
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SUBCONSCIOUS CHATTER

    

    
      First edition. January 18, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Orion Pharoah.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8986124520

    

    
    
      Written by Orion Pharoah.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​SUBCONSCIOUS CHATTER

[image: ]




By Orion Pharoah

WOLF WHISPERS II

​[image: ]


​

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Collector II: Grid Search

[image: ]




Deep in the ruins of a forgotten metropolis outside Baghdad, a specialized Black Ops team executes Operation Sand Storm. Their mission: eliminate an elite sniper and recover a multi-billion dollar weapon. But as the desert sun sets, the soldiers realize they aren't the only ones hunting in the rubble. A primal, impossible force—a "Collector"—is stalking the compound, transforming battle-hardened men into "collected" spirits for an otherworldly army.  

STIM

In the heart of a glittering city, a mundane elevator ride becomes a nightmare for Melinie Stanley when she is abducted and taken to a desolate, "secret" floor of a skyscraper. Her husband, Thomas, is thrust into a sadistic game of "Stim," a seven-year cycle of surgical torture orchestrated by a killer who is always one step ahead of the FBI. As Detective Luke Fulton races against time, he discovers that in this game, every move is a sacrifice, and the "King" never loses.  

Damned 


​A family road trip takes a detour into hell when Drew Gordon pulls into a remote, dilapidated fast-food restaurant. What looks like a normal lobby is a grotesque decoy; the signs are scrawled in blood, the doors are merely paintings, and the "employees" are lifeless husks. As the building begins to dissolve around them, the family realizes they have fallen into a maw where monstrous bucks with antlers of rotting flesh wait to claim them as the next "franchisees".  

​
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Comfortably at ease beside the world's deadliest sniper, Donti Papillon watched the sunset paint the desert 438 miles outside Baghdad. What was once a thriving city lay now as an abandoned metropolis of rubble. They sat atop the tallest remaining structure: the skeletal remains of a five-story parking facility, standing stark against the horizon like a broken monument in a wasteland.

As dusk deepened, the shadows of 74 Afghan soldiers stretched long across the debris, moving towards the four remaining buildings. The easternmost wall, a barracks; the main building in the rear, headquarters. The only other three-story structure, an apartment complex, offered just a single habitable room on its third floor – a small, precarious holdout.

At sunset, the ruined town regained a clandestine life. Untraceable by enemy forces or even the Afghan military due to its utter destruction, it had become the perfect stage for unspeakable acts.

Twenty miles from the town, nestled in a former ISIS stronghold in the mountains, Sergeant Matthew Briggs and his right-hand, Darius Vincent, waited. They were the tip of the spear for Operation Sand Storm, a specialized Black Ops team with one objective: eliminate Darktrace, the notorious sniper elite and gain procession of the weapon the country paid billions to have developed. Sergeant Briggs carried a personal message for Donti Papillon, due to his assumed guilt.

Accompanying the spear head was Unit Leader JC Coursey, leading a team of ferocious SEALs, alongside Lieutenant Quincy Kane, who commanded a truly terrifying foot unit. The 22 men waited patiently for Marcus Billups, their Recon sniper, to return.

​

Recon sniper Marcus Billups had spent an entire night crossing the desert alone. He meticulously positioned himself on the third floor of a mangled building opposite the tower where Darktrace was believed to be. It was a slow, steady crawl, enduring cuts and scrapes until he found an upward angle through an opening, peering into Darktrace's suspected lair. Billups' only guarantee of safety against an elite sniper was the cover of darkness. As the sun began to rise, he made sure to completely cover himself with rubble, blending into the devastation around him.

At 0600, a concussive force struck the far side of the apartment complex. Everything not anchored by metal tore free, plummeting earthward. Tons of pulverized concrete and rebar caked on the second and third stories of the ruined city became instantly airborne, then slammed into the ground. A churning fog of dust, a full story high, billowed outward.

Marcus, along with the 76 occupants of the compound, felt a visceral terror seize their minds, a primal fear that transcended logic and ripped through their cerebral cortex. Movement became a slow, agonizing crawl—mere centimeters at a time. Each man was paralyzed by the unspoken dread of what might be upon them. Marcus’s own realization was a cold spike in his gut: the rubble that had been his shield was gone. Unlike the ground floor, his position on the third story was now utterly exposed.

The whites of his eyes gleamed, stark against his dark pupils, as he fixated on Darktrace the sniper. The cacophony, the sudden upheaval, it was all drawing whatever it was in their direction. As the foreign entity seemed to assess those present, Marcus knew his life was forfeit. Immobile, he watched, a silent observer as Darktrace brought him into focus.

Then, a scream—an impossible sound that seemed to tear across the entire facility, breached the watchtower. The sniper rifle clattered to the floor. Marcus remained transfixed, his gaze locked on Darktrace. He watched as the man’s skull, from crown to jaw, cleaved into four distinct pieces. Vertical eyes, impossibly black, seemed to breach his body, gargling any last remnants of a scream. Mantis-like limbs, forked and clawed, tearing at his flesh. His body, mangled, was ripped from his uniform, reduced to unrecognizable fragments. The creature, if it was a creature, slowly turned its gaze toward Marcus, and as abruptly as the thunderous roar had erupted, it was gone.

The remaining 74 soldiers along with Donti Popayan, transformed into  huddled masses of terror and incomprehension, scrambled into one of the three barracks. They didn't understand what had just transpired, what their bodies had witnessed, or what could produce a scream of such ferocious pain amidst the sudden, blinding dust storm.

Recon Officer Billups wasted no time. He’d watched the complete retreat, almost stumbling from the three-story complex, his own sniper rifle still in position. He hit the sand, running at top speed across the desert, desperately fighting for control against the terror coursing through his blood.

Twelve clicks beyond the relative safety of base camp, a roving unit stumbled upon something far from routine. Marcus Billups, once a soldier, now little more than a frantic, dehydrating shell, writhed as medics struggled to administer IVs. The air, already thick with the dust of this forgotten land, grew heavy with a new kind of dread.

Sergeant Briggs cornered Darius, his voice a low growl. "What the hell happened to him? He's losing his fucking mind. I need information."

JC Coursey and Quincy Kane approached, their faces grim. "Guys, he's frantic as hell, like a scared child who just woke from a nightmare.”

“Do we have any idea what went down?"

"We've got nothing man," JC replied, "but he's all we've got.”

“ We need to get him to talk. Immediately." Vincent looked at Briggs, the unspoken question hanging in the air. "I guess that means we're going in."

Briggs and Lieutenant Vincent stepped into the tent where Marcus lay, his eyes wide and unfocused. He mumbled, a string of incoherent, guttural sounds, "It's... it's... it's..."

"Stop! Stop!" Briggs' voice cut through the air, sharp and commanding. "I need you to tell me only what I ask of you. Do you understand Corporal?"

"Yes sir!" Marcus spat out, the words laced with a frantic edge.

"Did you successfully kill Darktrace?"

"He's dead... but I didn't kill him. Something... destroyed him. Oh my God, we've got to leave! We've got to leave now!"

"Enough! That's enough," Briggs shouted, his gaze unwavering. "Did the enemy see you flee?"

"No sir. They... they're hiding in their barracks. Whatever killed the sniper... it... it caused the sandstorm. It... it destroyed him." The last words were barely a whisper, a broken plea.
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