

    
        
          How the World Will End

        

        
        
          MINAM KO

        

        
          Published by MINAM KO, 2025.

        

    


Copyright © 2025 by Minam Ko  

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Second Edition

Published by Minam Ko  

For permissions, rights inquiries, or feedback, contact: minamko0411@gmail.com



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

    
    

    
      HOW THE WORLD WILL END

    

    
      First edition. March 23, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 MINAM KO.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230090045

    

    
    
      Written by MINAM KO.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

FINAL CHAPTER

Sign up for MINAM KO's Mailing List

Further Reading: Khamenos Kronos

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1







[image: ]


The research vessel Perseverance drifted in the heart of the Pacific, rocking gently with the waves. 

The moonlight shimmered on the black surface, stretching into infinity, an unbroken canvas of liquid void. 

The crew aboard, a mix of oceanographers, marine biologists, and deep-sea engineers, were quiet, their eyes fixed on the array of monitors in the dimly lit control room. 

The tension was palpable.

"Run it again," Dr. Evelyn Carter murmured, arms crossed as she studied the sonar feed.

A young technician, Mateo, tapped a few keys, replaying the audio file extracted from the depths. 

It came through the speakers like a whisper from another world—low, resonant, unnatural. 

It wasn’t a whale song. It wasn’t seismic activity. 

It was something else entirely.

"It’s increasing in frequency," Mateo reported, frowning. 

"Every six hours, the intervals shorten. It’s almost like—"

"Like it’s getting closer," Evelyn finished for him.

A hush fell over the room. Captain Roy Beckett exhaled sharply. 

"We’ve been out here for three weeks, listening to this thing. We need to decide if we’re going down."

Dr. Elias Monroe, a deep-sea geologist, adjusted his glasses. 

"It’s originating from an unmapped trench, deeper than Challenger Deep. If we go down, we’re in uncharted territory."

"That’s the point, isn’t it?" Evelyn challenged. 

"We came here to make history. To find out what’s calling from the dark."

No one spoke for a moment. Then, Beckett gave a curt nod. 

"Prepare the Nautilus. We’re diving at dawn."

Morning came with a slate-gray sky, and the ocean stretched endless in every direction. 

The Nautilus, a state-of-the-art submersible, was prepped for descent. 

Evelyn, Elias, and Mateo climbed into the confined space, their breathing shallow as the hatch sealed with a metallic hiss.

"All systems go," the voice of the surface team crackled through the comms. 

"Descending in three... two... one."

The sub released from its harness and dropped into the abyss.

At first, the ocean glowed with life—shoals of fish scattered as the Nautilus passed, bioluminescent creatures flickered like dying stars. 

But as they plunged deeper, the light faded, consumed by the swallowing dark. 

The only illumination came from their own external floodlights, carving pale beams through the void.

Then, the signal returned.

A deep, sonorous vibration resonated through the sub’s walls. 

It wasn’t just heard—it was felt, pressing against their ribs, vibrating in their bones.

"Jesus," Mateo whispered. 

"It’s stronger down here."

Evelyn adjusted the sonar. 

"We’re close. Another two hundred meters."

They continued descending, the trench walls appearing like a yawning mouth on the monitors. 

Then, without warning, something shifted in the blackness—a shape, a flicker, gone too fast to process.

Then the signal stopped.

Complete silence.

And then— a screech. Metallic, grating, as if something impossibly large was scraping against the sub.

The Nautilus lurched violently.

Something was down there.

And it had just found them.
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The Nautilus shuddered, the metallic groan reverberating through its frame. 

Evelyn’s fingers gripped the armrest, her breath hitching. 

The external lights flickered, struggling against the overwhelming darkness.

“Status!” Captain Beckett’s voice crackled through the comms.

Elias checked the instruments, his face pale. “Structural integrity holding. No breaches.”

Mateo, wide-eyed, stared at the sonar screen. “Something massive just moved beneath us. I—I don’t know what it is.”

Evelyn exhaled sharply, forcing herself to focus. 

“Can we get a visual?”

Mateo adjusted the external cameras. 

The screen cycled through grainy, murky images of the trench walls—jagged formations coated in an eerie bioluminescent glow. 

Then, a shadow shifted at the edge of their light. 

It was indistinct, vast, moving just beyond reach.

Then the Nautilus jolted again. This time, it felt deliberate.

“What the hell was that?” Elias muttered.

Evelyn toggled the exterior floodlights to maximum intensity. 

The beams cut through the darkness, illuminating the trench floor. 

What they saw made her stomach turn.

The seabed wasn’t barren rock. 

It was littered with twisted remnants of metal, skeletal remains of deep-sea creatures—some unrecognizable. 

Among the debris, she spotted a rusted submersible, half-crushed, its insignia barely visible: U.S. Navy.

“God,” Mateo whispered. 

“This isn’t just a trench. It’s a graveyard.”

The signal returned, but this time it wasn’t just a sound. 

The frequency pulsed through their instruments, scrambling the readings. 

The speakers erupted in static, and for a brief second, beneath the interference, there was something else—something that almost sounded like a voice.

A deep, guttural syllable. A word.

Then the lights cut out.

Total blackness.

For a moment, no one breathed. 

The only sounds were the quiet hum of their oxygen systems, and the distant creak of the sub’s pressure hull adjusting to the crushing depths.

Then, a new sound.

A slow, deliberate scraping along the exterior of the Nautilus.

Mateo sucked in a sharp breath. “Something’s touching us.”

Elias reached for the manual override, his hands shaking. 

“I don’t like this. We need to ascend.”

“No,” Evelyn said, barely above a whisper. “We need to see it.”

Mateo shot her a look of disbelief, but before anyone could argue, the emergency backup lights flickered to life, bathing the cockpit in a dim red glow. 

The external cameras, rebooting, showed only swirling blackness.

Then, movement.

A shape loomed just outside the radius of their light. 

It wasn’t just large—it was colossal, a void within the void. 

Tendrils? No. Limbs. Curling, shifting, impossibly long. 

A silhouette that defied logic, as if space itself bent around it.

Then came the noise.

Not the signal. Not the scraping.

A clicking. Rhythmic. Purposeful.

Evelyn’s blood ran cold. It wasn’t an animal sound. 

It was a pattern. Communication.

And then, the voice returned. 

This time, unmistakable. 

Garbled, distorted, but layered with something that made Evelyn’s skin prickle.

It was speaking to them.

And it knew they were listening.
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The Nautilus hung in the abyss, its steel frame groaning under the immense pressure. 

The voice—or whatever it was—had faded, leaving only the low hum of the sub’s internal systems. 

But the crew’s breathing was shallow, labored, as if the words had stolen the air from their lungs.

Elias swallowed hard. 

“Tell me someone else heard that.”

Mateo’s hands trembled over the controls. 

“It wasn’t just sound. It—” 

He hesitated, then tapped the display. 

“It interfered with the instruments. It changed the frequency of the signal.”

Evelyn didn’t respond immediately. 

Her mind was still processing the shape they had seen outside the light’s reach. 

The unnatural way it moved. The sheer size of it.

No known species—no whale, no squid, no deep-sea leviathan—moved like that.

“We need to get a closer look,” she said, voice steady despite the pounding in her chest.

Elias turned to her, incredulous. 

“Closer? We don’t even know what we’re dealing with! That thing could crush us like an aluminum can.”

“That thing spoke,” she countered. 

“And it’s not trying to kill us.” She gestured toward the wreckage on the seabed. 

“Not yet, at least.”

Mateo gulped. “I hate that you added ‘not yet.’”

The Nautilus drifted forward, thrusters engaging at the lowest setting. 

The ocean before them was a vast, liquid void, swallowing the beams of their floodlights. 

The trench walls, once distant, loomed closer now—covered in an alien ecosystem of glowing corals and translucent organisms pulsing, like veins beneath thin flesh.

Then—something new.

A structure.

Evelyn’s breath hitched. It wasn’t a rock formation, nor was it wreckage. 

Rising from the seabed was a monolithic construct, smooth and seamless, like obsidian forged under impossible pressure. 

Strange symbols ran along its surface, glowing faintly with an eerie bioluminescent light. 

The trench floor around it was uneven—almost as if something had dug it up from the ocean bed.

“My God,” Elias murmured. 

“That’s not natural.”

Mateo’s voice cracked. 

“Then who put it there?”

The Nautilus edged closer. The symbols pulsed, their glow intensifying. 

The closer they got, the stronger the interference on their systems. 

The sonar was useless—readings fluctuated wildly, depth measurements scrambled. 

It was as if the sub were floating between dimensions, the very concept of space distorting.

Then— a shadow moved.

Not just any shadow.

The shadow.

It rose from the trench floor, emerging from the darkness behind the structure, unfolding in a way that defied physics. 

A body that did not move, but shifted, like a ripple through reality.

Then, the clicking returned.

Faster this time. Urgent.

The symbols on the structure flared, bright enough to force the crew to squint. 

The interference spiked. Mateo cursed, gripping the controls.

“Something’s wrong—”

The lights of the Nautilus died.

Total blackout.

For a moment, there was nothing. 

No sound. No motion. Just the pressure of the abyss pressing in.

Then— a deafening bang against








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
INAMSK O3

T e —

PR 1Y ¥
— g






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





