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Chapter One – 2141

	 

	The last thing that a teenager expects on his walk to school is to have a bag thrown over his head. Although, with the way that William Armstrong’s life had been going recently, he should have expected it. 

	Firm hands grasped his biceps. William struggled, thrashing in the grasp of his captor. He slammed his head backward, connecting with something solid. There was a grunt as the hands dropped from his biceps. Before he could rip the bag off of his head, another set of hands grabbed him. There was more force behind the grab, fingers of steel digging deep into the muscle of his arms until pain blossomed. 

	“No more funny business. You can either get in the truck or I can throw you in but one way or another you will be getting in there.” 

	“Like hell.” William said, still struggling. 

	His heart was pounding in his chest as he heard the sliding of a van door. There was laughter and booming music inside. The hands gripping him gave a hard shove. William yelped, feeling his feet leave the ground. Moments later he was landing with a thud on the hard, cold floor of the van. 

	“Welcome to the party, William. We are going to have fun together.” 

	“Who are you?” William said as something tight was bound around his wrists. “What do you want from me? Why are you here?” 

	“I’ve always been here,” a male voice said cryptically. “You just have not figured out what makes the world turn yet. Don’t worry. You’ll get much smarter as you get older.” 

	William groaned as the van took a sharp turn. He was thrown against one wall, pain blossoming throughout his shoulder. Struggling, he sat up again and shook his head. He needed to get the bag off. 

	“Stop it now, boy. There will be none of this. If I have to sedate you, I will.” 

	After a moment, William stopped struggling and leaned back against what felt like a seat. The music grew louder, the bass shaking the vehicle. He sighed as he tilted his head back. First his younger brother left home to join the Nazi Socialist Alliance and now this. 

	It probably has something to do with Steven running away, William thought. It had come as a shock that morning when he had gone into his brother’s room to wake him for school. Instead of finding Steven curled up in bed, all William found was a pile of pillows wrapped in a Nazi Socialist Alliance flag. 

	His mother had spent the morning clutching the flag and crying. It had taken hours to pull her up off of the floor and convince her to take a shower. Once she had finally gotten cleaned up, she and William had burned the flag. Nobody could ever know what had become of Steven. Not if William and his mother wanted to live a relatively normal life. 

	Perhaps this was his punishment for having a traitor as a brother. Either that or the U.S. Omega Alliance had found out about the treasonous act. Rumor had it that thee government would questions families to the point of torture if they found out that someone had committed treason. 

	William stared at nothing but darkness from within the bag over his head. Whatever was going on, he hoped that it would be over soon. 

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	The bag was only pulled from William’s head once he had been dragged from the van and into a compound of some kind. He could hear the gate closing behind him and the guards shouting to each other. Heavy boots pounded against the cement as men and women shouted back and forth. William blinked rapidly against the bright light and looked around. Wherever he was, it certainly wasn’t home. 

	Holding his right arm was a tiny woman that looked like she could throw him to the other side of the compound. To his left was a large man who was oddly less intimidating. William kept his teeth clenched together and his head on a pivot. If the two buffoons on either side of him were going to drag his limp body, he may as well take in as much of his surroundings as he could. Talking to his guards wouldn’t get him anywhere. 

	He was marched across the pavement and into a large white building. The inside of the building was harsh and pristine. Bright lights and brilliant white floors. There wasn’t a speck of dirt that could be seen. Not a single picture or flyer hung on the walls. Most of the doors were closed though William could hear noise beyond them. At the far end of the hall, more men in uniform were passing. Some heads turned to look back at him but most paid no mind. 
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