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Introduction
The world was never meant to end in fire and glory, as the old stories said. Instead, it
withered—slowly, insidiously—beneath a sun grayer than most remembered. Now, the
days drag through a haze of ash and broken dreams, the ruins of humanity tangled in
the wild vegetation clawing up through shattered concrete. Nowhere is this quiet
apocalypse more palpable than in Solace, my home—a city where every night draws
its inhabitants deeper into fear, and every day their hopes splinter a little more.

Before the world unraveled, I was nobody special. A mechanic. Content to fix what was
broken, patching up the battered machines that limped their way through our city’s
labyrinth of alleys and marketplaces. Skills like mine once served idle convenience;
now, they are small shields against the relentless press of entropy outside our gates.
The illness—“the Sickness,” we call it—was little more than a rumor, until neighbors
began vanishing behind boarded-up doors and silence lingered, heavy and expectant.

My neighborhood has always watched each other’s backs. We share scraps, trade
rumors, and fend off the desperate with grim determination. But even this fragile
sense of community is fraying, stretched thin by fear. There is no cure for the
Sickness, only quarantine and whispered prayers, and each new case means one less
friend to lean on. No one knows how many are truly left, or who to trust. Gangs patrol
what remains of the main avenues, scavenging more from the weak than from the
world’s abandoned plenty. Shadows grow longer over each home, each heart.

I have kept to myself, burying loss and longing beneath engines and circuit boards,
pretending the world’s unraveling doesn’t brush against my door. Even as anxiety
gnaws at those I care for, I cling to my routines—the familiar oil stains beneath my
fingernails, the rhythmic hum of old machines wheezing to life. It is a comfort,
however fleeting, to mend even the smallest broken thing when so much else seems
beyond repair.

But as the news tightens around our city and the Sickness draws closer, choices must
be made. I sense the turning of the world in every anxious glance, every hurried step
of a neighbor whose trust I once held. There is talk—dangerous, fevered talk—of a
place untouched by plague and violence, a sanctuary whispered through the static of
battered radios and furtive conversations in the dark. Rumors, perhaps. Yet, hope
grows much like weeds: stubborn and hungry in the cracks of decaying stone.

This is where my story begins—not with heroics, but with uncertainty. I am Mira
Ellison, and I never wanted to leave my small, fragile world. But now, as the shadows
lengthen and the Sickness knocks at my door, I must decide whether to remain in
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what once was, or chase the distant promise of redemption that glimmers beyond the
ruins. This is a tale of survival, of hope twisted and reborn in the darkness, and of what
it means to confront the end not with despair—but with the defiant belief that
humanity, fractured though it may be, is worth salvaging.

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

CHAPTER ONE: The Fall of Solace
The morning air in Solace usually carried the scent of stale cooking oil, exhaust fumes,
and the persistent dampness that clung to everything in the lower sectors. Today,
however, a new aroma had begun to weave its way through the usual blend: the acrid
tang of disinfectant, trying desperately and failing utterly to mask something far more
unsettling. It was the scent of fear, bottled and uncorked in every hushed conversation
and averted glance.

I was hunched over the carburetor of an ancient utility vehicle—a contraption that had
more rust than paint—when the first alarm sirens began to wail. Not the distant,
muted wails that usually signaled another skirmish between the ‘Vipers’ and the
‘Scavengers’ over a discarded power cell, but a piercing, sustained shriek from the
city’s heart. This was the city-wide alarm, reserved only for threats that touched
everyone, threats that promised to dismantle what little order we had left.

My wrench slipped, scraping knuckles raw against grimy metal. The sound echoed
through my small, dimly lit workshop, momentarily drowning out the rising cacophony
outside. Solace had always been a city of echoes—ghosts of industry, whispers of a
forgotten past—but these new echoes were sharp, present, and terrifyingly real. My
assistant, a wiry teenager named Jax, sprinted in from the front, eyes wide as saucers.

“Mira! It’s… it’s the Sickness! They’re locking down Sector Seven!” he stammered, his
voice cracking with a mixture of panic and awe. Sector Seven was barely a mile from
us, a densely packed residential area known for its tight-knit communities and even
tighter alleyways. If the Sickness had breached those walls, it was no longer ‘creeping
closer’—it was here.

I wiped my hands on an already oil-soaked rag, the grease doing little to soothe the
sudden chill that snaked up my spine. “Locking down? How do they even do that?” I
asked, more to myself than to Jax. Solace had no central authority strong enough to
cordon off an entire sector, not anymore. The ‘City Guard’ was a joke, a collection of
glorified gang members with shiny badges and even shinier weapons.

“The ‘Rationers’ are doing it,” Jax gasped, leaning against a stack of defunct tires. The
Rationers were a more organized, paramilitary-like faction that had emerged in recent
months, supposedly dedicated to maintaining order and distributing dwindling
supplies. In reality, they were just another gang, albeit one that had managed to
convince some people they were the good guys. They’d been expanding their
territory, and this was their latest power grab.
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A dull thud vibrated through the ground, followed by another, closer this time. It
sounded like heavy machinery, or perhaps the deliberate demolition of structures. My
stomach tightened. The Rationers weren’t known for their subtlety, nor their mercy.
“Get the front gate secured, Jax. And tell old Mr. Henderson at the corner to pull his
shutters down tight.”

Jax nodded, his usual playful swagger replaced by a grim determination. He was a
good kid, too young to be dealing with this rot. We all were. As he disappeared, I
grabbed my comms unit, a battered piece of tech I’d salvaged and repaired a dozen
times over. Static hissed, but through it, I could just make out fragmented
broadcasts—emergency alerts, conflicting reports, and the growing, unmistakable
sound of human desperation.

“All non-essential personnel are advised to shelter in place… maintain distance from
affected zones… cooperation is paramount…” The voice was tinny, official, and
entirely unconvincing. It was the voice of a system trying to pretend it still had control,
even as it crumbled. I scrolled through the few active frequencies, searching for any
news from my cousin, Elara, who lived deeper in Sector Seven. Her line was silent.

My workshop was a sanctuary, a small island of order in a sea of encroaching chaos.
Tools hung neatly on pegboards, salvaged parts were categorized in rusty bins, and a
faint smell of machine oil and solvent always lingered, a comforting balm against the
world’s decay. But even here, the encroaching reality was beginning to seep in, like
rust eating through neglected metal.

The truth was, I’d been avoiding this. Avoiding the true scale of the Sickness, the
deepening desperation. I’d focused on the tangible, on the broken engines and
sparking wires, because they offered solutions. The Sickness offered only dread. Now,
the wails of the sirens were an insistent, undeniable alarm, jolting me out of my self-
imposed tunnel vision.

I stared at the half-repaired carburetor, the intricate network of valves and jets. It was
a metaphor, I realized, for Solace itself—a complex system, once efficient, now choked
with grime and decay, threatening to seize up completely. My hands, usually so
steady, trembled slightly. Could I fix this? Could anyone?

The air outside grew heavy with the smell of smoke, adding another layer to the city’s
grim perfume. The thudding sounds continued, closer still, punctuated by occasional,
distant shouts. The lockdown wasn’t just about containing the Sickness; it was about
asserting power. The Rationers were making a statement, and that statement involved
force.

My gaze drifted to a small, wooden box tucked away on a dusty shelf. Inside, among
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other family relics, was a faded photograph of my mother and father, smiling, their
faces unburdened by the grime of a dying world. They had believed in a better future,
in humanity’s resilience. I wondered what they would think of Solace now, choked by
fear and consumed by internal strife.

Jax returned, breathlessly reporting that Mr. Henderson had complied, though not
without muttering about the “damned kids playing soldier.” His eyes, however, still
held that wide, unsettling gaze. “Mira, do you think… do you think it’ll come here?” he
asked, his voice barely a whisper.

I looked at him, a flicker of my old mechanic’s pragmatism returning. “It’s already
here, Jax,” I said, my voice steady, despite the tremor in my gut. “The question is what
we do about it.” This was no longer a problem I could fix with a wrench and a steady
hand. This was a challenge that would demand something far more. Something I
wasn’t sure I possessed.

The city outside my workshop was no longer just the faded backdrop to my life. It was
a dying beast, and I was trapped within its collapsing ribs. The sirens continued their
mournful dirge, a soundtrack to Solace’s slow, agonizing fall. And as the distant shouts
grew louder, I knew my quiet life of repairs and routines was about to be irrevocably
shattered. The time for avoidance was over. The time for action, whatever that might
entail, had arrived.
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