
Operation Thunder

Tales from the Darker Side

kiney©

kiney© Publishing

Houston, Texas

© 2026 by kiney©.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Copyright Page

Operation Thunder (Tales From The Darker Side, #3)

Dedication

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER ONE-

CHAPTER TWO- Southbound

CHAPTER THREE- Patterns In The Sky

CHAPTER FOUR – Arrival into Segregation

CHAPTER FIVE-Convergences

CHAPTER SIX- The Cane-Field Test

CHAPTER SEVEN-Drawing the Storm

CHAPTER EIGHT-Return to Sender

EPILOGUE

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator,” at the address below.

kiney©

10419 Red Cardinal Drive

Cleveland, Texas 77328

www.kiney.co

Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Locales and public names are sometimes used for atmospheric purposes. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, institutions, or locales is completely coincidental.

Book Layout ©2017 BookDesignTemplates.com

Ordering Information:

Quantity sales. Special discounts are available on quantity purchases by corporations, associations, and others. For details, contact the “Special Sales Department” at the address above.

Operation Thunder -Tales from the Darker Side/ kiney©—1st ed

​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication  


[image: ]


This book is dedicated to the countless souls caught in the long and cruel web of American subjugation—those who came seeking hope, and those forced here in chains.

It is offered in honor of the descendants of Africans stolen into slavery; the Native peoples dispossessed of their ancestral lands; and the Irish, Chinese, Italians, and other immigrant communities who endured exploitation, exclusion, humiliation, and systemic injustice in the making of America.

It is dedicated especially to the survivors—those who endured not only physical suffering, but also the loneliness of separation, the theft of family and heritage, and the cruel denial of liberty, dignity, equality, and belonging. For many, the so-called American dream was not a promise freely given, but a privilege withheld by those who claimed dominion over their lives.

This tribute is not for the masters, nor for those who justified oppression through power, greed, or false righteousness.

It is for those who endured.

And it is for those whose deepest cry has never been merely for repayment, but for justice—true justice beyond human courts and corrupted systems; a reckoning before God, fate, destiny, or the eternal moral order that bends, however slowly, toward truth.
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Officially, Operation Thunder never existed. Between 1940 and 1951, no such program appears in the neat public timelines of World War II or the early Cold War; the histories talk instead of Manhattan, Torch, Overlord, Paperclip. But in the shadows between those names, another story has always lurked—a story about what happens when a government decides that if it can split the atom, perhaps it should also learn to split the sky.

This book is built on that shadow.

Operation Thunder – Tales from the Darker Side is fiction, but it is the kind of fiction that grows out of the archival seams: offhand memos, redacted weather experiments, rumors of “geophysical warfare,” and the uncomfortable historical fact that every major power eventually asked itself some version of the question, If weather can be predicted, can it be produced? From that question spiral all the others—about power, about collateral damage, about who gets to stand in the sunshine while someone else’s sky is turned into a weapon.

These stories begin with a joke in a Pentagon basement and a French physicist whose equations look suspiciously like bait for something alive in the upper air. They move through secret desert tests, instruments that record power flows into a medium no one can name, and a single margin note that captures what official language cannot: “Not weather. Hungry.” From there, the focus shifts to the people history rarely centers—Black scientists, code-switching graduate students, sorority-run intelligence networks, and communities who understand, long before anyone else, that the atmosphere itself has become a battlefield.

What unfolds in these pages is not just a conspiracy thriller about weaponized storms. It is a counter-history of American science and statecraft, told from the vantage point of those who are usually written out of declassified files even as their labor, brilliance, and bodies are drafted into the work. Howard University becomes an espionage hub. A daughter quietly completes the equations her father refused to put on paper. Black women run communications networks sharper than anything in the official chain of command. The Reich is not the only force trying to bend the sky; the United States is, too—and the moral fulcrum of the story is not whether such power is possible, but who is allowed to decide how and where it falls.

I wrote these tales with one conviction: that the darkest parts of our history are not the end of the story, but the entry wound. Inside that wound live resistance, ingenuity, sabotage, and care—people who look at monstrous projects and quietly ask, Who will this hurt first? Who will be asked to pay the invisible cost? Operation Thunder imagines that those questions were being asked in real time, by people whose names never made it into the footnotes.

These are their stories.

This is the classified weather report we were never meant to read.
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Declassified: Operation Thunder, 1940–1951

It started as a joke that no one in the room thought was funny.

In December 1942, in an overheated conference room three floors below the Pentagon, a Deputy Undersecretary of Defense dabbed sweat from his collar and asked his staff why, if the Russians were rumored to be experimenting with weather control, the United States was not already winning that race. He said it lightly, as a bit of political theater, a way of flattering the men whose signatures could keep his career alive.

But the joke landed in a room where nothing remained a joke for long.

Outside those walls, the world war had entered its second, bloodier act. A month earlier, on November 8, 1942, more than 100,000 Allied troops had come ashore in French Morocco and Algeria under the name Operation Torch, flinging men and metal onto the beaches of Casablanca and Oran and Algiers. Inside those walls, men with maps and committees were discovering that every victory generated a new anxiety. If the United States could split the atom, if it could land an army on another continent, if it could redraw borders with bombardment, what came next? What would keep the nation ahead of whatever its enemies might imagine?

Someone—no one would later agree on who—put a name in a margin: Operation Thunder.

Officially, Operation Thunder did not exist. Unofficially, between 1940 and 1951 it became the umbrella term for a series of projects buried inside the War Department’s weather services and the Army Air Forces’ research commands, all reaching toward one forbidden question: if weather could be predicted, could it also be produced?

The first man who made that question dangerous was a French physicist named Jerone Joseph.

In 1939, Jerone was a minor Parisian academic with too much imagination and too little discipline, whose papers on atmospheric charge fields and cloud-density harmonics were dismissed as speculative, erratic, and—by colleagues who knew the smell—cocaine-addled. By the spring of that year, as Europe tore itself open, those same papers made him the most dangerous theoretician in France.

After the fall of Paris, hands both known and carefully unacknowledged pulled Jerone out of the rubble of the Third Republic. He passed from Vichy France to London under passports that did not bear his name, and from London to Washington as if he had always lived in the quiet, tree-lined streets above Meridian Hill. By 1941 he was a foreign-born “consultant” with a room at the Meridian Hill Hotel, a key to a small fourth-floor laboratory, and an access badge under a name that could not be found in any public record.

His proposal was simple in the way that only lethal ideas can be.

If you could flood a given volume of air with directed infrared energy, Jerone argued, you could induce stable, localized convection cells—weather pockets—that did not obey the larger fronts around them. With sufficient power and the right resonance, the field would imprint itself into the upper atmosphere like a pattern cut into glass. Shift the pattern; shift the sky.

The device his new patrons built for him in the desert was called, in the first set of documents that later survived classification, POP: Positive Aerial Plankton. The term was a joke in the lab and an obsession for Jerone. In cryptozoological folklore, “atmospheric beasts” had been whispered about for decades—vast, jellyfish-like entities said to drift in the upper air, creatures of mist and charge that people insisted they had seen forming and unforming in clouds. Jerone did not claim to believe in such things, but his field equations read as if he were designing bait.

The first and only official test took place on an anonymous stretch of government land a long drive from Folsom, New Mexico, under a sky that had been clear when the convoy arrived. The array went live at 1423 hours.

The technicians saw it first.

The generated field bled upward into the clean blue sky, invisible on instruments that did not yet have the language for what they were measuring. The clouds came two minutes later, boiling out of nowhere, blackening as if ink had been poured into them from above. The mass formed a shape the witnesses would later refuse to describe in the same words: a mouth, a wound, a single enormous lung pulling the air itself thin.

Then, as quickly as it had formed, the thing shredded into mist and was gone.

In the minutes that followed, radio traffic turned into
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