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​Chapter 1: The Night the City Burned
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Rain hammered the rooftops of Blackridge City like bullets from the sky.

Neon lights flickered through the storm, painting the flooded streets in shades of red, blue, and ghostly white. Sirens echoed in the distance, blending with the roar of thunder. Above the skyline, the towering glass buildings looked like silent giants watching the city drown beneath them.

At exactly 11:47 PM, the first explosion shook the harbor.

People stopped.

Taxi drivers slammed their brakes. Pedestrians froze under flickering streetlamps. Somewhere in the crowded downtown district, a child screamed.

Then came the second explosion.

This one was louder.

A fireball erupted from Dockyard 17, ripping through steel containers and sending burning debris high into the air. The shockwave shattered windows across three city blocks.

Inside a narrow alley two miles away, Ethan Cross looked up from his motorcycle.

His dark jacket dripped with rainwater. A fresh cut marked the side of his face, but he barely noticed it. His sharp eyes locked onto the orange glow rising beyond the skyline.

"No," he muttered.

The radio clipped to his belt crackled violently.

"All units respond immediately! Massive explosion at the harbor! Possible terrorist attack!"

Ethan's jaw tightened.

He kicked his motorcycle alive.

The engine roared like an angry beast.

Within seconds, he shot through the wet streets, speeding between traffic while horns screamed around him. Rain slashed across his face, but he didn't slow down.

Because Ethan knew something the police did not.

This was only the beginning.



Twenty minutes earlier.

A black van rolled silently into Dockyard 17.

Security cameras shut down one by one as the vehicle approached the restricted cargo zone. Four armed men stepped out wearing tactical masks and dark military gear.

Their leader carried a silver briefcase handcuffed to his wrist.

"Timer's running," one of them said.

The leader checked his watch.

"Three minutes. Move."

They crossed between rows of shipping containers until they reached a rusted warehouse near the water.

Inside waited dozens of wooden crates.

Weapons.

Enough rifles, explosives, and ammunition to arm a private army.

The masked leader smiled beneath his mask.

"Open the crates."

One man lifted a crowbar.

Before he could strike, a voice echoed through the darkness.

"Step away from the cargo."

Everyone turned.

A lone figure stood atop the steel catwalk above them.

Ethan Cross.

Rainwater dripped from his black hair as he pointed a pistol downward.

The leader tilted his head.

"You came alone?"

"You should've stayed out of my city," Ethan replied.

The men raised their rifles.

Ethan fired first.

The warehouse exploded into chaos.

Gunfire ripped through the shadows.

Ethan dove behind a crate as bullets tore splinters from the wood. He rolled sideways, firing twice. One gunman collapsed instantly.

Another charged forward.

Ethan met him head-on.

The two crashed into stacked containers. Metal rang through the warehouse. Ethan slammed his elbow into the man's throat, disarmed him, then drove him into the concrete floor.

But the leader never moved.

He simply watched.

Calm.

Patient.

Almost amused.

Something about him felt wrong.

Ethan noticed the silver briefcase.

"What's in the case?" he demanded.

The leader smiled faintly.

"The future."

Then he pressed a button hidden inside his glove.

Every crate in the warehouse suddenly beeped.

Ethan's eyes widened.

Bombs.

Hundreds of them.

"You're insane," Ethan growled.

"No," the leader replied. "I'm necessary."

The timer began counting down.

00:30.

Gunfire erupted again.

Ethan sprinted across the warehouse while bullets chased him through sparks and smoke. He tackled another gunman and grabbed a rifle from the floor.

00:22.

The leader backed toward the exit.

"This city buried the truth," he said. "Tonight it burns for it."

Ethan fired.

The bullet struck the leader's shoulder, but the man barely reacted. He disappeared into the storm outside.

00:15.

Ethan looked around desperately.

There were too many explosives.

No time.

No escape.

Then he saw the emergency cargo lift.

An idea hit him.

He rushed to the control panel and slammed the override switch.

The heavy steel doors above the warehouse began opening.

Rain poured inside.

00:09.

Ethan grabbed a chain hanging from the ceiling.

00:05.

He leaped.

The explosion consumed the warehouse.

Flames blasted upward like a volcanic eruption, tearing through the dockyard and lighting the harbor in blazing orange.

The shockwave hurled Ethan through the air.

He crashed into freezing harbor water below.

Darkness swallowed him.



By midnight, Blackridge City was at war with itself.

Police barricaded streets.

Helicopters circled overhead.

News stations interrupted broadcasts with emergency coverage.

"Authorities are calling this the deadliest attack in city history," a reporter shouted over the chaos. "Fires continue spreading through the harbor district while emergency crews search for survivors."

Crowds gathered behind police lines.

Some watched in fear.

Others recorded everything on their phones.

And somewhere deep within the city, hidden beneath layers of concrete and steel, a group of powerful people sat around a circular table.

Watching.

A giant screen displayed live footage of the burning harbor.

No one spoke for several moments.

Finally, an older man with silver hair broke the silence.

"Was the package secured?"

A woman in a white suit nodded.

"Yes. But we lost contact with Team Three."

"And Ethan Cross?"

She hesitated.

"Unknown."

The silver-haired man leaned back slowly.

"If he's alive, he'll come looking for answers."

Another man laughed quietly.

"Then we kill him before he finds them."

Thunder shook the underground chamber.

The screen continued showing flames swallowing the harbor.

But none of them seemed concerned about the people dying above.

Because the fire was never the real mission.

It was only a distraction.



Cold water filled Ethan's lungs.

Pain shot through his body as he drifted beneath the harbor.

Somewhere far above, distorted lights shimmered through the dark water.

His vision blurred.

Memories flashed inside his mind.

A little girl laughing.

A woman smiling.

A house burning.

Then another memory.

A symbol.

A black serpent curled around a crimson crown.

The same symbol tattooed on the wrist of the masked leader.

Ethan's eyes snapped open underwater.

The Serpent Crown.

He thought they were gone.

He thought he destroyed them years ago.

A terrible realization hit him harder than the explosion.

Tonight wasn't random.

They had returned.

And if the Serpent Crown was back, Blackridge City would soon become a graveyard.

Ethan forced himself upward.

He burst through the surface gasping for air while flames reflected across the rain-soaked harbor around him.

People screamed from the docks.

Emergency boats rushed past.

Above the chaos, Ethan stared toward the burning skyline.

The war had started.

And this time, the city might not survive.
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​Chapter 2: The Ghost Signal
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The rain had not stopped since the night the city burned.

Three days after the explosion at Central Tower, the skyline of Blackridge still glowed faintly red through the smoke. Helicopters circled like vultures above the ruins while military convoys blocked the streets below. Every screen in the city repeated the same message:
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“The fire was caused by a gas-line accident. Citizens are advised to remain calm.”
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Nobody believed it.

Especially not Ethan Cross.

He sat alone in a cramped apartment on the twentieth floor of a forgotten building near the industrial docks. The room smelled of coffee, dust, and overheated electronics. Wires snaked across the floor like mechanical vines, connecting old radios, cracked monitors, and homemade signal amplifiers.

Ethan stared at the static dancing across one of the screens.

Something about the fire bothered him.

Central Tower had been the most secure data facility in the country. Gas lines didn’t simply explode there. And the timing was too perfect. Minutes before the blast, every communication network in the district had gone dark.

That wasn’t an accident.

That was a shutdown.

Thunder rumbled outside as Ethan adjusted the frequency dial on an old military receiver. For seventy-two hours he had been scanning emergency broadcasts, encrypted channels, and abandoned frequencies looking for anything unusual.

Mostly he found panic.

Police calls.

Military chatter.

Rumors.

But tonight was different.

At exactly 2:13 a.m., the static changed.

A strange pulse echoed through the speaker.

Three short bursts.

Pause.

Two long tones.

Then silence.

Ethan froze.

The pattern repeated.

His fingers moved quickly across the keyboard as he recorded the transmission.

“Come on...” he whispered.

The signal wasn’t random noise. It carried structure. Rhythm. Intention.

Someone was transmitting from inside the dead zone.

That was impossible.

After the explosion, the government had sealed Central District completely. No power. No network access. No survivors.

Yet the signal kept repeating.

Ethan opened a decoding program and fed the audio into the analyzer. The waveform appeared on-screen like jagged teeth.

Then symbols began translating automatically.

Coordinates.

A location deep beneath the city.

Ethan leaned closer.

Sector Nine.

Sublevel Four.

He felt a chill crawl up his spine.

Sector Nine had been abandoned for decades.

Officially.

Unofficially, people whispered about hidden laboratories buried beneath the old subway system. Secret experiments. Intelligence operations. Human testing.

Urban legends.

At least, that’s what everyone called them.

The transmission crackled again.

This time, a voice emerged through the static.

Weak.

Distorted.

But unmistakably human.

“—if anyone hears this... don’t trust—”

The signal cut violently.

Ethan’s heartbeat quickened.

He replayed the recording.

“Don’t trust...”

Don’t trust who?

Before he could analyze further, every monitor in the room suddenly flickered black.

The apartment fell silent.

Then one screen turned back on by itself.

A single sentence appeared in white text.
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STOP LISTENING.
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Ethan stood slowly.

The message disappeared.

Another replaced it instantly.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SAGHIN TITARMARE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





