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A mysterious man compromises a bank without knowing whats to come.

Chapter 1: The Man in Black

The Pacific Trust Bank opened at 8:00 a.m. sharp, its glass doors yawning to swallow San Francisco's weekday rhythm. The scent of lemon polish lingered in the air, mingling with the faint ozone of freshly booted monitors. Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead like a swarm held at bay. Customers trickled in-briefcases, strollers, earbuds, and coffee cups-each absorbed in their own transactional choreography.

Rex Halden, the security guard, leaned against his post near the entrance, one hand resting on his belt, the other nursing a lukewarm coffee. His eyes flicked from the tellers to the exits, then back to the clock. 8:17.

Then he entered.

The man in black.

He didn't walk so much as glide-his boots silent against the tile, his coat trailing like a shadow stitched to his spine. Black wool, black gloves, black collar. His face was pale, angular, unreadable. His eyes didn't search. They didn't blink. They simply existed-flat, glassy, and ancient.

He joined the line without a word. No phone. No wallet. No keys. No movement except the slow, deliberate folding of his hands. His posture was rigid, as if bracing for something seismic.

A child tugged at her mother's sleeve scared. Unable to speak 

The mother pulled her daughter close. A businessman two spots ahead turned, frowned, then looked away quickly, as if he'd seen something he shouldn't.

Rex straightened. His hand drifted toward his radio. Something was wrong. Not loud-wrong. Not gun-wrong. But wrong like a dream that forgets it's a dream.

The line moved. The man moved with it.

When he reached the counter, the teller-young, bright-eyed, rehearsed-offered a smile. "Good morning. How can I help you today?"

"I wish to open an account," he said.

His voice was flat. Not monotone-mechanical. Like a recording played through a throat that had never learned emotion.

The teller blinked. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard. Something in her chest tightened. She glanced at Rex. He was already watching.

Chapter 2: Denied

The teller's fingers hovered over the keyboard, her smile faltering. "I'll need your ID, proof of address, and-"

"I have none," the man said.

Her fingers froze. "We require documentation to proceed."

"I must be registered," he repeated. His tone was identical to before, as if replayed from a machine.

She hesitated, then pressed the call button beneath the counter. A soft chime echoed through the bank. Rex Halden's hand moved to his belt. Again.

Elin Vance, the branch manager, arrived moments later. She was composed, tailored, efficient. Her heels clicked like punctuation as she approached. "Sir, I understand you're trying to open an account?"

"Yes."

"May I speak with you privately?"

He nodded once.

She led him to her office, a glass cube at the far end of the lobby. The blinds were half-drawn, casting slatted shadows across the floor. Inside, she gestured to a chair. He remained standing.

"To open an account," Elin said, "we need identification. A driver's license, passport, utility bill-anything official."

"I have none."

She studied him. "Then I'm afraid we can't proceed."

"I must be registered," he said again. "You must allow it."

Elin leaned forward, her voice softening. "Why here? Why now?"

He didn't answer. His eyes drifted to the wall behind her. Not scanning-waiting. As if expecting it to open. As if something was supposed to come through.

Elin felt a chill crawl across her spine.

"Sir," she said carefully, "if you're in trouble, we can help. But you need to tell me who you are."

"I am not in trouble," he said. "You are."

She froze.

He turned and walked out of the office without another word.

Chapter 3: The Scene

The man in black stepped out of Elin's office with the same eerie precision he'd entered with. His boots made no sound. His coat whispered against the air. But something had changed.

He suspiciously stopped in the center of the lobby. Put his hand inside his jacket as if something was in it. And froze.

Heads turned. Conversations halted mid-sentence. A pen dropped. A child whimpered.

Rex Halden moved quickly, hand hovering near his holster. "Sir?"

The man turned slowly, like a machine rotating on a fixed axis. His eyes locked onto Rex's. No emotion. No hesitation. 

In one fluid motion, he closed the distance, disarmed Rex, dismantled the weapon with inhuman precision-slide, barrel, magazine, spring-and held the pieces aloft like offerings.

Gasps rippled through the room. A woman screamed. Someone dropped to the floor. A phone clattered against tile.

"I'm not what you expect," he said coldly. 

The words weren't shouted. They were delivered like a statement. Not a threat. A possibility.

Panic erupted. While he stood in doorway.

Customers scrambled. Others froze, paralyzed by the surreal calm of the man in black. Phones dialed 911. A teller sobbed into her sleeve.

Within minutes, the bank was locked down. Outside, sirens wailed. SWAT teams assembled. Flashing lights painted the windows in red and blue pulses.

Inside, the man stood still, weapon fragments in hand. He didn't fire. He didn't threaten. He simply watched.

Elin stepped forward, trembling. "You don't have to do this."

"I am not doing anything," he replied. "You are."

Chapter 4: Lockdown

The bank was sealed.

Steel shutters groaned down over the windows. Police tape fluttered in the wind. Outside, armored vehicles idled, their engines growling like caged beasts. Snipers took positions. Radios crackled. The perimeter was drawn.

Inside, silence reigned.

The hostages huddled near the counters, trembling. Some whispered prayers. Others stared at the man in black, as if trying to decode him-his posture, his stillness, his absence of threat. He paced slowly, methodically, eyes scanning the ceiling, the exits, the walls. Not searching. Measuring.

Elin Vance stood apart from the others, her breath shallow, her pulse erratic. She stepped forward, voice barely audible. "You don't have to do this."

"I am not doing anything," he repeated. "You are."

He turned to the hostages. One by one, he pointed. "You may leave."

They hesitated. Then scrambled toward the exit, where Rex-now disarmed and dazed-held the door. No demands. No negotiations. Just quiet exits. Until only Elin remained.

He locked the doors behind the last hostage. The click of the bolt sounded final. Outside, the SWAT team prepared for breach. Inside, the air thickened. Time slowed.

Elin stood alone with him.

"Why me?" she asked.

"Because you listened," he said.

She stared at him, trying to understand. "What are you waiting for?"

Chapter 5: The Reveal

The bank was silent.

Outside, urgency pulsed-SWAT teams repositioning, snipers recalibrating, radios murmuring codes. Inside, the air felt thick, almost gelatinous. Time had slowed. Or maybe it had bent.

Elin stood inches from the man in black, her breath shallow, her voice trembling. "You're not robbing us."

"No."

"Then what are you doing?"

"I did not mean to escalate."

The words were strange. Not just in tone, but in structure-like a translation from a language that didn't use verbs the same way.

"What?" she asked.

He stepped closer. "I am not from here."

Elin's breath caught. "Not from here... like another country?"

"No," he said. "Not from this planet."

The lights flickered.

Not a power surge. Not a malfunction. They flickered like something had passed through them-something that didn't belong in this dimension.

Elin backed up a step. "What are you?"

He didn't answer. His eyes shifted-just slightly. And for a moment, she saw it.

Behind the glassy surface of his gaze, something moved. Not pupils. Not reflections. Something older. Something vast.

Chapter 6: The Surrender

Elin's heart pounded like a signal flare beneath her ribs. The man in black stood motionless. 

Outside, the megaphone crackled. "Final warning. Come out now."

Inside, time felt suspended. The air was thick, charged with tension. Elin stepped closer, her voice barely audible. "You don't have to die here."

He turned to her, eyes unreadable. "You cannot tell them what I am."

"I won't," she whispered. "But you have to trust me."

He tilted his head. "Trust is not a concept I possess. But I understand its function."

Outside, boots scraped pavement. A sniper adjusted his scope. The perimeter tightened.

Elin extended her hand. "If you walk out peacefully, they won't have reason."

He nodded once. "Then show me your way."

Together, they moved toward the entrance. Each step felt like a countdown. Elin raised her hands. "He's surrendering," she shouted. "Don't shoot!"

The doors creaked open. Light spilled in. The world waited.

The man's hands were empty. His posture was calm. Elin's voice rang out again. "He's unarmed!"

For a moment, the world held its breath.

Then a crack split the air.

A sniper's bullet tore through the man's skull. His body dropped instantly, folding like a marionette whose strings had been cut. Blood bloomed across the pavement-dark, viscous, shimmering with silver and black.

Elin screamed.

She dropped to her knees beside him, hands trembling, eyes wide. "No!" she cried. "You didn't have to-he wasn't-he wasn't-"

The SWAT team surged forward. Reporters shouted. Cameras flashed. The perimeter dissolved into chaos.

No one listened to Elin.

No one saw the horror in her eyes.

She was the only one who knew.

Three minutes later, the sky began to vibrate.

Chapter 7: The Descent

It started as a low hum-subsonic, primal. Dogs howled. Birds scattered. Streetlights flickered, then died mid-glow. The air thickened, charged with something that felt like memory and static.

Elin knelt beside the man in black, blood on her hands, her breath shallow. Around her, the world unraveled.

The clouds twisted unnaturally-no longer vapor, but veined structures, red and black, spiraling like arteries across the sky. Shapes moved within them. Not aircraft. Not birds. Something older. Something vast.

People screamed.

Some dropped to their knees, sobbing. Others ran, but there was nowhere to go. The streets buckled. Glass shattered. Sirens wailed and then fell silent, swallowed by the hum.

Elin didn't move.

She stared upward, eyes locked on the sky. Her mind tried to make sense of the shapes-angular, fluid, impossible. They pulsed in rhythm with the blood still seeping from the man's skull.

Then the sky opened.

Not a portal. Not a crack. A dilation-like an eye adjusting to light. From within, something emerged. Not a ship. Not a creature. A presence. It had no edges. No mass. But it pressed against the world like a thought too large to hold.

The air bent around it. Buildings groaned. Time stuttered.

Elin felt it pass through her-not physically, but emotionally. It knew her. It had always known her. And it was not pleased.

The man in black was one of them. Their presence hovered above the city, silent and vast. Then, without sound, it began to descend.

Not to land.

To punish.

The End

"Unidentified, and staying that way."
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