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Established Laws 
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Agent X grimaced at the data on the three holoscreens before him. He sat in a dark panic room surrounded by tiny lights flickering from the electronics on the walls that reflected onto his glass desk. As one of the few Shadow observers still active, he hated the way things had turned out. He used to be a renowned super spy decades ago. Now he was completely off the grid, a mere shadow himself. His assigned territory was basically a warzone, depending on who you talked to. The inner city was divided in two sections; the Relliant aliens not interested in the upcoming war, and the humans who despised them regardless.

Prejudice and bigotry were the staple of every society. No one should’ve been surprised when human decency went out the window despite the arrival of aliens. The status of hybrid humans was still heatedly debated, and after the scientists created those damnable facilities governments followed suit with more of their own. Then General Perrara and Professor Makoto established the Shadow Organization, bringing about a new mess of social unacceptance for mankind to face.

Laser fire streaked the air while remnants of pipe bombs polluted the streets and he could do nothing except watch. A muffled sound nearby made him grab the long armed electric zapper leaning against the desk’s edge. Without taking his eyes off the screen, he jabbed the large sack laying at his feet. Out of the corner of his eye, he watched the bag twitch and convulse then go still. A message notification popped up in the bottom of the middle screen and he clicked it using a mouse.

EXTRACTION REQUIRED.

Nothing followed. He sighed and typed a reply.

WHERE?

MIDWEST. INDIANA.

That shithole.

One of the worst regions to date was the great Heartland of America, the Midwest. Every so often he would get a request from there and he hated leaving his protected nest. He typed his response.

NEED TO TIE UP LOOSE ENDS. TIMELINE?

THREE DAYS. The other party answered.

DONE.

Having seen enough of the street fighting, he turned off the screens. Soft, overhead lighting came on as he swiveled around in his chair and leaned down closer to the sack. He pulled the string and yanked the fabric open to reveal a hog tied thirty something white male. An old sock peeked out from the corner of the strip tape covering his mouth. Agent X preferred old school tactics lately, feeling nostalgic. From the desk drawer, he brought out a small taser and zapped the man.

His hostage jolted from the shock and his eyes flew open. Agent X slapped him hard to make sure he stayed conscious. Hatred stared back at him. Agent X let out a small laugh. Sometimes, he wished he could call on one of the Shadow elite to come do a number on his captives. Of course, if he did that, he would need to splatter proof his entire safehouse.

“I got your attention? Good. You’re going to tell me what I want to know. I have other business to attend to.”

The man’s stare didn’t waver. Agent X could see his hands trying to get out of the fiber mesh ropes.  It would do no good. That rope was specially made to be unbreakable. Alien input for the advancement of technology brought about a few decent inventions. He rummaged through his desk and found the boning knife he kept for such interrogations. This time the man’s eyes went wide with astonishment.

“Barbaric, right? But, since you’re being difficult, we’ll do it this way.”

Agent X stood, towering over the captive, his expression turning dark. 

Yes, nostalgia was good.

Section seventeen of the new Person’s Rights bill clearly stated it was unlawful to imprison, torture, experiment on, or murder a Bi-Genetic unless authorized through a sanctioned government entity. Even that left a bad taste in the President of the United States’s mouth. Every country had adopted the same law with similar wording. It exposed the various loopholes regarding enforcement. Her interpretation of it was unpopular with some of the scientists who she couldn’t give two fucks about, not after the decades of horrors they committed. So many regular humans were still reeling from the existence of half aliens. The dawn of a new age of man came with growing pains.

She herself had a teenage son with the predisposition to be female. As he got older, she struggled mentally on how to deal if he decided to go with that option. All four of her children were boys and to suddenly have a daughter after eighteen years would throw her entire family for a loop.

In a navy pantsuit and her hair in a traditional bun, she paced the Oval Office. The only room in the White House left alone in design and function, minus the new inconspicuously installed surveillance equipment. She waited, arms crossed, dreading the new crime reports due out today. Per her instructions, it was now mandatory to bring them to her before public release.

The Secretary of Homeland Security entered quickly without knocking and slammed the door shut on the secret service agents that followed him. His long strides stopped less than a foot from her. The tablet in his hand seemed to scream from his grip and his red rimmed eyes showed disdain.

“Is it really that bad, George?” She asked him.

“Why? Why are we our own worst enemy?” George responded angrily. “The Karysilans are probably changing their minds on helping us. And I don’t blame them one bit.”

President Lynmore unfolded one arm and let it hang. She stood still for a moment, wondering the same thing. Assumptions that humans would adapt and evolve as one race like others in the galaxy were proving false.

“Let me see it,” she demanded, reaching for his tablet. He reluctantly obliged. She scrolled through the data, her face tightening with each entry. “It’s way better than the last few years but still disheartening.”

George sighed. He sat down on the sofa and let his head fall back. A tall man at six feet seven inches, he was a former basketball player who went to a prestigious university and earned a PhD in Social Economics. He always handled himself with pride and conviction. This new era found him being tested at every turn.

“I think we should re-evaluate our agreement with the aliens. If they decide to back out, we’re screwed.” His gaze never left the ceiling.

“Is Darnizva still hanging around on Earth?” Then she frowned. “Or do you mean those others who are doing God knows what with that so called secret organization we’re supposed to know nothing about?”

George snorted and lifted his head to look at her.

“At least they’re trying something.”

“It’s a roaring mess.”

“Well, I heard a little chirp about something new in the wings. If it goes well,” he said, cutting himself short. The President gave him a quizzical look. “Let’s just say we may have a shot at winning this thing in terms of manpower.”

“So, I should turn a blind eye for now?”

“For now,” he replied with a dark expression.

She saw right then how much of a leash he would give the Shadow Organization from there.

The mountain bunker’s floor to ceiling windows let in full sunlight, enhancing the glorious view of the forest below. On the upper level sat the sleek and modern communal room, sparsely furnished with every piece of equipment the latest technology. In addition to the female Estelarian warrior now known as Celestial Mother, her mate, and the two Chombrazens males, Captain Darnizva lounged in a giant egg chair deep in thought. He had summoned their help in training the humans and, after seeing the outcome, regretted his decision.

As if reading his mind, Celestial Mother turned away from the window to stare at him. Her dark golden hair was like a lion’s mane that hung down her back. The equally honey colored eyes bore down on every living thing as a nemesis. In an all-white jumpsuit, she was nothing close to angelic.

“My fledgling Captain,” she cooed. He winced at the term. “This is not going well.”

“I understand your frustration,” Darnizva said.

“Do you?” Karias asked. His voice boomed more than usual.

“I beg you, don’t abandon them yet.”

“Oh, Darnizva, they have already done that themselves,” Celestial Mother replied.

He could only nod, having already evacuated his entire human bloodline off the planet. There was much protest, so he had them put in cryochambers and sent off to a neutral zone within the galaxy. Leaving his family in the hands of human government agencies was no longer an option. The only good thing was the scientists hadn’t dared touch them for fear of retaliation.

“The timeline is fast approaching,” Darnizva stated.

“Indeed.” She walked across the room towards him, taking only three steps to do it. “I think we can remedy the situation,” she paused, “if they prove more willing.”

Darnizva’s mood darkened. The female alien was notorious for playing dangerous games when it came to humans. He would not tolerate whatever she had in mind. Standing, he came face to face, eye to eye, with her. They searched each other’s intentions silently.

“Do you wish to challenge me?” Celestial Mother asked. “Youngling.”

In a flash of light, swords clashed together and a competition of might between them began, their eyes never leaving the other’s through the gap where the blades intersected. Her mate jumped from his seat to defend her. The two Chombrazen grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him back down.

Celestial Mother roared and pushed harder. Darnizva held steady, not budging. He pushed back, his rage on the verge of unleashing when suddenly he felt her stop. His own eyes reflected in hers and he saw the glow of red. She stepped back in what appeared to be fear, then it was gone.

“Let’s not play today, shall we?” She asked sweetly yet he could hear...trepidation?

“Fine.” He sheathed his weapon, as did she. “Don’t put anymore strain on this race than they already have. They are fragile creatures compared to us.”

Celestial Mother waved the notion away with one hand and turned back to the view of the valley below. Darnizva let the knot in his stomach relax. He had never claimed to be humanity’s champion, but they needed one. And he still blamed himself.

Hana hated the necessity of bureaucracy. Six protective agencies representatives sat in his conference room looking bent out of shape about Bi-Genetics being extracted without their consent. They had been put in place at the height of the facilities and Hana had no love for them. He snorted out loud, getting their attention for the wrong reasons. Those government entities protected no one. All a sham, in his opinion. More sin and atrocity happened in those places than anywhere else.

The Child and Welfare representative cleared her throat. Hana gave her an evil look and she flinched before speaking.

“There was an incident in Indiana that we cannot condone. The family was physically assaulted to the point of being incapacitated and the child was drugged before removal.”

Hana’s eyebrows shot up in amusement. “Oh?”

“This is not a laughing matter,” the Family Advocate representative spat. His forehead scrunched, and his face turned pink.

“Is there any proof of this alleged drugging and what not?” Hana asked.

The other representatives went rigid in their seats with admonishment.

“The father happened to see the needle being stuck in as he lost consciousness.”

“So,” Hana said slowly. “You want to take the word of a man who not only imprisoned his twelve-year-old son but broke multiple bones in his body as well?

They all frowned with acknowledgement. Condemning his organization was one thing. Not calling out the people who were committing crimes against Bi-Genetics was another.

“We’re not saying we agree with what the parents had done. Your people didn’t even give us a chance to try and remedy the situation.” The Child Welfare representative chided.

“Let me guess. Family counseling, a short stay in foster care before sending him right back into that house, or maybe you would just do a monthly check in?”

The Health and Human Services representative slammed his fist on the table.

“We are not monsters! We are doing what we can!”

“Without falling out of favor in the public eye. It’s no secret how many of the population feel about my kind,” Hana snapped.

“We need to work together, or this won’t get fixed,” the Child Welfare representative said.

Hana endured another hour of childish back and forth banter with accusations flying. When everyone was thoroughly fed up with each other, they left one by one. Sighing with relief at the empty room, he tapped his tablet’s commlink and opened the messenger. He found the recipient he wanted and typed two words in bold letters with a thumbs-up emoji.

GOOD JOB.

Back in his newly renovated office, Hana tossed the tablet down on the desk and slid into the chair. He let his head fall back while closing his eyes. All he wanted to do right now was not think about anything. To close his mind and be surrounded by a black pool of empty. Being a part of the Shadow Organization started off as a great idea. Now, he had doubts. A swishing sound from the hall made him perk up and lean forward.

Karias stood in the doorway wearing his layers of robes that dragged on the floor. His body took up the entire frame, blocking light from the hall. Those golden eyes always full of malice peered down on him.

“Did your meeting go well?” Karias asked.

Hana cleared the lump in his throat.

“Of course not. Everyone is being stubborn or clueless.”

“What did you expect?” The alien seemed genuinely curious.

“I’m not sure. Maybe some sense of moving forward. A new era of tolerance for a diverse civilization?” Hana frowned at his own words.

The alien burst out laughing, his voice a sonic boom localized within the section. Hana heard things dropping and people yelped in fright from the onslaught. When he was done, Karias once again gazed at him.

“I have studied your kind’s history and I see nothing of the sort. Even in the United States, it took over half a century for them to acknowledge their females and those of other ethnic descent. Other countries still did not do so during the time after that.”

“Not all of us think that way. It’s a few bad apples spoiling the whole bunch.”

“Wrong.” Karias’s word made Hana flinch. “It has always been the opposite.”

Hana knew that. All the same, it still hurt. His proposal to mirror a plan similar to Metropolis’s Ortega City was being perused by all the top heads in the organization and the four aliens brought in to help humanity be on equal footing with the enemy.

“Your plan is flawed the same way your race is,” the alien continued. “In order for it to succeed, humans would need to change how their minds work entirely.”

“Then what do you suggest?” Hana asked heatedly.

Karias only scoffed and turned to leave.

“Focus on survival. Maybe after humanity is nearly destroyed, the masses will understand.”

As he made his way down the hall towards the training entrance, people hugged the walls to give him a wide enough girth. His head almost touched the ceiling.

Hana waited until the alien cleared the corridor and relaxed back in his chair. The picture slideshow on his desk showed various ones of his family. It seemed like only a short time ago that he had been tethered to Professor Makoto. A sting filled his head.

When he no longer needed the old man’s affection or approval, a sense of animosity towards him spawned. The Professor treated Hana like a disloyal servant, a spoiled child, and sometimes lashed out at him in anger. Even the first General Perrara fell into the same way of thinking, calling him ungrateful after all the Professor had done for him. Hana had firsthand knowledge of how Professor Makoto operated. Those feelings of guilt for running his facility the way he did weren’t sincere.

A knock on the door frame made him look up to see his husband, Scott, leaning against it.

“Lost in thought?”

Hana dropped his head in his hands, covering his face. The tears came so suddenly that it shocked him into gasping. Scott came in and folded his arms around him.

“It’s going to be okay. Maybe not now, but in the end. You’ll see.”

“I’m trying the best I can,” Hana cried.

Those arms got tighter, and Hana melted into them. He wasn’t trying to change the entire world on his own. He merely wanted to inject the catalyst for it.
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General Rubio Perrara didn’t like it. The Homeland security officers within the organization liked it even less. Despite their misgivings, something had to be done regarding the four inner cities in one state. Since the boom of Bi-Genetics, so much atrocity had occurred and there were always areas where it was worse. The United States was especially egregious considering how much they berated the inflexibility of the more conservative countries. After four days of heated deliberation, a decision was made.

“So, we are all on the same page about this new grid system?” He asked, exploring the faces of his colleagues and guests.

“We should make sure these areas are contained and no one from outside knows what’s going on,” the Shadowman recruiter, Neil Shannon, said. He was tall with bright red hair and green eyes that seemed to look through, instead of at, you. A killer.

“These communities will be blocked off and upgraded with the newest technology. Our own future city to experiment and see how well we adapt,” the assistant to the head of defense added.

“The question becomes, how do we move out the people we don’t need and move in the ones we do,” another military officer added.

“I have that covered. No reason to do something so drastic. We can offer incentives.” Shannon replied.

“Yes, because everyone has a price no matter what they say,” a military commander quipped.

Like his father before him, General Perrara stopped for a moment to contemplate the situation. There would be some resistance to the upgrade considering the war may end humanity as they knew it. On the other hand, it would be a last hoorah to show that humans can indeed evolve. When the Shadow Organization began, he had already seen before his father did, signs of the times. The Bi-Genetic population was gearing towards the forty-percentile line and climbing. Regular humans would soon be a minority.

“What’s the timeline for monitoring and collecting data?” He asked the recruiter.

“I say about five years. That gives them time to settle into a new environment.”

“The range?” The military commander asked.

“Since the cities are in a cluster, we can easily surround them without causing any major reconfiguration of the borders.”

“And, there has to be enough amenities within the grids to justify not going outside of it.” The Defense Secretary’s assistant said.

“Good point,” Perrara answered.

He still didn’t like it. Too many variables when it came to the population itself. A contingency plan was required in case the whole thing fell apart. The first stage purge would begin and hopefully another wouldn’t be necessary. He needed insurance and one name came to mind; Professor Bartley.

––––––––
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Neil Shannon left the meeting with a ton of scenarios swirling in his mind. He had been called in to participate because his expertise was routed in making people disappear. Many of his students worked for various agencies doing just that.

A Grid Community. Interesting.

Its shape and dimensions formed as he walked to his office. The tablet tucked under his arm made a bleep to alert him to a new file. He already knew what it was. While the meeting was still in progress, he requested a profile for every person within those cities. This project would be massive yet stealthy in its inception. With a swipe of his keycard, the door of his office opened. He smirked at the card as he let it zip back up onto the clip. An outdated security measure that was still useful. No one had ever dared to infiltrate the desert location in all the years he’d been there and even if they did, a world of hurt awaited them.

At his desk, he sat down in the plush ergo leather chair and snapped the tablet into the slot on the flat silicon keyboard. He opened the file blinking at him and reared back at the number of profiles being downloaded. The counter kept going for what seemed like eternity until it finally went green and gave a giant check mark.

For all four cities, the population was near the threshold of three million. Daunting, but not impossible. Only half were necessary. He pulled up a hologram map by touching the virtual icon on his desk, zeroing in on the sector. It formed a nice blob with nothing for at least twenty miles on all sides. Perfect. He tapped the mail icon and opened a new message to the military commander in charge of the organization’s engineering corp. When he was done, his attention went back to the population file.

His suit jacket stretched tight as he leaned forward, making him conscious of still wearing it. Taking it off, he threw it on the floor, then unbuttoned his shirt to expose the black skintight tunic beneath and rolled up the sleeves.

“This is going to be fun.” He grinned, sitting back with arms crossed.

––––––––
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Years after the Lancaster incident left a slew of dead bodies and an entire nation in shock, Facility Three was back in full swing. Dr. Lancaster had bioengineered horrific creatures that he unleashed into other facilities via the transport systems. The attacks ended in Lancaster’s death and even more frightening revelations to his work. New security measures had been put in place for all the facilities, demanding anyone outside of its boundaries be subject to intense scrutiny. General Perrara didn’t blame Professor Bartley one bit. If he could have predicted the catastrophe ahead of time, he would have found a way to stop Lancaster’s madness. He waited for the full body scan to finish and hearing the ding, stepped out into the pure white environment. It always made his father feel disoriented. He found it an advantage, able to see an enemy from any direction.

“This way, please,’ a tall security guard in a white uniform spoke.

The two men walked in silence, the only sound being their shoes echoing as they struck the tiled floor. In dress blues, Perrara stood out like a moving target. He instinctively smoothed the hair on the edges of his temple and readjusted the cap under his arm. At the end of the corridor a doorway appeared. Inside, the area was muted in color, almost beige.

That’s a change.

They walked for ten minutes before stopping at a double door on the right. The guard pressed the commlink.

“General Perrara has arrived.”

The doors clicked open, sliding to each side, and the guard gesture with a raised hand for him to enter. General Perrara stepped into a very modern contemporary room with a large conference table. Everything was monochrome in shades of grey, black and white. At the helm was Professor Bartley, barefoot, sitting in a space egg chair. He sat up and extended an arm to the seat next to him.

“General Perrara, good to see you again.”

“Likewise.” He looked around a bit. “Different setup you got here.”

“It’s more inviting, I suppose.”

“Yes, it is,” Perrara sighed as he sat, removing his cap and setting it on the table. “No panel of scientists to negotiate with?”

“Not this time.” Professor Bartley’s gaze turned dark. “Why have you come here?”

“That’s not necessary,” Perrara said as he reared back.

“I’m sorry you feel that way but last time there was a secret request, your father got me involved in creating the Shadow Organization.”

Perrara winced. True. Still, no reason to be hostile.

“I understand. But you know, I am not my father.”

Professor Bartley lowered his eyes and his expression softened.

“I’m sorry. I do know. So, what harbinger of doom have you brought?”

“Nothing so sinister. It does however have a slight quirk that may need a remedy if unsuccessful.”

“Smart. What is it?”

“A grid community in four cities of a certain state.”

“Come again?”

“We want to create something like your facility except on a larger scale. Each city will be a sector monitored for data collection.”

“Ugh,” Professor Bartley covered his face with one hand and laid the other on the table. “I don’t like that.”

“Neither do we, but there has to be a way to gauge how humans fare in advanced situations. We keep growing tech wise. What about the impact on regular people?”

“Another social experiment.”

“If you want to categorize it that way, yes. We’re going to contain it, but there is no way we can restrict people from leaving it. The threat of comingling is medium.”

“Of course it is,” Professor Bartley snapped. “You can implant your ideal population all you want, but they are still human. And that is the main problem!”

“Which is why I want you as a fall back,” Perrara snapped back.

Both men sat staring at each other in heated anger. Professor Bartley settled into his chair and let out a loud sigh.

“What will this plan be, then?”

“If it all goes to hell, we purge it and your facility takes control.”

“Of the territory?”

“Of the government department responsible for Bi-Genetic rights and intake.”

Bartley leaned forward, his eyes wide.

“What?”

“It would be apparent that no government can sufficiently protect and serve the Bi-Genetics of this world. The facilities are better equipped to do it. And since you are the head of the facilities...” General Perrara left it at that.

That dark stare returned, and Professor Bartley stood. He placed both hands on the table and searched the General’s face.

“You would have power relinquished to me?”

“Only if it fails. At which point a code will be administered to trigger the event.”

“Do you really want to trust me?” Professor Bartley gave a sinister grin.

“Better you than us. Yes.” He said it with every bit of conviction he could muster.

“Then I wish you luck.” Professor Bartley eased back down in his seat.

“You mean that?” Perrara asked, half-jokingly.

“No.” Bartley cocked his head to one side. “I would love nothing better than to strip this world’s government of access and control of Bi-Genetics. But I also want to give you all the benefit of the doubt. Prove me wrong.”

General Perrara stood up, grabbing his cap.

“We will.” He turned to leave.  When he got to the door he said, “It really is nice to see you doing well.”

Outside, he was met by a different guard and escorted back the way he had come.

I hope we can prove you wrong, Professor. But my faith is wavering too.
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The two Shadow Organization spies met at a busy restaurant on the far end of one of the cities to discuss their plans. Zach Reimer worked for the Secretary of Interior and Stan Maples was a project manager for the Fair Housing Committee. They figured personally getting a lay of the land would benefit their agenda. The place was on a higher scale above family dining and overly priced. Reimer scanned the menu with a deep frown. His hair was slicked back neat and tight, speckles of gray at the temples and his wire rimmed glasses were the latest fashion. With well-manicured fingers, he held the booklet as if it was going to attack him. The tailored suit fit him snugly, showing that he did indeed workout.

Across from him, Stan perused his menu with no real emotion. He was overworked and tired. His suit, a department store special trying its best to make him look the part of government important, was already crinkled. His hair’s meticulous grooming had long come undone from scratching it in frustration most of the day.

“How can a Caesar Salad cost sixteen dollars?” Reimer said in irritation as he let the menu drop from his hands. It made a loud snap on the glass table. “Is Caesar himself coming to make the damn thing?”

“Let’s not make a scene over a salad,” Stan pleaded. “We’re not here for the food anyway.” His stomach contested. “Though I should probably eat something.”

“Whatever.” Reimer snapped his fingers at the nearby server. “You, we need to order.”

Stan winced as he watched the server’s face scrunch up while pivoting towards them. He took a sip of his ice water and waited for the inevitable terse exchange.

“I am not your server, sir,” the young man said. “I will let them know you are ready.”

Before the man could turn away, Reimer blurted out, “Do you work here or not?”

“Sir,” the young man began to reply and was cut off.

“We are busy men. On a time limit. Now, we want two Tuscan chickens. No fucking tomatoes! With Caesar salads on the side. Two ice teas, unsweetened. Go tell our server and get the order in. Thank you.”

Reimer handed both menus to the server who reluctantly took them and headed towards the order station. Stan kept his head down the whole time, not wanting to engage. Being an operative didn’t mean he liked drawing attention to himself. Especially on an assignment.

“Did you really?” He asked.

“Hmph! Maybe that little shit will work for a change. Seems like a spoiled underachiever. Why else would he be working in this place?”

He had to agree on that. It still irked him every time his counterpart was so abrasive.

“Can we just talk about how this area needs to be reconfigured.?”

“Oh, it will definitely need an overhaul. This,” he circled the air above him with one finger, “is one of the first things to go. Put in a real Italian joint. High class.”

“We need to keep some semblance of it. A lot of middle class people actually come to these types of eateries for networking and gossip.”

Reimer let out a deep breath. He grabbed his water and gulped down half of it.

“So, what do you think?”

“More houses than high rises. Keep it more residential to induce that community feel we want. Only major businesses and government agencies need taller buildings.”

“Are you going to do that with all four sectors?” Reimer raised his eyebrows.

The previous server came with the ice teas and set the glasses down hard enough to make the sound peak interest from other patrons. Lips pursed, the server looked downward at them before walking away. A lemon that had seen fresher days set at the top of each drink.

“I didn’t ask for lemon!” Reimer called after him while he fished them out and tossed both on the table’s edge.

“It’s fine,” Stan said.

“No, it’s not. You always do that. Stop letting people walk over you, even if it’s a mission. Anyway,” he took a sip of the iced tea and made a face. “God, that’s awful! How about we do a mirror effect?”

“You mean all four sectors, built cookie cutter?”

“Mm hmm,” he nodded. “That way we know where everything is located regardless of which one we’re looking at.”

“That would cut down costs, buy in bulk.”

“See? You thought I couldn’t help you as much.” He gave an arrogant wink only he could pull off.

A different server came with a steaming plate on each arm with two small salads. She gave a wide smile.

“Two Tuscan chickens?”

“Right here, darling.” Reimer patted the table and she set them down.

“So sorry about the confusion. I had to take over an extra section.”

“Don’t let them work you to death in here.”

“No sir. I make sure that doesn’t happen.” She stood straight, hands clasped together in front of her. “Enjoy your lunch.” Again, with the big smile.

“I like you,” Reimer said, his fork pointed at her. She walked away, and he turned back to Stan. “That’s how you do customer service.”

“Right.” Stan lifted his fork and cut a piece of chicken off.

“We got a plan down, then?”

The chicken was already halfway into his mouth. Deciding to commit to his hunger, he bit down and chewed before answering.

“Yes, we have a plan.”

“Good,” Reimer said with a mouth full of food. “We can go over the details later.”

I hate working with this guy.

Even so, he knew Reimer was a beast when it came to getting shit done. The high price to pay for efficiency.

––––––––
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They toiled on the project for weeks, crunching numbers and setting up contacts. At the next meeting, a large schematic was displayed on the holoscreen for everyone in the conference room to scrutinize. The joint effort of Reimer, Stan, and the recruiter were paying off. General Perrara wanted to clap his hands in praise, except it was premature. The real test would be when the grid was fully implemented. It was his off day, so he wore a light-colored casual suit with a crew neck shirt and spit shined loafers. Compared to the other three, he looked like a man ready to vacation on a yacht. Not being on duty didn’t mean he had to be sloppy. He never understood how people could just roll out of bed and put on anything.

“Gentlemen, this is a great endeavor. The progress you’ve made is remarkable.”

Stan, in dress shirt and jeans, scratched his head and grinned.

“Believe me, it was not easy task. But thanks to Reimer, we nailed it down under budget and ahead of the timeline.”

“And on your end?” Perrara asked Neil.

“Tying up some loose ends.” He said nothing more and the air in the room became tense.

It was no mystery how some of the Bi-Genetics were being acquired. Their families were given the incentives of moving away from judgmental neighbors in exchange for not throwing the children to facilities. 

“Make sure we don’t raise any red flags along the way.”

“It’s too late for that!” Reimer snorted.

They all looked up at the holoscreen. A massive area turned into a confined fortress comprised of four small cities with the center making up a smaller fifth. Each section was assigned a number and within those were codes for every household and business.

Like lab rats in a cage ready for processing.
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Agent X sat in his sedan parked across from one of the prestigious neighborhood’s three-story homes. Lots of high end vehicles in the driveways along with sculpted lawns. All a ruse to hide what kind of people lived there. Not quite rich, they were affluent and nasty to those not of the same status. Let alone their hatred for evolved humans which he found comical since so many vied for the chance to have their DNA altered for longevity.

Birds chirped in the trees and a light breeze ruffled his hair through the half-opened windows. A nice day for a shake down. He waited for the expensive SUV to pull into the driveway and the occupants filed out. Immediately, he witnessed the abuse of the middle child. At fourteen, the boy was fairly tall for his age and prettier than most. His hand slipped as he tried to wrestle a grocery bag from the trunk and his mother was on him lightning fast, slamming his head against the side of the hatch.

“Be careful! If anything gets crushed, you don’t eat tonight. Got it?”

“Sorry,” the kid mumbled, still disoriented. Blood trickled from his forehead.

His siblings
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