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Alex watched as the TV flickered on, the news anchor's voice cutting through the static.

"Good evening. Water shortages continue to ravage parts of Africa, Asia, and even sections of North America. Violent protests have broken out in several cities as governments scramble to provide relief..."

The images on the screen showed scenes of chaos—burning buildings, people fighting over water, riot police clashing with crowds. Alex’s coffee grew cold in his hands as he watched, the enormity of the situation settling in. It had been years in the making, but it still seemed sudden. Now, people were fighting over something as basic as water.

His phone buzzed—a message from Samira. She was still working border control in Europe, and things were getting tense there too. Refugees fleeing droughts and unrest were flooding in, and there was talk of nationalist movements gaining ground.

Alex tapped out a quick reply, but the scene on the screen pulled him back. Governments were still issuing statements about “resilience” and “recovery,” but everyone knew they were out of time. He had read a dozen think pieces predicting this exact scenario—a global battle for resources—yet somehow, it felt unreal now that it was happening. The thought gnawed at him: Maybe it was inevitable.

"Stay safe," he typed back, staring at the TV as the scene shifted to images of empty reservoirs and cracked riverbeds.



Weeks passed, and the headlines grew darker. Alex watched helplessly as the water crisis worsened. The protests had become more violent, spilling over into Europe, where Samira was stationed. Every night, the news showed images of packed refugee camps, their makeshift tents stretching for miles under the harsh sun.

Samira’s messages became less frequent. She had talked about how tense things were getting at the checkpoints, how some of her colleagues had started siding with nationalist movements. “It’s getting ugly,” she had texted one night. But beyond that, she hadn’t said much. Alex wanted to believe she was okay, that it was just work keeping her quiet, but the pit in his stomach grew heavier by the day.



The virus was the headline now. The same anchor was back on the screen, his voice graver than before.

"Breaking news tonight: A deadly virus has broken out in several refugee camps across the Middle East. Health officials warn that the virus is highly contagious and could spread globally if not contained..."

Samira felt a chill run through her as she listened. The refugee camps she worked near had been tense for months, but this was different. People were whispering about a bioweapon, something designed to spread in crowded conditions. She glanced at the guards around her—everyone was on edge.

Jean-Luc had been pushing her for more information. He was getting closer to uncovering something bigger—rumors that the virus wasn’t just an accident, but a deliberate act of warfare. "There’s no proof yet," he had told her the other night, "but people are talking." She could see the tension in his eyes. Even though they had agreed to keep things casual, it was becoming harder to pretend everything was normal.

That night, over drinks with Jean-Luc, she voiced her fears. "If this thing breaks out, we won’t be able to contain it. The camps are packed."

He didn’t say anything for a long time, just stared at his drink. Finally, he looked up. "I’ve heard the same rumors. But no one knows who’s behind it yet."

Samira’s fingers tightened around her glass. The camps were a tinderbox waiting to explode. If the virus spread, it wouldn’t stop at the borders. There would be no going back.



The virus was no longer contained. Hospitals were overrun. The TV now showed footage of doctors in hazmat suits, quarantine zones expanding by the day.

Alex stood by his window, watching the empty streets below. His city had gone into lockdown weeks ago. He hadn’t left his apartment in days, and the isolation was starting to wear on him. The news wasn’t getting any better. The virus had spread to Europe and the U.S., and governments were struggling to keep up. Samira had stopped replying to his messages. He hoped it was just the chaos, but deep down, he feared the worst.

The next morning, the TV was still on when the power flickered. It came back moments later, but Alex couldn’t shake the feeling that things were about to get worse.

He paced around the apartment, restless, checking his phone for any word from Samira or the few friends he had left. Everything felt distant now, disconnected. The once-busy streets below were empty, and the only sounds came from emergency broadcasts or the occasional distant siren. He tried calling his parents again, but there was no answer. They lived in a smaller town, less affected by the immediate crisis, but he feared that would change.

The silence felt oppressive. Alex realized then that this wasn’t just a health crisis. This was the beginning of something bigger, something darker that none of them were prepared for.



The cyberattack hit out of nowhere. Alex woke up to darkness, his phone dead, the TV silent. The radio was the only thing working, and even that was patchy.

"In what appears to be a coordinated cyberattack, power grids across the U.S. and parts of Europe have gone down. Government officials are working to restore order, but details remain unclear..."

He paced his apartment, trying to reach Samira. No signal. The news trickled in slowly—Russia was being blamed, though no one could prove anything yet. The blackout lasted for days. When the power finally came back, the city was in chaos. People were panicked, unsure of how long the grid would hold. The news was warning of more attacks, more instability.

Outside, people lined up at stores, stocking up on whatever they could. Alex watched from his window, wondering how much worse it could get.

Down the street, people were already beginning to hoard supplies. The panic was creeping in fast. Alex considered going out to stock up himself but decided against it. The tension outside felt like a match waiting to strike. He couldn’t risk being caught in the middle of it.

As the days passed, reports of more cyberattacks filtered in. Banking systems were hit next, and rumors swirled about disruptions to military infrastructure. Everyone was pointing fingers, but no one knew the full story. It felt like the world was being slowly pulled apart by invisible strings.



The virus had mutated. The news was grim. The anchor’s voice was hollow, like he had given up trying to keep his fear in check.

"New variants of the virus have emerged, with reports of higher fatality rates and increased transmission. Governments are struggling to contain the outbreaks as the death toll continues to rise..."

Samira hadn’t been heard from in weeks. Jean-Luc had disappeared, last seen covering riots in Greece. The world was falling apart, and Alex was helpless to do anything about it. The borders had closed, and travel was impossible. The refugee crisis had spiraled into full-blown panic, with nations turning their backs on the millions fleeing war-torn and virus-ravaged regions.

Alex turned off the TV and sat in the silence, wondering how much longer the world could hold on.

He had stopped trying to reach Samira. There was only so much silence he could take. Every time he checked his phone and found no messages, a cold dread settled deeper in his chest.

He could barely focus on his work anymore, and most of his friends had gone quiet too. Everyone was just trying to survive. As the virus mutated and spread faster than ever, conspiracy theories exploded online. People were blaming governments, secret labs, shadow organizations—but the truth was that no one had control anymore.



Nuclear sirens blared on the screen. Alex had never heard that sound before, but it was unmistakable.

"In an unprecedented escalation, tactical nuclear weapons were used today in Eastern Europe. NATO has confirmed the strikes, and fallout zones are being established. Emergency services are overwhelmed..."

He sat frozen, unable to process what he was hearing. The screen showed mushroom clouds rising over cities he used to visit, places that had once seemed so safe. His phone buzzed with messages, but he couldn’t bring himself to look at them.

The news kept rolling, but it all blurred together. The virus, the cyberattacks, and now nuclear war. Alex wondered if Samira was still out there somewhere, watching the same broadcast.

He imagined her on the other side of the world, staring at a similar screen, just as numb as he was. The silence between them felt heavier now, as if they had already lost the chance to reconnect. But what was there left to say? The world they had known was gone.



The screen showed the aftermath of nuclear fallout—empty cities, streets covered in ash. The world was quieter now, the wars fought with technology and invisible weapons. The news anchors were no longer calm. Their voices trembled as they reported on the collapse of governments.

"Today, leaders from around the world announced the formation of a unified global government, promising peace and stability in the aftermath of the conflict..."

Alex watched with a blank expression. He had known this was coming for years. The world had been spiraling toward this, and now it was here—a world government. The flags of nations were replaced by one, a cold, sterile symbol of unity. The news anchors praised the decision, but Alex wasn’t sure whether to feel relieved or terrified.

The streets outside were silent. He hadn’t heard from anyone in months. His apartment felt like a tomb.
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[image: ]




––––––––
[image: ]

The screen flickered again, the images shifting to satellite footage of vast, untouched landscapes. While much of the world had fallen into chaos, some regions remained eerily quiet. Isolated parts of South America, parts of the Pacific, and small sections of Africa had managed to avoid the worst of the global conflicts, untouched by the nuclear strikes or civil wars tearing through other continents.
These were the places where the wars hadn’t reached—remote islands, thick rainforests, and high mountains where the battles for power and resources felt like distant echoes. But even in these places, the looming threat of the new world order was felt. UN peacekeeping forces had already begun positioning themselves strategically in these "safe zones," asserting control and ensuring that the last untouched regions didn’t fall into chaos.

The camera panned over one of these zones—a small island nation that had remained largely insulated from the global upheaval. Life seemed almost normal, with fishing boats bobbing in the water, children playing on the beaches, and the daily hum of a world unscathed by the war. But even here, the presence of military patrols was unmistakable. UN forces, now donning the insignia of the new world government, had made landfall, their armored vehicles parked along the coastline, a stark reminder that peace was being imposed, not requested.



A few days later, the broadcast shifted to a special report.

The anchor, now a familiar face after years of delivering grim updates, looked more composed this time, as if trying to reassure the viewers that the worst was finally over.

“Today marks the official formation of the Worldwide Government,” he began. “After years of negotiation and conflict, leaders from what remains of the global powers have come together under the banner of the United Nations, which will now serve as the central governing body for the planet. The UN Headquarters in New York will become the new seat of global authority, with all member states uniting under one charter to ensure peace and stability moving forward.”

The scene cut to footage of diplomats and leaders from across the world standing
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