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The Breach and the Awakening
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LIFE ON EARTH WENT on as usual. Children laughed in the streets, scientists marveled at their discoveries, and the rhythm of existence carried on with quiet predictability. Until it didn’t.

Nightmares began to creep into dreams. Small at first—children waking screaming, adults waking in sweat, whispers of shadowy figures in the corners of consciousness. But soon, the dreams grew vivid, horrifying, and shared. Across continents, millions dreamed the same impossible visions: infinite eyes staring, impossible landscapes shifting and folding, creatures of unimaginable form moving in silent chaos. Humanity’s subconscious began to fracture.

At first, it was dismissed as mass hysteria. But deep in the minds of scientists working at the cutting edge of particle physics, reality itself began to unravel. A high-speed particle collision had torn a breach—a microscopic crack between consciousness and the deeper layers of existence. From this tear, the Void began leaking. And through it came Draco.

Draco emerged first, stepping into Earth’s sky like a shadowed predator. He looked upon humanity, the skies, the fractured Milky Way, and realized the weakness of those who called themselves rulers. He saw the cracks in the order the Council of Elders and Archonians had imposed. And he began to act.

Meanwhile, far beyond the breach, the Void Realm itself stirred. A strange, unmeasurable land unfolded—timeless, infinite, and filled with the echoes of every criminal, enemy, and exiled being ever judged and cast aside by the Archonians. And into this chaos stepped Rage, alone, facing the infinite. One man against countless enemies. Titans, warriors, beasts—all drawn from countless worlds, each harboring malice and hunger for revenge. The fight was brutal, chaotic, and impossible by all standards. Yet Rage pressed on, driven by loyalty, courage, and the memory of Earth.

Then the ground trembled. Trees bent as an immense presence erupted from the woods. Mbaba roared, a sound carrying more power than the Void itself could hold. The infinite Archonians and Council of Elders froze in shock. Alive. Impossible.

“How is this possible?” the Archonians whispered. “You were thrown into the Void! You were gone!”

Mbaba smiled, eyes glowing with timeless knowledge. “You are ignorant. Nothing can be destroyed. You judged me, cast me away—but I went where you could not even comprehend. I went to a realm where your laws do not apply. I agreed to your sentence because I knew it would not kill me—it would only prepare me.”

The Council erupted in anger and ridicule. “If we could not destroy you then, we will do it now! Only two of you against infinite of us!”

Mbaba laughed, and his voice carried across the Void Realm like thunder. “Still you act in ignorance. Behold!”

From the shadows, legions emerged—rogue criminals, exiles, monstrous creatures, and beings who had every reason to hate the Archonians and the Council. All had been cast into the Void, all had been waiting, and all now stood ready to fight at Mbaba’s command.

“This was my plan from the very beginning,” Mbaba explained. “The day you introduced the Void as a tool of judgment, I began preparing. I gathered the Organic Data and preserved it inside the dome you call Earth. I built the AntiVoid, knowing one day it would be used against me. And when Archo discovered the location of the dome and tried to destroy it, I acted. I killed him. That was when it all truly began.”

The Archonians trembled. The Council’s laughter died. They realized, for the first time, that the Void was no longer a weapon—they were stepping into Mbaba’s design. And now, the war for existence, for all life, for Earth itself, had truly begun.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


Life as Usual, Until Nightmares
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LIFE WENT ON AS IF nothing had changed. Children played under the golden afternoon sun, their laughter echoing across quiet streets. Offices buzzed with mundane energy, and scientists at laboratories monitored equipment and ran experiments, unaware that the universe itself had shifted. The ordinary rhythm of life masked a growing unease, subtle yet pervasive—a whisper of something darker creeping along the edges of consciousness.

It began slowly. A man woke in the middle of the night, drenched in sweat, convinced a shadow was watching him from the corner of his room. A child screamed across the neighborhood, pointing at an empty wall, claiming it had moved, its surface writhing like liquid darkness. Across continents, millions began to dream the same thing: impossible landscapes, geometries that folded upon themselves, and creatures whose forms defied all logic. These were not ordinary nightmares. They were glimpses of something alive, vast, and patient—a consciousness reaching into the human mind from a place no one had imagined.

At first, authorities dismissed the incidents. Hospitals recorded sleep disturbances. Psychologists theorized mass anxiety. But the scientists working on the world’s most advanced particle accelerators noticed something unprecedented. Energy readings spiked in impossible patterns. Particles collided at near-light speeds, and a minute, imperceptible breach formed—a crack in the fabric of reality itself. For the first time, humanity had touched the layer beneath the unconscious, and the Void, infinite and ancient, had begun to leak.

From that breach came the first of them. Draco stepped through like a shadow cast from nightmares, his eyes glowing with intelligence and malice. His arrival went unnoticed by most, yet his presence warped the air, twisted the perceptions of those nearby, and sent ripples through human consciousness. Where he passed, people’s minds shivered. Nightmares became visions. Fear was no longer private; it spread like a virus.

And yet, this was only the beginning. Across the world, humans began to sense something impossible: fragments of memory and essence that did not belong to them, ghosts of worlds that had never been seen, and shadows of creatures far older than Earth itself. Children screamed at things that did not exist. Adults questioned reality, losing sleep and balance. Entire cities became landscapes of quiet terror.

Some scientists dared to speak aloud. “We’ve opened a door,” one whispered, his voice shaking. “Something... something came through, and it’s not stopping.”

But there was no panic yet—only confusion. Humanity had not seen the full scope. It had not yet witnessed the scale of the Void. That would come later, when Rage appeared, alone, facing an infinite horde in a world beyond understanding. When Mbaba would leap from the shadows, roaring with the power of ancient aeons.

And so, life continued, seemingly unchanged, even as the first threads of the Void began to wrap around the consciousness of the Earth. Humanity was teetering on the edge of a reality it could not comprehend, unaware that the war for existence had already begun.
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Dreams of the Void
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THE NIGHTMARES SPREAD like wildfire through the sleeping minds of humans. In quiet bedrooms and crowded apartments, people stirred and cried out, tangled in visions of worlds that could not exist. The dreams were not merely figments of imagination—they carried the weight and shape of something far older, far larger than humanity itself.

Children saw cities of impossibly high towers, where titans moved like slow shadows between them. They heard roars that seemed to come from the stars themselves, felt the ground shake beneath them even as they slept in their beds. Adults experienced visions of creatures with scales like metal, eyes like burning coals, and claws that tore through the fabric of reality. The dreams were chaotic, terrifying, yet hauntingly familiar, as if each mind had been touched by fragments of memory from another existence.

Some humans woke in cold sweat, unable to distinguish sleep from reality. Others never awoke, lost to the deep subconscious where the Void now whispered its presence. Scientists began recording strange patterns: spikes of energy in the brain, anomalies in electromagnetic fields, fluctuations in gravity within certain regions. Something was leaking into the world.

And it was not merely a projection. The Void was reaching through layers of human consciousness—the conscious, the subconscious, and now the unconscious. It touched the deepest fears, the unspoken desires, the forbidden thoughts humanity carried hidden in its collective mind. Dreams were no longer safe sanctuaries; they became portals, each night bringing fragments
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