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            "And I beheld when he had opened the sixth seal, and, low, there was a great earthquake; and the sun became black as sackcloth of hair, and the moon became as blood."
— Revelation 6:12 (KJV)
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The Hum Beneath the Earth

Nobody noticed the sound at first.

Not really.

The world was too loud already.

Phones rang. Traffic screamed. News anchors argued about politics while storms swallowed coastlines and fires turned forests into ash. Churches emptied while online prophets gained millions of followers. Every week someone claimed the world was ending, and every week the world kept spinning.

So when the hum began beneath the earth, most people ignored it.

It sounded different depending on where you lived.

In New York, people thought it was subway vibration.

In Alabama, old farmers paused in their fields and looked toward the sky.

In California, they blamed earthquakes.

But in a tiny town outside Pensacola, Florida, a woman named Leah Carter stood barefoot on her porch at 3:17 a.m. and felt it in her chest.

A low vibration.

Like the earth itself was groaning.

Her dog whimpered beside her.

The streetlights flickered.

Then silence.

Leah pulled her robe tighter and looked down the empty road. The neighborhood sat still beneath a pale moon, but something felt wrong. Not dangerous exactly.

Just... off.

Like the world had inhaled and forgotten how to breathe back out.

Inside the house, the television suddenly turned on by itself.

Static filled the screen.

Leah froze.

Then a voice crackled through the white noise.

“Prepare yourselves.”

The TV shut off.

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

“Okay, nope,” she whispered.

She grabbed the remote, checked the batteries, unplugged the television completely. Her hands shook harder than she wanted to admit.

Outside, dogs across the neighborhood began barking.

Then came the screaming.

Not nearby.

Far away.

But enough to make her blood run cold.

She stepped back onto the porch.

The sky was changing.

Clouds twisted unnaturally fast, spiraling like water circling a drain. A strange silver light moved behind them, pulsing softly.

Leah stared upward.

Then she saw it.

A crack.

At first it looked impossible, like her eyes were playing tricks on her. But the longer she stared, the clearer it became.

The sky was splitting open.

Not metaphorically.

Actually tearing.

A thin line of white stretched across the heavens like someone had sliced reality itself with a blade.

And from somewhere deep inside that opening came light so bright it hurt to look at.

Her knees buckled.

All over town, people came outside.

Phones rose into the air recording videos.

Children cried.

Car alarms began going off one by one.

The crack widened.

Then the humming returned louder than before.

The ground trembled violently.

Power exploded across the city in blue flashes. Transformers burst. Windows shattered. Somewhere nearby, a woman screamed the name of Jesus over and over again.

Leah’s phone buzzed in her pocket.

EMERGENCY ALERT

SEEK SHELTER IMMEDIATELY

THIS IS NOT A TEST

Then another message appeared beneath it.

Not from any number.

Just words.

HE IS COMING

Leah stared at the screen.

A freezing wind tore through the neighborhood.

And above the earth, the sky continued to open.
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By morning, the internet was gone.

No explanation.

No warning.

Just darkness.

Satellites failed first. Then power grids collapsed across entire countries. Airplanes disappeared from radar. Some fell from the sky. Others were never found.

Governments blamed cyberattacks.

Scientists blamed solar activity.

Religious leaders blamed judgment.

Nobody agreed on anything except one truth:

Something had arrived.

Across the world, people reported impossible things.

Shadows moving without bodies.

Voices speaking inside dreams.

Creatures standing at the edges of forests.

Massive figures seen walking through storm clouds.

And everywhere, people began having the same nightmare.

A throne.

Fire.

Trumpets.

And a city falling into the sea.

Leah stopped sleeping after the third night.

Every dream felt real.

She would wake gasping, covered in sweat, hearing echoes of wings beating somewhere overhead.

By day four, grocery stores were empty.

By day six, violence erupted in major cities.

By day eight, the President addressed the nation beneath emergency lighting while military officials stood behind him looking terrified.

“We are facing an unprecedented global event,” he said carefully. “We urge all Americans to remain calm.”

Behind him, the lights flickered.

Then every screen across the world glitched.

The President froze mid-sentence.

The broadcast distorted.

And a new figure appeared.

Tall.

Wrapped in white light.

No face visible.

No wings.

Just brilliance.

The figure spoke calmly.

“Humanity has been warned.”

Every person watching heard the voice in their own language.

“Your kingdoms are ending.”

People dropped to their knees in bars, living rooms, gas stations, hospitals.

Some cried.

Some laughed hysterically.

Some cursed God.

The figure lifted one hand.

“The seals are broken.”

Then the screen went black.

Across the earth, earthquakes began simultaneously.

Not one.

Not ten.

Hundreds.

Buildings folded like paper.

Bridges collapsed.

Tsunamis swallowed coastlines within minutes.

And somewhere beneath Jerusalem, something ancient woke up.
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Leah sat inside her dark kitchen listening to distant sirens.

Her candles flickered softly across the table.

Outside, ash drifted through the air like snow.

Her younger brother Daniel loaded supplies into a backpack near the door.

“We need to leave,” he said.

“Go where?”

“I don’t know. North maybe.”

She laughed weakly. “North from what? The apocalypse?”

Daniel stopped packing.

For a moment neither of them spoke.

Then he quietly said, “Do you think this is really it?”

Leah looked toward the dark window.

Toward the ruined sky.

Toward the growing crack spreading across heaven itself.

And deep down, beneath all the fear, she already knew the answer.

“Yes,” she whispered.

And far above the earth, unseen by human eyes, something enormous moved inside the light.
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Chapter Two

The First Trumpet
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The highways became graveyards within three days.

Cars sat abandoned bumper-to-bumper for miles, doors hanging open, luggage scattered across asphalt baking beneath a blood-red sun. Some people had run out of gas. Others had simply panicked and fled on foot after the earthquakes split roads apart.

Daniel drove around them carefully in Leah’s old Ford truck.

Neither of them spoke much anymore.

The silence felt safer.

Radio stations had mostly gone dead except for static and occasional emergency broadcasts repeating the same message:

“Remain calm. Federal aid centers are being established—”

Then static.

Then screaming once.

Then silence again.

Leah stared out the passenger window at burned pine trees and dark smoke curling into the sky miles away.

“Look,” Daniel said quietly.

Far ahead, a church stood beside the road.

Or what was left of it.

The white steeple had collapsed through the roof. Ash covered the parking lot. A wooden cross lay snapped in half near the entrance.

But people were gathered there.

Hundreds.

Some praying.

Some crying.

Some just staring upward.

Daniel slowed the truck.

A preacher stood on the broken church steps shouting through a bullhorn.

“This is the judgment of God! Repent while there’s still time!”

A woman nearby screamed back at him.

“Where was God when my babies died?!”

The crowd erupted into arguments.

Leah looked away.

Faith had become dangerous since the sky tore open.

Some people clung to God harder than ever.

Others hated Him now.

And some followed stranger things.
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