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Prologue
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In the year 2133, a nuclear war dreaded for hundreds of years since the deadly weapon was invented finally took place, and every country on the planet had this destructive bomb unleashing it upon each enemy. One man for himself.

The aftermath was devastating, with the planet hugely contaminated and nearly all living beings driven to extinction.

Earth's population, which was once seven billion, was reduced to half a billion, with most animals dead in the cross fire and most of the planet's land contaminated by the bomb. This was worse than Hiroshima with few fertile land left and pure water source.

Men needed solutions in order to survive the next hundred years. As the source of living intelligence that we are, we came up with solutions of gated societies on each continent's uncontaminated regions.

These societies consisted one hundred million people in a space of what used to be three countries or four on an entire continent, and each had large sanctuaries for the surviving animals in order to repopulate them. 

The societies were now subject to the Tribune, a government elected by the people for their best interest and were meant to keep peace so no nuclear war would occur again. They were meant to hold the office for five years alone.

The first generation of the society lived in peace and thrived but it was when the population of the third generation decreased so rapidly the Tribune had to investigative why humans had gone from half a billion to two hundred million. As it turned out, it wasn't mortality but birth rate. The second generation was born with defects due to their parents' nuclear exposure. Both parents carried Braun's Phenomena marker in their genes discovered by Dr S.Braun. This genetic marker mutated in women, making them infertile with only 10% giving birth to healthy children that could, in turn, reproduce healthy children.

Of that 10% another extreme rarity of women were 0.9% who miraculously got pregnant though they were deemed infertile.

These women were the human race's last chance of survival, and they became known as the bearers.

The Primary bearers were the fertile ones by genetic immunity, and the Secondary bearers were the miraculous pregnant women. 

The Tribune, in  attempt to find a cure for the Braun's Phenomena, began to have all girls who have reached puberty taken to fertility specialists in order to treat their symptoms in hope for fertility. No cure, no treatment, but they were able to tell who the Primary Bearers were from the rest. The Tribune used their powers to forcibly take the Bearers into their keeping in order to make them property of state for reproducing. The Secondary Bearers were taken too after the gynecologist  reported the pregnancies.

The people protested against such actions demanding their children back and not turned into breeders, and the Tribune responded by despotic violence led by General Michael Rogers. Never again did the Tribune act for people but as ruling class governing not by election but heredity. 

For the next millennium, all Tribunes across the planet took the Bearers as breeders for their bloodlines and gave the secondary bearers' children to the plutocrats for adoption . 

The children were divided into two, the Naturals and the Substitutes. The Naturals were born from the Bearers while Substitutes came from the Bearers frozen eggs that were used for IVF in order for the masses to have children and, most importantly, stop human extinction. 

The problem with these embryos was they were implanted to women who were not Bearers so the few embryos made it to full pregnancies and because of the Braun's Phenomena marker the children only reproduced up to the third generation and from then on sterile. Only Bearers children could continuously procreate healthy humans.

By the time I was born in 2355, nothing was more precious than a Bearer and a Natural. The Tribunes were at the height of their power, and so were plutocrats. It was now tradition for Bearers to be given to the Tribune's families particularly the heirs to continue the bloodlines of the ruling class and their children to be adopted by the plutocrats because some things do not change and money still makes the world go round.
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Chapter 1
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I'm sitting outside by the rooftop of a skyscraper with my equipment setup on the ledge facing the precise angle to target my mark.

––––––––
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JUST ANOTHER DAY AT work. I am not told why and I don't ask questions. I'm a good soldier and I do as I am told.

––––––––
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I WATCH FOUR BLACK SUV pulling over at the entrance of the opposite building and then I see him, the target, getting out with an escort of about fifteen strong men.

Yeah, it's him short, balding middle-aged man with brown hair or what's left of it,  in a black suit that does nothing for his slight frame. I'm not even curious as to what he did to piss off the Tribune I just know he has got to go. As he reaches the door I take my shot and watch him drop dead. 

––––––––
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WHEN I AM CERTAIN HE is dead, I start to pack up my equipment in a blink of an eye as I literally have three minutes to exit the building before his escort arrive. I don't stress, I am good at what I do. Trained by the very best.

––––––––

[image: ]


I RUN DOWN THE STAIRS and make sure to avoid elevators with surveillance cameras or corridors and I make it to the ground floor. Blending in with the cleaning stuff in a janitors attire I stole earlier I walk right past the authorities before they seal the building exits.

––––––––
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I MAKE A VERY SHORT walk around the block and get into my black bullet-proof sports car where I parked in the alley by the drive away.

––––––––
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I CAN'T HELP BUT SMIRK at the fact that no one has ever caught me in ten years. I leave nothing for the authorities to work with other than a weapon with no trace and a dead body. 

Yeah, that's right I'm good at what I do.

————————————————————————————-
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I DRAIN THE LAST CONTENTS of my whisky and take a deep breath. 

––––––––
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MY WEAPONS ARE SECURED back at my apartment and I'm wasting away at night at a local bar. 

––––––––
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I DO THIS A LOT DRINK alone and people watch. I don't do friendships or relationships of any kind. Maybe a one night stand every once in a while but nothing that causes entanglement or complicates my uncomplicated life.

––––––––
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I DO LIKE TO WATCH people flirt and drink, dance and drink or break up,  hook up and drink during the night life. It is I guess the closest thing I have to human experience....

––––––––
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I CLOSE MY EYES AND remember my father. He was tall and bald with dark chocolate brown skin very handsome and taught me how to ride a bike.

I remember my mother with her blonde hair, green eyes and motherly figure smiling at the both of us....

––––––––
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"IS THIS SEAT TAKEN?" A gentle female voice brings me back to reality.

Looking up I take note of the slender statuesque woman who looks around thirty and tall enough to reach my shoulders which is saying something because I really am tall and always a shoulder over everyone I'm in a room with. She's gorgeous, black with a light brown skin, her black curly afro hair shaped like a halo with a graceful oval face.

––––––––
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"YES." I REPLY. I'M in no mood for company. Not tonight anyway.

––––––––
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"I HAVE BEEN WATCHING for a good hour, if the sit has been taken then you definitely got stood up. Either that or you are feeling lonely but too proud to admit it."

––––––––
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"DEFINITELY THE LATTER."

––––––––
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"NO, I THINK NOT." SHE pulls out the chair and sits. "I think you want to be alone."

––––––––
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"I NEVER TOLD YOU TO sit." I say rudely.

––––––––
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SHE SMIRKS, "I NEVER needed your permission."

––––––––
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I AM TAKEN ABACK BY her boldness and now she has my attention. I study her profile better. She has sparkling dark eyes and thick lips painted a faint purple. Her make up is not overt and she looks elegant in her short sheath black dress. She seems to have stuck to the rules of leaving- them- wanting -more by covering her entire upper body with a polo neck and long sleeve dress that is very short leaving her endless long legs on display.

––––––––
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"ARE YOU DONE SCRUTINIZING my appearance?" She smiles amused. "I hope you approve."

––––––––
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I NOD, "I DO."

––––––––
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" I'M SHANNON."

––––––––
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I HESITATE.

––––––––
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"IT'S OK, NO NEED FOR names we probably won't meet again." She smiles seductively.

––––––––
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"AND YOU ARE FINE WITH that ?" I ask.

––––––––
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"IF I WAS LOOKING FOR a husband, the last place I would pick him up is in a bar." She laughs softly. "You have beautiful eyes. Striking to say the least."

––––––––
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"THANK YOU." NOW IT'S my turn to smile.

––––––––
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THEY ARE MY MOTHER'S light green eyes. The combination of my very light caramel skin, black shaven hair and dark rough shave together with my black features sets my light eyes off to a striking hypnotic look. I'm told they are my best features and tonight I know I am taking Shannon home. Besides she won't be my first one night stand.
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Chapter 2
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Three months later... 

I wait for my handler, David James. Yes, I also found it strange how he has two biblical names as his first and last names. 

He is the only contact I have to the Tribune or the agency I was recruited in. I immediately remember how he found me with no place left to go when I was ten and gave me a home, well, his idea of giving a child a home is turning them into a killer. 

He is not too far from our meeting place in the park and I am amused. He is always trying to sneak up on me but I know his footsteps. As soon as he reaches the bench I am sitting on I call out his name and imagine the sheer disappointed look on his face after his prank failed. 

"How do you always know it’s me." The gray elderly man circles around and takes a sit besides me. 

"I wouldn’t be of use to you if I can’t concentrate on my surroundings." I grin. 

"How have you been since the last assignment ?"

"Laying low." I look ahead and see a suffering mother trying to control her toddler, "As usual. " 

––––––––
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WHY DO PEOPLE WANT children, I wonder? 

––––––––
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"I HAVE GOT YOU A NEW assignment."

––––––––
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"HMMMM."

"A package needed by the Tribune from a smuggler coming from the European continent."

Strange how the Tribune are dealing with illegal smugglers when they promised their citizens to them squash centuries ago. Aren’t these illegal, secrective dealings the cause of the nuclear war? 

I don’t voice my question it’s not my job. I simply gesture my hand for the envelope which he hands me. 

It’s a picture of a redhead woman and the device.  A black sleek box and I know what I should do.  Retrieve the package and get rid of the courier. If the Tribune wanted her alive then they wouldn't send a $30 million hitman to simply collect the object. 

"When?"

"Next week Thursday at 10:30 before she enters our borders through the eastern gate."

"Done." I get up as that concludes business and head home . 

————————————————————————————-
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AFTER AN INTENSE WORKOUT in my home based gym, I make my way to my room for a shower feeling indifferent to the day. I don’t do much when I don’t have a job, no I can’t do much during the day . Strict instructions to stay completely off grid and it is only in the evening when I go to the bar that I get out...

I remember a time I played outside in the sun with my mom. She may not have been the best bicycle teacher but she was one hell of a football mum. How she wanted me to be a lawyer..... 

Knock, knock, knock.. 

I never have visitors as no one knows me well enough to drop by or knock on my door not even the landlord. I never cause a fuss, like I said, off grid. 

Knock , knock , knock... 

Its beginning to feel like banging on the door,  I slowly and quietly walked across the room to the kitchen and in the cupboard with the China sets.  I take out a glock from behind the dinner plates and approach the door cautiously. 

On the screen of my door’s surveillance I see the girl from three months ago. The girl? No, I remember her name. They taught me to have a good memory, it’s Shannon. 

Letting her in would complicate my life so I should just leave her out there. I was about to walk away when I noticed her tense body language, and the way she kept looking around her surroundings. She’s afraid of something. She looked polished the last time I saw her and she was an exceptional conversationist making it evident that she had a learned background. 

Right now she is in faded jeans, big ill-fitting checked shirt that looks like it belongs to her boyfriend, hiking boots, a jacket and her curls tied into a messy bun. She is definitely in trouble and I shouldn’t care. I should leave her out there until she goes away but for some reason beyond me, I opened the door . 
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