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​Chapter 1: The Arrival
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Samara’s hands trembled, though she told herself it was just the cold.

The Watchtower Facility rose from the desert like something unearthed rather than built—a towering monolith of obsidian glass and living alloy. In the soft light of morning, it cast a shadow too long, too sharp, like a blade pressed against the skin of the earth. It didn’t belong here. It didn’t belong anywhere.

She adjusted her coat, checked the ID clipped to her chest—Samara Rios, Aerospace Systems Engineer—and forced her feet forward toward the gate.

A shimmering scan swept across her face. The gate opened soundlessly, as if exhaling.

Inside, the air shifted. The sterile desert wind vanished behind her. The facility didn’t hum with electricity or buzz with machinery. It resonated, like a throat clearing in anticipation.

The walls arched like ribs around her, silver-paneled and unnaturally smooth, curving into vaulted corridors lined with mirrors that reflected not just her body, but something altered—elongated, softened, wrong.


"Symbolic," Lila had said, tapping a schematic days before the launch. "They want us to see ourselves through the eyes of something greater."
Lila always had a poetic streak. She’d buried it under credentials and clipped emails, but it surfaced when the stakes were high.

Samara found her in the ceremonial hall, standing stiffly at a glowing console. The light played across her face, making her pale and luminous. Her lab coat looked more like a shroud than armor.

“Sam,” Lila whispered. “This is real.”

Samara nodded, her throat tight. “I didn’t think they’d actually go through with it.”

“They promised it would be peaceful. Said the Hive made contact willingly.”

“You believe that?”

Lila hesitated. Her fingers tapped a silent pattern into the console.

Across the chamber, others began to arrive.

Adrian, tall and rigid, looked like he was still scanning for snipers. He wore a crisp civilian suit, but the way he stood—feet braced, hands loose—screamed military. The faded ink of his old unit tattoo crept from beneath his sleeve like something remembered but not welcomed.

David followed, gliding more than walking. His expression was unreadable, body language economical. He didn’t survey the room; he absorbed it. Samara had met men like him before—calm not from peace, but from proximity to violence.

Claire arrived in a burst of motion and breath. She carried a camera like a lifeline, her oversized coat swallowing her frame. Her eyes bounced from ceiling to floor to faces, always recording, always hungry. She waved to Samara as if this were a film set.

“History in the making,” she said, snapping a shot. “Smile if you can.”

Samara tried. Failed.

Robert entered with less ceremony—middle-aged, distracted, muttering under his breath. His clipboard looked ancient beside the facility’s luminescent tech. He wore confusion like a second skin.

Last came Eli.

Eighteen at most, eyes wide, steps unsure. He wore no coat, just a thin button-up and the kind of hopeful expression adults reserve for children. His badge read Youth Ambassador. He looked like he still believed in the word.

The lights dimmed. A hush rolled through the chamber.

At the front, a dais bathed in golden light. A line of dignitaries took their places: generals, senators, physicists polished to a sheen. The man in the center—a tall figure in navy dress uniform—spoke first, his voice the perfect blend of gravitas and calm.


“Today marks the culmination of Project Watchtower. Humanity stands on the edge of its next great chapter. For decades, we searched the stars for a whisper, a reflection. Today, that mirror speaks back.”


Behind him, the mirrors shimmered. Not reflections, not quite. More like motion beneath water. Samara’s breath caught.

More speakers followed—each with rehearsed optimism. They spoke of progress, of unity, of ascension. The hall echoed with empty grandeur. And through it all, the mirrors pulsed faintly beside the real people, as if watching.

Then—
darkness.
The lights didn’t dim. They vanished.

A piercing tone rang out, high and sharp, like a violin string pulled until it snapped—shattering the silence.

Then came the glass.

Mirrors cracked. Shattered. Screams tore through the air. People lunged from their seats, but the room tilted—gravity itself warped. Samara reached out, but her body was already folding inward.

The last thing she saw was her reflection shattering—not outward, but inward—as if something on the other side had reached in.

***
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She awoke choking.

Her lungs filled with syrupy fluid. She gagged, retched, clawed at the slick interior of her prison. Something sharp grazed her lip.

She burst through the membrane—gasping, sobbing, coated in slime.

She wasn’t alone.

Others emerged beside her, dragging themselves from glistening pods shaped from bone and glass. The ground beneath them pulsed faintly, warm and wet, like skin stretched over a drum. Above them: light—not from fixtures, but from organic filaments that dangled like nerves.

The chamber curved upward like the nave of some grotesque cathedral.

And then... they saw them.

The Glogothians.

They floated above, observing in perfect stillness. Their forms refused definition—amorphous limbs sliding through gradients of impossible color. Some bore eyes. Others had none. One opened what might have been a mouth, revealing mirrored teeth.

They pulsed in tandem.

Samara stood, legs trembling. She felt every drop of fluid in her lungs, every scrape on her skin. Her reflection was gone. Her world had ended. And still—something waited.

A platform rose near the far wall, and from it unfolded a shape so immense, so alien, it eclipsed thought.

The Hive Monarch.

It was not a creature. It was a commandment made flesh and crystal. It did not step forward—it blossomed, its limbs like towers, its face a shifting prism of suggestions. Every part of it seemed to hum with expectation.

Then it spoke.


“Welcome, emissaries of Earth. The bargain has been fulfilled. Let the performance begin.”


No mouth moved. The words bloomed in their minds like infection.

A wave passed through the room—pressure without wind. Samara stumbled as something compelled them forward.

Doors peeled open. The corridor beyond glowed with bioluminescent veins. The ground throbbed like a pulse.

They moved. Not entirely of their own will.

And ahead—waiting, ready—was a theater carved from nightmares.

The seats were filled.

The lights were rising.

And the first act was about to begin.
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​Chapter 2: The Stage Is Set
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The amphitheater was alive.

Its walls pulsed in and out like a slow, colossal breath—membranous flesh expanding, then retreating beneath a lattice of bioluminescent veins. The surface glistened, slick with fluid and flexing muscle. Overhead, the ceiling arched into darkness, coiled with tendrils that hung like inverted roots, some ending in swollen, blinking orbs that tracked the humans below.

The Glogothians hovered there.

Hundreds of them.

Their forms shifted in silence, their gelatinous limbs trailing filaments that glowed and dimmed in rhythm with no discernible pattern. Transparent skin refracted alien light like warped crystal, revealing organs that pulsed and slithered with slow, deliberate grace. Their color changed in slow waves—acid green to bruised violet, molten amber to electric blue.

There was no sound but the wet rasp of the floor, reshaping subtly beneath their feet.

Samara stood near the edge, her hand gently gripping Eli’s shoulder. He was shaking—sharp, staccato breaths escaping him like tiny sobs he was too proud to release. She tightened her grip slightly. He barely noticed.

No one spoke.

Except Claire, who raised her camera with trembling hands.

“Jesus,” she breathed. “This place... it’s like being inside a throat.”

“No,” Lila said, not blinking. “It’s a stage.”

That got their attention.

She turned slowly, her face pale and blank. “A performance chamber. The curvature, the spatial layering—I've seen diagrams like this before. In the Watchtower’s classified archives. I thought they were... speculative. Abstract.”

Samara followed her gaze upward.

And that’s when the holograms ignited.

Above them, suspended in the dark air like terrible constellations, flickered projections—images from other worlds, other species. One showed a creature sprinting through a corridor of gnashing bone, its six limbs flailing as flame licked at its back. Another hung in place, twitching, mid-dissection—its eyes blinking as metal tendrils explored its insides. A third curled fetal, screaming silently as bands of light peeled back its skin like petals.

Samara forced her eyes away, bile rising in her throat.

Adrian moved forward, his jaw tight. “This could still be symbolic. A ritual. Theater. First contact is messy—alien rites, misunderstood customs—this could be that.”

Claire lowered the camera. “You call this theater?”

David crouched near a thick vein running through the floor, pressing his hand against it. “Yeah,” he muttered, “and we’re the fucking cast.”

He dug his fingers in, feeling for resistance. “This isn’t cultural exchange. This is containment.”

Adrian muttered, “We’ve got no weapons. No gear. Just the clothes on our backs.”

“Then I improvise,” David said flatly. “Give me something sharp.”

Samara didn’t like how calm he was. Or how prepared.

Lila moved toward a curving wall of glass-bone, tracing the glowing glyphs etched across it. “These symbols—they’re from the Watchtower schematics. I thought they were just visual placeholders. But these are... these are operational.”

Adrian stepped beside her. “You’re sure?”

She nodded slowly. “Identical. They didn’t just mimic our architecture. We built this.”

Robert collapsed to the floor nearby, his breathing shallow and wet. Sweat dripped from his brow. “They’re not sending us home,” he whispered. “We’re not going home...”

Claire raised her camera again, but her hands shook too hard to focus.

Eli whimpered beside Samara. “They said it’d be a few hours. A few hours, and we’d go back...”

She knelt beside him, brushing the damp hair from his forehead. His eyes were wide, glassy.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I’m right here. I won’t let go of you. Just stay close.”

He nodded, but didn’t look away from the ceiling.

Then the lights changed.

The walls dimmed to deep blue, and a new resonance filled the chamber—not sound, not vibration, but something deeper, like pressure in the skull. Samara felt it in her bones. In her teeth. In her spine.

Above them, the ceiling lit in a ring of cold fire.

And then—
A voice.
Not from the Hive Monarch. Not a single will.

A chorus.


“The First Act.”


It did not speak so much as declare, stamping the words across their minds like a brand.

The floor melted.

Not from heat—but with intent. Structures dissolved and reformed, reshaping into long, narrow corridors. Bone peeled away like receding tide, revealing slick channels and branching paths. Ridges grew upward. A maze unfolded—not built, but grown, like muscle adapting around prey.

The floor pulsed beneath their feet, and









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JEothEnSnszal Gy c ¢

Trige
Theater
aft
Flesh
and
BoYre





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





