
DCD: RED ALERT

(DATA CENTER DAMGE)

By Todd Fabyanic

Copyright by Todd Fabyanic, 2026 © All rights reserved. 

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

The stories, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

About the Author

Chapter 1: Basement Blues

Chapter 2: The Shadows Lurk

Chapter 3: Command Center

Chapter 4: The First Data Drop

Chapter 5: The Echo Chamber

Chapter 6: Dark Truths

Chapter 7: The Tipping Point

Chapter 8: The Game Changes

Chapter 9: The Dark Web Heart

Chapter 10: The Uprising

Chapter 11: Red Alert

Chapter 12: "Rebirth"

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

About the Author

[image: ]


Todd Fabyanic

Todd Fabyanic is an American author, screenwriter, editor, and creative storyteller whose work spans fiction, flash fiction, and multiple genres of vast literature. A graduate of Full Sail University, where he earned a Bachelor of Fine Arts (BFA) in Creative Writing, Fabyanic has dedicated his career to crafting stories that blend compelling characters, visual storytelling, and imaginative worlds. 

Born in Frankfurt, Germany, to a U.S. Army family, Fabyanic developed an appreciation for diverse experiences and perspectives early in life. Those influences would later shape his writing, which often explores themes of perseverance, entertainment, philosophy, mystery, human nature, and the extraordinary hidden within everyday life. He currently resides in Florida, where he continues to write across multiple literary genres. 

Fabyanic's published works include The Flash Project: A Film Writer's Journey Into Literary Flash Fiction, a collection of short stories and flash fiction originally developed during his college years. The collection showcases his versatility as a writer, featuring mystery, suspense, comedy, folklore, horror, and philosophical fiction. The book serves as both a creative retrospective and a demonstration of his evolution as a storyteller. 

His growing catalog also includes novels such as The Bells of Saint Luke's, a supernatural tale centered on mortality, redemption, and the mysteries of Gethsemane Island, and Who Haunts McCougar Creek, a horror adventure involving a group of teenagers confronting a terrifying legend deep within the wilderness. These works reflect Fabyanic's passion for suspense-driven narratives and modern mythmaking. 

Beyond books, Todd Fabyanic is an active writer who views storytelling as a visual and emotional experience. His work often emphasizes strong narrative structure, cinematic pacing, and memorable characters. Whether writing novels, short fiction, articles, or screenplays, his goal remains the same: to create stories that entertain, inspire, and transport readers into unforgettable worlds. 

Through his continued dedication to the craft of writing, Todd Fabyanic remains committed to exploring new genres, developing original stories, and sharing his creative vision with readers and audiences around the world. 
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Chapter 1: Basement Blues
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Tom Selvey stared at the screen, its harsh glow illuminating the room in that eerie, flickering fashion that made everything feel a bit too real. He clicked refresh for the umpteenth time, praying for an email from a job he’d interviewed for last week. Nothing. Just another round of crickets. The clock ticked overhead, a constant reminder that his life was teetering on the edge of something—he just didn’t know what. 

“Tom! Dinner’s ready!” His mother’s voice echoed through the cramped basement, pulling him from his funk. He sighed, pushing his chair back and glancing at the unmade bed crammed into the corner along with the mess of his college life—crumbled papers, stackable ramen cups, and a dusty graduation cap he hadn’t bothered to display. The very symbol of a future that felt increasingly distant. 

“Yeah, coming!” He called back, though he had no real enthusiasm for the family dinner that always felt more like a highlight reel of his failures. He trudged upstairs, the familiar posture of a defeated knight inching into battle—this was his château and his prison. 

As he entered the kitchen, the aromas of his mother’s infamous casserole wafted toward him, combining with the slightly musty scent of the aging house. His father sat at the table, a half-eaten portion of food in front of him and a newsfeed scrolling on his phone. 

“Your mom’s got the mashed potatoes down to a science,” his dad said absentmindedly, never looking up. “What are you gonna do? Just sit around playing video games all day?”

“Dad, I’m looking for jobs, okay?” The edges of Tom’s voice sharpened slightly. He could feel the weight of his father’s disappointment like a physical force against his chest. “It's not exactly an ideal market right now.”

“Yes, but it’s not going to get any better doing nothing. You graduated with honors. There are openings out there,” his dad countered, finally looking up with an expectant stare. 

“Yeah, I’ve sent a ton of applications,” Tom mumbled. “They don’t haunt me; I haunt them.” 

As familiar as this exchange was, it gripped Tom tighter each time. He forced a smile, but it didn’t reach his eyes. The way they looked at him, sinking deeper into their chairs as though he was a problem they didn’t want to confront, left a bitter taste in his mouth.

His mother slid a portion of the casserole onto his plate. “Just be patient, honey,” she said, her voice warm but laced with a sympathy that felt more like pity. “Something will come along.”

He picked at the food, the flavors fading into one dull mass, as a bead of sweat broke free on his forehead. “Right. Patience. That’s what they keep telling me. ‘Keep waiting for the right opportunity.’”

“Life isn’t a race, Tom,” his mother replied softly. She was always the nurturing one—“Our little bear, still finding his way”—as she liked to put it. “You’ll find your path.”

That reassurance twisted deeper into Tom, gnawing at the raw edges of his psyche. The noise of dishes clattering filled the gaps in conversation, but his mind drifted elsewhere. It was hard to ignore the reality that each day felt more like a loop playing in high definition, drones zooming overhead in the ever-watchful city—where freedom disguised itself as a stylus on a smartphone.

Once he finished his meal, Tom excused himself and retreated to his refuge down in the basement. Loose wires snaked around his laptop; flickering screens of memes and quips lined his social media timelines. But even these digital distractions failed to drown out the growing sense of unease spiraling within him. 

* * *
[image: ]


The next morning, Tom took a stroll to his favorite café, seeking caffeine as though it held the power to fuel his resolve. “Cortex Grind,” the neon sign buzzed, sprawled across cracked windows as though it were trying to remind passersby of a better time. The coffee shop catered primarily to techies crammed into vinyl booths, fingers tapping away at their keyboards, abstract concepts drifting around him like spent coffee grounds. 

Tom ordered a cold brew and settled himself at a corner table, where he could keep an eye on the world outside. The city pulsed with frantic energy; billboards plastered with flashing data hovered overhead, selling parts of personal lives like commodities. “Your routine analysis: 57% of waking hours unproductive!” one ad screamed, grinning down at the pedestrians below. 

He sipped his coffee and felt the bitterness settle in his stomach as he scrolled through job postings, anything that screamed opportunity. “Data analyst, entry-level.” The implications hung in his mind—lots of data, little pay. He rolled his eyes, wishing the job descriptions featured a warning label: “May cause disillusionment before your coffee even kicks in.”

His frustration bubbled over as he slammed his fingers down onto the keyboard, pulling together another application. Just as overwhelmed thoughts began to scream he would never get hired, a shadow fell across his table, a figure blocking the warm light filtering through the café window. 

“Excuse me... Tom Selvey?” A voice was low, tinged with something unsettlingly familiar. 

Tom looked up, met by the piercing blue eyes of a stranger whose features he couldn’t quite place but felt strongly tugged at the corners of his mind. “Yeah, that’s me.” 

“Nice to finally meet you,” the man said, his smile lopsided but not unfriendly. “I’ve heard a lot about you.” 

Tom frowned, taken aback. “Uh... Can I help you?” 

“You’re the one that’s been causing a stir, right?” The man leaned closer, lowering his voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “That little graduation project about data surveillance? Quite the reach. I’ll give you that.” 

The world around Tom faded into a hush. He glanced around, feeling a quick flutter of nerves. “What do you mean?”

“Oh, come on. You don’t think the people at Chamber Data Corp didn’t notice you poking around their systems?” The stranger tilted his head, watching Tom with an unsettling intensity. 

Tom shifted in his seat, feeling the heat creep up his neck. “That was a school project. I—”

“Project or not, you’ve got potential.” The man leaned in closer, a glint of something like ambition flashing in his eyes. “You don’t have to stick around here in this Coffee shop singing the blues forever. Join us.”

“Join who?” Tom’s voice dropped, confusion mixing with an undercurrent of curiosity. 

“Let’s just say, we want to help... people like you.” The stranger paused, his gaze moving as if tracking something in the air. “Meet me at the docks later. Midnight. I can show you how deep this digital rabbit hole goes.”

Tom felt his heart begin an erratic dance. “I’m sorry, I have to go—”

“Tom!” The man’s tone sharpened, freezing Tom in his seat. “You’ve got a chance to take control. Or you can keep letting them dictate your life—you choose.”

Moments clicked by as a wave of adrenaline washed over Tom. Trusting had never been easier, nor had it ever seemed more dangerous. “I... I don’t know.”

With those words, the stranger disappeared into the crowd, leaving a void behind him. Tom stared vacantly after him, half-expecting to find the man had never existed. Yet he held onto a lingering notion, the
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