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Dedication

For those who stand when the world falls.

For the fighters, the lost, and the loyal.

And for the ones we call family when no one else remains.
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Stories about the end of the world usually begin with the moment everything falls apart. The sky burns. Cities collapse. Something ancient or terrible steps out of the dark, and the old world ends in a single violent breath.

This is not that story.

By the time this story begins, the world has already ended.

What remains is quieter. Harder. The ruins of cities where daylight is the only safety anyone can trust. Streets where shadows move like living things. Buildings that look empty until something inside them decides they are not.

In a world like that, survival becomes simple. You move in daylight. You avoid the dark. You trust very little.

But even in a broken world, people still form bonds. They still protect each other. They still search for something worth fighting for.

At the center of this story is Damon Cross, a man who once fought wars for his country and now fights a very different kind of war. Beside him is a young boy named Jace who still believes there might be something better waiting somewhere beyond the ruined cities. Seren, a survivor who learned the hard way that trust is dangerous but sometimes necessary. And Cerberus, a war dog who understands loyalty better than most humans ever will.

Together they move through a world filled with things that hunt in the dark, and people who have learned that monsters are not always the creatures with claws.

Cerberus Rising is not only a survival story.

It is about loyalty.

About loss.

About the strange families we build when the world burns down around us.

And about the simple truth that sometimes the only thing standing between the light and the darkness… is the person beside you.
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The city was a skeleton, stripped bare by time, fire, and the invisible war that had claimed it. Rusted cars leaned at impossible angles across cracked asphalt. Streetlights sagged, their bent frames cutting long, jagged shadows. Buildings stood like hollow teeth, blackened by smoke and graffiti, the remnants of lives and ambitions dissolved into dust.

Damon Cross moved through it with the certainty of a man who had survived too much to be afraid of everything, yet knew fear still had teeth. Cerberus, a massive pit bull in reinforced hog-hunting armor, walked just ahead, muscles coiled, ears twitching. Every subtle shift in shadow or air pressure had him growling softly, a warning that resonated in Damon’s chest.

Seren Blackwood followed silently, blades strapped to her hips and a Glock 26 in her hand. Her dark eyes scanned every angle, noting the tiniest shifts in the light, the debris, even the broken glass underfoot. She didn’t speak much; she didn’t have to. Four years of Cross watching over a boy, two years of her earning a place on this team, had forged a bond of trust and efficiency that needed no words.

Jace trailed slightly behind, crossbow slung across his back, fingers brushing the trigger. Four years under Damon’s watch had taught him discipline, but youth and hope still glimmered in his gaze, a dangerous fragility in this world. His heart beat fast, awareness strained. He knew the streets were alive, that daylight offered only partial safety.

“Easy, Cerberus,” Damon whispered. The pit bull’s growl softened, just enough to let them move. “Stay close.”

The first alley was a trap in miniature: broken concrete, glass, and the skeleton of a collapsed wall creating a narrow channel. Damon’s eyes flicked to the shadows. “Listen,” he said. “It’s never empty.”

Jace swallowed. “It feels like it is sometimes.”

“No,” Damon said, scanning the ruins, hand brushing Cerberus’ massive head. “It’s always waiting.”

Cerberus sniffed, muscles coiled like springs. He paused, ears flat. A hiss cut from the darkness—a creature, ground-bound, hunched, with limbs like twisted metal. Its head was faceless, amber lights blinking faintly where eyes might have been.

Damon crouched. “Shadow Stalker,” he muttered. “They claim the ruins. Daylight keeps them quiet mostly, but always aware. Don’t move fast. Don’t scare it.”

Seren moved ahead with controlled precision, blades ready. She didn’t attack; she let the creature decide they weren’t worth the effort. Cerberus growled, tail low, and the Stalker recoiled, melting back into the debris.

“Never underestimate them,” Damon said. “Or the humans.”

Jace flinched. “Humans?”

Seren nodded. “They’re as dangerous as the night creatures. Scavengers, opportunists… some work for Malachi.”

Damon added, “Some just take advantage. Anyone weaker in daylight is stronger at night. They see survival as a game—and they play to kill.”

The corridor ahead opened into a small plaza. Broken fountains, toppled statues, cars piled like toys. Cerberus sniffed the air and growled low. Damon froze, sensing the shift in shadow density.

A figure emerged—human, but calm, deliberate. Malachi Rourke. The man’s presence sucked warmth from the air. Damon tightened his grip on the sword. Cerberus tensed, growling. Seren moved smoothly to his flank, blades drawn, Glock ready, eyes narrowing.

“You’ve been busy,” Malachi said, voice smooth. “Scavenging, surviving… impressive.”

“Stay back,” Damon said.

Malachi’s smirk was thin. “Not today.”

The fight was immediate. Damon swung his sword, sparks flying as metal hit debris. Cerberus lunged, biting, forcing Malachi to step back. Seren slashed a blade across a wall to distract him, then kicked a jagged brick into his path. Malachi moved with fluid inhuman speed, sidestepping, anticipating.

“You’re brave,” he said, eyes glinting. “But bravery won’t save you.”

“You picked the wrong team,” Damon shot back.

Malachi’s figure melted into the shadows. Cerberus growled at the absence, nostrils flaring. Damon exhaled, heart racing. They weren’t done yet—not by far.

They pressed forward, scavenging quietly. Damon taught Jace to notice subtle signs: scorch marks, metallic scents, unusual tracks. Cerberus led, silently warning, sniffing shadows, muscle under tension. Seren moved with him in perfect coordination, cutting debris when necessary, checking corners, scanning the horizon.

Flashback

Damon had found Jace six years ago. The boy crouched against a wall, terror etched on his face, a tiny pit bull puppy snapping at scavengers. Damon hadn’t hesitated. Every strike, every movement, precise. The attackers scattered. Jace had looked at him with a mixture of fear and awe. That puppy—Cerberus—had clung to Damon immediately. A bond born from survival, sharpened by necessity, hardened by years of constant threat.

Back in the present, the team moved toward the only remaining intact church on the route. Roof whole. Walls unbroken. Holy ground. Safe haven, if they could reach it before nightfall.

But the sun dipped too quickly. Shadows stretched like hungry fingers, reaching into alleyways and collapsed buildings. The team was still outside, caught in the open.

“Damn it,” Damon muttered. Cerberus growled, low and urgent, tail stiff. “Night’s coming. Move fast. Stay tight.”

Seren assessed the streets silently, fingers brushing her mini-swords. “We can make it,” she said. “But the shadows are alive now. Every building, every ruined store… traps.”

Jace’s voice trembled. “I don’t want to die out here.”

Damon’s hand went to his shoulder, gripping the M4. “You’re not going to. Stick with us. Cerberus leads. We cover. Follow my signals.”

The night creatures emerged quickly, as if called by the darkness. Flyers swooped silently, metallic wings catching the last light. Molten brutes loped from ruined alleyways, claws striking concrete. Shadow stalkers flitted between walls, nearly invisible. Bark skin sentinels stood as hulking figures in corners, silent, watching. Void hounds slunk between shadows, amber eyes glinting.

Cerberus lunged first, snapping at a flyer descending on the team. Seren slashed a mini-sword, cutting the wing in a precise motion, Glock following with two well-aimed shots that hissed in the night. Damon rolled forward, pipe swinging, bullets dipped in holy water spraying toward the molten brute. Jace fired his crossbow at a shadow stalker, piercing its torso. It dissolved into smoke, leaving a faint, eerie scent.

The team moved as one. Every step, every strike, synchronized. Cerberus sensed danger before they saw it, snapping, lunging, warning. Seren anticipated movements, diverted creatures, covered angles Damon couldn’t reach alone. Jace fought alongside them, heart hammering, hands trembling, yet learning fast.

After what felt like hours, the ruined streets gave way to the church. The building loomed like a beacon, intact, blessed. Damon motioned the team forward. They entered quickly, Cerberus first, sniffing for threats. Seren barricaded the doors. Jace exhaled, leaning against the wall, heart still racing.

Inside, they were safe for the first time since morning. But the city outside whispered threats, shadows twitching at the edges of vision. Malachi and Azrael were out there. Patience. Calculating. Waiting.

Cerberus pressed against Jace, a warm, living shield. Seren checked the perimeter, blades gleaming in the dim light. Damon surveyed the ruined streets outside from the stained-glass windows, M4 at the ready.

“Not today,” he muttered. “Not tonight.”

The night held its breath, the ruins alive with predators and human threats alike. And the four of them—Cross, Jace, Seren, and Cerberus—had survived together, blood pounding, muscles aching, hearts still fierce.

This was survival. Daylight was safe. Darkness was death. And they had
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