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This is a work of fiction intended for an adult audience.
It contains themes of psychological suspense, paranormal occurrences, and mature language.
Any resemblance to real people, places, or events is purely coincidental.
Reader discretion is advised.
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For the ones who walk into darkness,
not to escape the world—
but to understand it.
And for every soul who’s ever listened to silence...
and heard something whisper back.
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Chapter 1: The Challenge
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They dared me, and I said yes.
Not because I am reckless. Not because I wanted attention.
Because the moment I heard the name East Briar Asylum, something in my gut shifted. A pull. A whisper. Like an itch just beneath the skin of memory.
It started as a joke on the podcast. One of those live panels shows with a rotating cast of skeptics and adrenaline junkies. I had been a guest before, speaking about energy imprints, cold spots, the usual things people pretend to be fascinated by until they can roll their eyes.

This time, the host leaned forward with that smirk the one guys wear when they think they have cornered a woman into proving herself.

“So, Sage Thorne,” he said into the mic, “if ghosts are real, and your intuition’s the real deal... would you spend a night alone in the quarantine wing of East Briar?”

The crowd reacted like he had thrown down a gauntlet. And I smiled. Not sweetly. Not politely.
“Send me the keys and a release form.” That shut him up.
That was two weeks ago. Now I am standing in front of the rotting bones of East Briar Asylum surrounded by fog, the cracked road behind me swallowed by creeping vines, and my flashlight barely cut through the mist. A black iron fence groans as I push it open, the hinges crying like something wounded.

This place... it is worse in person.

I have investigated haunted diners, theaters, even a goddamn funeral home built on top of old my tunnels. But this place does not hum with residual energy it hisses. Like it is warning me away.

The structure ahead was once brick and white stone. Now it is decaying. Windows shattered, vines crawling up the sides like desperate hands. A rusted sign dangles over the double doors:

EAST BRIAR SANITARIUM – EST. 1911
Mental Health. Infectious Disease. Isolation.
Charming.

I grip my shoulder strap tighter, adjusting the weight of my pack. Inside: a digital recorder, EMF meter, two handheld cams, and a journal. Analog. Because some things need ink. Paper. Blood of the trees.

As I reach the entrance, a chain groans on the door. It has been unlocked just for me.

The city technically owns the building now. No budget to demolish it, and no interest in restoring it. But some intern at city hall must have been paid off by the podcast crew because here I am with legal access, a waiver signed in triplicate, and a cold warning not to sue if I end up “accidentally injured or emotionally traumatized.”

I push the door open.
The air hits me like a memory: disinfectant and rot. The sweet, sick smell of forgotten things.
The main hallway is long and narrow, lit only by what little moonlight trickles through the broken windows. Dust hangs in the air like it’s waiting to settle on me.

I pulled out my phone no signal, as expected. I hit record on the body cam, clip it to my chest, and say aloud, “7:42 p.m., Sage Thorne entering East Briar’s quarantine wing. One night. Solo.”

My voice echoes weirdly, like the building’s throat is closing around the words.

I move slowly, boots crunching on old debris. The walls are lined with peeling green tiles, once sterile, now streaked with water damage and time. Rust-colored handprints dot the paint. I tell myself they are graffiti. I do not believe it.

Something shifts down the hall. I stop.
Just a pipe creaking, maybe. Or the bones of the place settling in for the night.
To the left is an old nurse’s station. The glass is shattered, and a metal chair lies on its side. A clipboard is still on the desk beneath a thick layer of dust. I lift it carefully.

Patient Logs – Wing Q
Entries are handwritten, smeared, and faded. The last date I can make out is April 1977.
The same year my mother vanished for three days. When I was seven. When she came back, she would not speak about where she had been. Just a coincidence, right?

I keep moving. My boots echo louder now, though I am walking at the same pace. The corridor bends right this is the entrance to the isolation cells.

Each door is thick steel with a small square window, almost too grimy to see through. Some doors are chained. Others hang open just enough to suggest someone did not leave willingly.

I stop at Room 9.

There is a smear of something dark on the wall beside the doorframe old, long dried, but it still raises the hairs on my arms. Inside, the room is small. Bed bolted to the floor. No mattress. Just a single cracked mirror on the far wall.

I step inside. And I swear the temperature will drop ten degrees. I take a slow breath. “Room Nine. Door was Ajar. No EMF activity so far.” I pan my flashlight. The beam catches something scrawled on the wall above the bed.

DON’T LISTEN TO THEM

Below it, scratched with something sharp:
THEY DON’T LIE. THEY BITE.
An hour passes. I move through the halls, logging what I find more graffiti, a broken wheelchair, patient charts scattered like fallen leaves. One room has a child’s doll on the floor, its face melted. Another room has tally marks scratched deep into the tile.

It’s not until I reach the quarantine control room that the air truly shifts. 

The control room still has old equipment switchboards, a cracked intercom mic, and some kind of reel-to-reel recorder that looks like it has not been touched in decades.

I click on my own recorder and speak into the silence: “9:12 p.m. Control room. Ambient temperature has dropped. No wind. Hearing faint hum source unknown.”

Then the hum grows louder.
And I realize it is not ambient. It is coming from the reel-to-reel. 
But it has not plugged in. 

The tape spools slowly. My breath catches as a voice begins to play, soft, grainy, distorted:

“...not safe... he watches the quiet ones... don’t make noise... he hates when they scream...” 

The tape cuts out and the room goes dead silent.

I backed out of the control room, heart racing. My flashlight flickers once just enough to make me say “Fuck this” under my breath then stabilizes. I keep the recorder running. If I die here, I want someone to at least hear the play-by-play.

The corridor past the control room is sealed. Metal gates and a broken keypad. But someone has spray-painted a crude arrow pointing back toward the east hallway.

That is where I hear the first footstep behind me. 

Not a creak. Not settling. 

A deliberate step. 

I spin around no one is there. I whisper, “Don’t fuck with me.”

The recorder captures a second footstep. Then a third. Coming toward me.
But still nothing in sight.
I bolt down the hall, not running yet, but fast walking like a paranoid idiot. 

Something brushes the back of my neck. 

I freeze. 

No wind. 

Nothing above me. 

Nothing around. 

But I feel watched. 

Heavy. Hot. Too close.

I turned into the old examination wing, where cells had observation windows. I passed a room labeled fourteen, and the door slams shut behind me.

I spin. 

The door’s closed. 

It was open. 

And now, etched on the glass with perfect precision:

SAGE

I do not scream. I don’t. 

But I whisper, “Nope. Fuck this building.” 

And I leave the door closed.

Back at the central hallway, I set up camp in the old rec room just to regroup. I sit in a dusty corner, pull out my journal, and start writing down everything.

It is now 11:03 p.m. I have seven hours left.
And I know deep down I am not alone. 
Not even close. 

Something in this place doesn’t want attention.

It wants obedience. It wants silence.

And I am the loudest thing it’s heard in years.
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