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Chapter 1: The Nameless Bay Beneath the Stars
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The sea never sleeps at the Nameless Bay.

Even on windless nights, it murmurs with an ancient, feverish cadence — a language not meant for human tongues. The villagers of Darnmouth, a dwindling seaside relic clinging to the edge of the Atlantic like moss on a rotting tombstone, no longer listen to it. They know better.

The bay, they say, remembers.

I arrived in Darnmouth under a moonless sky, seeking solitude and silence — a sabbatical from the frenetic pulse of academia. My name is Dr. Henry Malloran, ethnographer and specialist in obscure coastal folklore. I’d read fragments about this cursed inlet in journals so faded their ink seemed to bleed like wounds. The place was once known to the ancients — under names whispered in Akkadian, Phoenician, and stranger tongues. Always associated with drowning dreams and disappearing fishermen. But the modern world had forgotten it. I had not.

The cottage I rented was old, its floorboards warped and weeping brine as though the sea had claimed part of it already. Locals avoided my gaze. Their eyes had the sheen of things seen in the dark. There was no inn, no tavern. Just silence. And the constant, wet voice of the tide.

That first night, I dreamed of salt.

It wasn’t just a sensation — it was presence. Salt that crept into my mouth, my nostrils, my pores. A crushing weight pressed against me in sleep, and I awoke gasping, my throat dry, my window open though I’d latched it before sleep.

Beyond, the stars glittered like shattered glass scattered across black silk — but they were wrong. Too many. Too close. They pulsed in rhythms I could feel in my bones.

The next day, I wandered the bay’s edge, recording the murmurs of the tide. There were no seabirds. No crabs. Only a bleached, lifeless expanse that stank of ancient things. Strange symbols were etched in the rocks — spirals within spirals, holes that seemed to descend too deep.

As I examined them, I noticed something odd: a ringing in my ears, as though my blood were singing in resonance with a sound just beyond human perception. When I stepped away, it ceased. When I stepped closer, it returned.

I could not stop myself. That night, I descended the narrow cliffside path to the water’s edge.

And I listened.

It spoke.

Not in words, no — but in memory. Visions flooded my mind like crashing waves: towers submerged beneath cyclopean waves; a moon that wept blood onto the ocean; voices rising in dreadful harmony, calling out to something vast and hungering.

I awoke the next morning with wet footprints leading from my door to my bed.



Each night, the dreams deepened. I stood upon non-Euclidean shores beneath black suns, watching cities breathe and mountains crawl. I saw a shape in the sky that blocked the stars — not with shadow, but with awareness. Something watched me back. Its eyes were everywhere. And I began to speak in my sleep, chanting syllables I could not recognize, in a voice not mine.

I tried to leave. I packed my things and started toward the only road out of town. But the sea called. My ears rang with unbearable static until I turned back. My legs betrayed me. I crawled back to the cottage like a dying dog. That night, I screamed in the dark, but no one came. Or perhaps... someone did.

The next morning, there was a new carving on the rocks.

A figure with arms raised to the stars. Beneath it, a mouth — open, devouring, ancient.

I had not carved it.



On the seventh night, I found the cave.

The tide had receded further than usual, exposing a yawning maw in the cliffside. Drawn by instinct or madness, I descended with a lantern and my notebook. The air was thick with rot, the ground slick with phosphorescent slime. The deeper I went, the more the walls breathed. I am not being poetic — they moved, pulsed, exhaled a rhythm I felt in my skull.

Then I saw them.

Not statues. Not paintings. Not fossils. Beings — half-formed, trapped in the walls like embryos waiting for time to finish its work. Dozens, hundreds, all facing the same direction: downward.

I followed their gaze.

At the bottom, I found the altar. A circle of black stone, inscribed with spirals, blood grooves, and stars in patterns that defied constellations. In the center — a pool. Not of water. Of something else. Something thicker. Reflective.

It showed me truth.

I saw the world without skin — stripped of illusion. Time as a spiral, not a line. Reality as a cage forged by blind gods. I saw myself — not as a man, but a vessel. A mouth. A key.

The pool whispered my name backwards.

Henry Malloran

Narollam Yrneh

It said I had always been here. That I would return. That I had never left.

I dipped my hand in.

I awoke on the shoreline, half-buried in sand, the surf licking my face.

But something had changed.

My veins pulsed with brine. My shadow twitched out of sync with the sun. My eyes could no longer forget what they had seen — what I had become.



Now, I live in the bay.

Not in the cottage — that burned last week, its flames green and silent.

I sleep in the cave. The others have begun to stir. I feel them moving in the stone. Soon, the tide will rise to its final height. The stars will align. The watchers will wake.

And the sea will open its true mouth.

So if you hear the ocean calling — do not answer.

Some knowledge costs more than your life.

Some bays should remain nameless.
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Chapter 2: Echoes in the Forgotten Library
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They say the library doesn’t exist on any map — not anymore.

A crumbling vestige of knowledge, long hidden in the fog-choked hills of New England, the Forgotten Library was built before the founding of the town that now surrounds it like a nervous child hugging a sleeping beast. Locals don’t speak of it. The land records list nothing. No address, no blueprints, no name. But if you follow the crows at dusk, and if your shadow stretches longer than it should, you might find yourself standing before the iron-bound doors.

I did.

Not by chance — but by obsession.

My name is Elias Rhames, and I’ve spent the better part of a decade chasing legends whispered in marginalia and footnotes: references to a “Library Beyond Thought,” where books write themselves in your sleep and forgotten gods whisper secrets through parchment. My research pointed again and again to a place that could not be found by intention — only by invitation.

I received mine in the mail. A single page.

“You are ready. Come at sundown. Bring nothing but silence.”

No return address. The ink smelled faintly of salt and rust. The words pulsed under light like veins.
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