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Episode 1 – The Boy Who Didn’t Blink
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The sky had been clear ten minutes ago.

That was what everyone would later say.

No clouds. No thunder. No warning.

Just a bright blue afternoon over Maple Ridge Street.

Thirteen-year-old Ryker Storm was laughing.

A Basket ball spiraled through the air. Kids shouted. Bikes lay abandoned on lawns. It was the kind of ordinary day no one remembers.

Until the air changed.

It wasn’t wind.

It wasn’t temperature.

It was pressure.

Ryker felt it first.

A tightening behind his eyes.
A hum beneath his skin.
Like the world had inhaled and forgotten to breathe out.
“Did you guys feel that?” he asked.

But the others were arguing over a missed catch.

The hum grew louder.

Not in his ears.

Inside him.

A flicker of white crossed the sky.

No cloud.
No storm front.
Just a single crack of thunder that split the afternoon open.
BOOM.

The lightning didn’t fall.

It descended.

A vertical pillar of white tore through the air and struck the oak tree beside the sidewalk. The trunk exploded into flame. Bark vaporized. Heat washed across the street.

Children screamed.

They ran.

Doors slammed open. Parents shouted names.

“RYKER!”

But Ryker didn’t run.

He couldn’t.

Not because he was frozen.

Because something was calling him.

The burning tree didn’t frighten him.

The thunder didn’t shake him.

Instead, a calm spread through his chest.

The hum became a rhythm.

Ba-thump.

Ba-thump.

Ba-thump.

Except it wasn’t his heartbeat.

It was synchronized with the sky.

His friends were halfway down the street when they realized he wasn’t behind them.

He was standing in the middle of the road.

Still.

Unmoving.

Arms slowly rising.

Not in fear.

Not in surrender.

But in invitation.

Parents screamed.

“MOVE!”

“GET HIM!”

No one dared step forward.

The air around him shimmered.

The flames on the tree bent toward him like iron filings to a magnet.

And then—

The sky opened.

Not with branching lightning.

Not with a strike that zigzagged.

But with a single, narrow beam.

Precise.

Intentional.

It didn’t hit him.

It entered him.

Silence swallowed the street.

No explosion.

No burn.

No blast wave.

Just white light pouring into a thirteen-year-old boy.

His shoes lifted half an inch from the asphalt.

His eyes turned silver.

For three seconds, the world stopped.

Phones glitched.

Car alarms triggered.

Streetlights flickered — at 3:42 in the afternoon.

Then—

Darkness.

The beam vanished.

The fire on the tree extinguished instantly.

The sky turned blue again.

Birds resumed chirping.

As if nothing had happened.

Ryker’s feet touched the ground.

His arms lowered slowly.

He smiled.

Not a child’s smile.

Something older.

Something aware.

His mother reached him first, collapsing around him, sobbing.

“Ryker! Ryker, talk to me!”

His father checked his arms.

No burns.

No marks.

Not even heat.

His skin was cool.

Cool — after being struck by lightning.

Neighbors whispered.

Someone said miracle.

Someone said curse.

Someone said call 911.

But Ryker wasn’t listening.

Because inside him—

The hum was still there.

Not loud now.

But settled.

Anchored.

Like something had found its home.

And then he heard it.

Not in sound.

In knowing.

A single phrase:

“Host confirmed.”

Ryker blinked.

The silver faded from his eyes.

He looked up at the empty sky.

And for the first time in his life...

He wasn’t alone inside his own body.

Sirens arrived within minutes.

Neighbors stood frozen on their lawns, whispering in disbelief as paramedics checked the oak tree that had been split in half. The trunk was black — but no flames remained.

“Where’s the boy who was struck?”

Every finger pointed at him.

Ryker stood between his parents.

His mother, Emily Storm, held his face in both hands, searching for burns that didn’t exist. Her hands trembled.

His father, Daniel Storm, tried to stay composed — but his voice cracked.

“We’re taking him to the hospital. Now.”

The emergency room buzzed with quiet urgency.

Doctors expected burns.
Cardiac trauma.
Neurological shock.
They found none.

No external injury.
No internal damage.
Brain scan — normal.
X-ray — clean.
Ryker sat on the hospital bed swinging his legs lightly, almost bored.

“Can we go home now?” he asked casually.

Emily stared at him.

“You were hit by lightning.”

Ryker tilted his head slightly.

“No... it didn’t hit me.”

The doctor paused.

Dr. Collins — mid-40s, calm, experienced — studied the monitor again.

“His vitals are stable,” he said slowly. “But there’s something unusual.”

Daniel stepped forward. “What?”

Dr. Collins turned the screen toward them.

“His heart rate.”

Emily’s breath caught.

The monitor displayed:

Pulse: 148 BPM

“But he’s sitting still...” Daniel whispered.

Ryker wasn’t sweating.
He wasn’t gasping.
He wasn’t distressed.
He looked completely normal.

Dr. Collins frowned.

“It’s not irregular. It’s... rhythmic. Strong. Almost like an athlete sprinting. But his body shows no stress response.”

Emily’s hands began to shake again.

“Is it dangerous?”

The doctor hesitated.

“No. It’s just... different.”

Ryker glanced at the heart monitor.

For a brief second—

The numbers flickered.

Then returned to 148.

No one else seemed to notice.

Except Ryker.

Because inside him, the hum responded.

Stronger.

More settled.

Like something syncing.

They were discharged after three hours.

“Observation recommended,” Dr. Collins had said. “But medically... he’s fine.”

Fine.

That word echoed in Emily’s mind all the way home.

Back on Maple Ridge Street, the charred oak still stood — black and split down the middle.

Neighbors watched as the Storm family entered their house.

Lights turned off one by one.

The street slowly returned to normal.

But normal had already left.

In his bedroom, Ryker lay on his back staring at the ceiling.

The house was silent.

His pulse was still racing.

Ba-thump.
Ba-thump.
Ba-thump.
But now he understood something.

The rhythm wasn’t his heart.

His heart was following it.

Not leading it.

He closed his eyes.

Darkness.

Then—

A flash of sky.

Not the sky above Maple Ridge.

A higher sky.

Endless.

Storm clouds circling something massive.

Ancient.

Waiting.

His eyes snapped open.

The hum settled deeper in his chest.

Not painful.

Not violent.

Anchored.

As if something had taken position inside him.

Chosen.

Accepted.

Activated.

Down the hall, Emily stood outside his room, listening.

“Daniel... do you think he’s really okay?”

Daniel wrapped an arm around her shoulders.

“He’s our son. He’s strong.”

They didn’t know.

The lightning had not been an accident.

The sky had not misfired.

The universe had not made a mistake.

Something had searched.

Something had decided.

And something had changed its course tonight.

It had chosen Ryker.

For a mission no one yet understood.

A mission older than governments.

Older than storms.

Older than fear itself.

The destiny of the world had shifted.

Quietly.

Without announcement.

Without prophecy.

And no one knew.

Not the neighbors.

Not the doctors.

Not even his parents.

No one knew...

Ryker Storm had just become the axis of something far greater than Earth.
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Chapter 2 – The Day the Storm Stood Up
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Ryker returned home from the hospital to a colony still whispering.

No burns.
No scars.
No damage.
The boy who absorbed lightning.

Neighbors stared like he was something fragile... or something dangerous.

But inside the Storm house, something else was happening.

He was hungry.

Not normal hungry.

Ravenous.

Emily Storm blinked in disbelief as he finished his third sandwich.

“Daniel... he never eats this much.”

Ryker wasn’t overeating.

He was refueling.

Every bite felt like feeding something deeper inside him.

That rhythmic pulse.

That storm-heart.

By night, he felt energized — not exhausted.

By morning, he woke at 6:00 AM sharp.

Completely normal.

Or so it seemed.

The school bus arrived at 7:15 AM.
Classes began at 8:00 AM.
By 7:58 AM, Maple Ridge Middle School buzzed with noise.

As Ryker stepped through the school gate, the world slowed.

The hum inside him tightened.

A whisper rose inside his mind.

Something will happen today.
You must protect them.
He stopped walking.

Protect who?

I’m just a kid.

Who is speaking to me?

The whisper faded.

But the certainty stayed.

Seventh grade was chaos.

Paper balls flying.
Kids arguing about video games.
Someone imitating a teacher’s voice.
A loud debate about last night’s basketball game.
Typical.

Ryker wasn’t the topper.

Not the class clown.

Not the popular kid.

He was just... Ryker.

Honest. Helpful. Average.

Until today.

The door opened.

Silence.

Mr. Larsen entered.

Tall. Sharp jaw. Hard eyes.

“Good morning, class.”

“Good morning, Mr. Larsen...” they replied in near fear.

He loved difficult questions.

Loved watching students fail.

Today he placed a problem on the board.

Solve for x in the equation:

Gasps.

Nobody even understood where to begin.

Larsen smiled thinly.

“Who would like to try?”

Silence.

Then—

Ryker stood up.

Laughter.

“Sit down, Ryker,” someone whispered.

But Larsen raised a brow.

“Come forward.”

Ryker walked calmly to the board.

The hum in his chest aligned with the numbers.

Patterns appeared.

He simplified denominators.
Factored expressions.
Eliminated restrictions.
Solved with fluid clarity.
Within two minutes:

x = 3

He turned.

“And x ≠ ±2 because of domain restrictions.”

The room froze.

Even Larsen blinked.

“How...?” someone whispered.

But Ryker wasn’t finished.

He looked directly at Larsen.

“Sir... we come here to learn. Not to be humiliated. You are a great teacher. But when you give problems only to prove we can’t solve them... we don’t grow.”

The room held its breath.

Larsen’s authority cracked.

For the first time, he looked human.

Not superior.

Not invincible.

Just a man.

And slowly... he nodded.

“You are right.”

The class erupted in applause.

Not for the math.

But for courage.

A loud BANG echoed through the hallway.

Another.

Screams.

Students running.

“Get down! Get down!”

The intercom cut out mid-sentence.

Chaos flooded the building.

Within minutes, armed young men stormed the campus.

They dragged Principal Mary Connelly to the assembly area.

Students lay flat on the floor.

Fear everywhere.

One name was called out.

“Where is Mr. Larsen?”

Martin.

A 20-year-old former student.

Expelled years ago.

Anger twisted his voice.

“You destroyed my life!”

Larsen trembled.

The confrontation was raw.

Painful.

Regret hung in the air.

Outside, Police Commissioner Alexander Grant ordered the school surrounded.

But inside?

The danger was seconds away.

Martin raised the gun toward Larsen’s head.

Principal Connelly tried to speak.

A warning shot silenced her.

Children sobbed.

Teachers prayed.

And on the floor—

Ryker lay still.

Sweat on his forehead.

Then something strange happened.

A tiny lizard clung to the wall beside him.

It didn’t run.

It stared.

And whispered.

You can stop this.

Ryker froze.

“Am I losing my mind?”

Stand up. The storm chose you.

His pulse surged.

Ba-thump.

Ba-thump.

Ba-thump.

Martin tightened his grip on the trigger.

Ryker moved.

“Wait!”

Martin spun toward him.

“Get down!”

Too late.

Ryker grabbed a heavy paperweight from the floor.

Threw it.

It sliced through the air like a bullet.

CRACK.

The gun flew from Martin’s hand.

For two seconds, everyone froze.

Then—

The other three attackers raised their rifles.

0–2 seconds:
They aim.
2–4 seconds:
Ryker moves.
Not fast.

Not normal.

A blur.

A streak of controlled lightning.

He appears behind the first attacker.

A precise strike to a nerve cluster.

The rifle drops.

The attacker stumbles, dizzy and disoriented.

Before the second can react—

Ryker is already there.

A twist.
A controlled movement.
Improvised restraints from gym cables secure him.
The third fires wildly.

Bullets streak toward Ryker.

A faint shimmer forms around him.

An energy field.

The bullets deflect harmlessly.

Gasps fill the hall.

Ryker closes the distance.

A focused pulse of energy pushes the attacker against the wall.

Not injured.

But stunned.

Five minutes.

That’s all it took.

Martin fell to his knees.

No weapon.

No power.

Only disbelief.

“You... what are you?”

Ryker stood calmly.

“I’m just a student.”

Police stormed in moments later.

Commissioner Grant stared in shock at the secured attackers.

“Who did this?”

Silence.

Every student slowly pointed at Ryker.

Ambulances.

Media vans.

Helicopters.

Parents crying.

Emily and Daniel rushed forward.

Their son stood surrounded by flashing cameras.

News anchors shouted:

“The Lightning Boy!”
“Storm Child Saves School!”
“Who is Ryker Storm?”
Larsen approached him quietly.

“Thank you.”

Ryker simply nodded.

Because inside him—

The hum wasn’t calm.

It was growing.

Stronger.

Deeper.

As if today was only training.

As if something bigger was approaching.

That night, satellites detected an energy spike over Maple Ridge.

In a classified facility miles away, a screen flickered.

A file opened.

A voice whispered in the darkness:

“Phase Two begins.”

And somewhere beyond the clouds—

The storm answered.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3 – The Boy Who Listened to the Silence
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Police Headquarters – Maple Ridge City

6:40 AM

The conference room smelled of stale coffee and fear.

Commissioner Alexander Grant slammed a thick case file onto the table.

“Seven kidnappings in three months! Seven! Two dead. Four ransomed. And now Steven Arthur. Thirteen years old. Tell me something I don’t already know.”

Silence.

Detective Ramos cleared his throat.

“Sir... no digital footprint. Burner phones. Ransom drops timed between patrol rotations. Whoever’s doing this knows our system.”

Alexander leaned forward.
“Inside help?”
“No proof. But they’re using blind zones. Camera overlaps. Patrol gaps.”

The television flashed headlines:

CITY OF FEAR
PARENTS DEMAND ACTION
POLICE LOSING CONTROL
The phone buzzed.

Mayor Tony Morrison.

“You have federal eyes on you now. The Governor called. The White House offered assistance. Solve this in forty-eight hours or I reconsider your position.”

The call ended.

Another screen flashed.

Henry Ryan speaking confidently:

“If I were mayor, this city would not be held hostage.”

Alexander muttered quietly,

“You’d love that, wouldn’t you?”

One more failure — and the badge was gone.

The Storm House

Emily Storm’s fingers were locked tight.

“Ryker... promise me you won’t go looking for trouble.”

Daniel’s voice was firm.

“You’re not responsible for the world.”

Ryker stared down.

“I know.”

But inside—

The storm churned.

Sixteen hours.
Steven is scared.
Steven is alone.
And a whisper inside the thunder:

You are not meant to watch.

At Maple Ridge Middle School, Steven’s chair was empty.

Principal Mary Connelly addressed the class.

“Stay alert. Move in groups. Trust your parents.”

A student asked, “Are we next?”

No answer.

Ryker stood slowly, picked up his bag, and walked out.

“Hey! You can’t—” the security guard shouted.

Too late.

He was gone.

Not running.

Not flying.

Something between wind and lightning.

Alderwood Park

Police tape fluttered.

No vehicle tracks.

Forest checkpoint guarded.

No one entered.

Impossible.

Unless...

They never left the surface.

Ryker closed his eyes.

Felt vibration beneath soil.

Footsteps that had faded.

A stray dog watched him.

“You saw something.”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“Down. Not away.”

The dog led him to disturbed soil near the forest boundary.

Ryker pressed.

Hollow.

He dug.

Metal hatch.

No tire marks.

No evidence.

Because vehicles never entered.

They descended.

The Tunnel

Cold air rose from below.

Concrete reinforced.

Old drainage infrastructure repurposed.

No police van could ever reach here.

Too narrow.

Too deep.

Voices echoed.

A landline crackled.

“...if ransom comes, release. If not, body in park.”

Another voice laughed from the other end.

“Public fear rises. Poll numbers rise.”

Ryker moved closer.

His heart skipped.

The man holding the receiver turned slightly.

Forest Ranger uniform.

Badge visible.

Evan Cole.

Steven’s camping guide.

Trusted.

And from the landline—

The voice.

Familiar.

Smooth.

Controlled.

Ryker had heard it on television.

Press conferences.

Campaign speeches.

Henry Ryan.

The ranger spoke quietly:

“Yes... Commissioner will fail. Pressure will build.”

Ryker’s eyes narrowed.

Politics.

This wasn’t ransom.

This was strategy.

He dialed Alexander.

“Forest boundary. North quadrant. Underground. Come quietly.”

“Ryker, how—”

Call ended.

Footsteps approached.

Ryker melted into shadow.

The Bunker

Generators hummed.

Cots lined walls.

Weapons stacked.

Steven tied to a pipe.

Crying.

Ryker moved silently.

Until—

“Ryker?” Steven whispered.

Heads turned.

“Who’s Ryker?” a guard mocked.

Ryker stepped into light.

Bulbs flickered violently.

Silver veins shimmered beneath his skin.

“You should have left him alone.”

Gunshot.

Time bent.

The bullet curved away from him and struck steel.

Silence.

“What the—”

Ryker moved.

Precise.

Efficient.

Non-lethal.

Nerve strikes.

Electric pulses.

Weapons shattered mid-swing.

A machete cracked apart in his grip.

“Drop.”

Men collapsed.

One tried aiming at Steven.

Ryker appeared behind him.

“You don’t touch him.”

Shockwave.

Five minutes.

Twelve men down.

Groaning.

Alive.

Then—

A sudden movement behind.

The Forest Ranger lunged with a concealed blade.

Ryker turned—

One controlled punch.

The impact echoed like thunder.

The ranger flew backward—

And before hitting the ground—

He vanished.

Not fallen.

Not escaped.

Vanished.

The air shimmered faintly where he had been.

Ryker’s eyes narrowed.

That wasn’t normal.

The inner voice whispered:

Mission incomplete.

He inhaled.

Controlled himself.

The glow faded.

He returned to an ordinary schoolboy.

Steven stared.

“You’re not normal.”

Ryker smiled faintly.

“Never was.”

He untied him.

Police boots echoed.

Alexander entered.

He looked at the unconscious criminals.

Then at Ryker.

“How did they build this without permits?”

Then softer:

“How did you do this?”

Ryker shook his head.

“I didn’t do anything. You did. Take them.”

Alexander looked confused.

“The ranger is behind this. He’s in our custody.”

Ryker’s voice hardened.

“No.”

“The person behind this crime is still free.”

Alexander’s eyes sharpened.

“Who?”

“I’ll show you.”

He turned to Steven.

“You go with them. Don’t tell anyone about this. Alexander sir saved you.”

Steven nodded slowly.

He understood.

Without wasting time, Ryker grabbed Alexander’s wrist.

“Tell your men to secure this. Follow me.”

They moved into a secondary tunnel.

As they walked, Ryker said quietly:

“Follow the funding.”

Alexander’s face darkened.

“Campaign money...”

A concealed ladder led upward.

They emerged into a wine cellar.

Granite floors.

Luxury racks.

Security cameras.

Alexander froze.

“This address...”

Footsteps.

Slow clap.

Henry Ryan emerged.

“Well done, Commissioner.”

Gun drawn.

“Hands where I can see them.”

Henry smiled.

“You think I built this? I refined it.”

Ryker stepped forward.

Henry continued proudly.

“Fear is currency. A frightened city votes emotionally. Two tragedies? Collateral.”

“You murdered children,” Alexander growled.

“Statistics.”

The house trembled.

Ryker’s eyes burned silver.

“Say that again.”

Guards rushed in.

Weapons raised.

Henry smirked.

“You’re outnumbered.”

Ryker whispered:

“No. They are.”

Electricity surged across marble.

Weapons short-circuited.

Lights exploded.

Guards collapsed.

Alexander shouted:

“Non-lethal!”

Henry ran.

Ryker intercepted.

Slamming him against the wall.

“Why children?”

Henry gasped.

“Because parents break faster.”

The storm screamed inside:

End him.

Ryker hesitated.

Steven’s voice echoed in memory.

Don’t become them.

Ryker lowered his fist.

“You don






























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
STdRMBORN

THE RYKER PROTOCOL

Author: Dr. Anaﬁdé





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
STORMBORN

THE RYKER PROTOCOL .

Author: Dr. Ananda





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





