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For Richard J. Cunningham . . .

 

 

 

“Mr. Cunnigham, my mother, she married an Irishman.”

 

“Oh really?”

 

“No, O’Reilly.”

 

 

 

Once more for the road.




PROLOGUE

KAMCHATKA PENINSULA,
SIBERIA. 1992

 

Bodies—animal and human—were scattered about the dirt paths of the tiny Chukchi fishing village on the desolate shores of the Sea of Okhotsk.

Christian Tremain, director of field operations for the Pandora Group, felt an icy claw of fear slowly constrict around his heart as the Chinook helicopter banked to the left and began its descent to the inhospitable terrain.

“Whatever it was,” Brandon Kavanagh said from beside him, “it worked fast.”

Tremain didn’t respond, slightly disturbed by the hint of excitement he heard in the voice of his acquisitions director. Instead, he focused his attention on the village below.

At precisely 0800 hours, an earthquake measuring 7.5 on the Richter scale had been detected in the northeastern region of the Siberian wilderness, namely, the Kamchatka Peninsula, a bleak, sparsely populated place. Ordinarily a quake like that would barely have generated an eyebrow raise from the Pandora Group, a covert agency whose sole purpose was to protect the United States from corrupt technologies developed throughout the world. But this village just so happened to be home to Vector 6, a biological warfare research station belonging to the former Soviet Union.

“We’ll take a quick look at the village and then move on to Vector 6,” Tremain said, slipping into his decontamination suit.

“Sounds like a plan.” Kavanagh flipped the hood of his own protective garb over his head and face and secured it at his neck. He peered out through the clear plastic face mask, giving Tremain a thumbs-up.

The chopper landed with a bounce, and its back slowly dropped open. The security team, automatic weapons at the ready, were first to disembark, scanning the area for any threats—so far the Russians had been slow to respond, but who knew what kind of defenses they had set up around the village.

Tremain was next to descend, a cold blast of wind  from the Sea of Okhotst chilling him through the lightweight fabric of the protective suit.

“Should’ve brought a sweater,” Kavanagh joked as he followed with the two Pandora scientists, Drs. Martin Rigby and Stephanie Lane. The trio were laughing, joking about how Pandora was too cheap to buy decon suits with heating units.

Am I the only one who feels this? Tremain wondered. He looked through the faceplate of his suit at the frozen landscape and the tiny village ahead that seemed to have been dropped down in the midst of the cruel desolation of Siberia. Overwhelming dread.

The first bodies they found were those of a young man and his dog. It was apparent that death had come quickly, but judging by the expression frozen on the man’s face, it had not been painless. The exposed flesh of his face and hands was covered with large, oozing sores.

“Looks a bit like smallpox,” Kavanagh commented with a disturbing fascination. He knelt down and carefully unzipped the man’s heavy coat, then unbuttoned the shirt to expose his chest. It too was covered with bloody pustules.

“It does and it doesn’t,” Lane answered. She set her metal briefcase down, flipped open the locks, and removed a culturette. “Death occurred in minutes; smallpox doesn’t behave like that.”

She used the cotton swab to collect some samples of drying fluid from one of the man’s wounds.

“Could be a smallpox that’s been genetically altered,” Rigby suggested. The scientist picked up a scalpel, and Tremain looked away.

“It killed the dog as well,” he said. Sores were visible around the animal’s muzzle and on the bare flesh of its belly. “Looks like it kills indiscriminately—no species barrier.” Tremain gently poked a dead bird close by with the toe of his suit.

“Interesting,” he heard Kavanagh say, and glanced over to see that the acquisitions director was looking skyward, watching a flock of birds overhead. “Seems like our killer might have a time limit.”

Rigby was placing something that he had collected from inside the man’s nasal passages into his case. “That could very well have been built into the bug, like a fail-safe. If the virus only remains active for a specific amount of time, judging from when the earthquake hit, it must have spread within twelve hours. It allows for quicker deployment of troops within the kill zones—”

“Report, Commander,” Tremain interrupted, addressing the head of the security team that had returned from the village. Even through their fogging face masks, he could see that they were upset.

“There are no survivors, sir,” the combat-hardened soldier said, a slight tremble of emotion in his voice. “It’s . . . it’s pretty horrible.”

“We did find something kind of unusual, sir,” one of the female operatives stated. “Just behind that house, over there on the right.” She pointed off into the village. “You might want to take a look.”

The scientific team left the young man’s body and walked into the village, careful not to tread on any fallen bodies, human or animal. There was an eerie silence that added to Tremain’s sense of unease.

“It’s over here, sir,” the soldier directed, leading them past an old woman who had fallen ill in the doorway of her home. She clutched a wooden crucifix in her bloody hand.

Not even He could help you against this, Tremain thought, looking away to where the others had gathered, circling something lying on the ground. Carefully he made his way toward them.

“Don’t think that those are native to this region,” one of the soldiers was saying as Tremain squeezed between Kavanagh and Lane.

“Think we might have found our carrier,” Rigby said.

A monkey lay dead on the ground, its sore-covered body twisted by rigor mortis, its mouth open in a silent  scream of death. On one of its wrists was a plastic band with numbers and Russian letters written on it.

Kavanagh chuckled, his laugh sounding odd through the speakers in the hood of the decontamination suit. “Do you see the bracelet—can you read it?” he asked.

“My Russian’s a little rusty,” Tremain replied. “What’s it say?”

“‘Death’s Kiss 75,’” Kavanagh read. “Our dead friend here was probably the test subject for the seventy-fifth version of this virus.”

“Seventy-five versions of something that can do this.” Tremain surveyed the death all around them.

“Practice makes perfect.” Kavanagh turned away from the simian corpse. “I think it’s time we get a look at Vector 6.”

Vector 6 was a nondescript warehouse, less than a mile from the village across the desolate tundra. It could have been used by the villagers to store their fishing gear, but Pandora knew it had a far more sinister purpose.

The corrugated steel walls had crumbled in the earthquake, revealing a concrete bunker that seemed to grow up from the ground. It too was cracked, its foundation warped, and a security door hung open, swaying noisily in the biting wind.

Guns ready, the security team approached the bunker with caution. The commander stood in the entryway, shining his flashlight beam into the murky darkness.

“What do we have, Commander?” Tremain asked, moving to stand beside him.

A set of cracked stone stairs led down to a landing, where the bodies of two Soviet soldiers lay. As the team began to slowly descend, it became obvious that the soldiers had died from the same thing that had killed the villagers—the disease carried by the infected rhesus monkey.

Tremain found another heavy metal security door waiting for them at the landing. It had been twisted partially off its frame by the writhing of the earth. The opening wasn’t large enough for an average-size human to pass through, but something small and dexterous could have easily escaped.

“Blow the door,” Kavanagh suddenly instructed the security team. “We need to see what’s inside.”

Tremain looked at the man standing beside him. “Do you think that’s wise, Brandon?”

Kavanagh’s eyes seemed to twinkle as he watched the soldiers set up their explosives.

“We have to know what they’ve been up to here,” he said, motioning the scientific team back up the stairs for cover.

“I say we detonate all of the explosives we’ve got—incinerate this entire warehouse and everything inside. Nothing good can ever come out of a place like this,” Tremain said.

The first set of charges detonated, taking off the door, and they heard the sound of the metal falling heavily to the concrete landing.

Kavanagh looked at Tremain, a sly smile slowly forming as he turned and headed back down the stairs.

“All depends on how you define good,” the director of acquisitions said, now standing before the entrance to Vector 6.

An ominous passage from his college days suddenly filled Tremain’s thoughts as he watched the acquisitions director climb eagerly over the rubble through the blown security entrance. Tremain believed it was from Dante’s Inferno and found the quote strangely appropriate as he watched Brandon Kavanagh pass through the doorway, swallowed by darkness.

Abandon hope, all ye who enter here.




CHAPTER 1

Killing was second nature. He was good at it, whether with a knife or a gun or even his hands; Tyler Garrett was a natural when it came to the art of murder.

And his skills were being put to the test this night as he approached the fenced encampment of the Brotherhood of the New Dawn—an anti-government militia group headquartered in Woolwine, Virginia. The group had been started back in the early nineties by a man named Elijah Cook, whose brother was slain during a raid by the government’s Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, Firearms, and Explosives on the family farm several years earlier. Cook hated the U.S. government, and there was more than a passing suspicion that he was on the verge of perpetrating a terrorist act against the country.

Bright spotlights suddenly blinded Tyler, and he  raised a hand to protect his eyes. His assignment was simple: to get inside and do what he did best.

“Who’s out there?” a voice yelled, and Tyler caught the sound of a shell being loaded into a shotgun.

He shivered and cowered in the glare of the spotlight. “I’ve come to see Father Cook,” he cried, putting a tremble into his voice for effect. “Please, I have to speak to him—it’s very important.”

He squinted at the ground, trying to see beyond the intense light. He made out the shapes of two men approaching the gate, unlocking it, and then moving toward him. They were both armed—one with a shotgun, the other with a rifle. And by the way they carried themselves, the shifting of their body weight as they strode toward him, he guessed that they were carrying handguns as well.

“Please, it’s important,” Tyler begged as they came up to him.

One of the men stank of sweat and tobacco. He grabbed Tyler roughly, spun him around, and threw him to the dusty ground. It was hard not to react, but Tyler distracted himself with an amusing exercise where he tried to come up with as many creative ways to kill this guy and his partner as he could. As they wrapped the plastic restraints around his wrists, he was up to one hundred and thirty-five.

“This is private property, boy,” the smelly one said. “And we don’t take kindly to trespassers.”

The man hauled Tyler to his feet by his bound wrists, nearly popping his arms from their sockets, but the teen endured—it was all part of the assignment.

The FBI suspected that Cook was involved in terrorist activities, but that was all they could do.

Suspect.

No matter how deeply they dug or how much surveillance they put him under, they could find nothing legally incriminating. Needless to say, the authorities were frustrated, their biggest fear being that Cook’s plans were already in motion and they had no idea who or what his target or targets might be.

Which was how Tyler had become involved. His employer, Brandon Kavanagh, had once been part of the intelligence community, and although he no longer had any official standing in the government, he still maintained close ties. Kavanagh had heard about Cook’s activities and had thought that this could be an interesting exercise for Tyler. Since they weren’t bound by the constraints of the law, they could garner information where government agencies had failed. Tyler didn’t mind—in fact, he thought it might be fun.

“My name is Brady Childs,” Tyler lied. “My daddy is Ryan Childs—he’s friends with Father Cook.”

The man with the shotgun gave him a good shake while the other pointed his hunting rifle at him menacingly. Tyler instantly thought of twenty more ways to kill them.

“Father Cook don’t like folks trespassing on his property in the middle of the—”

“The government took my daddy a few days ago—they’re gonna ask him questions about Father Cook, about what he knows of the plans and all.”

He watched as the expressions on the men’s faces changed, nervous sidelong glances telling him that he’d struck a nerve.

The real Ryan Childs had been a close associate of Elijah Cook, although the two hadn’t had any contact for a few years. Still, the idea that they might have shared important information wasn’t all that far-fetched, which was why Tyler’s bosses had arranged to have Childs, his wife, and his teenage son taken from their home in Alabama and hidden away until this assignment was completed.

Cook hadn’t seen Childs’s boy in over three years; the plan was for Tyler to pass himself off as Brady Childs long enough to get close to Cook. Then it wouldn’t matter whether he uncovered the ruse or not.

“Hey, Mike, better give Father a call,” the man  aiming the rifle said to the rank guard still holding Tyler’s arms.

“Don’t tell me what to do, Nate,” Mike growled. “He said he didn’t want to be disturbed unless it was an emergency.”

Nate lowered his gun and scratched the top of his filthy John Deere baseball cap. “Well, I think this might be kinda important.”

Mike seemed angry and took it out on Tyler, giving him a violent shake and poking his belly hard with the gun. “How’d you get here, Brady?” he asked. “I thought the Childses lived in Alabama.”

“We do,” Tyler responded, looking down at the gun held against his stomach. “Once my daddy got taken, I lit out and hit the road. I knew he’d want me to get to Father Cook and warn him.”

The two sentries were silent, and Tyler could practically hear the gears turning in their stupid, backwoods heads as they tried to figure out what they should do. Tyler was getting antsy. He had a lot to do tonight and was anxious to get started.

Kavanagh had said that this would be his graduation test, a way to prove to the Janus Project that he was ready for the field. Sure, there had been other tests and he had passed with flying colors, but this would be his first assignment on American soil. That piece of  information seemed to matter to Kavanagh, but as far as Tyler was concerned, killing was killing: he could do it on the moon and it would be the same.

“Goddammit,” Mike barked. He removed a small walkie-talkie from his belt and turned away. “Papa Bear, this is Wolf Pack One. I know you didn’t want to be disturbed and all, but we got ourselves a situation out here.”

There was a crackling of dead air for a bit, and then a low, melodious-sounding voice answered. “What seems to be the problem, Wolf Pack One?”

“We got ourselves an intruder, sir.” Mike looked over his shoulder, and Tyler tried to make himself appear as pathetic as possible.

“A kid; says he’s Ryan Childs’s boy. Says Childs’s been taken by the law.”

Again there was static-filled silence, then, “Bring him to me,” and the signal was cut.

Nate smiled proudly as his partner returned. “See, I told you it was important. Maybe if you listened to me every once in a while—”

“Shut up,” Mike snarled as he grabbed Tyler’s elbow and steered him toward the gate.

Tyler had memorized the layout of the compound from notes and maps supplied by Kavanagh, but it wasn’t the same as seeing it. It was as if Father Cook  had set up his own little kingdom behind these fences. Men and women sat and chatted on the lighted front porches of prefabricated homes; the cry of a baby could be heard through one of the open windows. Other than the fence and the guards, there was nothing to indicate that these people were followers of a religious zealot plotting to destroy the government.

But who was he to talk? Many would probably argue that a teenage boy working as an operative for a highly secret, covert agency wasn’t exactly the norm either.

Different strokes, he thought, allowing himself to be led to the larger of the buildings that he could see. This one wasn’t a prefab; it was a nice, two-story home. Father Cook was lord and master, after all.

Tyler stumbled on the stairs, crying out as he banged his shins on the wooden steps.

“Get up, boy,” Mike snapped, pulling him roughly to his feet.

He was continuing to build on their perception of him as weak and scared. The thought made him want to laugh, but he kept it inside. He’d be laughing soon enough, and he was certain he’d be the only one.

They climbed the steps to the porch and stopped to wipe their feet before entering. The house smelled of freshly cut wood, but it came as no surprise. From what he could see, the woodwork was elaborate, the art of a  true carpenter. It had been Cook’s trade before his brother’s death had spurred him down a radical’s path.

“Father Cook?” Mike called out. “We have the boy, sir.”

“Bring him downstairs,” said a muffled voice from below.

Nate led the way down the short hallway and through the kitchen to a door in the far corner. Mike guided Tyler down the steep wooden stairs to the basement.

“It’s us, Father,” Nate said, as if Cook had forgotten they were coming.

“Be with you in a minute,” Cook said as a table saw came to life, the whine of its rotating blade filling the basement workroom.

Tyler’s eyes immediately took in his surroundings. Cook was directly across the room, his broad back to them as he worked at the saw. He seemed bigger, heavier than the dossier had reported.

He finished his work and switched off the machine. Smiling cheerfully, he turned around and removed his safety goggles. He had round features, pink cheeks, and salt-and-pepper hair worn in a buzz cut.

“Hello, there,” he said, approaching Tyler with his hand outstretched.

Tyler couldn’t respond.

“Take the restraints off,” Cook ordered, then held out his large hand again.

Tyler took it weakly in his own.

“It’s been a long time since I’ve seen you in the flesh, boy.” Cook let his hand go and casually strolled toward another worktable, where an unassembled chair and some tools were resting. “Been a long time since me and your daddy talked as well.”

Tyler rubbed at his wrists and lowered his head sadly. “The government came and took him.”

Cook shook his head slowly, leaning his bulk against the worktable. “It’s a sad day when our elected officials can persecute us for the friends we once kept, but this is just a sign of the times, I’m afraid.”

From the corner of his eye Tyler could see Mike and Nate nodding in agreement.

“Me and your daddy used to talk about how the world was changing, moving further and further away from God and what our forefathers fought for.” He picked up a chair leg from the table, hefting its weight in his large hand. “I told him I would change the world if I could,” Cook said. “That I’d wake up the people of this great nation, make them see what’s happening to their way of life right under their very noses.”

Tyler cleared his throat nervously. “Daddy said that  you were a great man with great ideas and that the world could learn from you.”

Cook smiled, still holding the chair leg in his left hand.

“Did your daddy really say that?” he asked, the pink in his cheeks growing darker.

“Yes, and he said that if anything ever happened to him, I was to come find you—which is exactly what I did.”

The father of the brotherhood chuckled heartily and reached into his back pocket with his right hand. “You done good, boy,” he said as he removed a folded piece of paper and tossed it to the ground in front of Tyler. “Pick it up.”

Tyler reached down and grabbed the paper, unfolding it to reveal a photograph of a family in front of a Christmas tree. He recognized Ryan Childs at once, guessing that the woman and the boy in the picture were his wife and son. He also saw the problem—he didn’t even come close to resembling Brady Childs; the kid was heavyset, with dark hair and evidence of a serious overbite.

“Got that with a card a while back; can’t rightly think of the reason I saved it,” Cook explained, a sneer twisting his friendly features. “But I’m sure glad I did.”

Then he stepped quickly away from the worktable,  pulling his arm back and throwing the chair leg at Tyler’s face.

Tyler watched the chair leg leave Cook’s hand as if in slow motion, spinning through the air toward him. And at the precise moment he reached out and plucked it from the air before it could do him any harm.

He considered trying to explain why he no longer appeared the same as the boy in the Christmas photo but knew it would be useless. Besides, he was getting itchy.

It had already been nearly three months since his last kill.

 

 

It was like watching a movie—a very dark, violent movie.

Although the really scary thing was, he knew it was real. They were memories. They belonged to another, but they were leaking into his own thoughts—his own dreams.

Tom Lovett shared his mind with a killer. Tom Lovett was the killer, but then again, he wasn’t. Pieces of the story cascaded through his thoughts, a bizarre set of footnotes, as this latest memory of violence unfolded before his mind’s eye.

He wanted to look away, sensing the mayhem to come, but he was a captive audience, held in the unrelenting clutches of deep sleep.

Tom was just seventeen, but he was a teenager with a rare sleep disorder called Quentin’s narcolepsy. It was a condition that caused him to fall asleep anytime, anyplace, and not awaken until the spell had run its course. At least, that was what he’d always been told. The truth, he was finally learning, was even worse.

His focus returned to the violence. The killer’s movements were a blur, the wooden post in his hand suddenly the deadliest of weapons. He lashed out first at Mike, behind him to the left, smashing the chair leg across the bridge of the man’s nose. There was an explosion of brilliant crimson and Mike crumpled to the floor, clutching his face. Nate didn’t even have a chance to react before the heavy piece of wood connected viciously with the side of his head. And as he fell backward to the floor, the killer hit him again for good measure.

Tom had recently discovered that his entire life had been a lie, perpetrated by the very people he had loved and trusted most. Tom Lovett wasn’t just some teen with a rare sleep disorder—he was something altogether different.

Something deadly.

The Janus Project—a covert government program charged with creating the ultimate assassin—had used his condition and shaped him into something unlike  anything the world had ever seen. A single body with two distinct personalities: one second a normal teenage boy, the next, a cold-blooded killer who would stop at nothing.

When a narcoleptic attack was triggered, Tom Lovett went away and the killer—Tyler Garrett—was awakened.

Tyler was fast, but not fast enough. Cook had charged, and as the killer turned to meet his attack, the large man tackled him. They crashed backward into a series of cabinets, thrashing on the concrete floor as screws, nails, and loose tools rained down on them.

Cook appeared to be dominating, but then Tyler managed to raise his arms, smacking both hands flat against the sides of the man’s head.

Tom could hear Cook’s piercing scream as his eardrums were ruptured. He wanted to wake up; he knew how it would end; it always ended the same.

With murder.

And that was how it had almost ended for him as well. The Janus Project had wanted him dead, but he hadn’t wanted to die, and neither had the personality who shared his mind. And so the two had begun to merge. Tom had so far managed to maintain his dominance, but Tyler’s murderous persona was gradually leaking into his waking life. Almost every day he had  begun to notice subtle changes in himself—knowledge of weapons he’d never seen, fighting techniques he’d never studied, violent, aggressive reactions to certain situations.

And the dreams—the disturbing memories that were slowly becoming part of his own.

The killer sprang to his feet and dove across the workroom, but Cook moved quickly as well, grabbing hold of his ankle, causing him to stumble. Cook was on his feet in a flash, twin trickles of blood trailing from both ears, the curved blade of a carpet knife suddenly in his hand.

Tyler snatched up a stray piece of pine from the ground, using it to shield his chest just as the knife slashed across him. He lashed out with the piece of wood, the corner catching Cook’s arm, knocking the knife from his grasp. He jumped to his feet, driving the palm of his hand up under the man’s chin—a blow that would have rendered any ordinary man unconscious.

But it appeared that Elijah Cook was far from an ordinary man. He stumbled back a step, his eyes flickering as he seemed to fight with passing out, but less than a second later he had fully recovered, bringing his own fist down on the killer. Tyler managed to block the blow, but its force was so great that it drove him back. Again he lost his footing and began to stumble.

Tom could feel Tyler’s emotions—while Tom was afraid, he could sense Tyler’s unbridled excitement at the same time. This was what he lived for, what he had been born to do.

As he stumbled, Tyler twisted to the side and fell against the table with the power saw. Next to the machine were the spare blades. Without a moment’s hesitation he snatched one up and spun around, letting the blade fly at its target, a murderous Frisbee.

Cook had retrieved Mike’s shotgun and was just aiming down its barrel when the spinning saw blade plunged into the soft flesh of his neck. The shotgun erupted as he dropped it and stumbled backward, desperately clawing at the blade in his throat.

The stray blasts ignited cans of paint thinner that had been stacked in the corner near the workstation. There was a fiery explosion, and the cellar became filled with choking fumes and fire. Tyler moved quickly through the smoke, avoiding the spreading flames, using pure instinct to navigate the blinding fog.

And as he climbed the stairs to safety, Tom struggled with the overpowering sense of helplessness and fear that he felt every time he was forced to experience one of Tyler’s murderous memories. It was a fear unlike anything he had known before, the fear that at some point his guard would come down and the killer lurking  in the shadows of his mind would grab the opportunity.

The opportunity to take control.

Forever.

 

 

“Tom, are you all right?”

Tom recognized the voice as Christian Tremain’s, coming from a speaker hidden somewhere in the room. He sat up in his bed, his body drenched with sweat.

“M’fine,” he mumbled, running his hands through his sandy blond hair, trying to push the violent images from his mind.

“Hypnagogic attack?” Tremain asked, referring to the bizarre hallucinations that were a symptom of Tom’s sleep disorder.

“No,” Tom said, now searching the plain white room for a camera as well. “Didn’t realize I was being watched.”

Tremain made a noise that could have been a chuckle. “You’re the product of an experiment to create the ultimate assassin. Of course you’re being watched.”

Tom shuddered. He hated being thought of as an experiment created in a lab—images from countless old Frankenstein movies ran through his head.

But at least Tremain was one of the good guys, or so he claimed. He was the director of the Pandora Group. The Janus Project and its director, Brandon Kavanagh,  were once part of that agency, but Kavanagh had broken off on his own and was now trying to sell the sleeper technology to the highest bidder. Tom had never seen Kavanagh, but he was certain his other half had, and he was waiting for the day when the memory would be shared and he could see the face of the man who had taken so much from him—the face of the man he was going to kill.

Tom tossed the covers back and got up; he couldn’t shake Tyler’s latest memory. He kept seeing the faces of the dead men, and as he thought of them, a slight tremble of excitement went through his body.

The thrill of the kill.

“I remembered another one of his . . .” Tom paused, not really sure what he would call it. “Assignments?” He sat back down on the side of the bed, suddenly exhausted.

“What was it this time?” Tremain asked. “Another assassination?”

Tom nodded. “Some guy named Cook—in Virginia.”

“Founder of the Brotherhood of the New Dawn. I remember. He died in a mysterious fire that practically burned down his entire compound.”

“Mysterious.” Tom laughed nervously.

“The FBI went in after the explosions.”

“Explosions?”

“Yep, besides the stuff that went up in the fire, the agents found a hidden cache of high explosives—enough to cause catastrophic damage to, say, a federal office building.”

Tom placed his face in his hands. “So he actually was a bad guy,” he said with a hint of relief.

“This one was, yes,” Tremain replied.

The image of a kindly, gray-haired old man dressed in baggy pants and a heavy sweater suddenly appeared in Tom’s mind. The man was sitting in a beat-up old chair in a cabin, happily puffing on a pipe. Tom preferred to remember Dr. Bernard Quentin this way rather than the other, on the floor of the same cabin, three bullet holes in his chest.

Dr. Quentin had discovered the rare sleep disorder that bore his name, and it was his research that Kavanagh and company had exploited to create the sleeper agents. Quentin had known early on that his studies were being corrupted, and so he’d devised a way to stop Kavanagh—a way to use one of Kavanagh’s own assassins against him. He’d planted a secret message within the mind of a test subject, a fail-safe mechanism that, on Quentin’s murder, would trigger realizations in the sleeper subject of who he really was and what he was being used to do.

Tom was that test subject, and as the truth had been  revealed to him, his entire life had crumbled. Even the couple he’d thought were his parents had turned out to be nothing more than handlers in Kavanagh’s employ, keeping him healthy and safe until a killer was needed and a switch was flipped to make Tom go away.

Well, thanks to Quentin, Tom wasn’t going anywhere anymore.

“It’s still pretty early.” Tremain’s voice filtered through the speaker, forcing him from his reverie. “Why don’t you try to get some more sleep?”

Thinking about his situation had left Tom restless, and he stood up from the bed.

“I’m done with sleep.”




End of sample
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