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PROLOGUE- The Broken Detective

The first thing you notice about Ravenwall isn’t the ruins.

It’s the silence.

Not the peaceful kind—the kind that presses against your ribs, the kind that listens back. After the Fall, when the sky turned to metal dust and the ground began swallowing neighborhoods whole, people stopped trusting noise. They learned to move quiet. To breathe quiet. To disappear before the city remembered their names.

Ravenwall became a graveyard pretending to be a metropolis.

And out of those graves rose men like me.

Detectives, they used to call us.

But the word doesn’t fit anymore—not in a place where truth has a body count.

My name is Mark Tailor, and for thirty years I’ve walked these streets—through firestorms, uprisings, chemical winters, and gang wars that carved the city into fiefdoms of steel and smoke. I’ve watched crime lords rise from garbage heaps and build empires on the bones of the desperate. I’ve seen officers sworn to justice sell their badges to the highest bidder. I’ve watched partners die in alleys, and watched friends become enemies across the barrel of a gun.

I’ve buried more than cases.

Some days, I swear the city is laughing at me.

Some days, I laugh back.

Because Ravenwall never broke me in one clean strike—it chipped away at me the way rust eats metal. Quietly. Patiently. A flake at a time. Until one morning I woke up and realized I wasn’t a detective chasing criminals...

I was a man chasing ghosts.

My father’s ghost.

My mentor’s ghost.

My mother’s ghost.

My own ghost.

And somewhere in those ruins, pulling every string with a surgeon’s precision, lurks the only enemy I’ve never been able to outthink:

The Architect.

He’s been here longer than I have.

Seen more than I’ve seen.

Knows more than I know.

And in the shadows he shaped, a truth has been waiting—coiled, patient, venomous.

The truth about this city.

The truth about the Protocol that built it.

The truth about my family.

And the truth about the man I was supposed to become.

They say Ravenwall is a city of survivors.

But they forget something essential.

Survivors are just victims who haven’t died yet.

And if you walk long enough in the dark...

you start to realize something is following you.

Not a man.

Not a monster.

Not even a memory.

Something worse.

A plan.

This is where the first book begins.

The moment I stopped running from the past and started digging.

The moment the city finally whispered back.

The moment the Architect turned his gaze toward me.

The moment a broken detective found the crack in the world—and stepped through.

And you?

You’re about to see what waited on the other side.
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CHAPTER ONE — THE CITY WITH NO TOMORROW
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Ravenwall wasn’t destroyed in a single night.

It rotted.

A slow, patient decay that seeped into its concrete bones long before anyone realized the end had already started. The apocalypse here was not fire raining from the sky or beasts crawling out of the sea. It was smaller, quieter, almost polite: a whisper of corruption, a tremor in the economy, a government that blinked at the wrong moment. And in that blink, the city slid off its axis.

Now it lived as a half-dead animal, twitching, breathing only out of habit.

The skyline resembled a cemetery of unfinished ideas—towers with metal skeletons exposed, windows shattered like broken teeth, signs hanging by rusted screws. Smoke oozed from the industrial quarter without pause, climbing into the permanent haze that choked the sky. Color had been washed out years ago. Everything existed in shades of bruise-blue, ash-grey, and the yellow of dying streetlights.

Ravenwall no longer had nights and days.

It had darkness—and a slightly thinner version of the same darkness.

The people moving through the streets looked like they were passing through someone else’s dream. Shadows stitched to movement. Faces carved by hunger. Eyes trained to avoid contact. Even children walked differently now—quieter, hungrier, feral in their caution. The city didn’t raise them; it tolerated them, the way a predator tolerates scavengers.

Gangs patrolled corners like they owned them. Crime families painted their insignias on the walls as reminders that laws were merely suggestions. Sirens weren’t cries for help. They were warnings to stay away.

And every once in a while, the silence between distant gunshots felt more violent than the shots themselves.

Mark Tailor inhaled the city’s cold breath as if he were testing poison. He moved through the fog with the certainty of a man who had memorized every crack, shadow, and reflection in this decaying maze.

He wasn’t born here, but Ravenwall had made him. Shaped him in the same way the world shapes ruins—slowly, relentlessly, without mercy.

A man didn’t survive thirteen years after the collapse without losing pieces of himself. Mark had lost more than most.

His coat was older than some of the street kids. His boots carried the dried mud of districts that had been abandoned so long they had their own folklore. His face had the kind of tiredness that couldn’t be slept off. And his eyes... they didn’t search anymore. They anticipated.

He passed an alley where two men huddled over a burning barrel. Their shadows flickered against the stained brick walls, stretching like long fingers reaching for something to blame. One of them nodded at Mark in recognition—the kind of nod given to a man who was either helpful or dangerous, and no one wanted to find out which.
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