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  The Arrival

  
  




It appeared all at once, a floating impossibility. The monster, translucent and colossal, unfurled in the sky above Dubai. Black and red, spherical, with a single unblinking eye, the creature hung suspended over the towers and the streets. The twelve tentacles with their own smaller eyes moved independently, watching. The other twelve, armed with spikes, writhed ominously. The city was still. The people were still, freezing as if the air itself had turned solid. There was silence—a heavy, pregnant silence—broken only by an unearthly rumble from the hovering menace.




The Observer. It hung in the air, consuming the horizon. At its core, an enormous eyeball pulsed like a heartbeat. Its trailing limbs spread across the sky, long and translucent, stretching over the skyline. Each eyestalk turned this way and that, and the spiked arms quivered as if with anticipation. It was a blot, a black and red smear, unsettling in its very existence. One hundred meters of unreality looming over a modern metropolis. As if emerging from another dimension, the creature announced its presence with sheer, terrible existence.




For the first frozen moments, the city below was like a photograph. Motionless. Gaping. A crowd of shoppers, paused mid-stride in front of gleaming windows, stared up in mute astonishment. Drivers in sports cars and sedans craned their necks from open windows. Traffic lights changed colors with mechanical indifference, casting shifting hues over cars that had ceased to obey them. On high-rise balconies, figures were reduced to specks as they pointed helplessly skyward. An old man, propped up on his cane, shook his head in disbelief. He rubbed his eyes, blinked rapidly, and turned to the people around him, seeking confirmation of the impossible.




“The sky!” someone screamed at last. It was a ragged shout, in Arabic, repeated in other voices, other languages. “Look at the sky!”




As if on cue, the scene erupted into chaotic movement. The immobility shattered, replaced by fear. People turned, jostling into one another. Some ran aimlessly, others ducked into doorways, all trying to flee the terrible orb above. Parents clutched at children, dragging them away from crowded streets. On balconies, on sidewalks, on construction cranes, people yelled into phones or lifted them skyward, recording the insanity as proof of their sanity.




The sprawling city was alive with panic, sprawling over the desert like a jewel dropped in the sand. Towers of glass and steel clawed at the heavens, their ambition made ridiculous by the hovering presence. The hot sun glared off sleek facades, filtering through the creature’s translucent body and creating monstrous shadows that danced across the well-planned streets. Dubai was wealth, progress, shining aspiration. It was the Bentley dealership, the towering Burj Khalifa, the pristine beachfronts, and the glittering opulence of hotels and resorts. And now, impossibly, it was this. This ancient nightmare set against modernity.




The creature hovered, terrible and serene, as if watching their frantic flight with amused detachment.




“Laa! Laa!” voices cried, breathless with disbelief. “What is it?”—“An attack?”—“Allah yusaa’iduna!” The cacophony rose like a wall, and the Observer’s unholy noise came again, drowning it out. A low, rumbling utterance in a language older than time itself. Then laughter, deep and vibrating, sweeping across the city like a storm front.




Soldiers in fatigues joined the civilian mob, moving against it toward the threat. “Get indoors!” they shouted, some in English, most in Arabic. “It’s not safe! Find shelter!” Others barked orders into radios or gestured from behind tactical sunglasses, directing armored vehicles through panicked traffic. “Go, go, go!” Engines roared, and black smoke curled from the tires of speeding trucks. From rooftops and sandbagged positions, men aimed rifles and stared through scopes at the enormous sphere above. Tracer fire arced skyward, brief flares of resistance, swallowed whole by the space between them and it. The city was the most modern in the world, but against the horror above it felt ancient, vulnerable.




The creature gazed down on their scrambling preparations, its multiple eyes taking in every movement. An eyestalk fixed itself on a soldier, and he felt its terrible weight on him. He flinched, taking a half-step back. His commander yelled, and he snapped to his senses. They all did, for now. Soon, he knew, they would have no chance. He drew in a breath and began shouting orders once more.




The creature drifted like a cloud, slowly, casually, blanketing the metropolis. Dark shapes cast by its limbs danced over wide streets and narrow alleys. Shadow patterns flickered grotesquely over luxury storefronts and sandy construction sites, shifting like the memories of some forgotten, alien world. Its impossible voice reverberated through glass and steel and flesh, rattling the windows of skyscrapers, shaking the people inside. The sun turned its translucent skin to fire.




Someone on the street below stopped, pointed skyward, and screamed. “It’s alive!” The realization hit them all at once. It was alive. A few hundred feet in the air, just outside the reach of fear.




On the brink of chaos, people rushed to escape. The invader’s eyes swiveled. Its laughter shook the buildings again, and the sound was the promise of death. Like animals beneath a giant, cosmic predator, they fled for cover. A child sobbed, pulling against her mother’s hand, tiny feet slapping pavement. They made it into a shopping mall, just in time. Just.




The city seemed to inhale, to wait, and in the next instant the laughter cut off and the monster struck.




Fire. Noise. The eruption of impossible light.
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The vast desert city lay beneath a clear sky, rising glass towers and bustling streets a marvel of engineering and design. It took less than an instant for everything to change. An explosion of dark light streaked down from above, the violent beams carving into people and structures below. As buildings collapsed, the creature revealed itself, a massive black and red sphere with a single, evil eye. Citizens barely had a chance to cry out before the rays burned through them, their bodies vanishing in a flash of light, their screams silenced by a rumbling laugh. More blasts from the creature set everything ablaze, the devastation so sudden and complete it felt like a nightmare.


The attack continued with brutal speed. The creature hovered high above the city, its spiked tentacles flailing madly. It lashed out with beam after beam of dark energy, each ray striking with violent precision, slicing through the crowd below. People scattered like ants as it struck them, its destructive light searing into them and ripping them apart. Every shot was fatal. The beams landed everywhere, a chaotic and relentless assault. Wherever they hit, bodies burst into violet flames and crumbled into ash, the disintegration marked by blinding bursts of light and explosive heat. Thousands vanished in seconds. The sky above the city turned orange and yellow, ablaze with the colors of the monster’s fire.


“Allahu akbar!” The cries of the people rose from the burning streets, voices filled with panic and disbelief. “Oh God, oh God!” “The monster! The monster!” The sounds mixed together into a frantic roar. As the creature fired its beams again and again, the citizens ran for cover, dashing into stores, diving under cars, clutching their children and fleeing in every direction. Massive structures began to collapse around them, raining glass and debris, threatening to crush the desperate throngs below. Their terrified shouts filled the air as they scrambled to escape, echoing in Arabic, English, Hindi, and a dozen other languages. But there was no escaping the horror, and they knew it.


People dropped where they ran, struck down by the impossible dark light of the monster. The heat from the explosions washed over the city in relentless waves. The screams of the living mingled with the deadly rumbling laugh of the beast above. Streets turned into war zones, with fires raging and smoke billowing upwards in choking plumes. Expensive cars burned on every block, and when the citizens ducked behind them for cover, the heat blasted through the metal and consumed them too. Flaming husks were all that remained of the Bugattis and Ferraris, nothing but charred shells and twisted frames. Thick, black smoke rose like columns from the devastated city, blotting out the bright sky.


The creature’s massive form moved slowly through the sky, hovering with menace. The black and red sphere shifted and shimmered, its tentacles extending and retracting in wild, chaotic motions. Every few seconds, its great central eye fixed on another section of the city, and more beams shot down, their paths leaving trails of scorched earth and dead bodies. With each devastating strike, the monster punctuated the attack with another diabolical laugh, a sound so deep and resonant it seemed to vibrate through the streets themselves.


On the ground, the chaos only intensified. “Help! Help us!” “Somebody do something!” Some citizens dashed for the buildings, thinking the high rises could provide shelter from the barrage, only to have the searing light catch them before they made it through the doors. Many tried hiding under cars, or squeezing into alleys and other tight spots where they hoped the beams couldn’t reach. Some used their phones to call for help, the frantic chatter cut short by more blasts and more screams. The lucky few who managed to find some cover could only huddle together, waiting and praying, the panic-stricken voices all around them a terrible reminder that they would be next.


The creature grew more frenzied with every passing second, and the relentless attack grew worse. It struck with insane accuracy, every ray obliterating something new. Even those who thought they were safe in the buildings found themselves in the monster’s path. Inside a massive shopping mall, hundreds gathered for protection. They huddled in the atrium, watching in shock as another wave of beams exploded into the building. Windows shattered, shops burst into flames, and the crowds ran, pushing and shoving, as they made a desperate attempt to reach the exits.


“We’re trapped!” “Get out of the way!” The shouts of panic echoed in the massive space. The citizens inside scattered like roaches, trampling over each other in their frantic flight. Glass and steel rained down on them from above as more beams cut through the structure, the deadly heat vaporizing some on the spot. Entire floors collapsed, the rubble falling on the terrified throngs below. No matter where they ran, the dark energy caught up with them. Fires erupted from every side, and the bodies that didn’t vanish into ash were trampled and broken in the stampede.


Through the haze and smoke, some managed to reach the outside, where the destruction was worse than anything they could have imagined. Piles of ash, burnt-out cars, toppled buildings, and countless fires filled the once beautiful streets. The citizens who had been vaporized before they even knew what was happening were now nothing more than smudges on the pavement. Those left alive stumbled through the nightmare, clutching the remains of their families, half-blind from the smoke and too shocked to even cry. “God save us,” some muttered, their faces black with soot, their voices too soft to be heard.


Even in the chaos, some refused to give up. They jumped into their cars, throwing the doors open, urging each other to get in, screaming out street names as they screeched away. Entire families squeezed into SUVs and other massive vehicles, the occupants shouting to each other as they drove over sidewalks, honking and
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