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Chapter 1

	Rain came down in sheets that turned the streetlights into soft halos of gold and grime. Jakarta at midnight had its own pulse — the kind that thudded beneath your ribs like a warning. Jace Renn pulled his hood lower, the brim dripping, and checked the time on his cracked wrist screen. 23:47. Right on schedule.

	He moved through the narrow street, past a food cart still steaming with fried noodles and oil. The vendor gave him a lazy glance. To anyone watching, Jace was just another courier: backpack, gloves, neutral expression. Nothing special. That was how he liked it.

	The message on his comm replayed in his head: “One drop. No questions. Half payment now, half on delivery.”
He’d done worse for less.

	He stopped at a dim alleyway between two shuttered bars. The meet spot. A flickering neon sign above him read TIGER CLUB, its hum blending with the sound of distant engines. Jace scanned the corner — no tails, no heat signatures. Then he saw her.

	A woman in a white raincoat, hood up, standing beneath a leaking awning. Her hand clutched a silver case marked with a single crimson stripe — diagonal, like a warning slash.

	“You’re Renn?” she asked. Her voice trembled, though she tried to hide it.

	“Depends,” Jace said. “You got my package?”

	She stepped forward, thrusting the case toward him. “Take it. Now.”

	He frowned. “I’m supposed to confirm the code—”

	Before he could finish, the ground shook. A blast echoed from somewhere downtown, followed by the rising wail of alarms. The woman’s eyes widened. She pushed the case into his hands.

	“They know. Get out!” she whispered.

	Then she was gone — sprinting into the shadows just as a black drone swooped overhead, its red scanner slicing through the rain.

	Jace ducked behind a rusted dumpster, clutching the case tight. The drone paused, scanned, and moved on. His heart hammered, not from fear, but from something colder — recognition.

	That sound, that flight pattern — he’d seen it before. Military issue. Restricted tech. Someone had hired him for a job worth killing over.

	He unzipped his jacket just enough to check the contents. Inside the case: frost-lined interior, a single glass vial glowing faint blue. A chemical tag flashed on its surface: BX-13: Biohazard.

	His comm crackled suddenly. Static first, then a voice — female, low and urgent.
“Courier-7, your line is compromised. Do not open the case. Do not stop moving. Keep it cold.”

	He froze. “Who is this?”

	“Doesn’t matter. You’re marked. They’ll track your chip. Lose it.”

	Before he could respond, the line went dead.

	Jace’s instincts screamed. He ripped off his comm device, crushed it underfoot, and slipped into the maze of backstreets. Rainwater pooled around his boots, reflecting the crimson glow of emergency sirens now flaring across the city.

	Somewhere behind him, the sound of rotors grew louder — not one drone now, but several. The hunt had begun.

	He gritted his teeth, clutched the case, and ran.

	Whatever he was carrying, it wasn’t meant to be delivered. It was meant to disappear.

	 


Chapter 2

	Jace ran until the rain became a blur, his lungs raw from the mix of exhaust and fear. Behind him, the mechanical hum of pursuit grew louder — a swarm of drones cutting through the storm like vultures with rotors. Their red scanners painted the walls in brief, blood-colored flashes.

	He ducked under a hanging tarp, sliding into the narrowest alley he could find. His boots splashed through shallow puddles that glowed faintly from the city’s neon signs. He needed cover — not just walls, but noise, chaos, heat signatures. Somewhere to vanish.

	A nearby market was still half-alive, despite the curfew sirens. Hawkers were rushing to pack up their carts, shouting in panic. Jace slipped into the crowd, head down, jacket zipped, case clutched tight.

	Above, a drone voice boomed in three languages: “Quarantine Zone Initiated. Remain in your residences. Unauthorized movement will be neutralized.”

	Neutralized. They didn’t even bother hiding the word anymore.

	He pushed through the chaos, then spotted a truck idling near a loading dock — cargo doors half open, engine running. Perfect. He waited for the driver to step away, then slipped inside and shut himself in the dark. The air stank of gasoline and old metal.

	Jace crouched low, his pulse slowing slightly as the truck rumbled forward. He rested the silver case between his boots, water dripping from his jacket onto the metal floor.
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