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Introduction

America in this story is a land unrecognizable from the memory of its golden ages—a
nation splintered, starved of its lifeblood. In a desperate effort to keep the wheels of
industry grinding, its leaders forge a society divided in a way never seen before: by
the hours of sun and moon. No longer a nation of individuals, the populace has been
slashed into two distinct breeds—those who live and work by the light of day and
those who rise only when darkness falls. Both classes, isolated not by walls but by fear
and manipulation, become prisoners of a broken system designed to wring out every
last drop of productivity from a faltering world.

Over two decades, this engineered separation morphs into something even more
sinister. Through relentless propaganda, the government ensures that Day People and
Night People grow up believing each other are monsters. The truth behind this
division—once simple economic desperation—transforms into myth and hatred, a
schism so deep that the origins of unity are forgotten by both sides. As time passes,
these twin societies adapt and evolve. Night People develop keen night vision and
sharp minds attuned to technology, while Day People, bathed in sunlight, grow strong
and sturdy, adept at labor that keeps civilizations fed.

But there is a third class, hidden and protected: the government, along with the
affluent elite, secluded in privileged colonies untouched by shortage or sorrow. This
ruling caste neither belongs to the sun nor the moon; they draw from both as they see
fit, manipulating the system to sustain their comfort while sowing lies among those
they govern. It is a portrait of division and deprivation, painted by the hands of the
powerful.

Our story begins as such divides are challenged. A single Day Person, restless and
guestioning, refuses to swallow the lies of his elders. Against the warnings and
legends, he longs to claim the night as his own and discover if the so-called enemy is
truly as monstrous as he’s been told. In the shadows, his counterpart—a Night Person
equally dissatisfied with the narrow existence imposed upon her—yearns for answers
of her own. Their fateful meeting sparks a journey that neither the government nor
their fellow citizens could have foreseen.

Together, these two souls must navigate a world where even the act of curiosity is
traitorous. Their path is fraught with peril, not just from those who guard the enforced
segregation but also from the beliefs and fears ingrained in their own minds. Every
challenge they face unravels another thread of the elaborate tapestry woven by the
rulers, bringing them closer to a truth that will upend everything they know.
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"Nights Vs Days" is a tale of brave defiance, of daring to question reality in the face of
relentless indoctrination. It is a story shaped by the darkness of division and ultimately
illuminated by the courage to seek unity. This is an exploration of struggle, rebellion,
and the unstoppable force of people who rediscover their common humanity.
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CHAPTER ONE: Dawn of Doubt

The sun, a relentless eye in the cerulean sky, beat down on Silas’s calloused hands as
he pulled another stubborn weed from the parched earth. Around him, the fields
stretched in a monotonous expanse of green, a testament to the Day People’s
enduring struggle against scarcity. Sweat trickled down his temple, mingling with the
dust that clung to his brow, yet the exhaustion in his bones was less profound than the
weariness in his mind. He was twenty cycles old, old enough to be resigned, yet
something within him refused to settle.

The elders, their faces etched with the sun’s harsh artistry, preached endlessly of the
Night People. They were shadows, they said, creatures of malice and deceit, whose
very touch brought forth sickness and death. Their eyes, the stories warned, glowed
with an unnatural light, and their hands were claws, ready to rend flesh. Silas had
heard these tales since he was a child, whispered around flickering solar lamps,
reinforced by government-issued holos that depicted grotesque figures emerging from
the digital darkness.

But the stories never quite added up. Why were the Night People always described in
such vague, fear-mongering terms? Why were there no real accounts, no documented
encounters from anyone who had actually seen them and lived to tell the tale, beyond
the sanitised government narratives? Every elder he had ever pressed for specifics
would simply shake their head, their eyes glazed with an unshakeable belief in the
propaganda. “It is known,” they’d say, as if that simple phrase could extinguish the
embers of doubt flickering in his mind.

He knew their purpose, of course. The Day People were the bedrock of this existence,
the muscle and sinew that tilled the soil, built the structures, and kept the raw
materials flowing. Their days were defined by grueling physical labor, by the relentless
pursuit of sustenance. His own family, like all Day Families, lived in simple, functional
dwellings, designed for efficiency rather than comfort. Every hour of sunlight was
precious, every calorie earned through sweat and toil.

The factories, vast metallic skeletons that pierced the skyline, stood dormant during
the day, their massive gears silent, their automated arms unmoving. He had seen
them countless times on his way to the fields, hulking monuments to productivity that
only truly came alive under the shroud of night. He often wondered what it was like
inside, what sounds echoed within their metallic skins when the moon held sway.

His best friend, Kael, a hulking young man with a laugh as loud as a thunderclap,
nudged him with a calloused elbow. “Daydreaming again, Silas? You’ll never get your
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rations if you don’t pull your weight.” Kael, like most, accepted the world as it was. His
strength was his pride, his dedication to the harvest unwavering. For Kael, the sun was
life, and the night was a void to be avoided at all costs.

“Just thinking,” Silas mumbled, ripping out a particularly stubborn root. “About what
they say. About the Night People.”

Kael snorted, wiping sweat from his brow with the back of his hand. “What’s there to
think about? They’'re... Night People. We're Day People. Different as sun and moon.
Stay away from the dark, Silas. That’s all you need to know.” His tone was light,
dismissive, the ingrained fear a comfortable, unquestioned blanket.

But Silas couldn’t dismiss it. He remembered a time, a few cycles ago, when a rogue
electrical storm had blacked out their section of the settlement for an entire night.
Panic had rippled through the community. Doors had been barred, windows shuttered.
His own mother, usually so stoic, had clutched him close, her breath hitched with
terror, whispering prayers to the sun. Yet, when dawn broke, nothing had changed. No
Night People had burst through their defenses. No one had been harmed. Just the
usual, oppressive silence of the night, followed by the familiar, welcome warmth of the
new day.

That incident had been a seed of doubt, slowly germinating in the fertile ground of his
curiosity. If the Night People were truly so vicious, so eager to kill, why had they not
seized that opportunity? Were they not powerful enough to overcome a simple
blackout? Or was the entire narrative a fabrication, a complex web of lies designed to
keep them divided and controlled?

His gaze drifted towards the horizon, where the distant, almost mythical outlines of
the city center shimmered under the heat haze. That was where the real factories
were, the ones that churned out complex components, the ones that powered the
entire fragmented nation. He pictured the Night People moving through those
industrial behemoths, their bodies perhaps smaller, their movements more fluid in the
dim light. He wondered what they looked like, truly. Were their eyes really glowing
orbs? Did they truly have claws?

His heart hammered a little faster at the thought. The concept of a glowing-eyed
monster was absurd, a child's bogeyman. But the government’s insistence, the
omnipresent propaganda that seeped into every crack of their lives, was unnervingly
effective. It had built an invisible wall, higher and stronger than any physical barrier,
between the two halves of humanity.

He'd once overheard an elder, during a particularly gruelling harvest, grumble about

“the good old days,” before catching himself and quickly changing the subject. The
“good old days” were never discussed. They were a forgotten era, deliberately

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

scrubbed from collective memory. But sometimes, a stray word, a wistful sigh, would
escape, hinting at a past that was radically different from their current reality.

As the sun began its slow descent, painting the sky in fiery hues of orange and purple,
a sense of urgency settled over Silas. This was his chance, the brief window between
the official Day Shift and the looming Night Shift. The guards at the perimeter, Day
People like himself, would be less vigilant during this transition, eager to retreat to
their quarters before the true darkness set in.

He had been planning this for weeks, meticulously observing the changing of the
guard, mapping out the least-monitored routes. It was reckless, he knew. If caught,
the punishment would be severe: re-education, possibly even a forced transfer to the
harshest labor camps. But the yearning for truth, the gnawing suspicion that his entire
world was built on a foundation of lies, was a far stronger compulsion than any fear of
reprisal.

He imagined the Night People, just waking up, stretching their uniqgue muscles, their
eyes adjusting to the deepening gloom. Did they wonder about the Day People? Did
they tell scary stories about them? Did they believe the same monstrous fictions about
their daytime counterparts that the Day People believed about them? The thought
struck him as a curious, almost humorous symmetry.

The last rays of sun kissed the highest peaks of the distant mountains, and the air
began to cool. He wiped his hands on his worn trousers, his decision firm. Tonight, he
would break the rules. Tonight, he would step into the forbidden. Tonight, Silas would
seek his own truth in the heart of the night. Kael was already gathering his tools, his
broad back a symbol of the unquestioning obedience that Silas could no longer offer.

“Coming, Silas?” Kael called out, his voice already tinged with the familiar anticipation
of evening rest.

Silas gave a noncommittal grunt, stuffing his own tools into his bag. “Almost. Just a
few more. Got to finish strong.” He offered a small, internal prayer to whatever unseen
force governed their fractured world. He wasn’t praying for protection, not really. He
was praying for discovery. He was praying that the darkness held answers, not just
monsters. And in his heart, he suspected it did.
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