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​Chapter One: The Sky Always Lies First
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The day unfolded beneath a canvas of clear blue skies, accompanied by the aroma of inexpensive coffee wafting through the air. 

Sera Novak meticulously wiped down the familiar laminated booth in the diner, a ritual she had performed countless times during her graveyard shifts since leaving cosmetology school behind. The synthetic leather seat still radiated warmth, a lingering reminder of a trucker who had just vacated it. While her hands moved with the ease of habit, her thoughts wandered aimlessly. As she transitioned from table six to table nine, her gaze repeatedly drifted toward the freeway, a nagging sense of unease tugging at her.

Something felt amiss.

The air hung heavy, thick as if the very sky itself was pressing down upon the world below. Pigeons, usually flitting about with abandon, remained still, their wings tucked tightly against their sides. Even the familiar figure of the local crackhead, who typically engaged in animated arguments with the stop signs at the corner of 45th and Lyon, sat in an eerie silence beneath a flickering lamppost, his gaze fixed upward.

“Weird-ass day,” she murmured, her words meant for no one in particular.

Inside the diner, Roy stood behind the counter, skillfully frying eggs that resembled foam insulation. He cast flirtatious glances at the new waitress—a woman who unmistakably bore the marks of life’s struggles, with two children and a boyfriend currently serving time. It was the same mundane scene that played out day after day. Yet, there was an undercurrent, a low hum that filled the air.

It was distant, a sound that crept beneath her ribcage before she even acknowledged it. It reminded her of a train, just beyond the horizon, or thunder rolling backward.

At first, she dismissed it as background noise—until the man outside erupted into a scream, shattering the fragile stillness of the day.

The sound pierced the air, not loud or chaotic, but a desperate scream reminiscent of a fire alarm attempting to mimic human emotion.

By the time Sera reached the door, the chaos had already subsided.

Across the street, in the Walgreens parking lot, a body lay motionless, facedown on the pavement. There was no blood, no indication of a struggle—just a stillness that felt unsettling. What struck her as particularly strange were the three women standing nearby, their expressions devoid of grief or urgency. They simply observed, as if witnessing a mundane event.

One of the women turned slowly to face Sera, a smile stretching across her face.

It was the kind of smile that haunted dreams, the sort that comes when one’s teeth crumble and fall away. It was too wide, too serene, and utterly disconcerting.

At that moment, the lights inside the diner flickered, casting an eerie glow that deepened the tension in the air.

The lights flickered ominously before plunging the diner into darkness. 

“Roy? Power’s out,” Sera called, her voice tinged with uncertainty.

Silence hung heavy in the air, and when she turned to look, she found Roy immobilized behind the counter, the spatula still poised above the sizzling eggs that now crackled against the inky void. The new waitress, too, seemed frozen in place. Her eyes were rolled back in her head, as if she were on the brink of collapse, yet she remained upright, a strange stillness enveloping her. In a hushed tone, she began to murmur, her words a bizarre amalgamation of sounds that twisted through familiar Spanish before dissolving into an unsettling series of clicks.

An instinctive chill crept up Sera's spine as she stepped backward, her heart racing as she moved toward the door.

The waitress twisted her neck at an unnatural angle, her chin nearly brushing her spine. 

Sera felt a surge of panic and bolted from the diner. 

Once outside, she was struck by the unsettling atmosphere. The sky appeared to be daylight, yet shadows flickered in odd corners where they had no business being. The sun offered no warmth, and cars sputtered to a halt, their drivers bewildered. Nearby, a man stood frozen in the chaos of traffic, taking selfies while blood dripped from his nose in thick, dark streams.

Then, above the city of Houston, the sky fractured—just for a fleeting moment. 

A line emerged in the clouds, not heralding a storm, but resembling a tear that refused to break free. 

In that instant, the first scream pierced the air. 

It was neither human nor animal, but something disturbingly in between. 

The sound vibrated through the atmosphere, making glass quiver and streetlights bow toward its source. 

Sera instinctively crouched behind a hot dog cart, her heart racing violently against her ribs as if it were desperate to escape. 

And that was when she caught sight of it: 

The first Blend. 

It did not walk; it dripped.
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​Chapter Two: The Blends
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They were not human. Nor were they alien. Instead, they existed in a realm that blurred the lines between the two—an unsettling amalgamation of what one might envision as a person, yet assembled in a manner that felt fundamentally wrong.

Before Sera stood one of these beings, resembling a teenage boy but with limbs that stretched unnaturally long. Its skin was a bizarre mosaic of perfect hexagons, each pore meticulously shaped. The hair lay flat and glossy, as if it had been painted on with precision. Its eyes moved in an unsettling rhythm, blinking sideways, then vertically, and ultimately settling into a disconcerting stillness.

It did not emit a scream. Instead, it fixated on her, its gaze unwavering.

Sera found herself holding her breath, the air caught in her throat.

Behind her, the sudden blare of a car alarm shattered the silence, only to be abruptly silenced as though it had been extinguished. The creature—this Blend—tilted its head, and Sera heard the unsettling sound of its jaw cracking open sideways, reminiscent of a drawer sliding open in the dark.

In that instant, it took off like a shot. 

Sera found herself running, propelled by an urgency that left no room for hesitation. Her feet pounded against the unforgiving pavement, each stride a reminder of the fire igniting in her lungs. Just behind her, the hot dog cart was upended, the sound of metal colliding with metal echoing in her ears as a figure collided with it, sending a plastic ketchup bottle careening past her, narrowly missing her head.

Without a moment to spare, she threw herself behind a delivery van. The cold metal pressed against her back, and for a heartbeat, her breath caught in her throat.

An eerie silence enveloped her, a stark contrast to the chaos that had just erupted.

Then, as if the world had paused, a whisper broke through the stillness.

She crouched low, the shadows of the van enveloping her as she heard a faint whisper emanating from beneath it. Curiosity compelled her to turn her head, and there, lying flat against the cold ground, was another figure. But he was no ordinary man; his appearance was marred, his teeth stained with crimson.

“Don’t breathe heavy. They smell tension,” he cautioned, his voice rasping like static interference.

Sera remained silent, her heart pounding in her chest. 

The words continued to flow from his lips, steady despite the horror surrounding them. “If it’s already seen you, you’ve got ten seconds. Then it stops pretending.”

With trepidation, she dared to peek out from her hiding place. 

There it stood—the Blend. Motionless at the curb, it exuded an unsettling stillness. Slowly, it turned its head, arms hanging limply like discarded strings, before mimicking a stretch that was disturbingly flawless. In one swift motion, it arched its spine backward, reminiscent of a marionette, and then vanished behind a bush.

Sera's breath caught in her throat. It was gone.

Turning back to the man beneath the van, she found that he had disappeared as well. All that remained was a smear of blood on the ground and a glint of gold from a lone tooth, stark against the dark pavement.
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​Chapter Three: Static Teeth
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As Sera stepped into her apartment, the unsettling events had already unfolded across five cities. The news outlets remained surprisingly reticent at first. They described the situation as a mere "communications failure," then referred to it as "atmospheric anomalies," and later minimized the chaos as “minor civil unrest in several metro areas.” Yet, by the time the news anchors finally uttered the word "evacuation," the screens had gone dark for most viewers.

Instead, their gazes were fixed upon the sky.

Above them, a crack had widened ominously. It was no longer just a simple rift; it was an opening, a gateway to something unknown.

The clouds twisted around this gaping void, resembling a drain in the ceiling of the world itself. Fragments of the sky seemed to peel away like old paint, revealing a darkness that writhed and shifted behind it—something so vast and incomprehensible that it defied understanding.

Sera's phone vibrated insistently, drawing her attention to the alarming system alert that displayed an urgent message: 

"STAY INDOORS. DO NOT LOOK UP."

Despite the dire warning, curiosity compelled many to defy the instruction. And in that moment of defiance, everything changed.

In Las Vegas, a man methodically folded his wife's lifeless body into the confines of a dishwasher, a smile creeping across his face as if he had just completed a mundane household task. In Atlanta, three police officers shed their uniforms and stripped down in the middle of a bustling intersection, their voices rising in a haunting melody, a song unfamiliar to anyone who might have heard it. The harmony was eerie, a chilling prelude to the tragic conclusion as they took their own lives in a shocking act of despair. Meanwhile, in Toronto, a woman engaged in a macabre dance with a corpse, her movements unyielding and trance-like, never once blinking as she left behind a disturbing trail of melted bone.

Across the cities, a singular whisper lingered in the air, a palpable shift that heralded an unwelcome presence.

Something had emerged into their reality, and it no longer concealed itself behind a mask.
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Sera closed her apartment door with a definitive click, securing it against the world outside. With a sense of urgency, she shoved the couch against the door, creating a barrier that felt both protective and suffocating. Overwhelmed, she sank to the floor, her body folding into the carpet as she let the tears flow freely, soaking the fibers beneath her.

Suddenly, the television flickered to life, its screen illuminating the dim room.

Static crackled ominously, filling the silence with a disconcerting hum.

Then, as if conjured from the ether, an image emerged.

It was a face—or rather, a semblance of one. Perfectly symmetrical, yet distinctly unsettling. The eyes were set too far apart, and they blinked at her through the glass, as if the entity within could truly see her.

In a surge of instinctive fear, she hurled a shoe at the screen.

The image remained unfazed. Instead, it offered a smile, and then its teeth began to ripple, transforming into something otherworldly—an arrangement of signals rather than bone, a waveform that twisted into a grotesque semblance of enamel.

And then, without warning, the television shattered.

The fire alarm, oddly enough, remained silent.

Outside her window, a sound pierced the air—a laugh, echoing backward, as if mocking her plight, a twisted reflection of her own despair.
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​Chapter Four: The Hatchery Beneath Us
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By the time the government finally acknowledged that something was amiss, a staggering twenty percent of all major hospitals had already succumbed to chaos.

But this chaos was not born of human actions.

Initially, officials attributed the phenomenon to mass hysteria. However, that explanation swiftly unraveled when security footage from Saint Ramona’s Hospital in Chicago surfaced. 

The video captured a moment that would haunt the viewers: a nurse gently peeling back a bandage from a patient’s neck.

What lay beneath was not a mere wound; it was a gaping slit, one that began to open further.

From within that unsettling opening emerged a small creature, translucent and eerily reminiscent of a fetus composed of delicate bone mist and sinewy muscle strands. It grasped the nurse’s face with its impossibly thin limbs and, with a purposeful urgency, burrowed into her mouth as if it were intimately familiar with the path.

In that chilling moment, she did not scream.

After she stood up, she made her way into the ICU, her steps steady and purposeful. Ten minutes later, the atmosphere inside had shifted so drastically that it felt as if the humanity had been stripped away from everyone present.

The footage captured during that moment spread across the internet like wildfire, quickly going viral. Yet, just as rapidly, it vanished from view. Each re-upload was meticulously scrubbed from existence within mere seconds. IP addresses were flagged in a desperate attempt to contain the chaos. Reddit threads discussing the event disappeared mid-conversation, leaving users in a state of confusion. And then, there was nothing but silence.

It was in this silence that curiosity began to take root, prompting individuals to dig deeper.

In an abandoned subway station in Denver, two adventurous kids on hoverboards stumbled upon an old service door, prying it open to reveal what appeared to be a forsaken research lab. They had intended to film for a ghost channel, hoping to capture something supernatural.

What they discovered, however, was far from ethereal. They had unearthed a hatchery.
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