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  Chapter 1

  
  







Brill Wingfield sat in his dimly lit apartment, the hum of the city outside a constant backdrop. He leaned back in his chair, staring at the ceiling. His phone rang, cutting through the silence. He picked it up, glanced at the unknown number, and answered.




“Wingfield,” he said, his voice rough.




“Good evening, Mr. Wingfield.” The voice on the other end was distorted, robotic.




Brill’s eyes narrowed. “Who’s this?”




“Someone with a job for you. A lucrative one.”




“I’m listening.”




“There’s a file. Highly sensitive. Stored in a government facility. We need you to retrieve it.”




Brill’s fingers drummed on the armrest. “What’s the payout?”




“Two million. Half now, half upon delivery.”




He raised an eyebrow. “High stakes.”




“High rewards.”




Brill paused, weighing his options. “Details?”




“I’ll send them to a secure drop. You’ll have everything you need.”




He nodded, though the voice couldn’t see. “Alright. I’m in.”




“Good. You’ll be contacted again soon.” The line went dead.




Brill set the phone down, his mind already racing. He stood and walked to the window, looking out at the sprawling city. The lights flickered like stars, each one a potential threat or ally.




He needed information. Fast.




Brill grabbed his jacket and left the apartment. The night air was cool, a slight breeze rustling his hair. He walked with purpose, blending into the crowd. His destination: an old ally.




Sarah’s place was tucked away in a rundown part of town. He knocked twice, a specific rhythm. The door opened a crack, a chain still in place.




“Brill,” she said, her voice tense. “What brings you here?”




“Need your help, Sarah. Big job.”




She eyed him for a moment, then unlatched the door. “Come in.”




Her apartment was cluttered with tech. Computers, wires, screens. She cleared a space on the couch for him.




“Details?” she asked, sitting opposite him.




“Government facility. High security. Need blueprints, guard schedules, the works.”




Sarah frowned. “That’s serious. What’s in it for me?”




“Cut of the pay. Plus, I’ll owe you.”




She thought for a moment, then nodded. “Alright. I’ll see what I can dig up.”




Brill leaned back, watching her work. Fingers flying over the keyboard, she pulled up schematics, security logs, personnel files.




“This place is a fortress,” she muttered. “You’ll need more than just blueprints.”




“I’ll manage.”




She shot him a look. “You always say that.”




Brill smirked. “And I’m still here, aren’t I?”




Sarah shook her head but couldn’t suppress a smile. “Alright. Here’s what I’ve got so far.”




She turned the screen toward him, showing detailed layouts, camera placements, guard shifts. Brill studied them intently, committing everything to memory.




“This is good,” he said. “Real good.”




“Just be careful, Brill. This isn’t your usual job.”




“I know.”




They spent the next few hours planning. Every detail scrutinized, every potential pitfall anticipated. By the time they were done, the sun was starting to rise.




Brill stood, stretching. “I’ll be in touch.”




Sarah nodded. “Good luck.”




He left her apartment, the morning light casting long shadows on the streets. The city was waking up, but Brill’s day was just beginning.




Back in his apartment, he went over the plan again. Every step, every move. Precision was key. One mistake, and it was over.




The phone rang again. He answered immediately.




“Mr. Wingfield,” the distorted voice said. “Everything in order?”




“Yeah,” Brill replied. “What’s the drop location?”




“An abandoned warehouse on 8th and Vine. Be there in one hour.”




“Got it.”




He hung up, grabbing his gear. Guns, gadgets, everything he might need. He moved quickly, efficiently, no wasted motions.




The warehouse was exactly as he expected: dark, empty, foreboding. He approached cautiously, every sense on high alert.




Inside, he found a small crate. Opening it, he saw the promised advance payment and a detailed dossier. He pocketed the money and skimmed the dossier. Everything matched Sarah’s intel.




He was ready.




Brill walked out of the warehouse, his mind focused. This job was dangerous, but he thrived on danger. The stakes were high, but so were the rewards.
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He sat in his apartment, hunched over a map of the government facility. His eyes traced the routes and security points. The weight of the job pressed down on him, but he thrived under pressure. Every detail mattered.




A knock on the door pulled him from his thoughts. He glanced at the clock. Right on time. He opened the door to see Sarah, holding a small bag.




“Got the gear,” she said, stepping inside.




Brill nodded, taking the bag and setting it on the table. He pulled out a pair of binoculars, a small drone, and several gadgets for bypassing electronic security. Everything he needed for the job.




“Thanks,” he said. “This should cover it.”




Sarah sat on the edge of the table, crossing her arms. “You sure about this, Brill? This place is a fortress.”




He looked up, meeting her gaze. “I’ve done worse.”




She sighed. “Just be careful.”




“I will.”




They headed out, blending into the morning rush. The facility was in a secluded part of the city, surrounded by high walls and barbed wire. Brill and Sarah found a vantage point on a nearby rooftop, concealed by an old water tower.




Brill set up the binoculars, scanning the perimeter. Guards patrolled in regular intervals, armed and alert. Cameras covered every angle, their lenses cold and unfeeling.




“Got a clear view,” Brill muttered. “Let’s see what we’re dealing with.”




Sarah launched the drone, guiding it with precision. The small device zipped across the street, unnoticed by the guards below. Brill watched the feed on a handheld screen, taking in every detail.




“Main entrance is heavily guarded,” Sarah noted. “Two guards at the gate, more on patrol. Cameras everywhere.”




Brill nodded. “We’ll need to find another way in.”




They observed for hours, mapping out patrol routes and security blind spots. Brill noted a maintenance entrance on the west side, less guarded but still secure.




“There,” he said, pointing to the screen. “That’s our way in.”




Sarah frowned. “Still risky. You’ll need a distraction.”




Brill grinned. “Got any ideas?”




She smirked. “Leave it to me.”




As night fell, Brill prepared for the next phase. He suited up, checking his gear one last time. Sarah handed him a small device.




“Signal jammer,” she explained. “Should give you a few minutes to get past the cameras.”




“Thanks,” he said, pocketing the device. “You ready?”




Sarah nodded, her expression serious. “Let’s do this.”




They made their way to the maintenance entrance, sticking to the shadows. Brill moved with practiced ease, every step calculated. Sarah set up her distraction, a timed explosion on the opposite side of the facility.




“Ready?” she whispered.




Brill nodded. “Go.”




The explosion rocked the night, drawing the guards’ attention. Brill moved quickly, jamming the cameras and slipping through the gate. He made his way inside, heart pounding.




The maintenance corridors were narrow and dimly lit. Brill moved silently, avoiding the occasional worker. He reached the main security hub, a room filled with monitors and control panels.




He placed a small device on the door, waiting for the beep before entering. Inside, he found two guards, both focused on the screens.




Brill acted swiftly, taking them out with precise blows. He moved to the control panels, inserting a flash drive Sarah had given him. The screens flickered, then went dark.




“Security down,” he whispered into his comm. “Proceeding to the vault.”




“Copy that,” Sarah replied. “Be careful.”




Brill made his way deeper into the facility, following the route he’d memorized. He avoided patrols, his movements a blend of stealth and speed. Every step brought him closer to the vault.




He reached the final corridor, the vault door looming ahead. Brill paused, taking a deep breath. This was it.




He approached the door, examining the security system. A high-tech keypad and biometric scanner blocked his way. Brill pulled out a gadget, a small device designed to hack electronic locks.




“Come on,” he muttered, working the device. The scanner beeped, and the door slid open.




Inside, rows of secure cabinets lined the walls. Brill searched quickly, finding the one he needed. He inserted another device, decrypting the lock.




The cabinet opened, revealing a single file. Brill grabbed it, stuffing it into his bag. He turned to leave, but a noise stopped him.




Footsteps. Close.




Brill slipped into the shadows, watching as a guard entered the room. The guard scanned the area, eyes narrowed. Brill held his breath, waiting.




The guard turned away, and Brill struck, taking him down silently. He moved quickly, exiting the vault and retracing his steps.




The return trip was tense. Brill avoided detection, using every trick in his book. He reached the maintenance entrance, slipping outside. Sarah was waiting, her eyes wide with relief.




“Got it?” she asked.




Brill nodded. “Let’s get out of here.”




They made their way back to the safe house, moving through the city’s labyrinthine streets. Brill kept a watchful eye, alert for any signs of pursuit.




Inside the safe house, Brill set the file on the table. Sarah examined it, her fingers trembling slightly.




“This is it,” she said. “The key to everything.”




Brill nodded, but his mind was already racing. They’d gotten the file, but the real challenge was just beginning.




“Decrypt it,” he said. “Let’s see what we’re dealing with.”




Sarah nodded, setting to work. Brill watched her, his thoughts dark and brooding. They were in deep, and there was no turning back.




The night stretched on, filled with the hum of technology and the tension of uncertainty. Heknew the stakes were higher than ever, but he was ready.
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Wingfield sat in the safe house, tension coiling in his muscles. Sarah was hunched over her computer, typing furiously.

The decrypted file was proving to be a tough nut to crack.

She had gotten past the initial layer of encryption, but deeper layers required more time.

Time they didn’t have.


“We’re running out of time, Sarah,” Brill said, his voice low and urgent.


She didn’t look up, her eyes glued to the screen.

“I know, Brill. I’m working as fast as I can.”


He stood and paced the small room, his mind racing. They had the file, but without the decryption key, it was useless.

And now, the longer they held onto it, the more likely their enemies would find them.


“We need to move,” he said, his eyes darting to the window. “We can’t stay here much longer.”


Sarah sighed, rubbing her temples.

“I just need a bit more time. This encryption is more complex than I thought.”


Brill stopped pacing and looked at her.

“How much more time?”


“An hour, maybe two.”


He nodded, grabbing his gear.

“I’ll stand watch outside. If anything happens, you signal me.”


Sarah nodded, her focus returning to the screen.

Brill stepped outside, the cool night air hitting his face. He scanned the area, his senses heightened.

Every shadow, every movement, could be a threat.


He moved to a concealed spot, blending into the darkness. His eyes swept the perimeter, watching for any signs of trouble. He































































































































