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About the Story




To save his team from a legendary sniper, the loudest man in Onyx Tactical must do the one thing he hates most: be quiet.
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Dedication




To my family and friends—


especially my sons, Lucas and Charles Kraus,


and to Lydia Kraus, Charles’ wife—


thank you for your loyal support and constant encouragement of all my projects.


I appreciate you more than words can say.














  
  

Onyx Tactical File #1: The Sniper


Syrian Border Region





Three Years Ago (Pre-Ambush)


Brody “Boomer” McCoy loved loud. 

He loved the bone-rattling thump of a breaching charge, the chaotic symphony of a firefight, and the concussive roar of an MK19 grenade launcher leaving the tube. Loud meant you were the biggest thing in the room, and if you were the biggest thing in the room, nothing bad could touch you.

Silence, on the other hand, was a liar.

Silence was the half-second before an IED triggered. It was the breath you held while cutting a wire. Brody didn’t trust silence. He filled it whenever he could with jokes, with humming, and with the rhythmic racking of a bolt.

“You’re doing it again,” a Texas drawl crackled in his earpiece. Deacon. Everyone called him Tex, mostly because he refused to answer to anything else, and because he wore a faded lone-star patch on his plate carrier that was technically against regs.

Brody shifted the weight of his grenade launcher, grinning behind the shemagh, a Middle Eastern scarf wrapped around his neck and face to filter out the dust. The heat today was a hundred and ten degrees of oppressive misery that made the air shimmer off the hood of the burned-out truck they were passing.

“I’m not doing anything,” Brody said. “I’m providing a tactical soundtrack. It improves unit morale.”

“Humming ‘Immigrant Song’ off-key doesn’t improve morale, Boomer,” Tex said. “It violates the Geneva Convention. It’s a war crime against my ears.”

“Everyone’s a critic.” Brody adjusted his grip, scanning the rooftops. “You just don’t appreciate the classics. Shepherd, request permission to mute Tex for lack of culture.”

“Denied,” Jack Wolfe’s voice cut through the comms. “Maintain comms discipline. We’re five clicks from the extraction point. Keep your eyes up.”

“Copy that, Boss,” Tex said. Then, he said quietly, “But seriously, Boomer. Stop humming.”

Brody glanced over his shoulder. “You doing okay back there, civilian? My associate here has no appreciation for the arts, but don’t let him ruin the mood.”

Elena looked up at him. She was five-foot-nothing of exhaustion, dressed in a dusty aid-worker vest that had once been bright blue but was now the color of the mortar-pocked street. She had dark curls matted with sweat and dust, and eyes currently wide with terror, though she was trying to hide it.
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