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​Chapter 1: "Welcome to Moscow"
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THE BITING CHILL OF Moscow’s winter hit John Blackwell like a punch to the gut the second he stepped out of the airport. He pulled his purple trench coat tighter around him, the wind howling through the streets of the city. Beside him, Jody Hendrix adjusted his green muscle shirt under a thick jacket, scowling at the cold.

“Man, why’d it have to be Russia?” Jody muttered, his breath fogging in the freezing air.

John smirked, lighting up a cigarette. “Because sometimes, you’ve got to go where the trouble is, Hendrix. And trust me—there’s plenty of trouble in Moscow.”

Eleanor stepped out behind them, calm and composed despite the frigid temperature. Her metallic silver suit peeked out from beneath a heavy coat, giving her an otherworldly appearance against the grey, industrial skyline. “He’s not wrong. The word on the street is that something big’s happening here. Something we can’t ignore.”

John gave her a sideways glance, then shifted his attention to the last member of their crew, Mariah. The redhead had her hands buried in the pockets of her leather jacket, her eyes scanning the bustling streets with practiced ease.

“Didn’t expect a vacation, did you?” John asked, taking a long drag from his cigarette.

Mariah shot him a wry smile. “If this is your idea of a vacation, Blackwell, I think I’ll pass.”

John chuckled, turning his gaze back to the sprawling city ahead of them. “I wouldn’t call it a vacation. But we’re here for a reason, and it’s not just the sightseeing. Moscow’s got its share of dark corners, and someone’s been pulling strings from the shadows. I plan to find out who.”

The group moved through the city, their presence barely noticeable among the throngs of tourists and locals braving the icy streets. But John knew better than to think they were going unnoticed. Moscow had a way of watching everyone, whether you saw it or not.



As they navigated the narrow streets, the team found themselves in a dimly lit bar tucked away from the main squares. The place was a dive, the kind of spot where deals were made under the table and questions were never asked.

Jody took a seat, stretching his large frame into the wooden chair. “So, what exactly are we looking for, John? I get that this place has a reputation, but I feel like we’re walking in blind.”

John took another drag from his cigarette, blowing the smoke into the dim light above. “Not blind. Just careful. There’s a lot of Nexus drug activity here, and rumors say it’s being moved across dimensions. Something big’s coming down the pipeline, and we need to figure out who’s running the operation.”

Mariah’s brow furrowed as she leaned in. “You think it’s connected to the Nexus we’ve seen before? We’ve dealt with that junk before, and it never ends well.”

“Exactly,” John said, flicking ash into the tray. “And if someone’s trafficking it between realities, they’re playing with fire. It’s the kind of business that could tear open some dangerous doors.”

Eleanor nodded, her sharp eyes scanning the room. “We need to find the players involved. This isn’t just about the drugs. Someone’s trying to control the flow between dimensions. They could be trying to weaponize it.”

Jody leaned forward, his fists clenched on the table. “And what do we do when we find them?”

John’s smile was slow, dangerous. “We make sure they regret ever starting.”

The bar’s dim lights flickered as a cold draft blew through the cracked window. John Blackwell glanced around, his senses heightened as they settled deeper into their surroundings. Moscow had its own rhythm—a pulse that beat beneath the surface, where the real business happened. And the Nexus drug trade wasn’t just business. It was a time bomb waiting to explode across dimensions.

Jody's eyes darted around the bar, sizing up the patrons, his instincts razor sharp. "So, what now? We sit here and wait for someone to try and kill us?"

John leaned back in his chair, the cigarette dangling from his lips. "Not exactly. We’re here to make contact with someone who knows this city better than anyone—an informant."

Eleanor tilted her head, curious. "And how trustworthy is this informant of yours?"

John flashed a grin. "About as trustworthy as anyone dealing in information on Nexus drug trafficking can be."

Mariah, perched at the edge of her chair, crossed her arms. "So... not at all."

"Exactly," John said. "But if he’s who I think he is, he’ll have answers. This whole operation’s bigger than just some local gang pushing drugs. There’s something interdimensional going on here, and this guy knows the players."

Just then, a figure slid into the bar. He was a wiry man with greasy hair and a long coat that looked like it had seen better days. His eyes darted nervously as he made his way to their table.

“Blackwell,” the man said in a low voice, glancing at the others. “This must be your crew.”

John nodded, gesturing to an empty chair. “This is Dmitri. He’s got his ears to the ground in Moscow.”

Jody raised an eyebrow as Dmitri sat down, leaning in close. “So, Dmitri, what’s the word?”

Dmitri’s eyes shifted nervously around the bar before he spoke. “There’s a shipment of Nexus coming through soon—something big. And it’s not just the usual gangs. We’re talking interdimensional players, people with real power. Word is they’re pushing Nexus across realities, using Moscow as a hub.”

Eleanor’s voice was low but firm. “Who’s behind it?”

Dmitri hesitated. “You don’t want to mess with these people. They aren’t from here. They’re... something else.”

John’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t care what they are. I want names.”

The informant swallowed, clearly uncomfortable. “They call themselves the Vory Syndicate. It’s led by a man named Dmitri... but not me. This guy’s different. He’s been running Nexus through portals like it’s nothing. He’s got half of Moscow working for him, and the other half afraid to even say his name.”
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