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Prologue – The Cryo Tomb

The pod exhaled. A hiss, sharp as a blade through silence, filled the chamber. Blue mist poured from the seams, spilling across the floor like a phantom fog.

Captain Kael Draven woke to the sound of his own heartbeat thundering in his ears. His lungs burned as though he had inhaled fire, not air. He convulsed forward, gagging, tearing at the tubing around his arms until the cryo-fluid drained and the metal restraints released with a reluctant click.

His bare feet touched the floor—cold, damp, scarred.

Kael staggered, every muscle twitching under the weight of revival. The enhancements in his body—bio-fiber muscles, titanium lattice bones, neural augmentations—were designed to endure the deep sleep. But eighty years of cryo-freeze gnawed at even the strongest soldier.

When his vision steadied, the room carved itself into focus.

The cryo-chamber was no longer the clean, white sterile vault he remembered. The walls were cracked, carbon-scorched, and tagged with neon graffiti. Holo-screens flickered, cycling broken data streams. Power conduits sparked in lazy arcs.

Most damning of all—the pods that had once held his squad stood open, empty, or shattered.

Five pods. His people. Mara, Alyra, Jin, Vox.

Gone.

Kael’s mind flooded with fragments: the mission, the decision to enter cryo, the promise they would all wake together when the war ended. But the war had not ended. It had twisted into something unrecognizable.

A fractured holo-screen stuttered to life, casting a jagged glow across the ruined room.

CRYO PROTOCOL FAILURE

PROJECT REVENANT: TERMINATED

DATE: 14 JULY, 2099

WARNING: SECURITY FORCES INBOUND

The air vibrated with a low hum—rotor blades.

Kael’s instincts returned sharper than ever. He scanned the chamber for weapons. Most racks were stripped bare, but on the floor near a wrecked pod lay a carbon-steel combat knife, its blade rimmed with a faint plasma glow. Primitive by 2099 standards, but deadly in the right hands.

The first drone swooped through the cracked blast door, insectile, its optics glowing like a burning ember. Kael didn’t think—he moved.

A slash, a twist, a crunch of metal and bone. The knife tore through the drone’s chassis, spilling sparks and hydraulic fluid across the floor.

His war wasn’t over.

It was just beginning again.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One – The Awakening
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Kael forced himself into the hallway beyond the cryo-chamber. His body was sluggish, but his reflexes were still wired with the instincts of a warfighter. The corridor stretched long and skeletal, illuminated only by the sickly neon glow of malfunctioning panels.

The world had changed.

Eighty years. I slept for eighty years.

The hum of drones grew louder. Kael pressed his back against the wall, breathing slow, steady. His combat senses sharpened as three more drones buzzed around the corner, their sleek frames etched with corporate insignias—State Security Directorate. The Directorate had won the war. Or at least survived it.

Kael gritted his teeth. His squad had fought to prevent that.

He moved like lightning.

The first drone fell to a knife-thrust through its optic lens. The second fired a burst of plasma bolts—Kael ducked, grabbed its weapon arm, and redirected it into the third drone. Sparks cascaded like fireworks. Kael finished the job with brutal efficiency, using their own momentum to crush them against the wall.

Their wreckage smoked on the floor. Kael retrieved a plasma sidearm from the debris. Crude, battered, but functional.

He pressed forward.

The facility had become a tomb. Doors were sealed with blast welds, walls marked with rebel sigils, entire sections caved in from explosives. Kael navigated the ruins, memories of his squad gnawing at him. He replayed their faces in his mind.
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