
Thirteen Truths

The Kaleidoscope Protocol

––––––––
[image: ]


Thirteen days. Thirteen realities. One devastating truth.

––––––––
[image: ]


By Delaney Frost

© 2025 Delaney Frost

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Table of Content

Chapter 1: The Doctor's Delusion

Chapter 2: The Wrongful Commitment

Chapter 3: The Undercover Investigation

Chapter 4: The Test Subject

Chapter 5: The Conspiracy

Chapter 6: The Coma Dream

Chapter 7: The Gaslighting

Chapter 8: The Fragmented Self

Chapter 9: The Parallel Dimension

Chapter 10: The Simulation

Chapter 11: The Afterlife

Chapter 12: The Self-Deception

Chapter 13: The Final Truth

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Doctor's Delusion


[image: ]


The ceiling came into focus first—acoustic tiles arranged in a perfect grid, one water-stained corner that resembled the state of Nebraska. Alex Winters blinked away the heaviness of sleep, momentarily disoriented by the institutional lighting. A familiar weight settled in his chest: another day at Blackwood Psychiatric Hospital.

But not as a patient. No, that wasn't right.

Alex sat up, running a hand through his dishevelled hair. His white coat hung neatly on the back of a chair—pressed and ready, just as he'd left it last night after finishing patient evaluations. Strange that he'd fallen asleep in an examination room, but the sixty-hour shifts were catching up to him. The hospital was chronically understaffed.

He reached for the coat, fingers tracing the embroidered name: Dr. A. Winters, M.D., Psychiatry. The familiar texture of the starched fabric grounded him as he slipped it on, immediately feeling the professional persona settle over him like armour.

The wall clock read 7:43 AM. Morning rounds would begin soon. Alex patted his pockets, finding his prescription pad and pen but no hospital ID. Odd. He never misplaced his credentials.

The corridor outside was quiet, still in that liminal space between night shift handover and morning activity. Alex nodded to a passing nurse who returned the gesture with a peculiar expression—something between pity and caution.

"Morning, Dr. Mercer wants to see you," called Marcus, an orderly Alex recognized from the secure ward. The man's powerful build was at odds with his gentle demeanour—a necessary combination for working with potentially volatile patients.

"I have rounds first," Alex replied, moving toward the nurses' station. "I'll catch up with her afterward."

Marcus stepped into his path, maintaining a careful distance. "She was pretty clear about seeing you first thing, Doc." His eyes darted to something over Alex's shoulder.

Alex turned to find Nurse Chen approaching with a medication cart. She smiled—that same strange, careful smile the other nurse had given him.

"Good morning, Alex. Sleep well?" Her tone was measured, as if speaking to a child.

"Fine, thank you," Alex replied, irritation creeping into his voice. "I need the patient files for Ward C. I'm already running late."

Chen exchanged a glance with Marcus. "Dr. Mercer is waiting in the east wing consultation room. Why don't you head there now?"

"After rounds," Alex insisted, reaching for the computer terminal to access patient records. The screen prompted for login credentials he suddenly couldn't remember. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, mind blank.

"Alex," Chen said softly, "today is Tuesday. You don't have rounds on Tuesday."

Something cold slithered down Alex's spine. "Of course I do. I always—"

"Let's go see Dr. Mercer," Marcus suggested, not touching Alex but positioning himself to guide the way.

The walk to the east wing felt longer than usual. Patients in the common room turned to watch as they passed. One woman with copper-red hair stared with unnerving intensity, her gaze following Alex until they rounded the corner.

Dr. Eleanor Mercer's consultation room was spartan but comfortable—two armchairs, a desk, degrees and certifications lining one wall. The woman herself stood by the window, sunlight illuminating her silver-streaked dark hair. She turned as they entered, her expression professionally neutral.

"Thank you, Marcus. That will be all." Her voice carried the quiet authority of someone accustomed to being obeyed. Once the orderly left, she gestured to one of the armchairs. "Please, sit."

Alex remained standing. "Eleanor, what's going on? Chen says I don't have rounds today, but I distinctly remember scheduling evaluations for the new admissions."

Dr. Mercer sighed, removing her glasses. "The delusion is particularly strong today, isn't it?" She spoke with practiced patience. "You haven't conducted rounds in over eight months, Alex."

"That's absurd. I admitted Johnson yesterday with acute paranoid schizophrenia, and the Patel girl with—"

"Alex," Mercer interrupted gently, "you are a patient here. You were admitted last November following a severe psychotic break. You've been experiencing periodic delusions that you're still a practicing psychiatrist."

The room seemed to tilt slightly. Alex gripped the back of the chair. "This isn't funny, Eleanor."

"I'm not attempting humour." She opened a file on her desk. "You were one of our most brilliant psychiatric researchers before your breakdown. Your work on trauma-induced reality perception was groundbreaking."

"Is groundbreaking," Alex corrected automatically. "The research is ongoing."

Mercer nodded as if his response confirmed something. "You're scheduled for medication at 8:30. Nurse Chen will administer it. We've adjusted your dosage to help with these episodes."

Alex noticed her wedding ring catch the light as she made a note in the file. Hadn't she divorced three years ago? He distinctly remembered the staff collection for a gift when the papers were finalized. Yet when she lowered her hand below the desk edge and raised it again, the ring was gone.

"Your wedding ring," Alex said quietly.

Mercer's expression didn't change. "I've never been married, Alex. This is a common element in your delusion framework."

A knock at the door preceded Chen's arrival with a small paper cup containing two pills—one blue, one white. "Morning medication," she announced cheerfully.

Alex didn't move. Through the open door, he could see the red-haired woman from the common room watching from across the hall. She tilted her head slightly, a gesture that seemed oddly significant.

"Alex?" Mercer prompted. "Your medication."

He took the cup mechanically, examining the pills. "These aren't my usual prescriptions." He'd written enough scripts to recognize most psychotropics by sight.

"We adjusted your regimen last week," Chen explained. "Dr. Mercer documented the change."

Alex swallowed the pills under their watchful eyes, accepting the water cup Chen offered. As he drank, he noticed a small puncture mark on his inner arm that didn't match the location of yesterday's blood draw. It was older, beginning to heal.

"I'd like to rest before group therapy," he said, suddenly exhausted.

Mercer nodded. "Of course. Marcus will escort you back to your room."

As they left, Alex caught a glimpse of Mercer's reflection in the window. She was watching him with an expression nothing like the compassionate concern she'd shown moments before. Her eyes were calculating, clinical—the gaze of a researcher observing a particularly interesting specimen.

The red-haired woman—Eliza, his mind suddenly supplied though he couldn't recall meeting her—was gone from the hallway. But as Marcus led him back to his "room," Alex felt her presence somewhere nearby, watching. Waiting.

Tomorrow, he thought hazily as the medication began to take effect, tomorrow I'll get to the bottom of this charade.
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Chapter 2: The Wrongful Commitment
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Alex woke with a gasp, heart hammering against his ribs. The nightmare dissolved like smoke, leaving only the residue of panic and a single image: a manila folder stamped with "PATIENT 13" in red ink.

Sunlight streamed through the window—a window that seemed... wrong. Alex blinked, studying the room. The walls were a shade darker than yesterday, more institutional grey than off-white. The window itself appeared higher on the wall, the security mesh casting different shadow patterns across the linoleum floor.

"What the hell?" Alex muttered, swinging his legs over the bed's edge.

Memory crystallized with sudden, painful clarity. He hadn't suffered a psychotic break. He wasn't a doctor who'd lost his mind. He was Alexander Winters, neuropharmacologist and founder of Winters Neurological Research Institute. And he'd been wrongfully committed by his business partner, Richard Vance.

The betrayal burned fresh in his mind—Vance's calculated move to gain control of their breakthrough research on memory reconsolidation. The "intervention" staged with concerned colleagues. The doctored evidence of erratic behaviour. The judge who'd signed the commitment papers without even looking at Alex.

"Seventy-two hours for evaluation," they'd said. That had been... how long ago? Alex searched for a calendar, a clock, anything to orient himself, but the room was deliberately devoid of temporal markers.

A knock preceded the door opening. A nurse—different from yesterday's Chen—entered with a small paper cup.

"Good morning, Alex. Time for your medication."

"I need to make a phone call," Alex said, ignoring the cup. "It's my right to contact my attorney."

The nurse—her badge read "Patel"—maintained a professional smile. "Dr. Mercer will discuss phone privileges during your session today. For now, let's focus on your medication."

"I'm not taking anything until I speak with my lawyer." Alex stood, noticing he wore different pyjamas than yesterday—blue striped instead of solid grey. "And I want to know why my personal items keep changing."

He turned toward the mirror, half-expecting to find someone else staring back.
“I built that institute,” he whispered, voice cracking. “I wasn’t just good—I mattered.”
His reflection didn’t flinch, but his throat tightened. “If no one remembers that... who am I?”

Nurse Patel's expression didn't waver. "Your items haven't changed, Alex. You've been wearing those pyjamas since admission."

"That's a lie." Alex moved toward the door. "Where's Dr. Mercer? I demand to speak with her now."

Two orderlies appeared in the doorway as if summoned by his raised voice. One was Marcus from yesterday; the other was unfamiliar, shorter but with the coiled readiness of a boxer.

"Everything okay, Nurse Patel?" the new orderly asked.

"Alex is having a difficult morning, David." She held out the medication cup. "We're just discussing the importance of following treatment protocols."

Alex assessed his options. Three against one, in a secure ward. Even if he managed to get past them, where would he go? Better to play along until he could contact someone outside Blackwood.

"Fine." He took the cup, examining the pills—different from yesterday's. One yellow capsule, one white tablet. He placed them in his mouth, took the water, and swallowed, employing an old college trick to hold them under his tongue.

Nurse Patel smiled. "Thank you, Alex. Breakfast is in twenty minutes. Group therapy at ten in the east wing common room."

After they left, Alex spat the pills into the toilet and flushed. His mouth tasted bitter from the partially dissolved medication, but his mind remained clear. He needed information—how long he'd been here, what they were telling the outside world, who might help him.

The cafeteria was a study in controlled chaos—thirty patients of varying levels of functionality, supervised by staff positioned at strategic intervals. Alex scanned the room, noting cameras in each corner and the reinforced windows. The food was institutional but edible. He ate mechanically, observing his fellow patients.

Most avoided eye contact, lost in their own worlds. A few engaged in animated conversations with invisible companions. In the corner, a group of higher-functioning patients played cards. Among them was the red-haired woman from yesterday—Eliza.

Alex approached their table, tray in hand. "Mind if I join you?"

A heavyset man with a patchy beard shrugged. "Free country. Supposedly."

Alex sat, focusing on his food while listening to their conversation—mundane topics, carefully avoiding anything that might trigger intervention from the watchful staff. After several minutes, he glanced at Eliza.

"I think we met yesterday. I'm Alex."

She studied him with those unnervingly
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