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  For all the masktokers who constantly thirst after each other, this one’s for you.

Remember …

‘I’ll show you rough, rookie.’










To my LGBTQIA+ community.

The journey might be rough. The obstacles can seem as daunting as a 15 foot wall with no way around.

But, I want you to never, ever forget that you are seen.

You are loved. And your life matters.

May your life be filled with love and light.

Always.
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	Alcohol Consumption

	Suicidal Ideation

	Blood/violence

	Traumatic Backstory

	Casual Hookups

	Weapons

	Rough play

	Scenes of child endangerment

	Mild verbal abuse/ Bullying & Manipulation, Power play

	Bodily Harm

	Perceived Character Death










  A Message From The Authors
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Callsign Atlantic here, I just want you to know that your mental health matters. This story covers some heavy topics that may hit you in the feels. HARD! If you need to take a moment, put the story down, take it. And it’s ok if you need to take time. Please read the trigger warnings menu carefully and make sure you have your emotional support stuffie, tissues and a blanket ready. You’re going to need them…

Anything to add M?




Callsign Murdock reporting as requested. The rookie is correct for once. This story might not be very long, but take your time and process any tough topics that might be upsetting for you. This is a story. Not reality. The trigger warnings covers anything we could think of that might be an issue for someone, but we might have missed one or two as triggers know no rhyme or reason. We want you to enjoy our story, but your own mental health comes first.




Thanks M. We hope you enjoy the story as much as we have enjoyed writing it. Please don’t come talk to us with your pet bricks (you know who you are) and remember, we love you all.




CS Atlantic out!




Callsign Murdock, signing off
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	I can’t be loving you - Ruby Darkrose

	Tokyo Drift - Teriyaki Boys

	Davy Jones - Colm R. Mcguinness, Fia Oradd & Rachel Hardy

	Under my skin - Ash to Eden (Soft version)

	Eve Was Innocent - Dror

	Bloodsport - Sleep Token

	Fluid - Real Xman

	Self Destruction - I Prevail

	Bulletproof - Nate Smith

	Beg - Ash to Eden

	Free - Kpop Demon Hunters

	Down for the ride - Slaves & Jessie Abbey

	Only when its you - Bleeding verse (Vibrations album)

	Can you die from a broken heart - Nate Smith & Avril Lavigne

	Without you - My Darkest days
















SPOTIFY

https://open.spotify.com/playlist/1hTEgck6XdNdop7Ox0bk0g?si=xSpj3RcJQsqm5OOm_G-7MA&nd=1&dlsi=1657f5c40d314769




Youtube

https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLam9EvYrMa3ta7RqTsttMyXUa2u5063Pd
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MURDOCK

I HAVE BEEN IN THE special forces for years. I have seen and done more than most. I stand 6’1” and have solid muscle. I keep my dark brown hair short, but there is enough that it has some wavy texture to it. I have long since perfected hiding my accent, except for when I’m drinking or angry. Then, the deep drawl of the bayou comes right back out.

I’m told I have piercing eyes that change color. They are usually blue/silver, but can have hints of green if I’m out in the field. When I choose to work out in the gym, you can see the sharp definition in my physique.

I am experienced enough that I have, on occasion, been assigned solo missions. For recruits, this is unheard of. You always have a team, even if it’s just one other person. As such, I have my own private quarters. You never know if I am in my office or out on some random mission.

While everyone knows I have an office and a bedroom behind that nobody knows for sure exactly what lies beyond the door labeled “J. Murdock”. Someone asked me once what the J stood for, and I simply responded with “Jackass”. No one has had the nerve to ask since.

While I do work with a team for certain missions, I always sit alone. Anytime there is a new wave of fresh recruits, I avoid them like the plague. There are rumors, though. I used to give them advice and train them in various skills. Wild rumors even say I got close to one of them.

What nobody except the commander knows is, I did. She was assigned to me as a recruit, and we quickly fell in love. We became inseparable. Each mission, it was known we would be paired up. I let her in, and she saw the real me. Not the mask, not the uniform. The me underneath it all. But I don’t indulge the rumors. Few believe I could ever be kind enough for someone to fall in love with.

Then one day, a mission went horribly wrong. The team lost several members, seasoned and recruit alike. My recruit - my best friend and lover - was left on the field that day. And I came home a shell. I refused to speak about it. In fact, I refused to speak at all for a while. I swore that day to never let anyone see the man behind the mask or get close to his heart, if I even had one anymore. And I swore to never, ever train another recruit.

Over time, everyone just steered clear of me, and I didn’t bother doing anything to change it
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ATLANTIC

FOR AS LONG AS I CAN remember, I have been an outcast kid. A goofy annoyance that most people just tolerate. My wild blonde hair always irritated my parents to no end. On more than one occasion they tried to get me to cut it short, each time I’d refuse.

Even joining the forces wasn’t good enough for them. I stand, the last time I was measured 5 ft 11” and for me, that’s as good as 6 ft right? So, I’m not the tallest recruit they have ever had, but I make up for it in personality.

I have, however, always been told that my best feature is my eyes. Big, Ocean blue in most lighting, but when they are in direct light, Ice blue eyes that feel like they see right into your soul.

If they didn’t catch people’s attention, my British accent does. Not the kind you think of when you think of England. It’s not posh, not the royal family standard by any means. It’s rough and rugged. The kind of voice that stops you in your thoughts. I have lost count of how many times people have only talked to me while I have been reassigned here, just to hear me keep talking.

A deep soothing voice that mimics the waves crashing against a shore. Figures why they gave me the callsign Atlantic upon arriving here from the SAS.

What they don’t know is that I mirror that ocean so well. I may be goofy and annoying day to day, but you push the right buttons and I will drag you down to the depths and the surface of the waters would be as still as a mill pond.

That is a side I vowed to never show anyone. It’s too dangerous. Of all the oceans to be named after, they chose the right one. Cold, deeper than people give it credit for, and dangerous if underestimated.

I joined the services to give me some direction, some kind of stability. After my parents passed, I went way off the rails. Passed from family member to family member when they couldn’t handle me. Unfortunately, upon entering the services the same thing happened. Passed from trainer to trainer when they couldn’t handle me. I am used to being easily given up on.

Surely there is someone on this earth that could handle the rough storms of the Atlantic Ocean and see the calm on the other side.








  
  
  Chapter One: The Recruit Nobody Wants
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MURDOCK

Making my way through headquarters, I sometimes hear muttered ‘Old Murdock prowling the halls’. I don’t prowl. Ok, maybe I do. Just because I don’t stop for all the idle chatter in the mess hall doesn’t mean I prowl, right? I just want to go to my office and finish up the reports currently sitting on my desk.




On my way, I pass Commander Morganti’s office. The door is open, which isn’t uncommon.

“Ah, Murdock, perfect timing. Come here for a moment” I hear called from within.

“Yes sir.” I respect the guy, but he only ever talks to me when he is giving out mission orders. However, as far as I’m aware, there are no missions planned right now. At least not for me.

I step into his office. He is sitting behind a large oak desk, stained a dark colour to complement the military green walls. The chair beneath him is high-backed. Grand. Made to intimidate. A well decorated room compared to the rest of the base. The room almost feels out of place when you really think about it. The onslaught of deep rich brown furniture. Not the usual flat, utilitarian grey one typically sees throughout the base.

A US flag sits proudly on a large bookshelf that spans the entire wall. Framed to perfection and folded in a neat triangle. Directly behind his desk is a crystal decanter and two glasses sat on a tray. Thick binders line the other shelves. Not a knick-knack in sight. No personality. Nothing to suggest who the man behind the name of Commander is. The smell that hits me as I approach is a faint mix of old paper, leather and furniture polish.

Order lives in this room. Control. Nothing out of place. Not a pen, nor a chair. Everything is placed in its exact spot. Not unlike my office, also kept in meticulous order.




He holds his arm out towards a guy, roughly my height with pink headphones adorning his head. Who is this kid? He looks like a moron.

“Let me introduce you to your new recruit, Atlantic.” He is dressed in full black, hood up and black paint smeared across his face.

“But sir, I don’t train recruits” I shake my head, totally taken back by the fact he would even consider this. He knows why I don’t train them anymore.

“Well, you’re going to train this one. If you can’t straighten him out, nobody can.” The Commander is adamant in his decision. There’s no getting out of it.




I roll my eyes, looking this idiot up and down as he bops to whatever is playing in those headphones. He finally takes them off, but I still can’t take him seriously.

“If you’re with me” I pause, eyeing him up and down again. “Then you better listen to everything I damn well say” pointing to myself, I can’t help the disdain that is woven into my words.

“Understand?” I raise my eyebrows, disheartened by the way he is nodding at me like the brain cells in his head are working overtime just to allow him to breathe normally.




“Sir…” I look at my commander, pleading him with my eyes not to do this.

“He’s your problem now.” He cuts me off, smirking and raising an eyebrow, a shrug completing his nonchalant remark. This kid still stands there, just awkwardly looking back and forth between the commander and myself. Tilting my head back, I sigh before turning and scowling at the recruit.

I look back at the commander with a furrowed brow, “Can I kill him?” I just want to get this over with.

“No” His tone is flat, and his brows pinch together. Come on, it’s not like we are short on recruits.

“Come on, Arctic.” I sigh and wave for him to follow me. Nothing this kid does is intimidating or impressive. He seems to have all the backbone of a wet spaghetti noodle.

How am I meant to train him?
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Murdock

Sitting in the lounge, there are several other team members scattered around. Since being saddled with Atlantic, everyone has been giving me space. I figure it’s about time to go find something to eat when Shadow speaks up

“Hey, you guys want to go get some D E S S E R T?” Why did he just spell out dessert? Viper chimes in

“Yeah, dude, I need me a T R E A T.” What the fuck is going on?

My brow furrows because we have never had to spell out words like that before. Atlantic looks over from whatever he has been staring at that nobody else can see “What are you guys talking about?” I can’t help myself. I have to ask.

“Yeah, why did you just spell dess-” but before I can finish the word, both guys are waving their hands and looking panicked.

“No, no, shut up. Don’t say it.” They speak over each other, trying to get me to shut up.

“Uh, why?” I’ve worked with these two before and have never seen them act like this. I swear you would think they were working on a bomb.

Shadow nervously sits forward and tries to keep his voice low. “Oh, God. How do we tell you this? Atlantic can’t spell.” I’m pretty sure, they could all hear the record scratch sound in my head.

“What?!” Surely, I heard them wrong.

“He can’t spell so when we talk about something he wants, we spell it out loud, so he doesn’t get too excited,” Viper adds as if that helps explain the situation completely.

My eyes go wide, and I glance briefly over at Atlantic before looking back at the two men now standing before me.

“He’s a grown man. He can’t handle hearing the word treat?” As soon as the word leaves my mouth, Atlantic looks as if his birthday and Christmas have all come at once.




“Treat?!” He says, as excited as I am when I get a new weapon.

“No treat.” Viper says.

“Treat?!” Atlantic says again, just as excited as the first time.

“No treat” Viper says again, with a slightly firmer tone.

“Treat?!” Atlantic says for a third time, not swayed.

“No treat” Viper says in a rigid tone, pointing at Atlantic.

“Awe” Atlantic sighs as he turns back away.




My face has gone through at least three different expressions. What in the absolute fuck did I just witness?

“Okay, what is happening?” I ask them. They look at me with something close to pity and I want to wipe that look off their faces.

“We told you he gets excited when he hears the word T R E A T,” Shadow says frustration creeping into his voice. Don’t get me wrong, I love food as much as the next person, but this is next level insanity. Atlantic looks back over at the three of us.

“What are you talking about?” He asks, calm as he was at the beginning. Shadow chimes in, as if trying to defuse the situation, “Taxes.” he says quickly. Atlantic tosses his hands up, as if disappointed and says, “Awe shucks.”




I can safely say this is the weirdest interaction I have ever encountered in my adult life. And I am meant to train this idiot?

I look at Viper and Shadow because if I look at Atlantic, I might snap his neck - accidentally, of course, because the commander said I can’t kill him.

“What, you guys just treat him like a toddler?” Even using the word treat in this context seems to excite Atlantic again.

“Treat?!” He says - again - as if the first interaction never happened.

“No treat.” Viper says - again.

“Treat?!”

“No treat.”

“Treat?!”

“No treat.” His tone stern and unwavering, both hands now in fists.

“Oh…” Atlantic hangs his head and pouts like he is five . . . . and someone took his ice cream.

“Man, you have to spell it out if you’re talking about F O O D.” Viper says, as if trying to help me. Am I really going to have to spell out anything to do with food?

“Okay, so are we getting a S N A C K?” Did I really just spell out snack? At work? With other adults?

“Snack?!” I look over at Atlantic upon hearing his excitement to a possible snack and he is grinning like all his dreams just came true. Shadow and Viper both throw their hands up in frustration.

“Oh, come on, man.” Shadow says while Viper exclaims “Really?” How are they frustrated…with me? They know I could take both of them by myself. What twilight zone have I fallen into? I’m 95% certain I’m not dreaming.

“Oh, come on, I spelled it!” Wait, am I defending myself? Is this what crazy feels like?

“He knows how to spell snack.” Viper finally says, once he calms down enough to speak clearly.

I can’t believe what I am hearing. “So, he can spell snack, but he can’t spell treat?” Fuck, I said it again. And it set off Atlantic…again.




“Treat?!” He sounds almost desperate now.

“No treat.”

“Treat?!”

“No treat.”

“Treat?!”

“No treat!”

“God damn it!” He balls his fists up and hits the table, legitimately upset that he isn’t getting a treat. A treat that nobody owes him.

“Okay, he’s getting fussy. It’s time for a N A P.” Viper says gently. Oh fuck no. We are not doing this on a regular basis, are we?

“Yeah.” Shadow agrees quietly and looks over at Atlantic.

“What does N A P spell?” Atlantic asks innocently. All I can do is stare at him. If I open my mouth, I’m going to start screaming and probably end up making him cry at this point. “Party” Viper answers.




I can’t deal with this shit. Before another word is uttered, I’m up and storming out of the room. Not only am I stuck training a new recruit, but he also seems to be the stupidest recruit we have ever had. And that is saying something. How the hell am I supposed to train him?








  
  
  Chapter Two: Training the Untrainable
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ATLANTIC

I HAVE NO IDEA HOW I got here or how I managed to survive long enough to deserve this, but somehow, I’ve made it to training. Real training. The kind where you come out stronger or die trying. At least that’s what my imagination is insisting happens. I wonder what happens to the recruits that don’t make it.


Murdock stands a few feet away from me, his arms firmly crossed over his vest, his posture rigid and his shadow stretching across the cracked concrete we stand on. I heard rumors. That Murdock is the best of the best, mean as hell and terrifyingly effective, but very uninterested in recruits. So why me? Why am I standing mere feet away from him as he scrutinises my very existence.

I stand waiting for his instruction, his icy stare drags slowly from my boots to my face, lingering just long enough to make my skin itch. He clearly despises me. There is no effort on his part to hide his disgust. Or the annoyance. Or whatever that expression on his face is that says, ‘this is what I get for waking up today’.

“Right kid.” He finally snaps.

“You’re going to start with at least 15 laps, then burpees, I’ll tell you when to stop, I want to see what you’re made of” He orders, continuing to list commands, but my brain has already checked out somewhere around the mention of fifteen laps. Fifteen. Around where? Are we aware I’m only good at running my mouth?

My attention drifts to the sun beating down on me, the smell of dirt and sweat from the many soldiers that come through to brush up on their own training. I look down and take in both our boots. Mine barely laced correctly in a messy knot, caked in stains and mud just from walking around. His on the other hand are pristine. Almost brand new. Laced with military precision. Flawless.

Suddenly everything snaps back into focus, Murdock is directly in front of me, scowling like I personally insulted his ancestors.

“God damn it, are you paying attention to me?” I nod immediately. Hard. Way too hard. I have absolutely no idea what he just said. “Then get running” I stare at him for a second, my brain buffering, struggling to catch up. He lifts an eyebrow. Shit. I take off.

The boots thud against the ground beneath me as I circle the field again and again. My lungs burning and legs screaming at me to stop. By lap four my optimism is gone. By lap six, I’m bargaining with every deity I have ever heard of to save me. By lap eight, I am just begging for mercy. I barely make it to nine before my pace noticeably slows down to a crawl with a side of public embarrassment.

“Can I stop now?” I wheeze, clutching my side.

“Dang it” He yells at me, throwing his head back like the sky itself has personally given him this burden. “Fine.” He adds. “Burpees, down!” He points to the ground, and I drop down in panic, going all out, arms shaking, sweat dripping into my eye until gravity wins. I eventually collapse as my arms give out and I just about catch myself before I face plant the floor. I look up to see Murdock shaking his head at me.

“God” He exhales, rubbing a hand down his face. Frustration radiates off him as I continue to be the laughingstock of the base.

After what feels like a full body punishment designed by someone who hates joy, we head to the combat area where we square up for hand to hand. The air feels heavier in here. The mats are worn giving the place an air of history. He squares up to me and I am already regretting all my life choices that have led me to this point. He steps toward me and I back away immediately.

“SHIT kid!” He yells. I freeze my eyes wide. I don’t want to fight this guy. I don’t want to be Murdock’s personal punching bag today. That’s not what I signed up for. He rolls his eyes so hard I’m surprised they don’t fall out, rubs his temples and storms out. I hesitate for a moment, unsure of what I should do, then I trail after him. I follow him sheepishly, shoulders hunched to the explosives field.

He presses a grenade into my hand. “You’re going to learn how to toss one of these” he explains and again I nod my head pretending to understand. “I’ll demonstrate first.” He tosses it effortlessly. The metal thuds on the grass and every survival instinct I have in me disappears. I sprint after it.

“No, no, no, no, no” He runs after me grabbing my shoulder, yanking me back, pulling me out of range just before it explodes. My heart feels like it’s trying to escape my body, pounding away a mile a minute. “Shit kid” He mutters, again rubbing his temples like I’m actively shortening his lifespan with the stress.

He doesn’t even look at me as he walks away toward the shooting range, shaking his head looking up to the sky. No doubt praying to whatever God will listen. I follow silently, shrinking into myself more and more with every mistake I make. I’m sorry, I just can’t seem to get anything right. But I am trying, I promise.

“Please.” He says through clenched teeth. “Tell me you have fired a gun before” He scowls at me and I can’t help but nod. Too fast, too eager. I don’t want to piss him off even more by telling him, I have never been near a firearm, let alone been given the chance to fire a gun. I haven’t been trusted like that yet.

He hands me a small gun. It feels heavy in my hands. Important. My first instinct is to look down the barrel into the hole.

“No Dammit” He yanks the barrel away from my face, a flash of horror across his features and sighs, I blink at him, confused. Am I not supposed to look down the huge hole?

“Fucking God” He yells turning away, clearly done. With me, with this day. With whatever chain of decisions that led to me existing. Here or on this planet. Yet somehow, I’m still standing there. Still following his footsteps. Still trying even in his disappointment.
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After-Action Report


Operation: Taming an Ocean

DTG: 03 MAR 24 0248Z

Classification: Unofficial, For My Own Sanity


EXECUTIVE SUMMARY

I have been tasked with training Atlantic, a rookie unlike any I have ever encountered. He is made up of enthusiasm and humor, lacking both survival instincts and self-preservation. And I have to turn him into a decent soldier.


FINDINGS

Physical Training

Unable to complete a full PT set satisfactorily. No lack of effort on his part, however. He does give it his all, but it isn’t enough. Halfway through his nineth lap of the assigned fifteen, it’s as if his body submitted its resignation and quit then and there. His form when completing burpees is laughable at best, despite attempts to correct him. Claims his arms “stopped working” midway through.


Hand to Hand Combat

When approached to begin hand to hand combat training, Atlantic retreated as if I asked him to fight a polar bear naked. He raised his hands, eyes wide, and backed away rapidly. Zero aggression. It seems he doesn’t want to fight, ever. Contemplated pushing him down just to see if he apologized but refrained.


Explosives Training

Demonstrated how to throw a grenade. He tried to chase it like a fucking golden retriever. I barely got him out of range before it went off.


Weapons Handling

Atlantic insisted he had fired a weapon before. I had to pull the small caliber pistol out of his hand when he tried to look down the barrel because he “wanted to see if he could see the bullet.” Refrained from telling him the trigger was the button for an internal flashlight so he could see the round inside better.


Summary

Atlantic is overall enthusiastic about training. He just has no fucking clue how to do anything, except run his mouth. He listens to directions and accepts criticism without complaint and attempts to fix his mistake as soon as it is pointed out.

In short, he is a living, breathing, walking liability. I’m not sure how he has survived this long without some sort of divine intervention. I am now determined to keep him alive out of my own spite. I will consider it a success if he makes it six months.


REPORTING OFFICER:

Colonel [Redacted] Murdock, JSOC Team Lead

AUTHENTICATION: VERIFIED
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Murdock

OK. FIRST MISSION. Surely this kid can keep his head on his shoulders for this one. It’s short and supposed to be covert. I could do it myself, but I figure it’s as good a time as any to do some field training. I have to report on his abilities after all.

We slip into the dark hall after the heavy steel door closes behind us, silent as I ease it into its frame. No ambient light. No shadows. Just pitch black. I don’t need light. I have been trained to move with nothing but my ears and hands to guide me. I’m in my element. We need to reach the end of this hall where there should be a door that leads to the target. Quick. Simple. In. Out. Gone.

I know this kid is right in front of me because I can just make out the outline of his body against the darkness. I reach out to brush his arm, whispering so low that it shouldn’t carry past him.

“Atlantic do you see anything?” He jumps as if my touch was a live wire laid on his spine. He screams.

“AAAHHH Something’s got me.” Every muscle in my body is tight as a spring under tension. Jesus, Mary, and Joseph. I could kill him, and nobody would know it was me. He manages to stop his flailing in a second, freezing with his hands up like that is going to do him any good right now.

“That was me. I’m sorry.” I manage to say quickly, hoping that he remembers we are on a covert mission. Emphasis on the covert.

“Who’s that?” ‘Who’s that’?! Did he really just ask that? He couldn’t have forgotten I was behind him. Hell, I had to practically shove him into the dark hallway.

If he gets me killed, I’m going to haunt him for the rest of his life. If he gets himself killed…. well then I don’t have to keep training him.

“Who the hell could it be? It’s me.” Keeping my voice low, I gesture to myself as if he can see me in the dark. “If you can’t keep your head on your shoulders, I’m going to make sure it rolls so far you would never catch it.” At this point, I don’t think he would believe it was me.

He is quiet for a beat before asking “Are, are you, my conscience?” Nope. He definitely wouldn’t recognize me.

How has he survived this long? I cover my face to keep from screaming. Maybe I can work with this. I pinch the bridge of my nose, trying to calm my anger before it gets us both killed. Think, M. Think. The light bulb clicks in my brain. Let’s try it his way.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. I’m your conscience. We haven’t spoken in a while. How are you?”


Atlantic

Okay. First mission. I can do this. I have to do this. Don’t fuck this up.

My heart is hammering so hard I am convinced you can hear the echo bouncing off the walls in the darkness. The air is cold and damp, which doesn’t match the building itself. The walls are white and clean but the smell of something faintly rotting wafts through every now and then. I don’t even want to think about what is causing it. It sticks in the back of my throat every time I swallow.

It’s so dark I can only just see my own hands. Vague shapes that I can only just make out what they are, every shadow feels like it’s lurching toward me.

I take a cautious step forward, my boots barely making a sound against the floor. Even that feels too loud. Jesus, I really don’t want to fuck up. The pressure on my shoulders weighs me down, knowing that Murdock will have my head if I make a mistake. Even if he doesn’t physically, he’ll do it spiritually. Meaning he would make the rest of my life a living hell, and honestly, I’m not sure which one would be worse.

My nerves are stretched tight, every muscle is on tender hooks when suddenly I feel a gentle tap on my shoulder from behind. My soul leaves my body for a split moment. All the breath in my lungs rushes out as my first instinct is to scream. A full, unhinged, panicked scream. As soon as it came out of my mouth, I knew I shouldn’t have done that. My mind races.

Fuck. Covert Atlantic. Covert. Fuck’s sake. I suck in a shaky breath, my pulse racing with adrenaline so hard I can feel it pounding in my ears. I come out with what can only be described as the stupidest thing I could have said.

“Who’s there?” My whisper is barely audible. I half want to know who is lurking in the darkness, and the other half just hopes they get this over with. I prepare myself for whatever comes next when to my surprise a familiar voice comes from the darkness. It’s unmistakable and I suddenly remember, oh shit, Murdock is behind me. He sounds annoyed. Not angry, it’s worse than that. Flat, tired. Like I have already disappointed him, and we have only been here for five minutes.

Yep, I have definitely fucked up. Big time.

Apparently, my survival instinct is broken, but alas, my goofy side kicks it into high gear in a desperate bid to ease the growing tension with a joke. I instantly regret it as soon as it leaves my mouth. It was so dumb; I am surprised M didn’t just strangle me right there.

Silence! Yeah, I didn’t think it would work. The worst part is, I can’t even see his face but I already know he is burning holes in me. Probably imagining all the ways, he could kill me right now and make it look like an accident.

I know his sarcasm by now to know the next words from his mouth; I need to be really careful how I answer them.

“How are you?” Apparently, my brain completely short circuits in a moment of, fuck around and find out. My brilliant response to get myself out of this shit show that I find myself in is a useless, thoughtless “Hmm.”

I can’t see him, but I know he is scowling at me. Visual daggers to the back of my head. The air suddenly feels heavier, the weight dragging me down is heavier than before.

The feeling that I might actually die on this mission solidifies in my chest, and that if I do it would absolutely not be an accident. In the slight chance that I return unscathed I think it’s safe to say, Lesson learnt.


Murdock

Pushing past Atlantic, I hiss “Think you can at least watch without doing any more damage?” Not waiting for a response, I push through the door. The room is dimly lit, one bulb suspended from the ceiling, flickering slightly as if threatening to die at any moment. It slowly swings back and forth, making shadows dance from wall to wall.

The target, our captured teammate and the only one that I can openly spar with in training, Shadow, is tied to a chair in the center of the room. Ropes securing his wrists behind his back, his ankles to the legs of the chair, and around his chest to hold him in place. Duct tape covers his mouth.

He looks up at the same time the two guards do. The one closest to me earns my blade across his throat. The second draws his rifle, but mine is already aimed and ready. Two times my finger presses the trigger, and he drops where he stands.

There’s a reason they call me Murdock, motherfucker. I don’t have to see you to hit you. I look over to Atlantic, standing in the doorway.

“Make yourself useful and untie him.” Atlantic steps over the body I carved a neck smile into and slices through the ropes with minimal effort as I sweep the room quickly. There doesn’t appear to be any cameras or wires, this is just a holding spot until they move on.

“Come on kid.” Moving past him I make my way out of the building to return to base, hopefully without any more issues.

As we walk, Shadow is finally able to remove the last of his bindings. The gag is barely out of his mouth before we hear “Seriously? I heard y’all coming a mile away. Why did you bring the kid?” I roll my eyes sighing, waiting til we are back in the truck before responding.

“Because I am clearly being punished for something, as I’m stuck training him. However, I thought he knew what covert meant by now”. Turning, I glare at
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