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Ellen had never experienced anything like it. One moment she was walking home from work beneath the pale glow of the streetlights, the next she was surrounded by a shimmer—like being wrapped in a living bubble of light and sound. The world blurred and folded inward. She felt weightless, her heartbeat echoing in the silence, and then—nothing.

When she opened her eyes again, she was sitting upright on a velvet sofa in the lounge of a hotel she didn’t recognize. A glass of water stood on the table before her, condensation dripping down its side. Soft piano music played somewhere nearby. Her clothes were the same, her handbag beside her, but something about her body felt... displaced, as if time had skipped a beat and left her behind.

Disoriented, she stumbled to her feet, half expecting someone to appear and explain what had happened. But the receptionist only smiled politely when she approached, unaware that Ellen had just appeared out of nowhere. There was no record of her checking in, no explanation for how she had come to be there.

For days afterward, Ellen tried to rationalize it. Maybe she’d fainted. Maybe she’d had some sort of seizure. Yet none of the theories fit. She hadn’t been ill. She hadn’t drunk anything suspicious. Eventually, she forced herself to file the event away under unexplainable—a strange story she might one day tell with a nervous laugh.

But the laughter never came.

Weeks later, she realized her period was late. The pregnancy test turned positive almost instantly, the two pink lines bright and merciless. Ellen stared at them in disbelief, the memory of that night flooding back—the light, the weightlessness, the blank space where an hour of her life should have been.

She had no partner. No encounters. No memory of intimacy of any kind. The only rational explanation was a horrifying one: she must have been drugged and assaulted. With trembling hands she went to the police, submitted to a medical exam, and endured questions that made her skin crawl. The blood tests revealed nothing. Too much time had passed.

The officers were kind but pragmatic. “All you can do,” one had said gently, “is wait until the child is born. A DNA test might help identify the father.”

Ellen went home numb. Her parents tried to understand, but even they exchanged uncertain glances when she insisted she hadn’t been with anyone. Friends avoided her eyes. Whispers followed her at church.

Abortion was never an option for Ellen. Her faith wouldn’t allow it. Yet as the weeks went by and her body began to change, she found herself praying not just for strength, but for understanding.

Because deep down, beneath the fear and confusion, something in her whispered that this was not the result of violence or chance. Something had chosen her.

And that terrified her even more.

*  *  *
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My name is Serena, daughter of Ellen.

I was born after what my mother always described as an easy pregnancy — calm, almost unnervingly so. She often said I seemed to take care of myself, as if I knew exactly what to do to grow, to live, to be born.

The only problem was that I had no father.

When I came into this world, crying beneath the sterile lights of the hospital, the doctors were already uneasy. Something about me didn’t fit. My blood type was unlike any they had ever seen — not a variant, not a mutation, but an entirely new classification. The instruments didn’t know what to make of it. They recalibrated, retested, and finally called in specialists from the capital.

Within days, the whispers began: an anomaly, a new strain, a medical impossibility.

But that was only the beginning.

When my DNA was analyzed, the results caused more than confusion — they caused alarm. There were no inherited weaknesses in my genome. No predisposition to disease. No dormant mutations, no trace of the genetic clutter that humankind carries like ancestral dust. I was, in their words, “clean.”

Too clean.

At first, they thought it was an error. Then they found other babies like me.

Reports began surfacing from different corners of the world — women who, like my mother, had experienced a strange event, a blackout, a feeling of being taken somewhere beyond reason. They too had conceived children without partners. And when those children were born, they shared my traits: flawless DNA, unknown blood markers, accelerated development.

The media called us The Miraculous Generation. The churches didn’t know what to do with us. Scientists argued endlessly — was it mass hysteria, or a coordinated biological experiment?

But soon, the pattern was undeniable. The timing, the geographical spread, the number of cases — it defied human coordination.

International agencies were formed, secret meetings held behind locked doors. Some believed it was an undisclosed government project, a rogue branch of biotechnological research that had gone global. Others, less willing to hide behind bureaucracy, spoke aloud the unthinkable: this was not of human origin.

The theory of alien interference was no longer science fiction — it was a matter of national security.

By the time I turned three, I was already being studied. Quietly, politely, under the guise of “routine health monitoring.” I remember the white rooms, the humming machines, and the way the scientists smiled at me as though I were something precious and dangerous at the same time.

What they didn’t know — what no one did — was that I felt them. Every thought, every pulse of curiosity, every flicker of fear.

Because whatever I was, I wasn’t just human.

*  *  *
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In the years that followed, the world governments agreed — reluctantly, and after endless debate — that the children like me should be observed. No one dared to use the word contained, though everyone knew that was what it really meant.

A global initiative was formed under the guise of a humanitarian research program. We were gathered from every continent — dozens of us at first, then hundreds. The facilities were called Residential Learning Centers, though to the public they appeared as elite boarding schools for gifted children. To our mothers, they were presented as sanctuaries of opportunity. To the authorities, they were laboratories in disguise.

From the beginning, it became clear that we were... different.

Our intelligence tested off every available scale. We absorbed knowledge at an impossible rate — languages, mathematics, philosophy, even abstract logic that most adults could barely comprehend. Ordinary teaching methods collapsed under the weight of our curiosity. Teachers struggled to keep pace; lessons planned for a week were devoured in an afternoon.

The classrooms themselves began to feel like experiments. Behind every book and blackboard, there were cameras, microphones, and silent observers in white coats pretending to be maintenance staff. Every word we spoke, every test result, every unexplained phenomenon was recorded.

And there were many.

It started subtly — children finishing each other’s sentences without speaking, glancing across the room and answering questions in unison. Then came the undeniable. Objects moved slightly when no one touched them. Electric lights flickered when certain children grew angry or frightened.

But the most disturbing discovery came when two of the younger ones were caught communicating in total silence. Their lips didn’t move. Their eyes didn’t blink. Yet both were clearly engaged in conversation — rapid, fluid, and emotional. When the scientists ran brain scans, the data showed synchronized neural activity between them, as if a bridge of thought connected
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