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Synopsis

In the rain-slicked, neon-choked streets of Veridia City, "BloodBath" isn't just a metaphor—it’s an event. Every ten years, the subterranean criminal syndicates initiate a purge to balance the books, a night of sanctioned chaos where debts are paid in veins and arteries.

Kaelen Vane, a disgraced trauma surgeon turned underground "stitch-man," wants nothing to do with the politics of the underworld. He just patches up the survivors. But when a dying don bleeds out on his operating table and whispers a code that could dismantle the entire syndicate, Kaelen becomes the primary target. With the decennial BloodBath starting at midnight, Kaelen has twelve hours to escape a city locked down for slaughter.

Prologue 

The smell hit him before the sight did. It was the heavy, metallic tang of copper, thick enough to taste on the back of the tongue.

Detective Miller stood at the threshold of the warehouse, his badge heavy in his pocket, his gun heavier in his hand. The rain outside hammered against the corrugated tin roof, a deafening drumroll, but it was silent inside. Too silent.

"Clear," his partner, Reeves, whispered, though his voice shook.

Miller stepped forward, his flashlight cutting through the gloom. The beam swept across the concrete floor. It wasn't Gray anymore. It was a slick, reflective crimson. The liquid pooled in the uneven divots of the floor, creating a mirror that reflected the terrified eyes of the officers.

"Jesus," Reeves choked out, covering his mouth.

In the centre of the room sat a single wooden chair. On it was a man—or what was left of one. Above him, scrawled on the wall in the victim's own life force, was a message that dripped slowly toward the ground.

IT BEGINS.

Miller holstered his weapon, his face pale. This wasn't a murder. It was an opening ceremony.
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Chapter 1: The Stitch-Man
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Kaelen Vane washed his hands with vodka. It was cheaper than medical-grade ethanol and, in this part of Veridia, easier to find. The sting in his cuticles was a familiar friend, a reminder that he was still alive, even if he felt like a ghost.

His "clinic" was the back room of a failing laundromat in Sector 4. The hum of industrial dryers vibrating through the walls usually soothed his patients, or at least drowned out their screams.

"Hold him down," Kaelen muttered, not looking up from the tray of instruments.

Two bruised heavyweights, smelling of cheap cologne and fear, pinned their friend to the metal table. The patient, a young runner named Jax, had a jagged laceration running from his shoulder to his hip. A knife fight gone wrong. Or right, depending on who was holding the knife.

"Is he going to make it, Doc?" one of the heavies asked.

"He’ll make it if you stop breathing on my sterile field," Kaelen snapped. He threaded a curved needle with confident, practiced hands. Once, these hands had performed heart transplants at St. Jude’s. Now, they sewed up thugs who didn't have insurance.

Kaelen worked quickly. The rhythm took over. Pierce. Pull. Knot. Snip.

He was just finishing the final suture when the lights flickered. The laundromat out front had gone quiet. The hum of the dryers died.

Kaelen froze. He looked at the heavyweights. They reached for their waistbands.

"Don't," Kaelen whispered. "If they cut the power, they’re already inside."

The back door, a heavy steel slab reinforced with three deadbolts, didn't burst open. It hissed. The lock was being melted.

"Out the window," Kaelen ordered, grabbing his go-bag—a duffel containing antibiotics, cash, and a .45 Caliber pistol he prayed he’d never have to use. "Now!"

"We can take 'em," Jax groaned from the table, trying to sit up.

"You can't even take a deep breath, Jax. Move."

As the three men scrambled toward the narrow ventilation window, the steel door gave way with a groan of yielding metal.

Silhouettes stepped into the room. They wore matte-black tactical gear, featureless save for a single red symbol painted on their chest plates: a drop of blood inside a circle.
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