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            "The wings that lift us toward greatness can also carry us into darkness. In the end, it is not the sky we conquer, but the vengeance within ourselves."
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Chapter 1

The Fall Before Flight
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The year was 3044.

The world no longer belonged to humanity.

Cities that once touched the clouds now stood hollow and broken beneath poisoned skies. Oceans had swallowed coastlines. Forests burned for decades before mutating into blackened wastelands filled with predators born from failed genetic experiments. Nations had collapsed generations ago, replaced by warlords, factions, and corporations powerful enough to command armies greater than the governments that once ruled Earth.

At the center of the ashes stood one name.

Marshall Waters.

To survivors, he was either a savior or the devil himself.

Founder of Waters Genetics Industries, Marshall had promised humanity evolution. His scientists engineered advanced hybrid DNA capable of adapting humans to the dying planet. Wings stronger than steel. Enhanced strength. Faster healing. Neural combat systems fused directly into the spine.

At first, the world celebrated him.

Then the wars began.

The hybrid experiments spread beyond military control. Entire cities fell to violence as governments fought to own the technology. Human soldiers turned against enhanced populations. Enhanced populations retaliated. Nuclear fire consumed continents.

And from that chaos, monsters were born.

The Ravens.

No one knew exactly how the Raven program began. Some believed Marshall Waters created them intentionally. Others believed the experiments evolved on their own. By the time the truth disappeared, it no longer mattered.

The Ravens slaughtered everything.

Human.

Hybrid.

Child.

Soldier.

It made no difference.

They descended from the skies in black armor and mechanical wings, leaving burning cities behind them like funeral pyres for the old world.

For nearly twenty years, nobody stopped them.

Until the Black Hawks rose.



Rain hammered against the metal rooftops of Sector Nine.

The settlement crouched inside the ruins of old Chicago, hidden beneath collapsed highways and rusted skyscrapers that leaned over the streets like dying giants. Floodlights illuminated narrow alleyways crowded with refugees, smugglers, mechanics, and soldiers carrying rifles older than themselves.

Generators buzzed constantly.

Steam hissed from broken pipes.

Somewhere in the distance, gunfire echoed through the storm.

Normal night.

Inside a dimly lit repair garage near the outer district walls, Talon sat alone beside a dismantled flight engine. Oil stained his hands and black hair hung damp across his forehead while sparks flashed from the welding torch in his grip.

The garage owner watched nervously from nearby.

“You planning on sleeping at all tonight?” the old mechanic asked.

Talon didn’t look up.

“Sleep wastes time.”

“You’ve been rebuilding that engine for twelve straight hours.”

“It’ll fly.”

“That isn’t what I asked.”

Talon finally shut off the torch.

Silence settled between them except for the storm outside.

The mechanic studied the young man carefully.

Twenty-four years old.

Tall.

Lean muscle built from survival rather than training.

A faded black jacket rested across Talon’s shoulders while a metallic wing harness sat mounted beside him against the wall. Most people in Sector Nine hid their hybrid traits beneath heavy clothing.

Talon never bothered.

Small traces of gold circuitry glowed faintly beneath the skin near his neck.

Evidence of old experiments.

Evidence that made people stare.

The mechanic sighed heavily.

“You remind me too much of your brother.”

At the mention of Colt, Talon’s expression hardened immediately.

“That’s not a compliment.”

“Never said it was.”

The old man walked toward the garage entrance and glanced outside at the rain-soaked streets.

“Colt used to sit exactly where you are now,” he muttered. “Always fixing things. Always building something dangerous.”

Talon returned to the engine.

“Colt builds weapons now.”

The mechanic stayed quiet.

Everyone knew the name.

Colt.

Leader of the Ravens.

The most feared warlord alive.

Entire settlements surrendered the moment Raven banners appeared on the horizon. Those who resisted usually disappeared by morning.

Nobody spoke openly about the fact that Talon and Colt were brothers.

Mostly because Talon preferred it that way.

A loud crash suddenly echoed from outside.

Then screaming.

Talon stood instantly.

Another explosion rocked the district.

The mechanic cursed. “Raiders?”

Talon grabbed the pulse rifle leaning beside the workbench.

“No.”

A terrible sound filled the storm outside.

Mechanical wings.

The old mechanic’s face went pale.

“Ravens...”

Red emergency lights activated across Sector Nine.

Sirens screamed through the streets.

People began running.

Talon rushed toward the garage entrance just as black aircraft descended through the rain above the city ruins. Massive engines roared overhead while Raven soldiers launched downward from the ships like dark angels falling from the heavens.

Gunfire erupted instantly.

Buildings exploded.

Civilians scattered in panic.

Talon’s jaw tightened.

This wasn’t random.

The Ravens had come for something.

A transport truck suddenly crashed through the main street barricade outside the garage. Armed settlement guards fired desperately behind it while Raven soldiers tore through defensive lines from above.

One of the guards spotted Talon.

“We need help at the eastern gate!”

Talon hesitated only briefly before slinging the rifle across his back and activating the wing harness mounted beneath his jacket.

Metal unfolded behind him with a violent hiss.

Golden mechanical wings expanded outward.

The nearby civilians stared.

Some in fear.

Others in awe.

Talon launched into the storm.

The force cracked the pavement beneath his feet.

Rain slammed against his face as he soared above Sector Nine. Flames already spread through several outer buildings while Raven aircraft circled overhead like predators hunting wounded prey.

The eastern gate was collapsing.

Raven soldiers carved through settlement defenses with terrifying precision. Black armor reflected firelight beneath crimson visors while plasma rounds shredded barricades apart.

Talon dove straight into them.

His wings folded sharply behind him as he crashed through the center of the battlefield like a missile.

Concrete exploded outward.

Before the nearest Raven soldier could react, Talon drove a combat blade through the man’s chest armor and ripped the rifle free from his grip.

Three more Ravens opened fire immediately.

Talon moved fast.

Too fast.

Enhanced reflexes carried him through the gunfire while golden wing panels shifted around his body like shields. He fired controlled bursts from the stolen
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