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​Chapter One: Signal Lost
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The desert night was quiet—too quiet.

Daniel Cross crouched low in the shadow of a half-collapsed wall, his breath controlled, his pulse steady despite the silence pressing against his ears. He had learned long ago that silence was never empty. It always meant something: a pause before the storm, a space where predators circled unseen.

He adjusted the earpiece snug against his skin. Static hissed. The channel had been clean just seconds ago. Now, only fractured bursts of noise filtered through—like whispers torn apart before reaching his ears.

“Control, confirm visual on the convoy,” he murmured, voice low. His eyes swept across the barren stretch of road that cut through the Afghan hills. The moon bled silver over the rocks, painting jagged shadows across the landscape. Perfect terrain for an ambush.

Static. Then nothing.

Signal lost.

Cross froze. He tilted his head slightly, listening not with his ears but with his instincts. He had been in enough operations to know when a mission had turned sour. And this—this sudden blackout—was the smell of blood before the knife.

His orders had been simple: track the convoy, confirm the handoff, and extract before sunrise. CIA handlers had assured him it was routine. But Daniel Cross had never believed in routine missions. Not when intelligence involved whispers of a protocol capable of shutting down entire grids, disabling power, communications—everything. Blackout Protocol. Even the name felt like a loaded gun.

He adjusted the rifle slung across his shoulder, then reached for the satellite phone clipped to his vest. One press of the button, and he would bypass the compromised channel. One press, and he’d risk exposing his location to anyone listening.

He pressed it anyway.

“Control, this is Cross. Comm channel’s down. Do you copy?”

A faint crackle, then silence.

Cross exhaled slowly. The phone wasn’t dead. It was blocked. That was worse. Someone was jamming him, which meant they knew he was here.

The crunch of gravel behind him made him turn. Swift. Quiet. He pivoted into the darkness, rifle raised, finger brushing the trigger.

A shadow broke free from the rocks. A man, lean, dressed in tactical black. No insignia. No sound except the hiss of his boots against the sand.

Cross fired once. The bullet cut clean through the air. The figure dropped without a word. No cry, no alarm. Professional.

Cross moved, instinct overriding thought. He knew what was coming: more of them, fast, silent, surgical. Whoever was running Blackout Protocol hadn’t just jammed his signal—they’d set a trap.

The mission wasn’t surveillance anymore. It was survival.

He sprinted across the ridge, the sand sucking at his boots, lungs burning as adrenaline lit up every nerve. Shots cracked in the distance, sharp bursts cutting through the silence. Bullets sparked against stone. He ducked, rolled, and fired back, two rounds, controlled, precise. One target down. Another fell screaming.

But there were too many.

He reached a ravine and slid down, rocks slicing at his gloves. The shadows above shifted with movement. Three, maybe four operatives. He could feel their eyes scanning the dark. Hunting him.

He tapped the phone again, praying for even a whisper of connection. Nothing. The device might as well have been a stone.

Cross ground his teeth. He had walked away from this life years ago, walked away from MI6 and the endless betrayals that came with it. He had promised himself he would never be pulled back into the shadows. Yet here he was—alone, cut off, hunted in the middle of nowhere.

The sound of boots striking stone echoed above him. Then—silence again. The kind of silence that screamed ambush.

Cross waited. He pressed his back against the wall of the ravine, rifle aimed upward, finger steady. He slowed his breathing, counting the beats in his chest. He had maybe twenty rounds left. Not enough for a war.

A flash of light flickered against the rocks. Not moonlight—infrared. They were sweeping for him.

Cross fired first. The shot shattered the silence. A man cried out and tumbled down the ravine, landing at Cross’s feet. The body twitched once, then stilled. The headset on the dead operative crackled with voices—coded, fast, urgent.

Cross yanked it free and pressed it to his ear.

“...target still moving...secure the package...don’t let him reach the convoy...”

Cross froze. The package. That meant him.

They weren’t here for the convoy at all. He was the mission.

The revelation hit him like ice water down his spine. Someone had leaked his involvement. Someone wanted him silenced.

“Not tonight,” he muttered, tossing the headset aside.

He moved again, faster now, scrambling up the opposite wall of the ravine. Gunfire erupted behind him, bursts of heat cutting through the cool desert night. He zigzagged, never running in a straight line, every step a calculated gamble.

The ridge ahead offered cover. He dove behind it, pressing himself into the dirt. He could smell the acrid tang of gunpowder, could hear the enemy closing in.

Then, suddenly, silence again.

Cross listened. No boots. No gunfire. Just the whisper of the wind across sand.

And then—something worse.

The night sky above flickered. Once. Twice. The stars blurred, swallowed by darkness as if a switch had been thrown. The faint glow of the moon dimmed, not clouded, but gone.

Blackout.

The power grid across the region had collapsed. Kabul would be dark. Military outposts blind. Civilian networks dead. This was no coincidence. This was a demonstration.

Cross’s chest tightened. He had seen operations staged for intimidation before—but nothing on this scale. Whoever had flipped that switch had just announced their presence to the world.

And he was the only witness still alive to see it.

He pushed himself up from the dirt, forcing his breathing calm, his mind sharp. The hunt wasn’t over—it had only begun.

Signal lost. World dark. Enemies everywhere.

And Daniel Cross, once MI6’s sharpest weapon, was back in play whether he wanted it or not.
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​Chapter Two: The Silent Pursuit








[image: ]


The desert swallowed sound, but Daniel Cross could still feel the hunt.

He moved like a shadow between the rocks, careful with every footstep. His boots kissed the earth softly, never crunching, never dragging. Years of training kept him silent even as adrenaline roared in his blood. Silence was his weapon now—because the men hunting him thrived on noise, on detection, on mistakes.

They were close. He knew it by the rhythm of the night. The pause between bursts of gunfire. The sudden absence of crickets. The way the wind seemed to shift as though it too feared to breathe.

Cross adjusted the rifle across his back and pulled the combat knife from his belt. Ammunition was low. Steel would have to do.

A faint murmur drifted down from the ridge above. Not English. Russian, maybe. Short bursts, clipped and professional. The kind of tone used by men who didn’t need to say much to kill effectively.

Cross crouched behind a boulder and closed his eyes. He forced himself to listen—not just to their words, but to the cadence, the spacing, the pattern of their movements. There were three on the ridge. Two moving parallel. One trailing, the anchor. Classic pursuit formation.

He waited until the lead man moved ahead, then slipped from cover. His knife flashed once in the moonlight, quick and precise. The trailing man never had time to scream. Cross lowered the body into the sand, silent as a ghost.

Two left.

He stripped the man’s headset and pressed it to his ear. Static hummed, followed by a voice:

“Unit Two, report.”

Cross stayed silent. His pulse thudded once, then steadied. Silence was better than a false reply. Too easy to give himself away.

The remaining two operatives shifted uneasily, their boots scuffing against stone. Cross moved parallel, keeping low, using the rocks for cover. He stalked them as they had stalked him, a predator circling predators.

The ridge narrowed ahead into a bottleneck. They would funnel through, single file, exposed for just a moment. That was his chance.

Cross crouched, knife ready, every muscle taut.

But before he could strike, the world betrayed him.

A sharp crack split the night—not a gunshot, but stone fracturing beneath his boot. Just the smallest snap of a pebble. But enough.

The nearest operative spun, rifle raised. Cross lunged.

They collided hard, steel against flesh. The knife drove deep under the man’s ribs. A grunt, wet and guttural, spilled from his throat. The rifle clattered against rock, firing a wild burst that lit up the night.

The third operative reacted instantly, sweeping his scope toward the muzzle flash. Cross yanked the dying man forward, using him as a shield as bullets tore through the air. The body jerked, then went limp.

Cross dropped him and rolled left, grabbing the fallen rifle. He fired two bursts. Clean. The last operative crumpled against the ridge, his weapon sliding into the sand.

Silence again.

Cross’s chest
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