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For those who keep it real.

“Reality is merely an illusion, albeit a very persistent one.”

Albert Einstein
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“The worst lies are the ones you tell yourself.”

Anonymous
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The Airport - One week earlier
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Xavier let the coffee cool before he tasted it.

Airports had a smell that never changed. Burned beans. Polished floors. Recirculated air that carried the faint anxiety of a thousand departures. The cafe offered the illusion of calm, a glass wall between him and the chaos. People moved beyond it in diagonal bursts, wheeling luggage like extensions of their own bodies. Children were dragged. Lovers clung. Screens flickered with times that ruled everything.

From here, he could see the main artery of the terminal and the premium check-in beyond it. A good position. Elevated but not conspicuous. The kind of place men chose when they wanted to watch without being watched.

Maxine sat opposite him, untouched latte growing cold, fingers resting lightly around the cup. Her eyes never stopped moving.

“Are you sure this Scott Harris is going to be here today?” she asked quietly.

Her gaze moved across the room, face to face, like a hunter. She assessed without pause. Height. Posture. Hands. Confidence. Nerves. Threat. 

Xavier took a slow sip. 

“According to my information,” he said.

“Can we trust it?”

“We don’t have a choice.”

The announcement system crackled overhead. Boarding call for Singapore. Final call for Melbourne. Names are mispronounced into the air like minor humiliations.

Maxine leaned back, just enough to reduce her profile. “You’re staking everything on him.”

“Yes.”

“And if he doesn’t deliver?”

“Then we grind each other into oblivion.”

He said it without drama. It wasn’t a threat. It was arithmetic.

She studied him instead of the crowd now. “Maybe that’s what’s supposed to happen.”

“Maybe.”

He didn’t elaborate. The coffee steadied his pulse. The terminal did not.

A family cut across the flow of foot traffic, drawing irritation from strangers. A businessman nearly collided with a service cart and muttered something into his phone. Everything felt normal. That was the part that unsettled him most.

Then he saw him.

“There,” Xavier said.

Maxine’s shoulders tightened. “Where?”

“Far edge. Near the first-class entrance. Blue sports coat. Backpack.”

Scott Harris stood just outside the premium queue, slightly apart from everyone else. Not important enough to belong. Not relaxed enough to blend in.

He stepped sideways to let a cluster of late passengers rush past him. He kept his eyes lowered. Avoided contact. His free hand pressed briefly against his abdomen as if testing something internal.

“That guy?” Maxine said. “Really?”

“Really.”

“Are you sure?”

“I was sure about you.”

She watched Scott the way she might watch a faulty component in a machine. “He looks like he’s going to be sick.”

“He probably is.”

Scott paused beneath a hanging sign, scanning it twice before committing to a direction. He moved carefully, like a man aware of how much space he occupied. He drifted toward the corridor leading to the restrooms.

Of course.

Xavier lowered his cup. Then his stomach tightened.

“Shit.”

Maxine’s attention snapped back to him. “What?”

“A Zed.”

Her eyes flicked past him immediately. “Where?”

“Twenty paces behind. Gray jacket. No luggage.”

She saw him.

Long blond hair cinched tight at the back of his head. The man moved with deceptive calm, neither hurried nor hesitant. His eyes stayed forward but never settled. He was tracking Scott without seeming to. 

“What are they doing here?” she asked.

“They’re here for the same reason we are.”

“But how did they know he’d be here?”

Xavier didn’t answer straight away. He watched the spacing between Scott and the Zed. The gap was deliberate. Controlled.

“I don’t know,” he said at last. “And it doesn’t matter.”

Maxine’s jaw tightened. “Maybe we need to reassess your source.”

“We’ll reassess later.”

Scott disappeared around the corner beneath the restroom sign.

The Zed followed.

“You want me to deal with him?” Maxine asked.

Xavier stood. “No.”

He adjusted his jacket, smoothing fabric over concealed weight. “I have a feeling you’ll have your hands full out here.”

She nodded once.

“Rules of engagement?” she asked.

“Same as always.”

If it went wrong, she would retreat. Regroup. Return to the facility. No improvisation beyond that.

He ran a hand through his hair, more habit than vanity. His pulse had shifted. Not faster. Sharper.

Scott Harris had no idea how much weight he carried on his shoulders, but he would eventually.

“Time to go kill a Zed,” Xavier said quietly.

Maxine didn’t smile. “And then?”

“And then,” he said, watching the corridor Scott had vanished into, “I introduce myself.”

She leaned back in her chair, eyes scanning the wider terminal now.

“The fate of the world,” she said, almost to herself.

“Quite,” Xavier replied.

Xavier melted into the crowd and moved in lockstep with the Zed. It was like chasing his own shadow. The others stayed one step ahead. If he hesitated, the target was dead. And they won.

That was the game now. It used to be slower. Seduction. Patience. Luring Sleepers into comfort, then drawing them out. That world had ended. Now it was blunt. Planned. Brutal. Execution with a timetable.

Xavier followed the man along the tile corridor, staying a few paces back, matching his speed without looking like he was matching it. The man moved with purpose, as if he had a meeting and a boarding call in his head. 

He turned into the men's bathroom.

Xavier waited a second, counted footfalls, then stepped in after him.

The air changed. Stale disinfectant, hand soap, the metallic edge of a thousand taps. The soundscape narrowed to tap water, urinals, and a muffled cough. Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, bright enough to bleach the color from skin.

Two stalls in. The man picked one without hesitating. Not random. Not convenience. Purpose.

Xavier watched his shoes pivot, watched him step into the stall beside the one Xavier needed him away from. The one beside the target.

Xavier moved.

He slid into the stall behind him, fast and silent, and folded his body in close. One arm looped under the man’s chin and locked across his throat. The other hand clamped over his mouth before the first gasp could turn into a shout.

The man jerked. Elbows flared. Knees bucked. He tried to twist, but there was nowhere to go. Tile behind. Door in front. Xavier’s weight pinned him.

Xavier tightened. Steady pressure. No panic. No wasted movement.

Next door, someone retched. A wet, violent sound that filled the room and covered everything else. Perfect.

The bodies slammed into the stall walls. The man fought as if he understood the stakes. He clawed at Xavier’s forearm, nails scraping skin. He shoved backwards, trying to crush Xavier against the cistern. His breathing turned into short, strangled bursts that died in Xavier’s palm.

Xavier kept his cheek close to the man’s ear. He felt the pulse under his forearm, frantic at first, then uneven. He felt the fight shift from strategy to instinct.

The man’s hands scrabbled for leverage. He tried to pry the arm away from his neck. He found nothing. His head banged on the partition. His legs kicked, heel striking porcelain with a dull crack.

The blackness came for him.

Xavier did not let up.

Once he started, it ended one way. It was the man or Xavier, and Xavier losing was never an option.

If the others knew what Xavier knew, they would have sent more people. The target mattered more than they realized. They had not worked that out yet.

He hoped they never would.

The Zed’s strength drained. His fingers loosened. His body sagged, heavy and slack in Xavier’s hold.

Xavier kept pressure for a fraction longer. He needed certainty.

Next door, another heave. More vomit. Then a flush. The stall door opened with the bored rhythm of someone who had survived bad food and wanted to get back to their day.

Xavier made his move.

He shifted his stance, braced, and twisted the man’s neck sharp and clean. A sickening crack cut through the bathroom noise, small but final.

Xavier always found it easier when they were no longer struggling.

He lowered the body, careful to avoid a second impact that might draw attention. He propped the man on the toilet, head angled forward like he’d passed out mid-sickness. One hand straightened the shoulders. Another nudged the feet into place.

A display. A problem for someone else.

He dropped to the floor, slid under the partition into the neighboring empty stall, and listened.

Footsteps at the sink. A tap. Water running. A cough. Paper towel tearing. No alarm. No raised voice. No panic.

Xavier exhaled through his nose, slow and controlled. His forearm throbbed where the man had scraped him. His heart wanted to sprint, but he forced it down.

He patted his hair down, smoothed his shirt, and adjusted the line of his collar. He steadied his hands against his thighs until the tremor faded.

This was not his first target.

But it was the most important.

Soon, everyone would understand why.

Xavier flushed his empty stall, kicked the door open, and marched to the sinks like he belonged there.
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Present day
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The passenger door of the Jeep flew open.

“Get in! Hurry!”

Scott didn’t move.

The world in front of him refused to make sense. Xavier’s Maserati was no longer a car. It was twisted metal fused against the front of a dark van, both vehicles compressed into something unrecognizable. Smoke curled upward in thin black ribbons. Bodies lay scattered across the street in dark clothing, limbs bent at wrong angles. Weapons glinted between them in the flashing hazard lights.

His ears were still ringing.

He looked down.

There was a pistol in his hand.

He let it fall. It hit the road with a flat crack.

A body lay near his feet. For one split second, he thought it was Woodward. His chest tightened painfully before reason caught up with him.

Not Woodward.

Just another man in a balaclava, blood seeping into the cracks of the asphalt.

Scott crouched without thinking and grabbed the edge of the mask. He hesitated, unsure what he expected to find beneath it. Recognition? Proof? Some confirmation that this had been necessary?

Shouting broke through the fog.

Footsteps slapped against the road.

Xavier clamped a hand around his arm. His face snapped into view, sweat in his chestnut hair, eyes sharp and focused. His mouth moved, but no sound reached Scott at first, as if someone had muted the world. 

“Scott, move. If you don’t get in, you’re next.”

The noise returned all at once. Horns. Distant sirens. The








[image: ]












































[image: ]










































[image: ]





























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
> §

EALITY

EPISODE TWo

KENNETH JAMES ALLEN





d2d_images/image001.png
REALITY

Episode Two

KENNETH JAMES ALLEN

e

Published by Everington Publishing House, 2026





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.png
Want more twisted tales for free?

To say thanks for reading, | would
like to give you a copy of BROKEN, a
collection of flash fiction stories, for

FREE!





d2d_images/scene_break.png





