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The silence felt cruel, a weight pressing down on us from all sides. I couldn’t hear anything except the erratic pounding of my heartbeat in my ears. I was to the point of having full blown panic attacks staring at the peeling grey wall. The baby was crying softly waiting to be fed. The doors smiled at me in an eerie way.  

No answers came from them. Just the lingering feeling of something watching us, waiting for us to make the wrong move. We all agreed that if we just sat here, we would end up dead from starvation or dehydration or end up killing each other. So, we were gathering ourselves before we had to make a choice.

I collapsed onto the cold floor, pulling my knees up to my chest, my arms wrapped tightly around them. My hands were shaking and blood speckled my torn clothes. I’m so sick of everything. I thought harshly to myself.

David sat beside me not saying a word. The silence was irritating but I don’t think any of us could think of anything to say. He ran his scared-up hand through his hair, the dark curls were almost long enough to cover his eye now. He wasn’t speaking, but I could feel his discomfort, the same knot of panic tightening in his gut. He was good at hiding it, better than I was, but we both knew we were in deep shit.

“What the hell is this place?” I whispered, breaking the silence. My voice cracked, a pathetic attempt at holding it together. I was reorganizing the reminder of our food rations, which was very little with the tools and ropes we had brough with us from the last door.

David shook his head, his lips pressed into a thin line. “I don’t know. But it’s not good. This isn’t normal. And I swear my hair has grown longer and it is annoying the fuck out of me.”

“No kidding,” I muttered, trying to laugh, but the sound came out strained. My eyes flicked to the three doors—two still open to us, still waiting for us to make a choice. “We shouldn’t have gone in the first one.”

“We didn’t have a choice,” David said, his voice softer now. He gave me a sideways glance, his expression softening just a fraction. “We didn’t know what we were walking into. Neither of us did. And it’s not like we could have just left.”  His voice low and determined now, whispered, 'We have to stick together. No matter what, we can't let this place break us.'"

“I’m scared,” I admitted, my voice barely more than a whisper. I didn’t care if I sounded weak. I was scared—terrified, really. The kind of fear that creeps in when you know something’s wrong, but you can’t figure out how to make it right.

David placed his hand on mine, a brief, grounding gesture. “Me too, babe. Me too.” He paused, squeezing my fingers just a little. “But we’ll get out. We always do.”

I tried to nod, but the weight of his words didn’t settle in my chest the way I wanted them to. There was no easy escape this time. No joke, no snarky comment to lighten the mood. Just a dark, empty room with three doors that didn’t feel like choices anymore. They felt like traps.

I stood up slowly, taking a deep breath. “Let’s at least try to get out of here again. Let’s try going back through the door we came in. There’s gotta be a way out, right? Even if we bust it down.”

David’s eyes met mine, and for a split second, I saw the flicker of uncertainty in his stormy blue eyes. But it vanished quickly as he stood, brushing himself off. “Let’s try it. Worst case, we break down the door down and make a run for it.”

We moved toward the door—the one we’d entered through. The one that was supposed to lead us back outside. 

David grabbed the almost rusted gold doorknob and twisted. Nothing. Which wasn’t surprising. 

He tried again, harder this time, his knuckles white from the force of his grip. The door didn’t budge. He blew out an aggerated breath. He took a step back.

“No way,” he muttered under his breath. He pushed against the door, his shoulder slamming into it. The wood creaked, but the door refused to open.

“Let me try,” I said, stepping forward. I gained speed and pushed my shoulder into the door, just as David had done. Nothing. The door felt like it was made of steel, not wood. Solid. Unyielding. And I felt it radiate to my core.

David swore, kicking at the door with a frustrated growl. “This can’t be happening. It doesn’t make any sense.”

I stepped back, my chest tight with panic. “We really are locked in. We can’t get out through here.”

The realization hit me like a punch to the gut. We were trapped again.

David was pacing now, his hands running through his hair as he cursed under his breath again. He muttered to himself as he paced, stopping in front of the door once more. “I’m not giving up,” he said, determination hardening his voice.

Before I could stop him, he stepped back and charged at the door with all his weight behind it. There was a sickening thud as his shoulder collided with the wood. For a second, I thought he might have broken something, but then—finally—the door creaked open, inch by inch.

David let out a breath of relief, and I couldn’t help but laugh nervously. “You did it.”

Eleanor sprang up causing Amara to let out a surprised cry. “My hero!” She exclaimed coming up behind us.  

He gave me a half-hearted grin, his brow glistening with sweat. “Told you. Nothing’s gonna stop me from saving my girl.” He didn’t seem to acknowledge that she had even said anything.

But as the old white door swung open the rest of the way, the hallway beyond was nothing like the one we’d come from. The darkness stretched out before us, thick and impenetrable. I couldn’t even tell if there was anything solid to step on. There was no moonlight, no sign of the outside world. Just the endless, suffocating dark. The staircase that led us down here forever ago was nowhere in sight.

David stepped forward, his expression faltering as he peered into the abyss. “This isn’t right.” He took a step back, my pulse quickening. “There’s nothing out there. Just more darkness. I don’t even think there is a ground to step on. I could be wrong.”

We stood in the doorway for a moment, silence swallowing us whole. After a moment David stuck his foot through as if he was going to walk but his foot found no ground. Frustrated I grabbed the stone I had seen in the corner just moments ag and chucked it into the void. Where it fell. And fell. And kept falling until we could no longer see it.

“Maybe someone will come looking for us,” I said, but even as the words left my mouth, I knew how hopeless they sounded. The only people from our world that we had seen were killed behind the first door by cannibalistic cavemen, giant bugs, or the weather. Eleanor and her baby were the exception.

David ran a hand over his face, the weight of exhaustion starting to sink in. “Maybe. But I’m not waiting around to find out. Let’s at least try call for help from the phones now.”

We both pulled out our phones, and for a moment, I thought we might actually get a signal. I was surprised to see that the whole phone was still there. I had forgotten about since we started all of this. Maybe someone, anyone, would hear us. But no—nothing. No service. No signal. Just a blank screen staring back at me.

“This is insane,” I muttered, tossing my phone down in frustration. Not like it was anything more than a paperweight now.

“We’re not waiting here,” David said, determination creeping back into his voice. “I’m not sitting in this room until we starve to death.”

I shot him a look, half-amused, half-worried. “We’re not gonna starve. It’s only been—what?—a few hours? We have a few more minutes that we could rest we should use that while we can.”

“Yeah, and I’m already hungry enough to eat you,” he quipped, his tone a little more forced than usual. “But you are right. We should stay until we have to go. 

I rolled my eyes, but it didn’t help. I was just as hungry as he was—and I knew it was getting late, really late even though the only way to tell was to count the seconds. The kind of late where you start wondering if you’ve lost track of time entirely.

Finally, after another long, uncomfortable silence, we both looked toward the second door. The one we hadn’t yet opened. It was pale blue and shimmered like a veil. The shimmer was causing shadows to play around us. Eleanor had her eyes closed and the baby was snoring faintly. Crazy that such a new life was thriving.

David gave me a sidelong glance. “We’re gonna have to go through another, aren’t we?”

I nodded slowly. “I think we do not have a choice.”

David groaned, but there was no other option. We couldn’t stay here. We couldn’t wait for a rescue that might never come. There was only two options now. Either take the risk of dying in the next door or we die waiting on a fairy tale rescue.

I leaned my head back and closed my eyes for what I hoped would be a long restful nap. I heard him mutter “Good idea.” before all of the world faded to darkness.

We were woken up by an abrupt shocking shaking. Violent and startling. I panicked for a moment before I realized that we were in the same pale grey room that we fell asleep in.

“Guess we have to pick now huh?” I stated the obvious as I helped Eleanor stand up. The baby seemed unfazed which I thought was odd.

“Alright,” he said with a resigned sigh, pulling open the middle light blue shimmery door. “Here we go again.” The room stopped shaking.

The door swung wide with a soft creak, and we stepped through, uncertain of what we would face next. But as we crossed the threshold, I could feel it—the shift in the air. Something was different this time. Something darker if that was possible.

David held my hand tighter as we moved into the unknown, our footsteps echoing in the empty space beyond. A sudden chill ran down my spine, the feeling of being watched growing stronger with each passing moment. Eleanor stood close to our backs. 
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The door slammed shut behind us, its echo reverberating through the empty hallway. My heart skipped a beat as the reality of our situation settled in. We were trapped in another dangerous place. And from the giant name plate plastered on the wall beside of us we knew this was gonna suck. Pineville Asylum for the Mentally Afflicted. Under that the floors were labeled.





Floor 1: Electrotherapy and Behavioral Experiments

Floor 2: Solitary Confinement and Sensory Deprivation

Floor 3: Experimental Operations and Surgical Procedures

Floor 4: Juvenile Behavioral Treatments and Conditioning



The walls around us were stained and peeling, remnants of old wallpaper curling away from the damp, cracked plaster beneath. Rusted medical equipment littered the floor, as if the staff had left in a hurry, abandoning their tools and patients alike. The air was thick with the scent of decay, mingled with an unsettling electric smell that set my nerves on edge.

David tightened his grip on my hand as we cautiously moved forward, Eleanor close behind us with her baby. The silence was oppressive, every creak of the floorboards under our feet echoing through the empty halls. We knew we weren't alone.

As we continued down the hallway, the stains became more evident. Blood splatters marred the beds, curtains, floors, and windows. The sight of it sent chills down my spine. The scent of bleach and something sweet—perfume, perhaps—lingered in the air, a stark contrast to the decay that surrounded us.

“Keep your eyes open,” David whispered, his voice barely audible. “We don’t know what’s waiting for us.”

We entered a room that appeared to have been a patient’s room once. The bed was overturned, and the curtains hung in tatters. Old medical charts and personal belongings were scattered across the floor. The room felt lived-in, like its occupant had left in the middle of something.

A sudden chill filled the air, and I shivered despite myself. That’s when we saw it—a ghostly figure standing by the blacked-out window. It was dressed in a hospital gown, its skin pale and translucent. Long black hair covered its sunken in face. I assumed it was a girl as I looked at the rest of her and noticed the long nails. Half of them broken off and jagged now and covered in old blood. Obvious wounds marked its body—deep cuts and burns that looked fresh but somehow didn't seem quite right.

The ghost's eyes met mine, and I felt a surge of anger and pain. It was hurting, desperate for something. The room grew colder, the air thick with the spirit's torment. It let out a low, mournful wail, a sound that seemed to echo through my very bones.

David took a step forward, trying to speak to the ghost. “We’re not here to hurt you,” he said, his voice steady but gentle. “Can you tell us what happened here?”

The ghost didn’t respond, its form flickering like a candle in the wind. Its eyes were filled with rage and sorrow, a combination that made my heart ache. It moved towards us, reaching out with a trembling hand. I could feel it's cold touch even before it made contact, a sensation that sent a shiver down my spine. Then she was gone.

“We need to leave,” Eleanor said, her voice trembling as she held her baby close. “This place—it’s not safe.”

David nodded, his expression grim. “Let’s go. Maybe we can find a way out through a window or exit door.”

We backed out of the room, the ghost’s anguished wail following us in our heads. We hurried down the hallway, trying every exit door, but every single one of them was locked and wouldn’t budge. Panic began to set in as we realized there was no easy escape. The asylum had us in its grip, and it wasn’t going to let go.

I glanced back down the hallway we had come from, the oppressive silence closing in around us once more. “We can’t just stay here,” I said, my voice edged with desperation. “We have to find a way out. There has to be a way just like with the prehistoric area. We had to make it all the way to the end to find it. I bet you anything that it is the same concept here.”

David stopped and took a deep breath, his eyes scanning the hallways. “We need to find something—anything—that can help us. Maybe there’s a key, a map, something that can guide us out of here.”

With renewed determination, we continued our search, knowing that every second counted. The asylum was alive with the echoes of its past, and we were just beginning to uncover its secrets.
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The deeper we ventured into the Asylum, the heavier the air seemed to grow around us. The lingering smell of decay and electricity pressed against our senses, making every breath feel labored. With each step, the oppressive silence of the asylum was broken by distant, echoing screams and cries for help. The sounds were faint, almost like whispers carried by the wind, but they sent chills down my spine.

The further we moved down the dimly lit hallway, the more unsettling the atmosphere became. The faint, rhythmic hum of electroshock therapy machines seemed to emanate from the walls themselves, though there was no visible source. It was as if the very building was alive, its memories replaying in an endless loop of torment.

David led the way, his grip on the flashlight steady but his posture tense. Eleanor clung to my side, her baby held tightly against her chest. The child was surprisingly quiet, perhaps sensing the gravity of our situation.

We came upon a series of patient rooms, each door slightly ajar, as if beckoning us to uncover their secrets. The first room we entered was small, with a narrow bed pushed against one wall and a single chair in the corner. The once white sheets and pillow now a glaring off color and brittle. The walls were covered in yellowed medical records and drawings, their edges curling with age. It wasn’t clear to me whether or not it was set up by humans or monsters.

I approached the bed, my eyes drawn to the crude sketches pinned above it. The drawings were disturbing, filled with dark, erratic lines and chaotic imagery. One depicted a figure strapped to a chair, bolts of lightning zigzagging from its head. The expression on the figure's face was one of pure agony, black eyes wide with terror and mouth open in a forever frozen silent scream.

Eleanor spoke up breaking the deafening silence, “I can't shake the feeling that these drawings are trying to tell us something. It's like the patients were leaving us a message."

“Yeah, they left a pretty clear picture.” David agreed moving onto the next drawings.  

I spoke as my mind tried to grasp everything I was looking at. “How many lives were ruined here? How many souls are trapped in this nightmare? This is more than a few and from the looks of some of these pictures some happened not long ago.”

Another drawing showed a figure lying on a gurney, its limbs twisted at unnatural angles. Shadows loomed over the figure, faceless beings with elongated fingers reaching down to touch it. His clothing was what I considered trendy and new. The sense of violation and helplessness radiated from the paper, making my stomach turn. That could be us.

Eleanor gasped softly, her eyes locked on a particularly haunting sketch. It showed a patient’s face, half-hidden in the darkness, with eyes that seemed to follow you no matter where you stood. The eyes were wild, filled with a mixture of fear and rage, and the mouth was twisted into a grimace of pain. The detail was unsettlingly lifelike, as if the artist had captured a soul in torment. Defiantly creepy. 

David moved to a small desk in the corner, sifting through a stack of medical records. “These are old,” he murmured, flipping through the pages. “They detail the treatments the patients underwent. Electroshock therapy, lobotomies, experimental drugs... This place was a literal living nightmare.”

We continued to the next room, where the drawings grew even more disturbing. One depicted a scene of chaos, with patients and staff alike caught in a storm of electricity and madness. Figures were drawn with jagged lines, their bodies contorted as they writhed in pain. In the center of the drawing, a figure stood tall, its arms outstretched as if conducting the horrific symphony.

Another drawing showed a figure in a straightjacket, its mouth sewn shut with rough, uneven stitches. The eyes were hollow, black voids that seemed to suck in the light. Words were scrawled around the edges of the paper, phrases like “Help me” and “No escape” repeated over and over.

It was the same in almost all of the rooms. The final room we entered was the most unsettling of them all. The walls were almost entirely covered in drawings, layered upon each other in a chaotic collage just like the others. One stood out from the rest—a large, detailed depiction of the asylum itself, but twisted and nightmarish. The windows were barred, the doors chained shut, and dark figures roamed the halls. At the center of the asylum, a figure sat in an electric chair, surrounded by lightning. Its face was obscured, but the sense of despair was palpable. 

As I stared at the drawing, I could almost hear the echoes of the past—the screams of the patients, the hum of the machines, the whispers of despair. I knew it all had to be in my head but I ended up covering my ears in an attempt to stop it. This place had seen so much suffering, so much pain. It was no wonder the spirits here were tormented.

“We need to keep moving,” David said, his voice breaking through my thoughts. “We can’t stay here. Let’s see if there’s another way out. Maybe an exit door.”
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