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CHARACTER LISTS

UNDERGROUND COALITION

The Coalition is the new underground alliance that has formed from what 
remained of  Operation Latter Exodus following the great escape as well as 
several smaller religious resistance factions that have joined forces. 

James Janis - A freedom fighter and wanted fugitive of  the Global 
Federation. Currently with the underground coalition. Currently stationed 
in the Middle East.

Shani Jaffa - A former commander for the International peacekeepers; an 
army that was recently dismantled by the Federation. Now a wanted fugitive, 
she now is with the Underground Coalition, fighting for its survival.

Maverick Reid - Recent friend of  James Janis. He is a fugitive and freedom 
fighter, although new to performing secret military operations for the 
Underground Coalition. Currently stationed in the Middle East.

Adrian Baros - Acting Lieutenant of  several of  the Coalition’s underground 
cells in the Middle East global zone. Currently stationed in the Middle East. 

ISLAMIC FACTIONS 

What remains of  the Islamic people and culture that did not submit to the 
Federation. Their current territories lie in the Northern African countries in 
one hidden location. Currently at war with the Federation.

Faiz Ahmed - Commander within the Islamic faction ranks. Loyal to the 
Islamic religion.



Jehemala Ahmed - A military medic under command of  her brother Faiz 
Ahmed. 

General Hesham - The lead military head for the entire Islamic Faction. 
Current location unknown. 

GLOBAL FEDERATION

The new International establishment that rules and governs the world 
following the third world war and the collapse of  most government 
establishments. The Federation has the single most powerful military in 
history, the UWA (United World Army). 

Charles Callaghan - The Supreme Chancellor of  the Federation as well as 
the world’s recognized deity of  the universe. He is known as the antichrist 
now possessed by the devil. Those who do not worship him must face death.

Alton Iskander - Chancellor of  the Middle East global zone. 

UWA: UNITED WORLD ARMY 

The Federation’s military that stretches across the globe. Every single troop is 
a super powered human given major physical enhancements. With the most 
advanced technology and AI troops, their power only continues to grow. 
Currently at war with the Islamic factions and every remnant of  resistance.

General Achar - High ranking military general in the UWA. Currently 
stationed in the Middle East.

General Sanjana - A lower tier general under Achar’s command. Currently 
stationed in the Middle East.



Trigger Warning: This novel contains violence and death, given that 
this story takes place in a dark era. This novel is targeted towards an 

adult audience. Reader discretion is advised.





A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

Thank you for continuing to follow the Shadows of  Darkness series. For 
all of  those that are new to this series, it has been quite a journey from 
jotting down ideas in multiple notebooks to self-publishing these books. 
The Shadows of  Darkness story has been one big blessing and joy ride that 
I hope will continue for years to come. I am glad to have you all along for 
the journey.

I would like to say that the Shadows of  Darkness series isn’t a representation 
of  how I believe the end times will unfold. Nor am I trying to use these 
books to make predictions on how such a dark period will play out. These 
novels are meant to provide readers with entertaining pieces of  fiction 
that include Christian themes. I have always enjoyed reading and creating 
fiction my whole life and want to give readers the chance to enjoy a narrative 
following a group of  characters and their journeys through a dark era. 

God has given me many ideas for this story and I could not bring myself  to 
throw them to the side. I am excited to share this story with all of  you. This 
book has some mature themes, but does not include anything regarding sex 
or anything in that nature. I went as far as I could to show how some of  the 
characters are handling living in a dystopian apocalyptic era where all hope 
seems to be lost and evil is seemingly winning all around.

Once again, thank you for supporting the series, feel free to leave a review 
and share to help support the continuing future of  Shadows of  Darkness. 
Thank you for the support. 

If  the end times comes within our life here on earth; Survive and Endure 
until the End!





PROLOGUE

Faiz and his sister Jahmela, in T2 armor uniforms, walk from the 
grounded gunship. They trail after several dozen Islamic faction 

militants across the runway. From Faiz’s point of  view, everything 
seems to be ready for the long awaited assault to deal a critical blow 
to the Federation. The entire runway is full of  soldiers and vehicles 
loading into dozens of  gunships that are preparing to lift off.

“Looks like everything is perfectly in motion,” Faiz says to his 
sister.

Jahmela fidgets with the medical case and returns a nervous nod. 
She glances around at the Islamic faction forces boarding the aircraft 
and transports at record speed. 

Although most of  her face is concealed behind the face armor, 
her eyes can be seen dropping at the far corners. For a long time, she 
viewed being a military medic to be difficult when one has a zealous 
brother. She holds out hope that he isn’t someone she will have to 
care for. 

Faiz’s excitement doesn’t allow him to see Jahmela’s expression. 
“I cannot believe that we are finally ready to help liberate Abu Dhabi 
and beyond.” He looks at Jahmela, maintaining his smile. “Did you 



REMNANTS OF RESISTANCE

2

hear anything I said, sister?”
“I did hear you. I’m just concerned about how effective this 

assault will be.”
“Jahmela, I understand that you have your views about all of  this. 

But if  you look at the numbers we have been able to pull together, it 
is difficult to imagine us failing tonight.”

“One is able to hope Faiz.” She replies with a worried appearance 
in her eyes. “Please, there’s still time for you to… I mean, I’m worried 
that if  we go along with this whole thing.” She pauses and changes 
sentences. “Faiz, it’s not too late for you to refuse to participate in 
this campaign.”

Faiz looks away from Jahmela.
“I’m serious. You know where I stand, and I don’t see anything 

positive coming from this assault. I don’t want to lose you.”
“Listen Jahmela,” he says, gently taking a hold of  her hand, “Both 

of  us have been looking forward to freeing our home city ever since 
the peacekeeper and Federation takeover.”  

“And I still do. On the other hand, I care more about your safety 
than saving the place that I used to call home.”

“It’s not just about it being home to me. Success tonight will 
spark something that can help all of  us. Once we secure the city, we 
can begin another military campaign that will begin to hopefully drive 
the Federation from the Arab regions. You don’t have to worry about 
me.”The two siblings embrace each other tightly in the middle of  all 
of  the military movement across the runway.

“I have something important to discuss and it can’t wait.” she 
says with her eyes pleading with tears.

Faiz lets go of  his sister and stares her directly in the eyes, “I have 
a feeling I know what it is. I already explained where I stand.” Before 
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Jahmela can offer her response, alarms across the base begin to give 
off  loud blares warning of  an incoming attack. Everyone throughout 
the place seems to freeze in place for a second before scrambling to 
complete the battle preparations in a rush.  

Jahmela looks around, trying to make sense of  the situation. Her 
heart rate reaches record speed given her freshness to the military 
environment compared to Faiz.

“What is happening?” she asks with a cracking voice.
“This is impossible,” Faiz says with total disbelief.  
“What… What is it?” she begs, following her brother who is 

racing across the runway, “Faiz, tell me. Please!”
“They’re here. The Federation is here!” he shouts.
“Are you sure?” she screams to be heard over all of  the 

commotion, from the yelling and aircraft engines powering up.
Faiz slows his speed as he reaches a few Islamic commanders 

exiting the main building of  the base. He approaches the ranking 
base commanders and announces his commanding rank. Every last 
one of  the guys around him appears to be in great panic within. The 
commanders spit out quick information that confirms what the two 
siblings feared before separating into the chaos. Faiz flips a one-
eighty and sprints towards the gunship he and his sister arrived at the 
base with.

“Come on, we have to try and protect the base!” he yells, not 
willing to stand by and wait for the battle to come to them. In his 
mind, Faiz forces himself  to believe that the base can still preserve 
the assault force and proceed with the campaign. How many losses 
the Islamic faction will overall take heavily depends on how fast they 
can get their fighters into the fight.

*****
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ADRUNUS CARRIER VESSEL

Standing at the center of  the Adrunus command bridge, General Achar 
readies to begin his preemptive strike against the Islamic faction. 
Tonight will be an important night. The general is more than ready 
to deal a devastating blow to one of  the enemy’s strongholds in the 
North African countries. A few other UWA commanders surround 
Achar, observing a massive computer-generated map emitting 
from the massive cyber table. Achar looks out the extensive string 
of  armored windows where he watches a dozen M4 air-freighters 
and carriers joining his vessel to take up battle positions over the 
Mediterranean Sea. The UWA naval fleet awaits not too far ahead, 
in the rippling waters. The general glances back at the cyber table 
and checks the status of  the Armored naval vessels and sure enough 
they are exactly where they are supposed to be.Multiple alarms ring 
from the pilot’s digital dashboards, signaling that dozens of  missiles 
are approaching from enemy lines. The General remains collected 
as he observes the pilots immediately taking defensive measures. He 
stares out of  the bridge windows as bright streaks sail through the 
sky towards his fleet of  UWA air vessels. Shortly after, every warhead 
erupts in midair from the fleet’s laser counter systems. One after the 
other, the projectiles appear to hit an invisible wall, about a mile away 
from the fleet.

After the failed first wave of  missiles, three times as many appear 
on the cyber table. Most of  the modified naval ships up ahead of  
the aerial fleet fire their missiles in response. The air vessels continue 
to counter the incoming missiles. General Achar receives incoming 
communications from one of  the other commanders aboard the M2 
air-carriers. “This is General Sanjana to the Adrunus.” Comes a thickly 



5

JONAH S WHITE

accented female voice. 
“This is General Achar. Go ahead.”
“Every vessel is in position. It appears that we have caught these 

people in the middle stages of  their deployment.” 
“It appears so.”
General Achar turns from the gigantic windows and glances at 

the digital map. It takes a second to perform a full battle prediction 
analysis with his genetic engineered eyeballs.

“Order your aerial vessels to launch the drones and soften their 
aircraft, ground to air weapons, and those missile launchers. Mine will 
deal with the ground forces and base. I will give the signal for UWA 
ground forces to secure the base afterwards.” 

“Yes, General. Launching now.”
Immediately after the order is given, Achar watches as streaks of  

advanced warheads launch from the aerial vessels, heading towards 
the African mainland.

*****

Barely able to open his eyes, throbbing pain spreads through Faiz’s 
back. Everything is a blur in that moment. He can’t remember where 
he is. All of  a sudden, Jahmela stumbles over and tries to help him up. 
From what he can tell, she has a few fresh cuts through the shoulder 
plate with blood dripping down the armored uniform.

“Jehemela, what just happened?” he questions, struggling to get 
back on his feet again.

She grabs her shoulder and tries to talk through the pain. “The 
United World Army fired warheads at us. One made it through our 
missile defenses.”



REMNANTS OF RESISTANCE

6

Taking a glance around, it all makes sense. Looking over his 
shoulder, the gunship they were heading for is nothing but flames and 
carnage, along with many other transport vehicles. A number of  Arab 
soldiers are lying across the battle torn runway, either dead or severely 
wounded. For Faiz, it is more than apparent that the Federation 
will soon overwhelm the base. Every healthy Islamic soldier active 
throughout the area attempts to flee towards any available aerial 
vehicles to most likely escape. The issue present is that with this many 
troops and vehicles out in the open runway, they all will be next to 
nothing for the enemy to target them. 

Faiz catches Jahmela staring off  into the distance.“Oh no!” she 
says, eyes wide with shock. Turning to see what she is staring at, he 
spots the horrible site. Hundreds, if  not thousands, of  red lights 
approaching from the north. Faiz had never seen anything so terrifying 
before. The survival instinct inside of  Faiz kicks in, prompting him to 
take his sister and escape while they still can.

“Are those drones?” Jahmela yells, struggling to run with her 
brother.

“We have to run right now!” he replies, limping alongside his 
sister. He points to one of  the transports in the distance. “That 
gunship. Get to it and don’t wait for me.”

“I can’t leave you.”
Faiz cuts her off. “You’re not! Get there and have them wait for me!”

****

Jahmela darts through the chaos-filled runway, trying to close the gap 
between herself  and the gunships. The noises of  friendly aircraft fill 
the atmosphere as nearly a couple dozen of  them move to engage the 



7

JONAH S WHITE

drones. A second later, she catches a glimpse of  the drones focusing 
down the aircraft. With the aircraft preoccupied, multiple drones with 
blinking red lights zip towards and attach themselves to both vehicles 
and soldiers. Before anyone can react to the drones latching on to 
them, they go up in large explosions. 

Suicide drones! She thinks, looking back to check on her brother. 
Right now, there is no sign of  Faiz due to all of  the fleeing ground 
forces along with explosions. Which begs the question if  she should 
turn back and find him or trust that he is still on his way. 

Jahmela makes the difficult decision and continues forward. All 
along the way, she witnesses the rapid destruction of  the Arab base 
and runway. Attack drones tear through most of  the fleeing soldiers 
with automatic gunfire while the suicide drones target the armored 
vehicles. Most of  the detonations are unable to penetrate some of  
the heavier vehicles, so the suicide drones target the wheels and weak 
points to disable them. Friendly air support becomes a non-factor 
since the scattered fighters that are in the sky become swarmed by 
dozens of  drones. A few feet ahead of  Jahmela, a suicide drone 
collide with and grabs onto a soldier’s upper body ready to detonate. 
She circles the helpless victim and jumps to her stomach as the 
machine blows the soldier into a crimson mess. Some of  the metal 
shrapnel disperses and injures several people surrounding the victim. 
She pushes herself  back up and continues her race to the escaping 
aircraft. Within seconds, she leaps inside one of  the overcrowded 
gunships about to take off. She looks back to seek out Faiz. She 
screams at the pilot to wait for Faiz to arrive before taking off. Most 
of  the soldiers inside unleash rounds of  automatic gunfire to destroy 
several UWA drones trying to target the aircraft.

Jahmela’s eyes catch Faiz in the crowd, struggling to maintain his 
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pace. He limps while firing shots off  with his sidearm at some of  the 
drones close to him. The gunship pilot begins to lift off  from the 
base as Faiz is about to reach the side entrance. Jahmela extends an 
arm allowing for her brother to launch himself  into the air and wrap 
a firm grip around her arm. The heavy weight of  Faiz is too much 
for the shorter sister. A few of  the other soldiers aboard the gunship 
assist her and pull Faiz aboard before the doors close. 

 Faiz can be seen staring out of  the side entrance of  the aircraft 
at the annihilation of  what was supposed to light the spark for the 
Islamic culture. A wishful spark that would have most likely led to 
the liberation of  the rest of  the Middle Eastern regions from the 
Federation occupation. Now, what remains below become easy 
targets for the Federation’s AI weaponry. Faiz drives his fist into the 
wall a couple of  times while letting his head drop. He presses his 
eyelids together to contain the angry tears forming. 



CHAPTER 1

The stealth four-wheeler skids to an abrupt stop once the brakes 
are applied roughly. Both of  the people seated in the front 

leap out and using their earpieces, make contact with the people in 
the underground bunker. After a few sentences are exchanged, one 
of  them unlock and open the invisibly camouflaged pair of  doors 
hidden in the forest terrain. From inside this hole, another pair of  
muscular and rough looking guys wielding automatic weapons ascend 
dirt steps. They approach the four-wheeler, one of  them using a 
switchblade and cutting the metal strings restraining a prisoner tied 
to the rear of  the vehicle.

They keep the black sack over the prisoner’s head and drop him 
to the ground. The muscle guys unbinds the prisoner’s hands then 
pins them behind the man’s back. One of  the gruff  men grabs one 
of  the wrists and discovers a digital watch around it. The second 
man motions for his comrade to hurry up. They attach a pair of  
code-encrypted restraints to the prisoner before dragging him into 
the bunker.

The prisoner tenses up as his feet slide across the dirt floor. The 
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captors make multiple turns through the bunker at a quick pace. Once 
the rough escort concludes, the cuffed prisoner is slammed into a 
chair with the hand restraints zip tied to the back of  the chair. One 
of  the muscle soldiers pushes the end of  his weapon at the prisoner’s 
head while the second leaves the room. Minutes later, he reappears 
with the Criminal boss following at a slow pace. The boss, full of  cuts 
and scars across the face, studies the prisoner.

“Our men apprehended this man some distance from the 
perimeter.” The second muscle soldier begins.

“Interesting. Did he resist?” The Criminal boss questions.
“No. He surrendered without incident. We only found this on 

him.” The soldier says, handing his boss a SBT3 handgun previously 
gathered from the prisoner.

“Are you sure this is all he had?”
“Yes-other than a few pieces of  scratch paper with useless notes, 

there is nothing else.”
The crime boss tosses the weapon to the floor, “This situation is 

quite irregular.” He strides to the prisoner, looking up and down at 
the captive. “I’m confused here,” he begins, speaking to the prisoner, 
“What is a person like you doing all the way out here?” 

The prisoner remains silent. 
The crime lord notices something inside one of  the small pockets 

on the prisoner’s blue button up shirt. He forces his hand into the 
pocket and retrieves a homemade rope necklace with a wooden cross 
attached. 

“I thought you said he had nothing else on him.”
“Oh, uh, we didn’t think that piece was worth anything.”
“When I ask if  someone has anything on them, I expect to know 

every single item.” He strikes the prisoner in the face through the 
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black bag. “What exactly were you doing out here?”
“I’m not talking with you with this thing over my face,” the 

prisoner says.
With a hand motion to the first soldier, the cloth bag is ripped 

from James Janis’ head, allowing him to breathe properly.
“Thank you,” James says.
“I want an answer to my answer. Please don’t waste my time.”
“You wouldn’t believe me if  I told you.”
“Try me.”
“I live not too far from here and my transportation broke 

down. I was on my way towards some civilization when your thugs 
intercepted me.”

“Oh, I believe you. A child could have created a more compelling 
story than that.”

“That’s the truth.”
“If  you were stranded, you could have called someone.”
“Phone died.” James shrugs.
“You could have transmitted a distress signal from your BIC 

implant,” the crime boss says, rotating behind James to carefully 
inspect both restraint hands. “But considering that you have neither 
the BIC or the mark of  loyalty to the Federation, I can only guess that 
you are not a law abiding citizen.”

“You people don’t seem to bear either of  those things as well. So 
if  I were to make an educated guess, you people seem like a small cell 
of  a larger systematic human trafficking faction.” 

“You’re familiar with us?” 
“Of  course.”
“You have quite a brain, but I am asking the questions here. So, 

are you going to confess or should I tell you what I already know?”
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“Look, just because you repeatedly ask me a question isn’t going 
to change my answer.”

The crime lord draws an energy pistol and pushes the barrel to 
James’ head. “You want to continue to play games with me?” He 
holds the cross necklace in front of  James’ eyes while talking. 

“I found it off  someone.”
“What this thing tells me is that you are part of  the religious 

underground Coalition Faction. And I am guessing that you are here in 
regards to the raid my cell performed on your supply run last night. 
Isn’t that right? So, what is it you people want with us? To negotiate 
for the release of  the supply runners? Or have you come to beg-
demand for us to return the equipment?”

“That would be a start.”
“So the real truth comes out.”
“I knew you would figure it out sooner or later.”
The boss finally holsters his weapon. “Well, you are too late. 

Your people are already dead, and your equipment is now under our 
control.” With that, the crime lord turns and disappears into the dark 
hallway. A pair of  additional soldiers with face masks enter the room 
with their automatic weapons ready.

James sees the new soldiers come in and fidgets with his hands 
behind his back, reaching for the electronic watch on his wrist. He 
presses one finger on the surface of  the gadget, allowing an AI insect 
to crawl from it and latch onto the restraints.

One of  the muscle soldiers draws a small razor and advances 
towards James. He firmly grips the prisoner’s face preparing to put 
the blade to his neck.

Needing additional time for the bug to hack the codes and break 
the restraints, James decides to stall the soldier a bit. “Wait... wait. You 
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might want to know something.”
The soldier ignores the comment.
“Look, I didn’t mention this to your boss, but have you people 

wondered why I was so easy to catch? Someone with half  a brain cell 
would have figured this out.”

“You are bluffing.” the muscle soldier replies.
“Am I?”
The arm restraints release from James arms, allowing him to 

deliver a strong punch to the soldier’s face, sending him back.
The two new soldiers with face masks immediately fire powerful 

stun projectiles at the two muscled hostiles in the room. James 
reclaims his handgun from the floor while the other two check for 
any other criminal soldiers.

James retrieves the AI insect and places it back into his watch. 
“Nice timing, Maverick.” He says, rubbing both arms.

 One of  the soldiers removes his face mask, revealing a young 
American male. “I’ve got to hand it to you, James, this plan is working 
perfectly so far. Without the tracking beacon in your watch, we would 
have never found this place.”

“Easy to say when you’re not the person about to have your skin 
removed.” James looks to Maverick.

“You were the most qualified.”
James tilts his head. “We have to move.” 
The three ready their weapons and begin to move through the 

dark tunnels leading deeper into the underground hideout. Maverick 
takes point and fires stun projectiles at every soldier in front of  his 
path. The group reaches a split in the tunnel’s path. 

“Maverick, and whoever this person is, take the right. I’ll head 
down this way.”
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“You sure?”
James begins on his way. “Yes. Just go.”

******

Maverick and the other soldier make their way through the twisted 
tunnels, stealthily picking off  a couple of  guards with stun projectiles. 
It takes them a short time to reach a large sitting area at the end of  
their tunnel. They approach the crime boss from behind. Before they 
get the drop on him, the guy spins around and goes into a wide-eyed 
panic mode. He reaches for his sidearm but ceases when Maverick 
advances forward, keeping the weapon trained at face level. 

“Call for help, and I pull this trigger.” Maverick warns. 
The crime boss reveals his cowardly attitude through the sound 

of  his voice. “Look. Look, we can work something out here.” 
“Drop your weapon now.” Maverick doesn’t budge.
The crime boss does what he is told. “Alright, I’m doing it. Just 

don’t shoot me.”
“Not if  you do exactly what I say.” Maverick’s partner states with 

authority.
Mavericks cuts in. “Where are the supplies you stole from us 

during the supply raid?” 
The crime boss, with a shaking arm, points to a metal door off  

to his right. “They’re in there. Everything is in there. Just lower your 
weapons.”

Without warning, James emerges from a shadowy tunnel behind 
the crime boss, putting a couple of  lethal rounds through the boss’ 
back. The gunshots bounce off  the walls as the lifeless body falls to 
the floor. James enters the light with his lips tightly pressed together. 
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Both eyes reflect the room’s illumination from the angry tears. He 
shoves the weapon inside of  his jacket.

“What are you doing?” Maverick whispers harshly.
“Taking out a threat.”
“He was unarmed, plus surrendering.”
James looks at Maverick through the corner of  his eyes. “I didn’t 

notice. I was running and saw you two in a standoff  with him.” He 
takes a knee and reclaims the cross necklace from the victim’s pocket.

“Fair enough,” Maverick says, accepting James’ faulty excuse. “My 
worry is that you just used an unsilenced shot. That’s the reason we 
loaded stuns so we wouldn’t alert every criminal goon in this place.”

****
James places the necklace inside of  his jacket and re-configures 

his weapon to fire stuns. “You have no idea what I witnessed on my 
way here.”

“Anything important?” Maverick comments while moving to the 
metal door.

James’ face drops. “Our entire supply runner team is dead…” 
James attempts to describe the way they were killed but decides 
against it, considering that he needs to keep a balanced attitude for 
now. 

“We know,” Maverick says.
“Hurry up and get that open.” James pressures.
Maverick reaches and pulls a lock torch gadget from his holster 

and puts it to the door. Before anything can be done with the door, 
the three hear multiple hostiles moving their way from down the 
tunnel James traveled through. 

“Sounds like they know where we’re here.” 
“There’s no time. I’ll tag it for the coalition.” James receives a 
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pea-size beacon from the other soldier. He activates the thing, which 
is only traceable for coalition scanners, and inserts it into the dirt wall 
beside the metal door. “Let’s move.” 

The three backtrack through the tunnel system running from 
their pursuers. James looks back over his shoulder and spots a couple 
of  plain clothed criminal militants not too far behind. 

“Over here!” one of  them shouts.
James readies his weapon and unloads the darts into the pursuers. 

Both of  the militants drop, momentarily putting the team in the clear. 
He slows down, trying to put fresh darts into the handgun. 

Maverick and the other soldier put down a couple of  additional 
guards that appear up ahead to cut them off. 

“Maverick,” James calls out. “Tell our rider to begin his approach!”
The rookie puts an index finger to his earpiece. “This is Bravo 

team to Specter. We’ve been made. Begin approach now. I repeat, make 
your approach.” After receiving a response from the driver, Maverick 
confirms with James that everything is in order for extraction.

They race up a long flight of  dirt stairs before breaking out of  
the bunker’s exit door. The trio emerge in the middle of  the forest in 
the Nepal mountains. With the vast majority of  the trees in the radius 
dead, James worries that the criminal militants will have a much easier 
time taking shots at them with the lack of  foliage.

The group maneuvers around what remains of  the trees, avoiding 
gunfire from a few pursuers in the distance. James struggles to dodge 
and weave through the maze of  decaying trees. On top of  that, 
they are heavily disadvantaged with their weapons on stun. The fact 
that the coalition has minimal weapon suppressors in supply makes 
missions more dangerous than it needs to be. Like Maverick said, the 
ring of  gunfire will pose high chances of  alerting UWA drones or 
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additional criminal soldiers in the area. The stun projectiles in their 
weapons will be more than useless out here in the forest where the 
range plays a serious factor.

Putting all of  that aside, James allows the downward momentum 
to carry his body down the slope faster. He pushes off  several 
trees that come in the way. He approaches some large craters from 
previous meteor showers spread out across the forest. James quickly 
takes the obvious option and takes the long way around to avoid 
running through the exposed craters. During this, a few rounds from 
the enemies’ silenced weapons come too close for comfort, which 
makes him more desperate to get out of  this place. James outruns his 
mission partners to where he can now see the dirt road not far ahead. 
The one thing missing is the getaway vehicle. 

“Where’s our ride?” James shouts through his hefty mouth 
breathing. 

“Just wait.” 
The three continue to skid down the slope, twisting around the 

trees to be difficult targets. As they close within fifty yards of  the 
road, James checks for the vehicle and still sees nothing. 

“Maverick?” he says in an increased panicked voice.
“There!” Comes the reply.
A large camouflage four-wheeler appears from down the narrow 

road. Dirt and ash form a trail of  clouds as the vehicle speeds towards 
the spot of  the road directly in front of  James’ and the others’ path. 
The vehicle skids to a stop by the time the three reach the road, 
allowing them to jump aboard. Just when the driver floors the gas 
pedal, he is struck through the left arm by one of  the hostile rounds. 
He shouts in pain but controls the wheel with one hand. Even with 
a single operating arm the driver is able to get clear of  the pursuers. 
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Once the shooting diminishes, James reaches forward to check on the 
driver, but the guy insists that he can deal with the pain for now, but 
lets James quickly wrap the wound with a rag found in the vehicle’s 
dash.

James checks behind the vehicle for security reasons before 
slouching back on the metal seat trying to collect himself  from the 
stress and adrenaline. He hopes that UWA drones or nearby patrols 
are not on their way. If  they show up, there will be no escape. The 
only thing to do now is to hope for the best. Now, the next thing is 
to reach the nearest underground hideout where James and Maverick 
will then separate and make their way back to the Pakistan to reach 
their underground cell. All of  this traveling means that sleep will 
not be something both of  them will not be getting for a while. He 
calculates that it is about another forty-five minutes before they reach 
the hideout. So he closes his exhausted eyes to get whatever rest he 
can for now.



CHAPTER 2

ABU DHABI

The afternoon sun lights up the city below. Altan Iskander stirs 
in his seat inside the secure transport gunship and takes in the 

glorious site before him. This is what he and the Federation had done 
with the city and its expanding borders. Most of  the cities across 
the world were destroyed. Pride burns in his chest. He has gained 
the favor of  the Supreme Chancellor in regards to how much the 
middle eastern countries have rebuilt under his rule. The city has 
never looked better, considering the decline of  the world. He is 
interrupted when his youngest daughter joins him and looks out the 
same window. For weeks, he had previously promised both children 
that they would get a better view of  the city. They had grown tired 
of  being taken around the place in the armored conveys through 
the streets. Iskander’s scheduled flight to his classified meeting would 
normally take a few minutes. But since the children enjoy the city 
from above, he had ordered the computer system to circle for a bit. 
The Regional Chancellor wraps his arm around the young girl and 
pulls her closer. “It looks great from up here does it not?” Iskander 
asks his five year old daughter, studying her closely. She nods with 
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excitement before staring at the bird’s eye view again.“Soon the rest 
of  the world will be like this place. And you will live long enough to 
witness it,” he says, kissing the girl on the forehead, right where her 
Federation allegiance symbol is located. “I can guarantee that.” 

The auto-piloting gunship calls out to the passengers. “Chancellor 
Iskander.“What is it?” he replies. “We are approaching the site now, 
ETA is about two minutes.”  

“Circle a little longer.”
“We are running behind schedule.”
“Nevermind then.” Iskander relents. “On the way back to the 

palace, then.” The Chancellor observes out the window as his gunship 
approaches a series of  buildings out in the middle of  the desert. He 
watches nearly a dozen armed gunships land at the massive concrete 
space before his own makes it decent. About thirty attack drones 
circle about outside of  the gunship.

Iskander leaves both of  his children in the care of  multiple 
UWA troops, allowing them to mess around with their electronic 
gadgets. He, along with his personal armed soldiers, advance into 
the front building. In order to enter the front entrance, Iskander has 
to pass multiple phases of  security procedures other than showing 
the mark of  allegiance on his right hand. He performs additional 
security requirements, including voice recognition and scanning his 
BIC implant, irises, and fingerprints. Chancellor Iskander enters the 
gigantic bullet-proof  elevator car, leaving most of  his personal guards 
behind except for a few seven-foot-tall UWA soldiers. Once the doors 
close, he places his right eye in front of  the retina scanner above the 
floor access pad. Following that, he offers the BIC scanner in his 
right hand to verify his identity. The computer takes a second before 
allowing the floor access pad to be utilized. He presses the button 
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leading to the lowest underground level of  the classified Federation 
site. The elevator car travels at a fast speed until it reaches the correct 
floor about four stories below the ground surface.  

When the Chancellor exits the elevator, he hurries down a large 
hallway. He glances at the dozens of  automatic turrets and security 
cameras scanning him and his armed escort. At the end of  the two-
hundred meter tunnel, he steps into a vast engineering lab. The place 
has ceilings over thirty feet high. Multiple UWA guards in white and 
blue T5 armored suits pace around the slaving AI scientists and 
manufacturing robots. Iskander finds it fascinating that multiple 
military armories and inventions are being built around the clock. 
About eighty percent of  the working bodies are made up of  AI 
human beings. Iskander separates himself  from his UWA escort 
and approaches a pair of  head engineers walking towards him. They 
motion for their escort of  AI guards to disperse and remove their 
safety goggles. 

“Matteo,” Iskander says, offering a handshake. “Pleasure to 
finally meet you in person.”

“Same for you chancellor.” Matteo responds. “I do not believe 
you have met our top engineer, Irina Cambara.”

“No, I don’t believe I have. But I have seen some of  your work, 
Miss Irina.”

“I hope it meets your expectations,” Irina replies.
“For the most part, yes.” Iskander begins to pace, observing the 

mass productions.
“Mr. Chancellor,” Matteo says, following close behind. “What 

brings you here today?”
“I had some time to spare today, so I decided to pay this facility 

a visit.”
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“Of  course. Is there anything in particular that we can help you 
out with?”

“I assume that you are up to date with our competitors’ inventive 
progress in our western facilities.”

“I have. They have been making great leaps in their innovative 
inventions.”

Iskander ceases pacing and stares at a few engineers testing 
advanced martial arts skills with a few genetically created humans. 
“Imagine it. With that sort of  innovation, our M5 assault freighters 
will be able to react and travel the globe at more than 15,000 miles per 
hour. Our army will be able to get from the western hemisphere to 
the east in record speed with these upgraded air-vessels. I had thought 
that 8,000 miles per hour for the M4s was the best we would see.” He 
turns and faces both Matteo and Irina. “Your site here is supposed to 
be the most advanced on the globe, and yet your projects have been 
delayed month after month. I want to know that your continuous 
postponing has met an end.”

Matteo steps forward and answers, “If  you are referring to 
Operation Revenant, we have already been conducting successful 
tests for this project.”

Iskander throws the engineer a confused look. “Revenant?”
“Of  course. Allow me to show you our progress.” Matteo presses 

a few things on his computerized watch. With that, a very realistic 
human Commander walks up and salutes the Chancellor. 

Iskander gasps, stunned by the incredible details of  this lab-
created human. “If  I didn’t know any better, I would assume that this 
was an actual person in front of  me.”

Matteo smiles. “Chancellor, do you recall Commander Jamaal?”
The Chancellor thinks about the name for a second. “He was one 
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of  the Federation’s top commanders but was unaccounted for when 
the international earthquake happened. This AI unit looks exactly like 
the real Commander.”

“This unit is basically Commander Jamaal coming back to life.”
“Mr. Matteo, what is the point of  recreating deceased soldiers?”
“This isn’t merely just an imitation of  one of  our Commanders 

but contains the mind and memory of  this soldier. A couple of  years 
ago, the intelligence wing created a system within the BIC implant 
that can read and transmit messages from the brain of  our troops 
and personnel.”

“I am aware of  this feature.”
“Only this feature was secretly introduced inside of  all of  our 

UWA forces more than a couple of  years ago. This was created to 
avoid defectors or traitors operating within our ranks. As you may 
know, every single soldier’s memories, thoughts, feelings, emotions, 
likes and dislikes. All recorded onto the intelligence network. We 
gathered all of  Commander Jamaal’s personality and placed it into his 
new body that contains real-life human body parts we created from 
scratch. So it is like Commander Jamaal was asleep all of  this time. 
Jamaal can now continue where he left off  in life.”

“Interesting.” Iskander turns toward Commander Jamaal. “And 
you are up to date on what has happened during your absence?”

“Affirmative Chancellor, I am ready for an official deployment in 
the next few weeks.”

“The voice is spot on,” Iskander says. 
“We are prepared to release a worldwide demonstration for the 

Supreme Chancellor and hopefully most of  the Federation leaders. 
We will be able to resurrect all of  our troops and fallen leaders. They 
will be able to remember and learn from their past failures that led to 
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their deaths.”
“This secret project has surpassed expectations. Except you did 

not answer my question I asked earlier.”
“I’m sorry,” Matteo responds with a more timid expression.
“I was particularly asking about the status of  the project I 

personally requested a year ago.”
Irina takes over for Matteo, sounding a bit firmer in her tone. 

“Are you referring to Karitha?”
“I am.” 
“That project is coming along as recently planned.”
Iskander stares.
“Well, we do have a few minor areas to patch. We are getting back 

the results from the latest field test. After that, we have to review the 
results and…”

“How long?” Iskander interrupts, sounding agitated. “Days? 
Weeks?”

“We will have everything ready in three to four weeks.” Irina says, 
but sees that this answer does not seem to please the Chancellor. “I’m 
sorry, does the time frame pose an issue?”

“I want you to make it two. The Federation has waited long 
enough. And with your experience, I am confident that you can make 
the new deadline work out.”

“We can, but it is a must to make sure that Karitha is manageable, 
where it doesn’t… get out of  control. We have already begun the 
off-load. We just need to iron out some things with the programming 
system.”

“We’ll manage. You just need to do your part.” 
Both of  the engineers nod in acknowledgment. 
Iskander turns to leave the facility, with his army of  UWA soldiers 
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flanking him. “Remember, two weeks. And if  you could get it done 
sooner, that would be greatly appreciated. I will be in contact.”

The engineers salute the regional Chancellor as he is escorted out 
of  the place by the two dozen elite AI soldiers. 

Matteo waits for Iskander to be out of  earshot range before 
speaking with his partner. “I suggest we increase our efforts. 
Immediately.”

“We have been increasing them long before.”
“When facing a new deadline, our current pace won’t do it,” he 

replies with slight nervousness. 

*******

HIDDEN COALITION BASE: PAKISTAN

James bursts out of  his nap when pressure is applied to his arm. Upon 
waking up, he hits his forehead on the upper bed on the makeshift 
bunk. 

“You were talking in your sleep James,” Maverick says, still 
grabbing James’ right arm.

“Oh,” he replies while rubbing the throbbing forehead. He 
collapses back on the painful mattress, wanting to go back to sleep. 
“What’s the time?”

“You’ve been out for two hours.”
James squeezes his eyes shut, somewhat annoyed at the lack of  

sleep. “What is it now?”
“Debriefing.”
It takes a second for everything to click inside. “Right. Forgot 

about that.” He forces himself  up to sit at the edge of  the lower 
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mattress. He takes a look at his digital wrist pad to check the time. 
“We still have an extra five minutes, you couldn’t have waited to wake 
me up.” 

“I thought we should try and get there a little bit earlier.”
“Maverick, the briefing room is at the other end of  this bunker.”
“Let’s just move already, we’re late as it is,” Maverick says, 

motioning his head in one direction.
James studies his friend but can’t figure out what is going on. 

“You just said that we should get there early. At least keep your 
excuses consistent.”

“Knowing you, you’ll be back asleep within a minute.”
James relents and follows Maverick out of  the sleeping quarters, 

entering the tight dirt hallways. The space barely offers enough for 
them to comfortably walk side by side. James looks into one of  the 
larger rooms on his right, where he sees several families previously 
taken in for safety from the Federation. The young children seem to 
be playing with little pieces of  metal junk. James knows that it must 
be sad to be forced into a life where one remains inside four dirt walls 
with nothing to do, and nowhere to go. But these people here seem to 
be thankful to be breathing, away from the Federation’s tyranny. Most 
of  them are in poor shape with very limited meat on their bones.

“Word has it that one of  our teams is bringing in another family 
of  five,” Maverick says, noticing James staring at the survivors.

“That’s good,” James says, breaking his neck to stare into the 
room even after passing. 

“With the supplies we marked at that criminal cell, we should be 
able to… You know, feed additional civilians we take in.”

The pair enter a larger room where most of  the mission gear is 
at. James begins to respond to Maverick’s last comment but cuts off  
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his sentence when he sees someone familiar. “Shani!” 
The young, long brown haired, Israeli woman looks up after 

stitching up a hole on one of  the legs on her military pants. She 
returns James’ greeting with a solid nod of  the head.

“When did you get here?” 
Shani finishes up her work. “About an hour ago. You seem to 

have had a long day”
“Another infiltration mission. This time, I was the bait.”
Maverick excuses himself  from the room. “I’m going ahead to 

the debriefing.”
“Of  course, Be right with you in a minute,” James replies. 
“I just needed to quickly repair my uniform,” Shani says, trying to 

finish up her work. “I need this one to last a little longer.”
James nods in agreement. “We need to give a report of  our 

mission.”
“That’s good.”
James begins making his way to the briefing room but turns 

around. “So how have you been? It’s been a while since we last saw 
each other, much less spoken to each other.”

“I’ve been doing alright. Life has been against me, but I’m here,” 
Shani replies, not looking up at James.

“That’s good, I guess.” James’ voice trails off. 
“Oh, James! Before I forget.” Shani reaches inside of  her vest 

and reveals a damaged pocket Bible and nods.
“You’re not serious.”
“I am.”
James cannot find the right words for the situation. “When did 

it happen?”
“Four months ago. It was only a matter of  time.”
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“That’s the best piece of  news I’ve had for a while. You should 
fill me in.”

“Of  course.”
One of  the coalition soldiers slaps James in the shoulder while 

passing by. “Briefing, James.”
Shani stands up and heads in another direction. “I guess I will 

have to let you go. See you after the meeting.”
James offers a tiny smile and heads for the scheduled meeting. 

He enters the medium size briefing room. James walks up to the 
metal table containing a few three dimensional computer images 
that are fading in saturation given their older age. He and Maverick 
next to each other as Lieutenant Adrian enters the room to lead the 
debriefing.

The lieutenant logs into his transparent computer pad in an 
attempt to find the details regarding the infiltration mission. “Forgive 
me if  I am testing both of  your patience, but this piece of  technology 
is a little stubborn.”

“It’s fine,” James says while nodding.
“And you two did input the details of  the mission, as well as the 

statistics?”
“We did sir,” Maverick returns. “The moment we returned to 

base.”
The lieutenant nods in agreement. “I see the information here. 

Let me check it out.” He takes a few seconds to review the details 
plugged in. “First off, I would like to bring in someone from one of  
our Saudi Arabia cells. You may recognize him, James.” 

James is taken back when the face of  Ardeshir appears on one 
of  the cracked computer screens projected on the table. “Ardeshir?”

“Hello, Mr. Janis. I briefly heard about your team’s success in 
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yesterday’s mission. Congratulations to you two.”
“Thank you,” Maverick says with a smile on his face. “We did 

our best.”
Ardeshir looks over to James. “Is there something wrong, Mr. 

Janis?”
“Please, you can call me by my first name.”
“Alright, James, but you did not answer my question.”
James delivers a large sigh before speaking. “I did my best to find 

a way to safely extract the supply runners captured by the criminal 
cell.”

“Most of  us expected nothing less from these sorts of  people. 
They were dead the moment they were captured.”

“I know that. But they most likely were killed within the very 
hour I allowed myself  to be captured. I thought we had a shot at 
rescuing these people before they were heinously butchered. We 
needed suppressors for this mission.” James begins to fidget with 
both of  his fists, as if  he is trying his best to avoid balling them up 
in frustration. 

“As I said earlier, We knew that those criminals would move 
quickly to execute those people. The mission objective was to mark 
our supplies for retrieval. Which I have to say, you two had a larger 
success than you may think.”

“I’m not blaming myself,” James says. “Just frustrated at what we 
have to deal with. Plus, we rewarded those people by putting them to 
sleep with stuns.”

“What greater success did we achieve, Ardeshir?” Maverick 
questions.

“Not only did a team of  ours locate the stolen supplies, but we 
also found more than a dozen updated scrambling devices. As well as 
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some much needed food supplies that will help some of  the hungry 
civilians our cells are harboring. Your success will prove to be more 
than helpful. We desperately need this equipment if  the underground 
coalition is to continue.”

“How are things on your end of  the world?”
Ardeshir’s face reveals sorrow and stress as his half  smile 

disappears. “To tell you the truth James, we are struggling to maintain 
morale among our people. Food, water, and proper medicine is lower 
than ever. A few civilians in one of  our cells brought in the black virus 
and wiped out the whole hideout. We’re trying our best to distribute 
scavenged medication to prevent any more incidents like this.”

“Is the black virus contained to the Saudi area?” Mavericks asks, 
clear concern on his face.

“We have no idea how many countries are infected. Word has it 
that this sickness has claimed more than fifteen million lives in both 
the American and Asian regions in just one month. There is no way 
to know for sure how many have been affected in the rest of  the 
world. Not to mention the UWA’s strength is only getting stronger 
as time passes. We have had to call off  missions due to their high 
presence.” 

“Is it true that our cell in the Iranian region was compromised 
last night?” James questions.

“Unfortunately it is true. I don’t know the disposition of  our 
soldiers and operators in that area but as far as we know, everyone 
else had been incarcerated.”

“We are just losing all around the board,” James replies.
“At this rate, we are going to be crippled to the point of  no 

return,” Maverick says. “Our coalition is already spread too thin to 
be truly effective. Ever since the Federation enforced the mandatory 
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mark of  allegiance eight months ago we have had nothing but 
problems.”

“Exactly,” James comments, getting more riled up. “I miss the 
days where we could blend in with the public with the correct BIC 
implants. We at least accomplished some of  our missions. Now, we 
so much get seen without the Federation’s mark of  allegiance, it’s 
mission over.”

“I couldn’t agree more, James. Now I have to get moving. Good 
work with yesterday’s mission.”

Both James and Maverick share their appreciation with Ardeshir 
once again.

“Before I forget, James. In the debriefing report, it states that the 
leader of  that criminal cell was killed with an unsilenced weapon.”

James’ eyes slightly yield from Ardeshir’s gaze. “I didn’t have a 
choice.”

“James, how is it that your weapon’s stun projectiles happen to be 
shut off  when encountering this man?”

James, again, shifts his attention from Ardeshir, trying to come 
up with a good excuse. Before he can open his mouth, his older 
friend beat him to it.

“What was your purpose for killing him?”
“I had no choice but to put him down.”
“You said that less than a minute ago. Which is not a satisfying 

answer.”
“I saw Maverick and his partner in a close standoff  with the 

leader which left me with little choice if  I wanted them to come out 
of  that alive.”

Ardeshir’s face becomes like a father disappointed with a son. 
“You do know that stuns are just as effective at disabling a target, like 
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any lethal round.”
“I didn’t want to take a chance.” James’ expression changes, his 

inner anger rising . “Plus, this was probably the best scenario for that 
murdering coward. You should have seen the bodies of  the supply 
runners he had captured. Not only were they dismembered and 
butchered to death, they were victims of  cannibalism.”

“I understand what is going through your mind, but we cannot 
lose sight of  what is important on our missions. Please don’t let 
this become a habit you can’t break from.” Ardeshir is about to 
continue his train of  thought but turns around when someone in 
the background calls out to him. “I am sorry. I have to take care of  
something right now.”

“We’ll do Ardeshir. God speed,” Lieutenant Adrian says before 
shutting off  the call. He looks at both Maverick and James. “You two 
are good to go. Make sure to be at this evening’s briefing at 17:00 
hours.”

“Will we be getting assigned another mission at this meeting?” 
“That is something you will find out at 17:00 hours Maverick. 

That is all, for now.” 
Both of  the younger soldiers turn and exit the briefing room. 



CHAPTER 3

James’ biceps tense up while performing one final set lifting a 
twenty-five pound dumbbell. The piece of  equipment has lost 

some of  its mass from the large amount of  rust eating away at the 
metal. If  he had been counting correctly in his head, he would have 
reached sixty repetitions with each arm. James stretches out both 
arms after the long and tedious workout. It had been a long while 
since he had been on a mild workout streak.

“I figured you would be here,” Shani says from James’ blindside.
“Need to keep up my skills whenever I can. Is there something 

wrong?” 
“You explain to me. Are you doing alright? You seem off.”
“I’m fine,” James says with little conviction.
“Look, I know that tone.” Shani pulls a small chair over and sits. 

“What’s on your mind?”
James quits what he is doing and leans up against one of  the dirt 

walls. “Nothing is on my mind, Shani. What’s on yours?”
Shani gives a small chuckle. “Classic James Janis.”
“What?” James replies, trying to force a lighter tone and attitude 
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with his friend.
“Always dodging and flipping my questions around on me. I am 

going to give an answer unlike you.”
“I can’t help if  I’m just being honest with you?”
“Honest?”
“About nothing being on my mind at the moment.”
“James, we know that’s not true.”
“So are you going to answer my previous question?”
“You mean after you dodged mine?”
James’ artificial smile flattens from his face. “No, seriously.”
“Okay, I was trying to lighten up your attitude.”
“Nice.” 
There is an awkward silence.
“Still waiting for an answer. Tell me what you have been up to the 

last two months.”
Shani changes her tone. “I don’t think you’re going to like what 

I have to say. I was stationed and operating near the Chinese border. 
Our cell was focusing on finding potential unmarked people in hiding 
to recruit, since the coalition is running short on operatives.”

“Which is why we are spread out so thin.” James begins walking 
to put away his handgun. “You can keep talking, I’m listening.”

“We were able to recruit around thirty people to our cause. The 
only positive thing I can see in the mark of  allegiance is that we can 
visually separate possible friendlies from foes.”

“I’ve encountered unmarked people who mostly wanted to kill or 
make a bounty off  of  me.”

“You have a point there. Unfortunately almost all of  the new 
recruits were captured and slowly decapitated.”

“How do you know that?”
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“The Federation live-streamed their deaths. They wanted to 
discourage anyone hiding in that area from joining anti-federation 
factions, and they succeeded in doing that. After that, people turned 
on us out of  fear. So we had to pull out of  that area.” Shani changes 
the subject. “I’ve heard you’ve been on infiltration and rescue 
missions. How has that been?” 

James pulls out another chair and takes a seat. “Most of  my 
missions have either been failures or partial victories.” James lets out 
a heavy breath. 

“May I ask you something?”
“Anytime.”
“Some of  the commanders and operators have noticed something 

different with you. Well, to put it plainly, a few of  us notice something. 
You seem to be-how do I say this-not like yourself.” 

“That is an overstatement. I may have gotten a little emotional in 
the debriefing meeting.”

“Something inside is telling me that there is more to all of  this.”
James remains silent.
“Listen, if  you can’t be honest with anyone, then this will only 

devour you from within beyond the point of  repair.”
“I just feel that we are having less and less success when it comes 

to our ultimate mission. You do everything to survive and counter 
the Federation, but are slapped in the face with the reality that evil 
is winning. Right now, we are spread out extremely thin across the 
middle eastern region-and we are now trying to expand in the western 
countries. Our equipment and technology is becoming outdated, 
leaving us exposed. Plus, the UWA is pulling off  all of  the stops to 
hunt every resistance faction. They already have the vast majority of  
the globe under their control. They couldn’t care less about anyone’s 
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opinions at this point.” James’ tenses his facial muscles as he continues 
to speak. “So they will stop at nothing to put us down. I just wish 
that we can reach the end of  this period already.” James pauses for a 
second, trying to relax himself  from that final sentence. He studies 
Shani’s face, and by the looks of  things, she doesn’t understand where 
he’s coming from. He decides it is best to change the subject. “We 
should prepare for our next briefing meeting.”

“We still have thirty minutes.”
James stands up, holstering his weapon in his belt. “When you’re 

early, you’re on time.”
“True, but we can wait a few minutes.”
“Okay, you win. But under one condition,” James says through 

a small smile.
“Depends on what it is.”
“We discuss something-anything that doesn’t have anything to 

do with the Federation, UWA, Callaghan, or our missions,” James 
replies, using his fingers to list his demands. “I cannot escape the 
subject, not even in my dreams?”

“Okay. What do you want to talk about.”
“How about your time with the UNA Peacekeepers? You only 

gave me a brief  summary eight months ago.”
“It heavily involves the Federation and the UWA.”
“Maybe later then. How about your childhood?”
“How about this? My childhood story for yours. You haven’t 

been very open when it comes to your history while you lived in 
America.”

James unstraps his holster from his waist and tosses up against 
one of  the walls before taking a seat again.

“I don’t remember everything I discussed with you back in 
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Jerusalem, so some of  this may sound familiar to you. My parents 
were a successful business couple in Tel Aviv. They lived and breathed 
their jobs, to the point my brother and I felt secondary in their lives. 
That wasn’t truly the case. They did eventually carve out time here 
and there to spend with us. This forced my brother-Natanel-and I to 
become each other’s best friend. We meant everything to each other.”

“That’s good to know.”
“Later, my brother moved to the United States region to attend 

a top University. I was not able to attend due to my intelligence level 
at the time. I was distracted with my internal dreams of  becoming 
an athlete of  some sort. So I remained in Tel Aviv doing minimal 
online courses, where I could create my own daily hours. I spent half  
of  my mornings increasing my physical skills and soon began self-
defense courses. After Natanel completed his studies, he returned, 
got married and everything. I was assigned as his default babysitter 
for his kids.”

“His wife worked all day?”
“Close to it. You see, both of  them followed their parent’s dreams 

and made something of  themselves quickly. Me on the other hand, 
not so much. Then the Cleansing Day terrorist attacks erupted and 
you know the rest from there.”

“I remember. What was your personal life like?”
“At what point in my life?”
“Just before the internationally synchronized terrorist attacks. 

Did you graduate with your online courses?”
“Yes, only I didn’t make the best out of  it. I think my dedication 

to working out and combat training took most of  my mind. I ended 
up working for my Natanel part time as a babysitter. It was nice of  
him to give me a position I clearly didn’t deserve but I just never grew 
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to like the work.”
“What was your brother’s business by the way/”
“Inventing technology for the IDF and the developing Global 

Federation…”
“Okay, let’s skip that part. Remember our deal.” 
“What? You asked me the question.”
“But you mentioned the-you know what.” 
Shani chuckles. “It slipped my mind.”
Maverick enters the room, interrupting the conversation. “The 

commanders have pushed up our scheduled meeting. They want to 
see us right away.”

“Go on ahead Maverick,” James replies. “We’ll be right behind 
you.”

James and Shani stand up and prepare to head to the briefing.
“You’re not off  the hook yet,” Shani says, looking over her 

shoulder. “You still owe me your personal story.”
“I’m not opposed to it.” James switches the conversation. “What 

is it you think they want with us this early?”
“We’re about to find out in a couple minutes. I see that you like to 

work on your target practicing,” she says, pointing to the target with 
several bullet holes.

James shrugs his shoulders. “One isn’t born with skills.”
“True, but what about the hand to hand combat lessons I gave 

you?”
“You mean the four lessons you gave me six months ago?”
“Yes.”
“I’ve been working at it lately.”
Shani nods and is the first to depart for the briefing. James takes 

his time and wipes the sweat from his arms and face on a trashed 
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piece of  cloth. Right now, he needs to mentally prepare himself  to be 
sent on another life threatening mission. 



CHAPTER 4

James and Shani descend one of  the hallway slopes until they reach 
the dirt walled briefing room. Commander Marcel, Lieutenant 

Adrian, and other members, greet the trio when they enter. Everyone 
surrounds a rusty table observing a few solar powered tablets 
containing cracks across the screens.

“James and Shani, thank you for meeting on short notice.”
Both acknowledge before the briefing gets started.
“Before we begin, I want to quickly go over the coalition’s current 

situation.” He waits for everyone to get situated before beginning. 
“Right now, we are in desperate need of  new allies and contacts. The 
Federation has crippled a couple of  our cells scattered across India. 
Our overall food and water supplies will soon run thin. Many citizens 
and anti-Federation factions have been intimidated into submission, 
preventing us from reaching out to them. Now we know that every 
single one of  you has put all of  your strength into your missions. I do 
realize that you all must be tired and fatigued, but I’m asking you to 
keep going. We need to maintain our positions while at the same time 
successfully perform our missions.” He turns to Lieutenant Adrian. 
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“Lieutenant, what did Ardeshir tell you regarding the civilians housed 
in his cells?”

“Commander, it appears they are currently housing over fifty 
civilians. Although they recently had to relocate when a few of  them 
left during the night.”

James cuts in. “Left? For what reason?”
“They apparently were fed up with the lifestyle of  living 

underground. This forced our people to unfortunately relocate before 
they were compromised. But we have come up with a new system to 
make sure no one sneaks out of  the hideouts. With that out of  the 
way, let’s begin assigning missions to everyone.” 

Lieutenant Adrian turns to James with a small smile. “James Janis, 
I know that you feel that your last mission was not a success since 
we lost the entire supply runner team. But regardless, the supplies 
you and Maverick tagged for us, allowed for us to collect the stolen 
equipment. We also claimed some additional technology from that 
criminal hideout that will, with no doubt, allow our cells across the 
Middle East to update the scrambling devices protecting the tunnel 
systems.”

Commander Marcel continues. “You will be assigned to another 
mission right away. This one is urgent.”

“May I ask what the objective is?” James questions.
“Before we get there, we need to discuss your team. Because this 

one may be a difficult one. Both Shani and Maverick will be assigned 
on this mission as well.”

Shani turns to James. “It’ll be great working with you once again.” 
Maverick clears his throat. 
“You as well,” Shani replies.
“Glad to know that,” Maverick says.
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“Now, as you two know, with Shani’s past experience as a 
peacekeeper commander, she will be commanding the team on this 
mission.”

“Makes enough sense,” James replies.
“Sleep won’t be a luxury you will enjoy tonight. In a few hours 

you three will be travelling to Yemen. You must reach a boat near 
the Pakastani coast. The coordinates will be given to you after this 
meeting.”

“If  I may ask, Commander, what type of  sea vessel are we 
taking?” Maverick asks.

“An older boat, which is built for stealth. It will take you across 
the ocean to Yemen.”

“It’s great to know that this thing is able to go off  the radar. But 
what about the drones that swarm the oceans?” Maverick injects.

“That is a good question, and something I was going to get to.”
“Sorry.”
“A couple of  our other cells have used dummy boats to discover 

what tends to trigger these swarms. Basically the drones act like a 
wall blocking traffic going across the oceans.” The commander pulls 
up a computerized image of  the Pakastani coast. “So we just avoid 
the drones by riding near the coastlines. The drones are programmed 
to attack when they sense any vehicle traveling too far from land. 
By remaining closer to the coasts, you three should slip by without 
incident. Your trip should go smoothly with the drones and radars 
off  of  your backs. Only you still must watch for unmanned patrol 
boats that you may run into. And make sure that you don’t attract any 
attention from the coasts.”

Lieutenant Adrian hands the trio chips that are to be inserted 
into a phone.
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“Now your mission is to locate and meet with the leader of  an 
underground cell in Habban, Yemen. Once you reach the correct 
coordinates by boat, a well-hidden vehicle will be waiting for you 
fairly close to the shore. From there you will meet with Mr. Hendricks 
and negotiate an agreement for advanced communication devices he 
has possession of  in exchange for the digital currency. Each one of  
you has three-hundred thousand in currency in those chips, but this 
is only for contingency.”

The three acknowledge the commander.
“Good. Once you complete the transaction, A nearby coalition 

cell will send out a small team to extract you. Any questions?”
All three shake their heads. 
“Alright, you three are excused. Everyone else sticks around as 

we will continue with this briefing mission.”
James leads the way and exits the briefing room. 
“This should be an interesting mission,” Maverick says to the 

others.
“More like a dangerous and risky one,” Shani replies. “I’ve never 

had a desire to be on any floating vessel. Once we are out in the 
ocean, there is nowhere to go.”

James turns and walks backward while talking. “Only we are in 
desperate need of  these supplies if  this coalition is to survive. That’s 
one way to look at this mission. Sort of  a motivation trick I’m trying 
to use here.”

“Hope you still have this positive attitude when we are stuck on 
a multi-hour long boat ride.” Shani comments.

“That means I’m good at faking.”
“I was not being serious.”
James feels a little embarrassed from Shani’s little jab, but is 
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determined to not go down like this, “My point stands.” He finishes 
with a half-smile.

“You know what, James... Never mind.” Shani responds, believing 
that James is unknowingly being ignorant.

“Yeah, that’s what I thought.” James concludes.
Maverick watches the exchange and shakes his head in disbelief. 
Once the three reach the preparation room, each begins figuring 

out what they should or should not equip on the mission. While 
James is working, he feels a cold draft from behind. Peaking over his 
shoulder, James checks for the source of  the breeze. The hair across 
his neck spike with bumps forming across the skin. 

Shani looks up at James. “Is there something wrong?”
James feels a strange voice coming out of  thin air. The tone is 

nothing he recognizes. Checking his surroundings, there is no one 
else present beside Shani and Maverick. Maybe it is his imagination 
playing with him or something.

“James?” Shani asks.
“Yes?” James reads her face to figure out what she is about to say. 

“Oh, um. I thought I felt a breeze from back there.”
Maverick raises his hand to try and find out what James is talking 

about. When he finds nothing, he says, “A breeze? Down here? We’re 
more than fifty feet underground.”

“I know.” James throws back. “Maybe I didn’t feel anything.”
James grabs a couple of  plastic sidearms and stuffs them inside 

of  a backpack along with the ammunition that goes with it. He opens 
one of  the crates in the corner looking for any gadget or device that 
will come in useful on the mission. To no huge surprise, most of  
the equipment is missing, save for a couple of  scramblers and a few 
communication devices. 
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“I see why we need to meet this contact.”
“Why is that?” Shani looks over to James.
He shows both Maverick and Shani the lack of  equipment inside 

of  the crate. “Do any of  you two have our recon devices?”
Shani reveals a binocular looking thermal scanner. “I have one 

of  our older devices. It’s a little outdated, but it will at least paint and 
count targets. I have to admit it but we are going to have to take this 
mission slowly now that we are going to be traveling with minimal 
equipment.”

“I’ll take one scrambling device with me. We should find our 
clothing for the village in Yemen.”

“I was about to say the same thing,” Maverick says before 
yawning. 

“You look like you need some sleep.”
“I’m fine, just a little tired. That’s all.”
James isn’t totally convinced that Maverick is one hundred 

percent awake. Thinking back, his friend had not been to bed for 
over twenty-four hours. Right now his friend’s eyes are constantly 
blinking as they struggle to remain open. His movements are much 
slower than normal. He calculates how long they have before they roll 
out to the coast. 

“We still have a couple hours before we need to move out.”
“I think that is about right.” Shani agrees.
“Tell you what Maverick. I can pack for the two of  us. Take a 

couple of  hours and catch up a little with your sleep.”
Maverick throws James a surprised look. “Thank you, but I can’t 

do that to you. You already have a lot on your hand. No thank you.”
“I don’t have much to pack anyways.” Shani jumps in to back 

James up. “I have more than enough time to assist James with your 
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equipment.”
“Trust us, we’ve got this. You haven’t slept in over twenty-four 

hours.” James says before Maverick has a chance to counter.
The young American appears to be debating the idea.
“You’ll be more useful on the mission fully awake than in your 

current state.”
“Have it your way, you two.” Maverick finally concedes to the 

kind pressure. “I owe you two for this.” 
“Don’t worry about it,” James replies. 
With that, his friend leaves the room and heads for his sleeping 

quarters. Meanwhile, James and Shani pick up the pace, packing 
whatever equipment they will need for the dangerous mission. The 
question does rise inside of  James’ head why the coalition does not 
send a team of  veterans or people that are familiar with dealing with 
black marketers. He figures that with the coalition spread out so thinly 
across the countries, they have little choice but to send out some of  
the younger operators on this critical mission. This will be James’ 
first mission where he has to deal with an established underground 
market to craft a deal. Like what if  this person they were meeting 
with notices such a younger aged team, where he attempts to take 
advantage of  them. Or worse, not take them seriously. The coalition 
has no history with dealing with this unknown contact. So they are 
stepping into uncharted territories. It worries him, but James puts 
all of  these thoughts on hold when both he and Shani zip up the 
backpacks and begin down the dirt hall to choose clothing. 



CHAPTER 5

James holds his breath while remaining as low as possible. The 
entire coastline leading to the ocean is shadowed by the cloudy 

night. As of  now, he is positioned far ahead of  Maverick and Shani 
trying to dodge a squadron of  UWA standard soldiers. Each of  them 
look to be packing heavy weaponry, and T5 armor able to absorb 
automatic fire. The troops are in the middle of  searching the area 
around a crash landed cargo ship carcass. This is close to where 
the stealth boat is located. A couple of  the soldiers kick around at 
some of  the large pieces of  trash, possibly looking for something in 
particular. James double checks the scrambling device lying beside 
him, which is key to hide the three of  them from these soldiers’ wall 
hacking vision.

Shani communicates with James through his earpiece from about 
fifty feet behind, “I’m spotting about five Standards in your line of  
vision. Wait… Two additional hostiles coming from your right. Don’t 
move or you will be spotted.”

James remains silent, not wanting any of  these super soldiers to 
be alerted by any attempts to respond, no matter how soft.The two 
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extra soldiers Shani warned about come into James’ view and link up 
with the others, discussing something in their digitally altered Arabic 
voices.

The soldiers point their energy rifles when a series of  coughs 
come out of  nowhere. This nearly causes James to panic at the fact 
that Shani or Maverick could have blown their position. He watches 
as the hostiles throw aside some of  the trash and debris, which 
indicates that someone else must have made the noise. Whoever it 
is, must be hiding within the coastline. With the soldiers distracted, 
James readjusts his right arms to align with right leg, right where his 
SBT3 sidearm is.

It’s not long before a guy in his late teenage years is discovered 
and dragged from a couple of  larger metal piles outside the destroyed 
ship. The kid begins to beg with his captives in Arabic. The soldiers 
say nothing in response and one of  them stabs the person through 
the ribs with a spike grenade. The soldier with a single hand tosses the 
fugitive across the air before the explosive detonates shortly after.  

The spike grenade execution ignites haunting flashbacks for 
James. He receives blinding glimpses of  Benita’s face. Next he sees the 
young Brazilian woman falling over the Amazon cliff  side, blowing 
up from a spike grenade. All of  this triggers him to move his right 
hand to grip the sidearm with a swift motion.

“Don’t even think about it.” Shani cautions.
James catches himself  and buries his face into the ground, trying 

to hold back tears of  anger. It had already been a struggle to put 
behind what had happened to everyone that he had been friends with 
in the past. The Federation has no boundaries or limits. How much 
more does the world have to endure? 

The soldiers wander around for another minute until one of  
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them presses something on his computer wrist pad, summoning an 
unmanned gunship. The pilotless air unit hovers far enough above the 
ground in order for the troops to leap ten feet up into the aircraft’s 
side entrance.

Once the vehicle departs, everyone remains in place in case more 
UWA forces are still present. Shani scans around to see if  they are 
clear of  UWA threats. She waves for Maverick to emerge from his 
own hiding spot and moves up towards the coastline. As the two 
move, they spot James still on his stomach with his face planted in the 
earth. Shani motions for Maverick to continue while she offers James 
a few nudges on the shoulder. 

James stands, trying to hide the angry tears welling up in both 
eyes, but Shani can clearly see them.  

“I’m sorry you had to witness that,” she says.
James wipes both eyes in order to clear his vision. “These people 

still suck air.”
Both Shani and James move inside of  the destroyed cargo ship 

that had been pushed ashore, probably from a previous meteor 
created tsunami. James takes careful steps as every piece of  rusty 
metal threatens to give way. All three walk on top of  the narrow metal 
poles and carnage to avoid the disgusting ocean water saturated with 
deceased, bloated sea creatures. The overwhelming smell irritates 
James’ senses, triggering his stomach to let out what little he had 
eaten earlier. He leans over and coughs uncontrollably, with both of  
his partners trying to help. But every attempt to hold in his coughs 
only makes his stomach twist from within. Once James gets over his 
situation, he continues forward trying not to breathe in. 

“It should be right under that stuff  right there,” Shani explains, 
pointing at some tarps piled on top of  something floating in the water.  
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James and Maverick take up sides on the long floating object and 
work at removing the wet and heavy tarps. Both try not to get any 
of  the water trapped in the plastic on themselves. But that fails when 
Maverick loses his footing and collapses on top of  the disgusting water. 

“You alright?” James asks. Maverick jumps back to his feet, 
wiping slime from himself.

“What do you think?” 
The two finish pulling the tarps from the parked stealth boat. 

Most of  the vehicle contains material around the outside that bends 
some of  the light and reflections to make the thing just about invisible. 
Still, there is no way that anyone here should take this for granted, as 
the Federation isn’t incapable of  visually picking them up if  they are 
reckless. 

James then grabs the bags from Shani and sets them into the 
vehicle. The stealth boat seems to be in order. Once everyone is 
aboard, there is enough space for each person to have their personal 
space. Both of  the guys push the boat through the wrecked vessel 
until they reach the open polluted waters. They wait until they are 
sure the area is clear of  UWA vessels or forces before activating the 
engine. The engine is extremely quiet so no one from any distance 
will be alerted to the boat. James along with the others keep their 
eyes sharp as this is about to be a couple day trek before they 
reach Yemen. They will only be allowed to travel by night, near the 
coastlines. Before daylight, they must bunker down until the sun sets 
to avoid easy visual detection.

********

Several hours into the trip, everything seems to go smoothly for the 
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three. That is when Shani, out of  nowhere, shushes everyone when 
she appears to notice something in the distance.

“Enemy vessel,” Shani whispers, pointing out towards the open 
waters behind them.

James and Maverick turn to notice an UWA air-carrier flying from 
a distance. Nothing more needs to be said before everyone aboard 
gets as low as possible and relies on the scrabbling device for cover. 
James’ eyes remain glued to the twelve-hundred-foot long vessel as 
it roars across the coastline. The M2 vessel has a deafening noise 
that causes his insides to vibrate from underneath the skin. Once the 
carrier is within a mile of  them, James notices the other two are tense 
as stones trying not to make any movement to tip off  the enemy. The 
boat rocks back and forth from the waves created by the vehicle’s 
lower altitude. The boat takes on some water, but thankfully not 
enough to create major problems. Although there is a large risk that 
the water could damage some of  the equipment aboard. But until the 
flying carrier is out of  range, no one should make an effort to move 
anything. Yes, the scrambler is aboard, but is not something they 
should take for granted. It takes a little bit for the vessel to move into 
the distance behind James, but something in Shani’s expression gives 
away that something else is going on.James peers over his shoulder 
and makes out an enormous swarm of  drones deploying from the 
carrier. They begin hovering over the ocean as the vessel speeds off  
into the dark horizon. The thick and dense pack appears to be made 
up of  a couple to several hundred fully armed drones. The hundreds 
of  red lights look as though multiple eyes are staring towards James. 
The mere sight of  this swarm sends chills down his spine, which also 
brings back memories of  individual accounts of  past encounters.

“Shut down the motor,” James whispers intensely.
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Maverick does what he is told. Once the boat comes to a complete 
stop, Shani motions for the two to keep their voices at an extremely 
low volume. 

“What is the power level of  the scrambler?” James mouths to 
Shani.

She motions for him to repeat himself.
He squints to see her in the dark. “The power level on the 

scrambler,” James whispers, increasing his volume ever so slightly. 
“Critical,” she says after checking the device. 
“How critical?” Maverick questions.
“Like, the device may go out soon. Keep total silence until they 

pass,” she replies.
“Copy.”
That piece of  information is not something that James desires to 

hear. How did they forget to check the battery level? With the black 
cloud of  drones moving about ahead, all everyone can do at this 
point is sit and wait them out. After a few long minutes, the swarm 
changes directions towards the open waters until they can barely be 
seen. Before the drones have a chance to return, Maverick restarts the 
engine and keeps the boat moving at a steady pace. James and Shani 
get to bailing the water in the boat before checking on equipment 
inside of  their bags. James figures that it is best to remain silent for 
the time being, or until they reach a place to hide in a few more hours. 
Shani removes the spare scrambling device James had brought and 
replaces the dying one right away.


