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​Chapter 1 – The Rogue Awakening
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The desert night was alive with silence. Not the silence of peace, but the silence of men who hunted in shadows. Beneath the jagged cliffs of northern Syria, four figures moved like phantoms through the broken remains of an abandoned oil refinery. Their boots crunched against the sand and shattered glass, their rifles raised, eyes cutting through the darkness.

Hunter led the way. He was the one they all followed, though no one had ever officially called him commander. His presence demanded it—broad-shouldered, cold-eyed, a man who carried scars not just on his skin but deep in his soul. A decade of covert operations had taught him one truth: governments didn’t fight for justice. They fought for politics. Tonight, that ended.

Behind him, Blaze scanned the upper catwalks with his rifle. The youngest of the group, his fiery temper matched the nickname he had earned in Afghanistan, where an explosion had nearly killed him but left him with a reckless hunger for chaos. To his right, Cross checked the perimeter with calculated precision. Cross was the tactician, the man who saw the angles, the hidden traps, the unseen exits. He didn’t trust luck—only strategy. And in the rear, moving like a shadow within a shadow, was Raven. Her black eyes betrayed nothing. She had been intelligence, once. Now, she was vengeance incarnate.

They weren’t supposed to be here.

Two weeks earlier, they had all walked away from the chains of command. Hunter had burned his identification papers. Blaze had gone AWOL. Cross had cut ties so cleanly his old unit didn’t even realize he was gone. And Raven—she simply vanished, as if she had never existed in any database.

They had one purpose now: fight the wars no government dared to touch.

The mission was simple, at least on paper. A billionaire extremist named Karim Al-Masri was funding militias across the Middle East, arming them with weapons smuggled through black markets and cyber networks. His goal: destabilize the fragile governments standing in his way. The U.N. looked the other way. Intelligence agencies traded information for favors. No nation wanted to touch him.

But Hunter’s team did.

“Two guards, northeast watchtower,” Cross whispered into the comms. His voice was sharp, clipped, like a scalpel cutting clean through tension.

Hunter raised his fist, halting the group. He crouched behind a rusted oil drum, his eyes narrowing on the figures above. The guards weren’t alert. They leaned on their rifles, smoking cigarettes, laughing at some crude joke.

“Raven,” Hunter murmured.

She didn’t reply. She simply raised her suppressed rifle, exhaled, and fired twice. Two whispers of death. The guards collapsed without a sound, cigarettes still glowing faintly as their bodies went limp.

“Clear,” Raven whispered.

They advanced deeper into the refinery, moving past skeletal pipelines and towers that loomed like grave markers in the moonlight.

Blaze chuckled darkly. “Feels like old times, huh?”

“No,” Hunter said without turning. “This time, no orders. No politics. Just justice.”

The refinery’s central building loomed ahead, its broken windows glowing faintly from generators inside. According to intel, Karim’s men stored cash, weapons, and digital servers there—the backbone of his empire. Destroying it would cripple his network, at least for a while.

But something gnawed at Hunter’s instincts. It was too quiet.

“Cross,” he said, pausing near a doorway. “Check for traps.”

Cross knelt, running a small scanner over the frame. The device blinked red.

“Tripwire,” Cross muttered. “Sophisticated, too. These guys know we’re coming.”

Hunter’s jaw tightened. That meant only one thing: someone had leaked their plan.

Before he could process the betrayal, gunfire erupted.

A hail of bullets tore through the refinery walls, sparks and dust exploding in the air. The team dove for cover, returning fire with precise, deadly bursts. Blaze whooped like a man born for chaos, unloading his rifle toward the catwalks.

“Ambush!” Raven snarled.

Dozens of militants poured out of the shadows, their rifles blazing. They weren’t random guards—these were trained mercenaries, bought with Karim’s blood money.

“Fall back!” Cross shouted, tossing a smoke grenade. White plumes swallowed the battlefield.

Hunter dragged Raven behind cover, his rifle barking fire into the haze. “No retreat,” he growled. “We end this tonight.”

The firefight raged like thunder. Bullets screamed, metal shattered, flames licked the air as Blaze tossed an incendiary grenade into a cluster of enemies. The explosion lit the refinery like dawn, painting the night in red and orange.

But for every mercenary that fell, two more seemed to appear.

“They knew we’d be here,” Raven hissed, reloading. Her eyes burned with suspicion. “Someone fed them our route.”

Hunter’s mind raced. They were ghosts—untraceable, off every government record. Who could have sold them out?

No time to think. A rocket-propelled grenade streaked through the smoke, slamming into the refinery wall. The blast hurled Blaze to the ground, his ears ringing.

“I’m good!” he coughed, dragging himself up. Blood trickled down his temple.

Cross’s voice cut in through the chaos: “Charges are planted on the servers! We blow this place, it cripples Karim’s operation. But we need a clean exit!”

Hunter’s decision came fast, sharp, merciless. “Set the timer. We carve a way out.”

With synchronized fury, the team fought like wolves cornered but unbroken. Hunter’s rifle cracked skulls with brutal accuracy. Raven moved like smoke, her silencer spitting whispers of death. Blaze roared through the carnage, a storm of fire and madness. Cross calculated every angle, laying suppressive bursts exactly where the team needed them.

Minutes felt like hours. The refinery burned around them, steel collapsing, flames clawing toward the sky. And then—

“Detonation in thirty seconds!” Cross shouted.

“Move!” Hunter barked.

They sprinted through the maze of fire and shadow, cutting down mercenaries who stood in their way. Behind them, the servers sparked and cracked, explosives ticking closer to eruption.

They burst out into the open desert, the night wind slamming against their faces.

And then the world exploded.

A roar of fire and metal split the sky, the refinery collapsing in a hurricane of flames. The shockwave hurled them into the sand, debris raining down like judgment.

Hunter groaned, pushing himself to his feet. His ears rang, dust choked his lungs, but he was alive. They all were. Barely.

Blaze spat blood, grinning like a madman. “Now that’s what I call a first mission.”

Raven didn’t smile. Her eyes scanned the horizon, sharp, suspicious. “They were waiting for us. This wasn’t just Karim’s men. Someone wants us dead before we even begin.”

Cross met Hunter’s gaze. “We’ve been compromised.”

Hunter stared into the burning refinery, flames painting his scarred face with hellfire. Betrayal. Already. Their war had only begun, and enemies already moved in the shadows.

He clenched his fists. “Let them come. We’ll burn every last one of them.”

The desert wind carried the smell of smoke and blood. Above, the stars watched in silence.

The rogue unit had been awakened.
And the world would never be the same.
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​Chapter 2 – Brothers in Shadows
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The desert hadn’t slept. Hours after the refinery had burned to ashes, smoke still clung to the horizon like a scar against the night sky. The four operatives crouched in the ruins of an abandoned caravan station, their bodies bruised, weapons low on ammunition, nerves sharpened to breaking point.

No one spoke at first. The silence wasn’t comfort—it was suspicion. Someone had set them up. Someone who knew their movements, their objective, their very existence.

Hunter sat apart from the others, knife in hand, sharpening the blade with slow, deliberate strokes. Sparks flickered from the steel, his eyes fixed on the fire as if it held the answers. His team knew that look. When Hunter went silent, it meant the storm was coming.

Blaze paced like a caged animal, his combat vest hanging loose, adrenaline still burning through his veins. “I say we hunt Karim down tonight,” he snarled. “We know he’s still out there. We torch his money, we cripple his empire, but the bastard himself? He’s still breathing. That’s unacceptable.”

“Unacceptable?” Cross shot back, his tone calm but edged with steel. “We barely survived tonight. You want to charge blindly into his compound with half-empty magazines and no intel? That’s not vengeance. That’s suicide.”

Blaze’s eyes flared. “Since when do we play safe? We left orders behind, remember? We don’t wait for permission anymore.”

Raven’s voice cut through the tension like a knife. “Enough.” She sat in the shadows, her face half-lit by the flicker of fire. “Argue all you want, but don’t forget—someone knew we’d be there. That means we’ve got bigger problems than Karim.”

Cross nodded. “She’s right. Karim’s mercenaries aren’t mind readers. They had intel, detailed intel. That narrows our suspects. Either one of us is leaking...” His eyes scanned the group deliberately. “...or someone else out there is tracking us.”

Hunter’s sharpening stopped. The blade gleamed in the firelight. “No one here is a traitor.” His voice was low, unyielding. “If I thought otherwise, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”

Blaze smirked, though there was no humor in it. “Glad to hear we’re all trustworthy murderers.”

The silence returned, heavy and suffocating.

Finally, Cross spread a map on the cracked stone floor. “We need to disappear, regroup, and rebuild our resources. Karim will be on high alert, and whoever tipped him off will be watching for our next move. That means no electronic comms, no digital trails. We go old-school—cash, burners, shadows.”

Hunter leaned forward, studying the map. “Options?”

Cross pointed to the west. “Turkey. We can slip across the border, blend into the sprawl of Istanbul. Black markets, safe houses, ex-intel contacts. It’s the best place to vanish.”

Raven’s eyes stayed fixed on Hunter. “Running doesn’t suit you.”

“We’re not running,” Hunter said. His gaze was sharp, resolute. “We’re surviving. If we’re going to dismantle
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