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​A Report on the Metaphysical Contagion at Station Armad B
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It is with a soul scoured by horrors that defy the sane architecture of our cosmos that I set down this account. Let it serve not as a record of triumph, but as a dire and final warning.

In the third quarter of the Galactic Year, from the forgotten and dust-choked peripheries of Sector B11, a whisper reached the ears of the Freedom Federation—a whisper of a miracle. From the remote scientific outpost, Armad B, it was claimed that a scientist named Clarson Yang had achieved the impossible. He had not merely theorized, but had physically breached the quantum veil, tapping into a dimension hitherto considered the fever-dream of mystics and mad mathematicians. From this trans-dimensional fount, he professed, flowed an infinite and ceaseless torrent of energy.

The implications were staggering. A universe bleeding its lifeblood out in a slow, entropic decline could be revitalized. The energy crisis that had throttled progress for centuries would be but a footnote in the grand epic of our ascent. A delegation was dispatched with haste, and I, in my capacity as official scribe, was to be the eye and hand that would record this glorious dawn for posterity. My companion, Agent Valerius, was to be its sword and shield.

Our first glimpse of Armad B should have been our first warning. We were accustomed to the gleaming, sterile perfection of Federation installations, monuments to order and reason. Armad B was a leprous, decaying thing. A miasma of neglect hung about it like a shroud. Upon docking, we were met not by an honour guard or even a functioning automaton, but by a silence thick with the odours of sulfur, ozone, and unwholesome decay. The very air had a galvanic taste, as if one were licking the terminals of a dying battery.

The station’s interior was a labyrinth of filth. The walls, in damper sections, were festooned with a sickly, phosphorescent moss, and a black, vein-like fungus crept from the corners, as if the station itself were succumbing to a strange and alien blight. The cleaning automata, we later learned, had long been cannibalized for their parts, their silent, dutiful ghosts now forming the guts of some new, unholy machine.

Through this squalor, a figure emerged to greet us. It was Clarson Yang himself. He was a caricature of the mad genius: a scarecrow figure draped in a white coat so thoroughly stained with chemicals, nutrient paste, and dark, rust-coloured blotches that it resembled a painter’s rag. His hair, a greasy, chaotic mass, stood in electrified tufts, and behind thick, smudged spectacles, his eyes burned with a fever-bright, ecstatic fire.

He spoke in a torrent, words tumbling over one another in a frantic, breathless cascade of quantum mechanics and metaphysical theory that left us bewildered. He seemed a man so full of a terrible, joyous energy that his very flesh could barely contain it. After Valerius’s firm but gentle insistence, he composed himself, though the manic energy still crackled beneath his skin. He dismissed our unsubtle remarks concerning the station's state with a wave of a grimy hand. "We are men of science, not janitors!" he chirped. "A little hygienic sacrifice is a small price to pay for the keys to creation! We eat when we remember, we sleep when we collapse. The work is all that matters!"

It was a sentiment of such fanatical devotion that it was unsettling. We were shown to our quarters—rooms as neglected as the rest—and no sooner had we set down our packs than Clarson’s manic energy abruptly and terrifyingly imploded. His face went slack, his eyes dulled, and a pallor like that of a week-old corpse spread across his features. He hunched over, clutching his abdomen. "Forgive me," he rasped, his voice now a weak, sloppy drawl. "A sudden... illness. The work... it takes its toll. I require 24 hours of rest. Do not... disturb me." Before we could protest, he shuffled away, his gait that of a man a hundred years his senior.

We spent the next day in a state of growing unease. Our exploration of the station yielded nothing but more filth and a deepening, oppressive silence. We found but one other soul amidst the dereliction: a hunched, mole-like man, his face nearly welded to the circuit board he was soldering. Our attempts at communication were met first with unnerving silence, and then with a sudden, violent outburst of rage. He shrieked at us to leave, to let him work, his voice a raw, grating sound of pure, undiluted hostility. We retreated, the distinct impression forming that this was not a scientific outpost, but a sanatorium where the inmates were in charge.

The silence of Armad B was not an empty thing. It was a listening, predatory silence. The station, designed for a crew of dozens, felt not merely empty, but actively depopulated, as if some silent, unseen predator had picked it clean. Our attempt to contact our ship for an outbound transmission was met with a wall of hissing, clawing static. We were trapped.

Precisely 24 hours after his departure, Clarson reappeared at our door. The change was again so profound as to be monstrous. Gone was the manic prophet and the sickly invalid. In their place stood a man consumed by a palpable, gnawing fear. He was hunched and wary, his eyes darting into the darkened corners of the corridor. He spoke in a hoarse whisper, rambling about 'wave-function collapse' and 'ontological contamination.' When we pressed him for a demonstration of his quantum breaker, his face contorted in a mask of sudden, choleric rage. "When it is ready!" he snarled, his voice a low thunder. "Wait in your rooms until you are summoned!" He then turned and fled, his footsteps echoing a frantic, panicked rhythm down the decaying hall.

That night, I was awoken by a sound that will haunt my dreams until the end of my days. From the corridors came a dreadful, dragging gait, the clank-scrape, clank-scrape of metal on metal, accompanied by a heavy, wet stump. It was the sound of misaligned anatomy, of something large and broken and utterly unnatural limping through the dark. It was punctuated by the occasional high, piercing screech of stressed metal, a sound that suggested the very architecture of the station was protesting its own violation. I lay in my bunk, clutching my service pistol, my eyes fixed on the door, my heart a frantic drum against my ribs. I did not dare to venture out.

In the morning, as Valerius and I discussed the nocturnal horror, Clarson appeared once more. And again, he was a different man. This Clarson was composed, his voice a slow, confident, and professional baritone. He was an uncanny imitation of a sane and reasonable man, a mask of lucidity stretched thin over the roiling chaos beneath. He apologized for his "episodes," blaming the immense strain of his work. He spoke of conversing with a "Miss Robinson" that very morning, a colleague in quantum weaponization. Yet we knew, with a certainty that chilled us to the marrow, that there was no Miss Robinson. There was only the silence, the filth, and the thing that limped in the night.

"The project is ready for its unveiling," he announced, a strange, predatory gleam in his eyes. "Be in the main hall of Block 3 in precisely six hours. I will find you." When we asked for directions, he laughed, a dry, rasping sound. "All that wandering and you still do not know this place? Simply walk. You will arrive."

Our journey to Block 3 was a descent into a deeper layer of this industrial hell. The farther we walked, the more profound the decay became. The pale moss gave way to thick, pulsating fungal growths, and the walls wept a black, viscous substance that smelled of burnt sugar and decay. We finally arrived at a cavernous, poorly-lit hall, a cyclopean space from which countless corridors branched off like the legs of some titanic insect.

Six hours to the second, Clarson emerged from one of the darkened maws. The mask of composure was still in place, but cracks were showing. A manic tremor agitated his hands, and his breathing was shallow and fast. "It is time," he hissed, and led us down a corridor even more foul than the last.

We entered his laboratory. The floor was submerged in a living, bituminous ichor that clung to our boots. In the center of the chamber stood his creation, the Quantum Breaker. It was a blasphemy of engineering, a cancerous growth of twisted metal, coiled wires, and humming, arcane machinery that converged upon a central, spherical frame. Wires and pipes snaked down from the ceiling, which was coated in the same black, tar-like substance as the floor. It was less a machine and more the exposed, beating heart of some terrible, metallic beast.

As we gazed upon it, Clarson’s sanity finally and completely shattered. "I can feel it!" he shrieked, a strange, vaporous steam rising from his skin. "The gateway is opening! The communion is at hand!"

A deep hum filled the air, and a dark, violet energy, the colour of a deep bruise on the skin of reality, arced through the contraption, pouring into the central sphere. It coalesced into a roiling, incandescent ball of violet plasma.

"Is this your breakthrough, Professor?" Valerius asked, his hand resting on his sidearm. "A ball of purple gas?"

Clarson’s face split into a terrifying grin. "Observe, you fool," he whispered. He stepped forward and plunged his hand into the violet sphere. The energy did not burn him. It flowed into him, outlining his skeleton in a ghastly violet light. He became a vessel for this alien power. He turned his gaze upon Valerius, stretched out his now-glowing hand, and clenched his fist.

Valerius did not even have time to scream. He was not crushed; he was unmade. His form collapsed inward with a sickening, wet implosion, becoming a compressed, obscene ball of flesh, bone, and organs. A fountain of blood and viscera erupted, painting the walls, the machine, and my own horrified face. I stood frozen, my mind a blank slate of pure, unadulterated terror. Then, the blood itself began to move, slithering in crimson rivers from the surfaces it had coated, flowing into the machine, which absorbed it with a hungry, slurping sound. The violet plasma flared, turning a brilliant, blinding white.

"Do not be afraid!" the thing wearing Clarson's skin cried out, its voice a chorus of alien harmonies. "His substance was a necessary libation! You see, this 'energy' is not empty! It is a cosmos unto itself! It is a consciousness! When I first touched it, it gifted me with its knowledge—an ancient, primordial grammar of creation!"

He held up his hand. A shape began to form in his palm, coalescing from the very air. It resolved itself into a perfect, red apple. He took a bite, chewed, and then threw the fruit at my feet. It looked like an apple, but I knew with every fiber of my being that it was a blasphemous parody, a thing that had the geometry of fruit but none of its soul.

"I have wed my mind to the endlessness beyond the veil!" he roared. "I can teach base potentiality the grammar of form! I can create matter from will! I am the new god of this reality, and all of creation will be my scripture! But the communion requires tribute! It requires life! Go back to your masters! Show them what I have achieved! Tell them I require more lambs for the slaughter, more minds and flesh to fuel my ascension!"

He raised his hand again, and this time a thick, raw steak materialized, dripping a dark, unfamiliar fluid. He cast it to the floor beside the apple. "Take these sacraments! Show them to your priests of science! They will understand! Now RUN! Flee before I decide your life is a more potent offering than your message!"

I did not need to be told twice. I turned and ran, my feet slipping in the ichor and blood. As I fled, the very corridor began to writhe and twist around me, the laws of geometry coming undone. The walls flowed like liquid, the floor bucked beneath my feet. A terrible, echoing laughter pursued me, the laughter of Clarson and the abyss that had consumed him. By some miracle, I found my way to the ship and launched, and as I looked back at the station, I saw that it too was changing, its rigid, metallic form warping and pulsing, becoming a great, cancerous, living tumor upon the skin of space.
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