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The
  tunnel smelled of rust and wet concrete.




  
Ethan
  Vale moved carefully along the abandoned metro tracks, his
  footsteps
  almost silent against the gravel. Behind him, Daniel Korsky
  struggled
  to keep the same steady pace.




  
Somewhere
  far behind them, the men who had entered the station were
  spreading
  out.




  
Searching.




  
Hunting.




  
Ethan
  had heard the pattern of their steps. They weren’t random
  attackers
  or street criminals.




  
They
  moved with discipline.




  
Training.




  
Military
  or private security.




  
Which
  meant the Obsidian Circle was not only real — it was already
  mobilizing resources.



“

  
That
  tunnel goes how far?” Korsky whispered.




  
Ethan
  glanced briefly over his shoulder.



“

  
Far
  enough.”




  
The
  darkness around them deepened as they moved farther from the
  station
  lights. Only a faint emergency lamp every fifty meters gave them
  enough visibility to see where they were stepping.




  
Korsky
  kept glancing back nervously.



“

  
I
  don’t like this.”



“

  
Good,”
  Ethan replied quietly.



“

  
That
  means you’re paying attention.”




  
They
  continued walking for another five minutes before Ethan suddenly
  raised his hand.




  
Stop.




  
Korsky
  froze instantly.




  
The
  sound reached them a moment later.




  
Metal
  scraping against stone.




  
Then
  a faint echo of voices.




  
Ahead
  of them.




  
Korsky’s
  eyes widened.



“

  
They’re
  in front too?”




  
Ethan
  listened carefully.




  
Two
  men.




  
Maybe
  three.




  
Blocking
  the tunnel exit.



“

  
They
  expected us,” Ethan said calmly.




  
Korsky
  ran a hand through his wet hair.



“

  
So
  what now?”




  
Ethan
  crouched down and opened his backpack again.




  
Inside
  were only a few items: the laptop, a compact flashlight, and two
  small metal devices.




  
He
  handed one to Korsky.



“

  
Flash
  charge,” Ethan said.




  
Korsky
  stared at the object.



“

  
That’s
  military gear.”



“

  
Yes.”



“

  
You’ve
  been carrying that this whole time?”




  
Ethan
  gave a small shrug.



“

  
I
  like being prepared.”




  
Footsteps
  echoed again.




  
Closer
  this time.




  
From
  both directions.




  
They
  were being squeezed between two groups.




  
Korsky
  swallowed.



“

  
Ethan…”



“

  
I
  know.”




  
Ethan
  stood slowly and studied the tunnel ahead.




  
Three
  enemies.




  
Possibly
  four behind them.




  
Tight
  space.




  
Limited
  visibility.




  
But
  also limited angles for the attackers.



“

  
Stay
  behind me,” Ethan said.




  
Korsky
  nodded.




  
Ethan
  began walking forward.




  
Slowly.




  
The
  voices ahead stopped.




  
A
  flashlight beam appeared in the darkness.




  
A
  man’s voice followed.



“

  
Stop
  right there.”




  
Ethan
  stopped.




  
The
  beam shined directly on his face.




  
Another
  man stepped beside the first.




  
Both
  wearing tactical jackets.




  
Both
  holding suppressed pistols.



“

  
Hands
  where we can see them,” the first man ordered.




  
Ethan
  slowly raised his hands.




  
Behind
  him, Korsky did the same.




  
The
  man with the flashlight studied Ethan carefully.




  
Then
  he frowned.



“

  
Wait…
  that’s him.”




  
The
  second man narrowed his eyes.



“

  
Vale?”




  
Ethan
  gave a calm smile.



“

  
That
  depends who’s asking.”




  
The
  first man lifted his weapon slightly.



“

  
Drop
  the bag.”




  
Ethan
  nodded.



“

  
Sure.”




  
He
  lowered the backpack to the ground.




  
Then
  he looked up again.



“

  
Before
  we do anything stupid…”




  
The
  men remained silent.



“…

  
maybe
  you tell me who hired you.”




  
The
  second man laughed quietly.



“

  
You
  think we’re here for money?”




  
Ethan
  tilted his head.



“

  
No?”




  
The
  man’s smile disappeared.



“

  
We’re
  here because you’re a problem.”




  
Ethan
  sighed.



“

  
I
  get that a lot.”




  
Behind
  them, the other group of hunters entered the tunnel.




  
Now
  there were six of them.




  
Ethan
  glanced briefly behind his shoulder.




  
Then
  forward again.




  
Perfect.




  
Korsky
  whispered.



“

  
We’re
  surrounded.”




  
Ethan
  nodded slightly.



“

  
Yes.”




  
Then
  he dropped the flash charge.




  
White
  light exploded across the tunnel.




  
Blinding.




  
Deafening.




  
The
  men shouted in confusion.




  
Ethan
  moved instantly.




  
Two
  precise strikes.




  
One
  man collapsed.




  
Another
  slammed against the tunnel wall.




  
A
  third fired blindly but hit nothing.




  
Korsky
  threw his flash charge behind them.




  
Another
  explosion of light.




  
Chaos.




  
Within
  seconds Ethan grabbed Korsky’s arm.



“

  
Move!”




  
They
  sprinted deeper into the tunnel.




  
Gunshots
  echoed behind them.




  
But
  the attackers were disoriented.




  
Temporary
  blindness.




  
Exactly
  what Ethan expected.




  
After
  several hundred meters they reached a maintenance ladder leading
  upward.




  
Ethan
  climbed first.




  
Korsky
  followed.




  
They
  pushed open a heavy metal hatch and emerged onto a quiet street
  several blocks away.




  
The
  rain had stopped.




  
The
  city was silent again.




  
Korsky
  bent over, breathing heavily.



“

  
Remind
  me never to follow you underground again.”




  
Ethan
  looked around carefully.



“

  
No
  promises.”




  
He
  opened the backpack and pulled out the laptop once more.



“

  
Not
  here,” Korsky said nervously.



“

  
We
  don’t have time to find somewhere better.”




  
Ethan
  inserted the flash drive again.




  
The
  screen flickered.




  
Then
  something strange happened.




  
A
  new file appeared.




  
One
  that hadn’t been there before.




  
Ethan
  frowned.



“

  
That’s
  impossible.”




  
Korsky
  leaned closer.



“

  
What
  is it?”




  
Ethan
  clicked the file.




  
A
  video window opened.




  
Static
  filled the screen for a moment.




  
Then
  the image cleared.




  
Korsky
  froze.



“

  
That
  can’t be real.”




  
Ethan’s
  eyes narrowed.




  
The
  man on the screen was sitting in a dark room.




  
Wearing
  a tactical vest.




  
Blood
  on his shoulder.




  
But
  his face was unmistakable.




  
Marcus
  Hale.




  
Ethan’s
  former team leader.




  
The
  man who had died during Operation Solstice.




  
The
  video began playing.




  
Hale
  looked directly at the camera.



“

  
If
  you’re watching this… it means I didn’t make it.”




  
Ethan
  felt a strange tightness in his chest.




  
Hale
  continued speaking.



“

  
I
  recorded this in case the mission goes bad.”




  
His
  voice was calm but tired.



“

  
We
  discovered something in Mexico that wasn’t in the
  briefing.”




  
The
  video flickered slightly.



“

  
They’re
  not just funding cartels.”




  
Ethan
  leaned closer to the screen.




  
Hale’s
  expression became deadly serious.



“

  
They’re
  building an army.”




  
Korsky
  whispered.



“

  
My
  God…”




  
Hale
  looked straight into the camera.




  
And
  said the words that would change everything.



“

  
The
  Obsidian Circle is preparing for war.”




  
Static
  filled the screen again.




  
The
  video ended.




  
Silence
  settled over the quiet street.




  
Ethan
  closed the laptop slowly.




  
For
  a long moment he said nothing.




  
Then
  he looked at Korsky.




  
His
  voice was calm again.




  
But
  there was something different in his eyes now.




  
Something
  colder.



“

  
Looks
  like we’re too late.”




  
Korsky
  shook his head slowly.



“

  
No.”




  
Ethan
  looked toward the dark skyline of the city.



“

  
We’re
  right on time.”




  
Somewhere
  far away, thunder rolled again.




  
And
  the war Marcus Hale had warned about was already
  beginning.
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Berlin
  greeted them with cold wind and grey skies.




  
The
  city moved quickly, like a machine that never truly rested. Cars
  flowed through wide streets, trains roared above ground on iron
  tracks, and crowds filled the sidewalks with the constant noise
  of
  urban life.




  
For
  Ethan Vale, cities like Berlin were familiar territory.




  
Places
  where secrets traveled faster than people.




  
He
  stood near the exit of Berlin Central Station, scanning the
  moving
  crowd.




  
Behind
  him, Daniel Korsky adjusted the collar of his coat.



“

  
I
  still don’t understand why Keller helped us,” Korsky said.




  
Ethan
  watched a taxi pull away from the curb.



“

  
Maybe
  he didn’t.”




  
Korsky
  frowned.



“

  
You
  think this is another trap?”




  
Ethan’s
  voice stayed calm.



“

  
I
  assume everything is a trap.”




  
That
  was the rule that had kept him alive for years.




  
Korsky
  pulled a folded piece of paper from his pocket — the address
  Keller
  had given them.




  
An
  old industrial district near the river.




  
Warehouse
  buildings.




  
Mostly
  abandoned.



“

  
Doesn’t
  look promising,” Korsky muttered.




  
Ethan
  started walking.



“

  
That’s
  usually where the truth hides.”




  
They
  moved through the busy streets until the modern glass towers
  slowly
  gave way to older industrial structures.




  
Rusting
  factories.




  
Empty
  warehouses.




  
Broken
  windows.




  
Berlin
  had many beautiful places.




  
This
  wasn’t one of them.




  
The
  wind carried the smell of rain and metal as they approached the
  building listed on the paper.




  
Warehouse
  47.




  
The
  number was faded on a large metal door.




  
Korsky
  looked around carefully.



“

  
I
  don’t like it.”




  
Ethan
  studied the building.



“

  
No
  security cameras.”



“

  
No
  guards.”



“

  
No
  movement.




  
Which
  made it even more suspicious.




  
Ethan
  pushed the metal door slowly.




  
It
  opened with a long creaking sound.




  
Inside,
  the warehouse was massive and empty.




  
Dust
  covered the concrete floor.




  
Rows
  of old storage shelves stood like skeletons in the dim
  light.




  
Korsky
  stepped inside cautiously.



“

  
This
  place looks abandoned.”




  
Ethan
  walked further in.



“

  
Yes.”




  
He
  stopped suddenly.



“

  
But
  it’s not.”




  
Korsky
  looked down.




  
Fresh
  footprints in the dust.




  
Several
  of them.




  
Leading
  deeper inside.




  
Ethan
  followed them slowly.




  
The
  warehouse grew darker as they moved further from the
  entrance.




  
Then
  they saw it.




  
A
  single light hanging above a metal table.




  
And
  someone sitting beside it.




  
A
  woman.




  
She
  looked calm.




  
Too
  calm.




  
Ethan
  stopped a few meters away.



“

  
You’re
  early,” she said.




  
Her
  voice was steady.




  
Confident.




  
Korsky
  whispered.



“

  
Do
  you know her?”




  
Ethan
  didn’t answer immediately.




  
But
  his expression had changed.



“

  
Yes.”




  
The
  woman stood up slowly.




  
Her
  dark hair fell over one shoulder as she walked closer.



“

  
Hello,
  Ethan.”




  
Korsky
  looked confused.



“

  
Who
  is she?”




  
Ethan’s
  voice was quiet.



“

  
Lena
  Markovic.”




  
Korsky’s
  eyes widened.



“

  
The
  intelligence officer?”




  
Ethan
  nodded slightly.




  
Lena
  Markovic had been one of the best analysts in European
  intelligence.




  
Brilliant.




  
Strategic.




  
And
  officially dead.




  
Just
  like Korsky had been.




  
Lena
  crossed her arms.



“

  
You
  look surprised.”




  
Ethan
  studied her carefully.



“

  
You
  were reported killed two years ago.”




  
She
  smiled slightly.



“

  
So
  were you.”




  
Fair
  point.




  
Korsky
  stepped forward.



“

  
Why
  did Keller send us here?”




  
Lena
  glanced at him.



“

  
You
  must be Daniel Korsky.”




  
Korsky
  froze.



“

  
How
  do you know my name?”




  
Lena
  ignored the question.




  
Instead
  she turned back to Ethan.



“

  
You
  came because you want answers about Mexico.”




  
Ethan’s
  voice became colder.



“

  
Yes.”




  
Lena
  walked to the table and placed a folder on it.




  
Inside
  were photographs.




  
Documents.




  
Operation
  files.




  
Ethan
  opened the folder slowly.




  
His
  eyes scanned the first page.




  
Then
  the second.




  
Then
  the third.




  
His
  jaw tightened.



“

  
These
  are classified.”



“

  
Yes,”
  Lena said.



“

  
They
  were.”




  
Korsky
  leaned over the table.



“

  
What
  are we looking at?”




  
Ethan
  pointed at one specific page.




  
A
  mission briefing.




  
Operation
  Solstice.




  
But
  something was different.




  
The
  command authorization.




  
Korsky
  read the name at the bottom.




  
Then
  he froze.



“

  
That’s
  impossible.”




  
Ethan’s
  eyes remained fixed on the document.




  
Because
  the signature belonged to someone he trusted.




  
Someone
  who had trained him.




  
Someone
  who had sent his team to Mexico.




  
Director
  Samuel Ward.




  
Korsky
  shook his head.



“

  
He
  was the one who approved the mission.”



“

  
Yes,”
  Lena said quietly.



“

  
And
  the one who leaked it.”




  
The
  room fell silent.




  
Ethan
  stared at the document.




  
Ward
  had been like a mentor.




  
A
  leader.




  
A
  man who believed in him when few others did.




  
And
  now his name stood at the center of the betrayal.




  
Ethan
  finally spoke.



“

  
You’re
  sure?”




  
Lena
  nodded.



“

  
We
  traced the communication chain.”




  
Korsky
  looked stunned.



“

  
Why
  would he do that?”




  
Lena’s
  voice darkened.



“

  
Because
  he works for them.”




  
Ethan
  slowly closed the folder.



“

  
The
  Obsidian Circle.”



“

  
Yes.”




  
For
  a moment, no one spoke.




  
The
  weight of the revelation filled the warehouse.




  
Ethan
  finally looked at Lena again.



“

  
Why
  tell us this?”




  
Lena’s
  expression became serious.



“

  
Because
  Ward isn’t just a traitor.”




  
She
  slid another photo across the table.




  
A
  satellite image of a massive compound.




  
Hidden
  in mountains.




  
Heavily
  guarded.




  
Korsky
  frowned.



“

  
What
  is that?”




  
Lena
  answered quietly.



“

  
That’s
  where the Obsidian Circle is preparing the next phase.”




  
Ethan
  studied the image carefully.



“

  
Where
  is it?”




  
Lena
  looked him directly in the eyes.



“

  
Turkey.”




  
The
  air in the warehouse felt heavier.




  
Korsky
  rubbed his temples.



“

  
This
  just keeps getting worse.”




  
Ethan
  closed the folder and picked it up.




  
His
  voice returned to the calm tone that always appeared before
  things
  became dangerous.



“

  
Good.”




  
Korsky
  blinked.



“

  
Good?”




  
Ethan
  nodded.



“

  
Yes.”




  
He
  looked toward the warehouse entrance.



“

  
Because
  now we finally know where to start.”




  
Outside,
  clouds rolled across the Berlin sky.




  
And
  somewhere far away, the Obsidian Circle continued preparing for a
  war
  most of the world didn’t even know was coming.




  
But
  Ethan Vale was coming for them.




  
And
  this time…




  
He
  was the hunter.



 






 






 






 






 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






