
HAVOC.

––––––––

Every Second Counts.



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      HAVOC

    

    
      First edition. February 18, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
    
      Written by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Havoc

CHAPTER 1: The Quiet Engine

CHAPTER 2: A Heavy Box

CHAPTER 3: First Tremors

CHAPTER 4: Wheels Up

CHAPTER 5: Radio Silence

CHAPTER 6: The Passenger

CHAPTER 7: Sector Four

CHAPTER 8: Turbulence

CHAPTER 9: The Bridge Falls

CHAPTER 10: Fuel Low

CHAPTER 11: Signal Lost

CHAPTER 12: The Contents

CHAPTER 13: A Memory of Green

CHAPTER 14: Crosswind

CHAPTER 15: The Second Wave

CHAPTER 16: Zero Visibility

CHAPTER 17: Broken Wings

CHAPTER 18: The Only Way Down

CHAPTER 19: Ground Zero

CHAPTER 20: The Last Second

CHAPTER 21: Dust and Silence

CHAPTER 22: Sunrise

CHAPTER 23: Rebuilding

CHAPTER 24: Home

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the pilots who fly into the dark,To the builders who fix what is broken,And to anyone who has ever held the linewhen the ground began to shake.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Gravity is a habit that is hard to shake."— Terry Pratchett
"The engine is the heart of an airplane, but the pilot is its soul."— Walter Raleigh
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CHAPTER 1: The Quiet Engine
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The coffee in the paper cup was cold, but Jaren drank it anyway. It was the only thing keeping his hands warm.

He sat on the edge of the hangar floor, his legs dangling over the concrete lip. Outside, the rain was soft. It washed over the grey runway of the Orelia City Airfield, making the tarmac shine like a mirror. It was early morning, the time of day when the world felt like it was holding its breath.

Behind him, the plane waited.

It was an old cargo jumper, a dual-propeller heavy lifter painted a fading blue. Jaren called her The Bird. She wasn’t fast, and she wasn’t pretty, but she had a strong heart. She had carried medical supplies into flood zones and mail bags over mountains. She never complained, and neither did he.

Jaren rubbed his eyes. He was thirty-four, but today he felt older. The life of a freelance pilot was lonely. It was just him, the sky, and the hum of the engines. He liked the silence, usually. But lately, the silence felt heavy.

"Hey, Pilot."

Jaren turned. A man in a yellow raincoat stood by the hangar doors. It was Kael, the airfield mechanic. Kael was a big man with kind eyes and grease permanently under his fingernails.

"Morning, Kael," Jaren said, his voice rusty from lack of use.

"You have a visitor," Kael said, pointing a thumb over his shoulder. "Suits. Looks serious."

Jaren frowned. He wasn't expecting a job today. The weather reports were bad—low pressure systems moving in from the coast, bringing wind that could snap a wing if you weren't careful.

"Did they say what they want?"

"Transport," Kael said. He stepped closer, lowering his voice. "They have a crate. It looks heavy. And Jaren? They look scared."

Jaren stood up, brushing dust from his flight pants. Scared clients were usually bad news. Scared clients meant dangerous cargo or dangerous destinations.

"Send them in," Jaren said.

He walked over to The Bird and patted the metal fuselage. It was cold to the touch. He checked the propeller on the left wing, spinning it slowly with his hand. It moved smoothly.

Two men walked into the hangar. They wore dark grey raincoats that looked expensive. Water dripped from their brims. The taller one carried a silver briefcase handcuffed to his wrist. The shorter one looked nervous, his eyes darting around the large, empty space.

"Are you the pilot? Jaren Vance?" the tall one asked. His voice was sharp, like cracking ice.

"I am," Jaren said. He didn't offer his hand. "Weather is bad today. I'm not flying until the storm passes."

"We don't have time for the storm to pass," the man said. He stepped forward. "We need to leave now. Within the hour."

Jaren laughed softly. "Money doesn't change the wind, friend. If we go up now, we get tossed around like a leaf."

"It’s not just wind," the shorter man whispered. He looked terrified. "The ground... the sensors are reading—"

"Quiet," the tall man snapped. He looked back at Jaren. "We need to move a payload from here to the Northern Safe Zone. It is across the city. Twenty minutes by air."

"Drive it," Jaren said. "It's safer."

"We cannot drive it," the tall man said. He took a step closer. His face was pale, and Jaren saw sweat on his forehead despite the cold. "The roads are... compromised. Or they will be soon."

Jaren looked at them closely. He was good at reading people. It was a survival skill. These men weren't criminals. They were desperate. There was a trembling in the tall man's hands that had nothing to do with the cold.

"What is in the crate?" Jaren asked.

"Hope," the tall man said. He didn't blink. "Or the end of it. Depending on if you take the job."

Jaren looked past them, out at the rain. The sky was a bruising purple color, dark and swollen. The wind was picking up, rattling the tin roof of the hangar. He felt a strange vibration in his boots. A low hum, coming from deep underground.

"Did you feel that?" Jaren asked.

"The instability," the short man said. "It’s starting."

"What is starting?"

The tall man unlocked the briefcase. He pulled out a stack of cash—thick bundles of old, used notes. It was more money than Jaren made in two years.

"Total structural failure," the man said. "Orelia is built on limestone caverns and old transit tunnels. The seismic dampers have failed. The city is going to collapse, Jaren. The ground is going to fall."

Jaren stared at him. Orelia was home to five million people. "That's impossible."

"It is happening right now," the man said. "We have the override key for the central stabilizer in the North. If we get this crate there, we can lock the foundations. If we don't... the city sinks."

Jaren looked at the money, then at The Bird. He looked at the horizon. The purple clouds were swirling.

"I don't need the money," Jaren said softly.

"Then do it for them," the man said. He pointed outside, toward the distant skyline of the city. The tall towers of glass and steel looked strong, invincible. But Jaren knew that even strong things could break.

Another vibration moved through the floor. This one was stronger. A wrench hanging on the wall rattled and fell with a clang.

Kael, the mechanic, ran back into the hangar. "Jaren! The runway lights just blew out. The tower says the grid is fluctuating."

Jaren looked at the tall man. "Where is the crate?"

"In the truck outside."

Jaren took a deep breath. He could smell the rain, the oil, and the fear. He felt a sudden, sharp clarity. This was why he flew. Not for the paycheck, but for the moment when the wheels left the ground and there was no turning back.

"Load it up," Jaren said. "Strap it down tight. If we hit an air pocket, I don't want it punching a hole in the fuselage."

"Thank you," the short man said, exhaling a breath he seemed to have been holding for a lifetime.

"Don't thank me yet," Jaren said, climbing up the ladder into the cockpit. He began flipping switches. The dashboard lit up with warm amber lights. The engines whined, then roared to life, coughing smoke before settling into a steady rhythm.

"Kael!" Jaren shouted over the noise. "Pull the chocks! We are leaving!"

"In this weather?" Kael yelled, grabbing the yellow blocks from behind the wheels. "You're crazy, Jaren!"

"Maybe!" Jaren shouted back. He put on his headset.

He looked out the side window. The two men were loading a heavy, black metal box into the cargo bay. It looked small, but they lifted it as if it contained lead.

Jaren gripped the yoke. The vibration from the ground was getting worse. He could see cracks appearing in the tarmac at the far end of the runway. Steam was hissing up from the earth.

"Tower, this is Cargo One-Niner," Jaren said into the radio. "Requesting immediate takeoff."

Static crackled in his ear. "Cargo One-Niner... deny... runway is... unsafe... ground is..."

The voice cut out.

Jaren looked at the runway. A long fissure, like a jagged lightning bolt, was opening up across the center line.

"Hold on back there!" Jaren yelled over the intercom.

He pushed the throttle forward. The engines roared. The Bird lunged forward.

They were racing the rain, and they were racing the earth itself.
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CHAPTER 2: A Heavy Box
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The runway was not just breaking; it was disappearing.

Through the rain-streaked windshield, Jaren saw the grey concrete split open like a piece of dry bread. A dark, jagged mouth widened directly in their path. Steam and dust erupted from the hole, swirling into the storm.

"Rotate!" Jaren screamed to himself.

He pulled back hard on the yoke. The muscles in his arms burned. The Bird groaned. The nose of the plane lifted, fighting the weight of the gravity and the mysterious cargo in the back.

For a terrifying second, the plane didn’t want to fly. It felt heavy, sluggish, as if the earth was reaching up to grab the wheels and drag them down into the darkness.

Then, the lift caught.

The wheels left the ground with a shudder. Jaren felt the stomach-dropping sensation of flight. Below them, the remaining stretch of the runway crumbled. Blocks of concrete the size of cars fell into the widening fissure, vanishing into the deep earth.

If they had been one second slower, they would have fallen with them.

"Climb, old girl, climb," Jaren whispered, his hands white-knuckled on the controls.

The plane banked left, rising into the low, purple clouds. The rain hammered against the metal skin of the fuselage, sounding like a thousand tiny stones. The engines roared, straining against the wind.

Jaren flipped the radio switch. "Orelia Tower, this is Cargo One-Niner. We are airborne. Do you copy?"

Static. Just a harsh, white noise that hurt his ears.

"Tower? Kael? Anyone?"

There was no answer. The radio frequency was dead. Jaren looked down through the side window, but the thick clouds blocked his view. He was flying blind in a storm, carrying two strangers and a box that might save the world, with no one to guide him.

He leveled the plane out at three thousand feet. The turbulence was bad—the plane shook and rattled—but The Bird held together. He engaged the autopilot, though he kept his hands hovering near the controls, ready to take over.

He unbuckled his harness and turned to look into the cargo hold.

The small cabin was dimly lit by red emergency lights. The two passengers were strapped into the jump seats against the wall. The shorter man—Ben—had his head between his knees. He was shaking. The tall man—Viktor—was staring at the black crate strapped to the center of the floor.

Jaren stepped out of the cockpit. The floor vibrated beneath his boots.

"Everyone okay back here?" Jaren shouted over the engine noise.

Ben lifted his head. His face was green. "We almost died."

"Almost doesn't count," Jaren said. He kept his voice calm. It was a lie he told often; pilots had to be the calmest people in the room, even when they were terrified. "We are in the air. That is the safe part."

Viktor looked up. His eyes were hard, calculating. "The radio?"

"Dead," Jaren said. "The tower is gone. Or the power is out. We are on our own."

Jaren walked toward the crate. Now that they were in the air, he could feel it more clearly. The crate was black, made of a matte metal that didn't reflect the red lights. It was about the size of a large suitcase, but it was secured with four heavy industrial straps.

Jaren reached out and touched it.

He expected it to be cold, like the rest of the plane. But the metal was warm. It hummed against his fingertips, a subtle vibration that felt different from the engines. It felt like a heartbeat.

"What is in this box?" Jaren asked. He looked at Viktor. "And don't tell me 'hope.' Hope doesn't weigh five hundred pounds and heat up my cargo bay."

Viktor hesitated. He looked at Ben, then back at Jaren. "It is a Core Driver."

"A what?"

"A magnetic resonance engine," Viktor said. "Experimental. It creates a field that can bind matter together. If we can get it to the Central Stabilizer, we can use it to magnetize the iron in the city's foundation. It will lock the tectonic plates in place. It will stop the collapse."

Jaren looked at the box with new respect. It wasn't just machinery. It was a giant magnet, a force of nature trapped in a box.

"And if we don't get it there?" Jaren asked.

"The chain reaction continues," Ben whispered. He wiped sweat from his upper lip. "The fissures will spread. The buildings will fall. The sea will come in."

Jaren thought of the city below. Orelia was a beautiful place, a city of bridges and islands connected by webs of steel. He thought of the coffee shop he visited every morning. He thought of Kael, standing in the hangar as the lights went out.

"Why didn't you fly it out on a military jet?" Jaren asked. "Why me? Why this old plane?"

"The military grid is down," Viktor said. "The earthquake hit their hangars first. You were the only one answering the phone, Jaren."

Jaren let out a short, bitter laugh. "Lucky me."

The plane suddenly dropped. It wasn't a dive, but a sudden loss of altitude, like stepping off a curb in the dark.

Ben screamed. The crate strained against the straps, the heavy webbing creaking tight.

Jaren lunged back toward the cockpit. "Strap in!" he yelled.

He threw himself into the pilot's seat and grabbed the yoke. The autopilot was flashing a warning light. Airspeed Low.

"Ice," Jaren hissed.

He looked at the wings. A thin layer of white frost was building up on the leading edges. The storm was colder than he thought. The ice disrupts the airflow, making the wings lose their lift. The Bird was becoming a stone.

"De-icers on," Jaren said, flipping a row of toggle switches.

He felt the thump of the pneumatic boots on the wings inflating, cracking the ice. The plane shuddered, then caught the air again. The engines smoothed out.

Jaren exhaled slowly. He checked the compass. They were heading North, toward the Safe Zone. But between here and there lay the heart of the city.

"I need to see what's happening," Jaren said to himself.

He pushed the nose down slightly, descending out of the freezing cloud layer. The white mist whipped past the windows, thinner and thinner, until suddenly, it broke.

The view cleared.

Jaren gasped.

Below them, Orelia was burning.

It wasn't a single fire. It was a landscape of destruction. From two thousand feet up, the city looked like a broken toy. The long, elegant suspension bridge that connected the East District to the center was gone. It had snapped in the middle, the cables trailing into the dark water of the bay like drowned snakes.

Smoke rose in thick, black columns from the downtown area. The grid of streetlights was dark, but the fires provided a terrifying illumination.

"Dear God," Jaren whispered.

He heard movement behind him. Viktor had unbuckled and come to the cockpit door. He looked out the windshield, his face illuminated by the amber glow of the dashboard.

"It is faster than the models predicted," Viktor said. His voice lacked emotion, but his hand gripped the back of Jaren's seat so hard his knuckles were yellow. "Sector Two is already gone."

"My apartment is in Sector Two," Jaren said. He felt a cold numbness in his chest.

"I am sorry," Viktor said. "Focus, Pilot. Look there. The North."

Jaren looked where Viktor pointed. In the distance, past the smoke and the fire, a cluster of lights was still shining. The Northern Safe Zone. It sat on a higher plateau of bedrock, separate from the river delta where the rest of the city sank.

"That is the target," Viktor said. "The Stabilizer facility is the large dome in the center."

It looked close. Maybe ten minutes of flight time. But between them and the lights was a wall of smoke that reached up into the clouds.

"We can't fly through that smoke," Jaren said. "The ash will choke the engines. We'll stall."

"We cannot go around," Viktor insisted. "We do not have the fuel, and we do not have the time. Every minute we waste, the instability grows. If the North plateau cracks before we get there, the key is useless."

Jaren looked at the gauges. Fuel was fine. Oil pressure was steady. But the engine temperature was rising. The Bird was working hard to carry the heavy box.

"If the engines fail over the city, there is nowhere to land," Jaren said. "We go into the buildings."

"Then do not let them fail," Viktor said.

Jaren looked at the man. Viktor was arrogant, cold, and demanding. But he was also right.

"Go sit down," Jaren said firmly. "And tell your friend to stop vomiting. If the acid smell gets up here, I'm going to turn this plane around."

Viktor nodded once and returned to the back.

Jaren was alone again. He adjusted his headset. He tried the radio one more time.

"Any station, any station. This is Cargo One-Niner. Over."

Click.

For a second, he thought it was dead. Then, a voice cut through the static. It was weak, broken, and sounded like a child.

"...help... stuck... water is rising... please..."

"This is Cargo One-Niner," Jaren said, his heart hammering. "I hear you. Where are you?"

"...blue roof... Sector Four... on the roof... daddy is hurt..."

Sector Four. That was directly in his path. It was right before the wall of smoke.

Jaren looked down. Sector Four was a residential district of low apartment blocks. The river had burst its banks there. The streets were black rivers of rushing water.

"I am a cargo plane," Jaren whispered to himself. "I cannot stop. I cannot land."

But the voice in his ear was so small.

"...cold... please..."

Jaren looked at the heavy black box in the back. The payload that could save millions. Then he looked at the dark water below.

Saving the city was the job. Saving the world was the mission. But Jaren had never been a hero for the world. He was a pilot who flew medicine to grandmothers and letters to lovers. He flew for people, not for statistics.

He made a choice. It wasn't a logical choice. It was an emotional one.

"Viktor!" Jaren shouted over his shoulder.

"What is it?" Viktor yelled back.

"We are going down low," Jaren said. "Keep an eye on the cargo. It's going to get bumpy."

"Why?" Viktor demanded. "The flight path is at two thousand feet!"

"Changing flight path," Jaren said, pushing the yoke forward. "We have to see something."

The Bird dipped her nose. The engines whined as the speed increased. The city rushed up to meet them—the fires, the water, and the ruin growing larger in the windshield.

Jaren didn't know what he could do. He couldn't land on a roof. He couldn't hover like a helicopter. But he couldn't just fly over that voice and leave it in the dark.

He had to look. He had to know.

As the plane descended toward the flooded streets of Sector Four, the turbulence returned, violent and angry. The heavy box in the back thumped against the floorboards, a rhythmic drumbeat of danger.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

Jaren gritted his teeth. "Hold on," he whispered.
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CHAPTER 3: First Tremors
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The altimeter unwound rapidly. Two thousand feet. One thousand. Five hundred.

The Bird was not built for dive-bombing. She was a heavy lifter, a mule of the sky, and she complained with every foot of altitude they lost. The metal frame groaned, a low harmonic vibration that rattled Jaren’s teeth.

"You are too low!" Viktor shouted from the doorway. He was gripping the frame of the cockpit, his face pale in the flashing amber light of the instrument panel. "The buildings! Watch the buildings!"

"I see them," Jaren snapped.

He did see them. They were rising up out of the gloom like jagged teeth. Sector Four was an old district, a grid of ten-story brick apartment blocks and narrow streets. But the streets were gone. In their place was a churning, black torrent of water.

The ocean had breached the sea walls. It wasn't just a flood; it was a violent invasion. Cars bobbed in the current like corks. Debris—furniture, signs, trees—smashed against the sides of the buildings.

Jaren leveled the plane out at three hundred feet. He was flying down the center of a wide avenue, the wings dangerously close to the rooftops on either side.

"Radio," Jaren said. "Talk to me."

He adjusted the squelch, filtering out the static.

"...daddy... wake up... please..."

The voice was clearer now. It was definitely a child. A girl. She sounded terrified, her voice thin and trembling.

"I'm here," Jaren said, his voice calm and steady. "I'm the pilot
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