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    To those who look up at the night sky and wonder what's looking back—and dare to imagine the answer.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Three stories. One sky. And something watching from beyond.

      

    


The Night the Lights Came

(The Trilogy)

By: Lily Moon

The sky is watching. Reality is not what it seems.

Leecy vanished once, and returned to a world that felt wrong—too perfect, too quiet, too controlled. But the red lights in the night sky were only the beginning. Memories leak. Minds awaken. And somewhere, the architects of existence are watching every move.

In this mind-bending cosmic horror trilogy, the line between real and constructed, self and other, life and simulation collapses. Every truth is a lie. Every escape, a trap. And the stars above... may be the last things you can trust.

Dare to look. Dare to remember. Dare to survive.

Book One:

The Night The Lights Came

(Chapter 1)

Waiting on the Porch

––––––––
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I SAT ALONE ON THE porch, watching the sky like it owed me something.

It had been three nights since the lights started appearing. Always the same: red, hovering in a line like silent sentinels before vanishing at impossible speed. Everyone in town had seen them—neighbors, coworkers, even Matt. I’d only caught the tail end of a streak once, but that wasn’t enough. I needed to see it. I needed proof.
So tonight, I waited.

The air was heavy with late summer stillness. Cicadas hummed lazily in the trees, and the scent of cut grass clung to everything. The house behind me—our house—was quiet. It looked like home, but something felt rearranged inside, like furniture had been nudged just slightly off its usual marks.

I set the camera on the porch railing, pointed toward the northern sky, and hit record. It gave off a faint mechanical whir as the lens focused. I adjusted the tripod, stepped back, and lowered myself onto the top step.

The moment I sat, the lights appeared.
Five red dots blinked into view, unmoving. My breath caught in my chest. They weren’t planes. They weren’t stars. They held a stillness that felt deliberate—watched. 

Then they shattered apart like breaking glass, zipping overhead in a scatter formation that moved faster than anything should.
If I’d blinked, I would’ve missed it.
“I saw them that time,” I whispered.
That’s when the light came.
White. Consuming. Like standing inside a sunbeam turned solid. It didn’t just blind me—it entered me, wrapped itself around my lungs, pressed behind my eyes. The porch vanished. The sky. The ground. My skin.
I was nowhere. And not alone.

I couldn't move.
Not even the tiniest twitch of a finger or blink of an eye. I wasn’t sure if I still had eyes. My body was a vague suggestion—an echo of shape without weight. I was untethered, yet suspended, like thought floating in syrup.

Sound came next.
Muffled voices, layered and out of sync, speaking in tones that made my ears want to fold in on themselves. No language I knew—but the rhythm felt intentional. A call and response. Question, answer. Command.

Then the metallic noises began: low, vibrating clangs like steel under pressure, followed by the wet clink of glass or ceramic. Beeping tones pulsed at odd intervals, sharp and sterile. I tried to scream. To move. To be.
Nothing.
Only the thunder of my heartbeat, if it even was mine. It felt distant. Foreign. Like someone else was thudding inside my ribs.
I began to panic. Not a normal panic, not the kind that frays your nerves and makes your limbs shake. This was deeper. Primal. A suffocating terror that felt like drowning in thought. I flailed, mentally, psychically—spiritually. My will surged outward, screaming against invisible walls.

And something responded.
Not in words.
But in pressure.
Something pressed back.
And then—
Release.

(Chapter 2)

Back on the Porch

––––––––
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I BLINKED.
Or maybe the world blinked me.
Suddenly I was back on the porch. Morning light spilled over the yard like nothing had happened. Birds chirped. A truck rumbled in the distance.
My skin was damp with dew. My joints ached. And there was a blanket on my lap.
I hadn’t brought it out.

“Leecy?”
Matt’s voice. From behind me.
I turned my head too fast and the world tilted. He stood in the doorway, brow furrowed.
“Were you asleep out here?”
I opened my mouth, but the words wouldn’t come. My throat was dry. Raw. My vision swam. His face was blurry, edges hazy like I was underwater.
“Help...” I croaked. My voice was a stranger’s.
Matt took a cautious step forward. “You okay? You were... kicking. Swinging. I tried to wake you up earlier, but you were yelling at me. Said ‘no’ over and over.”

He paused, his voice colder now.
“I told you, if you started that again, I’d go back inside.”
“No,” I rasped. “Please... help me...”
My legs barely worked. My whole body trembled, unresponsive and sluggish, like I'd been dropped back into it from somewhere else. He took my arm, helped me to my feet. I stumbled inside, leaning hard on the pillar in the living room before collapsing onto the couch.
Matt looked calm. Too calm.
Like this had happened before.
“I’ve been out there... since last night,” I managed.
He glanced over his shoulder, squinting slightly. “Since last night?”
He turned, walked back outside to grab the blanket.
I stared after him. That blanket.

Matt came back inside with the blanket folded neatly in his arms.
Too neatly.
He laid it across the back of the couch like it was just another morning, like I hadn’t just told him I’d been missing all night.

“I’ve been out there since last night,” I said again, louder this time. Desperate.
He paused for half a second—then nodded, slow and thoughtful, like he was mentally filing the information away under Things That Are Not a Problem.

He didn’t ask why I hadn’t come in.
Didn’t ask what I saw.
Didn’t ask about the lights.
Just gave me a faint smile. “You should rest.”
Rest? My heart was trying to beat its way out of my ribcage. I wanted to throw the blanket across the room and scream, but I didn’t have the strength. Instead, I waited until he disappeared into the kitchen and dragged myself over to the camera.
It was still on the porch, exactly where I’d left it.
Only it wasn’t recording. Or maybe it had been—and someone stopped it.

I brought it inside and plugged it into my laptop. It powered on instantly, battery fully charged. I opened the file folder. 

Empty.
No videos. No clips. Nothing from last night. Except one file. Ten seconds long. No sound.
Time-stamped three hours before I even sat down on the porch. I clicked it.
The footage showed the porch. Still. Silent. Unmoving. And the blanket. Already there.
I stared at the screen, heart pounding. There was no other file. No sign I’d ever touched the camera. I looked over my shoulder toward the couch.
The blanket hadn’t moved.

(Chapter 3)

Floating Dreams

That night, I dreamed I was floating again.
Only this time, I knew it was a dream. I could feel the seams in the world—hear the hum of something electric and alive behind it. Like I was inside a simulation being rebooted.

I saw Matt. Standing in the kitchen. Back turned.
He was talking to someone. But there was no one else there.
“No, she
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