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    To those who have faced sleepless nights and found the strength to carry on. And to the dreamers—may you never lose your hope.
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​Part I: The Silent Collapse
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​Chapter 1: The Flash

The sun hung low in the afternoon sky, casting a warm golden hue across the suburban neighborhood. Kids played in the streets, their laughter blending with the distant hum of traffic. People were going about their day—running errands, heading to work, or just enjoying the sunshine. It was an ordinary day. There was no warning of what was to come. No one saw it coming.

At 2:34 PM, the first sign appeared. The sky seemed to shimmer for just a second, as if reality itself rippled. Birds scattered from the trees, their instincts kicking in before any human knew what had happened. Then, in the blink of an eye, a blinding flash of light filled the sky. It was as if a second sun had suddenly ignited in the heavens, so bright that it washed out the world beneath it. Everything went white.

People shielded their eyes, and cars screeched to a halt in the streets as drivers lost sight of the road. Panic rippled through the crowd in an instant, but before anyone could even voice their confusion, the light disappeared, leaving behind a strange, eerie stillness.

For a moment, the world seemed frozen. No sound, no movement. Then, almost as if the earth exhaled, the normal sounds of life returned, but something was different. The hum of technology—the invisible pulse that ran beneath everything in modern life—was gone. Phones buzzed with dead screens, streetlights flickered out, and cars stalled where they stood. An unsettling silence descended upon the world, broken only by the confused murmurs of those who had no idea what had just happened.

Sarah, standing on her front porch, looked around in bewilderment. She had been in the middle of folding laundry when the flash occurred, and now, as she stood there staring up at the sky, something deep inside her told her that life had just changed forever. She grabbed her phone from her pocket, only to find it dead. No signal, no power, nothing. She frowned and glanced at her neighbors. They too were holding their phones, shaking them, pressing buttons, but the result was the same—dead.

The silence didn’t last long. Within minutes, confusion turned to fear. People began to shout across the streets, trying to make sense of the situation.

“Was it a nuclear bomb?” someone yelled. “Did something hit us?”

“Maybe it was a solar flare,” an older man muttered, but no one really knew.

Sarah’s neighbor, Jim, came stumbling out of his house, his face pale and drenched in sweat. “My TV just went black,” he gasped. “Everything's out! Power’s gone!”

Sarah nodded, but her mind was racing. Could this really be just a power outage? A solar flare? She had read about them before, but nothing like this. She tried to stay calm, though her heart pounded in her chest.

As she surveyed the street, more people began to gather outside their homes, their faces painted with fear and confusion. Children clung to their parents, sensing that something was wrong even if they didn’t fully understand it. It was as if the air itself had changed, heavy with anticipation and dread.

Then, out of nowhere, a distant sound. It started as a low rumble, growing louder by the second. Sarah turned toward the horizon, her breath catching in her throat as she saw it: a wave of darkness spreading across the sky, swallowing the sun. It wasn’t a cloud. It was something else—something unnatural.

The wind picked up, fierce and howling, knocking over trash cans and rattling windows. The world grew darker, colder. The sudden shift in temperature was jarring, and Sarah could feel goosebumps rising on her arms. This wasn’t just a power outage. This was something far worse.

“Everyone get inside!” Jim shouted, his voice barely audible over the growing roar of the wind. “Get inside now!”

But even as people scrambled to retreat into their homes, the darkness was upon them. It swept over the neighborhood like a tidal wave, blotting out the sun completely. The last rays of light flickered and died, leaving the world submerged in an impenetrable gloom.

Sarah felt a knot of fear tighten in her stomach as she rushed back into her house, slamming the door behind her. Inside, the darkness was thick, oppressive. She fumbled for a flashlight, but it was useless. Every battery-powered device in her home seemed dead, drained of energy by whatever force had caused the flash.

Her children, Emily and Jake, huddled together on the couch, wide-eyed and trembling. “Mom, what’s happening?” Emily asked, her voice small and frightened.

“I don’t know, sweetie,” Sarah replied, forcing a calm she didn’t feel. “But we’re going to be okay.”

The reassurance felt hollow, but what else could she say? She didn’t know what was happening, but deep down, she knew this was no ordinary disaster. Whatever had caused the flash, the darkness, the technology failures—it was something far beyond human control.

The minutes dragged on, each one feeling like an eternity. Outside, the wind howled, and strange sounds echoed through the streets—distant crashes, shouts, the sound of something large and heavy being dragged. Sarah pressed her ear to the door, trying to make sense of it all, but the noise was chaotic, disjointed, and filled her with unease.

Then, just as suddenly as it had come, the wind stopped. The silence returned, but this time it was even more unsettling. The air felt thick, as though the world was holding its breath, waiting for something else to happen.

Suddenly, a faint glow appeared on the horizon—a cold, unnatural light that flickered like a dying flame. Sarah’s heart skipped a beat. What was it? Was it rescue? Or was it something far worse?

She turned to her children, her voice steady but urgent. “Stay here. Don’t move, okay? I’m going to check outside.”

Emily grabbed her arm. “Mom, don’t go! Please!”

But Sarah gently pulled away. “I’ll be right back, I promise.”

She moved to the door, her heart pounding as she slowly opened it. The world outside was bathed in that eerie light, casting long shadows that twisted and writhed across the ground. The street was empty, but there was a feeling in the air, a presence that made her skin crawl.

Whatever had happened in that flash, it had changed everything. And deep down, Sarah knew that the world they once knew was gone forever.
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And thus, the stage was set for the terror and chaos that would soon follow. In the wake of the mysterious flash, humanity was about to face a challenge unlike anything they had ever imagined—one that would push them to the brink of madness.
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​Chapter 2: The Sleepless
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The night passed in eerie stillness. Sarah sat on the edge of her bed, her back against the wall, watching the darkened sky through her bedroom window. The oppressive, cold light that had flickered on the horizon eventually faded, leaving nothing but an unsettling black void. Every so often, her mind drifted into thoughts of sleep, but no matter how hard she tried to close her eyes, her body wouldn’t comply. It was as if the natural instinct to rest had been ripped away from her.

She glanced at the digital clock on her nightstand, but it remained dead, like everything else in the house. Hours had passed since the flash, and yet, there was still no sleep. Her mind, already weary from the shock and confusion of the day, felt like it was running on fumes, though her body showed no signs of the familiar drowsiness that should have come by now.

Downstairs, she could hear the faint murmurs of her children, Emily and Jake, tossing and turning on the couch where they had curled up together after the blackout. They had been scared, but exhaustion should have overtaken them by now. And yet, it hadn’t.

Sarah knew something was wrong. Terribly wrong.

She pulled on her robe and quietly descended the stairs, careful not to disturb her children. As she reached the living room, she found them still wide awake. Emily sat up, rubbing her eyes, but there was no sleepiness in her expression—just confusion.

“Mom, I can’t sleep,” Emily said, her voice tinged with worry. “Jake can’t either. What’s happening?”

Sarah tried to smile reassuringly, though her heart was racing. “It’s probably just because of everything that’s going on. We’re all a little shaken up. Try to close your eyes again. I’m sure sleep will come soon.”

But even as she said the words, she didn’t believe them. Emily nodded, laying back down beside her brother, though it was clear she didn’t buy it either. As Sarah looked at them, the thought hit her: What if we can’t sleep at all? She pushed the idea away, trying not to panic, but it gnawed at her. This was unnatural. Everything about the day had been wrong, and now this sleeplessness was beginning to feel like another piece of the puzzle.

By morning, it was clear that this wasn’t an isolated incident.

The sky was overcast, casting a dull gray light over the neighborhood, and Sarah stood on her porch, her mind racing. She wasn’t the only one outside. Her neighbors were already out too, looking as lost and disheveled as she felt. Across the street, Jim was pacing up and down his driveway, running his hands through his hair. He looked like he had aged ten years overnight, dark circles forming under his eyes, his face drawn tight with worry.

“Sarah!” he called out when he saw her. “Did you sleep at all?”

She shook her head, and Jim swore under his breath. “Me neither. My wife’s been up all night. My kids too. They’re all wide awake, and now we’re starting to freak out.”

Sarah felt a chill run down her spine. “I thought it was just us. Maybe it’s...maybe it’s because of the power outage?”

Jim shook his head. “No, this isn’t normal. I tried everything. I even gave my wife some sleeping pills we had left over from last year, and nothing. It’s like our bodies don’t even know how to sleep anymore.”

The words hit Sarah like a hammer. How was that even possible? She glanced around the neighborhood, and it was clear the sleeplessness wasn’t confined to just a few houses. Everywhere, people were emerging from their homes, looking dazed and confused, many of them whispering the same thing: I can’t sleep.

It wasn’t long before panic started to spread. By midday, the streets were buzzing with the sound of anxious conversations. People tried to make sense of it, but no one had an answer. Had the flash caused some sort of neurological damage? Was it a virus? A biological attack? Conspiracy theories flew, each one more terrifying than the last, but the truth remained elusive.

Sarah and Jim gathered with a small group of neighbors in the middle of the street, desperate for some sort of plan. A few had already tried driving to nearby towns, but their cars had stalled out. The roads were clogged with vehicles that had died during the blackout, leaving many people stranded. The internet was down, phones were useless, and even the emergency radio stations were broadcasting nothing but static.

“I heard on my battery-powered radio that the power outages are happening everywhere,” one of the neighbors, a middle-aged man named Frank, said. “They mentioned something about a solar flare, but...no one knows why it’s affecting sleep. The hospitals are full of people freaking out, but the doctors don’t have answers.”

“What are we supposed to do?” Sarah asked, her voice tight with anxiety. “We can’t just wait around and hope for the best. What if we don’t sleep again?”

The group fell silent at the thought. The weight of that possibility seemed too unbearable to comprehend. How long could they go without sleep before their bodies gave out? Days? Weeks?

Jim cleared his throat. “I don’t know what’s going on, but I think the best thing we can do is stick together. If this sleeplessness continues...well, I don’t think we’ll be thinking straight in a few days.”

Sarah nodded. She could already feel the effects—her mind wasn’t as sharp, her thoughts were racing, but scattered at the same time. She could only imagine how much worse it would get if they continued like this.

By the end of the day, the tension in the neighborhood had reached a fever pitch. The sound of sirens echoed faintly in the distance, and Sarah saw groups of people wandering the streets in a daze, their eyes wide and frantic. Arguments broke out between neighbors, accusations of hoarding food or supplies, though most hadn’t even prepared for an emergency of this magnitude.

Sarah tried to keep her children calm, though they were clearly beginning to unravel. Jake had asked her several times if they would ever sleep again, his voice trembling with fear. Emily, who had always been more reserved, stared out the window, her eyes glazed over as if she were trying to shut out the world.

That night, Sarah sat in the living room with her children, watching the darkened sky through the window. There was no comfort in the quiet anymore—just an oppressive, overwhelming sense of dread. As the minutes ticked by, her mind raced with the possibilities. How long before they all started losing control? How long before their bodies and minds gave out completely?

Sleep was supposed to be a refuge, a natural reset that allowed the body and mind to recover from the day’s stresses. Without it, the world seemed to unravel at the seams. Sarah’s thoughts grew darker with each passing hour. What if this was permanent? What if they were all doomed to live in this waking nightmare, slowly losing their grip on reality?

As the night wore on, and the sounds of distant sirens grew more sporadic, Sarah realized that this was just the beginning. The sleeplessness was spreading, and with it, the fear and panic that would soon consume everything. Whatever was happening, it was far from over.

And deep down, Sarah knew that the world would never be the same again.
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​Chapter 3: The First Night
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By the time the sun set again, casting a crimson glow over the sky, the city had begun to unravel. The first full night of sleeplessness was upon them, and the tension in the air felt electric, like the atmosphere before a storm. People had already started to understand that something more sinister was at play. This wasn’t a mere power outage, nor was it a temporary inconvenience that would pass with the flick of a switch. The real fear, the one that gnawed at Sarah and everyone else, was that no one could sleep.

The streets, which normally grew quieter as evening fell, were instead alive with noise and movement. Windows glowed with candlelight and flashlights, and doors that were usually locked and bolted after dark now stood wide open as people spilled into the streets, unable to stay confined to their homes. It was as if everyone was desperately searching for answers outside, even though none existed.

Sarah stood on her porch, watching as the chaos unfolded. Her body ached for sleep, but the numbness of fatigue was nowhere to be found. Instead, she felt a strange, hollow energy—a cruel twist of biology that forced her to remain awake when all her instincts told her to rest. Beside her, Emily and Jake sat huddled together on the porch steps, their small faces drawn with exhaustion and fear.

Across the street, Jim’s house was lit up, his front yard filled with neighbors, all of them shouting over one another. Sarah could hear snippets of their conversation—panic-stricken voices asking the same questions she had been asking herself all day.

“How is this even possible?”

“When will this end?”

“Maybe this is the end.”

The last comment made her stomach turn. Was it really that extreme? Could this sleeplessness lead to something apocalyptic? Sarah pushed the thought away, but it lingered in the back of her mind, refusing to be ignored.

From the distance, the wail of sirens pierced the air, louder and more constant than earlier in the day. Something was happening—something bad. Sarah’s heart raced as her eyes scanned the darkening streets. In the faint glow of flashlights, she could see people moving, some stumbling as if drunk, their steps uneven and erratic. Others seemed to be walking with purpose, their faces set with grim determination, though where they were going was anyone’s guess.

She stepped off the porch, glancing back at her children. “Stay here,” she said softly. “I’m just going to check on the neighbors.”

Emily’s eyes widened. “Don’t go far, Mom.”

“I won’t,” Sarah promised, though she wasn’t sure how far was too far anymore.

As she crossed the street, the faint buzz of conversation grew louder. She caught sight of Jim pacing back and forth in front of his house, his face pale and glistening with sweat.

“Sarah,” he said, his voice tight with panic. “It’s getting worse. I just heard on my radio that hospitals are overrun. People are showing up in droves, and no one knows what to do. They’re saying people are starting to freak out.”

Sarah’s mouth went dry. “Freak out how?”

Jim ran a hand through his thinning hair, shaking his head. “People are losing it. They’re getting violent. Attacking nurses, doctors—anyone. They can’t handle not sleeping. It’s like their minds are starting to crack.”

Her stomach churned. Sleep deprivation was a known cause of psychosis in extreme cases, but this fast? It hadn’t even been two full days. She tried to steady her breathing, but the creeping dread clawed at her insides.

“They’re saying the emergency rooms are turning people away now,” Jim continued, his eyes darting nervously around the neighborhood. “They don’t have the space or the resources. And it’s not just here—it’s everywhere.”

Sarah glanced toward the main road, where the wail of sirens had become almost a constant hum. “What about the police? Or the National Guard?”

Jim laughed, but it was a bitter, hollow sound. “What police? Most of them are just as sleepless as we are. I heard some of them are starting to collapse on duty. They can’t keep up with the calls. People are fighting, rioting, breaking into stores—trying to get anything they think might help them sleep.”

“Help them sleep? How?” Sarah asked, her voice rising with panic.

“Sleeping pills, alcohol, whatever they can find,” Jim said grimly. “But nothing’s working. Nothing. It’s like something’s broken inside of us.”

Sarah felt a wave of nausea. She had hoped the sleeplessness was temporary—an effect of the solar flare, or maybe the shock of the blackout. But now, hearing that no one, anywhere, could sleep, the reality of their situation began to sink in. This wasn’t going to end quickly.

Suddenly, a loud crash echoed from down the street, followed by shouting. Sarah whipped her head around, trying to locate the source of the commotion. In the dim light, she could make out a group of people running toward a corner store at the end of the block. The sound of glass shattering pierced the air, and Sarah realized with horror that they were breaking into the store.

“They’re looting,” she whispered.

Jim nodded, his jaw clenched. “It’s been happening all day. People are scared. They’re not thinking straight.”

As if to confirm his words, another crash rang out, followed by screams. More people were joining in, driven by desperation. Sarah could see the chaos spreading, like a virus infecting everyone it touched. The thin veneer of civilization was peeling away, and it was happening faster than she could have imagined.

“I need to get my kids inside,” Sarah said, her voice trembling. “This is...this is going to get worse.”

Jim placed a hand on her shoulder. “We need to stick together. If things keep going like this, we’re going to have to defend ourselves. I don’t want to think about it, but people are going to get desperate.”

Sarah nodded, her throat tight. She turned and hurried back across the street, her mind racing. As she reached the porch, Emily and Jake looked up at her, their faces pale with fear.

“What’s happening, Mom?” Emily asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Sarah knelt in front of them, forcing herself to stay calm. “Everything’s okay for now. But we’re going to go inside, lock the doors, and stay together. We need to be safe.”

Emily nodded, her eyes wide, while Jake simply stared blankly, too overwhelmed to speak. Sarah herded them inside, her heart pounding as she locked the front door behind them. She pulled the curtains shut, blocking out the growing chaos outside, and did her best to make the living room feel like a safe space, even though every fiber of her being told her it wasn’t.

As the night wore on, the sounds of panic outside grew louder—shouts, crashes, the occasional gunshot in the distance. Sarah sat on the floor with her children, wrapping her arms around them as they huddled together, the darkness pressing in from all sides. The weight of the situation bore down on her, heavier with each passing hour.

This was just the beginning, she realized. People were still holding on by a thread, but soon, that thread would snap. The sleeplessness would break them all.

And when that happened, there would be no stopping the madness.
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