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Prologue
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Terra Lu. My city. My downfall. My grave.

Once, it stood as a beacon of hope, a sanctuary for the dreamers, the strivers, and the fearless. It gave me everything—hell, it gave everyone everything. But now? Now it’s a rotting corpse of a city, picked clean by vultures and left to fester.

Decay stretches from its cracked streets to its crumbling towers. No dreams here anymore, just despair. No hope, just a daily grind to avoid being screwed over by the wrong people at the wrong time.

Me? I’ve learned to ride the waves, live life as it comes. But lately? Those waves are dragging me under.

You wouldn’t believe me if I told you, but Terra Lu wasn’t always this way. It was a city where kings ruled—not the ones sitting on golden thrones, but ordinary people who governed their own lives. No one told you what to do, when to do it, or how. We had balance. Freedom. A kind of peace. Sure, there were rough patches—there always are. But crime? It was manageable. Kept in check.

Because every city has its wolves, right? Where there’s money, there’s always someone ready to bleed you dry.

But before I get ahead of myself, let’s rewind. Let’s go back to the beginning.

The name’s Cash—or at least that’s what they used to call me. My real name? Ax Ryder. Yeah, sounds like I should’ve been the lead in some action movie, doesn’t it? Back then, I lived like a king. A businessman, and not just any businessman. I was the man. Made it big in pharmaceuticals, raking in millions.

I wasn’t some lab coat genius mixing up miracle drugs. I left that to the brainiacs. They worked for me. I handled the logistics. The deals. The deliveries. It was a win-win. They made the medicine, I got paid, and the people got their so-called cure.

Who was I kidding? It wasn’t noble. The whole industry was designed to squeeze the life out of people—sell them salvation at a price that left them desperate and broken. They needed the medicine, and I made sure they’d do anything to afford it.

And then came the collapse.

They call it the War of the Reapers. It didn’t just destroy Terra Lu; it tore through everything we thought we knew. At the center of it all? A girl named Yama. Orphaned, angry, and reckless. I had the misfortune of meeting her. She decided to play god—started killing people, leaving their souls adrift, untethered, wreaking havoc on the living.

Her actions sparked an unholy war that razed Terra Lu to the ground.

The neighboring cities? They sealed us off, barricading every road, every bridge, every possible escape route. I don’t blame them. No one wants this kind of chaos spilling into their backyard.

And Yama? She didn’t stop there. She threw herself a little tea party with a beast from the Underworld and a fly from the Overworld. Yeah, you heard that right. My world? It’s the filthy, stinking crack caught between two celestial cheeks.

Whatever happens up there—or down below—it screws us over here. Every time.

But wait, there’s more. Let me introduce Adam. God, I hate Adam. The self-righteous little twit calls himself “Innocent.” Yeah, in quotes. He’s a sanctimonious, tree-hugging idiot who thinks he’s some kind of savior. One with nature. Except, newsflash: nature’s dead.

His role in this mess? He’s the mosquito you can’t swat away. Always buzzing in at the worst time, meddling in things he doesn’t understand. I’ve managed to shake him off a few times, just long enough to handle my own problems, but he’s persistent. Annoyingly so.

But look at me, rambling like some old drunk. You didn’t come here for a half-baked monologue, did you?

Let’s start over. This is my story. My rise. My fall. And maybe, just maybe, my redemption.

Brace yourself.
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Chapter One: Bank Roll
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The pharmaceutical business—it's a gold mine for people like me, but it also attracts a whole lot of scum. Especially the kind of scum that wants what you’ve got without ever working for it. Take Mr. Banks, for example. He ran the building where I did my thing. Basically, he was the landlord. But with his greed—and, let’s face it, a bucketload of jealousy—he figured he was entitled to a piece of my success.

I was booming, and Banks was watching. Every day he’d sidle up to me with that damn smooth talk, like I didn’t know what he was after. “Mr. Ryder,” he'd start, always trying to get my attention. “I see great things for your business. I can double your revenue, triple it even. Just imagine the success.” Yeah, I could imagine it. I built that success. Why would I let this man, with no idea how to run anything but a rent check, ruin it all?

“Mr. Banks,” I’d reply, letting my tone drip with disdain. “I’m doing just fine without you in my business, thanks. This is mine. Your building is yours.”

He wouldn’t let it go, though. Every time we passed in the hall, he'd hit me with some other line, thinking I’d somehow cave. “I’m sure you’re missing an amazing opportunity for growth,” he'd purr. “I know exactly how to help you boom.”

Boom into your own ass, buddy.

It wasn’t that I hated the guy—okay, I did—but he wasn’t even a threat. Just a leech. Eventually, though, after my polite rejections, he started to show his true colors. "Well, Mr. Ryder," he'd sneer, eyes narrowing. "I can see this isn’t going anywhere. But just so you know, I was trying to help you. Your business is going to fail, and when it does, you’ll wish you’d taken my offer.”

I almost laughed. Fail? You could see the desperation in his eyes. All of a sudden, he wasn’t the successful landlord anymore. He was a man scared of losing whatever grip he had left. “And by the way,” he added with a smug grin, “rent’s going up this month. Oil prices are rising, after all.”
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