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    To those who face darkness with unwavering courage,and to those who seek the light, even when it feels impossible.
This story is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "In the deepest shadows, we find the truest reflection of who we are. And in the darkest night, the smallest spark of light can either save us... or condemn us."— Anonymous
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Chapter 1: The Sky Went Out
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The sun vanished on a Tuesday.

There was no warning, no stormfront, no seismic shift to rattle windows or wake the town. It was 7:43 a.m. when the light began to thin. By 7:51, it was gone.

Not like an eclipse. Not like nightfall.

Gone.

At first, people thought it was cloud cover—some dense pocket of smoke drifting down from the high ridge. Duskfall, nestled in a mountain cradle like a forgotten secret, was used to atmospheric quirks. The townsfolk had shrugged off everything from hail in July to blood-red rain from a mining accident upstream. But this was different.

By 9:00 a.m., phones lost signal. By noon, the emergency broadcast system stuttered, then died.

And by dusk—if one could still call it that—the world had grown cold.



Dr. Miriam Sloane sat beside her son’s bed, watching the pale shimmer of artificial light fall across his skin. The boy, Cal, lay still, tethered to a half-dozen monitors and one oxygen tank, which thrummed steadily like the heartbeat of a machine trying to stay alive.

The power was running off backup generators. For now.

“Mom,” Cal rasped, voice dry. “It’s still dark?”

She looked at the window. There was nothing beyond it. Just a deep, violet curtain where sky should be. Not black—black would’ve been normal. This was different. This was absence.

“Yes,” she said softly. “Still dark.”

He nodded, unfazed. “Cool.”

Miriam tried to smile, but it wavered. She wasn’t ready for this—not after five years of experimental treatments, radiation trips to the city, and unspoken prayers. The world had finally stopped burning, but not because they’d solved the climate crisis.

It was because the sun had simply... left.



By Wednesday, the mayor declared a town-wide emergency. Schools closed. Roads were blocked with snow and fallen branches from the sudden frost. Local grocers rationed flashlights and canned goods. People knocked on Miriam’s door, asking if she “knew anything.”

She didn’t.

Or at least, not yet.

She was an atmospheric physicist, yes. She’d worked with the USGS on stratospheric cooling models a decade ago. But those were simulations. Climate change, methane plumes, ice core extrapolations. None of it prepared her for a sunless sky that didn’t just look wrong—it felt wrong. The darkness pressed against the windows, humming faintly at the edges, like it was listening.



On the third day, animals began disappearing.

Deer. Birds. Dogs.

Pets that were tethered or caged were found mangled or missing. Wild animals simply stopped appearing altogether. The forest around Duskfall—once rich with life—went still, like a stage waiting for a play that would never start.

And that was when Miriam noticed something else.

The darkness wasn’t just outside.

It was inside the light.



At 2:06 a.m. on the fourth night, the hospital’s main generator failed. The emergency lights flickered once. Then again. Then stayed on—but dim, like a candle with a damp wick. Miriam sprinted to the basement, wrenching open the access panel with frozen hands. She was expecting a blown fuse. Maybe a coolant leak.

What she found instead was frost.

Not just on the machinery—but in it. Inside sealed units, the internal components were rimmed with hoarfrost, as if the laws of thermodynamics had decided to break.

She leaned in to inspect the inverter core and noticed it was whispering.

Not mechanically. Not humming.

Whispering.

She backed away slowly, grabbed the flashlight, and bolted.



By the sixth day, no one talked about the sun anymore.

They stopped asking when it would return. Instead, they spoke in lowered voices about the things seen at the edges of the forest, moving between the pines. Of silhouettes pressed to glass when no one knocked. Of shadows that lingered too long after their sources were gone.

Miriam kept Cal close.

He was sleeping more now. Dreaming louder. He whispered strange words in his sleep. Not nonsense, but something older. Something with weight. She recorded one of them. Ran it through a phonetic analyzer.

It came back with no match. Just one note: “Not human language. Possibly synthetic?”

She didn’t like that word: synthetic.

It didn’t sound manmade.

It sounded designed.



On the seventh day, the sky shimmered.

Just once. A ripple, like heat rising from asphalt, only colder. Sharper. It cut across the heavens in a jagged seam—and then sealed itself again.

That’s when Miriam knew.

This wasn’t weather. It wasn’t climate. It wasn’t even solar.

This was an aperture.

And it had opened.



She stayed up all night, pen scribbling furiously through equations long abandoned. She pulled out MIRAGE, an old AI model she’d helped design during the early Aurora Project—the same tech that had once promised to “fix” the planet with atmospheric mirrors.

It took thirty minutes to boot. When it did, its greeting was curt.

“Miriam Sloane. Days Since Light: 7. External Event Type: Unknown. Warning: Pattern Recognition Exceeded Baseline. Do you wish to proceed?”

She blinked.

“Pattern recognition? What pattern?”

“The dark is not random.”



And that’s when she heard it again.

Her son’s voice, whispering in the dark room upstairs.

But this time...

He was whispering to someone.

And they were whispering back.
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Chapter 2: Hunger Below
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The sinkhole opened on the edge of the Everdeep Forest, where the trees grew thicker than memory and the ground held bones older than maps. It didn’t roar or crack or bellow. It sighed—a low, groaning exhale that rolled across Duskfall like a breath held too long.

By the time the first search team arrived, the forest floor had folded inward on itself, revealing a gaping wound in the earth over sixty feet wide, with edges that crumbled like stale bread. Thick, black air rose from its center, heavy with iron and rot.

Two miners rappelled in.

Neither came back.



Darren Wythe, who led the second team, swore he heard something breathing at the bottom. Not wind. Not gas escape. Something with lungs. Something that had waited.

The town sheriff wrote it off as hysteria.

The mayor sealed the site.

But in the days that followed, strange things began to happen. Dreams became longer. Sharper. People in Duskfall started sleepwalking, drawn to windows or doorsteps or the woods themselves, murmuring in languages no one recognized.

And in the deepest chamber of the sinkhole, buried beneath centuries of glacial sediment, something stirred.



It awoke without a name.

No heartbeat. No breath. But hunger—yes, hunger came first.

The stasis had preserved him: the coffin hewn from volcanic stone, laced with silver, blessed with oil and ash. A prison built to last forever—until the sun died.

Now, that light was gone.

And Elaric opened his eyes.



The first sense
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