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​Chapter 1: Orders from the Shadows
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Rain fell like shards of glass against the black windows of the safehouse in Vienna. The old apartment block was abandoned, its peeling wallpaper and dust-choked corridors whispering of lives once lived, long forgotten. A single light burned inside one room, casting shadows that flickered across maps, photographs, and coded files spread across a scarred oak table.

Commander Jonathan Rake—known only as Rake to those who dared stand beside him—leaned over the table with a cigarette smoldering between his fingers. He wasn’t supposed to smoke indoors; the agency hated anything that left traces. But Rake never cared much for rules. Rules were made for soldiers. Scorpion Unit was something else entirely.

The door creaked open. A man in a grey trench coat entered silently, his hat pulled low to hide his face. Rake knew him immediately. MI6 liaison. Codename: Harland. The type of man who carried the weight of governments in the wrinkles around his eyes.

“Evening,” Rake muttered, exhaling a ribbon of smoke. “Or is it morning? Hard to tell in this dump.”

Harland didn’t smile. He closed the door, locked it, and laid a thin folder on the table. His hands lingered on it, as though the paper might bite.

“This never leaves this room,” Harland said. His voice was low, grave. “Officially, it doesn’t exist.”

Rake crushed his cigarette into a chipped ashtray. His scarred knuckles tapped the table impatiently. “You don’t haul me and my people out of retirement for something that does exist. Get on with it.”

Harland hesitated. Then he opened the folder.

A photograph slid across the table: a man in his mid-forties, hair cropped short, eyes sharp even in the grainy shot. Beneath it, the name: Agent Daniel Cole.

“MI6 operative,” Harland said. “Embedded in one of the most hostile regions on earth. Last transmission was six days ago. Then... silence.”

Rake studied the picture. He’d met Cole once, years back. Tough bastard, clever too. If Cole had gone dark, something bad had happened.

“Where is he?” Rake asked.

Harland’s jaw tightened. “Deep inside the Khorzad Wastes. Two hundred miles behind enemy lines. Region controlled by the Khalzar militia. They know how to make people vanish.”

Rake gave a low whistle. “You’re joking. That place is a death sentence.”

“That’s why we can’t send a standard team,” Harland replied. “The army’s too visible. Intelligence assets can’t get close. But Scorpion Unit... you’re the only ones reckless enough, unpredictable enough, to slip in and out.”

The words hung in the stale air.

Rake lit another cigarette, inhaled deeply, and let silence fill the room. Then he smirked. “You always did know how to flatter me, Harland. But what’s the catch?”

Harland pushed another document forward. Not a photograph this time. A satellite image. A fortress rising out of the desert like a scar, jagged walls bristling with guard towers, searchlights stabbing through darkness.

“We believe Cole is being held here,” Harland said. “Extraction will not be simple. The place is a fortress built on old Soviet bunkers. You’ll have to infiltrate without support. No air cover, no drones, no comms once you cross the border. Officially, this mission never happens. If you’re caught...”

“We’re dead men walking,” Rake finished with a grin. He blew smoke toward the ceiling. “Same as always.”

Harland’s eyes softened for a moment, something almost human flickering behind his bureaucratic mask. “Rake... I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t critical. If Cole breaks under interrogation, the information he carries could destabilize half of Europe. The fallout would be catastrophic.”

Rake leaned back in his chair, considering. Outside, thunder growled over Vienna. Inside, the silence pressed down. Finally, he flicked his cigarette into the ashtray and stood.

“Then we’ll need the whole team,” Rake said.

Harland nodded once. “You’ll have them.”



The reunion was never quiet.

They met in the basement of a shuttered nightclub, neon lights buzzing weakly overhead. One by one, the ghosts of Scorpion Unit drifted out of the shadows, each more dangerous than the last.

First was Mason Kane, the American demolitions expert, arms thick with tattoos, grin sharp as a blade. He slapped Rake on the back so hard dust fell from the ceiling.

“Still alive, old man? Thought you’d retired to some beach by now.”

“Beaches are boring,” Rake said. “And I don’t tan.”

Next came Lena Vostrikov, ex-Russian sniper, eyes like ice, movements precise and economical. She didn’t bother with greetings; she just took a seat, laid her rifle case on the table, and began cleaning her weapon.

Then Darius Quinn, former SAS medic turned killer. His humor was as dark as the scars on his arms, but his hands were steady, even when soaked in blood. He nodded once to Rake. That was enough.

Finally, the last shadow: Kai Navarro, hacker, thief, and infiltrator. A ghost in the digital world, unpredictable in the real one. He leaned against the wall, hood up, chewing gum. “So, who are we pissing off this time?”

Rake looked at them, one by one. These were not soldiers. They were chaos wrapped in flesh. Broken, dangerous, and utterly loyal—to him, and to each other.

“Orders from the shadows,” Rake said. He threw Cole’s photograph onto the table. “We’re going into the Wastes. Two hundred miles into hell. Extraction of an MI6 operative. No backup. No second chances.”

Mason whistled low. “Sounds like suicide. I’m in.”

Lena’s cold eyes flicked up. “I’ll need high ground. Desert terrain makes it tricky.”

“You’ll have it,” Rake assured.

Darius cracked his knuckles. “Who’s patching us up if I get shot?”

“Try not to get shot,” Rake said.

Kai chuckled. “Yeah, good luck with that.”

The team leaned in, maps and intel spread before them, tension thick in the stale air. Plans were drawn. Routes traced. Supplies listed. It was madness, even for them. But as the hours ticked by, the impossible began to look merely improbable. And improbable was their specialty.

Finally, Rake closed the folder with a snap. “Alright, Scorpions. We’ve danced with death before. But this time? This time we bite harder.”

Mason raised an imaginary glass. “To the poor bastard who tries to stop us.”

Lena’s lips curved in the faintest ghost of a smile.

Darius simply muttered, “Hell’s waiting.”

Kai blew a bubble with his gum. Pop.

Rake looked at them, his family forged in fire and chaos. “Scorpion Unit moves at dawn.”



The storm outside raged through the night, but inside, the shadows stirred. Somewhere, deep in the deserts of the Khorzad Wastes, an MI6 agent waited in chains. His only hope was a unit too reckless for the army, too unpredictable for intelligence, too dangerous to be trusted.

Scorpion Unit.

And their orders had just begun.
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​Chapter 2: The Team Nobody Wants
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The airport at dawn was a graveyard of silence. Not the bustling chaos of civilians dragging luggage and sipping bitter coffee, but the hushed, military kind of silence. An abandoned runway, its tarmac cracked with weeds, stretched out beneath the pale pink sky. A single transport plane waited like a patient predator, engines idling, wings trembling with restrained power.

Scorpion Unit arrived one by one, each carrying the weight of their pasts as casually as they carried their weapons.

Mason Kane was first, hauling two duffel bags that rattled suspiciously with explosives. He tossed them onto the tarmac with a grin. “Some guys bring snacks. I bring fireworks.”

“Subtle as always,” Rake muttered, lighting a cigarette.

“Subtlety is for people without C4,” Mason shot back.

Next was Lena Vostrikov. She stepped from the shadows with the precision of a blade unsheathing. No wasted movement, no hesitation. She wore desert camouflage, a rifle case slung over her shoulder, her expression unreadable. She didn’t greet anyone, just scanned the perimeter with icy eyes.

“Still paranoid,” Mason said.

“Still alive,” Lena replied without looking at him.

Darius Quinn arrived limping slightly, though no one asked why. His duffel bag clinked with medical supplies, bandages rubbing shoulders with knives. He flashed a grin that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Brought enough morphine to kill a horse. Or keep us walking when we should be dead.”

Finally, Kai Navarro strolled in last, earbuds dangling, hoodie up, chewing gum. He carried nothing that looked dangerous, just a battered laptop bag. But everyone knew he was the deadliest ghost of them all—the kind who could topple regimes with a keyboard.

“Didn’t think you’d show,” Rake said.

Kai smirked. “What, miss out on a suicide run? Not my style.”

They gathered at the base of the plane, the rising sun throwing long shadows across the tarmac. Harland stood waiting, trench coat buttoned against the morning chill. He looked at them the way a surgeon looks at a scalpel—useful, sharp, and always one slip away from blood.

“This team,” Harland began, “is not sanctioned. You are not soldiers. You are not agents. You are the team nobody wants.” His voice carried the weight of authority, but beneath it, something darker—fear, maybe, or desperation. “That is exactly why you’re perfect. No one will expect you. No one will believe you exist.”

Mason clapped slowly, sarcasm dripping. “Touching speech. Can we get to the part where we risk our necks?”

Harland ignored him. He opened a case and laid out their cover identities: forged passports, local currencies, false documents. “Once you’re inside the Khorzad Wastes, you disappear. No comms. No satellite. No extraction unless you make it to the border alive.”

Lena lifted a passport, studied the name inside. “Sofia Markov. Smuggler. Fitting.”

Kai flipped his own fake ID. “Mine says I’m an aid worker. Guess I’ll be handing out Wi-Fi passwords in the desert.”

Harland’s eyes narrowed. “This
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