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I called the man now everyone fears, or did he want me to, he knew everything. “Why did you call me?” The voice on the phone spoke. “I was told you could help me,” the man answered. “Who gave you this number,” the phone voice asked? “Farmer number one” the man replied. “Meet me at the back of Farmer number one's barn. What is your name,” questioned the voice? “John Staple,” he answered. “Noon if you're late you’re dead.” The voice hung up. His next move, “Farmer number one,” he spoke into the phone?” “Yes,” the farmer answered. “John Staple,” The voice questioned? “Major problem with the Center,” the farmer informed. “Can he be trusted,” was the next question to the farmer? “Very much so, he could be a great asset for information from the tiny houses,” the farmer stated. “Good, noon behind your barn. Was intoned flatly by the voice. “I will be there to introduce you,” with that, the farmer hung up.

It was a beautiful day; shame it was the beginning of another death. Noon arrived, Farmer number one, and John Staple stood together behind the barn. “Don’t turn around,” they heard the voice say. Keeping their eyes forward, giving the impression that they were speaking to each other, the voice continued. “Tell me your story.” John began to speak, “I live in the tine houses, and work in the Center’s archive files. Everything was fine until last week. The Boss arrived wanting to pull everything on him, as well as any information on you. We obliged of course; however, the Center made us alter some of the information. Everyone who worked on the project for the Boss has met with convenient accidents. They made us all sign an agreement not to speak about it.”

Taking a breath John went on, “I never had until now. I also know that the other three were discussing it amongst themselves. They were always sure not to speak about it in public. Only the Center is everywhere they found out, and then they were all gone from those accidents.” “Yet you will tell me,” asked the man behind them. “Yes,” John continued, “I know I’m the only one left, so once I’m gone so will the changes be set with no one to challenge them.” “Tell me the changes,” the voice behind them spoke. “First they changed the circumstances of why the old Boss was killed. The real reason was because his hit was ordered by the Center, not the new Boss as thought. It seems the old Boss was planning to not only put his tax plan in place which would have devastated everyone, but the rich. He also planned to take some of the Center’s power for himself, mainly the designated assigned quarters giving him the ability to send your kind out to kill whoever he chose with no restraint. I think the new Boss had some doubts about how he got the title of Boss. Second, the information on you was altered.

“How so,” the voice asked? “You are not just a designated assigned quarters like the rest. You were made to be this good. “What do you mean made,” snapped the voice? “Your first assignment so you could graduate, he was one of the donors to make you. “One of the donors,” the voice growled? “Yes, they wanted to make the perfect killer. You have not only his DNA, but some of the smartest and deadliest people alive. They spliced all of that together, then they found the perfect host to be your surrogate mother. I know because she was from the tiny houses.” “Where is she now,” the voice from behind asked, “I’m sorry to say as soon as you were born, they killed her so no one would ever know. The Center took you and raised you to be a killer from birth. They planted memories to make you think you were tested at age thirteen like everyone else. Why do you think they gave you the assignments they did? Because you were the only one who could. They made sure they had the ultimate weapon, only once you killed the old Boss, they began to worry that they wouldn’t be able to keep you under control."

John wiped his forehead, shaking as he went on with his tale. “That girl was supposed to replace you. She couldn’t because she lacked the DNA from the one you killed. They have you listed as rouge, and to kill on site.” The center is planning to kill you then take your DNA, so they can create a new you. One they can control as if that’s possible. I was hoping you could help. I have a family. If I'm gone, they have no income. It's to the containers for them.” “I understand, who were the Center agents assigned to this request with you,” the voice softened as it spoke? “Agents numbers twelve, fifteen, twenty-one, and twenty-four.” “I know who they are,” he said as he passed a few bills to Farmer number one, “Make sure he looks like he was shopping. You John go home with the food, and don’t talk about any of this, to anyone. Understood!” “Yes,” answered John. Waiting a few minutes Farmer number one said, “Come inside we’ll get you set up with some food to take home.” Both men walked into the farmer's store.  

Agents twelve, fifteen, twenty-one, and twenty-four Oblib wrote down their information. Twelve, trained in espionage, fifteen, trained in karate, twenty-one, trained in hand-to-hand combat, twenty-four. This one is a problem he trained most of us in stealth, and assassination. Thinking to himself, “I’ll have to verify their schedules then decide who’s first.” Oblib spent the next few weeks verifying every bit of information he could find on the four agents, as well as shadowing their moves for any variations in their schedules. Thankfully the Center prides itself on strict schedules, so the task was that much easier.

“Good night, John,” agent fifteen said as he saw John leave. “Good night,” he called back as he shut the door behind him. Before fifteen could turn back to his monitor, he felt a sharp pain in his neck then everything went black. Cleaning up the area so no one could tell he was there. He removed the dart from fifteen’s neck while he applied a small dot of ointment on the wound, sealing it shut. Sneaking back out the way he came, Oblib smiled. It will look like he has a heart attack, and no one will be the wiser,” he thought. Once home, he checked off number fifteen.

The next morning as John entered the Center, he was met by twelve, twenty-one, and twenty-four the agents called him over, “John, number twelve said. “Yes, good morning,” John responded. “What time did you leave last night,” twelve asked? “The usual time, 6PM, Why,” John asked? “Did you see agent fifteen when you left,” twelve asked on the subject? “Of course, he said good night to me. I said good night back then left.” John replied, "Why," he asked again? “Fifteen was found dead this morning; it appears to be a heart attack,” twelve stated. “That’s horrible,” John gasped, “He was fine when I left. He was complaining about how much his stomach acid was making him uncomfortable. I suggested he ask the center
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