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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 1 – Salt and Silence
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A year since the docks burned, and the city still whispered about the woman in the mask.

They said she vanish with the smoke.

They said she gone foreign.

They didn’t know The Shadow had simply learned patience.

Now the Gulf was crawling with foreign eyes—drones that hummed like mosquitoes, patrol craft flying borrowed flags, and men who smiled in English but spoke in code.

Sarafina crouched on the splintered deck of a ghost boat, the sea breathing slow beneath her boots. The suit clung to her like a second night—matte black, new weave, whisper-quiet. Ali had rebuilt it piece by piece over the months, every scar in the old armor mapped into something stronger.

The Fireflies drifted round her, tiny motes of blue light. They moved with purpose now—trained, disciplined, each one listening to her heartbeat.

“Barge at bearing one-five-eight,” Ghost’s voice murmured through the comm. “Two escort boats, no flags. Same formation like last week.”

“Copy,” Sarafina said. Her voice was lower now, measured, roughened by salt and silence.

She raised the helmet. In the reflection, her eyes looked older—steady, not angry.

“Ali, talk to me.”

Static cracked, then Ali’s voice: “Signal from dat barge clean, but encrypted. I read two layers—one civilian relay, one military. Is Aegis again, oui.”

Sarafina’s jaw tightened. “Dey bold, comin’ back here after de warnin’.”

“Bold or paid well,” Ghost replied. “Trinidad water easy to buy when government hungry.”

The boat rocked, wood groaning. Sarafina steadied herself and looked toward the horizon. Lightning flickered far off—a dry flash over Venezuelan clouds.

“One year, an’ still nothin’ change,” she murmured.

“Change small-small,” Ghost said. “Yuh just doh see it yet.”

Sarafina slid the helmet back on. “Tonight, we make it visible.”

The Fireflies fanned out, skimming the chop, their blue light swallowed by distance.

≈ • ≈

The first explosion came quiet—a bloom of white beneath the waves, meant only to scare. The second was less polite. The drone feed Ali watched from the safe house jolted, static flooding the screen.

“Firefly Two offline,” he said. “Three and Four holdin’.”

Sarafina dove sideways, hit the water, rolled under the hull as tracer fire cut the air above. The new suit sealed automatically, whispering to itself in digital breath.

Her world became soundless green.

For a heartbeat she thought of Chen—his words from a year ago, spoken in the dojo’s dusk: Patience does not mean stillness, little one. It means timing.

She counted to three, rose behind the patrol craft, and fired a pulse grenade. The boat’s engine choked. She climbed the stern like a ghost rising from a story.

Two men turned. One shouted, “¡Sombra!”—the Spanish word for shadow.

She didn’t answer.

She swept the first man’s legs, took the rifle before it hit the deck, and cracked the butt across the second’s visor. A clean fight, no flourish. One year had burned the theatre out of her; what remained was precision.

“Ali, engines cold,” she whispered. “Data chip secured. What next?”

“Hold position,” Ali said. “I runnin’ scan—wait...”

The line cut to static.

“Ali?”

Ghost’s voice came sharp. “Gyal, yuh need to move—now! Coast Guard sweep enterin’ de grid! Five craft, high-beam mode.”

Sarafina’s heart clenched. “Already? Dey not supposed to reach till—”

“Schedule change,” Ghost interrupted. “Embassy-ordered patrol. Yuh in de middle of dem path.”

She looked up. Far off, five white lights shimmered across the horizon like eyes opening.

Floodlights. Sirens.

“Fireflies, recall,” she hissed. Six blue sparks raced back to her, slipping into their ports. She leapt to the water and went under just as the first beam swept across the crippled boat.

≈ • ≈

Underwater, the sound was pressure and pulse. The suit’s oxygen meter blinked green; the water churned with propeller wash above her.

“Ali, Ghost, talk to me,” she whispered.

“Static,” Ali muttered back. “They jammin’ all open bands.”

Ghost added, “Yuh on yuh own till dey pass.”

The floodlights carved wide cones through the water. A diver dropped from one of the patrol boats—flippers flashing silver. Sarafina stilled her breath. The diver’s flashlight brushed across her shoulder, then swung away.

She drifted downward, let the silt hide her silhouette. The diver paused, frowning through his mask. She could almost feel his thought: Did something move?

He turned toward her again, light spearing through the murk.

She rolled, grabbed his wrist, and pushed the beam down. A bubble trail shot upward—panic—and she jabbed a stunner into his regulator valve. The man twitched once and went limp.

“Sorry, soldier,” she breathed. “Wrong current.”

She released him and sank deeper as the sweep passed above.

≈ • ≈

For ten long minutes she followed their engines east. They zig-zagged like hounds scenting a trail. Every few seconds a spotlight clawed the water, searching.

Then a voice barked through a loudhailer, distorted but unmistakably American:

“This is a restricted zone! Any vessel or diver operating without authorization will be detained under maritime security law!”

Sarafina’s jaw clenched. “Law?” she muttered to herself. “De kind yuh write wid bullets.”

The nearest patrol turned sharply, heading straight for her down-current. She felt the pull of its wake before she saw the hull. Too close to dive, too bright to hide.

She flared the suit’s charge to max and burst upward—surfacing behind the boat’s stern as the searchlight skimmed past. She hooked her fingers over the propeller cage, hauled herself halfway out of the sea, and tossed a small black disk into the exhaust port.

“Gift from de islands,” she whispered, and dropped back into darkness.

The disk detonated with a flash that barely registered over the storm, but the boat’s lights cut out instantly. Engines died. The others shouted orders, confusion spreading across the comms.

Sarafina used the chaos to glide west, the current pushing her toward open water.

“Ghost,” she hissed. “Yuh still dey?”

His voice came through, faint but alive. “Barely. Dey sweep knock half de relays out. You all right?”

“I still breathin’. Coast Guard boats blind now. Dey go think is tech failure.”

“Or sabotage.”

“Let dem wonder.”

≈ • ≈

Half an hour later she drifted beneath the wreck of a decommissioned tug. Rain hammered the surface, thunder rolling across the gulf.

Ali finally broke the silence. “Signal clean again. Yuh pick up any chatter?”

Sarafina floated, catching her breath. “Enough to know Aegis inside dey system. Coast Guard takin’ orders foreign.”

Ghost exhaled. “Whole country for sale, oui.”

“Not whole,” Sarafina said. “Not yet.”

She climbed onto the tug, water sheeting off her armor. The Fireflies unfolded like petals, casting soft light across the deck. Their glow caught her reflection—scratched helmet, dark eyes, salt in every crease.

She touched the scar at her jaw, one of many souvenirs from the unseen year.

“Ali, log tonight’s run as Gulf-47. Mark contact as compromised.”

“Copy dat.”

“Ghost?”

“Still here.”

“If dey sweeps get closer next time, we move de base. I doh want de safe house sniffed out.”

“Understood. But dey not huntin’ random, Sarafina. Somebody pointin’ dem straight at yuh.”

She nodded slowly. “Then we find out who eatin’ embassy bread.”

≈ • ≈

The tug’s rusted deck groaned as the wind shifted. A new sound threaded the rain: a high, insect whine that wasn’t wind at all.

“Hold,” Ali said, voice tightening. “Thermal bird inbound. Small quad, military optic. Yuh heat signature bright like candle on dark water.”

Sarafina slid flat against the metal, breath caged inside her ribs. “Options?”

“Suit have a cool-down subroutine, oui—de ‘cold veil.’ It go dump heat through the fins and flood microtubes with gel. But battery go bleed fast.”

“How fast?”

“Two minutes safe. Three, and you cramp the whole system.”

“Two is plenty.”

She tapped her wrist. The suit stiffened, a faint tremor rippling under the polymer like ice chasing steel. Cold bled through her shoulders; her breath fogged inside the helmet.

The quad’s shadow passed over the tug, lights off, only the thin red dot of a sensor sweeping lazy arcs. It paused. Drifted back. Hovered.

“Ali,” she whispered, teeth chattering now, “talk sweet to me.”

“Your heat down to background. Don’t move, don’t breathe heavy.”

The quad dipped lower until she could see the camera’s glass like a black pupil. It hung over her for a long, cruel breath. The deck pinged as rain cooled hot rust—tiny false signatures. The drone bobbed toward one, studied it like a curious bird, then lifted, unsatisfied.

“Window closin’,” Ali warned. “Veil at ninety seconds.”

“Count me.”

“Ninety-five... hundred... one-ten... you good.”

The drone banked away, whispering into mist. The suit’s chill eased; warmth stung back through her arms like needles. She hissed under her breath, flexed her fingers, and brought the Fireflies up into a loose halo.

“Ghost,” she said. “You hear dat hum?”

“Whole gulf hummin’, gyal. But dis one sweeter than most. Foreign money sing in minor key.”

Sarafina cracked the smallest smile. “Sing off-key long enough, somebody go pelt bottle.”

“Battery at sixty-eight,” Ali said, practical again. “We need you off that deck and inside cover. Tide runnin’ north. I go steer yuh into mangrove.”

“Copy.”

She slid back into the water, the tug’s shadow folding over her. The suit warmed her core as she swam, but her fingers still ached. Somewhere above, the drone’s hum dwindled into rain.

≈ • ≈

The shoreline came up black and tangled, mangrove roots like hands reaching. The smell hit first—mud, leaf-rot, old salt. She slipped between roots, low as a caiman, Fireflies dimmed to pinpricks.

“Careful,” Ghost murmured. “Two motion pings on the coastal road. Fast sweeps, not police.”

“Civilian?”

“De worst kinda civilian.”

She eased forward until the mud shelved into a shallow creek. Crickets flexed in the reeds; a night heron clicked somewhere to her left. She lifted slow, water sliding from her shoulders, and peered through a lattice of leaves toward the road.

Headlights off. An SUV idled under a sea almond tree, black paint swallowing light. No plates. The driver door cracked just enough to let smoke out—expensive cigar, not local. In the rear seat, a tablet glowed dull blue. She couldn’t see faces, only silhouettes. One of them tapped the screen; the SUV’s roof antenna woke and began to hunt for a signal.

“Ali,” she breathed, “you see dis?”

“Firefly Five can peep if you get it high enough.”

“Risky.”

“Yuh like risky.”

She almost laughed. “Today I like living.”

“Good. Then give me a glint: any decal, tag, somethin’ to match.”

The front windscreen washed briefly in a wave of rain, and for a heartbeat the glass reflected a dashboard lanyard—curved wave motif, company colors muted in the dark. The same shape she’d seen stenciled on a drone’s belly.

“Aegis,” she whispered.

“Say less,” Ghost said. “We in de right bush.”

The passenger leaned forward. The door opened, just enough for a boot to find mud. The man’s posture said trained—weight on the balls of his feet, hips square to the dark. He turned his head toward the mangrove as if he could hear her heartbeat.

“Veil won’t help heat on land,” Ali warned softly. “We need shade and wind.”

Sarafina pressed deeper into the root shadow. A mosquito whined at her ear; she ignored it. The man’s gaze drifted on, unsatisfied, and he slid back into the SUV. The driver killed the cigar on the door, flicked the stub into the mud, and shut them into the car’s purr.

“Plate?” Ghost asked.

“No plate.”

“Classic.”

The SUV’s brake lights flashed once. It rolled forward without headlights, hugging the curve, and disappeared behind mangrove and mist.

Sarafina waited ten slow breaths, then five more, letting the night settle back onto its haunches. She crawled forward, picked the cigar butt out of the mud, sniffed the wrapper, and smiled without mirth. Foreign leaf. Embassy taste.

“Leave it,” Ali said. “Oil on dat go sell you later.”

She dropped it, wiped her fingers in the creek, and stood. The suit dripped softly. Far out on the water, thunder walked away toward Venezuela.

“Ghost.”

“Mm?”

“Tell Rico I want ears by the La Brea jetty and eyes by the Icacos ferry track. Any black SUV moving no-plate, we shadowing.”

“He go wine ‘bout gas money.”

“Tell him I pay in trouble.”

Ghost chuckled. “He favourite currency.”

“And Fyah?”

“I go have he put a small hum on de people band. ‘Watch dem quiet cars.’”

“Good.” She looked back toward the road, where the SUV had gone. “Dey bold enough to come on land now. That mean either we getting close... or dey want to make a point.”

“Which one you betting?”

Sarafina stepped into the creek again, letting the water erase her prints. “Both.”

≈ • ≈

She hit the beach an hour later, a low spit of sand and rock where the mangrove thinned. The sea breathed steady here, less broken by the storm. In the near distance, a village starved of streetlights glowed in thin points—house windows, not lamps. Dogs barked twice, decided she wasn’t worth the sermon, and went back to sleep.

Her helmet buzzed once—secure ping. Maria.

The feed opened on the small lens inset near her wrist.

Maria’s face appeared, tired, serious, framed by the pale walls of her office.

“Another fire in the Gulf?” she asked.

“Just breeze an’ bad manners,” Sarafina said.

Maria’s mouth twitched—the closest she came to a smile. “You keep playin’ with ghosts, one day they’ll look back.”

“They already do.”

Maria sighed. “You know what kind of trouble you stirrin’.”

“Trouble does mean somebody still care.”

For a moment neither spoke. The sound of rain filled the gap.

Then Maria said softly, “They sent me footage. Drone caught a glimpse—silhouette on the water. They’ll call you terrorist again.”

“They could call me hope if dey had courage.”

“Courage don’t win elections.”

Sarafina tilted her head. “Still, yuh watchin’ de feed, ent?”

“I have to. You make it hard to look away.”

Sarafina gave a small nod. “Then keep lookin’. The storm not done yet.”

The connection cut.

≈ • ≈

She moved inland along a goat path, low and careful, suit dulling to the color of wet bush. The road surfaced again beyond a stand of bamboo, the kind that scraped its own ribs when the wind blew. She paused, listening.

Nothing but frogs and distant tires. She stepped out, crossed. Halfway, the world went white.

Headlights. Silent. Too close to dodge.

She dropped, rolled into the culvert as the same black SUV slid past without brakes. Windows dark. No plates. The driver didn’t turn his head; he didn’t have to. Whoever sat behind him already knew the path.

The SUV eased to the corner and stopped. Reverse lights flared. It began to back slowly, as if it had forgotten something.

Sarafina flattened into shadow, breath a thin ribbon. The culvert stank of moss and old plastic. She held still as the bumper crept past her boot by inches. A window lowered with a soft electric sigh. Rain ticked on the glossy door.

A man’s voice drifted out—flat, foreign, amused. “You smell that?”

Another voice, local this time, answered, “Mud and bush.”

“No.” The foreigner inhaled theatrically. “Fear.”

The window slid up. The SUV paused, thinking. Then it shifted into drive and pulled away, unhurried.

Sarafina lay still until the night remembered itself. Then she rose, stepped back into the bamboo hush, and looked down at the culvert water. It had caught some of the headlight and kept it—two coins of light shaking themselves out.

“Ghost,” she said softly. “Wake Rico and Fyah proper. Tell dem the game move to land.”

“Copy.”

“And Ali?”

“Here.”

“Cold veil worked. But next time, I want five minutes, not two.”

“You want miracle,” he said, half laughing. “I go build it.”

She smiled once, brief and wicked, and vanished into the trees.
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Chapter 2 – The Light that Stayed
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The safe house kept the rain like memory — it drummed soft on the zinc, slid down the gutters, and pooled under the steps where old mud knew all the stories. Inside, wires hummed, a kettle ticked, and the Fireflies slept in their cradle like little hearts.

Sarafina peeled the suit off her shoulders with slow hands, steam rising from skin still cold-bitten by the veil. Her jaw ached from the culvert’s concrete; her palms were gritted with bamboo splinters. She sat on the crate by the workbench and let the room breathe around her.

Ali pushed his chair back with a squeak and didn’t speak for a few seconds — just scanned her, eyes moving like a medic’s.

“Vitals levelin’ out. You dropped core temp two full points. Don’t do dat again for style, eh.”

Sarafina half-smiled. “Wasn’t style. Drone had teeth.”

Ghost leaned in the doorway, shadow on shadow. “An’ land have teeth too. Same black SUV playin’ wit’ yuh.”

Sarafina nodded. “Two in front, one in back, no plates. One foreign voice. One local.”

She lifted the helmet, turned it so the inner lens faced Ali. “Pull de roadside cache. I mark de sound o’ de engine, tire hiss, rain on paint. Yuh could fingerprint a car from how it break water.”

Ali’s mouth twitched. “If de world could be solved wid microphones, I is king.” He slid the helmet onto the jack and let the scans run.

“Also,” Sarafina added, “de cigar. Fancy leaf. Embassy taste. He mash it by de door. If we lucky, we get oil trace in de puddle.”

Ghost snorted. “If we lucky, rain done wash dat to Venezuela.”

“Luck is for carnival raffle,” she said. “I prefer work.”

≈ • ≈

They ate in the kitchen — sardines on hard dough, black coffee, no words. The door sweated with wet wind; the radio on the shelf muttered an old calypso about thieves and ministers. The kettle rattled when a gust leaned on the walls.

Ghost wiped his hands, then set his phone on the table, speaker up. “Rico, talk.”

Static, then Rico’s voice, bright and fast as ever. “Ah reach by La Brea jetty. Fisherman say two SUV pass dead slow ’round two a.m. No police escort, no port pass. Dem park up by the old cement yard and cut light. Ten minute, den gone.”

“Plates?” Sarafina asked.

“Ent yuh say no plates,” Rico replied, offended on principle. “I confirm — blank like heaven.”

“Ears?”

“I leff a lil’ gift on a post — mic and magnet. If dey reach again, I go sing before dey sing.”

Ghost’s tone warmed without softening. “And gas money?”

Rico laughed. “Charge it to trouble.”

“Charge it to me,” Sarafina said. “But doh spend it all in rum.”

Rico made a scandalized sound. “Me? I is respectable vendor. Now — hear nah — DJ Fyah on de people band wid a hum. He go call in any SUV passin’ Icacos side.”

Ali glanced up. “Fyah have a pattern?”

“Always have pattern,” Ghost murmured. “He is pattern.”

“Put he through,” Sarafina said.

A click; then the low, syrupy drawl of DJ Fyah rolled into the kitchen like bass through a wall. “Blessed night to all de night people. If yuh drivin’, keep yuh lights clean; if yuh lyin’, keep yuh conscience clean. Special notice — watch dese quiet cars, black like new paint, movin’ widout number. If yuh see dem pass, blink yuh porch light two time or call de old fete phone. We go send umbrella.”

Sarafina couldn’t help the small smile. “Umbrella, eh.”

“Gives civilians someting innocent to do,” Ghost said. “And it does look like rain.”

Fyah slipped off the air and came back as himself. “Shadow, I have a little echo on de people band — somebody rebroadcastin’ de embassy alert, same time as Coast Guard sweeps. De voice flat like hunger. Not our Coast Guard. Not any kinda Guard I know.”

“Contractor,” Ali said.

“Paid choir,” Ghost added.

Sarafina pushed her empty cup away. “We go find the choirmaster.”

≈ • ≈

Port of Spain woke slow and tight, as if the rain were a headache it couldn’t shake. In Police Headquarters, the fluorescents weren’t kind; the phones had already begun their daily imitation of insects. Captain Maria Gomez stood at the glass and watched the city pretend to be ordinary.

Lieutenant John Sparks rapped his knuckles softly on the open door. “Cap.”

She turned. “You look like you didn’t sleep.”

“You look like you mad I didn’t,” he said, then lifted a tablet. “Pulled all the night logs. Coast Guard sweep schedule got changed at 21:47 by an external request stamp. Embassy relay.”

Maria’s mouth flattened. “They’re not even subtle.”

Sparks hesitated. “There’s a second layer. The request was routed through a private vendor ID. The name is redacted, but the invoice header still have the curve logo. Aeg—”

“I know the logo,” she cut in, a little too quick. “Stash it for later. Carmichael wants me to say the sweep saved lives.”

“Did it?”

“Depends on which lives you counting.” She exhaled. “Any word on the fishermen from last night?”

“No. No bodies, no intake. Just wreckage.”

“So they either hiding,” Maria said quietly, “or hidden.”

Sparks looked at her face and decided bravery. “Cap, I have to ask. The silhouette on the water — is it... you know who?”

Maria took a long sip of cold coffee and kept her eyes on him. “You asking me to say yes so you can be righteous, or no so you can be comfortable?”

He opened his mouth, closed it, and nodded once. “Fair.”

She softened. “Sparks... Jesus. You from training division. You know how a skilled diver moves. You know the balance in a stance. You saw the frame.”

“I saw it.” He swallowed. “So did Carmichael.”

“Then Carmichael can choke on his curiosity,” she said, voice gone Trini sharp. “He want me to stand at the podium and pretend he in charge of the sea. Meanwhile he outsourcing the sea to people who never learn to spell ‘Paria’.”

Sparks’s mouth twitched. “You want me to pull the Aegis purchase orders?”

“I want you to accidentally leave them in my briefcase.”

“Yes, Cap.”

“And Sparks?”

He looked up.

“You didn’t ask me any stupid questions today.”

A corner of his mouth lifted. “Understood.”

≈ • ≈

Ali found the oil.

Not from the cigar — the rain had done its work — but caught in a scum line where the mangrove creek met the sea. He collected it with a syringe and laid the film onto a strip like a tiny aurora. “It have foreign binder in de wrapper glue,” he said, turning the strip under light. “Same brand used in embassy stores. Coulda be coincidence. But coincidence and I stop talkin’ months now.”

“Can you tie dat to a car?” Ghost asked, doubtful but hopeful.

“No. But I could tie dis,” Ali said, tapping the bench, “to a man who does drink nothing cheap.”

Sarafina leaned over the map pinned to the wall. Lines were drawn in wax pencil — Coasts, nodes, whispers. She marked a new circle at the old cement yard by La Brea and another along the Icacos road bend where bamboo scraped the sky. Between them: a dotted line that meant the same SUV had learned two ways to breathe.

“Two routes,” she said. “One to show, one to hide. Both to test we.”

Ghost scratched his cheek. “Yuh think they sniffing for safe houses?”

“Maybe,” she said. “Or maybe they picking up people. Fishermen. Or informants. Or Chen’s old students.” That last one came out before she could catch it.

Ali looked up. “We going by Chen later?”

Sarafina nodded once. “I go check him. He tell me to remember patience; I go pretend to listen.”

Ghost’s head tilted. “Pretend?”

“Patience doh mean stillness,” she said, echoing the lesson with a glint. “It mean timing.”

“Fair.”

The radio clicked twice — Rico’s porch-light code. Then crackle, then his voice in a hush. “Shadow, SUV pass back La Brea side. Same black, same hungry. They not stop cement yard this time. They roll over de bluff and gone west. I see nothing after.”

“Copy,” Sarafina said. “Hold position. If yuh see them again, don’t be hero.”

Rico snorted. “I only play hero when music play. This is silence.”

DJ Fyah slid back in a second later with the street’s answer. “Two blink from Icacos dead-end. That is my sweet people telling me car pass high-speed widout light. Same ten minute window. Is like they time they heartbeat to the rain.”

“Good,” Ghost said softly. “Let’s time we own.”

≈ • ≈

They reached Icacos before noon in a borrowed maxi taxi that had seen more fetes than funerals. The driver owed Ghost a favour from a carnival long gone and asked no questions when he handed over the keys. Sarafina sat up front in a hoodie and cheap shades; Ali sprawled in back with a duffel of tools; Ghost slouched like a bored uncle with nowhere to be.

Icacos was the end of a sentence the country never finished. The road ran out into sea, and the sea ran back into road, and people learned to live between the two like commas. Men stood with their hands in their pockets and their eyes on the horizon. Women argued quietly about the price of gas and flour. Children kicked a bottle cap until it became a game and then a rule.

The wreck of the Esperanza had been dragged higher onto the sand. Someone had hung a rosary from the cracked wheel — the beads clicked in the wind.

A fisherman with tar on his hands watched them approach and didn’t bother to pretend he didn’t recognize the shape of danger. “You from Coast Guard?” he asked.

“Never,” Sarafina said.

He weighed that, then nodded. “Good. Coast Guard does come for picture, not people.”

“We come for people,” Ghost said.

The man’s mouth made almost a smile. “Dat why people come to you.”

Ali knelt by the hull and ran fingers along a line of scorch. “See here? Different burn from engine fire. Cleaner. Hotter. That is drone’s kiss.”

The fisherman spat into the sand. “Kiss does leave mark.”

“You see any black SUV last night?” Sarafina asked, soft.

He considered. “I see rain. I see my wife cry. I see my neighbour look at he boat and choose rum over rope. SUV — we all does see them now. Like stray dog without owner. They pass fast. They doh ask nothin’. They doh answer nothin’.”

“Which way?”

He raised his chin toward the west. “Where the road forget itself.”

Sarafina’s eyes narrowed at the bend, the stand of sea almonds, the trickle of mud that led off the asphalt like a secret. “Thank you.”

“Find meh cousin boys,” he said. “Tell dem come home, even if home is just dirt.”

She put a hand to his shoulder, then moved on.

≈ • ≈

The bend where the SUV had paused smelled of wet rubber and almond leaves. Ali crouched and held a flat sensor just above the mud. It chirped once; then again, softer. “Infrared residue on the undercarriage line. They run hot — sprint, idle, sprint. Like they waiting on a sign to move.”

“And the sign come from?” Ghost asked.

Ali angled the sensor toward the sky. “Not tower. Not Coast Guard mast. From sea.”

Sarafina looked past the trees to the line where the Gulf lay like slate. “The relay barge,” she said. “Same one we kiss last night.”

“Same,” Ali confirmed. “And it broadcasting still, wid nicer clothes.”

Ghost’s shoulders sagged a fraction. “Meaning we running circle until we cut wire.”

Sarafina’s mouth went flat. “Then we cut wire.”

She turned to go — and stopped. A small thing at the base of the sea almond shimmered where the wind shifted leaf to light. She crouched. A chip, no larger than a fingernail, half-pressed into bark.

Ali hissed. “Sensor dust. Motion tag. Somebody marking who stop here.”

“Could be Coast Guard?” Ghost tried.

“Coast Guard don’t use this grade,” Ali said, voice gone formal. “This is contractor field kit.”

Sarafina stood. “So de almond tree is a doorbell.”

“An’ we just ring it,” Ghost said.

They all looked down the dead-end road where the wind stroked the grass. Nothing moved. Still, the hair along Sarafina’s neck rose like the sea thinking of a storm.

“Time to leave,” she said.

They did, quick and casual, like people with nowhere special to be.

≈ • ≈

Back in the maxi, Ghost drove slow and old-man proper until the curve hid the sea. Then he let the engine breathe. Ali cradled the chip in a foil packet like a hot pepper and slid into the seat beside her.

“You want me to call Maria?” Ghost asked.

“Not yet,” Sarafina said. “Let she keep her day clean as long as she could.”

Ghost nodded, then grinned without joy. “Rico go vex we take he joyride.”

“Tell him the joy just start,” she said.

The road unspooled ahead. The rain lightened. The sun tried a weak smile and failed.

From her pocket, Sarafina took a Firefly and let it hover in the quiet air inside the taxi. It pulsed once — slow, steady — the light that stayed when plenty lights go.

“Tonight,” she said, low. “We cut wire.”

Ghost glanced at her. “Sea or land first?”

She watched the Firefly’s patient glow. “Both.”

And somewhere beyond the bend where the road forgot itself, a black SUV idled with its lights off and listened to the rain.
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Chapter 3 – Official Silence
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The rain never quite left the night.

It clung to the morning air like static, making the zinc roof hum a dull rhythm above the safe house.

Sarafina woke before dawn, the sort of half-sleep that never truly rested.

A kettle hissed somewhere in the dark, and blue light from Ghost’s monitors painted the walls.

He sat where he always sat—half-shadow, half-machine glow.

Lines of code rolled like tide, disappearing as fast as they came.

Ali snored softly on the couch, still wearing the headset he’d used to monitor coastal relays.

“Yuh start since when?” Sarafina asked, voice rough.

Ghost didn’t look away from the screen. “Since yuh still dreamin’. They post drone stills to three servers. I scrub two already.”

She rubbed her eyes. “An’ de third?”

“Foreign host. I touch it, they know. So I makin’ them know someting else first.”

He tapped a key; the screen pulsed once, then settled.

“Now every copy show rain glitch—blur face, wrong height, wrong build. If they huntin’, they huntin’ a man six-four from Venezuela.”

Ali stirred, half-awake. “He erasin’ yuh ghost again, gyal.”

Sarafina managed a smile. “Bless him for it.”

Ghost finally spoke more than five words. “They had yuh outline, not yuh name. Now they have neither.”

He muted the monitors and turned the small TV toward her.

“Press conference startin’.”

≈ • ≈

The broadcast flickered between static and false calm.

Captain Maria Gomez stood at the podium beneath the national crest, eyes bright under fluorescent light.

Rows of reporters leaned forward like predators smelling uncertainty.

“Good morning,” she began, steady but tired. “Last night, Coast Guard patrols responded to an incident in national waters near the Gulf of Paria. An unidentified vessel was found adrift and disabled. There were no civilian casualties. Investigations continue.”

Flashbulbs blinked.

A woman shouted, “Captain Gomez, eyewitnesses claim explosions—was this an attack?”

Maria’s tone didn’t waver. “We have no confirmation of any foreign involvement.”

Another reporter called out, “Is it true a diver was sighted leaving the scene?”

Half a heartbeat’s pause.

“Speculation and social-media rumours will not guide official statements.”

In the safe house, Ghost gave a small snort.

“Smooth.”

Sarafina frowned. “Painful smooth. She lyin’ to keep we safe.”

Ali yawned. “Or keep she badge.”

On screen, Maria’s gaze flicked sideways—someone feeding her lines through an earpiece.

She swallowed hard, then continued, “We urge citizens to remain calm. Sovereignty is intact. The Republic maintains full control of its waters.”

Sarafina exhaled. “Say dat enough times, maybe she believe it.”

≈ • ≈

When the cameras shut down, Maria didn’t leave the podium right away.

The room emptied until only Sparks and Deputy Commissioner Carmichael remained.

Carmichael’s suit was perfect; his smile wasn’t.

“You handled that well,” he said. “Next time, mention cooperation with our American partners.”

Maria’s shoulders stiffened. “We cooperate within legal bounds, sir.”

“Legal bounds are flexible when oil and goodwill are involved.”

Sparks pretended to study his tablet.

Maria set her jaw. “With respect, sir, if our partners keep entering our waters, we’ll have more goodwill funerals than goodwill.”

Carmichael’s smile cooled. “Careful, Captain. The Prime Minister appreciates initiative, not martyrdom. Leave the messaging to those above your pay grade.”

“The last time someone said that,” she replied, “we lost two fishing boats and three bodies.”

He leaned closer, whisper-soft. “Be a patriot, Maria. Say what keeps the island steady.”

She stared at him until the silence grew teeth.

Then she nodded once. “Understood.”

When he left, Sparks finally breathed. “Cap, you know he recording that.”

“Good,” she said. “Maybe he’ll hear what a conscience sounds like.”

Sparks lingered by the door, tablet half-raised. “Cap... you ever feel like we working for somebody else’s flag?”

Maria looked past him to the window. Outside, the city kept moving—buses, horns, vendors. Normality as camouflage.

“Every time I take a briefing,” she said. “The accent in the orders change, but the script stay the same.”

He hesitated. “You think The Shadow was really out there last night?”

Maria’s eyes flicked to him, the faintest warning. Then softer, “If she was, she doing what we supposed to—protecting people who don’t have clearance to be saved.”

Sparks nodded slowly. “Then we keep pretending not to see her?”

“Until I can give her something worth fighting for,” Maria said. “Now go file the report. Leave the real one off the network.”

Sparks gave a ghost of a salute. “Aye, Cap.”

When he left, she whispered to the empty room,

“Don’t make me bury you too, girl.”

≈ • ≈

Across the sea, the Aegis Systems Caribbean Regional Office was a glass box in the clouds.

Maps of the Gulf rippled across curved monitors; the air smelled like cold coffee and control.

A woman in a grey suit stood before the screen. “Target S-1—female, unknown nationality. Disabled two escort craft. Uploading image now.”

The photo appeared: a dark figure half-emerged from water, helmet gleaming.

“Enhance,” said the voice from Washington.

The operator zoomed. The pixels blurred, then—strangely—rippled, like water itself.

“What is that?” the man asked.

“Interference?” she said. “Stand by—”

The image fractured. Code scrolled in red: DATA CORRUPT / SOURCE MISMATCH.

“What happened?” the man demanded.

She swallowed. “File integrity just... failed.”

“On all nodes?”

“Yes, sir. The footage is gone.”

Static hissed through the feed.

On a distant rooftop in Port of Spain, Ghost watched the same file collapse. He said nothing, only leaned back and let the rain through the open window wash the heat from his face.

≈ • ≈

He didn’t tell Sarafina what he’d done until hours later.

“Server clean,” he said simply.

“How clean?”

“Cleaner than confession.”

Ali chuckled from behind a soldering iron. “He poetic when he dangerous.”

Sarafina looked at Ghost. “They go know somebody touch their data.”

He shrugged. “Good. Let them fear ghosts before shadows.”

She thought of Maria standing under the lights, lying for both of them. “Then we better give them reason to fear both.”

≈ • ≈

Charlotte Street shimmered with heat and diesel haze, every puddle a mirror pretending to be the sea. It never slept; it only changed tempo.

By noon, the scent of frying fish mixed with incense from a nearby shrine, and the hum of traffic folded into the rhythm of vendors shouting prices.

Sarafina moved through the noise like a current—hood up, shades on, shoulders relaxed but eyes measuring everything.

The dojo door stood open. A soft chime announced her step inside.

Master Chen was kneeling near the window, polishing an old wooden staff. The fans spun lazy circles overhead.

“You still clean the same stick,” she said, half-teasing.

He smiled without looking up. “And you still enter without knocking.”

“Habit.”

“Or confidence.”

“Maybe both.”

He gestured for her to sit. “Tea?”

“Always offering, and I never taking.”

He smiled and feigned pouring her a cup.

Steam rose from his cup though, as he poured, the scent of oolong curling between them.

It smelled faintly of rain and varnish, of memory held still.

“You remember the first time I meet you?” she asked.

Chen’s eyes softened. “Of course. Fourteen years old, wild and fast. You and that boy—Rico—thought the alleys were your playground.”

She laughed once. “We was liftin’ wallets by the fruit stalls. You catch me before I could blink.”

“I did not catch you,” he corrected gently. “I merely stood still. You ran into discipline.”

Sarafina smiled. “You say dat same night—‘fire uncontrolled burns even its master.’ I never forget.”

He inclined his head. “Because you understood it. You simply pretended not to.”

“I thought you was another old man talkin’ riddles.”

“And now?” he asked.

“Now I know you was talkin’ survival.”

“I was speaking balance,” he said. “You learned quickly that strength without control is noise. Control without compassion is emptiness. Balance gives both meaning.”

She met his eyes. “You know me good.”

“I try.” His tone warmed. “And I worry.”

“About?”

“The people who ask questions about me. Two men this morning. Said they were telecom contractors. Their shoes were military.”

Her jaw tightened. “Aegis.”

“I did not confirm the name. But they left curious.”

“I goin’ to find out who they is.”

“Patience,” he said. “Even the sharpest blade dulls if swung without aim.”

“Yuh teach me patience, Master,” she said, pulling up her hood. “But yuh never tell me to stand still.”

He inclined his head. “Then you were listening after all.”

For a moment neither spoke. Outside, street vendors argued cheerfully over who sold the sweetest paw-paw.

A small student—barely ten—was sweeping in the corner, practicing a slow stance with broom instead of staff.

Sarafina watched him move; his rhythm awkward but determined.

“Yuh training de next one already,” she said.

Chen smiled faintly. “I train whoever walks through the door. The lesson does not change, only the hands that hold it.”

“An’ if de world outside doh care ’bout lessons?”

“Then you must,” he replied. “That is how the world remembers discipline—through those who refuse to forget.”

The boy looked up shyly; Chen nodded to him, and the broom froze mid-air.

Sarafina felt the memory sting—fourteen years old, hands still shaking from a stolen wallet, and this same man offering her tea instead of punishment.

“Yuh should’ve chase me off dat night,” she said quietly.

“I do not chase fire,” Chen answered. “I teach it where to burn.”

A faint thunder rolled above the roofs.

He added, “Remember, even a candle can light the storm if it stands long enough.”

She smiled once, bowed, and left.

≈ • ≈

Rain started again as she reached the corner.

Ghost’s voice crackled in her earpiece—low, steady.

“Tag found.”

“Where?” she asked.

“Street lamp outside Chen’s. Small sensor, looks like maintenance beacon. Broadcasting telemetry every ten seconds.”

She turned, eyes narrowing at the pole above the dojo gate. A tiny glint of metal winked through raindrops.

“Ali confirm?” she asked.

Ali’s voice joined in. “Confirmed. Same frequency as Aegis relay. They mapping heat and motion. Could pick up heartbeat next firmware.”

Sarafina clenched her fists. “They watchin’ him.”

“Already moved code to blind dem partial,” Ghost said. “But to finish, I need node access. T&TEC substation near City Gate.”

“High security,” Ali warned. “You trip dat, whole city know.”

“Then we doh trip it,” Sarafina said. “We ghost through.”

“Appropriate,” Ghost murmured.

≈ • ≈

By evening the safe house buzzed with quiet energy.

Ali spread schematics across the table, lines drawn in grease pencil.

Ghost worked in near darkness, screens reflecting in his eyes like twin moons.

“Maria’s feed clean,” he said softly. “No trace linking she press conference to us.”

“Good,” Sarafina said. “She riskin’ enough already.”

“And de S-1 footage? Gone. Every copy. Even backups.”

Ali whistled. “You burn dem nice, dread.”

“Not burn,” Ghost corrected. “Replace. Now every frame show digital rain. They think is signal interference. File still open, but meaningless.”

Sarafina studied him. “You savin’ meh life more ways than one.”

He didn’t look up. “Is what I do.”

She turned to Ali. “Status on power node?”

“Tomorrow night we could breach. Need distraction—something big enough to pull security eyes east while we splice west.”

Sarafina nodded slowly. “Fyah could spin someting on de radio. False tip. Keep de coast busy.”

Ghost’s fingers paused. “You trustin’ open waves again?”

“I trust we make dem dance,” she said.

Ali grinned. “I like when she talk dangerous.”

“Shut up an’ wire de suit,” she said, half-smiling.

Ali tightened a bolt on the gauntlet, grinning. “Yuh know, if this whole hero business crash, we could start a sound system. Call it Firefly Unit.”

Ghost’s fingers never stopped moving. “Only if you stop naming ops like carnival riddims.”

“Man must have style,” Ali said. “Even in war.”

Sarafina checked a new knife’s balance, the metal catching screen-light. “War or fete, same rule—timing is rhythm.”

Ghost looked up then, rare trace of amusement in his eyes. “Then make sure the beat drop when I say so.”

Ali laughed. “Look, de ghost talkin’ groove now!”

Sarafina smiled faintly. “Good. ’Cause when wire cut, music done.”

≈ • ≈

Across town, Maria Gomez stood by her office window, city lights stretching toward the dark line of sea.

Sparks sat on the edge of her desk, scrolling through new directives.

“They pushing joint drills with Aegis next week,” he said. “Press invite, foreign observers, the whole show.”

Maria’s stomach turned. “They want a spectacle.”

“They want cover,” he replied. “And if something goes wrong, we take the blame.”

She looked at the horizon. “Something already going wrong.”

The lights outside flickered once, twice—just enough to draw her eye.

“Power grid hiccup,” Sparks said.

Maria wasn’t so sure. The flicker felt deliberate — like a signal meant for her eyes alone.

She folded her arms, whispering to the glass, “Easy, girl. Don’t let them see you yet.”

≈ • ≈

Back in the safe house, Ghost watched the same flicker on his monitor and smiled.

“Test run good,” he murmured.

Ali looked up. “Dat you?”

He nodded. “Only blink the sensors. Next time, they stay blind.”

Sarafina leaned against the window, the city reflected across her helmet like a second skin.

Her voice was low but certain. “Tonight we prep. Tomorrow, we cut wire.”

Ali lifted his cup in salute. “To ghosts and shadows.”

Ghost simply said, “To silence.”

Sarafina looked out at the night—the wet rooftops, the faint hum of a city that thought it was safe—and let a Firefly drift from her palm.

It pulsed once, twice, a heartbeat of blue light against the rain.

“Keep yuh eyes open, Port of Spain,” she whispered. “The Shadow still watching.”
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Chapter 4 – Cut Wire
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The rain eased to a hiss on the zinc, like the city was practicing quiet. The safe house smelled of solder, wet canvas, and old coffee. Ali had the suit laid open on the bench like a heartbeat waiting for the drum.

“Last chance for upgrades,” Ali said, eyes bright. “I stretch de cold veil runtime like yuh ask — five minutes tops, if yuh body could take de chill. But I warnin’ yuh, after two it start feel like ice under skin.”

Sarafina flexed her fingers into the gauntlet, felt the hum ripple up her arm. “Last time it crash right at two flat.”

“Exactly,” he said. “So doh play hero and try to break meh record tonight.”

“Five minutes, Ali. Not two.”

He sighed. “You know stubbornness does cost battery life, right?”

“Then charge it later,” she said, clipping the armor plate shut.

He smirked. “And I fix de gauntlet contacts too — so if yuh touch steel, it go kiss back. Small jolt, just enough to make any metal nervous.”

“Good,” she said. “Plenty metal out there need manners.”

“You’s real trouble, gyal.”

“And you love it,” she fired back.

Ghost sat in the half-dark with a laptop on his knees, screen glow flattening his face. He didn’t look up. “Substation node runs dirty firmware. I already map the eyes: two perimeter cams, one yard, one door. I go loop them. But if a private drone shows, we playing new music.”

“Which it will,” Sarafina said. “Aegis love to mind people business.”

Rico shouldered through the door with a damp grin and a gym bag. “Bolt cutters, cable ties, and a lil’ apology gift for any gate feelin’ stubborn.”

Ali rolled his eyes. “This is a power station, not a bacchanal.”

“Everything is a bacchanal if yuh alive enough,” Rico said, then caught Sarafina’s look and sobered. “I park the maxi around de back. If thing turn sour, two lefts, one right, straight to the fishing sheds. Nobody go check there ‘til morning tide.”

DJ Fyah’s voice floated from the old radio, butter-soft and mischievous: “Night people, make sure yuh porch light work, oui. If yuh see trucks playin’ navy in de rain, doh frighten—just stay inside and think sweet thoughts.”

Ghost’s fingers paused. “He ready?”

Fyah clicked over to the private band. “Shadow, my darling—on your word I go spread a small rumor: transformer flare east side, possible sparks, needs eyes. That go drag security away from City Gate for a nice ten, maybe fifteen.”

“Make it sound like boredom,” Sarafina said. “Men run faster when they chasing excitement.”

“Copy dat—one yawn, two trucks,” Fyah said, and the radio slipped back to music like nothing happened.

Ali snapped the chest plate shut; the suit sealed with a soft sigh. He tapped the Firefly cradle. Six motes of blue woke and rose, hovering like patient stars. “I tune dem to thermal scatter if a drone sniff too close. But doh get brave—scatter is a blink, not a blanket.”

Sarafina nodded. “We blink, we move.”

Ghost finally looked up. “Rules. One: no hero business. Two: no noise. Three: if the node start to sing in a key I don’t like, we cut song short.”

Rico smirked. “So... we freestylin’ with sheet music.”

Ali snorted. “Man must have style—even in war.”

Ghost, deadpan: “Then keep time.”

Sarafina let the room breathe for a beat. Rain ticked. Somewhere outside a dog barked at thunder and changed its mind.

“Listen,” she said quietly. “We not just cuttin’ wire. We cuttin’ a hand reachin’ in our yard. After tonight, Aegis go know Trinidad have manners—but we have teeth too. Ghost leads eyes. Ali runs hands. Rico runs wheels. If Fyah call storm, we dance in it. No funerals. Everybody reach home.”

Rico thumped the doorframe twice for luck. “Home.”

Ali passed her the helmet. “Bring it back with fewer bullet kisses than last time, eh.”

She slid it on; the world narrowed and sharpened. The Fireflies settled into their ports with tiny magnetic clicks.

“Move on my count,” Ghost said. “Three... two...”

The lights in the safe house blinked once as his loop probed the substation cameras—just a kiss on the line to say hello.

“—one.”

≈ • ≈

The city hummed beneath the storm.

Every raindrop on galvanized roof and rusted sign became percussion in a song of voltage and shadow.

Sarafina crouched on the concrete ledge above the substation gates, helmet lens reflecting dull orange from the sodium lights.

“Grid readout?” she whispered.

Ghost’s voice came soft through the comm, filtered through static. “Three guards, two drones. Patrol shift every six minutes. Main junction north side—twenty meters inside fence.”

“Copy dat. Drones pattern?”

“One circlin’ de main yard, one parked. Yuh window openin’ now—thirty seconds.”

Lightning flashed over the Laventille ridge, lighting the clouds above the city. Down by City Gate, the substation yard glowed dull orange beneath the rain.

Sarafina leapt from the ledge, hit the wet ground silent as thought, and slipped under the fence where Ali’s EMP bolt had fried the sensors hours before.

The air stank of ozone and oil.

Transformer towers rose like black skeletons, humming with pent-up power.

Every flash of lightning made her shadow jump ahead of her—until she learned to move with it.

≈ • ≈

Ghost’s digital feed tracked her heartbeat.

He sat two blocks away in an abandoned minibus, laptop balanced on his knees, rain tapping the roof like code.

Lines of green text scrolled across his screen—thermal sweeps, radio chatter, drone telemetry.

Each pulse of data drew a ghost map of the substation, her signal a single ember in the dark.

“Left side clear,” he murmured. “Two hostiles by junction box. No eyes on you yet.”

Sarafina touched her wristpad. The helmet adjusted, dimming the world into outlines.

Electric veins spread across the dark—every wire, circuit, and sensor glowing faint blue.

The upgraded Shadow-Suit moved like second skin.

Ali had rebuilt the lattice with microfilament armor that conducted energy instead of absorbing it, letting her slip between magnetic fields.

She was half-human, half-frequency now.

One guard coughed and turned.

Sarafina pressed against a transformer, her hand magnetizing just enough to cling to the steel without sound.

When the man passed, she dropped behind him and tapped the edge of her wristblade against the nape of his neck.

A silent shock, quick and clean. He sagged to the ground.

“First one sleepin’,” she murmured.

“Two more,” Ghost replied. “Next patrol in forty-five seconds.”

“Plenty time.”

She darted between the shadows, counting each breath.

≈ • ≈

Ali’s voice broke in low and urgent.

“Signal spike comin’ from west node, Sari. Somebody watchin’ the feed.”

“Could be maintenance.”

“Could be trap,” Ghost countered.

Sarafina crouched behind a junction housing, water pooling around her boots.

The hum of power felt alive, like something breathing through the cables.

“Then let’s find out.”

She slipped a palm-sized puck from her belt and pressed it against the metal.

Tiny blue lights crawled over its surface—Ali’s newest toy, a neural siphon. It read live electrical currents and mimicked their pulse.

Within seconds, the substation’s cameras froze, looping the last clean frame.

“Feed ghosted,” Ali confirmed. “Yuh safe.”

Sarafina grinned beneath the helmet. “Tell meh dat after we done.”

She reached the main relay hub, where thick cables disappeared underground into a sealed conduit.

That line ran straight into the Aegis uplink at the regional telecom exchange—the artery that let them track civilian heat signatures across the Gulf.

Tonight, that artery was about to bleed.

≈ • ≈

Ghost typed a command. A small red bar appeared on his monitor:

SUBROUTINE READY — OVERRIDE CABLE 14X

“Wire ready for cut,” he said.

Sarafina knelt beside the conduit, pulling a sleek plasma tool from her belt. Rain hissed off its glowing edge.

“Three... two...” Ghost began.

A burst of gunfire ripped through the night.

“Contact!” Ali shouted in her ear.

Sarafina rolled, the plasma beam slicing a clean arc in the wet concrete. Sparks showered the ground where bullets struck moments later.

“How dey find me?”

Ghost’s voice sharpened. “Thermal spike. Somebody uplinked a new drone—private frequency.”

“Not Coast Guard?”

“No. Aegis.”

Sarafina cursed. “So much for quiet.”

She fired the plasma cutter again, finishing the arc. The conduit cracked open, cables sparking like veins.

“Ghost, now!”

He hit enter.

Power flared across his screen—a wash of red and white.

Inside the substation, lights blew out one by one, cascading toward the city like dominoes falling through the grid.

For half a breath, Port of Spain flickered—and went dark.

“Wire cut,” Ghost said.

“Copy. Exfil now.”

≈ • ≈

Floodlights roared to life—backup systems.

Two guards emerged from the control shack, shouting. Aegis drones swung overhead, scanning.

Sarafina ran.

Rain hammered the pavement. Her boots splashed through puddles lit by brief bursts of lightning.

Behind her, sirens wailed—first local, then foreign.

She vaulted a low wall, ducked into a narrow drainage culvert, and slid beneath the city.

Water roared around her. Her helmet switched to sonar view, the tunnel ahead glowing in ghostly blue.

Somewhere above, engines thundered—Aegis vehicles tearing down the highway.

“Ghost, route me out,” she said between breaths.

“Left fork, seventy meters. Leads to dry outlet near South Quay.”

“Got it.”

She followed the tunnel, the walls slick with moss and old graffiti.

A flicker of memory flashed—years ago, same tunnels, different chase.

Back then, she’d been running from cops. Now she ran for them.

≈ • ≈

Ghost closed his laptop and slid from the bus.

He moved like vapor through the rain, blending into the small crowd gathering as streetlights blinked back on in patches.

His phone buzzed once—Ali’s secure ping. Diversion successful. Coast think is transformer fault.

He typed back one word: Clean.

A moment later, his secondary monitor showed Aegis command scrambling, their satellite link blinking offline.

He smiled faintly. “De ghost still haunts.”

≈ • ≈

Sarafina emerged from the drainage tunnel behind a cluster of derelict containers near the docks.

Her suit steamed as the rain cooled the metal weave.

Ali’s voice came through, half-relieved, half-proud. “Grid blackout lasted forty-one seconds. Dey won’t trace it to us.”

“Dey go try,” she said. “And when dey do, dey go find ghost code.”

Ghost’s voice cut in. “Already planted. Every log shows false coordinates—east of Venezuela.”

Sarafina exhaled. “Nice. Give dem a wild goose to chase.”

She sat on an overturned crate, helmet retracted, eyes closed for a moment.

Somewhere downtown, the emergency sirens faded. The power grid hummed back to life—slow, stubborn, alive.

Ali’s tone softened. “You good?”

She nodded. “Good enough.”

“You did more than cut wire tonight,” Ghost said. “You cut de leash.”

Sarafina opened her eyes. “Leash does grow back. We just makin’ it harder to hold.”

The safe-house door groaned open to the smell of solder and wet clothes.

Ali looked up from his monitors. “So... dat five-minute veil was a whole two-forty-seven, eh. Yuh nearly frostbite meh code.”

Sarafina peeled the gauntlet off, vapor curling from the inner mesh. “Two-forty-seven get de job done.”

“Next time yuh try to be snow-queen, I add heater tax,” he muttered, scanning her vitals on a holo-pad. “Heart rate spiked like carnival tempo.”

She half-smiled. “Alive still.”

Ghost unplugged a drive and slid it across the table. “All Aegis logs scrubbed. Port grid back online. Nobody trace nothin’.”

Ali raised a brow. “Whole city blink and nobody know why. We real ghosts now.”

Sarafina sank onto a crate, rainwater dripping from her boots. Outside, the sirens were fading into ordinary traffic again.

“Ghosts don’t sleep,” she murmured.

“Maybe dey should,” Ali said softly.

For a moment the room was just hum and breath. Then she lifted her helmet, eyes catching the dim light.

“Tomorrow, we find where dat drone came from.”

Ghost nodded. “Already trackin’ the serial echo.”

Ali sighed. “Trouble never done, eh.”

“Trouble is de work,” she said.

≈ • ≈

High above the city, in a penthouse suite overlooking the Gulf, an Aegis director watched the blackout replay on loop.

Each time, the footage glitched—digital rain washing the frame.

He frowned. “Get me the Prime Minister’s liaison. Now.”

A junior analyst hesitated. “Sir, the relay logs—”

“Forget the logs. Someone just declared war on our network.”

He turned toward the window.

Out in the dark, lightning spidered across the sea, and for a moment it looked like something alive answering back.

At Police Headquarters the emergency lights still flickered, their buzz loud in the half-dark.

Captain Maria Gomez stood at the head of the operations table, arms folded, watching the monitors cycle through blank feeds.

Aegis security advisor Evan Roth leaned beside her, crisp suit, sharper tone.

“Captain, these disruptions cost your government credibility,” he said. “Our systems were breached from inside your grid. We expect full access to the telemetry archives.”

Maria didn’t move. “Access comes through proper channels. Not threats.”

Roth smiled like polished glass. “Channels take time. Terrorists don’t.”

Deputy Commissioner Carmichael cleared his throat. “Captain, maybe let them run a limited trace—”

“No,” Maria cut in. “Until we confirm no civilian systems were compromised, nobody touches my network.”

Roth’s smile thinned. “Your network? It’s U.S.-funded equipment.”

“And Trinidadian soil,” she shot back. “Which means my jurisdiction.”

Silence. The generator’s drone filled it.

Roth stepped closer. “Whoever did this knew Aegis architecture. Someone trained.”
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