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The city burned in the distance, its fiery glow licking the edges of the night sky, like a scar across the heavens. 

Alex stood on the rooftop of an abandoned factory, the wind tugging at their jacket. 

The world had changed in the months, since they exposed the Legionnaires’ hidden agenda. 

The files had sparked riots, toppled governments, and shattered alliances that had held the global order intact for decades.

But with the Legionnaires wounded, they had become more dangerous.

“They’re moving faster now,” Felix said, his voice barely audible over the sound of the wind. 

He handed Alex a tablet displaying a live feed of military convoys rolling through a fortified desert compound. “This isn’t just a reaction to the leaks. They’re accelerating their timeline.”

Eleanor joined them, her face set in a grim expression. “They know we’re still out here, and they know we won’t stop. That’s why they’re consolidating their power before we can strike again.”

Alex nodded, their mind racing. 

They had dealt a blow to the Legionnaires, but it hadn’t been enough. 

The shadow organization had only grown more ruthless, cutting loose ends and silencing dissidents with swift brutality. 

The world was in chaos, and the Legionnaires thrived in the chaos they had helped create.

“The files Adler gave us—they mentioned an Omega Protocol,” Alex said, their voice steady. 

“Do we know what it is yet?”

Felix shook his head. 

“Not exactly. But whatever it is, it’s their endgame. If they implement it, everything we’ve done so far will mean nothing.”

“Then we find it,” Alex said, their jaw set with determination. 

“We find it, and we stop it. No matter what it takes.”

Eleanor placed a hand on Alex’s shoulder. 

“This time, we finish the job.”

As the trio descended the fire escape, the faint sound of distant sirens filled the air. 

The battle was far from over, but they were ready. Shadows of the Legionnaires loomed over the world, but Alex and their team had vowed to bring the truth into the light.
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CHAPTER 1

THE GHOST IN THE FILES









[image: ]


Before dawn, the rain had finally stopped over London, leaving the city wrapped in a cold gray mist. 

The streets were quieter than they had been in days, but Alex Carter knew the silence was an illusion. 

Somewhere beyond the skyline, the Legionnaires were already rebuilding after their defeat in Paris. Organizations like theirs never disappeared after losing one battle. 

They simply adapted.

Alex stood beside the broken window of the abandoned warehouse, that now served as the resistance's temporary headquarters. 

Below, delivery trucks rolled through the waking city, while commuters hurried toward train stations, unaware of how close the world had come to catastrophe.

Or how close it still was.

He held Adler's encrypted drive in one hand.

The small metal device had already cost dozens of lives.

Behind him, computer fans hummed continuously.

Felix had not slept.

The hacker sat surrounded by half a dozen monitors, empty coffee cups, tangled cables, and stacks of handwritten notes. 

Green lines of code streamed across every display, while encrypted partitions slowly unraveled.

Eleanor entered carrying three cups of coffee.

"You look terrible," she said.

Felix accepted a cup without taking his eyes off the monitors.

"Thank you."

"It wasn't a compliment."

"I know."

Alex smiled faintly despite himself.

Moments like these reminded him they were still human.

Eleanor handed the last cup to Alex before leaning against one of the worktables.

"Anything?"

Felix rubbed his tired eyes.

"I've broken six encryption layers."

"And?"

"There are eighteen."

Alex sighed.

"So we're making progress."

"Technically."

Felix pointed toward one monitor displaying Adler's digital archive.

"This man was either incredibly paranoid or incredibly smart."

"Both," Alex answered.

"Definitely both."

Silence settled over the room again.

The warehouse echoed with distant machinery and the rhythmic tapping of Felix's keyboard.

Outside, the first rays of sunlight struggled through heavy clouds.

Inside, nobody felt hopeful.

Alex walked toward the evidence board covering one concrete wall.

Photographs from Paris.

Maps.

Financial records.

Names connected by dozens of red strings.

The Legionnaires' network stretched across continents.

Banks.

Defense contractors.

Research laboratories.

Government ministries.

News organizations.

The deeper they investigated, the larger the conspiracy became.

"We exposed one operation," Alex murmured.

"But not the organization," Eleanor replied.

She joined him at the board.

"They've had decades to bury themselves inside institutions."

Alex nodded.

"Which means they're already planning their next move."

Eleanor studied one photograph showing the burning Paris laboratory.

"They sacrificed an entire facility."

"They considered it expendable."

"Exactly."

She looked directly at Alex.

"People like that don't forgive."

He already knew.

Ever since publishing his investigations years ago, Alex had lived with threats and intimidation. But this felt different.

Now he wasn't simply exposing corruption.

He was standing in the path of an organization capable of influencing nations.

Across the room, one monitor suddenly emitted a soft chime.

Felix froze.

Alex and Eleanor immediately looked over.

"What happened?" Alex asked.

"I found something."

Felix's fingers moved rapidly over the keyboard.

"Not the main archive."

"What is it?"

"A hidden partition."

Alex approached.

The screen displayed a single encrypted directory.

No title.

No description.

Only one symbol.

A black spiral.

Eleanor frowned.

"I've never seen that mark."

Alex had.

"It's on Adler's notebook."

Felix nodded.

"Exactly."

The hacker carefully bypassed another security layer.

Instead of opening— every monitor went black.

The warehouse lights flickered once.

Twice.

Then stabilized.

Felix stared.

"...That's new."

Static crackled through the speakers.

A distorted voice emerged.

"If you are hearing this..."

The three of them exchanged surprised looks.

"...then I am most likely dead."

Adler.

His voice.

Recorded long before Paris.

No one interrupted.

The old man's calm tone filled the warehouse.

"If you defeated the Paris operation, congratulations. Unfortunately, that victory was only the beginning."

Alex folded his arms.

"I figured."

"The Legionnaires are not merely an organization."

Images appeared across the monitors.

Old photographs.

Military officers.

Scientists.

Politicians.

Industrialists.

People from different decades.

Different countries.

All connected by the same black spiral.

"They are a system."

The slideshow continued.

"They survive because individuals are replaceable."

Faces faded.

New ones appeared.

"Their leaders die."

Another transition.

"Their influence remains."

Felix whispered quietly,

"That's... unsettling."

Adler continued.

"If you are listening to this, it means they have likely begun searching for another asset."

Alex frowned.

"Another asset?"

The recording paused briefly before answering.

"Not another person."

The next image appeared.

A heavily censored research document.

Only two words remained visible.

PROJECT EREBUS

Nobody spoke.

The warehouse suddenly felt colder.

Felix immediately copied every available file before the recording could end.

The remaining pages were badly corrupted.

Large sections had been intentionally erased.

Only fragments survived.

PROJECT STATUS: ACTIVE

PRIMARY LOCATION: REDACTED

THREAT LEVEL: MAXIMUM

AUTHORIZATION: OMEGA

Alex looked toward Felix.

"Can you recover the missing sections?"

"I'm trying."

The progress bar barely moved.

Whoever encrypted these files had designed them to resist even the most sophisticated attacks.

Eleanor studied the surviving text.

"Erebus."

She repeated the name slowly.

"Sounds like a weapon."

Felix frowned.

"I don't think it is."

"What makes you say that?"

"The files don't describe hardware."

He enlarged several surviving technical diagrams.

Complex server arrays.

Communication networks.

Satellite links.

Processing clusters.

"No missiles."

"No aircraft."

"No tanks."

Alex felt a knot forming in his stomach.

"If it isn't a weapon..."

Felix finished the thought.

"...it's something controlling the weapons."

Silence filled the room.

Hours passed.

The rain returned, drumming steadily against the warehouse roof.

The smell of coffee had long since faded, replaced by the warm scent of overheated electronics.

Felix finally leaned back.

"I've got another fragment."

Everyone gathered around.

Only one sentence had survived.

"Erebus must never achieve autonomous authority."

Alex read it twice.

"What exactly does that mean?"

Eliminated portions of the file made the sentence impossible to interpret fully.

Before anyone could speculate further— a secure satellite phone rang.

Only three people possessed that number.

The room immediately tensed.

Eleanor instinctively rested a hand near her sidearm.

Alex answered.

"This is Carter."

Several seconds passed.

Then a
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