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PROLOGUE

Iwas not born in a
time of war. The man that raised me said he found me alone on a
beach off the coast of Africa, maybe he thought that I was too
young to remember how we met. I could never forget it, the night I
was broken, he a stranger at the time walked into our house and
shot my father, I suppose my father had it coming, after all; my
father would have probably beaten me to death in fact it’s almost a
certainty because well, I had just killed his wife with a kitchen
knife. The stranger took me in and twenty years later here I am as
part of the security detail assigned to protect the UN delegation
inspecting a nuclear facility in northern Russia but I’m not here
to protect anyone and I’m not here as an escort, in fact I’m not
here at all. The sirens going off in the facility means a nuclear
meltdown has been detected and is in fact in progress, all entry
and exit points are sealed shut and the security on the outside,
well a few survivors help the narrative, the calls have been made,
world governments know, in less than an hour news will have leaked
to the press but governments won’t have time to recover.
Secretaries of state, vice presidents, generals around the world
will have been taken out before I can even get back to the island,
my home.

The world’s foremost intelligence agencies
have come together, it is expected. They have a lead that they are
following. It should be any moment now, my home is raided and i am
placed under arrest, I didn’t even get to eat my breakfast. I am
taken to a black site, an interrogator walks in, what are they
going to do first I wonder, the interrogator recites some
uncoordinated words, words that do not make any sense but what is
this? I feel light headed; my head is spinning, I sink into a dark
room, I’m beginning to panic, wait, what was I saying? I am a
candidate? I’m beginning to remember something; did I forget who I
am? No that’s not it, it’s coming back to me, I didn’t forgotten,
it had been erased, what had been erased?, I’m getting a migraine,
it’s not a migraine, it’s me, another me? No wait it’s not another
me, it is the rest of me, I was split in two I remember now I
haven’t been arrested, I have been deactivated. I open my eyes;
they don’t have to interrogate me, my interrogator is actually my
handler, everyone else at the site thinks that they were bringing
in a terrorist and that is how it should be, that is how it was
designed. The only people who know who I am are my handler and the
man who trained me.

My handler thinks the mission was a failure
and who can blame her, the casualties are far too many and the
nuclear radiation is another thing but it is about to get even
worse, now that I am deactivated I can tell them. Everything that
happened was only a part of phase one and compared to what was yet
to come, it was nothing. Phase one was to destabilize the powers
that be and in the chaos that followed they would thrive, the
people that planned this, they called themselves storm. I have met
some of the leaders of the organization and I know who their record
keeper is. Storm is everywhere. It is important that my identity is
not revealed, anyone could be a member.


SHADOWS

After the second
world war, the world was expected to recover seamlessly through
cooperation, cut their losses and move on, the world demanded it of
itself but the thing is that after all the losses, the tears, the
bloodshed, people had run out of tears and their sorrow had been
replaced by rage, the rage that fuelled the next war machine. In
the beginning it was just unsatisfied and traumatized soldiers
drinking beer in a bar, they vented to each other and were joined
by a hostess who had lost her child in an artillery strike by the
Germans and then a widow joined and a child joined and a widower
joined. They didn’t intend it, they didn’t plan it but their
collective rage was sowing a new seed of terror. The first group
did not even realize what they had done, before they realized it,
rebel groups were forming; ambitious individuals were getting into
positions of power. The initiatives at the time were bold and
expressive, they held guns and challenged a government or two
however, modern warfare changed that; these groups were snuffed out
quickly but what had been started had already taken root and only
needed direction. Nobody brought these people together, the people
just gathered because of their grief. See, we hear about the
terrorists today wearing suicide vests and crushing planes because
of extreme religious ideologies or something but for these people
in the 1950s and later, the ideals of storm remained unchanged.
They had no quarrel with their fellow man; they weren’t targeting
innocent people or civilians. Their target was the politicians and
the governments.

Storm’s leaders passed out a message that
resonated with many around the world and that message was that
leaders and politicians had forgotten that they only keep those
positions thanks to the will and favor of the people so you see,
knowing how Storm begun was important because you couldn’t fight an
enemy that was nowhere an everywhere. The more radical side of
storm is the one that in a way created me. The cold war was a not
so secret conflict that once again proved storm’s point and cost
more civilian lives. During the cold war a scientist in the upper
echelons of the organization developed a program that was meant to
give storm the edge in an ever changing battlefield. Storm did not
have the funds that whole countries had and they did not have the
resources, even their combatants were few in number, Storm depended
on the invisible civilian population more than anything and the
idea for the new program came because of that realization. The
scientist a one doctor Bonnie Gianna created the first versions of
these invisible soldiers, she codenamed the program “the Trojan”
but for reasons unknown she later disappeared from storm’s radar.
Rumors went around that she perfected her formula to create an
invisible soldier and renamed it the sleeper project. She must
have, because decades later, here I am a product of the sleeper
project, a sleeper agent and I am not the only one.

As I sit in this interrogation room I cannot
help but think that there is something I must have overlooked.
Storm targeted political infrastructures around the world and had
succeeded in doing so, how is that only phase one when the founders
saw that as an endgame. In fact what is known as the endgame is
what the agencies know, it is what my handler knows so from their
point of view, I am a traitor because the endgame has been carried
out, if I was my handler, my identity would now be a little less
classified and this in fact is an arrest. The moment I was brought
to this facility, security was heightened. Should I try to leave?
Wait, I’m missing a piece here, if I am the number one suspect that
means that someone knew who I was, I know there isn’t any evidence
of me anywhere near the nuclear facility, I know I didn’t make any
mistakes which means I was compromised before the mission and I was
supposed to take the fall but one thing I know for certain is that
phase two is coming. I look up at my handler, she seems conflicted,
she never has any tells so why can I tell now? She’s sending me a
message. She’s subtle so I have to pay attention, I can’t miss the
smallest signs.

My handler is kind, gentle; I wonder why she
chose this line of work, then again I do not even know her name. I
guess I’ll ask her if I ever get the chance. Her message is clear
now., “look for an opening, run trust no one, I will catch up” and
lastly “everyone is hostile” so now I remain calm, my handler walks
out, I have to give her a head start, I see so many opportunities
but I have to wait, a team of fully armored soldiers walk in, I am
restrained they take no chances. I wonder what they’ve been
briefed, I guess my identity is still largely classified because
these men are not enough and they just brought me guns, I think my
handler is far enough now, she is obviously being watched too so I
can increase her chances if I draw some attention to myself, I
start a countdown from five in my mind and at zero, I make my move.
Six individuals other than me in the room, they brought a stretcher
to wheel me out in but first they have to put me in it, I begin to
move as soon as I am lifted to my feet, they cannot help their
reflexes, they have been trained well, they try to reach for the
hand guns strapped to their hips but bullets move faster than hands
and I moved first, my training is not that of soldiers, I was
trained and created to be able to walk into the most secure
buildings in the world, take out high priority targets and walk out
leaving no witnesses behind. This black site has an unknown number
of witnesses, I just neutralized six and I made some noise with the
gunshots, there should be at least two tactical teams on the way, i
take a gun and a communication device. The facility is on high
alert and they have even issued a shoot on site order I guess that
is to be expected but if there is a shoot to kill order, that means
there is someone giving orders, someone in either a control room or
just leading the tactical teams, I must assume everyone at this
site has seen my face and can identify me and as my handler
communicated, everyone is a hostile.

I finally make it out of the facility, it is
cold out here, there is snow and a forest fortunately it’s a remote
place and there doesn’t seem to be anyone around but that will not
last very long. When a black site goes dark, especially an active
black site, the responsible intelligence agencies are bound to send
response teams. I have to get out of this place and disappear into
the shadows, I can do that, it is all I know. My handler will find
me, she always does.


THE HANDLER

I was not born in a
time of war; I was raised in a privileged society until the age of
twelve. Life was pretty plain and boring. When I was thirteen I was
kidnapped and trafficked to Singapore but before anything could
happen an FBI raid saved me from that place. I was returned home
but I never really fit it again. It took being kidnapped and
trafficked to realize that I was only playing my part in a small
American suburb and that play had come to an end, i left home and
moved on within the year. I started recreating what happened in
Singapore all over the country, getting myself kidnapped and
working my captors’ minds into getting caught by the authorities. I
attracted the attention of an individual who had been looking for
something or someone else; we did not get into the details. This
individual asked me to follow him, he promised that I would not get
bored, it was my only request. That is how I left the US again.

The individual never gave me a name, he said
if I needed something to call him then I should call him master, I
never called him master. He brought me to an island close to
mainland Africa and that is where I met him, Alpha, a broken boy
going through the most gruesome training I had seen, at first I
thought he was being tortured so a few days into my arrival, I
stepped in to try and stop it, that was when he spoke to me for the
first time, he said “this is all I can do” his face showed no
emotion at all, he was fascinating, after about a month of doing
nothing but watching him, the master told me that I had to make
sure that Alpha would only ever trust my voice and no one else’s.
It was the hardest thing I had ever done, it took me two years and
in that time I was being placed strategically in a visible societal
position. At first I thought Alpha was an assassin, later I thought
he was a spy, his expressions changed frequently almost like he
would turn into a different person every time. I later learned
about the sleeper program and that Alpha was a candidate. I do not
even know why I still call him Alpha; his name is a part of him
that has been sealed since before I met him.

I’m the only person that knows his identity
other than Master, the world is falling apart and it is being
reported on the news, I last saw Alpha a year ago. I am about to
receive a phone call, I have to carefully assemble a team to
extract Alpha but chances are that he is a suspect because out of
three thousand active suspects, he has been labeled priority one,
did he turn on us? No that is impossible, maybe someone learned of
his identity and framed him. It is time to go, Alpha should be at
his place on the island, I must assume this team that I am with has
been given other orders that even I do not know about. If Alpha is
priority one then I must be priority two, we have taken Alpha with
no incident, we are at the black site, I follow protocol and first
deactivate Alpha’s current mission personality, nothing is wrong, I
keep asking Alpha until he realizes that the situation is not the
same, I have to send him a message somehow, if he is taken away, we
will not know what Storm plans to do next, the problem is that
everyone is emotional over some dead delegates, Alpha has to
disappear, we both
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