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​The Vault of Unremembered Things

​Being the True Account of Alaric Voss, Adventurer of the Galactic Rim

I SHALL SET THIS DOWN against all counsel, against all reason, and against that faint, flickering hope that what I have witnessed may yet be proven the phantasm of a disordered mind. Let those who read these words—should they ever reach the hands of sane beings—understand that I, Alaric Voss, was not always a receptacle for such terrors as now inhabit my waking moments and desecrate my dreams. I was a chronicler of extremes, a seeker after that which lies beyond the comfortable boundaries of civilized space. I have filed dispatches from the corona of dying stars and from the lightless trenches of worlds where the very laws of physics are regarded as mere suggestions. I have looked upon the event horizon of the Abyss and returned to file my story, my reason intact, my soul untroubled.

I state these credentials with the desperate urgency of a man constructing a fortress against the tide. For what I encountered on the planet that officialdom designates Proxima Alpha Apex 4—that sphere of secret malice which men in their ignorant brevity call PA4—has breached every fortress, overwhelmed every defense, and left me questioning whether the concept of "I" retains any meaning whatsoever.

Let me speak of the planet itself before I speak of what dwelt there. Let me attempt, through the imperfect medium of language, to convey the nature of that world to minds calibrated for sanity and order.
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​Part One: The Nature of the Abomination
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Proxima Alpha Apex 4 is a jest of the cosmos, a place where the laws of probability and biology are repealed with savage indifference. It orbits a sullen, disinterested star at a distance that should render it a frozen ball of rock and methane, yet its surface teems with a heat that defies explanation—a geothermal fury that speaks of a core not merely molten but malevolent, as if the very heart of the world beats with a rhythm antagonistic to life as we understand it. The atmosphere is a choking brew of heavy metals and sulfuric vitriol, a mixture so corrosive that unprotected flesh would dissolve in seconds, yet creatures of nightmare proportion swim through it with terrible ease.

The magnetic field is a capricious and deceptive thing, a labyrinth of forces that renders the most sophisticated scanners into useless, chattering trinkets. It does not merely disrupt instruments; it seems to lie to them, presenting false readings, phantom landscapes, echoes of things that do not exist. More than one expedition has been lost because their instruments showed clear skies when the heavens were filled with cyclonic fury, or solid ground when they hovered above lakes of boiling acid.

The fauna is not merely predatory but possessed of a primal, universal hostility, as if the very concept of "other" is an insult to its being. Every creature, from the microscopic to the leviathan, exists in a state of perpetual, ecstatic warfare. There is no predator and prey in any sense we understand; there is only consumption, eternal and unchanging, a feeding frenzy that has continued uninterrupted since the planet first coalesced from stellar dust.

Thousands of researchers, vaunted men and women of science, have been swallowed by its mists. Of these, only five written accounts exist, and they are so wildly contradictory, so steeped in the fantastical, that the galactic scientific community has deemed them the fabrications of charlatans seeking fame. One speaks of cities of crystal inhabited by beings of pure light. Another describes caverns leading to the very core of the world, where something ancient and intelligent dreams. A third claims the planet is not a planet at all, but an egg, and that they heard the heartbeat of what lies within. The contradictions, the scientists argue, prove their falsehood.

I know now that contradictions prove nothing. They prove only that the planet shows each visitor a different face, tailored to their particular madness.

I am, or was, a man of reason. I am, I fear, also a fool. And on the day my vessel, the Xenon's Folly, entered the gravitational embrace of that world, my folly reached its terrible zenith.
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​Part Two: The Descent Into Maelstrom
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My approach was made at the northern pole, that single point where the planet-wide shroud of tempestuous clouds thins to a mere haze. It is the traditional point of ingress for the madmen who came before me, and tradition, even a suicidal one, seemed the wisest course. For six hours I decelerated, my ship's engines firing in controlled bursts against the pull of that malevolent sphere. During this time, I maintained communication with the beacon I had left in open space—a sturdy device that would receive my transmissions and relay them to the Galactic Community, ensuring that whatever became of me, some knowledge would escape that gods-forsaken world.

As my corvette, the Xenon's Folly, pierced the upper atmosphere, the cockpit erupted into a cacophony of alarms. Every sensor, every diagnostic tool, screamed in protest. The hull, reinforced to withstand the press of a gas giant, groaned and shuddered as if gripped by a living thing. I had been under photon cannon fire that was less violent than this mere descent. The ship bucked and twisted, fighting my control inputs with a will of its own, as if the atmosphere itself were a conscious entity determined to shake me apart.

At eighty meters above the putative sea level, the chaos subsided with an abruptness that was itself unsettling. The alarms fell silent, replaced by a low, humming unease that seemed to emanate not from the ship but from the very air around me. The external thermometer became a thing of nightmare, leaping from sixty to eighty degrees Celsius and back again in the span of a heartbeat, the fluctuations following no pattern I could discern. Such thermal instability, so far from the system's weak star, defied explanation. I could only surmise that the planet's core was a seething, unnatural furnace, its heat bleeding upwards through a crust thin as paper, creating thermal eddies and currents that would confound any known model of planetary geology.

Below me, the ocean churned. It was not water as we know it, but a thick, sewage-like broth of umber and ochre, heaving in great, sluggish swells that rose and fell with a rhythm too regular to be natural. With every pop of its viscous bubbles, clouds of orange, noxious fume were belched into the already poisonous air, rising in columns that twisted and dispersed with agonizing slowness. The stench, even filtered through my ship's environmental systems, was indescribable—a reek of primordial decay, of things rotting that had never been alive, of chemical processes that should not occur in any organic context.

It was from this abominable deep that the first true horror revealed itself.

Great serpentine shapes, easily two meters in diameter and reaching lengths that defied the eye, erupted from the murk with terrifying speed. Their scales were the colour of dried blood, overlaid with patterns of iridescent black that seemed to shift and flow as they moved. Their eyes, clustered in grotesque knots upon their wedge-shaped heads, held only a ravenous, mindless intent—and yet, as I watched, I could have sworn that those eyes recognized me, that they held not merely hunger but a kind of malevolent awareness.

They took to the air with an impossible grace, their sinuous bodies propelling them toward my ship with terrifying speed. I loosed a barrage of fifty-millimeter munitions, the kinetic impacts tearing through their flesh with satisfying violence. Black ichor sprayed from their wounds, but they seemed to feel no pain, no cessation of purpose. They simply kept coming, their bodies healing even as I watched, the wounds closing, the flesh regenerating. One of them struck the hull with its full mass, and the impact sent me spiraling, forcing me to retreat south, my heart a frantic drum against my ribs.

I flew for fifty miles, the ocean below me a constant threat. From its depths, leviathans would rise without warning. One, a titan of absolute blackness, possessed a maw that opened not like a jaw, but like the unfolding petals of a lotus, revealing a spiraling vortex of teeth that seemed to continue indefinitely into its gullet. It launched itself from the water with a speed that defied its bulk, and only a desperate, instinctive lurch of my controls saved me from being engulfed. As it crashed back into the sea, it was immediately set upon by thousands of smaller, parasitic things—creatures that had been riding on its back, waiting for this very moment. Its dying scream was a low-frequency rumble that vibrated through my hull and into my very bones, a sound of such profound agony that I found myself weeping without understanding why.

This, I realized with a chill that my suit's climate control could not abate, was the sole law of this world: to consume, or be consumed. There was no escape from this equation, no refuge, no neutrality. Everything ate, and everything was eaten, in an eternal cycle that had no beginning and promised no end.
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​Part Three: The Continent and Its Horrors
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Hours later—though my chronometer had already begun to behave erratically, sometimes racing forward, other times crawling with maddening slowness—the continent hove into view. It was a vista of primordial chaos such as I had never witnessed in all my travels across the galaxy. Black, flattened forests sprawled inland, their trees resembling nothing so much as petrified tentacles reaching toward a sky that promised only poison and death. The leaves, if they could be called such, were broad and leathery, glistening with some viscous secretion that dripped slowly to the ground below.

On the horizon, titanic tornadoes swirled, their funnels a sickening mélange of brown, black, and orange, crackling with constant, earth-tearing lightning. These were not the tornadoes of any sane world. They were hundreds of miles across, their bases touching the ground while their peaks vanished into the upper atmosphere. They moved with purpose, with direction, carving paths of destruction that were not random but deliberate. I watched one approach a mountain range, and rather than being broken by the peaks, it simply consumed them, tearing away stone and soil and reducing solid rock to swirling dust in a matter of minutes.

I spent further hours scouting for a clearing, a plain, any place where a man might set his foot without being instantly set upon by the ravenous ecology. Twice I had to climb rapidly to escape swarms of flying creatures that resembled nothing so much as winged polyps, their bodies translucent, their internal organs visible as dark shapes shifting within. They did not pursue me beyond a certain altitude, as if respecting boundaries that I could not see.

It was not a clearing I found, however. It was something that should not exist, something that contradicted every official record, every scientific assessment, every sane expectation of what this world contained.

It was a pyramid.
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​Part Four: The Pyramid That Remembered
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It stood in a clearing of its own making, a colossal monolith of pitch-black stone that drank the sickly light of the distant sun and returned nothing—no reflection, no glint, no hint of its true nature. It was a structure that should not exist. The official record stated, with absolute certainty, that this planet had been inimical to life, let alone intelligence, since its fiery birth. Yet here was proof, undeniable and awe-inspiring, of a purpose, a plan, a mind.

I estimated its height at nearly two kilometers, its base covering an area that would have encompassed a small city. The geometry was wrong, however. Try as I might, I could not make the angles resolve into anything my mind could comfortably process. What appeared from one angle to be a perfect square became, from another, a pentagon, or a hexagon, or a shape for which Euclidean geometry has no name. The pyramid did not merely exist in three dimensions; it seemed to hint at others, to suggest directions of space that my senses could not perceive but my hindbrain could feel, pressing against the limits of my consciousness like a headache that precedes a seizure.

And it was pristine. It bore no moss, no lichen, no scar of age. Its surface was as shiny and new as the day it was forged, a silent testament to some unknown, indestructible material. I brought the Xenon's Folly to a hover at the level of its apex, my ship's systems protesting the proximity of such a massive object. Donning my reinforced suit—a masterpiece of engineering designed to withstand the worst environments the galaxy could offer—I cycled the airlock and stepped into the hellish atmosphere.

The heat was immediate, a suffocating weight that seeped past the suit's defences and prickled my skin with a fey unease. The air was thick, almost gelatinous, and my jetpack struggled to provide adequate thrust. I flew to the apex, my progress slow, my heart pounding with a mixture of fear and exhilaration such as I had not felt in decades.

The onyx surface was flawless, a mirror to my own fearful visor. I could see my reflection staring back at me—the pale face, the wide eyes, the trembling lips—and behind that reflection, I could see the sky, the clouds, the distant tornadoes. The surface showed me everything, and showed me nothing. I reached out a gauntleted hand to touch it.

The moment my finger made contact, the solid stone dissolved.

It became a viscous, clinging tar, black as the void between stars, black as the space between thoughts. It surged up my arm and leg with a horrible, eager speed, pulling me down, into it. I screamed, a futile sound lost in the thick air, and ignited my jetpack to full power. The strain was immense, a battle between human ingenuity and inhuman will. For a terrible moment, I felt myself losing, felt the tar's cold grip tightening, felt it beginning to seep through the microscopic imperfections in my suit's seals.

I tore free with a surge of desperate strength, but the tar clung to my right limbs, spreading like a cancer, like a stain upon reality itself. Landing shakily on the dead zone surrounding the pyramid—a ring of bare, blackened earth where nothing grew and nothing moved—I fumbled for my multi-tool and applied the blowtorch to my own suit. The tar sizzled, writhed, and finally burned away, but not before I felt it pulse against the flame, as if responding to the pain with a rage of its own. The memory of its cold, purposeful touch remained, a phantom limb of horror that I feel even now as I write these words.

The base of the pyramid was ringed by this same black, semi-liquid territory, a dead zone where no jungle life dared encroach. I walked its perimeter, my boots sinking slightly into the spongy ground, and observed the border between this zone and the ravenous forest beyond. The trees at the edge were not passive. Their vines would lash out toward me, stopping just short of the dead zone as if hitting an invisible barrier. Fist-sized fruits would detonate into clouds of needle-sharp spines that rattled against my suit with the force of bullets, but none crossed the threshold.

I spent an hour circling the immense structure, searching for a seam, a door, a crack, any indication that this was a constructed thing rather than a natural formation. There was nothing. It was a single, seamless mass, and it was alive—not with the life of biology, but with the life of intent, of purpose, of awareness. I could feel it watching me, could feel its attention pressing against my consciousness like a weight upon my soul.

Exhausted and unnerved—for the constant vigilance required to survive even these few hours had drained me more than any physical exertion—I decided to return to my ship and rest. As I ascended, a roar erupted from the jungle behind me. It was a sound of such terrible volume and bestial fury that it seemed to shake the very atmosphere, a sound that contained within it not merely anger but a kind of cosmic rage, as if the world itself were offended by my continued existence.

I did not investigate. My courage, I found, had a limit.

When I returned to the pyramid's location after a few hours of fitful rest, it was gone. The clearing was empty. A part of me had expected this, had known with the certainty of nightmare that the pyramid was not a fixed thing but a visitor, an event rather than an object. I attributed it to a navigation error, the cursed magnetic fields finally addling my instruments, but deep within I knew the truth: the pyramid had moved, had chosen to be elsewhere, and I had no power to track it.

I found instead a deep chasm in the earth, a ragged wound in the planet's skin, and settled the Folly into its shadow, activating every camouflage and stealth protocol I possessed. Sleep was a mockery. The proximity sensors shrieked all through the "night"—if such a term can apply to a world where darkness and light follow no predictable pattern—painting the darkness with phantom signatures that approached, circled, and departed without ever becoming visible. Once, the ground rumbled, and the chasm walls began to close, forcing me to flee into the open with seconds to spare.

When the light returned—a sullen, grudging illumination that seemed to seep through the clouds rather than shine—my chronometer claimed only four hours had passed. I had been awake for what felt like days, had fought for my life multiple times, had witnessed horrors beyond description, and the clock insisted that only four hours had elapsed. The day-night cycle here was either a lie, or my perception of time was already beginning to fray beyond repair.
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​Part Five: The War of Continents
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The following cycles—for I can no longer call them days—blurred into a single, horrific montage. I flew across the continent, recording what I saw, taking samples when possible, always watching, always fleeing. And what I witnessed defied everything I thought I knew about life, about ecology, about the nature of existence itself.

The continents themselves were at war.

I do not speak metaphorically. The black forest I had fled was engaged in a slow, grinding conflict with a neighbouring plain of waist-high, razor-edged grass that stretched to the horizon. The border between them was a no-man's-land of constant, chemical warfare. The grass would send out tendrils to strangle the trees at the edge of the forest; the trees would retaliate by bursting into clouds of toxic, flammable spore that would ignite the grass, the flames spreading in both directions. And in the midst of this conflagration, creatures would emerge from both sides—things that scuttled and crawled and flew—to feed upon the dying, only to be consumed in turn by the advancing front.

The biomes were not collections of individual organisms. They were singular, gargantuan entities, each a continent-sized consciousness spread across thousands of square miles, each engaged in eternal warfare with its neighbours for the simple, terrible purpose of being. The forest was one thing, thinking one thought, hungering one hunger. The grass was another. The mountains, I would later learn, were a third.

I witnessed the ocean attack the land. A tidal wave of boiling, acidic water surged up a beach and continued inland for miles, dissolving everything in its path—soil, rock, vegetation, creatures—and then, as if satisfied with its conquest, retreated, leaving behind a barren wasteland that steamed and bubbled for hours before the jungle began its slow, patient advance to reclaim what had been lost.

I witnessed the sky attack the ground. A tornado of the kind I had seen before descended upon a mountain range and simply removed a peak, tearing it apart molecule by molecule, scattering it across the continent in a rain of pulverized stone that killed everything it touched.

And through it all, the wind whispered.
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​Part Six: The Voice in the Wind
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I had noticed the whispering almost from the moment I entered the atmosphere, but I had dismissed it as the product of wind moving across my hull, or the inevitable psychological stress of isolation in a hostile environment. By the third—or perhaps the fifth—cycle, I could no longer maintain that comfortable delusion.

The wind spoke.

It spoke in voices that were almost human, almost comprehensible, almost familiar. They were the voices of the researchers who had come before me, the thousands who had been swallowed by this world. I heard them in the howl of the tornadoes, in the rustle of the black leaves, in the pop and bubble of the boiling seas. They whispered warnings, pleas, fragments of prayers to gods that did not exist. They whispered secrets about the planet, about the pyramid, about the things that dwelt in the darkness between stars. And they whispered my name.
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