

  [image: Cover image]


  
    
      
        Something Creepy With Professor Vesper

        Arachnocyte

      

      
        Blackwood & Raven
      

    

  



  
    Copyright © 2024 by Professor Vesper

    All rights reserved.

    No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

  



  
  Greetings, my enigmatic seekers of the strange and unexplained. As your guide into the shadowy depths of the unknown, I, Professor Vesper, have unearthed a most peculiar and disturbing artifact. What I present to you now is a chronicle of dark metamorphosis, a tale that will plunge you into the heart of a mystery that defies conventional understanding. 
Within these pages lies the unsettling account of Jason, a young man whose curiosity and yearning for the extraordinary has led him down a path of terrifying transformation. Through his own words, we bear witness to a descent into a realm where the boundaries between human and the otherworldly blur and dissolve.
As you delve into this chronicle, I urge you to approach it not with fear or revulsion, but with an open mind and an insatiable hunger for understanding. For within Jason's dark rebirth lies a wealth of secrets and revelations that may hold the key to unlocking the greater mysteries that lurk at the edges of our perception.
Prepare yourselves, my curious pupils, for the journey you are about to embark upon demands that you confront the shadows within your own psyche, gaze unflinchingly into the abyss, and allow it to gaze back into you.
So steel your nerves, sharpen your minds, and prepare to cross the threshold into a world where the impossible becomes reality. For in the pages that follow, you will discover truths that will shake the very foundations of your understanding, truths that will forever alter your perception of the world around you. Let us step into the abyss together and see what horrors and wonders await us on the other side.






  
  Entry 1

So my therapist thinks journaling could help get my thoughts in order. Give me an "outlet" when things feel bottled up or I'm "struggling to process" or whatever. At first I was pretty hesitant - writing always feels so permanent, you know? But she made some good points about it being a judgment-free way to unload all of my stress and tension. 
She says putting my inner world down on paper, uncensored and raw, could provide self-reflection. I have to admit, sometimes I do get caught up overthinking in endless anxious loops. Maybe articulating them outside my head could interrupt those mental spirals.
I'm still not totally comfortable baring my soul to a book, though. What if someone somehow read these innermost confessions, you know? Still, I figure it's worth an honest try. At the very least, journaling will give me a mental break from nonstop homework, chores, and trying to navigate the social labyrinth of high school.
So hi, journal. I'm Jason, a teenager with some life stuff to sort out. Here's to getting raw thoughts out of my head, for better or for worse. No judgment, just self-expression. It'll be a process, but I'm gonna try opening up, imperfect as that will be. Let's see where this journaling journey leads.
Entry 2

Survived another day in Mr. Clarke's class somehow. Not sure how since I blanked out most of it drawing new character designs. I'm working on this Phantom Phaseshifter superhero who is going to help me vent out crappy school stuff in comics.
Just daydreaming about battling mutated jocks is way better than what actually happened today. Like those jerks nailing me with spitballs again at lunch. Real mature humor, I know. If this was a comic, Phantom Phaseshifter could instantly phase them into The Zortar Realm. But making dumb jokes about them is the best I can do.
At least I got to see Jamie for a bit during our free period. I tried playing it cool as always but probably looked like an even bigger weirdo around her. Why is regular conversation still so hard? We've barely spoken outside group projects this semester, which is probably for the best. I'd just harsh her academic zen with my perpetual storm cloud of self-pity. Jamie's too brilliant to be dragged into my depressive spiral... though I do miss her balancing my cynical tendencies with upbeat weirdness.
But who needs social skills when I can live vicariously through my comic book characters? As long as I’m in my head, I can defeat any foe, conquer any challenge. I’m no longer Jason, the social outcast. I’m Phantom Phaseshifter! The intangible avenger, passing through the barriers of injustice and phasing out the shadows of oppression. With the power to shift between realms, I'll navigate the labyrinth of lies and emerge as the unseen guardian of the unheard. Beware, bullies and tyrants, for I am the phantom you cannot touch, the voice you cannot silence, and the force you cannot stop. In a world that seeks to confine and define me, I choose to be fluid, formless, and free. I am Phantom Phaseshifter, and I'm here to rewrite the rules of reality itself! Totally healthy behavior, right?
Entry 3

Well, I got myself on Mr. Clarke's bad side again today. Barely two weeks into the semester and I've already scored a week's worth of after-school detention. Guess that's what I get for letting my imagination run wild during his lectures.
Today's lesson was on ancient Mesopotamian ziggurats - you know, those massive stepped temples that supposedly connected the earthly and heavenly realms. Most of the class was half-asleep or sneaking peeks at their phones. Not me though. I was too busy sketching out a new costume for Phantom Phaseshifter. Got so in the zone I didn't even notice Clarke had stopped talking.
Next thing I knew, he was looming over my desk with this look of pure exasperation. Before I could react, he snatched my sketchbook and started leafing through the pages, making these disapproving little tsk sounds. "Doodling nonsense during a history lesson? Really, Jason?" 
I tried to stammer out an apology, but Clarke was on a roll. He launched into this spiel about respecting the profound cultural significance of the ziggurats and how they were more than just "primitive piles of mud bricks." Started rambling about recent theories that the structures might have had hidden ritualistic purposes beyond mere religious centers.
Honestly, I zoned out for most of it. Caught something about the ziggurats possibly incorporating sacred geometry and electromagnetic hotspots to focus spiritual energies. Weird stuff, but that's Mr. Clarke for you. Always going off on these cryptic tangents.
In the end, he slapped me with detention and confiscated my sketchbook for the week. I probably would’ve just got a warning if he hadn’t caught me doodling in his class for the umpteenth time.  
Entry 4

You know those days where reality feels a little too blurry around the edges? Where dreams and waking life sort of bleed together, and you're not quite sure which is which? Yeah, that's been my entire afternoon.
It started during detention with Mr. Clarke. I was hunched over my desk, trying to focus on some boring history textbook, when I must've nodded off. One minute, I was reading about ancient Sumerian gods, and the next, I suddenly found myself plunged into this vivid nightmare.
In the dream, I was still in the classroom, but everything had this eerie, distorted quality. The walls seemed to pulse with a life of their own, while the air hung thick and heavy. I tried to move, but my limbs were like lead. That's when I saw it - this massive, spindly creature emerging from the shadows. At first, I thought it looked like a giant spider, but as it moved into the light, I could see it was covered in pale, almost human-like flesh. 
The thing scuttled towards me on jagged, twitching legs. I wanted to scream, to run, but I was frozen in place. It crawled up my body, its bristly appendages scraping against my skin. I felt this searing pain as it sank its fangs into my neck, like molten lava was being pumped into my veins.
I jolted awake with a gasp, my heart hammering against my ribs. For a split second, I swore I saw something skittering away out of the corner of my eye. But when I blinked, there was nothing there.
Mr. Clarke was standing over me, his face a mix of annoyance and something else I couldn't quite read. "Falling asleep in detention, Jason?" He tutted. "Perhaps we need to extend your sentence."
I mumbled an apology, still trying to shake off the lingering tendrils of the nightmare. As I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, I couldn't help but wonder... that creature, it felt so real. The pain of its bite, the weight of its body on my chest. Could it have actually existed, even for a moment? Or was my overtired brain just playing tricks on me?
I don't know, maybe I'm losing it. Spending too much time in my head, letting my imagination run wild. Still, I can't quite shake the feeling that there's something more to that dream. Something deeper, darker, just lurking beneath the surface.
But hey, what do I know? I'm just a sleep-deprived teenager with an overactive mind. Probably best to lay off the late-night horror binges for a while. The last thing I need is more nightmare fuel infiltrating my subconscious.
Entry 5

I can hardly believe it, but I think something incredible might be happening to me. That freaky nightmare I had in detention the other day, the one with the spider creature that bit me, has been on my mind constantly. There’s no way that was just an ordinary dream.
Ever since that day, I've been feeling... different. It's hard to explain, but it's like all of my senses have been dialed up to eleven. I can hear things I shouldn't be able to, like conversations from across the cafeteria or the buzz of electrical currents running behind the walls. And my vision, it's like everything is in ultra-high definition. I can pick out the tiniest details, stuff I never would've noticed before.
But that's not all. I've got lightning-fast reflexes now too. Jamie threw a grape at me during lunch the other day, and I caught it without even looking. You should have seen her face! And in P.E., I could dodge every single dodgeball. It's like I'm untouchable.
I know it sounds crazy, but I can't help wondering... what if that spider bite did something to me? What if it gave me powers, like in the comics? Super strength, enhanced senses, who knows what else. It's like all my fantasies about being a superhero are suddenly becoming real.
Part of me is totally freaking out. I mean, this is the kind of stuff that only happens in fiction, right? People don't just wake up one day with supernatural abilities. But another part of me, the part that's always dreamed of being something more, something special... that part is thrilled.
Imagine what I could do with these powers. I could stand up to the bullies, protect the weak and helpless. I could be a real-life Phantom Phaseshifter. No one would ever pick on me again. I'd be a force to be reckoned with.
Of course, I'm trying not to get too ahead of myself. For all I know, these strange occurrences are just flukes, or my mind playing tricks on me. Maybe I'm just so desperate for something extraordinary to happen that I'm seeing things that aren't really there.
But I can't shake the feeling that this is the start of something big. Something that's going to change my life forever. And as scary as that is, I'm also kind of exhilarated.
I guess only time will tell if these newfound abilities are the real deal. In the meantime, I'm going to keep testing my limits, seeing what I'm capable of. Who knows? Maybe this is my origin story. The beginning of a new chapter in the tale of Jason Holt.
Or maybe I'm just losing my marbles. Either way, it's bound to be one hell of a ride.
Entry 6

It's been a few days since I first started noticing these changes, and I gotta say, I'm loving every minute. Each day brings some
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