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Chapter 1

	The sound of rotors tore through the night sky.
Elias Ward crouched low behind a pile of rusted shipping containers, his pulse syncing with the thumping rhythm above. The rain came sideways, slicing against his face like shards of glass. He wiped his eyes with a muddy sleeve, squinting through the darkness toward the flicker of lights on the old refinery ahead.

	Sabotage Point.

	That’s what command had called it — a derelict fuel depot turned weapons testing site somewhere off the coast of Norway. To most, it was just another forgotten structure lost to the North Sea storms. To Elias, it was the heart of a very real nightmare.

	His earpiece crackled.
“Ward, you’re off course,” came Captain Lin’s voice — calm but with that sharp edge of urgency only years in the field could craft. “You’ve got two minutes before the sweep hits your position.”

	Elias exhaled, low and steady. “Copy that,” he murmured. His breath came out in a puff of mist.
He adjusted the strap on his rifle, then darted across the slick ground, boots splashing silently through puddles. The air smelled of salt and rust and something faintly chemical — the scent of old fuel still trapped in the bones of the place.

	He reached the side of a decaying structure and pressed his gloved hand to the cold steel wall. It vibrated faintly. Machinery — still running inside. Someone was keeping this place alive.

	A shadow moved across the second-story window.

	Elias froze.
Not a guard. Too fast. Too deliberate.

	He whispered into his comm, “Visual inside. Someone’s active.”

	There was static, then silence.
Then Lin again: “Elias… get out of there.”

	That stopped him cold. Lin never said that. Not unless things were about to go very, very wrong.

	Elias turned to move, but the world lit up — an explosion ripped through the eastern wall of the refinery. The shockwave threw him to the ground, the sound punching his ears with violent force. The sky burned orange, fragments of twisted metal raining down like hail.

	“Command, I’m hit—”
He stopped mid-sentence. The comm was dead. Just static now, hissing against the storm.

	He rolled onto his side, blinking through the haze. A figure was walking toward him through the smoke — tall, confident, dressed in black tactical gear. Not one of his.

	Elias reached for his sidearm, but the figure raised a hand.
“Easy,” the stranger said, voice low and familiar. “You’re not my target.”

	The words hit him harder than the blast.
He knew that voice.

	“Reed?” Elias rasped. His former partner — the one who’d vanished during their mission in Prague three years ago. Officially, Reed was dead.

	“Good to see you too,” Reed said, lowering his hood. Lightning flashed behind him, illuminating the scar that cut across his jaw. “You shouldn’t have come here, Elias. They’re already watching.”

	“Who’s they?” Elias demanded, struggling to his feet.

	Reed’s eyes shifted toward the refinery. “You’ll find out soon enough. But if you stay, you’ll die before you do.”

	Before Elias could respond, Reed turned and vanished into the smoke — as if the storm itself had swallowed him.

	Then came the distant whine of drones.
Dozens of them, closing in fast.

	Elias clenched his jaw, forcing his body to move. He sprinted toward the collapsed wall, the rain masking his steps. His mind was a storm of its own — Reed alive, the explosion, the dead comms. Something wasn’t adding up.

	He dove through the wreckage and landed hard on the concrete floor inside. The interior of the refinery was a maze of shadows and dripping pipes, each corner humming with the low growl of unseen machinery. And in the center of it all — a massive steel console, still running on backup power.

	He stepped closer.
The screen was blinking with a single message.

	“OPERATION: BLACK NOVEMBER INITIATED”

	Elias stared, heart hammering. He didn’t know what Black November was — but he knew the world was about to find out.

	And he was standing at the center of it.

	 


Chapter 2

	The rain hadn’t stopped by morning.
It drummed endlessly against the shattered roof of the refinery, dripping through cracks like a slow clock counting down. Elias leaned against a metal column, one hand pressed against the cut on his forehead, the other holding his rifle loose but ready. His body ached from the blast, but his mind refused to slow down.

	Reed was alive.
And worse — he wasn’t working alone.

	Elias glanced again at the console. The message was still flashing in cold green light: OPERATION: BLACK NOVEMBER INITIATED. He’d tried pulling up the system logs, but the moment he touched a key, the whole interface went into lockdown. Whoever triggered it had done so remotely — and with precision.

	He muttered to himself, “This wasn’t sabotage. This was execution.”

	A faint metallic creak echoed through the hall. Elias lifted his rifle and turned sharply toward the sound. His boots scraped against the floor as he stepped closer, each footfall echoing like a threat in the empty space. He found nothing but a row of rusted canisters and broken glass. Still, the feeling didn’t leave him.

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
GAN GRAY

= X
= =





