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To those who look at the ruins of the past and do not see tombs, but blueprints.

To the rebels who understand that freedom is not the absence of chains, but the power to choose.

This journey is for you.

​PROLOGUE: The Silent Inheritance

Official science claims that the dinosaurs vanished sixty-six million years ago, victims of a cosmic accident. They tell us that the path to human intelligence was a slow, lonely climb from the mud.

They are wrong.

Before the first mammal learned to walk upright, there was already a master on Earth. The Troodon did not just survive; they ascended. They built, they understood the Ether, and they left—leaving behind a world that was theirs by right of birth.

But while the masters were away, the scavengers arrived.

The Anunnaki did not come to build a civilization. They came to install a machine. They took the raw clay of a primitive species and shaped it into a tool—a biological battery designed to suffer, to fear, and to fuel a dying empire.

For millennia, the "gods" have harvested the soul of the world. But the true owners have returned. And they don't recognize the current management.

This is not a war for territory. It is a war for the definition of life itself. The blood of the first masters is meeting the gold of the false gods.

And in the middle, a species that was never meant to wake up is finally opening its eyes.
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​CHAPTER 1: THE RETURN OF THE FIRST
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Sixty-six million years had not been enough.

Not for them.

Not for what had been taken.

Commander Dracong stood motionless before the central console as the mothership pulsed in low orbit silence. The signal had arrived without warning — a sharp, crimson flicker cutting through deep-space static like a wound reopening after eons.

His vertical eyes narrowed.

Earth.

Still there.

Still alive.

“Uncatalogued radiation in sector four,” the tactical officer reported, claws tapping against the crystalline interface with controlled urgency. “Not a natural fluctuation. Pattern indicates structured extraction.”

Dracong said nothing.

The planet rotated slowly before him — blue, white, and... scarred.

Zoom layers activated.

Continents fractured by geometric wounds. Open-pit mines like infected craters. Atmosphere polluted by industrial discharge rising in thick, black spirals.

This was not evolution.

This was consumption.

“Bring us closer,” he said at last.

His voice did not rise.

It ground forward.

“Cruise orbit in silence.”

A pause.

Then, colder:

“We will confirm... before we reclaim.”

The Troodon Sapiens fleet descended without light.

Without sound.

Ancient shadows returning to a world that had forgotten them.

“Contact identification,” Dracong ordered as thousands of energy points began to ignite across the planetary surface.

The AI hesitated.

A rare occurrence.

“Unknown civilization detected... behavior classification: extreme extraction.”

Another pause.

Then:

“Pattern match found.”

Silence filled the command chamber.

“Cosmic locust plague archetype.”

A final flicker of data aligned.

“Identification confirmed: Anunnaki.”

Something shifted behind Dracong’s gaze.

Not surprise.

Recognition.

“They did not come to rule,” he said quietly.

“They came to feed.”

EARTH — THE SKY OVER UR

The sky was wrong.

Not just dark.

Burning.

Sira collapsed onto the heated sand, her breath catching in her throat as a white fracture tore through the clouds above. The air vibrated with pressure — not sound, but force — as something massive shifted in the upper atmosphere.

She had seen the “gods” before.

Felt their presence.

Their control.

Their certainty.

But this...

This was different.

They were not descending.

They were fighting.

Blinding streaks of plasma ripped across the sky, colliding with defensive bursts that shattered the air into waves of ozone and fire. The clouds ignited. The horizon flickered between light and shadow as if reality itself couldn’t stabilize.

The ground trembled.

Then melted.

Sand fused into green-black glass beneath bursts of heat that arrived seconds after the light.

Too close.

“They’re killing each other!” someone screamed behind her.

Sira didn’t move.

She couldn’t.

Her eyes were locked on the sky.

“No,” Arad said beside her, his voice tight as he adjusted his visor, trying to process the impossible. “They’re not killing each other...”

A massive explosion bloomed above them, silent for a heartbeat before the shockwave slammed into the earth.

“...they’re fighting over what’s left.”

THE AWAKENING

Sumer didn’t look up.

Not once.

While the sky burned, his eyes were on the ground — on the people running between the machines, the frequency towers pulsing erratically as their control systems destabilized.

Humans.

Still moving like cattle.

Even now.

Even free for a moment.

“Listen to me!”

His voice cut through the chaos.

Sharp.

Unavoidable.

“Today we stop being cattle!”

Some slowed.

Some turned.

Most kept running.

“Today we break the chain!”

Another explosion shook the ground, closer now. Heat washed over them in a suffocating wave.

Still he didn’t stop.

“Today...” Sumer stepped forward, his presence anchoring something deeper than fear.

“...we choose.”

The word landed.

Different.

Heavy.

Arad looked at him — really looked this time.

Not as another survivor.

As something else.

“If we stay here,” Arad said, voice cracking despite himself, “we die.”

Sumer nodded.

Not in agreement.

In acceptance.

He raised his hand and pointed south — toward lands untouched, unstable, outside the control grids.

“Then we leave.”

“Just to survive?” Sira asked, her voice barely holding.

Sumer turned to her.

For a moment, the fire in the sky reflected in his eyes.

But what burned there was not fear.

“No.”

Another explosion lit the horizon.

Ships falling.

Gods failing.

“We build something they can’t erase.”

CLOSING: THE GLASS MARK 

Days passed.

Silence followed.

Too much silence.

The desert stretched endlessly around them, the caravan reduced to slow movement across an exposed world that no longer hid its dangers.

No machines.

No signals.

No gods.

It should have felt like freedom.

It didn’t.

The attack came without warning.

No sound.

No light.

Just absence.

Then—

Everything ignited.

The thermobaric blast consumed the air itself. Oxygen vanished in an instant, replaced by a pressure vacuum that crushed lungs before the fire arrived.

People didn’t scream.

They couldn’t.

Then the heat came.

Total.

Absolute.

Sira felt the ground disappear beneath her.

Arad reached for something that no longer existed.

And Sumer—

Sumer stood.

For one impossible second.

Against it.

Then the world ended.

When the fire cleared...

There was nothing left.

No bodies.

No machines.

No traces of movement.

Only glass.

Endless.

Black.

Perfect.

And burned into its surface...

Shadows.

Frozen in their final moment.

The mark of those who chose.

And paid the price.

Sumer was gone.

But something remained.

Not in flesh.

Not in memory.

In meaning.

And in that silent desert of glass...

Something was born.

Not a rebellion.

A legacy.
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​CHAPTER 2 — THE ASHES OF FOUNDATION
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The cave did not feel like shelter.

It felt like something waiting to collapse.

The air in the Zagros Mountains burned the lungs—ozone, ash... and the unmistakable stench of flesh that had no time to become bone.

Outside, the world had been erased.

No cities.

No temples.

No gods.

Only glass.

Arad sat hunched over a supply crate stamped with Nibiru’s industrial seal. The metal was still warm, as if it remembered the hands that built it. His fingers twitched uncontrollably, small spasms running up his arms and into his jaw.

The DNA hack hadn’t left him.

It had rooted itself inside him.

Across the cave, Sira crouched beside a weak fire struggling to stay alive. The flame bent with every draft that slipped through the cracks in the rock, as if even it wasn’t sure it belonged in this world anymore.

Arad watched it for a long moment before speaking.

“How many?” he asked.

His voice didn’t sound like his own. It dragged, metallic... misaligned.

Sira didn’t turn.

“Enough to remember,” she said quietly. “Not enough to matter.”

That landed harder than any explosion.

Arad swallowed, his throat dry.

“Ur is gone,” he said. “Sumer is—”

“Don’t,” Sira cut in.

Not loud. Not emotional.

Final.

Silence followed. Heavy. Pressing in from all sides.

The fire cracked weakly.

Sira reached down, grabbed a charred branch, and began to draw in the dirt. Slow. Deliberate. A circle formed beneath her hand—almost perfect, except for a break along one edge.

Arad leaned forward, frowning.

“It’s incomplete.”

Sira didn’t answer at first. She pressed the tip of the branch into the center of the circle, then dragged it upward, carving a thin shape that flickered in the firelight.

A flame.

“No,” she said at last. “It’s unfinished.”

Arad stared at the symbol. Something about it unsettled him. Not because it was wrong... but because it wasn’t.

“Is that what we are?” he asked. “An error? A design they abandoned once it stopped working?”

Sira looked up then.

For the first time since the glass desert, her eyes were clear—not empty, not broken. Focused.

“They didn’t abandon us,” she said. “They opened us.”

Arad let out a dry, humorless breath.

“That’s a generous way to describe extinction.”

“They built a closed system,” Sira continued, ignoring him. “Control. Obedience. Repetition. No deviation.”

Her gaze dropped to the broken circle.

“But they cracked it.”

The wind slipped through the cave again, stronger this time. The flame bent low, almost dying, before rising back—smaller, but sharper.

Sira stood.

“We don’t rebuild what they destroyed,” she said, looking toward the narrow opening that led to the night outside. “We don’t replace their cities. We don’t rebuild their towers.”

Arad pushed himself up slowly, his body still fighting him.

“Then what?” he asked. “We hide? Wait to be hunted again?”

Sira turned to him.

“No,” she said. “We divide.”

That
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