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Alien Parasite: 
Cannot speak. Can move the body 
around and make physical 
decisions (where to go, what to do, 
etc). Senses are limited and can be 
compromised. 

 
 
 
 

NPC & Environmental events and actions 

Human Host:  
Can speak internally, to the parasite. Cannot move the 
body at all. Has all normal human senses and may 
notice things the alien cannot. 

 You stand on one side of a canal that splits two strips of 
land apart. In the distance on the far side, the land 
appears to rise. All else around you is still water as far as 
your eyes can see. There are flickers of warm life under 
the surface of the canal, but the water obscures any 
details. 
 
Behind you, the wreckage of your small plane smoulders. 
It glows red-hot, and you can still see the trail of its 
descent like an afterimage seared into the sky. 
 
You can’t figure out how to talk aloud, but you can 
understand the host when it speaks to you, and can nod or 
shake your head in response to it. It doesn’t seem to have 
any bearing on the situation; it is just a small voice, sharing 
this body with you. 

 

 It is about a hundred meters to the other side, and the 
water looks deep and black. During high tide, the area 
where you are would be covered in water over your head. 
You stand amongst a series of budding blue knee-high 
plants, sinking a few inches in the mud with every step. 
 
The canal between the two islands of land is dotted 
liberally with giant musty-green leaves, like thick lilypads, 
each wide enough for you to lie down easily upon them. 
They look as though they may be sturdy enough to take 
your weight. 

 

I move closer to the water and 
attempt to investigate what might lie 
under the surface. 

  

 The water below it is inky black but contains a strong 
current. The lilypads must be rooted to the far bottom of 
the estuary floor, or else have their roots intertwined 
together so that they do not drift away.  You cannot see far 
into the depths. 

 

 It is not a sharp drop into the water, so you can wade out 
some distance, potentially. 

 

I take a few cautious steps into the 
water. 

  

 The water comes up to your knees after only a few steps, 
and you can feel the current tugging at your pants as it 
seeps through your boots. The mud makes it hard to lift 
your feet. 

 

  “COLD COLD COLD oh god that’s cold. Can we not go 
in here.” 

 There is a voice in your head, a strange unpleasant 
reminder of the host that is unfamiliar to you. It itches at 
the back of your mind, unable to be turned off. 

 

 Despite not moving, it seems that the water is rising a little. 
It must be low tide currently, but perhaps not for much 
longer. 

 

  “There isn’t much time if I want to get across… Hello? 
Can you hear me?” 

a p p e n d i x  D
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I huff and growl. The body’s voice is 
strange to me. I continue wading 
across the water, less cautiously 
now. 

  

 The water is up to your chest before you find yourself 
without any ground beneath you. Large lilypad-like plants 
bump around you and your feet tangle in their roots. You 
might be able to climb up on one. 

 

  “See those things? They might be able to hold us up. 
I’d rather not freeze to death if you plan on crossing.” 

  “Let’s just be...cautious. I’m not sure how safe this is.” 

 As you tread water, you feel something curl curiously 
around your ankle.  

 

  “Did you feel something?” 

I shriek as best as this body can, 
and scramble to get on one of the 
lilypads. No no no no no. 

  

 The lilypad rocks as you climb onto it, but you’re able to 
clamber up.  

 

  “You shouldn’t stay here long. I dunno what that was, 
but I don’t trust it.” 

 It’s getting dark - night is drawing on - but you think you 
might be able to jump to the next lilypad. 

 

I try my best to measure the 
distance. After a moment to steady 
the lilypad I’m currently on, I 
attempt a running jump. 

  

 You manage to land clumsily on the nearest lilypad.   

 You pause for a second to catch your breath, and when 
you look up again, you see two lilypads side by side in 
your path. A moment earlier, you were sure there was only 
one. They look almost identical. The left is slightly smaller, 
the right is slightly plumper. There is no other way to cross 
than to choose one to jump to, or to turn back. 

 

  “Let’s try for the smaller one. I can guide you closer to 
it. Take a few steps over, maybe…” 

 Your vision is getting worse in the dark. You can only see 
a couple meters ahead of you, and the twin moons aren’t 
giving you much light. 

 

  “Maybe 15 degrees over. God, do you understand 
degrees? I hope so.” 

I take a few steps--slightly bigger 
steps than I intended, but not too 
bad. 

  

 You jump to the left lilypad. It rocks a little, and then starts 
to sink rapidly underwater. You barely have time to get to 
your feet before the water is past your ankles. 

 

  “Shit shit shit, okay, bad plan maybe.” 

 In the darkness, it is hard to understand what is going on 
around you. There is a lilypad ahead of you and another to 
your right. 
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  “Try ahead. Just leap as far as you can, try to feel for 
it.” 

I leap wildly, trying to land on all 
fours on the pad. 

  

 You get your hands on the lilypad ahead of you, but 
sodden wet, it is hard for you to hit your target and you 
suddenly find yourself struggling to tread water again.  

 

 The lilypads behind you continue sinking out of sight, and 
you feel what could be jaws fastening on your leg. No 
teeth, but a definite pulling sensation. 

 

  “All right, new plan. Let’s get as far as fucking possible 
from this place, yeah?” 

  “There’s something odd under the water, can you see it 
at all?” 

I don’t have time to look down at the 
water--I’m too busy struggling to get 
my leg away from whatever is down 
there. 

  

 You kick out at the creature pulling you under and it seems 
to hesitate briefly, but doesn’t let go. Its tactic appears to 
be to hold on until the prey gets too tired and stops trying 
to get away. 

 

  “What do we have on us? Something to cut this thing 
away with?” 

 You have a small flashlight in your breast pocket and a 
pocket knife with associated equipment in your jeans 
pocket. 

 

  “Let’s try to calm down and see if we can hack through 
it, and I’ll try to guide us back onto the lilypad if we can 
make it. I can’t stay in the water much longer.” 

I take a few deep breaths, trying to 
conserve the body’s strength, and 
nod in agreement. I feel for the knife 
in my pocket and manage to take it 
out, but I’m not really sure where to 
go from there. 

  

 You feel steadier, and it appears the creature isn’t trying to 
pull you any deeper, but it’s certainly not interested in 
letting go. It is very cold. 

 

  “Maybe agitating it won’t do us much good… Try using 
the blunt end of the knife, prod at it. Maybe it’ll let us go 
if we bother it enough.” 

 Your fingers are numb, but you’re able to keep a firm grip 
on the knife.  

 

I try to poke at it with the blunt end, 
careful not to make my movements 
too sudden. It’s a little hard for me 
to figure out exactly where the 
creature is, so I focus on poking 
directly at the jaw where it’s 
attached to my leg. 

  

 You fumble underwater with the knife, seeming to do 
nothing with the first few jabs, but finally you seem to have 
some success. You feel the jaws loosen in what might be 
surprise. It isn’t for long, however, but it is a little wary now. 
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  “Can we try to wriggle free? Is it loose enough?” 

I growl, unsure, but I try to dart 
forward all the same. 

  

 With a kick that seems to surprise the creature, you move 
forwards in the water and free your leg. You’re now 
treading water freely. There are a few large lily-pads 
nearby.  

 

  “I’m so tired, and cold… Please…” 

  “Nearby, some more lilypads, can you see?” 

I nod in affirmation and try to swim 
to the nearest lilypad. The body isn’t 
responding as well as I want it to. 

  

 You feel very heavy and clouded, but you are able to swim 
to the nearest lilypad. With some trouble, you pull yourself 
out of the water. 
 
You can see the shore in the distance now, even in the 
darkness. It isn’t far to go. 

 

  “Can we stay afloat on the pad? Shoreline is close, I 
can see it from here. Maybe there’s some way to 
paddle across.” 

I try sticking just my hands into the 
water and paddling like that. 

  

 Slowly, you’re able to paddle the lilypad closer to the 
shore. You are numb but the method is relatively 
successful. Soon, the water is shallow enough for you to 
wade to shore. 

 

 Ahead of you is a semi-aquatic jungle - currently, it is 
above the water level, but it shows the unmistakable signs 
of being regularly submerged. There is the faint humming 
and clicking of a variety of small night-time animals in the 
trees. You can’t see them in the darkness, but you can see 
the tiny flickers of heat from their bodies through the 
leaves. 

 

 There are faint lights in the distance to the north, crackling 
above the treetops. They fade away after a few minutes, 
and appear human-made. 

 

  “Fireworks, probably. The town is probably setting 
them off--we must be close. We need to work together 
to get through this vegetation, though.” 

I nod, and start walking slowly in the 
direction of the lights. I can’t see 
much, but as long as I can see the 
lights I’ll know where to go. 

  

 You find yourself limping slightly, but the jungle does not 
seem to pose much of a threat. Everything is damp and full 
of quiet scurrying life, but no large predators seem to be 
lurking around. 
 
The tops of the trees close off the sky, however, and it is 
difficult to keep the lights directly ahead of you. 

 

 You hear a noise through the trees. It sounds like a voice, 
but distorted and unintelligible. It is ahead of you in the 
general direction of the lights, but you are not yet close 
enough that it can be the source of them. 

 



  “Are those humans? Are people nearby? Maybe they 
can help guide you through here to the settlement! Off 
to your left, they’re near there I think.” 

I’m wary at the idea, but I start to 
move to the left anyway. This body 
isn’t doing so well, finding others 
might be the smartest thing to do. 

  

 You walk towards the noise of voices. They grow clearer, 
but you still cannot understand the words. There is a bright 
light through the trees in a clearing ahead of you, and as 
you get closer you see that it’s a halogen lamp, lighting a 
puddle of ground in front of a large silver domed building. 
There are two men in front of it, talking. One has a 
handgun at his hip; the other has a glass of beer. 

 

  “You see them, right? Let’s just try to approach 
carefully--I don’t want to scare them. Try smiling a 
little.” 

I nod, and walk very slowly towards 
the men. I try to smile without 
showing my teeth. I make it very 
clear with my walk that the body 
has a limp--I’m hoping they’ll take 
pity on me and I won’t have to talk. 
I’m not sure if I can do talking so 
well. 

  

 The men glance up from their conversation, falling silent. 
The one drinking puts down his glass and calls out to you. 
 
You cannot understand what he says, but his tone is 
cautiously friendly. 

 

  “They’re asking why I’m here and why I look… bad. 
Just try to look harmless. We have an ID they might 
want to see.” 

 You will struggle to talk in this body, although you can try 
to mimic speech you hear others say.  

 

I make a quiet, wordless pain sound 
and clutch my leg. If I try to talk, I’m 
worried they’ll realize something 
isn’t right. 

  

 The man who talked to you looks concerned, and takes a 
couple steps closer. He speaks, gesturing to your leg. 

 

 The other man murmurs something to him and turns to 
enter the building behind them.  

 

  “He’s asking if I’m injured. Try to gesture to my leg, 
maybe he’ll understand. I’d rather not stay with them 
here, I don’t particularly trust these guys, so maybe we 
can let them know we’re on our way to the settlement 
nearby.” 

I gesture to my leg and try to make 
a sad face. I’m not sure exactly how 
to communicate that I want to get to 
the settlement. I try glancing 
upwards, looking for the fireworks. 

  

 The man steps closer, cautiously offering a hand to you. 
He says something, still frustratingly unintelligible. You see 
he has a handgun too, tucked to his belt. He is smiling but 
his eyes are suspicious. 
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  “Don’t take his hand. I don’t like his look. I need you to 
nod, and look back towards the town. But don’t go with 
him.” 

I nod and look towards the town like 
the host suggested. I can’t help 
glancing back at his gun. I don’t like 
that at all, and I’m wondering if I 
should try to grab it. 

  

 The man takes this as affirmation, but withdraws his hand. 
His mouth is a thin line, and he straightens up, eyeing you.  
 
He speaks, voice no longer casual but gruff. 

 

  “I think it’s time for us to leave now.” 

I frown, nod at the man again, and 
begin walking away. 

  

  “Don’t look back, don’t go back. Try to the right, around 
the building. I can still see some lights.”  

 The man yells after you, but you don’t hear him chasing 
you. He seems nervous to leave the pool of light in front of 
the building. 

 

I head to the right, in the direction of 
the light. Light seems to be a good 
thing out here. I pick up the pace a 
little. 

  

 You’re still limping, but you make decent time through the 
trees. The man’s voice behind you fades off. You are left 
alone, with only the host’s voice in your head for company. 

 

  “He’s right, the tide is going to rise up again soon. We 
have to try to make it across.” 

I huff and try to push the body to go 
faster. No more water. Water was 
unpleasant and bad. 
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