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Annotation: Oblivion Protocol

In a world where weather has become a weapon and survival depends on who controls the sky, a fractured city stands on the edge of collapse. When a covert scientific breakthrough capable of restoring the atmosphere falls into the wrong hands, mercenary factions, corrupt corporations, and rogue military units race to seize it for profit and power.

Mara, a former courier turned reluctant operative, becomes the unlikely guardian of the formula that could either save humanity or doom it. As storms engineered for warfare tear across coastlines and entire regions fall under private control, she joins a resistance network fighting to keep the last hope for the planet out of the hands of those who would sell the future to the highest bidder.

Across ruined harbors, shattered platforms, and lawless seas, alliances shift, loyalties break, and every victory comes at a cost. In a war where the battlefield is the sky itself, Mara must decide how far she is willing to go to protect a world that may already be lost.

Oblivion Protocol is a relentless war thriller about sacrifice, survival, and the fight to reclaim a future stolen by greed.
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Chapter 1: Ashfall

The sky opened and the city answered with a sound that was not thunder and not metal. It began as a low vibration underfoot and under foundation, a slow hunger that moved through concrete and bone until people felt it in their teeth. Streetlights flared and died in a deliberate sequence as if the city itself were counting down. Above the skyline the atmosphere folded into a bruise of green and violet, a color no one had a name for, and the first ash clouds drifted down like a verdict.

They called it the Experiment at first, then the Failure, then the Collapse. Official names meant nothing to the people who watched the horizon melt. Weather control arrays that had promised to end drought and tame storms had been repurposed into instruments of hubris. In a single night the systems that had been meant to shepherd the climate into a kinder future unstitched the sky. Ion fields that once smoothed jet streams tore them into ragged currents. The air itself began to betray its old rules. Pressure pockets swallowed neighborhoods. Lightning struck without warning and without mercy. Storms moved like armies.

Mara stood on the roof of a hospital and watched the city she had grown up in become a map of fires. She had been a soldier once, a lieutenant in a unit that no longer existed, and later a courier for a research team that believed in equations more than in people. Her hands were steady the way hands are steady when they have learned to hold a rifle and a child at the same time. Tonight they held a small sealed case no larger than a shoebox that hummed faintly with a life of its own. Inside was a formula written in a hand that trembled with genius and fear. It was a set of reagents and a sequence and a temperature curve that if applied to the failing arrays might coax the atmosphere back from the edge.

She had not been the one to write it. Dr. Elara Voss had written it and Elara had been taken two nights ago by men in gray coats who said they worked for the Coalition. They promised protection and a laboratory and a chance to finish the work. They delivered a convoy and a lie. Mara found Elara in a subway tunnel fevered and delirious clutching a battered tablet and whispering fragments of equations into the dark. Elara pressed the tablet into Mara’s hands and said You must get it to the Meridian You must not let them and then the lights in the tunnel went out and the world became a place of teeth and rain.

Now the Meridian was a rumor a fortified zone where the atmosphere still held to its old rules where crops grew under domes and children learned to swim in clean blue water. It was the last prosperous zone the last place with enough power and enough patience to try to reverse what had been done. Armies had already carved a ring around it and mercenaries and scavengers circled like vultures. The Coalition claimed to be the only force capable of coordinating a global response. The Coalition also wanted control.

Mara had been assigned a unit no longer a formal battalion but a ragged collection of men and women who still answered to a single name Echo. Echo had been formed from survivors from engineers and medics and a handful of hardened fighters who could move through the city without being seen. Their leader was a man called Reyes a veteran with a jaw like a cliff and a laugh that came out of the wrong side of his mouth. He had a map of the city in his head and a list of debts that stretched back years. He had also promised Elara with a voice that had been softer than anyone expected that he would see the scientist to the Meridian.

They moved at dusk when the ash made the world a sepia photograph and the lightning came in slow deliberate arcs. The streets were a maze of abandoned cars and barricades of bodies that had not yet been claimed by the wind. Echo moved like a rumor through alleys across rooftops under the skeletal remains of transit lines. Mara kept the case close to her chest wrapped in a blanket that smelled faintly of antiseptic and rain. The case was heavy with consequence and heavier still with the knowledge that every step they took might be watched.

The first storm hit like a cavalry charge. It rolled in from the sea a wall of black cloud that moved with a speed no one had seen before. Lightning braided through it like a living thing striking the tops of towers and sending cascades of glass down into the streets. The storm did not obey the old laws of weather. It hunted. It split into fingers that reached into neighborhoods and took what they wanted power people the fragile order of things. Echo found themselves pinned beneath a bridge as the sky opened and the world became a place of water and static.

Reyes barked orders that were half prayer and half command. Move Keep low Watch the rooftops He had a radio that hissed with static and a pistol that never left his hand. Beside him a woman named Juno an engineer with a laugh like snapped wire worked a drone jury rigged from a child s toy and a military grade sensor. The drone s camera fed them images of the streets ahead a collapsed overpass a line of looters a flash of blue that might have been a Coalition insignia.

They crossed the bridge in a line bodies pressed to the concrete the case passed from hand to hand like a sacrament. The storm s lightning struck the bridge s supports and the metal sang. For a moment the world was a strobe of white and shadow and Mara saw in that fractured light the faces of the people she had lost a brother who had died in a ration riot a lover who had been taken by fever a child whose name she could no longer remember. Memory is a cruel thing in a collapsing world it sharpens and blunts at the same time.

They reached the other side and found the city had rearranged itself. Streets that had been straight were now rivers. Buildings leaned like tired giants. A tram car lay on its side its windows blown out and inside it a family had left a child s stuffed animal on the seat as if they would return. Mara wanted to believe they would return. She wanted to believe anything that would keep the case from feeling like a tomb.

At dusk they encountered the first of the storm war machines. They were not machines in the old sense no tanks with treads and turrets but mobile arrays trucks and trailers bristling with coils and rods with capacitors that hummed like bees. Men in armored suits stood around them their faces hidden behind visors that reflected the lightning. They called themselves the Tempest Corps and their leader a man with a voice like gravel stepped forward and offered them a bargain.

You have a scientist he said We have the means to get her to the Meridian Join us Hand over the formula We will ensure her safety

Reyes laughed a sound that had no humor. And let you take the credit Let you lock the Meridian and sell the air back to the highest bidder No We move alone

The Tempest Corps did not attack then. They did something worse they smiled and let the storm do their work. As the lightning struck the Corps arrays fed on it siphoning energy and redirecting it into a focused beam that cut through a block of apartments like a knife through paper. People screamed. The Corps collected survivors and left the rest. They were efficient in a way that made Mara s skin crawl.

That night Echo camped in the hollowed out shell of a library. Books lay in piles their pages blackened by ash. The case sat between Mara s knees like a sleeping animal. Elara s tablet had been placed on a makeshift altar of a broken table its screen dim but alive with fragments of code. Juno worked on a small heater coaxing warmth from scavenged batteries. Reyes kept watch at the window his silhouette a dark cut against the storm.

You sure this is the only copy Juno asked not looking up from her work

Mara nodded. Elara said she encrypted the rest and destroyed the backups She said she could not trust anyone with copies

Trust is a luxury Reyes said We do not have it

They ate in silence the kind of silence that is not empty but full of things unsaid. Outside the city groaned and the lightning stitched the sky. Mara thought of Elara s hands the way they had trembled when she handed over the tablet. She thought of the scientist s eyes bright fevered full of a terrible hope. If we get her to the Meridian Mara said we can fix this We can stop the Collapse

Reyes turned to her and for a moment his face was not a cliff but a map of old scars. Fixing the sky will not fix the men who broke it he said There are people who will burn the world to own the ashes The Meridian is a prize Whoever controls the formula controls the future

The next morning they found a message scrawled on the library wall in charcoal FORGET THE SKY The letters were jagged as if written by someone who had been running. Underneath someone had drawn a crude symbol a circle with a slash through it. It was the mark of a gang that had once been a charity then a militia then a rumor. The mark meant they were not alone.

They moved out with the dawn though dawn had become a rumor too an hour when the ash thinned and the lightning took a breath. The city had become a chessboard with missing pieces. Echo navigated by memory and by the drone s feed by the smell of burned plastic and the sound of distant engines. They avoided the main arteries where the Tempest Corps and Coalition patrols ran like blood through the city. They took back alleys and service tunnels places where the old city s infrastructure still remembered how to carry people.

At a ruined intersection a child stepped into their path. He was no more than seven his hair matted with ash his eyes too old for his face. He held out a tin cup and said in a voice that had been scraped raw by hunger Please Water

Mara knelt and gave him the last of their bottled water. He drank like a man who had been underwater too long and finally found the surface. He looked at the case then at Mara and asked Is that the thing that will make the sky nice again

Mara wanted to tell him everything and nothing. She wanted to tell him that the formula was not a miracle but a set of instructions that it required machines and time and people who would not betray them. She wanted to tell him that the Meridian might not be a sanctuary but a fortress. Instead she smiled a small tired thing and said It might help It might give us a chance

The child smiled back a flash of something like hope and then he ran into the ruins clutching his cup. Mara watched him go and felt the case grow heavier.

They were halfway to the Meridian when the betrayal came.

It was not the dramatic kind no sudden gunfire from the shadows no traitor stepping forward with a grin. It was quieter more corrosive. A message on Reyes radio a voice he recognized and trusted said the Meridian had opened a corridor for them that a Coalition escort would meet them at the old river crossing. The voice was Elara s colleague a man named Harlan who had once shared coffee and equations with Reyes. He sounded urgent relieved. He said We can get you through We can save her

Reyes hesitated for a breath that felt like an hour. He looked at Mara at the case at the map of the city in his head. He made a choice that would be carved into the bones of Echo he believed the voice.

They moved toward the river with the storm at their backs and the Meridian in their eyes. The sky was a bruise and the lightning came in slow patient strikes. As they approached the crossing the Tempest Corps rose from the fog like a tide. Harlan s voice on the radio changed became clipped professional. Stand down he said You are under Coalition jurisdiction

Reyes cursed and drew his pistol. The case was in Mara s hands. Around them the city held its breath.

The first shot was not from Reyes. It came from Harlan s side a single clean crack that split the air. The Tempest Corps moved with the precision of a machine. Echo returned fire but the Corps had the storm on their side their arrays fed lightning into directed pulses that turned concrete into dust. Men fell. The child with the tin cup screamed and was gone in a gust of ash.

Mara ran. She ran because running is what you do when the world collapses and you still have something to protect. She ran with the case pressed to her chest with the formula s fragile hope beating against her ribs. Behind her Reyes voice broke into a sound that was not a word. The radio went dead.

She reached the river crossing and found the Meridian s escort waiting not the Coalition not the promised corridor but a line of armored vehicles with the Meridian s crest painted on their sides. Soldiers in clean uniforms stepped out and formed a barrier. Their commander looked at Mara with a face that had been scrubbed of compassion.

Drop it he said

Mara looked at the case at the city burning behind her at the child who had vanished into the ash. She thought of Elara s hands of the tablet of the Meridian s promise. She thought of Reyes and the men who had died because they had believed a voice.

She made a choice.

She did not drop the case. She ran.

Lightning struck the river and the water steamed. The Meridian s soldiers opened fire. The world became a strobe of light and shadow and the taste of metal. Mara felt a hot wind at her back and then a hand Reyes hand grabbed her shoulder and pulled her down into a culvert as the world above them collapsed into noise. They lay there in the dark the case between them breathing ash and fear. Above the city screamed. Somewhere a siren began to wail a long keening sound that promised nothing and everything. Mara pressed her forehead to the case and whispered not to anyone in particular We keep moving We get her to the Meridian We fix the sky Reyes hand closed over hers and for a moment the world outside the culvert was only a rumor. Then the radio in his pack crackled to life with a voice that was not Harlan s and not the Meridian s. It was Elara s weak and distant and she said two words that made Mara s blood run cold.

They took him.


Chapter 2: Blackwater

The culvert smelled of wet concrete and old smoke. Rainwater threaded through the cracks and made a slow, patient music that sounded like a clock counting down. Mara lay on her back and watched the ceiling of the tunnel as if the pattern of stains could tell her where the world had gone wrong. Reyes breathed beside her, a ragged, animal sound that had once been steady enough to anchor a squad. Now his breath came in fits and starts, as if the storm had taken something from him that could not be returned.

They had been lucky to survive the crossing. Luck in a collapsing city is a currency that evaporates the moment you try to spend it. Echo had lost men and a map and a measure of certainty. The radio in Reyes pack had gone dead after Elara's voice said those two words. They took him. The words had landed like a verdict and then the culvert had filled with the sound of the city tearing itself apart.

Mara pressed her palm to the case and felt the faint hum of the reagents inside. The hum was a small, stubborn thing, like a heartbeat. It reminded her that there was still a path forward even if the path was narrow and full of teeth. She thought of Elara in the tunnel, fevered and whispering, of the tablet pressed into her hands. She thought of Harlan and the voice that had sounded like salvation and then like a trap. She thought of Reyes and the men who had fallen because they had believed.

Reyes opened his eyes and looked at her. For a moment he was not the cliff jawed leader but a man who had been given a choice and had watched it turn to ash. "They took who?" he asked.

Mara swallowed. "Harlan said they took him. Elara said they took him."

Reyes closed his eyes and let out a sound that might have been a laugh if laughter could be made of broken glass. "Harlan took who?"

"Reyes," Mara said. "They took you."

The words were absurd and true at the same time. Echo had been betrayed by a voice they trusted. The Meridian had shown its teeth. The Tempest Corps had fed on the storm. Somewhere in the city men in clean uniforms had decided that the future belonged to those who could seize it.

Reyes sat up slowly and ran a hand through his hair. He looked older than Mara had ever seen him. "Then we get him back," he said. The sentence was simple and terrible. It carried the weight of every promise he had ever made and every debt he had ever owed.

They could not stay in the culvert. The storm would find them if they lingered. The Meridian and the Coalition and the Tempest Corps all had ways of making the dark into a hunting ground. Echo moved because movement is a kind of prayer in a dying city. They moved because standing still is a way to be counted and taken.

Outside the culvert the world had become a theater of light and ruin. Lightning stitched the sky and turned the ash into a glittering rain. Buildings leaned like exhausted giants and the river ran black with oil and runoff. The Meridian's armored vehicles had melted into the fog like a promise that had never been honest. Mara thought of the child with the tin cup and the way his eyes had held a question that had no answer.

They moved through service tunnels and maintenance corridors that smelled of oil and old coffee. Echo had learned to travel in the seams of the city where the light did not reach. Juno led with the drone and a map that was more memory than paper. She had a way of talking to machines that made them obey. Her fingers were stained with solder and ash. She kept glancing at the case as if it were a living thing that might wake and walk away.

"Where is Elara now?" Juno asked. Her voice was steady but there was a tremor at the edge of it. Engineers are people who believe in systems. When systems fail they become small and human and afraid.

"Coalition custody," Mara said. "Or Meridian custody. Or Tempest custody. Or all three at once."

Reyes cursed softly. "We need a plan."

Plans in a collapsing city are scaffolds built from rumor and desperation. They are fragile and often wrong. But a plan is better than nothing. Reyes sketched one in the condensation on a pipe. He spoke in short sentences that were more like commands to himself than to the others.

"We go to the old power plant," he said. "There is a substation there that still has juice. We can tap it. We can get a signal out. We can find Harlan. We can find who took him."

"Why the power plant?" Juno asked.

"Because the Meridian will not expect us to go there," Reyes said. "Because the Tempest Corps will be busy with the main arteries. Because the plant sits on a loop the Coalition uses for logistics. Because it is a place where men who think they are safe will come to move things."

Mara watched him and felt the old certainty return to him like a tide. He was a man who had been forged in conflict and who had learned to read the city like a book. He had debts and grudges and a stubbornness that could be a weapon. She trusted him because she had to. Trust is a brittle thing in a world that chews up promises, but it is also the only thing that keeps people from becoming animals.

They moved at night because night had become a kind of camouflage. The storm made the city a place of shifting shadows and sudden light. Echo slipped through alleys and over collapsed overpasses. They avoided the Meridian patrols and
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