
SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

From the MixCache.com library

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Beneath the Iron Skies
MixCache.com

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Table of Contents
Introduction
Chapter 1: Shadows on Steel
Chapter 2: The Silent Routine
Chapter 3: Echoes of the Past
Chapter 4: The Unseen Message
Chapter 5: A Twist in the Gears
Chapter 6: Beneath the Surface
Chapter 7: Lanterns in the Dark
Chapter 8: The Voice Below
Chapter 9: Masks of Trust
Chapter 10: Unraveling Lies
Chapter 11: Schematics of Defiance
Chapter 12: Fuel for the Fire
Chapter 13: Broken Chains
Chapter 14: Saboteur’s Spirit
Chapter 15: Choosing Sides
Chapter 16: Eyes of the Regime
Chapter 17: Double-Edged Promises
Chapter 18: Rust and Ruin
Chapter 19: Countdown in Shadows
Chapter 20: The Enemy Within
Chapter 21: The Rising Storm
Chapter 22: Lines in the Metal
Chapter 23: Shattering the Cage
Chapter 24: The Last Stand
Chapter 25: Dawn Beyond Iron

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Introduction
Aiden Rivers had never seen the sky. Not truly—the cold, jagged canopy of steel that
arched above Metallum was all he knew, a patchwork ceiling built by those who long
ago surrendered hope for freedom. Light seeped through riveted seams in the iron,
filtering down as a sickly, pale haze that bathed the city in perpetual twilight. Aiden
carried this muted world in his bones: the scent of machine oil, the grind of metal
against metal, the distant, droning hum of generators keeping the regime’s heart, and
their prison, alive.

Each day in Metallum bled into the next: brief, regulated, and exacting. As a mechanic
in Cog District, Aiden’s hands remained busy—mending broken turbines, tuning
intricate automata, and keeping the ceaseless machinery of the city from collapse.
Talent brought him some respect, but that respect was shadowed by the ever-present
gaze of the Regime. His every move was watched, catalogued, and measured, his
skills both a gift and a leash. Beneath the surface, a restless hunger stirred—one he
tried to ignore, but which would not be silenced by routine.

The city’s heartbeat was the Iron Sky overhead, a shell that pressed down with quiet
threat. The vast overhead plates had once promised protection; now, they only
whispered of control. Citizens shuffled through broad boulevards lined with hovering
drones, backs bent not just by labor, but by the heaviness of hope abandoned. Rumors
flickered—a glance exchanged here, a forbidden phrase there—yet the suffocating
silence of fear lingered, stifling rebellion before it could spark.

Yet something fragile still survived amidst the isolation: the longing for something
more. Aiden clung to faded memories from his father—half-recalled stories of blue
horizons and stars—stories he once dismissed as fantasy, but which gnawed at him
with each passing day. Beneath the routine, questions festered. Why did the Regime
defend the Iron Sky so desperately? What waited beyond its oppressive plates, hidden
from common eyes?

It was during the countless hours spent in the shadows of Metallum’s underbelly,
sifting through discarded machinery and forgotten conduits, that Aiden first heard the
whispers. Hidden messages, small acts of sabotage, a sense that he was not alone in
his restlessness—they drew him onward, a thread he could neither unravel nor ignore.
The city’s secrets, long suppressed beneath steel and silence, began to beckon.

Aiden’s journey would soon thrust him into the heart of a struggle far beyond his own
survival—a rebellion pulsing beneath the Iron Skies, led by those determined to
reclaim the world above. As the horizon of his life shifted and widened, Aiden would be
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faced with impossible choices, with friendships forged in peril, and with the raw power
of hope itself. In the darkness that ruled his world, a single spark might be all it took to
pierce the iron veil.
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CHAPTER ONE: Shadows on Steel
The klaxon’s shrill shriek tore through the stale air of Cog District, signaling the start
of another shift. Aiden didn’t need the alarm; his internal clock, calibrated by years of
grinding routine, had already nudged him awake a minute prior. He swung his legs
from the narrow cot, the springs groaning in protest, and padded across the cold,
metallic floor of his minuscule apartment. The air was heavy, tasting perpetually of
ozone and the distant burn of unprocessed waste.

He pulled on his standard-issue grey overalls, emblazoned with the Ministry of
Infrastructure’s cog-and-wrench emblem. The fabric was worn thin at the knees and
elbows, testament to countless hours spent contorted in the guts of machines. A quick
scan in the tarnished mirror above his rusted sink showed a face smudged with
perpetual grease, dark eyes that held an unexpected glint of intelligence, and hair that
stubbornly refused to lie flat. He was twenty-two, but the constant strain made him
feel much older.

Breakfast was the usual: a nutrient paste dispensed from a communal station
downstairs, bland and sustaining. He ate quickly, elbow-to-elbow with other
mechanics, their faces as resigned as his own. Conversation was minimal, mostly
grunts and mumbles about the day’s scheduled repairs. No one dared to speak of
anything substantial, anything that might attract the attention of the omnipresent
automated surveillance drones that zipped silently through the cavernous eating hall.

Outside, the city of Metallum stretched before him, an endless labyrinth of iron and
concrete. The Iron Sky pressed down, a colossal, unyielding lid that blocked out
anything beyond its riveted seams. Aiden had memorized every crack, every shadow
cast by its immense beams. It wasn’t a sky; it was a cage. The pale, diffused light that
filtered through the structure did little to alleviate the oppressive gloom, making
everything appear in muted shades of grey and rust.

His workshop, nestled deep within Section Gamma, was a haven of sorts, a place
where the logic of mechanics superseded the illogic of the regime. Tools hung in
orderly rows, each gleaming with meticulous care. Sparks flew from grinding wheels,
the rhythmic clang of hammers echoed off the high ceiling, and the scent of oil and
hot metal was almost comforting. Here, Aiden felt a quiet sense of purpose, a stark
contrast to the hollow compliance demanded by the city above.

His first assignment of the day was a malfunctioning atmospheric processor, Unit 7B,
critical for regulating the city’s recycled air. Its failure would mean an even heavier,
more suffocating atmosphere. He climbed into the cramped access tunnel, the air
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growing warmer and thicker with each foot he advanced. The hum of the machinery
vibrated through his bones, a constant reminder of the city’s fragile dependence on its
internal workings.

Inside the processing chamber, the problem was immediately apparent: a cracked
condenser manifold. A sloppy weld, Aiden noted with a critical eye. He began the
delicate work of disassembling the unit, his movements precise and economical. His
hands, though grimy, were skilled, almost artistic, in their handling of the tools. He
could coax life back into dead circuits, make reluctant gears turn, and untangle the
most stubborn mechanical knots.

As he worked, his mind drifted. He thought of his father, a mechanic too, who had
instilled in him this love for machines. His father had been different, though. He had
possessed a peculiar, almost dangerous optimism, whispering stories of a world
"above the ceiling" with blue skies and living things. Aiden had been too young to truly
understand, but the images had stuck, like persistent burrs beneath his skin.

Suddenly, his wrench slipped, clattering against a loose panel. He cursed under his
breath, reaching to retrieve it. As his fingers brushed the cold metal, he noticed
something odd: a small, almost imperceptible gap where the panel met the structural
beam. Curiosity, a dangerous trait in Metallum, pricked at him. He pried the panel
gently. Behind it, tucked into a narrow void, was not wiring, but a folded scrap of
heavily-oiled cloth.

His heart gave an involuntary lurch. Such hidden compartments were usually for
contraband, not repairs. He quickly glanced around. No drones were visible, but their
presence was always implied. He pulled out the cloth, his fingers trembling slightly. It
was coarse, industrial-grade fabric, but carefully folded around a tiny, tarnished metal
disk.

He unfolded the cloth, his eyes scanning the immediate area, paranoid. The disk was
about the size of his thumbnail, made of a dull, grey alloy. Etched into its surface was
a crudely drawn symbol: a single, defiant bird breaking free from a cage. His breath
caught in his throat. He’d seen crude caricatures of the bird before, hastily scrawled
on grimy walls in forgotten alleyways, only to be scrubbed away by sanitation patrols
hours later. They were rumored to be the mark of "The Liberators," a mythical
resistance group.

A tremor of excitement, mixed with cold dread, ran through him. He had always
dismissed them as children's stories, whispered warnings from the Regime to keep
people in line. But this... this was tangible. He quickly re-folded the cloth, tucking the
disk securely into his pocket. His hands, usually so steady, felt suddenly clumsy. He
resumed his work on the atmospheric processor, but his focus had irrevocably shifted.
The sterile routine of his day had been punctured.
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He finished the repair in a daze, his mind replaying the discovery. A bird. Breaking
free. It was a simple image, yet it pulsed with a potent defiance that resonated deep
within him. All his life, he had felt the weight of the Iron Sky, a psychological and
physical burden. Now, this small, hidden symbol ignited a flicker of something new: a
dangerous hope.

As he left the processing chamber, he noticed a sanitation drone hovering near the
entrance, its single optical sensor swiveling slowly. Had it been there before? Or had
his discovery been somehow… detected? A cold sweat trickled down his back. He
quickened his pace, trying to appear nonchalant, heading directly to the maintenance
log to report the completion of his task.

The rest of the shift passed in a blur of routine tasks, but Aiden’s mind was elsewhere,
dissecting the implications of the tiny metal bird. Was it a trap? A random,
meaningless discard? Or was it an actual message, a genuine whisper from the
rumored underground? His skepticism warred with an undeniable surge of curiosity.
The latter won. He had to know.

That evening, back in his apartment, the bland nutrient paste tasted like ash. He
pulled the small disk from his pocket, turning it over and over in his fingers. The crude
etching of the bird seemed to stare back at him, challenging him. The Regime had
worked tirelessly to crush all dissent, all hope. To find such a symbol, openly
displayed, even hidden, was a direct affront to their absolute control.

He couldn't dismiss it. The image, so simple yet so powerful, had burrowed into his
thoughts. His father’s tales of a world beyond the steel ceiling, once dismissed as
childish fantasies, now took on a new, urgent meaning. What if the stories weren't just
stories? What if there truly was a "beyond," and people who believed they could reach
it? The mere thought was exhilarating, terrifying.

He knew the risks. Any association with rebellious elements meant instant re-
education, or worse. The Regime’s methods were efficient and brutal. But the seed of
curiosity had been planted, and it was quickly sprouting. He decided, then and there,
that he couldn't simply ignore it. He would find out what the symbol meant, even if it
meant venturing into the darkest corners of Metallum. The familiar drone of the city’s
machinery seemed to deepen around him, no longer just the sound of a living city, but
the hum of a ticking clock. The Iron Sky felt heavier than ever, but now, Aiden was
looking for a way out.
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