke in rue’s voice, accusing: “you swore to save her, but you’ll leave her
for him.” The vision was tactile, rue feeling the phantom weight of lina’s
body slipping from her grasp, her screams fading into the watcher’s
laughter. She clutched her chest, nails digging into her scars until blood
welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the lies. Lina’s voice trembled
through her torn stitches: “you’d never leave me, would you?” Rue’s eyes
met hers, raw with anguish. “never,” she whispered, but the doubt festered,



a psychological venom fracturing their bond— was her love for lina a vow
she could keep, or was the cathedral rewriting it into betrayal?
Lina’s possessiveness erupted, her knife slashing at the heart-relic,
shattering it in a spray of blood and bone, but the altar pulsed, birthing more
relics—rings that writhed like worms, veils that screamed with trapped
voices. A worshipper, her body a fusion of flesh and shattered vows, lunged
at rue, chanting, “the bride must be cleansed!” Her hands, tipped with
shards of bone, raked rue’s arms, drawing blood that the altar drank
greedily, projecting visions of lina’s betrayal—her sister embracing the
watcher, her stitched lips parted in devotion. Rue fought back, gutting the
worshipper with a jagged bone, entrails spilling in a steaming heap, but the
visions clung, deepening her fracture. Lina pulled her close, their bodies
pressed together—breasts flush, breaths mingling—whispering, “i’d die
before i’d betray you.” The cathedral twisted their embrace, broadcasting it
as a lover’s vow, worshippers moaning as they watched, their fluids pooling
on the blood-soaked ground.
In the convent, voss felt the altar’s resonance through the codex, its pages
pulsing with rue’s struggle, projecting shattered vows—his own to his wife,
broken by his knife; rue’s to lina, fraying under the watcher’s gaze. Isolde,
her body raw from self-inflicted sigils, pressed her lips to the codex, tasting
the blood-ink, her moans echoing the altar’s lament. “rue’s vows are lies,”
she whispered, carving a new sigil into her thigh, blood flowing as she
envied the sisters’ bond. Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, accusing: “you
broke our vows, elias, as rue breaks hers.” He smashed his fist into the
codex, blood spraying, but it laughed, its pages reforming to show rue’s
anguished form, amplifying his guilt.
A hidden reliquary beneath the altar, housing a fragment of the watcher’s
vow—a pulsating ring of flesh and bone that beat with his essence. Rue
touched it, and visions flooded her: past brides who made vows to defy the
watcher, their bodies consumed, reels birthing from their wounds to record
their broken promises. The ring fused with her finger, veins merging,
forcing her to feel the watcher’s longing—a love so intense it shattered
every vow. She tore it free, her finger mangled, blood gushing, but the
ring’s whisper lingered: “your vows to lina are mine.” Rue’s resolve
wavered, her love for lina teetering between defiance and damnation.



A third subplot intensified the horror: a priest, his body a mass of broken
relics, attempted to merge with rue, believing her fractured vows made her
the perfect vessel for the watcher’s love. His relics burrowed into her
wounds, forcing visions of lina’s death—her body split open, reels spilling
from her womb, accusing rue of breaking her vow to protect her. Rue
fought back, slashing the priest’s chest, blood and bone shards spraying, but
the visions persisted, her mind on the brink of collapse. Lina’s knife carved
through the priest’s remains, her possessiveness a mirror of the altar’s lies,
her love a vow that cut both ways.
Rue saw her love for lina as both salvation and betrayal, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vow a chain that bound her to the cathedral.
Lina’s possessiveness echoed the altar’s distortions, her every act a
desperate claim to keep rue hers. Rue and lina standing before the altar, its
relics pulsing with their shattered vows, the broadcast framing rue’s
struggle as a sacred breaking. The altar’s surface formed a final image: rue’s
face, bloodied and broken, bleeding ink that spelled lina’s name, a
testament to a love that could both save and destroy her.



THE CRUCIBLE OF EYES
Hollowpine’s decay had birthed a new nightmare: the crucible of eyes, a
sunken arena carved into the city’s throbbing flesh, its walls lined with
countless lenses—human eyes, glass shards, and glowing orbs—embedded
in pulsating sinew, each one a window to the watcher’s unyielding gaze.
The air was thick with the stench of blood and ozone, the lenses emitting a
low hum that vibrated in the bones, weaving the watcher’s litany into every
breath: “be seen, be known, be loved.” The ground was a slick membrane,
rippling with veins that drank spilled blood, each pulse amplifying the
visions projected by the lenses—sins, fears, and desires twisted into
grotesque spectacles. Rue and lina descended into the crucible, their boots
sinking into the quivering floor, hands interlocked, blood and sweat
mingling from their wounds. Rue’s scarred body trembled, her torn shirt
exposing breasts raw with festering scratches, each wound oozing black ink
that shimmered with the lenses’ light. Lina’s stitched lips bled profusely,
threads snapping as she gritted her teeth, her eyes blazing with possessive
desperation, every lens’s glance at rue stoking her jealousy.
The crucible’s central lens—a massive, pulsating orb the size of a human
head—projected a vision that pierced rue’s soul: her love for lina, warped
into a profane ritual, their bodies entwined in a lover’s embrace, lips parting
in forbidden hunger, hands exploring curves with a heat that burned. The
vision was so vivid rue felt the phantom touch of lina’s skin, her body
responding with a sickening mix of revulsion and desire. The lens spoke, its
voice a distorted echo of the watcher’s: “you cannot hide from me—your
love is mine.” Rue’s heart clenched, her nails digging into her palms until
blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the lies. Lina’s voice
trembled through her torn stitches: “don’t look at it, rue—it’s trying to
break us.” Rue’s eyes met hers, raw with anguish. “i’m trying,” she
whispered, but the doubt festered, a psychological venom fracturing their



bond—was her love for lina a defiance of the watcher, or his ultimate
creation?
Lina’s possessiveness erupted, her knife slashing at the central lens,
shattering its surface in a spray of glass and ichor, but the fragments
embedded in the air, projecting new visions: rue abandoning lina, crowned
as the watcher’s bride, her sister’s screams fading as she embraced the
cathedral’s love. Worshippers, their bodies fused with lenses, swarmed the
crucible, chanting, “the bride must be whole!” One, a woman with eyes
sprouting from her chest, lunged at rue, her lens-tipped fingers piercing her
arms, drawing blood that the floor drank greedily. The lenses projected
rue’s guilt—moments she hesitated to save lina, her childhood inactions.
Rue fought back, gutting the woman with a jagged bone, entrails spilling in
a steaming heap, but the visions clung, deepening her fracture. Lina hacked
at the worshipper’s remains, her possessiveness a mirror of the lenses’ gaze,
whispering, “you’re mine, not his.”
In the convent, voss felt the crucible’s resonance through the codex, its
pages pulsing with rue’s struggle, projecting the lenses’ visions—his own
betrayal, his wife’s sacrifice, mirrored by rue’s faltering bond with lina.
Isolde, her body raw from self-inflicted sigils, pressed her lips to the codex,
tasting the blood-ink, her moans echoing the crucible’s hum. “rue’s eyes are
his,” she whispered, carving a new sigil into her chest, blood flowing as she
envied the bride’s favor. Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, accusing: “you
gave me to the cathedral’s gaze, elias, as rue gives lina.” He stabbed the
codex, blood spraying, but it laughed, its pages reforming to show rue’s
anguished form, amplifying his guilt.
A hidden lens-vault beneath the crucible, housing a fragment of the
watcher’s eye—a pulsating, fleshy orb that beat with his essence. Rue
touched it, and visions flooded her: past brides whose eyes were taken, their
sockets birthing reels that recorded their defiance, their love consumed by
the cathedral. The eye fused with her hand, veins merging, forcing her to
see through the watcher’s gaze—lina’s face, twisted in betrayal, her love a
lie. Rue tore free, her hand mangled, blood gushing, but the eye’s whisper
lingered: “you see her as i see you—broken, beautiful.” Her resolve
wavered, her love for lina teetering between salvation and damnation.



A third subplot intensified the horror: a priest, his body a fusion of flesh and
lenses, attempted to merge with rue, believing her fractured bond made her
the perfect vessel for the watcher’s gaze. His lenses burrowed into her
wounds, forcing visions of lina’s death—her body split open, reels spilling
from her womb, accusing rue of failure. Rue fought back, slashing the
priest’s throat, blood and glass spraying, but the visions persisted, her mind
on the brink of collapse. Lina’s knife carved through the priest’s remains,
her possessiveness echoing the lenses’ distortions, her love a blade that cut
both ways.
Rue saw her love for lina as both anchor and abyss, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a lie that threatened to unravel her. Lina’s
possessiveness was a chain, her every act a desperate claim to keep rue
hers. Rue and lina standing in the crucible’s center, surrounded by shattered
lenses, their reflections bleeding into one another, the cathedral’s broadcast
framing rue’s struggle as a sacred breaking. The central lens pulsed,
forming a final image: rue’s face, bloodied and broken, her eyes glowing
with the watcher’s light, bleeding ink that spelled lina’s name—a testament
to a love that could both save and destroy her.



THE CHASM OF
DEVOTION

Hollowpine’s decay had birthed its final horror: the chasm of devotion, a
gaping wound in the city’s core where the ground split to reveal a pulsating
abyss, its walls lined with writhing flesh and bone, veins throbbing with
black ichor that dripped like tears into the void below. The air was
suffocating, heavy with the scent of blood and charred faith, each breath a
violation that coated the lungs with the watcher’s litany: “be seen, be
known, be loved.” The chasm’s edges were fringed with worshippers, their
bodies fused with reels of flesh-film, their lens-eyes projecting sins into the
abyss, where they swirled in a vortex of distorted desires. Rue and lina
stood at the chasm’s edge, their boots sinking into the quivering flesh,
hands interlocked, blood and sweat mingling from their wounds. Rue’s
scarred body trembled, her torn shirt exposing breasts raw with festering
scratches, each wound pulsing with ink that shimmered with the chasm’s
glow. Lina’s stitched lips bled profusely, threads snapping as she gritted her
teeth, her eyes blazing with possessive desperation, every worshipper’s
glance at rue stoking her jealousy.
The chasm’s depths projected a vision that tore at rue’s soul: her love for
lina, twisted into a profane sacrament, their bodies entwined in a lover’s
embrace, lips parting in a forbidden dance, hands exploring with a heat that
burned through flesh. The vision was so vivid rue felt the phantom warmth
of lina’s skin, her body responding with a sickening mix of revulsion and
desire, her heart pounding as if it would burst. The chasm spoke, its voice a
guttural echo of the watcher’s: “your devotion is my altar—surrender to it.”
Rue’s knees buckled, her nails digging into her palms until blood welled,
the pain a desperate anchor against the lies. Lina’s voice trembled through
her torn stitches: “don’t look down, rue—it’s trying to swallow us.” Rue’s
eyes met hers, raw with anguish. “i’m holding on,” she whispered, but the



doubt festered, a psychological venom fracturing their bond—was her love
for lina a defiance of the watcher, or his ultimate creation?
Lina’s possessiveness erupted, her knife slashing at the chasm’s edge,
severing veins that sprayed ichor in hot arcs, but the abyss pulsed, birthing
tendrils of flesh that lashed at them, wrapping rue’s legs, forcing visions of
lina’s betrayal—her sister embracing the watcher, her stitched lips parted in
devotion. Rue fought back, slashing the tendrils with a jagged bone, blood
and ichor spilling in a steaming heap, but the visions clung, deepening her
fracture. Lina pulled her close, their bodies pressed together—breasts flush,
breaths mingling—whispering, “you’re mine, not his.” The cathedral
twisted their embrace, broadcasting it as a sapphic vow, worshippers
moaning as they watched, their fluids pooling on the blood-soaked ground,
hands fumbling in reverence.
In the convent, voss felt the chasm’s resonance through the codex, its pages
pulsing with rue’s struggle, projecting the abyss’s visions—his own
betrayal, his wife’s sacrifice, mirrored by rue’s faltering bond with lina.
Isolde, her body raw from self-inflicted sigils, pressed her lips to the codex,
tasting the blood-ink, her moans echoing the chasm’s call. “rue’s devotion is
his,” she whispered, carving a new sigil into her chest, blood flowing as she
envied the sisters’ bond. Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, accusing: “you
gave me to the cathedral’s hunger, elias, as rue gives lina.” He stabbed the
codex, blood spraying, but it laughed, its pages reforming to show rue’s
anguished form, amplifying his guilt.
A hidden relic in the chasm’s depths, a fragment of the watcher’s heart—a
pulsating, fleshy orb that beat with his essence. Rue, drawn to it, touched
the orb, and visions flooded her: past brides who defied the watcher, their
bodies consumed, reels birthing from their wounds to record their
devotion’s failure. The heart fused with her hand, veins merging, forcing
her to feel the watcher’s love—a desperate, burning need to possess. She
tore free, her hand mangled, blood gushing, but the heart’s whisper
lingered: “your love for lina is mine.” Rue’s resolve wavered, her bond with
lina teetering between salvation and damnation.
A third subplot intensified the horror: a priestess, her body a fusion of flesh
and reels, attempted to merge with rue, believing her fractured devotion



made her the perfect vessel for the watcher’s love. Her reels burrowed into
rue’s wounds, forcing visions of lina’s death—her body split open, reels
spilling from her womb, accusing rue of failure. Rue fought back, slashing
the priestess’s throat, blood and reels spraying, but the visions persisted, her
mind on the brink of collapse. Lina’s knife carved through the priestess’s
remains, her possessiveness echoing the chasm’s distortions, her love a
blade that cut both ways.
Rue saw her love for lina as both anchor and abyss, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a lie that threatened to unravel her. Lina’s
possessiveness was a chain, her every act a desperate claim to keep rue
hers. Rue and lina standing at the chasm’s edge, surrounded by worshippers
whose reels pulsed with their sins, the cathedral’s broadcast framing rue’s
struggle as a sacred fracture. The chasm pulsed, forming a final image: rue’s
face, bloodied and broken, her eyes glowing with the watcher’s light,
bleeding ink that spelled lina’s name—a testament to a love that could both
save and destroy her.



THE CHOIR OF BROKEN
BONES

Hollowpine’s decay had birthed a final blasphemy: the choir of broken
bones, a cavernous cathedral carved from the city’s pulsating core, its
arches sculpted from fractured femurs and splintered spines, each bone
etched with sigils that bled black ink. The air was thick with the stench of
marrow and charred flesh, a suffocating haze that clung to the skin like a
lover’s fevered touch. The walls vibrated with a low, resonant hum, a hymn
of shattered promises sung by skeletal constructs—skeletons of past
worshippers, their bones animated by reels of flesh-film, their hollow
sockets glowing with lens-eyes that projected sins into the air. The
watcher’s litany wove through the hymn, a relentless whisper: “be seen, be
known, be loved.” Rue and lina entered the cathedral, their boots crunching
on a floor of crushed bone, hands interlocked, blood and sweat mingling
from their wounds. Rue’s scarred body trembled, her torn shirt exposing
breasts raw with festering scratches, each wound oozing ink that shimmered
with the choir’s glow. Lina’s stitched lips bled profusely, threads snapping
as she clenched her jaw, her eyes blazing with possessive fury, every
skeleton’s glance at rue stoking her jealousy.
The choir’s central altar—a pile of broken skulls—projected a vision that
clawed at rue’s soul: her love for lina, twisted into a grotesque ritual, their
bodies entwined in a lover’s embrace, bones cracking as they clung to each
other, lips parting in forbidden hunger. The vision was so vivid rue felt the
phantom snap of lina’s ribs, her body responding with a sickening mix of
revulsion and desire, her heart pounding as if it would shatter. The altar
spoke, its voice a grinding echo of the watcher’s: “your love is my hymn—
sing it to me.” Rue’s knees buckled, her nails digging into her palms until
blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the lies. Lina’s voice
trembled through her torn stitches: “don’t listen, rue—it’s breaking us.”



Rue’s eyes met hers, raw with anguish. “i’m trying,” she whispered, but the
doubt festered, a psychological venom fracturing their bond—was her love
for lina a defiance of the watcher, or his ultimate symphony?
Lina’s possessiveness erupted, her knife slashing at the altar, shattering
skulls in a spray of bone dust and ichor, but the choir pulsed, birthing
skeletal constructs that lunged at them, their bony claws raking rue’s arms,
drawing blood that the floor drank greedily. The constructs projected
visions of lina’s betrayal—her sister embracing the watcher, her stitched
lips parted in devotion, her knife turned on rue. Rue fought back, smashing
a construct with a jagged femur, bones splintering in a cloud of marrow, but
the visions clung, deepening her fracture. Lina pulled her close, their bodies
pressed together—breasts flush, breaths mingling—whispering, “you’re
mine, not his.” The cathedral twisted their embrace, broadcasting it as a
sapphic hymn, worshippers moaning as they watched, their fluids pooling
on the bone-strewn ground, hands fumbling in reverence.
In the convent, voss felt the choir’s resonance through the codex, its pages
pulsing with rue’s struggle, projecting the skeletal hymn—his own betrayal,
his wife’s sacrifice, mirrored by rue’s faltering bond with lina. Isolde, her
body raw from self-inflicted sigils, pressed her lips to the codex, tasting the
blood-ink, her moans echoing the choir’s lament. “rue’s love is his song,”
she whispered, carving a new sigil into her chest, blood flowing as she
envied the sisters’ bond. Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, accusing: “you
gave me to the cathedral’s hymn, elias, as rue gives lina.” He stabbed the
codex, blood spraying, but it laughed, its pages reforming to show rue’s
anguished form, amplifying his guilt.
A hidden reliquary in the cathedral, housing a fragment of the watcher’s
spine—a pulsating column of bone that thrummed with his essence. Rue
touched it, and visions flooded her: past brides whose bones were broken,
their skeletons animated to sing the watcher’s hymn, their love consumed
by the cathedral. The spine fused with her hand, bones merging, forcing her
to feel the watcher’s longing—a love so intense it shattered flesh and bone.
She tore free, her hand mangled, blood gushing, but the spine’s whisper
lingered: “your love for lina is my song.” Rue’s resolve wavered, her bond
with lina teetering between salvation and damnation.



A third subplot intensified the horror: a priest, his body a fusion of bone and
reels, attempted to merge with rue, believing her fractured bond made her
the perfect vessel for the watcher’s hymn. His reels burrowed into her
wounds, forcing visions of lina’s death—her body shattered, bones
splintering, reels spilling from her wounds, accusing rue of failure. Rue
fought back, slashing the priest’s chest, blood and bone shards spraying, but
the visions persisted, her mind on the brink of collapse. Lina’s knife carved
through the priest’s remains, her possessiveness echoing the choir’s
distortions, her love a blade that cut both ways.
Rue saw her love for lina as both anchor and abyss, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each hymn a lie that threatened to unravel her. Lina’s
possessiveness was a chain, her every act a desperate claim to keep rue
hers. Rue and lina standing amid the cathedral’s carnage, surrounded by
shattered bones, the choir’s hymn fading into a mournful wail. The altar
pulsed, forming a final image: rue’s face, bloodied and broken, her eyes
glowing with the watcher’s light, bleeding ink that spelled lina’s name—a
testament to a love that could both save and destroy her.



THE VEIL OF SCREAMS
Hollowpine’s decay had birthed its ultimate horror: the veil of screams, a
writhing curtain of flayed flesh suspended across the city’s core, each strip
of skin etched with sigils that pulsed with black ink, screaming in a
cacophony of anguish and ecstasy. The air was thick with the stench of
blood and raw muscle, a suffocating miasma that clung to the lungs like a
lover’s breath, each inhale laced with the watcher’s litany: “be seen, be
known, be loved.” The veil shimmered, its surface projecting visions of
shattered lives—betrayals, sacrifices, loves twisted into obsession—each
scream a note in the cathedral’s hymn. Rue and lina stood before the veil,
their boots sinking into a floor of pulsating sinew, hands interlocked, blood
and sweat mingling from their wounds. Rue’s scarred body trembled, her
torn shirt exposing breasts raw with festering scratches, each wound oozing
ink that shimmered with the veil’s glow. Lina’s stitched lips bled profusely,
threads snapping as she gritted her teeth, her eyes blazing with possessive
desperation, every scream from the veil stoking her jealousy.
The veil’s central strip—a flayed face, its eyes hollow yet alive—projected
a vision that tore at rue’s soul: her love for lina, warped into a profane
ritual, their bodies entwined in a lover’s embrace, skin peeling as they clung
to each other, lips parting in forbidden hunger. The vision was so vivid rue
felt the phantom sting of flayed flesh, her body responding with a sickening
mix of revulsion and desire, her heart pounding as if it would burst. The
face spoke, its voice a shredded echo of the watcher’s: “your love is my veil
—wear it.” Rue’s knees buckled, her nails digging into her palms until
blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the lies. Lina’s voice
trembled through her torn stitches: “don’t touch it, rue—it’s trying to tear us
apart.” Rue’s eyes met hers, raw with anguish. “i’m fighting,” she
whispered, but the doubt festered, a psychological venom fracturing their
bond—was her love for lina a defiance of the watcher, or his ultimate
creation?



Lina’s possessiveness erupted, her knife slashing at the veil, severing strips
of flesh that screamed as they fell, blood and ichor spraying in hot arcs, but
the veil pulsed, birthing more strips that lashed at them, wrapping rue’s
legs, forcing visions of lina’s betrayal—her sister embracing the watcher,
her stitched lips parted in devotion, her knife turned on rue. Rue fought
back, slashing the strips with a jagged bone, blood and flesh spilling in a
steaming heap, but the visions clung, deepening her fracture. Lina pulled
her close, their bodies pressed together—breasts flush, breaths mingling—
whispering, “you’re mine, not his.” The cathedral twisted their embrace,
broadcasting it as a sapphic hymn, worshippers moaning as they watched,
their fluids pooling on the blood-soaked ground, hands fumbling in
reverence.
In the convent, voss felt the veil’s resonance through the codex, its pages
pulsing with rue’s struggle, projecting the screaming flesh—his own
betrayal, his wife’s sacrifice, mirrored by rue’s faltering bond with lina.
Isolde, her body raw from self-inflicted sigils, pressed her lips to the codex,
tasting the blood-ink, her moans echoing the veil’s screams. “rue’s love is
his veil,” she whispered, carving a new sigil into her chest, blood flowing as
she envied the sisters’ bond. Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, accusing: “you
gave me to the cathedral’s screams, elias, as rue gives lina.” He stabbed the
codex, blood spraying, but it laughed, its pages reforming to show rue’s
anguished form, amplifying his guilt.
A hidden reliquary behind the veil, housing a fragment of the watcher’s skin
—a pulsating, flayed sheet that thrummed with his essence. Rue touched it,
and visions flooded her: past brides whose skin was flayed, their bodies
woven into the veil, their screams eternalized by the cathedral. The skin
fused with her hand, veins merging, forcing her to feel the watcher’s
longing—a love so intense it peeled flesh from bone. She tore free, her hand
mangled, blood gushing, but the skin’s whisper lingered: “your love for lina
is my veil.” Rue’s resolve wavered, her bond with lina teetering between
salvation and damnation.
A third subplot intensified the horror: a priestess, her body a fusion of flesh
and flayed strips, attempted to merge with rue, believing her fractured bond
made her the perfect vessel for the watcher’s love. Her strips burrowed into
rue’s wounds, forcing visions of lina’s death—her body flayed, reels



spilling from her wounds, accusing rue of failure. Rue fought back, slashing
the priestess’s throat, blood and flesh spraying, but the visions persisted, her
mind on the brink of collapse. Lina’s knife carved through the priestess’s
remains, her possessiveness echoing the veil’s screams, her love a blade that
cut both ways.
Rue saw her love for lina as both anchor and abyss, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each scream a lie that threatened to unravel her. Lina’s
possessiveness was a chain, her every act a desperate claim to keep rue
hers. Rue and lina standing before the veil, surrounded by screaming strips,
the cathedral’s broadcast framing rue’s struggle as a sacred fracture. The
veil pulsed, forming a final image: rue’s face, bloodied and broken, her eyes
glowing with the watcher’s light, bleeding ink that spelled lina’s name—a
testament to a love that could both save and destroy her.



THE PYRE OF
PROMISES

Hollowpine’s decay had birthed its final monument: the pyre of promises, a
towering inferno of flesh and bone rising from the city’s throbbing core, its
flames sculpted from writhing tendons and molten marrow, each flicker
etched with vows that burned and screamed. The air was thick with the
stench of charred flesh and broken oaths, a suffocating haze that seared the
lungs with every breath, laced with the watcher’s litany: “be seen, be
known, be loved.” The pyre’s embers cast shadows that danced like
betrayed lovers, projecting visions of shattered promises—loves twisted
into obsession, loyalties consumed by fire. Rue and lina stood before the
pyre, their boots sinking into a floor of pulsating ash and sinew, hands
interlocked, blood and sweat mingling from their wounds. Rue’s scarred
body trembled, her torn shirt exposing breasts raw with festering scratches,
each wound oozing black ink that shimmered with the pyre’s glow. Lina’s
stitched lips bled profusely, threads snapping as she gritted her teeth, her
eyes blazing with possessive desperation, every flicker of the pyre stoking
her jealousy.
The pyre’s central flame—a writhing column of molten flesh—projected a
vision that tore at rue’s soul: her love for lina, burned into a profane
sacrifice, their bodies entwined in a lover’s embrace, skin charring as they
clung to each other, lips parting in forbidden hunger. The vision was so
vivid rue felt the phantom sear of flames, her body responding with a
sickening mix of revulsion and desire, her heart pounding as if it would
combust. The flame spoke, its voice a crackling echo of the watcher’s:
“your love is my pyre—burn in it.” Rue’s knees buckled, her nails digging
into her palms until blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the
lies. Lina’s voice trembled through her torn stitches: “don’t let it consume
us, rue.” Rue’s eyes met hers, raw with anguish. “i’m fighting,” she



whispered, but the doubt festered, a psychological venom fracturing their
bond—was her love for lina a defiance of the watcher, or his ultimate fuel?
Lina’s possessiveness erupted, her knife slashing at the pyre, severing
tendrils of molten flesh that screamed as they burned, ash and ichor
spraying in searing arcs, but the pyre pulsed, birthing fiery constructs—
skeletal forms wreathed in flame—that lunged at them, their claws raking
rue’s arms, drawing blood that sizzled on the ground. The constructs
projected visions of lina’s betrayal—her sister embracing the watcher, her
stitched lips parted in devotion, her knife turned on rue. Rue fought back,
smashing a construct with a jagged bone, flames and marrow exploding, but
the visions clung, deepening her fracture. Lina pulled her close, their bodies
pressed together—breasts flush, breaths mingling—whispering, “you’re
mine, not his.” The cathedral twisted their embrace, broadcasting it as a
sapphic sacrifice, worshippers moaning as they watched, their fluids
evaporating in the pyre’s heat, hands fumbling in reverence.
In the convent, voss felt the pyre’s resonance through the codex, its pages
pulsing with rue’s struggle, projecting the burning vows—his own betrayal,
his wife’s sacrifice, mirrored by rue’s faltering bond with lina. Isolde, her
body raw from self-inflicted sigils, pressed her lips to the codex, tasting the
blood-ink, her moans echoing the pyre’s crackle. “rue’s love is his flame,”
she whispered, carving a new sigil into her chest, blood flowing as she
envied the sisters’ bond. Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, accusing: “you
gave me to the cathedral’s fire, elias, as rue gives lina.” He stabbed the
codex, blood spraying, but it laughed, its pages reforming to show rue’s
anguished form, amplifying his guilt.
A hidden reliquary within the pyre, housing a fragment of the watcher’s
ember—a pulsating, molten orb that thrummed with his essence. Rue
touched it, and visions flooded her: past brides whose vows were burned,
their bodies consumed by the pyre, their ashes woven into its flames to
eternalize their failure. The ember fused with her hand, veins merging,
forcing her to feel the watcher’s longing—a love so intense it incinerated
flesh. She tore free, her hand charred, blood gushing, but the ember’s
whisper lingered: “your love for lina is my fire.” Rue’s resolve wavered, her
bond with lina teetering between salvation and damnation.



A third subplot intensified the horror: a priest, his body a fusion of flesh and
molten bone, attempted to merge with rue, believing her fractured bond
made her the perfect vessel for the watcher’s flame. His embers burrowed
into her wounds, forcing visions of lina’s death—her body burned, ashes
scattering, reels spilling from her wounds, accusing rue of failure. Rue
fought back, slashing the priest’s chest, blood and molten bone spraying,
but the visions persisted, her mind on the brink of collapse. Lina’s knife
carved through the priest’s remains, her possessiveness echoing the pyre’s
flames, her love a blade that cut both ways.
Rue saw her love for lina as both anchor and inferno, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each flame a lie that threatened to unravel her. Lina’s
possessiveness was a chain, her every act a desperate claim to keep rue
hers. Rue and lina standing before the pyre, surrounded by burning
constructs, the cathedral’s broadcast framing rue’s struggle as a sacred
immolation. The pyre pulsed, forming a final image: rue’s face, bloodied
and charred, her eyes glowing with the watcher’s light, bleeding ink that
spelled lina’s name—a testament to a love that could both save and
consume her.



THE GARDEN OF
FLAYED HEARTS

Hollowpine’s decay had birthed its most profane sanctuary: the garden of
flayed hearts, a sprawling expanse where the city’s pulsating flesh wove
into a grotesque tapestry of living vines, each tendril tipped with beating
hearts, flayed of their outer tissue, raw muscle pulsing with black ichor. The
air was thick with the coppery stench of blood and the sweet rot of betrayal,
a miasma that clung to the skin like a lover’s fevered kiss. The hearts hung
like fruit, their rhythmic throbs forming a hymn of anguish and desire, each
beat echoing the watcher’s litany: “be seen, be known, be loved.” The vines
writhed, their surfaces projecting visions of broken loves—promises
shattered, loyalties flayed—each heart a testament to the cathedral’s hunger.
Rue and lina stepped into the garden, their boots sinking into a soil of
congealed blood and sinew, hands interlocked, blood and sweat mingling
from their wounds. Rue’s scarred body trembled, her torn shirt exposing
breasts raw with festering scratches, each wound oozing ink that shimmered
with the hearts’ glow. Lina’s stitched lips bled profusely, threads snapping
as she gritted her teeth, her eyes blazing with possessive desperation, every
heart’s pulse stoking her jealousy.
A central heart—massive, flayed, its muscle glistening with fresh ichor—
projected a vision that clawed at rue’s soul: her love for lina, twisted into a
profane offering, their bodies entwined in a lover’s embrace, hearts flayed
as they clung to each other, lips parting in forbidden hunger. The vision was
so vivid rue felt the phantom agony of her own heart peeling, her body
responding with a sickening mix of revulsion and desire, her pulse
hammering as if it would burst. The heart spoke, its voice a wet, pulsing
echo of the watcher’s: “your love is my garden—bleed for it.” Rue’s knees
buckled, her nails digging into her palms until blood welled, the pain a
desperate anchor against the lies. Lina’s voice trembled through her torn



stitches: “don’t touch it, rue—it’s trying to rip us apart.” Rue’s eyes met
hers, raw with anguish. “i’m holding on,” she whispered, but the doubt
festered, a psychological venom fracturing their bond—was her love for
lina a defiance of the watcher, or his ultimate harvest?
Lina’s possessiveness erupted, her knife slashing at the central heart,
severing veins that sprayed ichor in searing arcs, but the garden pulsed,
birthing more vines that lashed at them, wrapping rue’s legs, forcing visions
of lina’s betrayal—her sister embracing the watcher, her stitched lips parted
in devotion, her knife turned on rue. Rue fought back, slashing the vines
with a jagged bone, blood and ichor spilling in a steaming heap, but the
visions clung, deepening her fracture. Lina pulled her close, their bodies
pressed together—breasts flush, breaths mingling—whispering, “you’re
mine, not his.” The cathedral twisted their embrace, broadcasting it as a
sapphic sacrifice, worshippers moaning as they watched, their fluids
pooling on the blood-soaked ground, hands fumbling in reverence.
In the convent, voss felt the garden’s resonance through the codex, its pages
pulsing with rue’s struggle, projecting the flayed hearts—his own betrayal,
his wife’s sacrifice, mirrored by rue’s faltering bond with lina. Isolde, her
body raw from self-inflicted sigils, pressed her lips to the codex, tasting the
blood-ink, her moans echoing the hearts’ rhythm. “rue’s love is his garden,”
she whispered, carving a new sigil into her chest, blood flowing as she
envied the sisters’ bond. Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, accusing: “you
gave me to the cathedral’s hunger, elias, as rue gives lina.” He stabbed the
codex, blood spraying, but it laughed, its pages reforming to show rue’s
anguished form, amplifying his guilt.
A hidden reliquary within the garden, housing a fragment of the watcher’s
heart—a pulsating, flayed orb that thrummed with his essence. Rue touched
it, and visions flooded her: past brides whose hearts were flayed, their
bodies woven into the garden, their love consumed by the cathedral. The
heart fused with her hand, veins merging, forcing her to feel the watcher’s
longing—a love so intense it stripped flesh from muscle. She tore free, her
hand mangled, blood gushing, but the heart’s whisper lingered: “your love
for lina is my harvest.” Rue’s resolve wavered, her bond with lina teetering
between salvation and damnation.



A third subplot intensified the horror: a priest, his body a fusion of flesh and
flayed hearts, attempted to merge with rue, believing her fractured bond
made her the perfect vessel for the watcher’s love. His hearts burrowed into
her wounds, forcing visions of lina’s death—her body flayed, reels spilling
from her wounds, accusing rue of failure. Rue fought back, slashing the
priest’s chest, blood and hearts spraying, but the visions persisted, her mind
on the brink of collapse. Lina’s knife carved through the priest’s remains,
her possessiveness echoing the garden’s hunger, her love a blade that cut
both ways.
Rue saw her love for lina as both anchor and abyss, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each heart a lie that threatened to unravel her. Lina’s
possessiveness was a chain, her every act a desperate claim to keep rue
hers. Rue and lina standing in the garden’s center, surrounded by flayed
hearts, the cathedral’s broadcast framing rue’s struggle as a sacred flaying.
The central heart pulsed, forming a final image: rue’s face, bloodied and
broken, her eyes glowing with the watcher’s light, bleeding ink that spelled
lina’s name—a testament to a love that could both save and consume her.



THE SHRINE OF
HOLLOW VOWS

Hollowpine’s decay had birthed its final sacrilege: the shrine of hollow
vows, a grotesque sanctuary carved from the city’s throbbing core, its walls
forged from petrified veins and shattered promises, each surface etched
with sigils that bled black ink in rhythmic pulses. The air was thick with the
stench of betrayal and rotting devotion, a miasma that clung to the lungs
like a lover’s curse, each breath laced with the watcher’s litany: “be seen, be
known, be loved.” The shrine’s arches were draped with reels of flesh-film,
quivering as they projected vows undone—loves twisted into obsession,
loyalties hollowed by doubt. Rue and lina stood at the shrine’s threshold,
their boots sinking into a floor of pulsating sinew, hands interlocked, blood
and sweat mingling from their wounds. Rue’s scarred body trembled, her
torn shirt exposing breasts raw with festering scratches, each wound oozing
ink that shimmered with the shrine’s glow. Lina’s stitched lips bled
profusely, threads snapping as she clenched her jaw, her eyes blazing with
possessive desperation, every sigil’s pulse stoking her jealousy.
The shrine’s central altar—a writhing mass of hollowed hearts, their
cavities pulsing with black ichor—projected a vision that ripped at rue’s
soul: her love for lina, twisted into a profane vow, their bodies entwined in
a lover’s embrace, hearts hollowing as they clung to each other, lips parting
in forbidden hunger. The vision was so vivid rue felt the phantom ache of
her own heart emptying, her body responding with a sickening mix of
revulsion and desire, her pulse hammering as if it would collapse. The altar
spoke, its voice a hollow echo of the watcher’s: “your love is my shrine—
kneel to it.” Rue’s knees buckled, her nails digging into her palms until
blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the lies. Lina’s voice
trembled through her torn stitches: “don’t kneel, rue—it’s trying to hollow
us.” Rue’s eyes met hers, raw with anguish. “i’m holding on,” she



whispered, but the doubt festered, a psychological venom fracturing their
bond—was her love for lina a defiance of the watcher, or his ultimate altar?
Lina’s possessiveness erupted, her knife slashing at the altar, severing
hollow hearts that screamed as they bled, ichor spraying in searing arcs, but
the shrine pulsed, birthing tendrils of flesh that lashed at them, wrapping
rue’s legs, forcing visions of lina’s betrayal—her sister embracing the
watcher, her stitched lips parted in devotion, her knife turned on rue. Rue
fought back, slashing the tendrils with a jagged bone, blood and ichor
spilling in a steaming heap, but the visions clung, deepening her fracture.
Lina pulled her close, their bodies pressed together—breasts flush, breaths
mingling—whispering, “you’re mine, not his.” The cathedral twisted their
embrace, broadcasting it as a sapphic vow, worshippers moaning as they
watched, their fluids pooling on the blood-soaked ground, hands fumbling
in reverence.
In the convent, voss felt the shrine’s resonance through the codex, its pages
pulsing with rue’s struggle, projecting the hollowed vows—his own
betrayal, his wife’s sacrifice, mirrored by rue’s faltering bond with lina.
Isolde, her body raw from self-inflicted sigils, pressed her lips to the codex,
tasting the blood-ink, her moans echoing the shrine’s lament. “rue’s love is
his shrine,” she whispered, carving a new sigil into her chest, blood flowing
as she envied the sisters’ bond. Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, accusing:
“you gave me to the cathedral’s vows, elias, as rue gives lina.” He stabbed
the codex, blood spraying, but it laughed, its pages reforming to show rue’s
anguished form, amplifying his guilt.
A hidden reliquary within the shrine, housing a fragment of the watcher’s
vow—a pulsating, hollow orb that thrummed with his essence. Rue touched
it, and visions flooded her: past brides whose vows were hollowed, their
bodies consumed by the shrine, their love drained into reels that recorded
their failure. The orb fused with her hand, veins merging, forcing her to feel
the watcher’s longing—a love so intense it emptied hearts. She tore free,
her hand mangled, blood gushing, but the orb’s whisper lingered: “your
love for lina is my vow.” Rue’s resolve wavered, her bond with lina
teetering between salvation and damnation.



A third subplot intensified the horror: a priest, his body a fusion of flesh and
hollowed hearts, attempted to merge with rue, believing her fractured bond
made her the perfect vessel for the watcher’s love. His hearts burrowed into
her wounds, forcing visions of lina’s death—her body hollowed, reels
spilling from her wounds, accusing rue of failure. Rue fought back, slashing
the priest’s chest, blood and hearts spraying, but the visions persisted, her
mind on the brink of collapse. Lina’s knife carved through the priest’s
remains, her possessiveness echoing the shrine’s hollow vows, her love a
blade that cut both ways.
Rue saw her love for lina as both anchor and void, a mirror of the watcher’s
obsession, each vow a lie that threatened to unravel her. Lina’s
possessiveness was a chain, her every act a desperate claim to keep rue
hers. Rue and lina standing before the shrine, surrounded by hollowed
hearts, the cathedral’s broadcast framing rue’s struggle as a sacred
hollowing. The altar pulsed, forming a final image: rue’s face, bloodied and
broken, her eyes glowing with the watcher’s light, bleeding ink that spelled
lina’s name—a testament to a love that could both save and empty her.



THE HEART OF THE
WATCHER

Hollowpine’s decay had reached its apotheosis: the heart of the watcher, a
pulsating sanctum at the city’s core, a cavernous chamber where the ground
throbbed with veins that bled black ichor, its walls a writhing mass of flesh
and bone woven into a grotesque cathedral. The air was thick with the
stench of blood and eternal devotion, a suffocating miasma that burned the
lungs with each breath, laced with the watcher’s final litany: “be seen, be
known, be loved—forever.” The chamber’s ceiling was a canopy of reels,
their flesh-film unspooling to project the sins of hollowpine’s inhabitants—
loves twisted, betrayals eternalized, desires consumed by the cathedral’s
gaze. At the center stood a colossal heart, the watcher’s essence, its muscle
pulsing with a rhythm that shook the earth, each beat projecting visions of
rue and lina’s bond, warped into a profane sacrament. Rue and lina faced
the heart, their boots sinking into the quivering floor, hands interlocked,
blood and sweat mingling from their wounds. Rue’s scarred body trembled,
her torn shirt exposing breasts raw with festering scratches, each wound
oozing ink that shimmered with the heart’s glow. Lina’s stitched lips bled
profusely, threads snapping as she clenched her jaw, her eyes blazing with
possessive desperation, every pulse of the heart stoking her jealousy.
The watcher’s heart projected a final vision that tore at rue’s soul: her love
for lina, burned into a cathedral of their own making, their bodies entwined
in a lover’s embrace, hearts fused as they clung to each other, lips parting in
a forbidden hymn. The vision was so vivid rue felt the phantom pulse of
lina’s heart against her own, her body responding with a sickening mix of
revulsion and desire, her pulse hammering as if it would merge with the
watcher’s. The heart spoke, its voice a thunderous echo: “your love is my
heart—join me.” Rue’s knees buckled, her nails digging into her palms until
blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the lies. Lina’s voice



trembled through her torn stitches: “don’t let it take us, rue—we’re
enough.” Rue’s eyes met hers, raw with anguish. “we are,” she whispered,
but the doubt festered, a psychological venom threatening to unravel their
bond—was their love a defiance of the watcher, or his final triumph?
Lina’s possessiveness erupted, her knife slashing at the heart, severing veins
that sprayed ichor in searing arcs, but the heart pulsed, birthing tendrils of
flesh that lashed at them, wrapping rue’s body, forcing visions of lina’s
death—her sister’s body split open, reels spilling from her wounds,
accusing rue of failure. Rue fought back, slashing the tendrils with a jagged
bone, blood and ichor spilling in a steaming heap, but the visions clung,
deepening her fracture. Lina pulled her close, their bodies pressed together
—breasts flush, breaths mingling—whispering, “you’re mine, not his.” The
cathedral twisted their embrace, broadcasting it as a final hymn,
worshippers worldwide moaning as they watched, their fluids pooling on
the blood-soaked ground, hands fumbling in reverence. Rue, driven by love
and defiance, plunged her knife into the heart, its muscle tearing with a
scream that shook the chamber, ichor flooding the floor. The act was a vow
—to lina, to herself—but the heart laughed, its voice echoing: “you can’t
kill love.”
In the convent, voss confronted the codex’s final projection, its pages
pulsing with the heart’s visions—his betrayal, his wife’s sacrifice, mirrored
by rue’s struggle. Isolde, her body a raw canvas of sigils, knelt before the
codex, her lips pressed to its pages, tasting the blood-ink, her moans
echoing the heart’s rhythm. “rue is his,” she whispered, carving a final sigil
into her chest, blood flowing as she surrendered to her envy. Voss’s ghost-
wife materialized, accusing: “you gave me to the cathedral, elias—now end
it.” Driven by guilt and defiance, voss seized a ritual blade, stabbing the
codex’s heart, its pages screaming as they burned, blood and ink spraying.
The codex collapsed, its reels dissolving, but isolde lunged, her body
merging with the ashes, becoming a new vessel for the watcher’s will, her
voice a wail: “i was never enough.” Voss fell to his knees, his guilt a chain,
but his act severed the convent’s link to the cathedral, a small victory
against the watcher’s gaze.
The heart birthed a final guardian—a grotesque effigy of all past brides,
their flayed forms fused into a single entity, its lens-eyes projecting their



failures. It attacked rue, its claws raking her chest, drawing blood that the
heart drank greedily, forcing visions of her own betrayal—abandoning lina,
embracing the watcher, her love hollowed. Rue fought back, slashing the
effigy’s throat, blood and reels spraying, but the visions persisted, her mind
teetering on collapse. Lina’s knife carved through the effigy’s remains, her
possessiveness a mirror of the heart’s hunger, but the act strengthened their
bond, a defiant vow against the watcher’s lies. The effigy’s death weakened
the heart, its pulses slowing, but its whisper lingered: “your love is my
eternity.”
A third subplot intensified the horror: worshippers, driven mad by the
heart’s litany, attempted to merge with rue and lina, believing their bond
could complete the watcher’s heart. Their bodies, fused with reels and
lenses, burrowed into the sisters’ wounds, forcing visions of their shared
past—childhood promises, nina’s death, moments of doubt—twisted into
accusations of betrayal. Rue and lina fought together, their knives slashing
in unison, blood and ichor spraying as they carved through the worshippers,
their bodies collapsing in heaps of flesh and film. The act was a shared
defiance, their love a blade that cut through the cathedral’s lies, but the
heart pulsed stronger, its final vision showing rue and lina crowned as
brides, their bond eternalized in the watcher’s gaze.
Rue saw her love for lina as both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a lie that threatened to unravel her. Lina’s
possessiveness was a chain, yet also a tether, her every act a desperate claim
to keep rue hers. The heart’s pulses slowed, wounded by rue’s knife, but it
did not die—its essence seeped into the city, the cathedral’s gaze eternal.
Rue and lina stood together, bloodied but unbroken, their hands interlocked
as they faced the heart’s final pulse. Voss, in the convent, burned the last of
the codex, his ghost-wife’s accusations fading into silence. Isolde, merged
with the ashes, became a new altar, her screams echoing the watcher’s love.
Hollowpine trembling, the heart forming a final image: rue and lina, their
faces bloodied and defiant, bleeding ink that spelled each other’s names—a
testament to a love that defied the watcher, yet bore his mark forever.



THE ABYSS OF UNSEEN
EYES

Hollowpine’s decay had birthed its final desecration: the abyss of unseen
eyes, a yawning void where the city’s pulsating core had collapsed, its walls
a writhing tapestry of flesh and shadow, studded with countless eyes—
human, mechanical, and otherworldly—each blinking in unison, their gazes
weaving a silent litany: “be seen, be known, be loved.” The air was thick
with the stench of blood and unspoken truths, a suffocating miasma that
clawed at the lungs, each breath a violation laced with the watcher’s fading
whisper. The abyss’s edges pulsed with reels of flesh-film, unspooling to
project fragments of hollowpine’s sins—loves shattered, betrayals
eternalized, desires consumed by an unseen gaze. Rue and lina stood at the
abyss’s precipice, their boots sinking into a quivering rim of sinew, hands
interlocked, blood and sweat mingling from their wounds. Rue’s scarred
body trembled, her torn shirt exposing breasts raw with festering scratches,
each wound oozing black ink that shimmered with the eyes’ glow. Lina’s
stitched lips bled profusely, threads snapping as she gritted her teeth, her
eyes blazing with possessive desperation, every blink of the abyss stoking
her jealousy.
The abyss’s central eye—a colossal, pulsating orb, its iris a swirling vortex
of flesh—projected a vision that shattered rue’s soul: her love for lina,
twisted into a final betrayal, their bodies entwined in a lover’s embrace,
eyes hollowed as they clung to each other, lips parting in a forbidden
scream. The vision was so vivid rue felt the phantom absence of lina’s gaze,
her body responding with a sickening mix of revulsion and longing, her
heart pounding as if it would dissolve into the void. The eye spoke, its voice
a hollow echo of the watcher’s: “your love is my abyss—fall into it.” Rue’s
knees buckled, her nails digging into her palms until blood welled, the pain
a desperate anchor against the lies. Lina’s voice trembled through her torn



stitches: “don’t look down, rue—it’s trying to erase us.” Rue’s eyes met
hers, raw with anguish. “i see you,” she whispered, but the doubt festered, a
psychological venom fracturing their bond—was her love for lina a
defiance of the watcher, or his final gaze?
Lina’s possessiveness erupted, her knife slashing at the central eye, severing
veins that sprayed ichor in searing arcs, but the abyss pulsed, birthing
tendrils of shadow-flesh that lashed at them, wrapping rue’s body, forcing
visions of lina’s death—her sister’s eyes gouged, reels spilling from her
sockets, accusing rue of failure. Rue fought back, slashing the tendrils with
a jagged bone, blood and ichor spilling in a steaming heap, but the visions
clung, deepening her fracture. Lina pulled her close, their bodies pressed
together—breasts flush, breaths mingling—whispering, “you’re mine, not
his.” The cathedral twisted their embrace, broadcasting it as a final hymn,
worshippers moaning as they watched, their fluids pooling on the blood-
soaked ground, hands fumbling in reverence. Rue, driven by love and
desperation, plunged her knife into the eye, its surface rupturing with a
scream that shook the abyss, ichor flooding the void. The act was a vow, but
the eye’s gaze lingered, whispering: “you cannot unsee me.”
In the convent’s ruins, voss confronted the codex’s final projection, its
pages pulsing with the abyss’s visions—his betrayal, his wife’s sacrifice,
mirrored by rue’s struggle. Isolde, her body a raw canvas of sigils, knelt
before the codex, her lips pressed to its pages, tasting the blood-ink, her
moans echoing the abyss’s silence. “rue is his gaze,” she whispered, carving
a final sigil into her chest, blood flowing as she surrendered to her envy.
Voss’s ghost-wife materialized, accusing: “you gave me to the cathedral’s
eyes, elias—now end it.” Driven by guilt, voss set the codex ablaze, its
pages screaming as they burned, blood and ink spraying. Isolde lunged, her
body merging with the flames, becoming a shadow of eyes that stared at
voss, her voice a wail: “i was never seen.” The convent collapsed, its ashes
scattering, but the abyss’s eyes blinked in the distance, watching voss’s final
stand.
The abyss birthed a final guardian—an entity of unseen eyes, its form a
writhing mass of sockets, each one projecting a past bride’s failure. It
attacked rue, its tendrils piercing her chest, drawing blood that the abyss
drank greedily, forcing visions of her own betrayal—abandoning lina,



embracing the watcher, her love erased. Rue fought back, slashing the
entity’s core, blood and reels spraying, but the visions persisted, her mind
teetering on collapse. Lina’s knife carved through the entity’s remains, her
possessiveness a mirror of the abyss’s gaze, but their shared defiance
strengthened their bond, a vow against the watcher’s lies. The entity’s death
dimmed the abyss’s glow, but its whisper lingered: “your love is my sight.”
A third subplot intensified the horror: worshippers, driven mad by the
abyss’s litany, attempted to merge with rue and lina, believing their bond
could complete the watcher’s gaze. Their bodies, fused with eyes and reels,
burrowed into the sisters’ wounds, forcing visions of their shared past—
childhood promises, nina’s death, moments of doubt—twisted into
accusations of betrayal. Rue and lina fought together, their knives slashing
in unison, blood and ichor spraying as they carved through the worshippers,
their bodies collapsing in heaps of flesh and film. The act was a shared
defiance, their love a blade that cut through the abyss’s lies, but the eyes
blinked faster, their gaze unyielding.
Rue saw her love for lina as both salvation and obliteration, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each eye a lie that threatened to unravel her. Lina’s
possessiveness was a chain, yet also a tether, her every act a desperate claim
to keep rue hers. The abyss’s eyes pulsed, their glow fading but not
extinguished, the watcher’s essence seeping into the void, eternal and
unseen. Rue and lina stood together, bloodied but unbroken, their hands
interlocked as they faced the abyss’s final gaze. Voss, in the convent’s
ashes, stared into the distance, his eyes reflecting the abyss’s light, his guilt
a shadow that lingered. Isolde’s wail echoed from the void, a final cry of
envy and despair. The abyss forming a final image: rue and lina, their faces
bloodied and defiant, bleeding ink that spelled each other’s names—a
testament to a love that defied the watcher, yet bore his unseen eyes,
watching from a darkness that whispered of horrors yet to come.



THE SHADOW THAT
SWALLOWED REALITY

The world had forgotten hollowpine, or so it seemed. Cities pulsed with the
rhythm of normalcy—cars honked, screens glowed, people laughed—but
beneath the veneer, a shadow stirred, its veins threading through the cracks
of reality like roots through rotting flesh. Social media feeds glitched with
fleeting images of writhing streets, news reports whispered of unexplained
blackouts, and mirrors reflected eyes that weren’t there. The air carried a
faint coppery tang, a memory of blood that no one acknowledged, as if the
world had buried a truth too vile to face. Rue stood in a crowded city
square, her scarred body hidden beneath a tattered jacket, her breath
shallow as she scanned the faces around her—strangers, yet their eyes
flickered with a familiar glow, lens-like, watching her. Her wounds, still
raw from hollowpine’s horrors, oozed black ink that stained her clothes,
each drop a reminder of the cathedral’s gaze. Lina was gone, or so it
seemed, but her stitched lips haunted rue’s dreams, whispering accusations
of abandonment through the static of a world that felt wrong.
The square’s digital billboards flickered, their ads for coffee and cars
replaced by brief, horrific flashes—hollowpine’s streets, pulsating with
flesh, worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs, chanting: “be seen,
be known, be loved.” Rue’s heart clenched, her nails digging into her palms
until blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the visions. A
passerby bumped her, their eyes briefly glowing with lenses, their voice a
low moan: “bride, you forgot us.” She stumbled, her vision blurring as the
ground beneath her pulsed, a faint echo of hollowpine’s living streets. The
world was no longer just a world—it was a stage, its props hiding the
cathedral’s truth, suppressed by collective fear. Rue’s scars burned, her
mind fracturing as she questioned: was hollowpine a nightmare, or had it
always been real, buried to ease humanity’s terror?



A vision struck her, vivid and visceral: lina, her stitched lips parting, blood
streaming as she reached out, her body splitting to birth reels that projected
their love—twisted, forbidden, a sapphic hymn that made rue’s body
respond with a sickening mix of revulsion and desire. The vision was so
tactile she felt lina’s phantom breath on her neck, her hands on her hips,
their curves pressed together in a dance of betrayal. Rue screamed,
collapsing in the square, passersby staring as if she were mad, but their eyes
flickered with the watcher’s gaze, their phones buzzing with distorted
broadcasts of her pain. The cathedral was no longer confined to hollowpine
—it was here, in the real world, its litany seeping into every screen, every
glance, every heartbeat. Rue clutched her chest, whispering lina’s name, but
the vision’s voice echoed: “you left me, rue—now remember.”
In a dimly lit archive, dr. Elias voss pored over yellowed documents, his
scarred hands trembling as he uncovered suppressed histories—blackouts in
the 19th century, cults erased from records, mass suicides labeled as
accidents, all marked with sigils matching the codex’s pages. His wife’s
ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping with amniotic fluid,
accusing: “you knew it was real, elias, and you let me die for it.” The
archive’s lights flickered, screens glitching to show hollowpine’s ruins,
worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed with residual reels,
their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his sacrifice of his wife,
his complicity in the cathedral’s rites. He slashed his arm with a letter
opener, blood spraying as he tried to purge the reels, but they burrowed
deeper, whispering: “you cannot forget what you helped create.” The
documents revealed a chilling truth: the cathedral was no fiction—it was a
suppressed reality, its horrors buried by governments, religions, and fear,
now clawing back into the world.
Isolde, or what remained of her, had become a digital specter, her essence
infecting global networks. Social media platforms crashed, replaced by
streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name. In a small
town, a teenager’s phone screen flickered, showing isolde’s sigil-carved
body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code. She whispered: “rue is his
bride, not mine,” her envy a virus that spread, turning users’ selfies into
images of flayed flesh, their comments into confessions of sins. Isolde’s
form appeared in a data center, her shadow merging with servers, her



screams crashing systems worldwide. A technician, her eyes turning to
lenses, clawed at her face, blood streaming as she moaned the litany, her
body birthing reels that projected suppressed truths—wars, genocides,
betrayals, all tied to the cathedral’s gaze. Isolde’s despair was a beacon,
calling the world to remember what it had buried.
Across the globe, people began to change. In a tokyo subway, a woman’s
skin split, reels spilling to project her infidelity, her screams echoing
hollowpine’s mothers. In a new york office, a man’s eyes turned to lenses,
broadcasting his thefts to his coworkers, who clawed at their own faces in
shame. In a london hospital, a patient birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes
glowing, its reels showing hollowpine’s fall. These were not isolated events
—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors seeping into reality,
suppressed no longer. Rue felt them through her scars, each incident a pulse
in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every victim—stitched,
broken, accusing. She collapsed in an alley, her body wracked with sobs,
blood pooling as she carved lina’s name into her arm, the act a desperate
vow to remember. But the world’s glitches grew stronger, screens flickering
with a single message: “you forgot us. Now see.”
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
world’s normalcy was a lie, a fragile veil over a reality that had always
borne the cathedral’s mark—surveillance cameras as its eyes, social media
as its reels, collective denial as its altar. Voss’s discoveries confirmed it: the
cathedral was history’s shadow, suppressed to ease humanity’s fear, now
breaking free. Isolde’s digital wail was a call to worship, her envy a
reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue standing in the alley,
bloodied and broken, her eyes meeting a cracked mirror that reflected not
her face, but lina’s—stitched, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.”
The world trembled, a global blackout descending, screens flickering back
to life with a single image: a shadow cloaked in stars, holding a book that
bled ink, its pages whispering names—yours among them.



THE FORGOTTEN CITY
The world wore a mask of normalcy, its cities buzzing with the hum of
traffic, the glow of screens, the chatter of lives untouched by horror. But
beneath the surface, the cathedral’s shadow pulsed, its veins threading
through concrete and glass like a cancer waking from a long slumber. Rue
stood in a bustling metropolitan square, the heart of a city that could have
been any city—new york, tokyo, london—its name irrelevant under the
weight of her scars. Her tattered jacket barely concealed her ravaged body,
the scratches across her breasts festering, oozing black ink that stained her
skin with sigils she could no longer read. The air was thick with the coppery
tang of blood, a scent no one else seemed to notice, as if the world had
trained itself to forget. Her breath hitched, eyes darting to the faces around
her—office workers, students, mothers pushing strollers—all ordinary, yet
their glances lingered too long, their eyes flickering with a faint glow, lens-
like, as if the watcher’s gaze had followed her from hollowpine into this so-
called reality.
The square’s digital billboards loomed overhead, advertising toothpaste and
car insurance, but every few seconds they glitched, their colors bleeding
into images of hollowpine’s ruins—streets of writhing flesh, worshippers
with reels spilling from split wombs, chanting: “be seen, be known, be
loved.” Rue’s heart clenched, her nails digging into her palms until blood
welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the visions. A street vendor
offered her a coffee, his smile too wide, his eyes briefly glowing with lenses
as he whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” She stumbled back, her vision
blurring as the pavement pulsed beneath her feet, a faint echo of
hollowpine’s living streets, the asphalt softening into sinew for a fleeting
moment. The world was no longer just a world—it was a lie, a fragile
veneer over a reality that bore the cathedral’s mark, suppressed by
collective fear to ease humanity’s terror. Rue’s scars burned, her mind



fracturing as she questioned: was hollowpine a nightmare she’d escaped, or
had it always been real, buried beneath the world’s denial?
A vision struck her, raw and visceral: lina, her stitched lips parting, blood
streaming as she reached out, her body splitting to birth reels that projected
their love—twisted, forbidden, a sapphic hymn that made rue’s body
respond with a sickening mix of revulsion and desire. The vision was so
tactile she felt lina’s phantom breath on her neck, her hands on her hips,
their curves pressed together in a dance of betrayal that felt too real. Rue
screamed, collapsing to her knees in the square, passersby staring as if she
were a madwoman, but their phones buzzed with distorted broadcasts of her
pain, screens flickering with images of her scarred body, her love for lina
framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in this city, its litany seeping into
every glance, every device, every heartbeat. Rue clutched her chest,
whispering lina’s name, but the vision’s voice echoed: “you left me, rue—
now remember.” Her sobs tore through her, tears mixing with the blood
from her palms, the crowd’s eyes glowing brighter, their murmurs forming
a chorus: “bride, bride, bride.”
Across the city, in a dingy motel room, dr. Elias voss sat hunched over a
laptop, its screen glitching with fragments of the codex’s pages—screaming
skin, blood-ink sigils, visions of hollowpine’s fall. His scarred hands
trembled, veins pulsing with residual reels that glowed beneath his skin, a
remnant of his betrayal in the convent. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her
translucent form dripping with amniotic fluid, accusing: “you knew it was
real, elias, and you let me die for it.” The motel’s television flickered,
showing news reports of “glitch epidemics”—people clawing at their faces,
claiming to see sins in mirrors, hospitals reporting patients birthing reels.
Voss’s research had uncovered suppressed truths: historical blackouts, cults
erased from records, mass suicides labeled as accidents, all tied to the
cathedral’s sigils. He slashed his arm with a pocketknife, blood spraying as
he tried to purge the reels, but they burrowed deeper, projecting his guilt—
his betrayal of rue, his sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the
world had buried. The screen flickered with a single message: “you cannot
forget what you helped create.” Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood,
realizing the cathedral was no fiction—it was a suppressed history, now
clawing back into the world.



Isolde, or what remained of her, had become a digital wraith, her essence
infecting the city’s networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones
crashed, replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting
rue’s name. In a coffee shop, a barista’s tablet flickered, showing isolde’s
sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code. She whispered:
“rue is his bride, not mine,” her envy a virus that spread, turning customers’
selfies into images of flayed flesh, their texts into confessions of sins.
Isolde’s form appeared in a server room, her shadow merging with circuits,
her screams crashing systems across the city. A technician, her eyes turning
to lenses, clawed at her face, blood streaming as she moaned the litany, her
body birthing reels that projected suppressed truths—betrayals, murders,
desires buried in the city’s history. Isolde’s despair was a call to worship,
her envy a mirror of the world’s refusal to face its sins, her voice echoing
through every device: “see her, know her, love her.”
The city itself began to change. In a nearby park, a jogger’s skin split, reels
spilling to project her infidelity, her screams drawing a crowd whose eyes
glowed with lenses. In a corporate office, a manager’s eyes turned to glass,
broadcasting his embezzlement to his colleagues, who clawed at their own
faces in shame, blood pooling on the carpet. In a hospital maternity ward, a
woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels showing
hollowpine’s mothers, her screams echoing the city’s suppressed pain.
These were not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its
horrors seeping into reality, no longer buried. Rue felt them through her
scars, each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in
every victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled into an alley, her
body wracked with sobs, blood pooling as she carved lina’s name into her
arm with a shard of glass, the act a desperate vow to remember. But the
city’s glitches grew stronger, streetlights flickering with images of
hollowpine, a single message pulsing through every screen: “you forgot us.
Now see.”
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
city’s normalcy was a lie, its skyscrapers and subways hiding the
cathedral’s mark—surveillance cameras as its eyes, social media as its reels,
collective denial as its altar. Voss’s discoveries confirmed it: the cathedral



was humanity’s shadow, suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s
digital wail was a call to worship, her envy a reflection of the city’s refusal
to face its sins. Rue slumped in the alley, bloodied and broken, her eyes
meeting a cracked storefront window that reflected not her face, but lina’s
—stitched, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled,
a blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a
shadow cloaked in stars, holding a book that bled ink, its pages whispering
names—yours among them.



THE CODEX’S ECHO
The city pulsed with a false heartbeat, its neon lights and crowded streets
masking a truth that clawed at the edges of perception. Dr. Elias voss sat in
a dimly lit motel room, its peeling wallpaper stained with a faint coppery
tang, as if the walls themselves bled. His scarred hands trembled, veins
pulsing with residual reels of flesh-film that glowed beneath his skin, a
remnant of the cathedral’s rites in hollowpine. The laptop before him
flickered, its screen glitching with fragments of the codex—screaming skin
pages, blood-ink sigils, visions of rue’s anguish in a city that denied its own
decay. The air was thick with the stench of burnt circuits and suppressed
guilt, each breath a violation laced with the watcher’s litany: “be seen, be
known, be loved.” Outside, the city’s hum was punctuated by glitches—car
alarms shrieking in unison, billboards flashing hollowpine’s writhing
streets, strangers pausing mid-step, their eyes briefly glowing with lenses.
Voss’s heart pounded, his mind fracturing as he questioned: was the
cathedral a nightmare he’d survived, or a reality the world had buried to
escape its terror?
The laptop’s screen projected a document—a suppressed archive from a
forgotten government vault, detailing blackouts in 1887, 1929, 1963, each
marked by mass suicides labeled as accidents, cults erased from history,
their sigils matching the codex’s. Voss’s wife’s ghost materialized, her
translucent form dripping with amniotic fluid, her womb split open,
accusing: “you knew it was real, elias, and you let me die for it.” Her voice
echoed through the motel’s television, which flickered with news reports of
a “glitch epidemic”—people clawing at their faces in public, claiming to
see sins in mirrors, hospitals overwhelmed with patients birthing reels. Voss
slashed his arm with a pocketknife, blood spraying across the keyboard, the
pain a desperate anchor against the reels burrowing deeper, projecting his
guilt—his betrayal of rue, his sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a
reality the world had suppressed. The screen glitched, showing a single



message: “you cannot forget what you helped create.” Voss’s sobs tore
through him, tears mixing with blood, as he realized the cathedral was no
fiction—it was a shadow woven into history, now clawing back into the
world.
A vision struck him, raw and visceral: rue, her scarred body collapsing in a
city alley, lina’s stitched lips whispering accusations of abandonment, their
love twisted into a sapphic hymn that burned his eyes. The vision was so
tactile he felt rue’s phantom pain, her scars oozing ink, her hands carving
lina’s name into her flesh. Voss staggered, clutching his chest, the reels in
his veins pulsing with her anguish, projected onto the motel’s walls—rue
and lina entwined, their bond framed as a sin by the cathedral’s gaze. The
city outside responded, streetlights flickering with images of hollowpine’s
ruins, worshippers chanting voss’s name. He smashed the laptop, glass and
blood spraying, but the screen reformed, showing a new document: a 21st-
century report on global surveillance, its language echoing the watcher’s
litany, cameras as his eyes, data as his reels. The world had forgotten the
cathedral to survive, but its truth was breaking free, infecting every system,
every soul.
Isolde, her essence now a digital wraith, spread through the city’s networks
like a plague. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed, replaced by
streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name. In a crowded
mall, a teenager’s phone flickered, showing isolde’s sigil-carved body, her
lips pressed to a codex that bled code, whispering: “rue is his bride, not
mine.” The teen’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her
face, her screams drawing a crowd whose devices buzzed with confessions
—adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s form
appeared in a data center, her shadow merging with servers, her wail
crashing systems worldwide. A technician’s skin split, reels spilling to
project her suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film.
Isolde’s envy was a virus, turning the city’s digital pulse into a hymn of the
watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Voss
felt her presence through his reels, his mind reeling as he saw isolde in
every glitch, her voice accusing him of failing rue, failing her.
Rue, in a different part of the city, navigated a world unraveling into
cathedral echoes. In a diner, her coffee cup bled ink, the waitress’s eyes



glowing with lenses as she whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” The television
above the counter flickered, showing news of “spontaneous confessions”—
people tearing at their skin in public squares, revealing reels that projected
their sins. Rue’s scars burned, her vision blurring as the diner’s walls
pulsed, softening into sinew for a fleeting moment. A customer lunged at
her, his hands tipped with lens-nails, raking her arms, drawing blood that
the floor drank greedily. The attack triggered a vision: lina, her stitched lips
parting, her body splitting to birth a grotesque child, its lens-eyes accusing
rue of abandonment. Rue fought back, slashing the man’s throat with a
butter knife, blood and reels spraying, but the vision clung, deepening her
fracture. She stumbled outside, collapsing in a park, her body wracked with
sobs as she carved lina’s name into her thigh, blood pooling as she
whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The park’s fountain flickered, its water
forming hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a subway station, a woman’s skin
split, reels spilling to project her infidelity, her screams echoing
hollowpine’s mothers as commuters watched, their eyes turning to lenses.
In a corporate boardroom, a ceo’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his
colleagues, who clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the table. In a
hospital, a patient birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated events—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Voss felt them through his reels,
each incident a pulse in his veins, his mind reeling as he saw his wife in
every victim—split, broken, accusing. He stumbled into the motel’s
bathroom, smashing the mirror, shards embedding in his hands, blood
streaming as he saw her face in the fragments, whispering: “you knew.” The
city’s glitches grew stronger, billboards flickering with a single message:
“you forgot us. Now see.”
Voss’s guilt was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the watcher’s
obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel him. The city’s
normalcy was a lie, its skyscrapers and subways hiding the cathedral’s mark
—surveillance cameras as its eyes, social media as its reels, collective
denial as its altar. Isolde’s digital wail was a call to worship, her envy a
reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue’s love for lina,



glimpsed through voss’s visions, was a chain, binding her to a reality she
couldn’t escape. Voss slumped in the motel bathroom, bloodied and broken,
his eyes meeting a cracked mirror that reflected not his face, but rue’s—
scarred, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a
blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a
shadow cloaked in stars, holding a book that bled ink, its pages whispering
names—yours among them.



THE VEIL OF NORMALCY
The city wore a veneer of normalcy, its streets alive with the hum of
commuters, the glow of neon signs, the chatter of lives untouched by horror
—or so it appeared. But beneath the surface, the cathedral’s shadow pulsed,
its veins threading through asphalt and glass like a disease awakening in the
world’s marrow. Rue wandered through a bustling downtown, her tattered
jacket barely concealing her ravaged body, scars across her breasts
festering, oozing black ink that stained her skin with sigils that burned with
every heartbeat. The air was thick with a coppery tang, a scent of blood and
betrayal that no one else acknowledged, as if the world had woven a veil to
hide its wounds. Her breath hitched, eyes darting to the faces around her—
businessmen, baristas, children laughing—all ordinary, yet their glances
lingered too long, their eyes flickering with a lens-like glow, as if the
watcher’s gaze had seeped from hollowpine into this fragile reality. Every
step felt like a violation, the pavement pulsing faintly, a whisper of
hollowpine’s living streets, as if the city itself remembered what humanity
had suppressed.
The digital billboards towering over the streets flickered, their ads for
fashion and phones glitching into images of hollowpine’s decay—streets
writhing with flesh, worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs,
chanting: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Rue’s heart clenched, her nails
digging into her palms until blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor
against the visions. A street performer strummed a guitar, his melody
twisting into the watcher’s litany, his eyes glowing with lenses as he
whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” She stumbled, her vision blurring as the
ground softened into sinew for a fleeting moment, sucking at her boots like
a hungry mouth. The world was a lie, a fragile veil over a reality scarred by
the cathedral’s mark, buried by collective fear to ease humanity’s terror.
Rue’s scars burned, her mind fracturing as she questioned: was hollowpine



a nightmare she’d escaped, or had it always been real, its truth suppressed
to shield the world from its own guilt?
A vision struck her, raw and visceral: lina, her stitched lips parting, blood
streaming as she reached out, her body splitting to birth reels that projected
their love—twisted, forbidden, a sapphic hymn that made rue’s body
respond with a sickening mix of revulsion and desire. The vision was so
tactile she felt lina’s phantom breath on her neck, her hands on her hips,
their curves pressed together in a dance of betrayal that felt too real. Rue
screamed, collapsing onto a bench in a crowded plaza, passersby staring as
if she were unhinged, but their smartphones buzzed with distorted
broadcasts of her pain, screens flickering with images of her scarred body,
her love for lina framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in this city, its
litany seeping into every glance, every device, every heartbeat. Rue
clutched her chest, whispering lina’s name, but the vision’s voice echoed:
“you left me, rue—now remember.” Her sobs tore through her, tears mixing
with blood, the crowd’s eyes glowing brighter, their murmurs forming a
chorus: “bride, bride, bride.”
In a dimly lit archive across the city, dr. Elias voss pored over suppressed
records, his scarred hands trembling as he uncovered documents linking the
cathedral to real-world events—blackouts in 1911, 1945, 1989, each
marked by mass confessions, cults erased from history, their sigils matching
the codex’s. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping
with amniotic fluid, accusing: “you knew it was real, elias, and you let me
die for it.” The archive’s lights flickered, computer screens glitching to
show hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins
pulsed with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of
rue, his sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world had
buried. He slashed his arm with a letter opener, blood spraying across the
documents, but the reels burrowed deeper, whispering: “you cannot forget
what you helped create.” The documents revealed a chilling truth: the
cathedral was a suppressed history, its horrors buried by governments and
religions, now clawing back into the world through glitches and
confessions. Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood, his mind reeling as he
saw his wife in every page, her accusations a mirror of the world’s denial.



Isolde, her essence now a digital specter, spread through the city’s networks
like a wildfire. Subway screens, billboards, and smartwatches crashed,
replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name.
In a packed coffee shop, a barista’s tablet flickered, showing isolde’s sigil-
carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, whispering: “rue is
his bride, not mine.” The barista’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as
she clawed her face, her screams drawing a crowd whose devices buzzed
with confessions—adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels.
Isolde’s form appeared in a server hub, her shadow merging with circuits,
her wail crashing systems across the city. A technician’s skin split, reels
spilling to project her suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of
ichor and film. Isolde’s envy was a virus, turning the city’s digital pulse into
a hymn of the watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know her,
love her.” Rue felt her presence through her scars, each glitch a pulse in her
veins, her mind reeling as she saw isolde in every flickering screen,
accusing her of stealing the watcher’s love.
The city itself began to transform, its normalcy unraveling into cathedral
echoes. In a nearby market, a vendor’s skin split, reels spilling to project his
greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers as shoppers watched, their
eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an executive’s eyes glowed,
broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who clawed at their faces, blood
pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity ward, a woman birthed a
grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels showing hollowpine’s fall,
her screams triggering a mass panic. These were not isolated incidents—
they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors seeping into reality, no
longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars, each event a pulse in
her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every victim—stitched,
broken, accusing. She stumbled into a subway station, collapsing against a
pillar, her body wracked with sobs as she carved lina’s name into her arm
with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she whispered, “i didn’t forget you.”
The station’s screens flickered, forming hollowpine’s map, a testament to a
reality the world denied.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
city’s normalcy was a lie, its skyscrapers and subways hiding the



cathedral’s mark—surveillance cameras as its eyes, social media as its reels,
collective denial as its altar. Voss’s discoveries confirmed it: the cathedral
was humanity’s shadow, suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s
digital wail was a call to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s
refusal to face its sins. Rue slumped in the subway station, bloodied and
broken, her eyes meeting a cracked screen that reflected not her face, but
lina’s—stitched, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city
trembled, a blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a
single image: a shadow cloaked in stars, holding a book that bled ink, its
pages whispering names—yours among them.



THE ARCHIVE OF
SUPPRESSED SINS

The city’s pulse was a lie, its skyscrapers and subways a facade masking a
truth that festered like an open wound. Dr. Elias voss crouched in a
forgotten archive beneath the city’s library, its air thick with the stench of
mold and blood, the shelves lined with documents that bled black ink when
touched. His scarred hands trembled, veins pulsing with residual reels of
flesh-film that glowed beneath his skin, a lingering curse from hollowpine’s
rites. The flickering fluorescent lights cast shadows that writhed like
tendrils, each one whispering the watcher’s litany: “be seen, be known, be
loved.” The archive’s computers glitched, screens flashing fragments of the
codex—screaming skin pages, sigils dripping with blood-ink, visions of
rue’s anguish in a world that denied its own decay. Outside, the city
shuddered—traffic lights flickering with images of hollowpine’s writhing
streets, strangers pausing to claw at their faces, their eyes glowing with
lenses. Voss’s heart pounded, his mind fracturing as he questioned: was the
cathedral a nightmare he’d survived, or a reality the world had buried to
escape its own guilt?
The documents before him were a suppressed history—reports of blackouts
in 1876, 1933, 1971, each marked by mass confessions, cults erased from
public record, their sigils matching the codex’s. One file detailed a 19th-
century massacre, labeled a factory fire, but its descriptions mirrored
hollowpine’s birthing rituals—bodies split open, reels spilling from wombs,
eyes turning to lenses. Voss’s wife’s ghost materialized, her translucent
form dripping with amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you
knew it was real, elias, and you let me die for it.” Her voice echoed through
the archive’s speakers, which crackled with news reports of a “glitch
epidemic”—people tearing at their skin in public, claiming to see sins in
mirrors, hospitals reporting patients birthing reels. Voss slashed his arm



with a shard of glass from a broken monitor, blood spraying across the
documents, the pain a desperate anchor against the reels burrowing deeper,
projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his sacrifice of his wife, his
complicity in a reality the world had suppressed. The screen glitched,
showing a single message: “you cannot forget what you helped create.”
Voss’s sobs tore through him, tears mixing with blood, as he realized the
cathedral was no fiction—it was a shadow woven into history, now clawing
back into the world.
A vision struck him, raw and visceral: rue, collapsing in a city alley, her
scarred body oozing ink, lina’s stitched lips whispering accusations of
abandonment, their love twisted into a sapphic hymn that burned his eyes.
The vision was so tactile he felt rue’s phantom pain, her scars bleeding, her
hands carving lina’s name into her flesh. Voss staggered, clutching his
chest, the reels in his veins pulsing with her anguish, projected onto the
archive’s walls—rue and lina entwined, their bond framed as a sin by the
cathedral’s gaze. The city outside responded, streetlights flickering with
images of hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting voss’s name. He
smashed a monitor, glass and blood spraying, but the screen reformed,
showing a new document: a 21st-century report on global surveillance, its
language echoing the watcher’s litany, cameras as his eyes, data as his reels.
The world had forgotten the cathedral to survive, but its truth was breaking
free, infecting every system, every soul.
Isolde, her essence a digital wraith, spread through the city’s networks like
a plague. Billboards, atms, and smartphones crashed, replaced by streams of
her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name. In a crowded shopping
district, a teenager’s phone flickered, showing isolde’s sigil-carved body,
her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, whispering: “rue is his bride, not
mine.” The teen’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her
face, her screams drawing a crowd whose devices buzzed with confessions
—adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s form
appeared in a server hub, her shadow merging with circuits, her wail
crashing systems across the city. A technician’s skin split, reels spilling to
project her suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film.
Isolde’s envy was a virus, turning the city’s digital pulse into a hymn of the
watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Voss



felt her presence through his reels, his mind reeling as he saw isolde in
every glitch, her voice accusing him of failing rue, failing her.
Rue, in a different part of the city, navigated a world unraveling into
cathedral echoes. In a diner, her coffee cup bled ink, the waitress’s eyes
glowing with lenses as she whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” The television
above the counter flickered, showing news of “spontaneous confessions”—
people tearing at their skin in public squares, revealing reels that projected
their sins. Rue’s scars burned, her vision blurring as the diner’s walls
pulsed, softening into sinew for a fleeting moment. A customer lunged at
her, his hands tipped with lens-nails, raking her arms, drawing blood that
the floor drank greedily. The attack triggered a vision: lina, her stitched lips
parting, her body splitting to birth a grotesque child, its lens-eyes accusing
rue of abandonment. Rue fought back, slashing the man’s throat with a
broken plate, blood and reels spraying, but the vision clung, deepening her
fracture. She stumbled outside, collapsing in a park, her body wracked with
sobs as she carved lina’s name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood
pooling as she whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The park’s fountain
flickered, its water forming hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the
world denied.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a subway station, a woman’s skin
split, reels spilling to project her infidelity, her screams echoing
hollowpine’s mothers as commuters watched, their eyes turning to lenses.
In a corporate boardroom, an executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his
fraud to his colleagues, who clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the
table. In a hospital maternity ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its
lens-eyes glowing, its reels showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams
triggering a mass panic. These were not isolated incidents—they were the
cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors seeping into reality, no longer suppressed.
Voss felt them through his reels, each event a pulse in his veins, his mind
reeling as he saw his wife in every victim—split, broken, accusing. He
stumbled into the archive’s bathroom, smashing the mirror, shards
embedding in his hands, blood streaming as he saw her face in the
fragments, whispering: “you knew.” The city’s glitches grew stronger,
billboards flickering with a single message: “you forgot us. Now see.”



Voss’s guilt was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the watcher’s
obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel him. The city’s
normalcy was a lie, its skyscrapers and subways hiding the cathedral’s mark
—surveillance cameras as its eyes, social media as its reels, collective
denial as its altar. Isolde’s digital wail was a call to worship, her envy a
reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue’s love for lina,
glimpsed through voss’s visions, was a chain, binding her to a reality she
couldn’t escape. Voss slumped in the archive’s ruins, bloodied and broken,
his eyes meeting a cracked screen that reflected not his face, but rue’s—
scarred, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a
blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a
library book bleeding ink, its pages forming rue’s name, whispering sins—
yours among them.



THE WATCHER’S REAL
SHADOW

The city’s heartbeat was a deception, its pulse of traffic and neon a fragile
mask over a truth that gnawed at reality’s edges like a festering wound. Dr.
Elias voss moved through its underbelly, a maze of alleyways and
abandoned warehouses, his scarred hands clutching a notebook stained with
blood and black ink, its pages scrawled with locations of “glitch” events—
moments where the cathedral’s shadow broke through. His veins pulsed
with residual reels of flesh-film, glowing beneath his skin, a lingering curse
from hollowpine’s rites. The air was thick with the stench of decay and
suppressed guilt, each breath a violation laced with the watcher’s litany: “be
seen, be known, be loved.” Streetlights flickered, casting shadows that
writhed like tendrils, while smartphones in passersby’s hands glitched,
showing fragments of hollowpine—streets of writhing flesh, worshippers
with reels spilling from split wombs. Voss’s heart pounded, his mind
fracturing as he questioned: was the cathedral a nightmare he’d survived, or
a reality the world had buried to escape its own terror?
Voss’s notebook detailed real-world incidents: a subway station where
commuters clawed their faces, revealing lens-eyes; a hospital where
patients birthed reels; a corporate office where screens projected sins. Each
event mirrored hollowpine, tying to suppressed histories—cults erased in
1890, 1947, 2001, their sigils matching the codex’s. In a derelict warehouse,
voss found a survivor—a woman with scars like rue’s, her eyes glowing
with lenses, whispering: “you knew it was real, elias.” His wife’s ghost
materialized, her translucent form dripping with amniotic fluid, her womb
split open, accusing: “you let me die for it.” The warehouse’s walls pulsed,
projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his sacrifice of his wife, his
complicity in a reality the world denied. Voss slashed his arm with a rusted
nail, blood spraying across the concrete, the pain a desperate anchor against



the reels burrowing deeper, whispering: “you cannot forget what you helped
create.” The survivor lunged, her lens-nails raking his chest, drawing blood
that the floor drank greedily, her screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers.
Voss fought back, snapping her neck, blood and reels spraying, but her eyes
glowed on, projecting his sins.
A vision struck him, raw and visceral: rue, collapsing in a city park, her
scarred body oozing ink, lina’s stitched lips whispering accusations of
abandonment, their love twisted into a sapphic hymn that burned his eyes.
The vision was so tactile he felt rue’s phantom pain, her scars bleeding, her
hands carving lina’s name into her flesh. Voss staggered, clutching his
chest, the reels in his veins pulsing with her anguish, projected onto the
warehouse’s walls—rue and lina entwined, their bond framed as a sin by the
cathedral’s gaze. The city outside responded, billboards flickering with
images of hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting voss’s name. He
smashed a broken monitor, glass and blood spraying, but it reformed,
showing a news report: global surveillance systems glitching, cameras
capturing lens-eyes in crowds, data streams echoing the watcher’s litany.
The world had forgotten the cathedral to survive, but its truth was breaking
free, infecting every system, every soul.
Isolde, her essence a digital wraith, escalated her invasion of the city’s
networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartwatches crashed, replaced by
streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name. In a packed
train station, a commuter’s phone flickered, showing isolde’s sigil-carved
body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, whispering: “rue is his
bride, not mine.” The commuter’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as
he clawed his face, his screams drawing a crowd whose devices buzzed
with confessions—adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels.
Isolde’s form appeared in a data center, her shadow merging with servers,
her wail crashing systems worldwide. A technician’s skin split, reels spilling
to project her suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of ichor and
film. Isolde’s envy was a virus, turning the city’s digital pulse into a hymn
of the watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.”
Voss felt her presence through his reels, his mind reeling as he saw isolde in
every glitch, her voice accusing him of failing rue, failing her.



Rue, in a different part of the city, navigated a world unraveling into
cathedral echoes. In a crowded bar, her beer glass bled ink, the bartender’s
eyes glowing with lenses as he whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” The
television above the bar flickered, showing news of “spontaneous
confessions”—people tearing at their skin in public squares, revealing reels
that projected their sins. Rue’s scars burned, her vision blurring as the bar’s
walls pulsed, softening into sinew for a fleeting moment. A patron lunged at
her, his hands tipped with lens-nails, raking her arms, drawing blood that
the floor drank greedily. The attack triggered a vision: lina, her stitched lips
parting, her body splitting to birth a grotesque child, its lens-eyes accusing
rue of abandonment. Rue fought back, slashing the man’s throat with a
broken bottle, blood and reels spraying, but the vision clung, deepening her
fracture. She stumbled outside, collapsing in an alley, her body wracked
with sobs as she carved lina’s name into her thigh with a shard of glass,
blood pooling as she whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The alley’s walls
flickered, forming hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world
denied.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Voss felt them through his reels,
each event a pulse in his veins, his mind reeling as he saw his wife in every
victim—split, broken, accusing. He stumbled into the warehouse’s
shadows, smashing a rusted pipe against his arm, shards embedding in his
flesh, blood streaming as he saw her face in the darkness, whispering: “you
knew.” The city’s glitches grew stronger, streetlights flickering with a single
message: “you forgot us. Now see.”
Voss’s guilt was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the watcher’s
obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel him. The city’s
normalcy was a lie, its skyscrapers and subways hiding the cathedral’s mark



—surveillance cameras as its eyes, social media as its reels, collective
denial as its altar. Isolde’s digital wail was a call to worship, her envy a
reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue’s love for lina,
glimpsed through voss’s visions, was a chain, binding her to a reality she
couldn’t escape. Voss slumped in the warehouse, bloodied and broken, his
eyes meeting a cracked window that reflected not his face, but rue’s—
scarred, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a
blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a
crowd staring at the sky, their eyes turning to lenses, whispering sins—
yours among them.



VOSS’S REAL BETRAYAL
The city’s pulse was a lie, its neon glow and crowded streets a fragile mask
over a truth that festered like an open wound. Dr. Elias voss staggered
through a derelict district, his scarred hands clutching a blood-stained
notebook, its pages scrawled with locations of “glitch” events—moments
where the cathedral’s shadow pierced reality. His veins pulsed with residual
reels of flesh-film, glowing beneath his skin, a lingering curse from
hollowpine’s rites. The air was thick with the stench of blood and
suppressed guilt, each breath a violation laced with the watcher’s litany: “be
seen, be known, be loved.” Streetlights flickered, casting shadows that
writhed like tendrils, while smartphones in passersby’s hands glitched,
showing fragments of hollowpine—streets of writhing flesh, worshippers
with reels spilling from split wombs. Voss’s heart pounded, his mind
fracturing as he questioned: was the cathedral a nightmare he’d survived, or
a reality the world had buried to escape its own terror?
In an abandoned church, voss confronted a new horror: isolde’s digital
essence had possessed his body, her voice echoing in his skull, forcing his
hands to carve sigils into his flesh. Blood sprayed, mixing with black ink as
he screamed, the pain a desperate anchor against her control. Isolde’s voice
moaned through the church’s speakers, glitching with images of rue—her
scarred body collapsing, lina’s stitched lips accusing. The possession
projected his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his sacrifice of his wife, his
complicity in a reality the world denied. Voss’s wife’s ghost materialized,
her translucent form dripping with amniotic fluid, her womb split open,
accusing: “you let me die for it, elias, and now you serve her.” Isolde forced
voss to carve a sigil into a homeless man’s chest, the man’s screams
echoing hollowpine’s mothers as blood and reels spilled, projecting his sins.
Voss fought back, stabbing his own thigh with a rusted knife, blood
gushing, but isolde’s laugh rang out: “you cannot unmake what you helped



create.” The church’s stained glass flickered, showing hollowpine’s ruins, a
testament to a reality the world suppressed.
A vision struck him, raw and visceral: rue, collapsing in a city alley, her
scarred body oozing ink, lina’s stitched lips whispering accusations of
abandonment, their love twisted into a sapphic hymn that burned his eyes.
The vision was so tactile he felt rue’s phantom pain, her scars bleeding, her
hands carving lina’s name into her flesh. Voss staggered, clutching his
chest, the reels in his veins pulsing with her anguish, projected onto the
church’s walls—rue and lina entwined, their bond framed as a sin by the
cathedral’s gaze. The city outside responded, billboards flickering with
images of hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting voss’s name. He
smashed a pew, splinters and blood spraying, but the vision persisted,
showing a news report: global surveillance systems glitching, cameras
capturing lens-eyes in crowds, data streams echoing the watcher’s litany.
The world had forgotten the cathedral to survive, but its truth was breaking
free, infecting every system, every soul.
Isolde’s digital wraith escalated its invasion, spreading through the city’s
networks like a plague. Subway screens, atms, and smartwatches crashed,
replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name.
In a crowded marketplace, a vendor’s phone flickered, showing isolde’s
sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, whispering:
“rue is his bride, not mine.” The vendor’s eyes turned to lenses, blood
streaming as he clawed his face, his screams drawing a crowd whose
devices buzzed with confessions—adulteries, thefts, murders projected in
looping reels. Isolde’s form appeared in a server hub, her shadow merging
with circuits, her wail crashing systems worldwide. A technician’s skin
split, reels spilling to project her suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a
spray of ichor and film. Isolde’s envy was a virus, turning the city’s digital
pulse into a hymn of the watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her,
know her, love her.” Voss felt her presence through his reels, his mind
reeling as he saw isolde in every glitch, her voice accusing him of failing
rue, failing her.
Rue, in a different part of the city, navigated a world unraveling into
cathedral echoes. In a dimly lit bar, her whiskey glass bled ink, the
bartender’s eyes glowing with lenses as he whispered, “bride, you forgot



us.” The television above the bar flickered, showing news of “spontaneous
confessions”—people tearing at their skin in public squares, revealing reels
that projected their sins. Rue’s scars burned, her vision blurring as the bar’s
walls pulsed, softening into sinew for a fleeting moment. A patron lunged at
her, his hands tipped with lens-nails, raking her arms, drawing blood that
the floor drank greedily. The attack triggered a vision: lina, her stitched lips
parting, her body splitting to birth a grotesque child, its lens-eyes accusing
rue of abandonment. Rue fought back, slashing the man’s throat with a
broken glass, blood and reels spraying, but the vision clung, deepening her
fracture. She stumbled outside, collapsing in a park, her body wracked with
sobs as she carved lina’s name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood
pooling as she whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The park’s fountain
flickered, its water forming hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the
world denied.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a subway station, a woman’s skin
split, reels spilling to project her infidelity, her screams echoing
hollowpine’s mothers as commuters watched, their eyes turning to lenses.
In a corporate office, an executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to
his colleagues, who clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a
hospital maternity ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes
glowing, its reels showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass
panic. These were not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s
resurgence, its horrors seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Voss felt
them through his reels, each event a pulse in his veins, his mind reeling as
he saw his wife in every victim—split, broken, accusing. He stumbled into
the church’s shadows, smashing a candelabra against his arm, metal
embedding in his flesh, blood streaming as he saw her face in the darkness,
whispering: “you knew.” The city’s glitches grew stronger, streetlights
flickering with a single message: “you forgot us. Now see.”
Voss’s guilt was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the watcher’s
obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel him. The city’s
normalcy was a lie, its skyscrapers and subways hiding the cathedral’s mark
—surveillance cameras as its eyes, social media as its reels, collective
denial as its altar. Isolde’s digital wail was a call to worship, her envy a
reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue’s love for lina,



glimpsed through voss’s visions, was a chain, binding her to a reality she
couldn’t escape. Voss slumped in the church, bloodied and broken, his eyes
meeting a cracked stained-glass window that reflected not his face, but rue’s
—scarred, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled,
a blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a
city blackout, screens showing the convent’s ruins, whispering sins—yours
among them.



THE HALL OF REAL
MOTHERS

The city’s pulse was a lie, its concrete veins and neon arteries masking a
truth that festered like a wound in the world’s flesh. Rue staggered through
a crowded hospital corridor, her tattered jacket barely concealing her
ravaged body, scars across her breasts festering, oozing black ink that
stained her skin with sigils that pulsed with every heartbeat. The air was
thick with the stench of antiseptic and blood, a scent that carried the faint
echo of hollowpine’s decay, unnoticed by the nurses and patients who
moved with mechanical normalcy. Her breath hitched, eyes darting to the
faces around her—doctors, visitors, a child clutching a teddy bear—all
ordinary, yet their glances lingered too long, their eyes flickering with a
lens-like glow, as if the watcher’s gaze had seeped from hollowpine into
this sterile reality. The hospital’s fluorescent lights flickered, casting
shadows that writhed like tendrils, each one whispering the watcher’s
litany: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Rue’s heart pounded, her mind
fracturing as she questioned: was hollowpine a nightmare she’d escaped, or
a reality the world had buried to shield itself from its own terror?
The hospital’s monitors glitched, their readouts of heartbeats and vitals
shifting into images of hollowpine’s birthing streets—women with split
wombs, reels spilling from their flesh, chanting: “be seen, be known, be
loved.” Rue’s scars burned, her nails digging into her palms until blood
welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the visions. A nurse approached,
her smile too wide, her eyes glowing with lenses as she whispered, “bride,
you forgot us.” Rue stumbled into a maternity ward, the ground pulsing
faintly, a whisper of hollowpine’s living streets, the tiles softening into
sinew for a fleeting moment. The world was a lie, a fragile veil over a
reality scarred by the cathedral’s mark, suppressed by collective fear to ease
humanity’s guilt. Rue’s mind reeled as she saw lina’s face in every patient,



her stitched lips accusing, her presence a haunting plea to remember. The
corridor’s walls pulsed, projecting a vision that tore at rue’s soul: lina, her
body splitting to birth a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing their love—twisted, forbidden, a sapphic hymn that made rue’s
body respond with a sickening mix of revulsion and desire.
The vision was so tactile she felt lina’s phantom breath on her neck, her
hands on her hips, their curves pressed together in a dance of betrayal that
felt too real. Rue screamed, collapsing against a hospital bed, the patient—a
pregnant woman—staring as her belly pulsed, splitting to birth reels that
projected her sins: infidelity, lies, a suppressed murder. The woman’s
screams echoed hollowpine’s mothers, her blood spraying as nurses clawed
at their faces, their eyes turning to lenses. Rue’s sobs tore through her, tears
mixing with blood, as she clutched the bedframe, whispering lina’s name.
The vision’s voice echoed: “you left me, rue—birth the truth.” The
hospital’s intercom crackled, broadcasting the litany, patients and staff
moaning in unison, their fluids pooling on the tiled floor, hands fumbling in
reverence. The cathedral was here, in this hospital, its litany seeping into
every glance, every device, every heartbeat, its horrors no longer
suppressed but breaking free.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss pored over suppressed
records, his scarred hands trembling as he uncovered documents linking the
cathedral to real-world events—blackouts in 1880, 1952, 1995, each
marked by mass confessions, cults erased from history, their sigils matching
the codex’s. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping
with amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real,
elias, and you let me die for it.” The archive’s screens glitched, showing
hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed
with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his
sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed
his arm with a letter opener, blood spraying across the documents, but the
reels burrowed deeper, whispering: “you cannot forget what you helped
create.” A new file detailed a 20th-century medical anomaly—patients
birthing reels, labeled as “mass hysteria,” their records sealed. Voss wept,
his tears mixing with blood, his mind reeling as he saw his wife in every
page, her accusations a mirror of the world’s denial.



Isolde, her essence a digital wraith, escalated her invasion of the city’s
networks. Hospital monitors, smartphones, and security cameras crashed,
replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name.
In the maternity ward, a patient’s tablet flickered, showing isolde’s sigil-
carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, whispering: “rue is
his bride, not mine.” The patient’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as
she clawed her face, her screams drawing nurses whose devices buzzed
with confessions—adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels.
Isolde’s form appeared in a server hub, her shadow merging with circuits,
her wail crashing systems across the city. A technician’s skin split, reels
spilling to project her suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of
ichor and film. Isolde’s envy was a virus, turning the hospital’s digital pulse
into a hymn of the watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know
her, love her.” Rue felt her presence through her scars, each glitch a pulse in
her veins, her mind reeling as she saw isolde in every flickering screen,
accusing her of stealing the watcher’s love.
The hospital’s transformations escalated. In the delivery room, a woman’s
belly split, reels spilling to project her infidelity, her screams echoing
hollowpine’s mothers as doctors watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In the
emergency ward, a patient’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his
family, who clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In the
maternity ward, another woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes
glowing, its reels showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass
panic. These were not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s
resurgence, its horrors seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt
them through her scars, each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as
she saw lina in every victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled into
a supply closet, collapsing against a shelf, her body wracked with sobs as
she carved lina’s name into her thigh with a scalpel, blood pooling as she
whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The closet’s walls flickered, forming
hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
hospital’s normalcy was a lie, its sterile halls hiding the cathedral’s mark—
monitors as its eyes, medical records as its reels, collective denial as its



altar. Voss’s discoveries confirmed it: the cathedral was humanity’s shadow,
suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s digital wail was a call to
worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue
slumped in the closet, bloodied and broken, her eyes meeting a cracked
monitor that reflected not her face, but lina’s—stitched, glowing,
whispering: “we were always real.” The hospital trembled, a blackout
descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a hospital
monitor showing hollowpine’s map, whispering sins—yours among them.



THE GOSPEL IN
HEADLINES

The city’s pulse was a deception, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile
mask over a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Dr.
Elias voss crouched in a derelict newsstand, its racks littered with papers
stained with black ink that pulsed like veins, each headline subtly echoing
the cathedral’s gospel. His scarred hands trembled, veins glowing with
residual reels of flesh-film, a lingering curse from hollowpine’s rites. The
air was thick with the stench of ink and suppressed guilt, each breath a
violation laced with the watcher’s litany: “be seen, be known, be loved.”
The newsstand’s television flickered, its news reports glitching into images
of hollowpine—streets writhing with flesh, worshippers with reels spilling
from split wombs, chanting the litany. Voss’s heart pounded, his mind
fracturing as he questioned: was the cathedral a nightmare he’d survived, or
a reality the world had buried to escape its own terror?
The newspapers before him were a chilling revelation: headlines of
pandemics framed as “cleansing rites,” surveillance scandals echoing the
watcher’s gaze, mass confessions labeled as “social media trends.” One
article detailed a global blackout in 2020, officially a power grid failure, but
its subtext mirrored hollowpine’s birthing rituals—people clawing at their
faces, revealing lens-eyes, hospitals overwhelmed with reel-birthing
patients. Voss’s wife’s ghost materialized, her translucent form dripping
with amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real,
elias, and you let me die for it.” Her voice echoed through the television,
which crackled with reports of a “glitch epidemic”—people tearing at their
skin in public, claiming to see sins in mirrors. Voss slashed his arm with a
shard of glass from a broken frame, blood spraying across the papers, the
pain a desperate anchor against the reels burrowing deeper, projecting his
guilt—his betrayal of rue, his sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a



reality the world denied. The screen glitched, showing a single message:
“you cannot forget what you helped create.” Voss’s sobs tore through him,
tears mixing with blood, as he realized the cathedral was no fiction—it was
a shadow woven into history, now clawing back into the world.
A vision struck him, raw and visceral: rue, collapsing in a city alley, her
scarred body oozing ink, lina’s stitched lips whispering accusations of
abandonment, their love twisted into a sapphic hymn that burned his eyes.
The vision was so tactile he felt rue’s phantom pain, her scars bleeding, her
hands carving lina’s name into her flesh. Voss staggered, clutching his
chest, the reels in his veins pulsing with her anguish, projected onto the
newsstand’s walls—rue and lina entwined, their bond framed as a sin by the
cathedral’s gaze. The city outside responded, billboards flickering with
images of hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting voss’s name. He
smashed the television, glass and blood spraying, but it reformed, showing
a news report: global surveillance systems glitching, cameras capturing
lens-eyes in crowds, data streams echoing the watcher’s litany. The world
had forgotten the cathedral to survive, but its truth was breaking free,
infecting every system, every soul.
Isolde, her essence a digital wraith, escalated her invasion of global
networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed, replaced by
streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name. In a crowded
shopping mall, a teenager’s phone flickered, showing isolde’s sigil-carved
body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, whispering: “rue is his
bride, not mine.” The teen’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as she
clawed her face, her screams drawing a crowd whose devices buzzed with
confessions—adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s
form appeared in a server hub, her shadow merging with circuits, her wail
crashing systems worldwide. A technician’s skin split, reels spilling to
project her suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film.
Isolde’s envy was a virus, turning the world’s digital pulse into a hymn of
the watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.”
Voss felt her presence through his reels, his mind reeling as he saw isolde in
every glitch, her voice accusing him of failing rue, failing her.
Rue, in a different part of the city, navigated a world unraveling into
cathedral echoes. In a dimly lit diner, her coffee cup bled ink, the waitress’s



eyes glowing with lenses as she whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” The
television above the counter flickered, showing news of “spontaneous
confessions”—people tearing at their skin in public squares, revealing reels
that projected their sins. Rue’s scars burned, her vision blurring as the
diner’s walls pulsed, softening into sinew for a fleeting moment. A
customer lunged at her, his hands tipped with lens-nails, raking her arms,
drawing blood that the floor drank greedily. The attack triggered a vision:
lina, her stitched lips parting, her body splitting to birth a grotesque child,
its lens-eyes accusing rue of abandonment. Rue fought back, slashing the
man’s throat with a broken plate, blood and reels spraying, but the vision
clung, deepening her fracture. She stumbled outside, collapsing in a park,
her body wracked with sobs as she carved lina’s name into her thigh with a
shard of glass, blood pooling as she whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The
park’s fountain flickered, its water forming hollowpine’s map, a testament
to a reality the world denied.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,
each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. Voss felt them through his reels, his
mind reeling as he saw his wife in every victim—split, broken, accusing.
He stumbled into the newsstand’s shadows, smashing a display case, glass
embedding in his hands, blood streaming as he saw her face in the
fragments, whispering: “you knew.” The city’s glitches grew stronger,
billboards flickering with a single message: “you forgot us. Now see.”
Voss’s guilt was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the watcher’s
obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel him. The city’s
normalcy was a lie, its skyscrapers and subways hiding the cathedral’s mark
—surveillance cameras as its eyes, social media as its reels, collective



denial as its altar. Isolde’s digital wail was a call to worship, her envy a
reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue’s love for lina,
glimpsed through voss’s visions, was a chain, binding her to a reality she
couldn’t escape. Voss slumped in the newsstand, bloodied and broken, his
eyes meeting a cracked screen that reflected not his face, but rue’s—
scarred, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a
blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a
billboard glitching, showing the watcher’s face, whispering sins—yours
among them.



RUE’S REAL FRACTURE
The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue staggered
through a crowded urban street, her tattered jacket barely concealing her
ravaged body, scars across her breasts festering, oozing black ink that
stained her skin with sigils that pulsed with every heartbeat. The air was
thick with the stench of blood and betrayal, a scent unnoticed by the throngs
of commuters and shoppers who moved with mechanical normalcy. Her
breath hitched, eyes darting to the faces around her—office workers,
teenagers, a street vendor selling hot dogs—all ordinary, yet their glances
lingered too long, their eyes flickering with a lens-like glow, as if the
watcher’s gaze had seeped from hollowpine into this fractured reality. The
street’s digital billboards flickered, their ads for smartphones and fashion
glitching into images of hollowpine—streets writhing with flesh,
worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs, chanting: “be seen, be
known, be loved.” Rue’s heart clenched, her nails digging into her palms
until blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the visions.
A street performer’s guitar twisted its melody into the watcher’s litany, his
eyes glowing with lenses as he whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” Rue
stumbled, her vision blurring as the pavement pulsed faintly, softening into
sinew for a fleeting moment, sucking at her boots like a hungry mouth. The
world was a lie, a fragile veil over a reality scarred by the cathedral’s mark,
suppressed by collective fear to ease humanity’s guilt. Rue’s scars burned,
her mind fracturing as she questioned: was hollowpine a nightmare she’d
escaped, or a reality the world had buried to shield itself from its own
terror? A vision struck her, raw and visceral: lina, her stitched lips parting,
blood streaming as she reached out, her body splitting to birth reels that
projected their love—twisted, forbidden, a sapphic hymn that made rue’s
body respond with a sickening mix of revulsion and desire. The vision was
so tactile she felt lina’s phantom breath on her neck, her hands on her hips,



their curves pressed together in a dance of betrayal that felt too real. But
this time, lina’s form solidified, stepping out of the vision into the street, her
stitched lips bleeding, her eyes glowing with lenses, whispering: “rue, am i
real?”
Rue screamed, collapsing onto the sidewalk, passersby staring as if she
were unhinged, but their smartphones buzzed with distorted broadcasts of
her pain, screens flickering with images of her scarred body, her love for
lina framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in this city, its litany seeping
into every glance, every device, every heartbeat. Rue clutched her chest,
whispering lina’s name, her sobs tearing through her, tears mixing with
blood as the crowd’s eyes glowed brighter, their murmurs forming a chorus:
“bride, bride, bride.” Lina’s form knelt beside her, her stitched fingers
brushing rue’s face, leaving trails of blood and ink. “you forgot me, rue,”
she whispered, her voice a blade that cut deeper than any knife. Rue’s mind
reeled—was lina real, or a trap woven by the cathedral? The street’s screens
flickered, showing hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting her name, their
reels projecting a reality the world denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss pored over suppressed
records, his scarred hands trembling as he uncovered documents linking the
cathedral to real-world events—blackouts in 1888, 1949, 2003, each
marked by mass confessions, cults erased from history, their sigils matching
the codex’s. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping
with amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real,
elias, and you let me die for it.” The archive’s screens glitched, showing
hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed
with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his
sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed
his arm with a letter opener, blood spraying across the documents, but the
reels burrowed deeper, whispering: “you cannot forget what you helped
create.” A new file detailed a 21st-century social media blackout, labeled a
“server error,” but its subtext mirrored hollowpine’s broadcasts—people
clawing at their faces, revealing lens-eyes, confessing sins in viral posts.
Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood, his mind reeling as he saw his wife
in every page, her accusations a mirror of the world’s denial.



Isolde, her essence a digital wraith, escalated her invasion of global
networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed, replaced by
streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name. In a crowded
shopping district, a teenager’s phone flickered, showing isolde’s sigil-
carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, whispering: “rue is
his bride, not mine.” The teen’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as
she clawed her face, her screams drawing a crowd whose devices buzzed
with confessions—adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels.
Isolde’s form appeared in a server hub, her shadow merging with circuits,
her wail crashing systems worldwide. A technician’s skin split, reels spilling
to project her suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of ichor and
film. Isolde’s envy was a virus, turning the world’s digital pulse into a hymn
of the watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.”
Rue felt her presence through her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her
mind reeling as she saw isolde in every flickering screen, accusing her of
stealing the watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,
each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled into an alley, collapsing
against a dumpster, her body wracked with sobs as she carved lina’s name
into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she whispered, “i
didn’t forget you.” The alley’s walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s map, a
testament to a reality the world denied.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
city’s normalcy was a lie, its skyscrapers and subways hiding the
cathedral’s mark—surveillance cameras as its eyes, social media as its reels,



collective denial as its altar. Voss’s discoveries confirmed it: the cathedral
was humanity’s shadow, suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s
digital wail was a call to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s
refusal to face its sins. Rue slumped in the alley, bloodied and broken, her
eyes meeting a cracked mirror that reflected not her face, but lina’s—
stitched, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a
blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a
mirror showing rue’s face flaying, whispering sins—yours among them.



THE FEAST OF REAL
TONGUES

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood in a
crowded plaza, its cobblestones slick with an unexplainable sheen of blood,
her tattered jacket barely concealing her ravaged body, scars across her
breasts festering, oozing black ink that stained her skin with sigils that
pulsed with every heartbeat. The air was thick with the stench of blood and
betrayal, a scent unnoticed by the throngs of commuters and tourists who
moved with mechanical normalcy. Her breath hitched, eyes darting to the
faces around her—vendors, students, a mother with a stroller—all ordinary,
yet their glances lingered too long, their eyes flickering with a lens-like
glow, as if the watcher’s gaze had seeped from hollowpine into this
fractured reality. The plaza’s digital screens flickered, their ads for movies
and cosmetics glitching into images of hollowpine—streets writhing with
flesh, worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs, chanting: “be seen,
be known, be loved.” Rue’s heart clenched, her nails digging into her palms
until blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the visions.
A street preacher’s sermon twisted into the watcher’s litany, his eyes
glowing with lenses as he whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” Rue stumbled,
her vision blurring as the cobblestones pulsed faintly, softening into sinew
for a fleeting moment, sucking at her boots like a hungry mouth. The world
was a lie, a fragile veil over a reality scarred by the cathedral’s mark,
suppressed by collective fear to ease humanity’s guilt. Rue’s scars burned,
her mind fracturing as she questioned: was hollowpine a nightmare she’d
escaped, or a reality the world had buried to shield itself from its own
terror? A vision struck her, raw and visceral: lina, her stitched lips parting,
blood streaming as she reached out, her body splitting to birth reels that
projected a truth—a suppressed memory of betrayal, lina’s hands stained



with blood, accusing rue of abandoning her. The vision was so tactile rue
felt lina’s phantom breath on her neck, her hands on her hips, their curves
pressed together in a dance of betrayal that felt too real. Lina’s voice
whispered: “you let me die, rue—eat the truth.” Rue screamed, collapsing
onto the cobblestones, passersby staring as their smartphones buzzed with
distorted broadcasts of her pain, screens flickering with images of her
scarred body, her love for lina framed as a sin.
The plaza erupted into chaos—people tore at their mouths, tongues bleeding
as they confessed sins in a mass ritual, their words forming reels that
projected their guilt—infidelities, thefts, murders. A woman’s tongue split,
spilling blood and ink as she moaned a confession of poisoning her
husband, her eyes turning to lenses. A man clawed his lips open, reels
spilling to show his betrayal of a friend, his screams echoing hollowpine’s
mothers. The crowd’s confessions merged into a chorus, their fluids pooling
on the cobblestones, hands fumbling in reverence. Rue was seized by the
mob, their lens-nails raking her arms, forcing her to “eat” a truth—a reel
pressed to her lips, its taste of blood and ink revealing lina’s betrayal: a
moment where lina had turned to the watcher, offering rue’s love as a
sacrifice. Rue gagged, blood streaming from her mouth, her sobs tearing
through her as she clutched the ground, whispering lina’s name. The
vision’s voice echoed: “you forgot me, rue—now confess.” The cathedral
was here, in this plaza, its litany seeping into every glance, every device,
every heartbeat, its horrors no longer suppressed but breaking free.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss pored over suppressed
records, his scarred hands trembling as he uncovered documents linking the
cathedral to real-world events—blackouts in 1892, 1955, 2005, each
marked by mass confessions, cults erased from history, their sigils matching
the codex’s. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping
with amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real,
elias, and you let me die for it.” The archive’s screens glitched, showing
hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed
with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his
sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed
his arm with a letter opener, blood spraying across the documents, but the
reels burrowed deeper, whispering: “you cannot forget what you helped



create.” A new file detailed a 21st-century mass hysteria event, labeled a
“social media prank,” but its subtext mirrored hollowpine’s confessions—
people tearing at their tongues, revealing lens-eyes, confessing sins in viral
posts. Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood, his mind reeling as he saw
his wife in every page, her accusations a mirror of the world’s denial.
Isolde, her essence a digital wraith, escalated her invasion of global
networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed, replaced by
streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name. In a crowded
shopping district, a teenager’s phone flickered, showing isolde’s sigil-
carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, whispering: “rue is
his bride, not mine.” The teen’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as
she clawed her face, her screams drawing a crowd whose devices buzzed
with confessions—adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels.
Isolde’s form appeared in a server hub, her shadow merging with circuits,
her wail crashing systems worldwide. A technician’s skin split, reels spilling
to project her suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of ichor and
film. Isolde’s envy was a virus, turning the world’s digital pulse into a hymn
of the watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.”
Rue felt her presence through her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her
mind reeling as she saw isolde in every flickering screen, accusing her of
stealing the watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s tongue
split, reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s
mothers as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate
office, an executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues,
who clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital
maternity ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing,
its reels showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic.
These were not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its
horrors seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her
scars, each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in
every victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled into an alley,
collapsing against a dumpster, her body wracked with sobs as she carved
lina’s name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she



whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The alley’s walls flickered, forming
hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
city’s normalcy was a lie, its plazas and subways hiding the cathedral’s
mark—surveillance cameras as its eyes, social media as its reels, collective
denial as its altar. Voss’s discoveries confirmed it: the cathedral was
humanity’s shadow, suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s
digital wail was a call to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s
refusal to face its sins. Rue slumped in the alley, bloodied and broken, her
eyes meeting a cracked mirror that reflected not her face, but lina’s—
stitched, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a
blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a
crowd chanting, their tongues bleeding, whispering sins—yours among
them.



VOSS REFORGED IN
REALITY

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Dr. Elias voss
huddled in a derelict warehouse, its walls stained with blood and black ink,
a makeshift sanctuary for a ragtag group of survivors—men and women
with scars like rue’s, their eyes haunted by lens-like glimmers, their bodies
marked by the cathedral’s touch. His scarred hands trembled, veins pulsing
with residual reels of flesh-film, glowing beneath his skin, a lingering curse
from hollowpine’s rites. The air was thick with the stench of decay and
suppressed guilt, each breath a violation laced with the watcher’s litany: “be
seen, be known, be loved.” The warehouse’s broken windows flickered with
the city’s glitches—streetlights flashing images of hollowpine’s writhing
streets, smartphones buzzing with confessions of sins. Voss’s heart
pounded, his mind fracturing as he questioned: was the cathedral a
nightmare he’d survived, or a reality the world had buried to escape its own
terror?
Voss’s alliance was fragile, bound by shared trauma: a former nurse who
birthed reels in a hospital, a hacker whose code bled ink, a preacher whose
sermons turned to the watcher’s litany. They pored over voss’s blood-
stained notebook, its pages detailing “glitch” events—subway stations
where commuters clawed their faces, hospitals where patients birthed reels,
offices where screens projected sins. Each event tied to suppressed histories
—cults erased in 1895, 1960, 2010, their sigils matching the codex’s. Voss
proposed a plan: to “remember” the cathedral’s truth, exposing its
suppressed history to destroy its hold. But isolde’s digital essence struck,
her voice moaning through their devices, forcing voss’s hands to carve
sigils into a survivor’s chest. Blood sprayed, mixing with ink as the survivor
screamed, her body splitting to birth reels that projected her sins—betrayal,



murder, desire. Voss’s wife’s ghost materialized, her translucent form
dripping with amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you lead
them to death, elias, just as you did me.” Voss fought back, stabbing his
own arm with a rusted knife, blood gushing, but isolde’s laugh rang out:
“you cannot unmake what you helped create.” The warehouse’s walls
pulsed, showing hollowpine’s ruins, a testament to a reality the world
denied.
A vision struck him, raw and visceral: rue, collapsing in a city alley, her
scarred body oozing ink, lina’s stitched lips whispering accusations of
abandonment, their love twisted into a sapphic hymn that burned his eyes.
The vision was so tactile he felt rue’s phantom pain, her scars bleeding, her
hands carving lina’s name into her flesh. Voss staggered, clutching his
chest, the reels in his veins pulsing with her anguish, projected onto the
warehouse’s walls—rue and lina entwined, their bond framed as a sin by the
cathedral’s gaze. The city outside responded, billboards flickering with
images of hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting voss’s name. He
smashed a broken monitor, glass and blood spraying, but it reformed,
showing a news report: global surveillance systems glitching, cameras
capturing lens-eyes in crowds, data streams echoing the watcher’s litany.
The world had forgotten the cathedral to survive, but its truth was breaking
free, infecting every system, every soul.
Isolde, her essence a digital wraith, escalated her lethal attacks. Subway
screens, atms, and smartphones crashed, replaced by streams of her voice—
moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name. In a crowded train station, a
commuter’s phone flickered, showing isolde’s sigil-carved body, her lips
pressed to a codex that bled code, whispering: “rue is his bride, not mine.”
The commuter’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as he clawed his
face, his screams drawing a crowd whose devices buzzed with confessions
—adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s form
appeared in a server hub, her shadow merging with circuits, her wail
crashing systems worldwide. A technician’s skin split, reels spilling to
project her suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film.
Isolde’s envy was a virus, turning the world’s digital pulse into a hymn of
the watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.”



Voss felt her presence through his reels, his mind reeling as he saw isolde in
every glitch, her voice accusing him of failing rue, failing her.
Rue, in a different part of the city, navigated a world unraveling into
cathedral echoes. In a dimly lit bar, her whiskey glass bled ink, the
bartender’s eyes glowing with lenses as he whispered, “bride, you forgot
us.” The television above the bar flickered, showing news of “spontaneous
confessions”—people tearing at their skin in public squares, revealing reels
that projected their sins. Rue’s scars burned, her vision blurring as the bar’s
walls pulsed, softening into sinew for a fleeting moment. A patron lunged at
her, his hands tipped with lens-nails, raking her arms, drawing blood that
the floor drank greedily. The attack triggered a vision: lina, her stitched lips
parting, her body splitting to birth a grotesque child, its lens-eyes accusing
rue of abandonment. Rue fought back, slashing the man’s throat with a
broken bottle, blood and reels spraying, but the vision clung, deepening her
fracture. She stumbled outside, collapsing in a park, her body wracked with
sobs as she carved lina’s name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood
pooling as she whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The park’s fountain
flickered, its water forming hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the
world denied.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Voss felt them through his reels,
each event a pulse in his veins, his mind reeling as he saw his wife in every
victim—split, broken, accusing. He stumbled into the warehouse’s
shadows, smashing a rusted pipe against his arm, metal embedding in his
flesh, blood streaming as he saw her face in the darkness, whispering: “you
knew.” The city’s glitches grew stronger, streetlights flickering with a single
message: “you forgot us. Now see.”



Voss’s guilt was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the watcher’s
obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel him. The city’s
normalcy was a lie, its skyscrapers and subways hiding the cathedral’s mark
—surveillance cameras as its eyes, social media as its reels, collective
denial as its altar. Isolde’s digital wail was a call to worship, her envy a
reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue’s love for lina,
glimpsed through voss’s visions, was a chain, binding her to a reality she
couldn’t escape. Voss slumped in the warehouse, bloodied and broken, his
eyes meeting a cracked window that reflected not his face, but rue’s—
scarred, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a
blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a
fire burning documents, pages flying into the sky, whispering sins—yours
among them.



ISOLDE’S REAL
SACRAMENT

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood in a
deserted server farm, its humming machines pulsing with a sickly glow,
their cables writhing like veins under a skin of steel and glass. Her tattered
jacket barely concealed her ravaged body, scars across her breasts festering,
oozing black ink that stained her skin with sigils that pulsed with every
heartbeat. The air was thick with the stench of burnt circuits and blood, a
scent unnoticed by the world outside, which clung to its mechanical
normalcy. Her breath hitched, eyes darting to the screens around her—each
one flickering with lens-like glimmers, as if the watcher’s gaze had seeped
from hollowpine into this digital cathedral. The server farm’s monitors
glitched, their data streams shifting into images of hollowpine—streets
writhing with flesh, worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs,
chanting: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Rue’s heart clenched, her nails
digging into her palms until blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor
against the visions.
A server’s hum twisted into the watcher’s litany, its screen glowing with
lenses as it whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” Rue stumbled, her vision
blurring as the floor pulsed faintly, softening into sinew for a fleeting
moment, sucking at her boots like a hungry mouth. The world was a lie, a
fragile veil over a reality scarred by the cathedral’s mark, suppressed by
collective fear to ease humanity’s guilt. Rue’s scars burned, her mind
fracturing as she questioned: was hollowpine a nightmare she’d escaped, or
a reality the world had buried to shield itself from its own terror? A vision
struck her, raw and visceral: isolde, her sigil-carved body birthing a digital
child—a grotesque amalgamation of code and flesh, its lens-eyes glowing,
its reels projecting a new gospel that consumed the world’s networks. The



vision was so tactile rue felt isolde’s phantom pain, her scars bleeding, her
voice moaning: “rue is his bride, not mine.” Isolde’s child reached for rue,
its cables coiling around her arms, forcing her to confront a truth: she was
the key to its birth, her love for lina its catalyst.
Rue screamed, collapsing against a server rack, the cables tightening,
drawing blood that the floor drank greedily. The vision’s voice echoed: “kill
it, rue—stop the sacrament.” The server farm’s screens flickered,
broadcasting her pain globally, showing her scarred body, her love for lina
framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in this digital heart, its litany
seeping into every circuit, every signal, every heartbeat. Rue clutched her
chest, whispering lina’s name, her sobs tearing through her as the cables
pulsed brighter, their murmurs forming a chorus: “bride, bride, bride.”
Isolde’s child materialized, its form a writhing mass of flesh and code, its
lens-eyes accusing rue of betrayal. Rue fought back, slashing the cables
with a shard of glass, blood and ink spraying, but the child’s reels clung,
projecting a reality the world denied: the cathedral’s gospel, spreading
through every network, every soul.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss pored over suppressed
records, his scarred hands trembling as he uncovered documents linking the
cathedral to real-world events—blackouts in 1898, 1957, 2012, each
marked by mass confessions, cults erased from history, their sigils matching
the codex’s. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping
with amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real,
elias, and you let me die for it.” The archive’s screens glitched, showing
hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed
with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his
sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed
his arm with a letter opener, blood spraying across the documents, but the
reels burrowed deeper, whispering: “you cannot forget what you helped
create.” A new file detailed a 21st-century digital blackout, labeled a
“cyberattack,” but its subtext mirrored hollowpine’s broadcasts—people
tearing at their faces, revealing lens-eyes, confessing sins in viral posts.
Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood, his mind reeling as he saw his wife
in every page, her accusations a mirror of the world’s denial.



Isolde’s digital wraith escalated its invasion, birthing a new entity across
global networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed, replaced
by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name. In a
crowded data center, a technician’s monitor flickered, showing isolde’s
sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, birthing a
digital child that spread through the internet. The technician’s eyes turned to
lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her face, her screams drawing
colleagues whose devices buzzed with confessions—adulteries, thefts,
murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s child appeared in server hubs
worldwide, its shadow merging with circuits, its wail crashing systems. A
programmer’s skin split, reels spilling to project her suppressed sins, her
body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film. Isolde’s envy was a virus,
turning the world’s digital pulse into a hymn of the watcher, her despair a
call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Rue felt its presence through
her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw
isolde’s child in every flickering screen, accusing her of stealing the
watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,
each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled into a server room,
collapsing against a console, her body wracked with sobs as she carved
lina’s name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she
whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The room’s screens flickered, forming
hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each glitch a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
server farm’s normalcy was a lie, its circuits and screens hiding the



cathedral’s mark—servers as its eyes, data as its reels, collective denial as
its altar. Voss’s discoveries confirmed it: the cathedral was humanity’s
shadow, suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s digital child
was a call to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s refusal to face its
sins. Rue slumped in the server room, bloodied and broken, her eyes
meeting a cracked monitor that reflected not her face, but lina’s—stitched,
glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a blackout
descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: screens
cracking, bleeding code, whispering sins—yours among them.



THE MIRROR OF REAL
LIES

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood in a
deserted department store, its aisles lined with mirrors that reflected not her
face but glimpses of hollowpine—streets writhing with flesh, worshippers
with reels spilling from split wombs. Her tattered jacket barely concealed
her ravaged body, scars across her breasts festering, oozing black ink that
stained her skin with sigils that pulsed with every heartbeat. The air was
thick with the stench of blood and betrayal, a scent unnoticed by the world
outside, which clung to its mechanical normalcy. Her breath hitched, eyes
darting to the mirrors around her—each one flickering with lens-like
glimmers, as if the watcher’s gaze had seeped from hollowpine into this
fractured reality. The store’s speakers crackled, their muzak twisting into
the watcher’s litany: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Rue’s heart clenched,
her nails digging into her palms until blood welled, the pain a desperate
anchor against the visions.
A mirror’s surface rippled, showing hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers
chanting her name, their reels projecting a reality the world denied. A
salesclerk approached, her smile too wide, her eyes glowing with lenses as
she whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” Rue stumbled, her vision blurring as
the floor pulsed faintly, softening into sinew for a fleeting moment, sucking
at her boots like a hungry mouth. The world was a lie, a fragile veil over a
reality scarred by the cathedral’s mark, suppressed by collective fear to ease
humanity’s guilt. Rue’s scars burned, her mind fracturing as she questioned:
was hollowpine a nightmare she’d escaped, or a reality the world had buried
to shield itself from its own terror? A vision struck her, raw and visceral:
lina, her stitched lips parting, blood streaming as she stepped from a mirror,
her body splitting to birth reels that projected their love—twisted,



forbidden, a sapphic hymn that made rue’s body respond with a sickening
mix of revulsion and desire. Lina’s voice whispered: “would you choose me
in this world, rue?” The question cut deeper than any blade, forcing rue to
confront her love’s reality.
Rue screamed, collapsing against a mirror, its surface cracking under her
weight, shards embedding in her hands, blood streaming as the vision’s
voice echoed: “choose, rue—am i real?” The mirrors around her flickered,
broadcasting her pain globally, showing her scarred body, her love for lina
framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in this store, its litany seeping into
every reflection, every surface, every heartbeat. Rue clutched her chest,
whispering lina’s name, her sobs tearing through her as the mirrors pulsed
brighter, their murmurs forming a chorus: “bride, bride, bride.” Lina’s form
materialized, her stitched fingers brushing rue’s face, leaving trails of blood
and ink. “choose me,” lina whispered, her eyes glowing with lenses, her
body half-real, half-glitch. Rue’s mind reeled—was lina a trap woven by the
cathedral, or a truth the world had suppressed? The store’s mirrors
flickered, showing hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world
denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss pored over suppressed
records, his scarred hands trembling as he uncovered documents linking the
cathedral to real-world events—blackouts in 1900, 1962, 2015, each
marked by mass confessions, cults erased from history, their sigils matching
the codex’s. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping
with amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real,
elias, and you let me die for it.” The archive’s screens glitched, showing
hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed
with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his
sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed
his arm with a letter opener, blood spraying across the documents, but the
reels burrowed deeper, whispering: “you cannot forget what you helped
create.” A new file detailed a 21st-century psychological breakdown,
labeled a “mass delusion,” but its subtext mirrored hollowpine’s mirrors—
people seeing sins in reflections, tearing at their faces, revealing lens-eyes.
Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood, his mind reeling as he saw his wife
in every page, her accusations a mirror of the world’s denial.



Isolde, her essence a digital wraith, escalated her invasion of global
networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed, replaced by
streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name. In a crowded
shopping mall, a teenager’s phone flickered, showing isolde’s sigil-carved
body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, whispering: “rue is his
bride, not mine.” The teen’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as she
clawed her face, her screams drawing a crowd whose devices buzzed with
confessions—adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s
form appeared in a server hub, her shadow merging with circuits, her wail
crashing systems worldwide. A technician’s skin split, reels spilling to
project her suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film.
Isolde’s envy was a virus, turning the world’s digital pulse into a hymn of
the watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.”
Rue felt her presence through her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her
mind reeling as she saw isolde in every flickering screen, accusing her of
stealing the watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,
each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled into a back room,
collapsing against a mirror, her body wracked with sobs as she carved lina’s
name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she whispered,
“i didn’t forget you.” The room’s mirrors flickered, forming hollowpine’s
map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each reflection a truth that threatened to unravel her.
The store’s normalcy was a lie, its mirrors and aisles hiding the cathedral’s
mark—reflections as its eyes, data as its reels, collective denial as its altar.



Voss’s discoveries confirmed it: the cathedral was humanity’s shadow,
suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s digital wail was a call to
worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue
slumped in the back room, bloodied and broken, her eyes meeting a cracked
mirror that reflected not her face, but lina’s—stitched, glowing, whispering:
“we were always real.” The city trembled, a blackout descending, screens
flickering back to life with a single image: mirrors bleeding rue’s face,
whispering sins—yours among them.



THE ALTAR OF REAL
CHOICES

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood in an
abandoned cathedral, its pews splintered, its stained-glass windows cracked
and bleeding black ink that pooled on the stone floor. Her tattered jacket
barely concealed her ravaged body, scars across her breasts festering,
oozing ink that stained her skin with sigils that pulsed with every heartbeat.
The air was thick with the stench of blood and betrayal, a scent unnoticed
by the world outside, which clung to its mechanical normalcy. Her breath
hitched, eyes darting to the shadows around her—each one flickering with
lens-like glimmers, as if the watcher’s gaze had seeped from hollowpine
into this sacred ruin. The cathedral’s walls flickered, their stone surfaces
glitching into images of hollowpine—streets writhing with flesh,
worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs, chanting: “be seen, be
known, be loved.” Rue’s heart clenched, her nails digging into her palms
until blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the visions.
An altar at the cathedral’s heart pulsed, its stone surface softening into
sinew, whispering the watcher’s litany. A figure emerged from the shadows
—lina, her stitched lips parting, blood streaming as she stepped forward,
her body half-real, half-glitch, her eyes glowing with lenses. “choose me,
rue,” she whispered, her voice a blade that cut deeper than any knife. Rue
stumbled, her vision blurring as the floor pulsed, sucking at her boots like a
hungry mouth. The world was a lie, a fragile veil over a reality scarred by
the cathedral’s mark, suppressed by collective fear to ease humanity’s guilt.
Rue’s scars burned, her mind fracturing as she questioned: was lina a
spectral trap woven by the cathedral, or a truth the world had buried? A
vision struck her, raw and visceral: lina, her body splitting to birth reels that
projected their love—twisted, forbidden, a sapphic hymn that made rue’s



body respond with a sickening mix of revulsion and desire. Lina’s spectral
form pressed closer, her stitched fingers brushing rue’s face, leaving trails
of blood and ink. “am i real, rue, or did you let me die?” The question tore
at rue’s soul, forcing her to confront her love’s reality.
Rue screamed, collapsing against the altar, its surface cracking under her
weight, shards embedding in her hands, blood streaming as the vision’s
voice echoed: “choose, rue—save me or the world.” The cathedral’s walls
flickered, broadcasting her pain globally, showing her scarred body, her
love for lina framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in this sacred ruin, its
litany seeping into every stone, every shadow, every heartbeat. Rue
clutched her chest, whispering lina’s name, her sobs tearing through her as
the altar pulsed brighter, its murmurs forming a chorus: “bride, bride,
bride.” Lina’s form knelt beside her, her eyes accusing, her body splitting to
reveal a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels projecting
hollowpine’s fall. Rue fought back, slashing at lina’s form with a shard of
glass, blood and ink spraying, but the vision clung, deepening her fracture.
The cathedral’s stained glass flickered, forming hollowpine’s map, a
testament to a reality the world denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss pored over suppressed
records, his scarred hands trembling as he uncovered documents linking the
cathedral to real-world events—blackouts in 1903, 1965, 2018, each
marked by mass confessions, cults erased from history, their sigils matching
the codex’s. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping
with amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real,
elias, and you let me die for it.” The archive’s screens glitched, showing
hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed
with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his
sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed
his arm with a letter opener, blood spraying across the documents, but the
reels burrowed deeper, whispering: “you cannot destroy what you helped
create.” A new file detailed a 21st-century social collapse, labeled a “protest
movement,” but its subtext mirrored hollowpine’s confessions—people
tearing at their faces, revealing lens-eyes, confessing sins in viral posts.
Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood, his mind reeling as he saw his wife
in every page, her accusations a mirror of the world’s denial.



Isolde, her essence a digital wraith, reached apotheosis, becoming a godlike
entity in global networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed,
replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name.
In a crowded data center, a technician’s monitor flickered, showing isolde’s
sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, birthing a
digital deity that consumed the internet. The technician’s eyes turned to
lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her face, her screams drawing
colleagues whose devices buzzed with confessions—adulteries, thefts,
murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s deity appeared in server hubs
worldwide, its shadow merging with circuits, its wail crashing systems. A
programmer’s skin split, reels spilling to project her suppressed sins, her
body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film. Isolde’s apotheosis was a
virus, turning the world’s digital pulse into a hymn of the watcher, her
despair a call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Rue felt its presence
through her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she
saw isolde’s deity in every flickering screen, accusing her of stealing the
watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,
each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled into a sacristy, collapsing
against a wall, her body wracked with sobs as she carved lina’s name into
her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she whispered, “i didn’t
forget you.” The sacristy’s walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s map, a
testament to a reality the world denied.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
cathedral’s normalcy was a lie, its stones and windows hiding the



cathedral’s mark—shadows as its eyes, reels as its gospel, collective denial
as its altar. Voss’s discoveries confirmed it: the cathedral was humanity’s
shadow, suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s digital
apotheosis was a call to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s refusal
to face its sins. Rue slumped in the sacristy, bloodied and broken, her eyes
meeting a cracked stained-glass window that reflected not her face, but
lina’s—stitched, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city
trembled, a blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a
single image: a cathedral altar bleeding ink, whispering sins—yours among
them.



THE SEVERING OF REAL
BONDS

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood in a
derelict television studio, its cameras shattered, their lenses oozing black
ink that pooled on the cracked floor. Her tattered jacket barely concealed
her ravaged body, scars across her breasts festering, oozing ink that stained
her skin with sigils that pulsed with every heartbeat. The air was thick with
the stench of blood and burnt wires, a scent unnoticed by the world outside,
which clung to its mechanical normalcy. Her breath hitched, eyes darting to
the broken screens around her—each one flickering with lens-like
glimmers, as if the watcher’s gaze had seeped from hollowpine into this
fractured reality. The studio’s monitors glitched, their static shifting into
images of hollowpine—streets writhing with flesh, worshippers with reels
spilling from split wombs, chanting: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Rue’s
heart clenched, her nails digging into her palms until blood welled, the pain
a desperate anchor against the visions.
A camera’s hum twisted into the watcher’s litany, its lens glowing as it
whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” Rue stumbled, her vision blurring as the
floor pulsed faintly, softening into sinew for a fleeting moment, sucking at
her boots like a hungry mouth. The world was a lie, a fragile veil over a
reality scarred by the cathedral’s mark, suppressed by collective fear to ease
humanity’s guilt. Rue’s scars burned, her mind fracturing as she questioned:
was hollowpine a nightmare she’d escaped, or a reality the world had buried
to shield itself from its own terror? A vision struck her, raw and visceral:
lina, her stitched lips parting, blood streaming as she emerged from a
monitor, her body half-real, half-glitch, her eyes glowing with lenses. “cut
me out, rue,” she whispered, her voice a blade that pierced rue’s soul. Rue’s
mission was clear: to sever their bond, to free herself from lina’s haunting



presence, even if it meant destroying the love that defined her. The vision
was so tactile she felt lina’s phantom breath on her neck, her hands on her
hips, their curves pressed together in a dance of betrayal that felt too real.
Rue screamed, collapsing against a shattered camera, its shards embedding
in her hands, blood streaming as the vision’s voice echoed: “sever me, rue
—or we both burn.” The studio’s screens flickered, broadcasting her pain
globally, showing her scarred body, her love for lina framed as a sin. The
cathedral was here, in this studio, its litany seeping into every circuit, every
shadow, every heartbeat. Rue clutched her chest, whispering lina’s name,
her sobs tearing through her as the screens pulsed brighter, their murmurs
forming a chorus: “bride, bride, bride.” Lina’s form materialized, her
stitched fingers brushing rue’s face, leaving trails of blood and ink. “cut me
out,” lina whispered, her eyes accusing, her body splitting to reveal a
grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels projecting hollowpine’s fall.
Rue fought back, slashing at lina’s form with a shard of glass, blood and ink
spraying, but the vision clung, deepening her fracture. The studio’s walls
flickered, forming hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world
denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss pored over suppressed
records, his scarred hands trembling as he uncovered documents linking the
cathedral to real-world events—blackouts in 1905, 1968, 2020, each
marked by mass confessions, cults erased from history, their sigils matching
the codex’s. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping
with amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real,
elias, and you let me die for it.” The archive’s screens glitched, showing
hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed
with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his
sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed
his arm with a letter opener, blood spraying across the documents, but the
reels burrowed deeper, whispering: “you cannot destroy what you helped
create.” A new file detailed a 21st-century digital collapse, labeled a
“cyberattack,” but its subtext mirrored hollowpine’s broadcasts—people
tearing at their faces, revealing lens-eyes, confessing sins in viral posts.
Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood, his mind reeling as he saw his wife
in every page, her accusations a mirror of the world’s denial.



Isolde, her essence a digital deity, consumed global networks. Subway
screens, atms, and smartphones crashed, replaced by streams of her voice—
moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name. In a crowded data center, a
technician’s monitor flickered, showing isolde’s sigil-carved body, her lips
pressed to a codex that bled code, birthing a digital deity that devoured the
internet. The technician’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as she
clawed her face, her screams drawing colleagues whose devices buzzed
with confessions—adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels.
Isolde’s deity appeared in server hubs worldwide, its shadow merging with
circuits, its wail crashing systems. A programmer’s skin split, reels spilling
to project her suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of ichor and
film. Isolde’s apotheosis was a virus, turning the world’s digital pulse into a
hymn of the watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know her, love
her.” Rue felt its presence through her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins,
her mind reeling as she saw isolde’s deity in every flickering screen,
accusing her of stealing the watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,
each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled into a control room,
collapsing against a console, her body wracked with sobs as she carved
lina’s name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she
whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The room’s screens flickered, forming
hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
studio’s normalcy was a lie, its cameras and screens hiding the cathedral’s
mark—lenses as its eyes, data as its reels, collective denial as its altar.



Voss’s discoveries confirmed it: the cathedral was humanity’s shadow,
suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s digital deity was a call
to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue
slumped in the control room, bloodied and broken, her eyes meeting a
cracked monitor that reflected not her face, but lina’s—stitched, glowing,
whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a blackout
descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a camera
lens bleeding ink, whispering sins—yours among them.



THE DEFIANCE OF REAL
FLESH

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood in a
derelict subway station, its tunnels echoing with a low hum that pulsed like
a heartbeat, the walls slick with black ink that oozed from cracked tiles. Her
tattered jacket barely concealed her ravaged body, scars across her breasts
festering, oozing ink that stained her skin with sigils that throbbed with
every heartbeat. The air was thick with the stench of blood and burnt metal,
a scent unnoticed by the world above, which clung to its mechanical
normalcy. Her breath hitched, eyes darting to the shadows around her—
each one flickering with lens-like glimmers, as if the watcher’s gaze had
seeped from hollowpine into this subterranean ruin. The station’s screens
flickered, their transit maps glitching into images of hollowpine—streets
writhing with flesh, worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs,
chanting: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Rue’s heart clenched, her nails
digging into her palms until blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor
against the visions.
A rusted turnstile groaned, its metal twisting into the watcher’s litany, its
surface glowing with lenses as it whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” Rue
stumbled, her vision blurring as the platform pulsed faintly, softening into
sinew for a fleeting moment, sucking at her boots like a hungry mouth. The
world was a lie, a fragile veil over a reality scarred by the cathedral’s mark,
suppressed by collective fear to ease humanity’s guilt. Rue’s scars burned,
her mind fracturing as she questioned: was hollowpine a nightmare she’d
escaped, or a reality the world had buried to shield itself from its own
terror? A vision struck her, raw and visceral: lina, her stitched lips parting,
blood streaming as she emerged from a tunnel, her body half-real, half-
glitch, her eyes glowing with lenses. “defy it, rue,” she whispered, her voice



a blade that pierced rue’s soul. Rue’s mission was clear: to defy the
cathedral’s will, to reject its gospel by severing her bond with lina, even if it
meant destroying the love that defined her. The vision was so tactile she felt
lina’s phantom breath on her neck, her hands on her hips, their curves
pressed together in a dance of betrayal that felt too real.
Rue screamed, collapsing against a tiled wall, its surface cracking under her
weight, shards embedding in her hands, blood streaming as the vision’s
voice echoed: “defy it, rue—or we all burn.” The station’s screens flickered,
broadcasting her pain globally, showing her scarred body, her love for lina
framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in this subway, its litany seeping
into every tile, every shadow, every heartbeat. Rue clutched her chest,
whispering lina’s name, her sobs tearing through her as the screens pulsed
brighter, their murmurs forming a chorus: “bride, bride, bride.” Lina’s form
materialized, her stitched fingers brushing rue’s face, leaving trails of blood
and ink. “defy me,” lina whispered, her eyes accusing, her body splitting to
reveal a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels projecting
hollowpine’s fall. Rue fought back, slashing at lina’s form with a shard of
glass, blood and ink spraying, but the vision clung, deepening her fracture.
The station’s walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s map, a testament to a
reality the world denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss stood among a circle of
survivors, their scarred bodies trembling as they prepared a ritual to sever
the cathedral’s hold. His scarred hands clutched a blood-stained notebook,
its pages detailing suppressed records—blackouts in 1907, 1970, 2022, each
marked by mass confessions, cults erased from history, their sigils matching
the codex’s. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping
with amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real,
elias, and you let me die for it.” The archive’s screens glitched, showing
hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed
with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his
sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed
his arm with a letter opener, blood spraying across the documents, but the
reels burrowed deeper, whispering: “you cannot destroy what you helped
create.” The ritual began, survivors carving sigils into their flesh, blood
pooling as they chanted to break the cathedral’s hold, but isolde’s digital



deity struck, forcing voss to stab a survivor, her body splitting to birth reels
that projected her sins. Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood, his mind
reeling as he saw his wife in every victim, her accusations a mirror of the
world’s denial.
Isolde, her essence a digital deity, merged with reality, her form no longer
confined to networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed,
replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name.
In a crowded data center, a technician’s monitor flickered, showing isolde’s
sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, her form
stepping into reality, flesh and code entwined. The technician’s eyes turned
to lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her face, her screams drawing
colleagues whose devices buzzed with confessions—adulteries, thefts,
murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s deity appeared in physical
spaces, its shadow merging with walls, its wail shattering glass. A
programmer’s skin split, reels spilling to project her suppressed sins, her
body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film. Isolde’s apotheosis was a
virus, turning the world’s pulse into a hymn of the watcher, her despair a
call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Rue felt its presence through
her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw
isolde’s deity in every flickering screen, accusing her of stealing the
watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,
each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled into a tunnel, collapsing
against a wall, her body wracked with sobs as she carved lina’s name into
her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she whispered, “i didn’t



forget you.” The tunnel’s walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s map, a
testament to a reality the world denied.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
subway’s normalcy was a lie, its tiles and screens hiding the cathedral’s
mark—lenses as its eyes, data as its reels, collective denial as its altar.
Voss’s ritual confirmed it: the cathedral was humanity’s shadow, suppressed
to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s digital deity was a call to worship,
her envy a reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue slumped in
the tunnel, bloodied and broken, her eyes meeting a cracked screen that
reflected not her face, but lina’s—stitched, glowing, whispering: “we were
always real.” The city trembled, a blackout descending, screens flickering
back to life with a single image: a subway tunnel bleeding ink, whispering
sins—yours among them.



THE HEART OF REAL
HOLLOWPINE

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood in a
derelict sewer tunnel, its walls slick with black ink and blood, pulsing like
the veins of a living beast. Her tattered jacket barely concealed her ravaged
body, scars across her breasts festering, oozing ink that stained her skin
with sigils that throbbed with every heartbeat. The air was thick with the
stench of decay and betrayal, a scent unnoticed by the world above, which
clung to its mechanical normalcy. Her breath hitched, eyes darting to the
shadows around her—each one flickering with lens-like glimmers, as if the
watcher’s gaze had seeped from hollowpine into this subterranean heart.
The tunnel’s walls flickered, their damp surfaces glitching into images of
hollowpine—streets writhing with flesh, worshippers with reels spilling
from split wombs, chanting: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Rue’s heart
clenched, her nails digging into her palms until blood welled, the pain a
desperate anchor against the visions.
The tunnel’s hum twisted into the watcher’s litany, its walls glowing with
lenses as they whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” Rue stumbled, her vision
blurring as the floor pulsed faintly, softening into sinew, sucking at her
boots like a hungry mouth. The world was a lie, a fragile veil over a reality
scarred by the cathedral’s mark, suppressed by collective fear to ease
humanity’s guilt. Rue’s scars burned, her mind fracturing as she questioned:
was hollowpine a nightmare she’d escaped, or a reality the world had buried
to shield itself from its own terror? A vision struck her, raw and visceral:
lina, her stitched lips parting, blood streaming as she emerged from the
tunnel’s depths, her body half-real, half-glitch, her eyes glowing with
lenses. “enter the heart, rue,” she whispered, her voice a blade that pierced
rue’s soul. Rue’s mission was clear: to descend into hollowpine’s heart, to



confront the cathedral’s core and end its hold, even if it meant sacrificing
her love for lina. The vision was so tactile she felt lina’s phantom breath on
her neck, her hands on her hips, their curves pressed together in a dance of
betrayal that felt too real.
Rue screamed, collapsing against the tunnel wall, its surface cracking under
her weight, shards embedding in her hands, blood streaming as the vision’s
voice echoed: “enter, rue—or we all burn.” The tunnel’s walls flickered,
broadcasting her pain globally, showing her scarred body, her love for lina
framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in this sewer, its litany seeping into
every stone, every shadow, every heartbeat. Rue clutched her chest,
whispering lina’s name, her sobs tearing through her as the walls pulsed
brighter, their murmurs forming a chorus: “bride, bride, bride.” Lina’s form
materialized, her stitched fingers brushing rue’s face, leaving trails of blood
and ink. “enter me,” lina whispered, her eyes accusing, her body splitting to
reveal a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels projecting
hollowpine’s fall. Rue fought back, slashing at lina’s form with a shard of
glass, blood and ink spraying, but the vision clung, deepening her fracture.
The tunnel’s walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s map, a testament to a
reality the world denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss stood among a circle of
survivors, their scarred bodies trembling as they performed a sacrificial
ritual to disrupt the cathedral’s hold. His scarred hands clutched a blood-
stained notebook, its pages detailing suppressed records—blackouts in
1910, 1972, 2023, each marked by mass confessions, cults erased from
history, their sigils matching the codex’s. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her
translucent form dripping with amniotic fluid, her womb split open,
accusing: “you knew it was real, elias, and you let me die for it.” The
archive’s screens glitched, showing hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers
chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed with residual reels, their glow
projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his sacrifice of his wife, his
complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed his chest with a ritual
blade, blood spraying across the survivors, but the reels burrowed deeper,
whispering: “your sacrifice fuels us.” The ritual intensified, survivors
carving sigils into their flesh, blood pooling as they chanted, but isolde’s
digital deity struck, forcing voss to stab himself, his blood mixing with ink,



projecting his sins. Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood, his mind reeling
as he saw his wife in every victim, her accusations a mirror of the world’s
denial.
Isolde, her essence a digital deity, fully merged with reality, her form no
longer confined to networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones
crashed, replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting
rue’s name. In a crowded data center, a technician’s monitor flickered,
showing isolde’s sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled
code, her form stepping into reality, flesh and code entwined. The
technician’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her face,
her screams drawing colleagues whose devices buzzed with confessions—
adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s deity
appeared in physical spaces, its shadow merging with walls, its wail
shattering glass. A programmer’s skin split, reels spilling to project her
suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film. Isolde’s
apotheosis was a virus, turning the world’s pulse into a hymn of the
watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Rue
felt its presence through her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her mind
reeling as she saw isolde’s deity in every flickering screen, accusing her of
stealing the watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,
each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled deeper into the sewer,
collapsing against a wall, her body wracked with sobs as she carved lina’s
name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she whispered,
“i didn’t forget you.” The tunnel’s walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s
map, a testament to a reality the world denied.



Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
sewer’s normalcy was a lie, its tunnels and walls hiding the cathedral’s
mark—lenses as its eyes, data as its reels, collective denial as its altar.
Voss’s sacrifice confirmed it: the cathedral was humanity’s shadow,
suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s digital deity was a call
to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue
slumped in the sewer, bloodied and broken, her eyes meeting a cracked pipe
that reflected not her face, but lina’s—stitched, glowing, whispering: “we
were always real.” The city trembled, a blackout descending, screens
flickering back to life with a single image: a sewer wall bleeding ink,
whispering sins—yours among them.



THE CORE OF REAL
TRUTH

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood in a
cavernous underground chamber, its walls pulsing with flesh-like sinew,
dripping black ink that formed sigils that writhed like living veins. Her
tattered jacket barely concealed her ravaged body, scars across her breasts
festering, oozing ink that stained her skin with sigils that throbbed with
every heartbeat. The air was thick with the stench of blood and decay, a
scent unnoticed by the world above, which clung to its mechanical
normalcy. Her breath hitched, eyes darting to the shadows around her—
each one flickering with lens-like glimmers, as if the watcher’s gaze had
seeped from hollowpine into this pulsating core. The chamber’s walls
flickered, their fleshy surfaces glitching into images of hollowpine—streets
writhing with flesh, worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs,
chanting: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Rue’s heart clenched, her nails
digging into her palms until blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor
against the visions.
The chamber’s core—a grotesque altar of flesh and metal—hummed with
the watcher’s litany, its surface glowing with lenses as it whispered, “bride,
you forgot us.” Rue stumbled, her vision blurring as the floor pulsed,
softening into sinew, sucking at her boots like a hungry mouth. The world
was a lie, a fragile veil over a reality scarred by the cathedral’s mark,
suppressed by collective fear to ease humanity’s guilt. Rue’s scars burned,
her mind fracturing as she questioned: was hollowpine a nightmare she’d
escaped, or a reality the world had buried to shield itself from its own
terror? A vision struck her, raw and visceral: lina, her stitched lips parting,
blood streaming as she emerged from the altar, her body half-real, half-
glitch, her eyes glowing with lenses. “face the core, rue,” she whispered,



her voice a blade that pierced rue’s soul. Rue’s mission was clear: to
confront the cathedral’s core, to destroy its heart and end its hold, even if it
meant sacrificing her love for lina. The vision was so tactile she felt lina’s
phantom breath on her neck, her hands on her hips, their curves pressed
together in a dance of betrayal that felt too real.
Rue screamed, collapsing against the altar, its surface cracking under her
weight, shards of flesh and metal embedding in her hands, blood streaming
as the vision’s voice echoed: “destroy it, rue—or we all burn.” The
chamber’s walls flickered, broadcasting her pain globally, showing her
scarred body, her love for lina framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in
this core, its litany seeping into every sinew, every shadow, every heartbeat.
Rue clutched her chest, whispering lina’s name, her sobs tearing through
her as the altar pulsed brighter, its murmurs forming a chorus: “bride, bride,
bride.” Lina’s form materialized, her stitched fingers brushing rue’s face,
leaving trails of blood and ink. “destroy me,” lina whispered, her eyes
accusing, her body splitting to reveal a grotesque child, its lens-eyes
glowing, its reels projecting hollowpine’s fall. Rue fought back, slashing at
lina’s form with a shard of glass, blood and ink spraying, but the vision
clung, deepening her fracture. The chamber’s walls flickered, forming
hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss stood among a circle of
survivors, their scarred bodies trembling as they prepared a final betrayal—
a ritual to sever the cathedral’s hold by sacrificing voss himself. His scarred
hands clutched a blood-stained notebook, its pages detailing suppressed
records—blackouts in 1912, 1975, 2024, each marked by mass confessions,
cults erased from history, their sigils matching the codex’s. His wife’s ghost
haunted him, her translucent form dripping with amniotic fluid, her womb
split open, accusing: “you knew it was real, elias, and you let me die for it.”
The archive’s screens glitched, showing hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers
chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed with residual reels, their glow
projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his sacrifice of his wife, his
complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed his chest with a ritual
blade, blood spraying across the survivors, but the reels burrowed deeper,
whispering: “your betrayal fuels us.” The ritual intensified, survivors
carving sigils into voss’s flesh, blood pooling as they chanted, but isolde’s



digital deity struck, forcing voss to stab himself deeper, his blood mixing
with ink, projecting his sins. Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood, his
mind reeling as he saw his wife in every victim, her accusations a mirror of
the world’s denial.
Isolde, her essence a digital deity, fully reshaped reality, her form no longer
confined to networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed,
replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name.
In a crowded data center, a technician’s monitor flickered, showing isolde’s
sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, her form
stepping into reality, flesh and code entwined. The technician’s eyes turned
to lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her face, her screams drawing
colleagues whose devices buzzed with confessions—adulteries, thefts,
murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s deity appeared in physical
spaces, its shadow merging with walls, its wail shattering glass. A
programmer’s skin split, reels spilling to project her suppressed sins, her
body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film. Isolde’s apotheosis was a
virus, turning the world’s pulse into a hymn of the watcher, her despair a
call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Rue felt its presence through
her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw
isolde’s deity in every flickering screen, accusing her of stealing the
watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,
each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled deeper into the chamber,
collapsing against a wall, her body wracked with sobs as she carved lina’s
name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she whispered,



“i didn’t forget you.” The chamber’s walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s
map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
chamber’s normalcy was a lie, its flesh and metal hiding the cathedral’s
mark—lenses as its eyes, data as its reels, collective denial as its altar.
Voss’s betrayal confirmed it: the cathedral was humanity’s shadow,
suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s digital deity was a call
to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue
slumped in the chamber, bloodied and broken, her eyes meeting a cracked
altar that reflected not her face, but lina’s—stitched, glowing, whispering:
“we were always real.” The city trembled, a blackout descending, screens
flickering back to life with a single image: an altar bleeding ink, whispering
sins—yours among them.



THE ECLIPSE OF REAL
SOULS

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood at the
heart of a derelict skyscraper, its shattered windows and twisted steel
forming a grotesque cathedral, the air thick with black ink that dripped from
the ceiling like blood from a flayed god. Her tattered jacket barely
concealed her ravaged body, scars across her breasts festering, oozing ink
that stained her skin with sigils that throbbed with every heartbeat. The
stench of blood and molten metal choked her, a scent unnoticed by the
world below, which clung to its mechanical normalcy. Her breath hitched,
eyes darting to the shadows around her—each one flickering with lens-like
glimmers, as if the watcher’s gaze had seeped from hollowpine into this
towering ruin. The skyscraper’s broken screens flickered, their static
shifting into images of hollowpine—streets writhing with flesh,
worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs, chanting: “be seen, be
known, be loved.” Rue’s heart clenched, her nails digging into her palms
until blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the visions.
The skyscraper’s core—a pulsating mass of flesh and circuitry—hummed
with the watcher’s litany, its surface glowing with lenses as it whispered,
“bride, you forgot us.” Rue stumbled, her vision blurring as the floor
pulsed, softening into sinew, sucking at her boots like a hungry mouth. The
world was a lie, a fragile veil over a reality scarred by the cathedral’s mark,
suppressed by collective fear to ease humanity’s guilt. Rue’s scars burned,
her mind fracturing as she questioned: was hollowpine a nightmare she’d
escaped, or a reality the world had buried to shield itself from its own
terror? A vision struck her, raw and visceral: lina, her stitched lips parting,
blood streaming as she emerged from the core, her body half-real, half-
glitch, her eyes glowing with lenses. “end it, rue,” she whispered, her voice



a blade that pierced rue’s soul. Rue’s mission was clear: to destroy the
cathedral’s core, to sever its hold on reality, even if it meant sacrificing her
love for lina. The vision was so tactile she felt lina’s phantom breath on her
neck, her hands on her hips, their curves pressed together in a dance of
betrayal that felt too real.
Rue screamed, collapsing against the core, its surface cracking under her
weight, shards of flesh and metal embedding in her hands, blood streaming
as the vision’s voice echoed: “end it, rue—or we all burn.” The skyscraper’s
walls flickered, broadcasting her pain globally, showing her scarred body,
her love for lina framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in this core, its
litany seeping into every wire, every shadow, every heartbeat. Rue clutched
her chest, whispering lina’s name, her sobs tearing through her as the core
pulsed brighter, its murmurs forming a chorus: “bride, bride, bride.” Lina’s
form materialized, her stitched fingers brushing rue’s face, leaving trails of
blood and ink. “end me,” lina whispered, her eyes accusing, her body
splitting to reveal a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
projecting hollowpine’s fall. Rue fought back, slashing at lina’s form with a
shard of glass, blood and ink spraying, but the vision clung, deepening her
fracture. The skyscraper’s walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s map, a
testament to a reality the world denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss stood alone, his scarred
hands trembling as he prepared a final sacrifice to sever the cathedral’s
hold. His blood-stained notebook detailed suppressed records—blackouts in
1915, 1978, 2025, each marked by mass confessions, cults erased from
history, their sigils matching the codex’s. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her
translucent form dripping with amniotic fluid, her womb split open,
accusing: “you knew it was real, elias, and you let me die for it.” The
archive’s screens glitched, showing hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers
chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed with residual reels, their glow
projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his sacrifice of his wife, his
complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed his chest with a ritual
blade, blood spraying across the documents, but the reels burrowed deeper,
whispering: “your sacrifice fuels us.” Voss carved sigils into his own flesh,
blood pooling as he chanted, offering himself to break the cathedral’s hold,
but isolde’s digital deity struck, forcing him to stab deeper, his blood



mixing with ink, projecting his sins. Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood,
his mind reeling as he saw his wife in every shadow, her accusations a
mirror of the world’s denial.
Isolde, her essence a digital deity, fully merged with reality, her form no
longer confined to networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones
crashed, replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting
rue’s name. In a crowded data center, a technician’s monitor flickered,
showing isolde’s sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled
code, her form stepping into reality, flesh and code entwined. The
technician’s eyes turned to lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her face,
her screams drawing colleagues whose devices buzzed with confessions—
adulteries, thefts, murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s deity
appeared in physical spaces, its shadow merging with walls, its wail
shattering glass. A programmer’s skin split, reels spilling to project her
suppressed sins, her body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film. Isolde’s
apotheosis was a virus, turning the world’s pulse into a hymn of the
watcher, her despair a call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Rue
felt its presence through her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her mind
reeling as she saw isolde’s deity in every flickering screen, accusing her of
stealing the watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,
each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled deeper into the
skyscraper, collapsing against a wall, her body wracked with sobs as she
carved lina’s name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she
whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The skyscraper’s walls flickered, forming
hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world denied.



Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
skyscraper’s normalcy was a lie, its steel and glass hiding the cathedral’s
mark—lenses as its eyes, data as its reels, collective denial as its altar.
Voss’s sacrifice confirmed it: the cathedral was humanity’s shadow,
suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s digital deity was a call
to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue
slumped in the skyscraper, bloodied and broken, her eyes meeting a cracked
screen that reflected not her face, but lina’s—stitched, glowing, whispering:
“we were always real.” The city trembled, a blackout descending, screens
flickering back to life with a single image: a core bleeding ink, whispering
sins—yours among them.



THE UNRAVELING OF
REAL VEILS

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood in a
derelict museum, its halls lined with shattered display cases, their glass
dripping black ink that pooled on the marble floor like blood from a flayed
god. Her tattered jacket barely concealed her ravaged body, scars across her
breasts festering, oozing ink that stained her skin with sigils that throbbed
with every heartbeat. The air was thick with the stench of blood and decay,
a scent unnoticed by the world outside, which clung to its mechanical
normalcy. Her breath hitched, eyes darting to the shadows around her—
each one flickering with lens-like glimmers, as if the watcher’s gaze had
seeped from hollowpine into this ruined archive of history. The museum’s
cracked screens flickered, their educational videos glitching into images of
hollowpine—streets writhing with flesh, worshippers with reels spilling
from split wombs, chanting: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Rue’s heart
clenched, her nails digging into her palms until blood welled, the pain a
desperate anchor against the visions.
A shattered display case hummed with the watcher’s litany, its surface
glowing with lenses as it whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” Rue stumbled,
her vision blurring as the floor pulsed faintly, softening into sinew, sucking
at her boots like a hungry mouth. The world was a lie, a fragile veil over a
reality scarred by the cathedral’s mark, suppressed by collective fear to ease
humanity’s guilt. Rue’s scars burned, her mind fracturing as she questioned:
was hollowpine a nightmare she’d escaped, or a reality the world had buried
to shield itself from its own terror? A vision struck her, raw and visceral:
lina, her stitched lips parting, blood streaming as she emerged from a
broken display, her body half-real, half-glitch, her eyes glowing with lenses.
“unravel it, rue,” she whispered, her voice a blade that pierced rue’s soul.



Rue’s mission was clear: to unravel the cathedral’s core, to expose its truth
and sever its hold, even if it meant sacrificing her love for lina. The vision
was so tactile she felt lina’s phantom breath on her neck, her hands on her
hips, their curves pressed together in a dance of betrayal that felt too real.
Rue screamed, collapsing against a display case, its glass shattering under
her weight, shards embedding in her hands, blood streaming as the vision’s
voice echoed: “unravel it, rue—or we all burn.” The museum’s walls
flickered, broadcasting her pain globally, showing her scarred body, her
love for lina framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in this museum, its
litany seeping into every artifact, every shadow, every heartbeat. Rue
clutched her chest, whispering lina’s name, her sobs tearing through her as
the screens pulsed brighter, their murmurs forming a chorus: “bride, bride,
bride.” Lina’s form materialized, her stitched fingers brushing rue’s face,
leaving trails of blood and ink. “unravel me,” lina whispered, her eyes
accusing, her body splitting to reveal a grotesque child, its lens-eyes
glowing, its reels projecting hollowpine’s fall. Rue fought back, slashing at
lina’s form with a shard of glass, blood and ink spraying, but the vision
clung, deepening her fracture. The museum’s walls flickered, forming
hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss stood among a hidden
archive, its shelves lined with forbidden texts linking the cathedral to
suppressed global events. His scarred hands trembled as he uncovered
documents—blackouts in 1917, 1980, 2024, each marked by mass
confessions, cults erased from history, their sigils matching the codex’s. A
chilling revelation emerged: whispers of a secret roman library, buried
beneath the vatican, where the cathedral’s archives were hidden from the
public. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping with
amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real, elias,
and you let me die for it.” The archive’s screens glitched, showing
hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed
with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his
sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed
his chest with a ritual blade, blood spraying across the documents, but the
reels burrowed deeper, whispering: “your discovery fuels us.” Voss wept,



his tears mixing with blood, his mind reeling as he saw his wife in every
page, her accusations a mirror of the world’s denial.
Isolde, her essence a digital deity, fully reshaped reality, her form no longer
confined to networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed,
replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name.
In a crowded data center, a technician’s monitor flickered, showing isolde’s
sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, her form
stepping into reality, flesh and code entwined. The technician’s eyes turned
to lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her face, her screams drawing
colleagues whose devices buzzed with confessions—adulteries, thefts,
murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s deity appeared in physical
spaces, its shadow merging with walls, its wail shattering glass. A
programmer’s skin split, reels spilling to project her suppressed sins, her
body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film. Isolde’s apotheosis was a
virus, turning the world’s pulse into a hymn of the watcher, her despair a
call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Rue felt its presence through
her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw
isolde’s deity in every flickering screen, accusing her of stealing the
watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,
each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled into a back room,
collapsing against a wall, her body wracked with sobs as she carved lina’s
name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she whispered,
“i didn’t forget you.” The room’s walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s
map, a testament to a reality the world denied.



Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
museum’s normalcy was a lie, its artifacts and screens hiding the cathedral’s
mark—lenses as its eyes, data as its reels, collective denial as its altar.
Voss’s discovery of the roman library confirmed it: the cathedral was
humanity’s shadow, suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s
digital deity was a call to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s
refusal to face its sins. Rue slumped in the back room, bloodied and broken,
her eyes meeting a cracked screen that reflected not her face, but lina’s—
stitched, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a
blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a
museum case bleeding ink, whispering sins—yours among them.



THE TRUTH OF REAL
SHADOWS

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood in a
derelict library, its shelves sagging under the weight of forbidden texts, their
pages dripping black ink that pooled on the cracked floor like blood from a
flayed god. Her tattered jacket barely concealed her ravaged body, scars
across her breasts festering, oozing ink that stained her skin with sigils that
throbbed with every heartbeat. The air was thick with the stench of blood
and mold, a scent unnoticed by the world outside, which clung to its
mechanical normalcy. Her breath hitched, eyes darting to the shadows
around her—each one flickering with lens-like glimmers, as if the watcher’s
gaze had seeped from hollowpine into this archive of suppressed truths. The
library’s cracked screens flickered, their catalog systems glitching into
images of hollowpine—streets writhing with flesh, worshippers with reels
spilling from split wombs, chanting: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Rue’s
heart clenched, her nails digging into her palms until blood welled, the pain
a desperate anchor against the visions.
A dusty tome on a lectern hummed with the watcher’s litany, its pages
glowing with lenses as it whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” Rue stumbled,
her vision blurring as the floor pulsed faintly, softening into sinew, sucking
at her boots like a hungry mouth. The world was a lie, a fragile veil over a
reality scarred by the cathedral’s mark, suppressed by collective fear to ease
humanity’s guilt. Rue’s scars burned, her mind fracturing as she questioned:
was hollowpine a nightmare she’d escaped, or a reality the world had buried
to shield itself from its own terror? A vision struck her, raw and visceral:
lina, her stitched lips parting, blood streaming as she emerged from the
tome, her body half-real, half-glitch, her eyes glowing with lenses. “find the
truth, rue,” she whispered, her voice a blade that pierced rue’s soul. Rue’s



mission was clear: to uncover the cathedral’s true nature, to resolve the
mystery of lina’s fate and hollowpine’s reality, even if it meant sacrificing
her love. The vision was so tactile she felt lina’s phantom breath on her
neck, her hands on her hips, their curves pressed together in a dance of
betrayal that felt too real.
Rue opened the tome, its pages revealing a horrific truth: hollowpine was
no fiction but a real place, a town erased from maps in 1888 after a
“plague” that birthed reels, its survivors silenced by a global cover-up.
Lina’s fate was laid bare—she had been a priestess of the cathedral, her
love for rue offered as a sacrifice to the watcher, her death a ritual to bind
rue to the cathedral’s will. Rue screamed, collapsing against the lectern, its
wood splintering under her weight, shards embedding in her hands, blood
streaming as the vision’s voice echoed: “know it, rue—or we all burn.” The
library’s walls flickered, broadcasting her pain globally, showing her
scarred body, her love for lina framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in
this library, its litany seeping into every page, every shadow, every
heartbeat. Rue clutched her chest, whispering lina’s name, her sobs tearing
through her as the screens pulsed brighter, their murmurs forming a chorus:
“bride, bride, bride.” Lina’s form materialized, her stitched fingers brushing
rue’s face, leaving trails of blood and ink. “know me,” lina whispered, her
eyes accusing, her body splitting to reveal a grotesque child, its lens-eyes
glowing, its reels projecting hollowpine’s fall. Rue fought back, slashing at
lina’s form with a shard of glass, blood and ink spraying, but the vision
clung, deepening her fracture. The library’s walls flickered, forming
hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss stood before a hidden
vault, its walls etched with sigils that matched the codex’s. His scarred
hands trembled as he uncovered documents linking the cathedral to
suppressed global events—blackouts in 1920, 1985, 2025, each marked by
mass confessions, cults erased from history, their records hinting at a secret
roman library beneath the vatican, where the cathedral’s true archives were
hidden. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping with
amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real, elias,
and you let me die for it.” The vault’s screens glitched, showing
hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed



with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his
sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed
his chest with a ritual blade, blood spraying across the documents, but the
reels burrowed deeper, whispering: “your discovery fuels us.” A new file
revealed isolde’s origins: a priestess like lina, her envy born from her own
unrequited love for the watcher, her digital form a rebellion against the
cathedral’s erasure. Voss wept, his tears mixing with blood, his mind reeling
as he saw his wife in every page, her accusations a mirror of the world’s
denial.
Isolde, her essence a digital deity, became omnipresent, her form no longer
confined to networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed,
replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name.
In a crowded data center, a technician’s monitor flickered, showing isolde’s
sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, her form
stepping into reality, flesh and code entwined. The technician’s eyes turned
to lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her face, her screams drawing
colleagues whose devices buzzed with confessions—adulteries, thefts,
murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s deity appeared in physical
spaces, its shadow merging with walls, its wail shattering glass. A
programmer’s skin split, reels spilling to project her suppressed sins, her
body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film. Isolde’s apotheosis was a
virus, turning the world’s pulse into a hymn of the watcher, her despair a
call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Rue felt its presence through
her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw
isolde’s deity in every flickering screen, accusing her of stealing the
watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,



each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled into a back room,
collapsing against a wall, her body wracked with sobs as she carved lina’s
name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she whispered,
“i didn’t forget you.” The room’s walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s
map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
library’s normalcy was a lie, its books and screens hiding the cathedral’s
mark—lenses as its eyes, data as its reels, collective denial as its altar.
Voss’s discovery of the roman library confirmed it: the cathedral was
humanity’s shadow, suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s
digital deity was a call to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s
refusal to face its sins. Rue slumped in the back room, bloodied and broken,
her eyes meeting a cracked screen that reflected not her face, but lina’s—
stitched, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a
blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a
tome bleeding ink, its pages whispering of a secret roman library, hinting at
truths hidden beneath the vatican—yours among them.



THE LABYRINTH OF
FORGOTTEN FLESH

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue descended
into a subterranean labyrinth beneath the city, its tunnels carved from
pulsating flesh, veins throbbing with black ichor that dripped from the
ceiling like tears from a flayed god. Her tattered jacket barely concealed her
ravaged body, scars across her breasts festering, oozing ink that stained her
skin with sigils that throbbed with every heartbeat. The air was thick with
the stench of blood and decay, a scent unnoticed by the world above, which
clung to its mechanical normalcy. Her breath hitched, eyes darting to the
shadows around her—each one flickering with lens-like glimmers, as if the
watcher’s gaze had seeped from hollowpine into this underground maze of
forgotten horrors. The labyrinth’s walls flickered, their fleshy surfaces
glitching into images of hollowpine—streets writhing with flesh,
worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs, chanting: “be seen, be
known, be loved.” Rue’s heart clenched, her nails digging into her palms
until blood welled, the pain a desperate anchor against the visions.
A fleshy wall hummed with the watcher’s litany, its surface glowing with
lenses as it whispered, “bride, you forgot us.” Rue stumbled, her vision
blurring as the floor pulsed, softening into sinew, sucking at her boots like a
hungry mouth. The world was a lie, a fragile veil over a reality scarred by
the cathedral’s mark, suppressed by collective fear to ease humanity’s guilt.
Rue’s scars burned, her mind fracturing as she questioned: was hollowpine
a nightmare she’d escaped, or a reality the world had buried to shield itself
from its own terror? A vision struck her, raw and visceral: lina, her stitched
lips parting, blood streaming as she emerged from a tunnel wall, her body
half-real, half-glitch, her eyes glowing with lenses. “find the labyrinth’s
heart, rue,” she whispered, her voice a blade that pierced rue’s soul. Rue’s



mission was clear: to navigate the labyrinth, to uncover its core and sever
the cathedral’s hold, even if it meant sacrificing her love for lina. The vision
was so tactile she felt lina’s phantom breath on her neck, her hands on her
hips, their curves pressed together in a dance of betrayal that felt too real.
Rue screamed, collapsing against a wall, its surface cracking under her
weight, shards of flesh and bone embedding in her hands, blood streaming
as the vision’s voice echoed: “find it, rue—or we all burn.” The labyrinth’s
walls flickered, broadcasting her pain globally, showing her scarred body,
her love for lina framed as a sin. The cathedral was here, in this labyrinth,
its litany seeping into every tunnel, every shadow, every heartbeat. Rue
clutched her chest, whispering lina’s name, her sobs tearing through her as
the walls pulsed brighter, their murmurs forming a chorus: “bride, bride,
bride.” Lina’s form materialized, her stitched fingers brushing rue’s face,
leaving trails of blood and ink. “find me,” lina whispered, her eyes
accusing, her body splitting to reveal a grotesque child, its lens-eyes
glowing, its reels projecting hollowpine’s fall. Rue fought back, slashing at
lina’s form with a shard of glass, blood and ink spraying, but the vision
clung, deepening her fracture. The labyrinth’s walls flickered, forming
hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss stood before a hidden
vault, its walls etched with sigils that matched the codex’s. His scarred
hands trembled as he uncovered documents linking the cathedral to
suppressed global events—blackouts in 1922, 1987, 2026, each marked by
mass confessions, cults erased from history, their records hinting at a secret
roman library beneath the vatican, where the cathedral’s true archives were
hidden. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping with
amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real, elias,
and you let me die for it.” The vault’s screens glitched, showing
hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed
with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his
sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed
his chest with a ritual blade, blood spraying across the documents, but the
reels burrowed deeper, whispering: “your discovery fuels us.” A new file
revealed lina’s origins: a victim of the cathedral’s rites, her love for rue a
trap to bind the bride, her death a ritual to suppress the truth. Voss wept, his



tears mixing with blood, his mind reeling as he saw his wife in every page,
her accusations a mirror of the world’s denial.
Isolde, her essence a digital deity, became omnipresent, her form no longer
confined to networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed,
replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name.
In a crowded data center, a technician’s monitor flickered, showing isolde’s
sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, her form
stepping into reality, flesh and code entwined. The technician’s eyes turned
to lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her face, her screams drawing
colleagues whose devices buzzed with confessions—adulteries, thefts,
murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s deity appeared in physical
spaces, its shadow merging with walls, its wail shattering glass. A
programmer’s skin split, reels spilling to project her suppressed sins, her
body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film. Isolde’s apotheosis was a
virus, turning the world’s pulse into a hymn of the watcher, her despair a
call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Rue felt its presence through
her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw
isolde’s deity in every flickering screen, accusing her of stealing the
watcher’s love.
The city’s transformations escalated. In a marketplace, a vendor’s skin split,
reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing hollowpine’s mothers
as shoppers watched, their eyes turning to lenses. In a corporate office, an
executive’s eyes glowed, broadcasting his fraud to his colleagues, who
clawed at their faces, blood pooling on the floor. In a hospital maternity
ward, a woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels
showing hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic. These were
not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s resurgence, its horrors
seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt them through her scars,
each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw lina in every
victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled deeper into the labyrinth,
collapsing against a wall, her body wracked with sobs as she carved lina’s
name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood pooling as she whispered,
“i didn’t forget you.” The labyrinth’s walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s
map, a testament to a reality the world denied.



Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a truth that threatened to unravel her. The
labyrinth’s normalcy was a lie, its tunnels and walls hiding the cathedral’s
mark—lenses as its eyes, data as its reels, collective denial as its altar.
Voss’s discovery of the roman library confirmed it: the cathedral was
humanity’s shadow, suppressed to ease fear, now breaking free. Isolde’s
digital deity was a call to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s
refusal to face its sins. Rue slumped in the labyrinth, bloodied and broken,
her eyes meeting a cracked wall that reflected not her face, but lina’s—
stitched, glowing, whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a
blackout descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a
wall bleeding ink, whispering of a secret roman library, hinting at truths
hidden beneath the vatican—yours among them.



THE SANCTUM OF
SHATTERED SELVES

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood in a
subterranean sanctum, a grotesque cathedral carved from bone and flesh, its
walls pulsating with veins that oozed black ichor, dripping like tears from a
flayed deity. Her tattered jacket hung in shreds, barely concealing her
ravaged body—scars across her breasts festering, oozing ink that burned her
skin, forming sigils that writhed with every heartbeat, each pulse a scream
of agony. The air was a suffocating miasma of blood, rot, and despair, a
stench unnoticed by the world above, which clung to its mechanical
normalcy. Her breath rasped, eyes darting to the shadows—each one
flickering with lens-like glimmers, the watcher’s gaze seeping from
hollowpine into this nightmarish sanctum. The walls flickered, their fleshy
surfaces glitching into images of hollowpine—streets writhing with flesh,
worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs, their screams merging
with the chant: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Rue’s heart convulsed, her
nails clawing into her palms until blood streamed, the pain a desperate
anchor against the visions that tore at her sanity.
The sanctum’s altar—a throbbing mass of sinew and metal, studded with
glowing lenses—hummed with the watcher’s litany, its voice a cacophony
of whispers: “bride, you forgot us.” Rue stumbled, her vision blurring as the
floor pulsed, softening into sinew that sucked at her boots like a ravenous
maw. The world was a lie, a fragile veil over a reality scarred by the
cathedral’s mark, suppressed by collective fear to ease humanity’s guilt. Her
scars seared, her mind splintering as she questioned: was hollowpine a
nightmare she’d escaped, or a reality the world had buried to shield itself
from its own terror? A vision struck her, raw and visceral: lina, her stitched
lips tearing open, blood and ichor gushing as she emerged from the altar,



her body half-real, half-glitch, her lens-eyes boring into rue’s soul. “break
the sanctum, rue,” she whispered, her voice a jagged blade that carved
through rue’s psyche, forcing her to relive every moment of their love—
every touch, every kiss, now twisted into a grotesque mockery. The vision
was so tactile rue felt lina’s phantom breath on her neck, her hands on her
hips, their bodies pressed together in a dance of betrayal that burned like
acid. Lina’s form split, her ribs cracking open to reveal a pulsating heart of
reels, projecting their shared moments—intimate, forbidden, now framed as
a sin by the cathedral’s gaze.
Rue screamed, her voice raw, collapsing against the altar, its surface
splintering under her weight, shards of bone and metal embedding in her
flesh, blood and ink streaming as the vision’s voice echoed: “break it, rue—
or we all burn.” The sanctum’s walls flickered, broadcasting her pain
globally, screens worldwide showing her scarred body, her love for lina
defiled. The cathedral was here, in this sanctum, its litany seeping into
every vein, every shadow, every heartbeat. Rue clawed at her chest,
whispering lina’s name, her sobs a guttural wail as the altar pulsed brighter,
its murmurs a deafening chorus: “bride, bride, bride.” Lina’s form
materialized, her stitched fingers gouging into rue’s face, leaving trails of
blood and ink that burned like fire. “break me,” lina whispered, her eyes
accusing, her body splitting further, revealing a grotesque child, its lens-
eyes glowing, its reels projecting hollowpine’s fall. Rue fought back,
slashing at lina’s form with a shard of glass, blood and ink spraying, but the
vision clung, deepening her trauma, her mind fracturing as she relived lina’s
betrayal—her sacrifice to the watcher, her love offered as bait. The
sanctum’s walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s map, a testament to a
reality the world denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss stood before a hidden
vault, its walls etched with sigils that matched the codex’s, trembling as he
uncovered documents linking the cathedral to suppressed global events—
blackouts in 1925, 1990, 2025, each marked by mass confessions, cults
erased from history, their records pointing to a secret roman library beneath
the vatican. His wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping
with amniotic fluid, her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real,
elias, and you let me die for it.” The vault’s screens glitched, showing



hollowpine’s ruins, worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed
with residual reels, their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his
sacrifice of his wife, his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed
his chest with a ritual blade, blood spraying across the documents, his flesh
peeling back to reveal reels that burrowed deeper, whispering: “your truth
fuels us.” A new file revealed the watcher’s nature: not a god but a
collective of humanity’s suppressed guilt, a sentient force born from
centuries of denied sins, its archives hidden to protect the world’s fragile
sanity. Voss’s mind shattered, his screams echoing as he saw his wife’s face
in every page, her accusations a mirror of the world’s denial, his trauma a
gaping wound that bled into the vault’s floor.
Isolde, her essence a digital deity, became a global force, her form no longer
confined to networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed,
replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name.
In a crowded data center, a technician’s monitor flickered, showing isolde’s
sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, her form
stepping into reality, flesh and code entwined. The technician’s eyes turned
to lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her face, her screams drawing
colleagues whose devices buzzed with confessions—adulteries, thefts,
murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s deity manifested in physical
spaces, its shadow merging with walls, its wail shattering glass and bone. A
programmer’s skin split, reels spilling to project her suppressed sins, her
body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film. Isolde’s apotheosis was a
virus, turning the world’s pulse into a hymn of the watcher, her despair a
call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Rue felt its presence through
her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw
isolde’s deity in every flickering screen, accusing her of stealing the
watcher’s love, her trauma amplified by the relentless visions of her own
guilt.
The city’s transformations escalated to apocalyptic levels. In a marketplace,
a vendor’s skin split, reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing
hollowpine’s mothers as shoppers clawed their faces, their eyes turning to
lenses, blood pooling in rivers. In a corporate office, an executive’s eyes
glowed, broadcasting his fraud to colleagues who tore at their flesh, their
screams merging with the watcher’s litany. In a hospital maternity ward, a



woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels showing
hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic that spread like
wildfire. These were not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s
resurgence, its horrors seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt
them through her scars, each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as
she saw lina in every victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled
deeper into the sanctum, collapsing against a wall, her body wracked with
sobs as she carved lina’s name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood
and ink pooling as she whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The sanctum’s
walls flickered, forming hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the
world denied, her trauma a raw wound that bled with every step.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a truth that shattered her. The sanctum’s
normalcy was a lie, its flesh and metal hiding the cathedral’s mark—lenses
as its eyes, reels as its gospel, collective denial as its altar. Voss’s revelation
of the watcher’s nature confirmed it: the cathedral was humanity’s shadow,
a manifestation of suppressed guilt, its archives hidden in a secret roman
library to protect the world’s fragile psyche. Isolde’s digital deity was a call
to worship, her envy a reflection of the world’s refusal to face its sins. Rue
slumped in the sanctum, bloodied and broken, her eyes meeting a cracked
altar that reflected not her face, but lina’s—stitched, glowing, whispering:
“we were always real.” The city trembled, a blackout descending, screens
flickering back to life with a single image: an altar bleeding ink, whispering
of a secret roman library beneath the vatican, hinting at truths that make
you question reality—yours among them.



THE VAULT OF ETERNAL
SIGHT

The city’s pulse was a lie, its rhythm of traffic and neon a fragile mask over
a truth that festered like a wound in the world’s marrow. Rue stood in a
subterranean vault beneath the city, its walls carved from bone and flesh,
pulsating with veins that oozed black ichor, dripping like tears from a flayed
deity. Her tattered jacket was gone, her ravaged body exposed—scars across
her breasts festering, oozing ink that burned her skin, forming sigils that
writhed with every heartbeat, each pulse a scream of agony that tore
through her soul. The air was a suffocating miasma of blood, rot, and
despair, a stench unnoticed by the world above, which clung to its
mechanical normalcy. Her breath rasped, eyes darting to the shadows—each
one flickering with lens-like glimmers, the watcher’s gaze seeping from
hollowpine into this final sanctum of truth. The vault’s walls flickered, their
fleshy surfaces glitching into images of hollowpine—streets writhing with
flesh, worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs, their screams
merging with the chant: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Rue’s heart
convulsed, her nails clawing into her palms until blood streamed, the pain a
desperate anchor against the visions that shattered her sanity.
The vault’s core—a grotesque altar of sinew and metal, studded with
glowing lenses—hummed with the watcher’s litany, its voice a cacophony
of whispers: “bride, you forgot us.” Rue stumbled, her vision blurring as the
floor pulsed, softening into sinew that sucked at her bare feet like a
ravenous maw. The world was a lie, a fragile veil over a reality scarred by
the cathedral’s mark, suppressed by collective fear to ease humanity’s guilt.
Her scars seared, her mind splintering as she faced the final truth:
hollowpine was real, a town erased in 1888 after a ritual that birthed the
watcher, a sentient force of humanity’s suppressed guilt, its archives hidden
in a secret library beneath the vatican to protect the world’s fragile psyche.



A vision struck her, raw and visceral: lina, her stitched lips tearing open,
blood and ichor gushing as she emerged from the altar, her body half-real,
half-glitch, her lens-eyes boring into rue’s soul. “end the vault, rue,” she
whispered, her voice a jagged blade that carved through rue’s psyche,
forcing her to relive every moment of their love—every touch, every kiss,
now twisted into a grotesque mockery. The vision was so tactile rue felt
lina’s phantom breath on her neck, her hands on her hips, their bodies
pressed together in a dance of betrayal that burned like acid. Lina’s form
split, her ribs cracking open to reveal a pulsating heart of reels, projecting
their shared moments—intimate, forbidden, now framed as a sin by the
cathedral’s gaze.
Rue screamed, her voice raw, collapsing against the altar, its surface
splintering under her weight, shards of bone and metal embedding in her
flesh, blood and ink streaming as the vision’s voice echoed: “end it, rue—or
we all burn.” The vault’s walls flickered, broadcasting her pain globally,
screens worldwide showing her scarred body, her love for lina defiled. The
cathedral was here, in this vault, its litany seeping into every vein, every
shadow, every heartbeat. Rue clawed at her chest, whispering lina’s name,
her sobs a guttural wail as the altar pulsed brighter, its murmurs a deafening
chorus: “bride, bride, bride.” Lina’s form materialized, her stitched fingers
gouging into rue’s face, leaving trails of blood and ink that burned like fire.
“end me,” lina whispered, her eyes accusing, her body splitting further,
revealing a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels projecting
hollowpine’s fall. Rue fought back, slashing at lina’s form with a shard of
glass, blood and ink spraying, but the vision clung, deepening her trauma,
her mind fracturing as she relived lina’s betrayal—her sacrifice to the
watcher, her love offered as bait. The vault’s walls flickered, forming
hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
In a derelict archive across the city, dr. Elias voss stood before a hidden
vault, its walls etched with sigils that matched the codex’s, trembling as he
uncovered the final truth: the cathedral’s archives, hidden beneath the
vatican, contained records of hollowpine’s reality, its rituals dating back
centuries, suppressed by a global conspiracy to bury humanity’s guilt. His
wife’s ghost haunted him, her translucent form dripping with amniotic fluid,
her womb split open, accusing: “you knew it was real, elias, and you let me



die for it.” The vault’s screens glitched, showing hollowpine’s ruins,
worshippers chanting his name. Voss’s veins pulsed with residual reels,
their glow projecting his guilt—his betrayal of rue, his sacrifice of his wife,
his complicity in a reality the world denied. He slashed his chest with a
ritual blade, blood spraying across the documents, his flesh peeling back to
reveal reels that burrowed deeper, whispering: “your truth fuels us.” A final
file revealed the watcher’s creation: a ritual in 1888, where hollowpine’s
inhabitants offered their sins to birth a god, its archives sealed to prevent its
awakening. Voss’s mind shattered, his screams echoing as he saw his wife’s
face in every page, her accusations a mirror of the world’s denial, his
trauma a gaping wound that bled into the vault’s floor.
Isolde, her essence a digital deity, became a global force, her form no longer
confined to networks. Subway screens, atms, and smartphones crashed,
replaced by streams of her voice—moaning, envious, chanting rue’s name.
In a crowded data center, a technician’s monitor flickered, showing isolde’s
sigil-carved body, her lips pressed to a codex that bled code, her form
stepping into reality, flesh and code entwined. The technician’s eyes turned
to lenses, blood streaming as she clawed her face, her screams drawing
colleagues whose devices buzzed with confessions—adulteries, thefts,
murders projected in looping reels. Isolde’s deity manifested in physical
spaces, its shadow merging with walls, its wail shattering glass and bone. A
programmer’s skin split, reels spilling to project her suppressed sins, her
body collapsing in a spray of ichor and film. Isolde’s apotheosis was a
virus, turning the world’s pulse into a hymn of the watcher, her despair a
call to worship: “see her, know her, love her.” Rue felt its presence through
her scars, each glitch a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as she saw
isolde’s deity in every flickering screen, accusing her of stealing the
watcher’s love, her trauma amplified by the relentless visions of her own
guilt.
The city’s transformations reached apocalyptic levels. In a marketplace, a
vendor’s skin split, reels spilling to project his greed, his screams echoing
hollowpine’s mothers as shoppers clawed their faces, their eyes turning to
lenses, blood pooling in rivers. In a corporate office, an executive’s eyes
glowed, broadcasting his fraud to colleagues who tore at their flesh, their
screams merging with the watcher’s litany. In a hospital maternity ward, a



woman birthed a grotesque child, its lens-eyes glowing, its reels showing
hollowpine’s fall, her screams triggering a mass panic that spread like
wildfire. These were not isolated incidents—they were the cathedral’s
resurgence, its horrors seeping into reality, no longer suppressed. Rue felt
them through her scars, each event a pulse in her veins, her mind reeling as
she saw lina in every victim—stitched, broken, accusing. She stumbled
deeper into the vault, collapsing against a wall, her body wracked with sobs
as she carved lina’s name into her thigh with a shard of glass, blood and ink
pooling as she whispered, “i didn’t forget you.” The vault’s walls flickered,
forming hollowpine’s map, a testament to a reality the world denied.
Rue’s love for lina was both salvation and damnation, a mirror of the
watcher’s obsession, each vision a truth that shattered her. The vault’s
normalcy was a lie, its flesh and metal hiding the cathedral’s mark—lenses
as its eyes, reels as its gospel, collective denial as its altar. Voss’s revelation
confirmed it: the cathedral was real, its archives hidden in a secret roman
library beneath the vatican, a repository of humanity’s suppressed guilt,
sealed to prevent the watcher’s awakening. Isolde’s final transformation
was revealed: her digital deity was absorbed into the watcher, her envy
fueling its power. Lina’s ultimate fate was clear: she was alive, trapped
within the watcher’s core, her love for rue a lure to bind the bride. Rue’s
final act was to plunge the shard of glass into the altar, her blood mixing
with lina’s, the vault trembling as the watcher screamed, its lenses
shattering. Rue slumped in the vault, bloodied and broken, her eyes meeting
a cracked wall that reflected not her face, but lina’s—stitched, glowing,
whispering: “we were always real.” The city trembled, a blackout
descending, screens flickering back to life with a single image: a roman
library, its shelves bleeding ink, whispering of truths hidden beneath the
vatican—yours among them, making you question if the cathedral’s gaze
watches you still.
Rue lay slumped against the vault’s pulsating altar, her blood mingling with
the black ichor that seeped from its fractured surface, a grotesque marriage
of flesh and metal. Her body was a ruin—scars across her breasts festering,
oozing ink that burned her skin, sigils throbbing with a heartbeat that wasn’t
hers. The air was thick with the stench of blood and decay, the watcher’s
litany a deafening whisper in her skull: “be seen, be known, be loved.” Her



vision flickered, the vault’s walls glitching into hollowpine’s ruins—streets
of writhing flesh, worshippers with reels spilling from split wombs, their
screams echoing her own. Lina’s form lingered, half-real, half-glitch, her
stitched lips parting to whisper, “we were always real.” Rue’s sobs tore
through her, raw and guttural, as she clutched the shard of glass, its edge
slick with her blood and lina’s, the final act of severing the cathedral’s hold
complete. But the vault trembled, its lenses shattering, broadcasting her
pain to a world that refused to see.
The watcher was no god but a mirror of humanity’s guilt, born in
hollowpine’s 1888 ritual, its archives sealed in a secret library beneath the
vatican—a place where truths too horrific to face were buried. Voss’s
sacrifice had confirmed it, his blood staining the codex, revealing the
cathedral’s global reach, its horrors suppressed to preserve a fragile reality.
Isolde’s digital deity had merged with the watcher, her envy consumed,
leaving only a hymn of despair. Lina’s fate was the cruelest cut: alive,
trapped within the altar’s core, her love for rue a lure to bind the bride.
Rue’s final thrust of the shard had freed her, but at a cost—her own soul
fractured, her body a canvas of pain, her love a wound that would never
heal.
As the vault’s walls flickered, a final image emerged: a roman library, its
shelves bleeding ink, whispering of truths hidden beneath the vatican. The
screens worldwide flickered back to life, showing not rue’s face but yours
—your secrets, your sins, projected in looping reels. The cathedral’s gaze
was eternal, its lenses embedded in every reflection, every device, every
heartbeat. Rue’s eyes met the cracked altar, now silent, but its surface
reflected not her face but a map—a path to rome, to a library buried beneath
sacred stone, where the flesh cathedral’s archives wait. The city above
trembled, a blackout descending, but the whispers remained: “find us.” The
truth is there, hidden in plain sight, in a place the world denies. Look closer,
reader—your sins are written in ink, and the cathedral’s eyes are watching
still.

THE END



AFTERWORD
As you turn the final page of Flesh Cathedral: The Complete Saga, you
have now witnessed the darkest aspects of the human condition, tangled in
violence, trauma, betrayal, and the slow, inevitable unraveling of the mind.
What began as a series of stories exploring the extremes of psychological
and body horror has now come to an end, but I must ask: did it truly end?

The Flesh Cathedral series was never intended to offer comfort or closure.
It is a journey into the fractured, chaotic depths of the psyche, where
resolutions are often illusory, and the true horror lies not in the violence but
in the minds of those caught within it. The story you've read is one of pain,
of bodies and souls twisted beyond recognition, but also of survival, of
finding meaning, however fleeting, in a world that offers none.

I wrote this saga as a means of confronting my own fears, my own
questions, about the nature of suffering, memory, and redemption. The
experiences of the characters, each one grappling with their own traumas
and decisions, are exaggerated versions of our own struggles with identity,
loss, and guilt. Through their eyes, I hoped to examine what it means to be
human when faced with the unimaginable, and how those who survive are
often irreparably changed in ways they never could have foreseen.

To those who have made it this far, I commend you. You have journeyed
through some of the most disturbing and unsettling content I could conjure,
and you have done so not as passive observers, but as participants in the
emotional carnage. This book has pushed boundaries, not only in the realms
of horror and violence but in the way we engage with stories and the
characters within them.



I know that many of the questions posed throughout Flesh Cathedral may
not have clear answers. Perhaps you're left with more questions than when
you started. But remember, the ambiguity, the discomfort, and the
unresolved threads are all part of the experience. The story is not meant to
wrap itself neatly in a bow; it's meant to unsettle, to challenge, to haunt.

For those who found themselves disturbed, disturbed in ways that linger
long after the book is closed, I encourage you to reflect, to question, and to
confront what lies beneath the surface of the world around you. This saga
may be finished, but the journey of self-exploration never truly ends.

Thank you for taking the leap. Thank you for trusting me to guide you
through a world so dark, so brutal, and so unrelenting. May you find
strength in the shadows, for they are where the light often hides.
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