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Preface

When I first set out to write this story, I wasn’t chasing a trend or trying to echo another story. I was answering a calling that had been building in me for years—stories of Trinidad and Tobago, of resilience, of shadows and fire, of people who survive even when the odds crush down heavy.

Sarafina was born out of those streets. Out of the contradictions of our islands: joy and struggle, music and menace, tradition and corruption. Her fire is my fire, and through her I want to honor every person who has ever had to fight to hold their dignity, every community that refuses to be erased, and every child who carries both anger and hope in their chest.

This is fiction, yes—but it is also a reflection of the real spirit of my people. It’s a way to carry our struggles, our voices, our strength into the wider world and say: we are here, and our shadows burn with light.

“Remember: you can only take with you what you brought with you;

but you can leave something... make sure people miss you when you are gone.”

— S. Mortimer Price

A Note on Language and Culture

This story is rooted in Trinidad and Tobago, where English mingles with local dialects, rhythms, and sayings. You’ll hear characters slip between formal English and Trini Creole, sometimes in the same breath—just as it happens on the streets of Port of Spain

The slang, cadence, and cultural flavor are part of the island’s heartbeat, carrying both humor and weight. Don’t worry if a phrase feels unfamiliar—the meaning is usually carried by context.

Think of it like music: the rhythm carries you even when you don’t catch every word.
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Chapter 56 – Hunters in the Grid

They burst onto the far embankment and climbed fast, boots scraping concrete, lungs burning. The city opened before them—narrow streets, shuttered shops, flickering lamps, the distant moan of a maxi rumbling somewhere north.

Ghost stumbled up behind Rico. “Shadow... dey not stopping. Dey moving like... like dey know de next three steps before we even think.”

Ali hauled him upright. “Doh think. Move.”

Sarafina scanned the skyline, helmet sweeping left to right. The visor ran silent calculations—heat pockets, movement trails, shifting shadows.

She didn’t like what she saw.

Maria caught up beside her. “They’re tightening from the south.”

“Not only south,” Sarafina murmured.

A soft electronic chirp echoed from the rooftops.

Fyah flinched. “Nah boy... tell me dat not de little blue-light men again.”

Quade shook his head grimly. “They repositioned. High ground now. Watching lines, not chasing.”

Ghost checked his module—and froze.

“Shadow,” he whispered, “Oversight grid just... flipped.”

Sparks leaned in. “What you seeing, Ghost?”

Ghost tilted the screen so they all could see the pulsing red arcs.

“East-West routes locking down. TTPS units being redirected. Look—” he pointed, tapping a cluster of icons, “—regular officers forming cordon without even realizing. Oversight feeding them wrong intel.”

Maria exhaled. “They’re using TTPS to funnel us inward.”

Rico groaned. “So men who not even trying to kill we... still helping to kill we.”

Ali muttered, “Classic Oversight stupidity.”

Sparks stiffened. “Oversight not stupid. Dey strategic. And dey expect we to bolt north or west.”

Sarafina turned toward the southeast.

“No.”

Ghost blinked. “Um... Shadow? Down south is worse.”

Rico nodded aggressively. “Plenty dead ends. Industrial yards. Not much crowd cover.”

“Exactly,” Sarafina said softly. “We go where they think we won’t.”

Maria frowned. “Shadow... are you sure? They’ll predict coastal routes again.”

“No,” Ali said, eyes widening. “Dey predicting we move AWAY from de Gulf after Sea Lots.”

Sarafina nodded once. “So instead, we move toward it.”

Fyah slapped his forehead. “Lord... we suiciding tonight.”

Rico grinned. “Relax nah, Fyah. Shadow like to do opposite of textbook. Dais why it does work.”

A shrill ping echoed across the rooftops.

Quade’s eyes snapped up. “Contact. Two hunters flanking left.”

Ghost’s module flashed bright red. “Three more signatures—back route. They circling in a crescent.”

Sparks cursed. “They closing gap too damn fast.”

Sarafina lifted her batons.

“Not fast enough.”

She turned sharply into a narrow lane between two apartment blocks. A metal fence cut across the path halfway, rusted and bent from years of weather.

“Rico,” she said.

“I on it.”

He vaulted the fence, dropped lightly, and caught Fyah when the man nearly toppled over it.

“Why you always grabbing me like ah little child, man?” Fyah whined.

“Cause yuh useless in midair.”

Ghost followed, landing stiffly. Ali hopped over with quiet ease.

Quade boosted Maria with practiced efficiency. Sparks jumped next.

Sarafina didn’t climb.

She hit the fence once with both batons—

A hollow metallic crack split the air—

and the entire center section collapsed inward like cardboard.

Rico’s jaw dropped. “Shadow... yuh batons have upgrade?”

“Plating reinforced,” she said. “Ali did it.”

Fyah muttered, “Breds... yuh dangerous, oui.”

Ali shrugged, “Is jus’ physics, man.”

Rico grinned, “Physics? Nah. Dat is madness.”

They kept moving, heading toward a side road that bent into a half-abandoned commercial strip.

Halfway down the lane—

Ghost stopped cold.

“Shadow,” he whispered, “de grid... change again.”

Sparks rushed to look. “Where?”

Ghost swallowed. “Oversight units stopped moving.”

Maria’s eyes narrowed. “Why?”

Quade answered quietly. “Because they’re waiting for something.”

The wind shifted.

A chill slid through the alley.

Sarafina felt it first.

The hunters were no longer chasing.

They were positioning.

She checked the rooftops—

Nothing visible.

No blue visor glints.

No movement.

Too quiet.

Rico leaned in. “Shadow... talk to we.”

She didn’t.

She listened.

And then—

From far off, faint and rhythmic—

a low vibration rolled through the concrete.

Ghost paled. “Shadow... dat sounding like—”

“Yes,” she said.

Maria whispered, “They called reinforcement.”

The vibration grew stronger—dull, mechanical, steady.

Quade recognized it instantly. “Transport unit. Armored. Foreign spec.”

Sparks stiffened. “You telling me serious foreign military hardware rolling through Port of Spain tonight... and nobody notice?!”

Maria gripped the strap of her pack. “Oversight covering it. That’s why regular TTPS units froze.”

Ali glanced at Sarafina nervously. “Shadow... options?”

Sarafina pointed toward a cluster of narrow connecting alleys that led downhill, toward the old coastal industrial zone.

“We reach coastline before they complete the box.”

Rico winced. “Boss... coastline have nowhere to hide.”

“Good,” Sarafina said. “Because dey won’t expect we to run where hiding does fail.”

Ghost nearly dropped the module. “Shadow... that is the WORST motivational speech ah ever hear.”

Fyah shook his head. “Ah agree. Usually she say something cool and ah does get brave. Tonight? Nah.”

But Sarafina was already running.

And they followed—

because even when the plan sounded mad, Shadow’s madness had a rhythm they trusted.

As they neared the bend that led toward the industrial coast, the vibration shifted—

becoming clearer...

closer...

heavier.

The hunters were changing formation.

Sparks risked a look behind.

“Shadow... they coming in straight line. No more circling.”

“They done predicting,” she replied.

Maria’s face tightened. “Meaning?”

“They know where we going.”

Ghost whispered, terrified, “So... what now?”

Sarafina stopped at the edge of the street.

Helmet turned left.

Then right.

No hesitation.

“We go where they not watching.”

Ali blinked. “Where is dat?”

Sarafina pointed downward.

To the storm drain shaft beneath the walkway.

Rico’s eyes flew open. “Shadow... dat hole is madness!”

Fyah squeaked, “We go drown!”

“We won’t,” she said.

Maria nodded. “She’s right. Hunters won’t risk subterranean pursuit.”

Sparks groaned. “Ah hate all of allyuh.”

Sarafina knelt, pried the grate up with one baton, and looked into the darkness below—

the low echo of water

the narrow concrete channel

the hidden arteries of the city.

“There,” she said.

“Down.”

Ghost gulped. “Shadow... is where dat drain lead?”

Sarafina stood over the hole.

“To where the hunters can’t predict.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 57 – The Understreet

[image: ]




The grate clanged softly as Sarafina lowered herself into the storm drain shaft, boots sliding against damp concrete. The air below was cool and tight, smelling of moss, rust, and the faint brine that drifted inland from the Gulf.

“Watch allyuh step,” she whispered up. “De drop not deep, but de water go make yuh slip.”

Rico came next, landing with an easy hop. “Shadow, ah growing tired of holes tonight, oui.”

Ghost stuck his head through the opening. “Rico, move yuh big frame nah. Ah not landing on yuh back.”

“Then aim better,” Rico shot back.

Ali climbed down quietly, already scanning the walls with a handheld light that flickered dim yellow. Fyah followed, trembling as he lowered himself.

“Ah swear, if ah drown in a drain, bury me somewhere nice—”

“You not drowning,” Ghost muttered, grabbing his collar before he slid. “Not tonight.”

Sparks dropped in after Maria, landing with a muted thud. Quade sealed the rear, pulling the grate back over the opening with practiced invisibility.

Above them, the sound of boots thundered lightly across the street—but muffled, distant. The hunters had reached the bend. Too late to see the grate close.

Maria exhaled shakily. “Shadow... how long will this tunnel keep us hidden?”

“Long enough,” Sarafina said. “If we move.”

She tapped her helmet twice, activating a short-range scan. The tunnel stretched ahead—narrow, barely tall enough to stand, but running deep beneath the commercial blocks and heading southwest.

Toward the coast.

Toward the one direction the hunters didn’t account for.

Fyah squinted into the dark. “Shadow... tell me straight. Where dis ting end?”

Ali answered before she could. “Under de drainage interchange near de docks.”

Rico groaned. “So more water.”

“Better than hunters,” Maria said.

“Barely,” Rico muttered.

They moved single file, water sloshing softly around their ankles. The farther they went, the colder the air grew. Ghost checked his module again, its glow barely visible against his chest.

“Shadow... grid readings drop off down here. Good news and bad news.”

“Good first,” Sarafina said.

“Hunters cyah track heat signatures underground. Too much concrete. Too much echo.”

“And de bad?” Sparks asked.

Ghost grimaced. “Oversight units spreading north and west. If we surface wrong spot... we in middle of a police funnel.”

Rico shook his head. “Boy, we running from men with robot suit and we own police. Life rough, oui.”

Fyah whispered, “Next time ah staying home.”

Ali shot him a look. “Next time? Yuh planning for next time?”

Maria stepped closer to Sarafina. “Your idea to head south... it’s working. But if the hunters reposition—”

“They will,” Sarafina said calmly. “Dey adapting each cycle.”

Quade adjusted his grip on his sidearm. “Question is how fast they adapt.”

Sparks nodded grimly. “And how far Oversight willing to go to save face.”

The tunnel branched ahead—one path sloping deeper, one curving sideways.

Ghost raised his module. “Shadow... is right fork. Left one collapse two years ago.”

“Show me.”

Ghost angled the screen. Heat map, old city registry, broken infrastructure notes.

Sarafina nodded. “Right.”

They took the turn.

A faint hum grew as they moved—low, vibrating the water slightly.

Maria frowned. “What is that?”

Ali listened. “Pumps from the lower drainage channel. Mechanical. Nothing hostile.”

Sparks wasn’t convinced. “Down here everything sound hostile.”

The hum grew louder.

And then they reached it.

A massive floodgate grid, twenty feet wide, bars thick and rusted, blocking the tunnel ahead. Beyond it, the channel dropped lower into a wider artery—dark, deep, a throat leading toward the docks.

Rico groaned. “Shadow... ah know yuh lying. Tell me we not passing through dat.”

Sarafina stepped up to the grate.

“No lie.”

Ghost sputtered. “Shadow... dat is government-grade flood barrier. Ali go need power tools or—”

Ali touched the side panel, fingers brushing corroded bolts.

“No power tool needed. Old system. Manual override.”

Rico blinked. “Meaning?”

Ali grinned.

“Meaning dey cheap.”

He pulled a wrench from his pack, hooked it into the rusted wheel housing, and cranked. The wheel protested violently—metal screaming.

“Ali,” Sarafina warned softly, “keep noise down.”

“Tell de wheel dat,” he muttered.

The gate shifted. Slowly. Painfully.

The water in front of it rippled.

Maria stiffened. “Shadow... something moving behind it.”

Quade raised his weapon. “Animal?”

Ghost swallowed. “Shadow... heat signature coming up fast—”

A shape slammed against the bars.

Metal groaned.

Fyah screamed.

Rico jumped back. “Wha de—?!”

The shadow beyond the grate wasn’t animal.

It stood upright.

Compact.

Armored.

Hunter unit.

In the drain.

Maria gasped. “How—?!”

Ghost stammered, “But—but dey not supposed to enter subterranean—!”

The suit clawed the grate, fingers sparking against metal.

Ali cursed. “Shadow—dais recon variant B! Dat one smaller—designed for tight spaces!”

Sparks stepped forward. “We need to go now—NOW.”

Sarafina spun her batons out.

The hunter crouched low—

Its visor flared blue—

And it started forcing its head between the bars.

Rico choked. “Nah man... dat not human strength—!”

Sarafina stepped in front of Maria.

“Aim for joints,” she said. “If it breach.”

Fyah trembled. “If it breach, ah gone!”

Ali strained on the wheel. “Almost—ALMOST—!”

The gate lifted six inches.

Then twelve.

Water rushed forward, spilling into the lower channel.

“GO!” Ali yelled.

Ghost dove first, sliding under the rising gate. Sparks grabbed Maria and pushed her through. Quade followed with precision.

Rico shoved Fyah. “MOVE, man!”

Fyah screamed and belly-slid under the gate like a collapsing penguin.

Ali went next.

The hunter forced its helmet halfway through the bars.

Sparks shouted, “SHADOW—MOVE!”

Sarafina watched it.

Waited.

Let it commit.

When it extended its arm, reaching—

She spun both batons and cracked the extended elbow joint with a merciless downward strike.

The limb snapped backward, sparks erupting.

The hunter spasmed.

Sarafina slid under the gate.

The hunter slammed into the bars behind her.

Ali yanked the wheel—

The gate dropped.

Fast.

Hard.

Crushing the hunter’s arm clean off.

Sparks grabbed Sarafina as she landed. “Shadow—yuh good?!”

She stood, water dripping from her armor.

“Yes.”

Behind them, the hunter thrashed helplessly, one arm pinned outside the bars, the rest of its body trapped behind the grate as the limb’s servos sparked and sputtered.

Rico stared, horrified and impressed. “Dais... dais wicked.”

Fyah wheezed. “We just kill a robot, oui.”

Ghost corrected him. “Is not robot. Is pilot inside.”

Fyah screamed louder. “WE JUST KILL A MAN IN A ROBOT!”

Maria shook her head. “It’s not dead... but it’s stuck.”

Quade holstered his weapon. “Won’t be stuck long.”

Sarafina pointed down the dark channel.

“Move.”

And they ran deeper into the undercity—

with the sound of the trapped hunter’s metallic shrieks echoing behind them.
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Chapter 58 – Tide Run
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The tunnel widened as they ran, the water deepening from ankle-height to mid-shin. The air thickened too—heavy, damp, carrying the scent of salt pushed inland by the night wind.

Ghost kept glancing at his module, shielding it from splashes. “Shadow—grid interference picking up. Oversight reallocating units all over de city.”

Sparks jogged beside him. “Where dey shifting?”

Ghost pointed at the flickering diagram. “North. West. East. Everywhere except—”

Maria finished the sentence for him.

“—the docks.”

Rico groaned. “So we heading straight into de only place dey NOT flooding with police. Dat sounding like trap, oui.”

“Everything is trap tonight,” Sarafina said, moving ahead of the group. “We choose de trap dat not kill we first.”

Ali snorted. “Inspiring.”

Fyah wheezed. “Ah hate trenches. Ah hate water. Ah hate night.”

Rico slapped his shoulder. “But yuh love life, so hush.”

The tunnel bent left, then descended sharply. The roar of moving water grew louder. Sarafina raised one hand.

“Slow.”

They eased forward to the drop where the storm channel plunged into a lower catchment basin. The concrete sloped at a steep angle, slick and streaming with runoff.

Quade frowned. “We sliding down that?”

“Safer than climbing back up,” Sarafina said.

Ghost peered into the basin below. “Shadow... heat signatures behind us. Hunters regrouping.”

Sparks cursed softly. “How many?”

“Three fast ones,” Ghost whispered. “And two... heavier.”

Maria stiffened. “Heavier?”

Ali nodded grimly. “Support exosuits. Reinforced joints. Stronger servos.”

Rico looked up at the ceiling. “Anybody want to go back?”

Nobody answered.

“Good. Cause ah lie. Nobody going back.”

Sarafina stepped onto the slope.

“One at a time. Sit low. Control slide. Brace for impact.”

Rico grinned. “Shadow... yuh say brace like dis water not cold as death.”

But she had already pushed off.

She slid fast, keeping her weight centered, boots angled to guide her descent. Water sprayed up around her as she hit the basin, rolled once, and came up kneeling in the shallow pool.

“Next.”

Rico launched himself with a whoop.

Fyah followed, screaming the whole way.

Ghost tried to slow himself and almost toppled sideways.

Ali descended with surprising grace.

Sparks and Quade executed controlled slides.

Maria came last, stiff but steady, landing lightly beside Sarafina.

She touched her arm.

“You alright?”

Sarafina nodded. “You?”

“Still breathing.”

“Good.”

Ghost scrambled up beside them, water dripping from his hair.

“Shadow... hunters picking up speed. Dey moving like dey know exactly where de drainage meet de docks.”

Sparks stared at him. “You telling me dey know dis network better than we?”

Ali answered quietly. “Dey not guessing. Dey reading structural scans. Probably using seismic mapping.”

Maria’s jaw tightened. “Meaning wherever we surface—”

“—they waiting,” Quade finished.

Rico threw both hands up. “So we trapped underground AND above ground. Nice.”

Sarafina ignored the complaint.

She listened.

Water rushed.

Wind moaned through distant vents.

And beneath it—

a low, unfamiliar thrum.

“Shadow?” Sparks asked softly.

She pointed ahead, toward the tunnel that continued downward.

“Listen.”

They went silent.

There it was again.

A mechanical vibration—slow, heavy, rhythmic.

Not a pump.

Not floodgate machinery.

Deeper.

Mobile.

Maria shivered. “What is that?”

Ali paled. “Shadow... dat sound like—“

The thrum grew louder—

echoing up the tunnel

vibrating through the water.

Fyah stepped behind Rico. “Nah, boy. Tell me dat is NOT—”

Quade spoke the word none of them wanted to hear.

“—a transport unit.”

Maria’s eyes widened. “Underground?! How—”

“Custom chassis,” Ali said. “Small enough to move through maintenance channels. Big enough to crush we.”

Rico blinked. “WHO DERE building underground tanks?!”

“Not Trinidad,” Sparks muttered.

Sarafina turned, faceplate glowing faint red.

“We move.”

“But Shadow—toward the noise?” Ghost squeaked.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
SARAFINA
SHAWW OF THE QULF PART I

‘When the truth surfaces someone must answer for it.
k 111 of Trilogy

% o \ %
/AR "
Bl b
. ‘ A e »
| k
ﬂ ggr ] ¥ ﬁ \ ’4 LES *v‘

- SEET
3 ~rem v
rl} 171 \

r W’/}ﬁwilﬂ
umi *®3 } Ak

- "4 ] "F .‘ 'F‘ : 1‘






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





