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The world we know is held together by delicate strands—air, water, soil, warmth—all carefully balanced in a symphony of life. For millennia, these elements have nurtured humanity, teaching us the patterns of seasons and the rise and fall of life. Yet, as nature shifts, reshaped by forces seen and unseen, what was once familiar begins to twist into something alien.

In this anthology, each story explores a world in flux. As climates shift and ecosystems adapt in unpredictable ways, people find themselves in landscapes they barely recognize. Technology, desperation, and resilience drive them to confront the unfamiliar and navigate environments that challenge not only their physical survival but also their sense of place and purpose.

These tales offer a glimpse into lives disrupted and remade by bizarre transformations. From unexpected encounters with evolving ecosystems to moments of quiet tension as people reckon with their surroundings, each story examines the thin line between adaptation and unease. Here, the natural world takes center stage—not as an enemy, but as a powerful force that reshapes everything in its path, including us.

So, step into these pages and explore a future shaped by changing lands, skies, and seas. In these stories, our environment is both familiar and strange, a reminder of how deeply we are bound to the world—and how quickly that bond can be tested. Step into this collection of stories and witness the raw, unpredictable face of a world forever altered. 

Hold your breath. Change calls, and it does not wait.
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Wren Cavanagh

On the 5th of July Shaya Holt gets her father’s phone call before the sun even hinted at its daily return at the horizon’s edge. Being summer, that made it damn early in the morning. 

“Come and get me out of here. People are dying and the cops aren’t showing up!”

She wipes the sleep from her face, feeling simultaneously groggy, and jolted. “Okay wait, what? What do you mean? What’s going on?”

“Something attacked the facility, wild animals...” he stammers, “a...creatures. It’s just a mess. I’ve got people hiding in my room. 911 said to wait, and when I tried to call them again, they put me on hold. We need to get out now. I think Eunice had a small stroke. And Jim, his heart can get tricky.”

“Ok, Hang tight, on the way.”

“Don’t come alone!”

She ends the call and stumbles out of bed, hopping in the nearest pair of shorts before grabbing a bra and pulling on a t-shirt. She doesn’t know what’s going on, but her father has his wits about him. He is at the retirement facility for rehab after a fall from a horse broke a hip and leg bones in more places than one would have thought possible. And yet the call makes no sense. Creatures, 911 not responding? Did he have a stroke?

She grabs her car keys while simultaneously dialing the main line for the assisted living, slash, rehab facility and stumbling outside where the cool fresh summer air is both balm and caress. Her dog follows along, wagging his tail as her call goes to voice mail.

“Not good,” she mutters and tries 911, but a recording tells her to wait on the line. Instead, she ends the call and pulls up a local news stream on the smartphone. Utterly baffled she reads post after post, updated after update, of fires and fights that went on during the night. And reports of unspecified animal attacks.

Wow, the 4th of July was wild. Deaths, fires...creatures. She calls the facility again, hoping someone will answer and provide a return to normalcy, to sanity. But the reply offers no reassurance.

“Leave a message.” What the hell, really? 

The dog begins to bark at the nearby woods. Great, the neighbors will just love her. “Shut up Tostito! I mean it!” She hisses and swats the dog’s butt. 

He’s been doing that for a few days now, barking at the woods, yet not a squirrel in sight. She slaps her hands to get the dog’s attention. “Tostito, c’mon boy. We’re leaving. Truck.”

The yellow, brown Australian Shepard-some-other-dog mix looks up at her, puzzled at her lack of interest. His woof is interrupted when she grabs him by the collar, places a hand on his rump and shoves him in the truck. 

“Dog, it’s too damn early for this shit. Shut up.”

He lets out a muffled woof as if too polite to openly disagree and resumes his anxious watch of the woods facing the housing complex. Now that she thinks about it, the last time she visited her dad at the assisted living, he was acting as weird as Tostito—sans barking—studying the woods outside the facility. The early morning light reveals the aftermath of out-of-control fires, and the smell of the smoke wafts through the truck’s windows. The early morning light illuminates the aftermath of too many fires, and she smells smoke and something else she can’t identify wafting through the truck’s windows. And along the way, she sees: 

Vehicles abandoned on the side of the roads, some with doors shoved wide open as if their passengers had escaped into the night. 

Onlookers whose shocked and anxious faces remind her of displaced refugees from distant countries. They stare openly at her as she drives past them.

Brambles, some as large as cars, that seem to move against the wind—but there is no wind, a light breeze is all.

“What the hell, just...what the hell.”

The dog sighs.

***
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Fifteen minutes and she’s past the city limit and into the countryside at Silver Pines, the silver refuge for the silver set. Brambles again, and they are running roughshod about the parking lot and landscape around the facility. Their normal landscaping is dull and uninspired with its green lawns and the nearly unkillable laurels hedges, but at least they had kept it up. She parks and rolls down the windows enough for the dog to be comfortable. 

“I’ll be right back, you mutt. Behave yourself.”

And yet, she remains in the driver’s seat with her hand on the handle, staring at the facility. She then scans the parking lot. Yeah, it’s early, but the stillness feels out of place. There must be a perfectly reasonable solution to her father’s call. Tostito let out a soft growl. She wipes the sweat from her face. The breeze outside would feel nice, and yet she waits. Something is off. At the far end of the parking lot brambles have grown inside an old Ford Taurus, and that...is definitely odd. Had the car been abandoned there, and she hadn’t noticed it on her previous visits? Very possible. Its windows seemed filthy with swirls of mud. But it hasn’t rained for weeks, and why is my ass still in this car?

“Okay, doggo.  The window’s rolled down, you got fresh air, it’s early, and I’ll be right back, Behave.” 

Tostito tries to sneak after her, but she blocks his escape attempt and pushes him back in the passenger’s seat. 

“Not a day goes by without you reminding that you flunked your obedience classes. Stay put, you mutt!”

She covers the short distance to the main entrance of the assisted living center with a few long strides. Not breaking into a run because she is suddenly far more curious and wary of her surroundings. In the morning stillness, she can hear furtive noises whose origins she can’t explain, and those noises grow louder as she nears Silver Pines’ main entrance. Its double doors, made of elegant, glossy blond wood with crystal-cut glass insets, are dirtied by smudges and smears.

Shaya first thinks: This place is slipping. 

And then: Is that blood? Holy shit, that’s blood, and where the hell is everyone? And while we’re at it...what the hell happened? 

The lobby area, the main desk, and the immediate hallway are a mess as if the elderly or the feeble residents had gone mad overnight and staged a riot. She feels her blood begin to buzz in her veins and realizes that her breathing got shallow and tight. Shaya sprints for her father’s room but only makes it a few feet before a door swing open, and a pair of strong arms lift her off her feet and drag her inside like she’d triggered a human trapdoor spider.

Kicking and cursing she struggles free and almost lands on her ass. Almost, she gets her balance and rears back to wallop her attacker. But with a teeth-bared grimace realizes she knows the grabber. Not only does she know him, but he’s one of hers and her dad’s favorite people here. 

“Elias?!”

Elias Echevarria, a gentle giant of a man, looking ragged and scared. His uniform is bloody and disheveled.

“Shhh.” He lifts a
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