A Spy’s Game

     I took in deep breaths to calm my nerves. This mission is supposed to be an extremely difficult one, not to mention important. I lighted my cigarette and started to puff on it. My nerves are in their worse possible condition for an infiltration.

     Looking ahead, I could see bright lights being emitted from a large government facility. Located in a desolate, god-forsaken area, it is my target tonight.

     “ Hmph, of all places….” I sighed to myself.

     I remembered the briefing of this crucial mission by my superior. I am to enter that building, sneak inside to the guarded chamber, somehow, and retrieve the “A-Bug”.

     This “A-Bug” is new to me. It seems, from our intelligence, that the “A-Bug” is a special bomb that is made of an unknown material that disintegrates as soon as it explodes, making it untraceable. The company that created it, StryCorps, is willing to put it on the market for sale.

     However, the “A-Bug” is also deemed by many as a terrorist weapon. It can be placed near explosive or flammable materials and setting them off. It cannot be traced after the explosion or fires, so it will make the police suspect no foul play.

     “ How about the blueprints for this thing? Surely, with the blueprints they can make another one,” I questioned my superior during the briefing.

     “ They have saved us some trouble,” was the reply “ It seems that the “A-Bug” was made in an impromptu manner, so they somehow didn’t make any blueprints. After testing it, they are only left with one more. But, they are making a blueprint out of this one, that is why we need to get it NOW!”

     “ So, I’m to bust in, get it and then reach the helipad located there to get me out, right?”

     “ Yes. We are sending you there because you “don’t exist”, understand?” my superior answered back.

     ‘ I don’t exist’? Hah, easier said then done. They didn’t give me any map of the area I am supposed to infiltrate. I had to get the map of the building somewhere inside before I can ‘steal’ the “A-Bug” or else I wouldn’t know where it is.

     I picked up my binoculars and zoomed in upon the factory. There is practically no windows on it, so I was unable to map its insides. Lack of data and help is making this mission an almost impossibility.

     “ Man, who do they think I am? I’m not James Bond,” I grumbled in frustration at the difficulty level of the mission. My frustration seemed to tone down my nervousness. Now, I had to calm my anger.

      I glanced at my watch. It showed the time 8:50 p.m. It is time to start my operation. I revved up my car and headed down the road to my designated area.

     Soon enough, I reached the front gates of the forbidding place. As expected, a guard approached me, asking me for my ID card, as proof for entry.

     “ I calmly passed him my card. He left me for quite a while, letting me sit in the car like an idiot. I started to bite upon my cigarette as the seconds continued to tick away.

     “ Alright,” he said at last, coming back to my car “ You may pass, Mr. Carter.” I drove my car slowly inside and parked at a spare lot right next to the entrance.

     The surrounding area is hot and dry. I could feel it as stepped out of my car. The parking lot is rather full with plenty of vehicles. I noted, however, that there are no motorbikes.

     “ Hey!” A voice echoed loudly from behind. I felt a hand being placed on my shoulder. Cold sweat started to drop from my forehead as I felt my heart jump to my throat. I spun around quickly to see who had addressed me while my hands casually reach for my pocket for my weapon.

     “ You forgot your card, sir,” the guard said to me, passing back my ID card. Like a klutz, I had totally forgotten about it!

     “ Thanks a lot,” I smiled back, taking the card from him. I am not sure whether to be grateful for returning ‘my’ important document, or be worried if he would suspect me because I forgot my card. I quickly took my equipment and friskily walked to the entrance.

     Entering the building is like entering a fridge. The cold freezing air chilled me the bone. StryCorps has advance computer systems running at high speeds. The air conditioner lowers the temperature to this level to keep these machines cool, not for the comfort of the workers.

     First things first. I need to get my bearings of the place before I start to get lost inside this ladybrith. My instincts told me to head to the main lift. Besides holding information that my ‘supposed’ office is on the third floor and the labs I am suppose to infiltrate is located at the sixth floor, it held nothing else of importance.

     To seek further clues, I rode the elevator to the office blocks. It had to contain some clues there.

     Surprisingly, the office cubicles are empty. I expected them to be half full seeing the number of cars parked outside. Where are the other people? This building seems to be deserted, worse than an haunted house.

     The lack of people made me unable to investigate the area. Cameras are located at all sides of the offices. My entrance to the office rooms will make me look conspicuous.

     Are they playing a game with me? My mind was racing. I had no idea how things go or how the place is run. Without any info, I am unable to continue yet not completing my mission also makes me unable to leave. Moving around without a purpose will make the guards, if there are any, suspicious of my movements.

     Then, my eye caught the air vents. I could slowly, yet stealthily move inside them. However, I hesitated. Moving thought the air vents would be slow and difficult, not to mention that I might not find the lab where the “A-Bug” is stored by searching in this fashion.

     Still, I had no choice. I quietly unscrewed the hatch of the nearest air ventilator and placed myself inside. Using a powerful magnet tool that I brought, I screwed back the screws to their designated places to close myself in.

     The ventilator is cramped and small, giving me barely enough space to move, but I couldn’t complain. Taking note of my position, I made my way along the vents to the middle of the building, as the labs are more likely to be placed there.

     I spent an hour inside the cold, dark ventilator, trying to make my way to the middle. I was probably utterly lost in the building. In the midst of all these problems, my portable radio beeped.

     I clicked it on. “ Alpha-Z here. Come in,” I whispered through the radio, making sure I am not making to much noise.

     “ Zack? It’s Bob here. What’s mission status?” a known voice replied.

     “ Negative. I haven’t found the lab yet,” I answered back.

     “ What!” Bob yelled “ You should be done by now. The chopper is waiting for you. What’s taking you so long?”

     “ Insufficient data, that’s what,” I replied moodily.

     “ Alright. The chopper will reach the helipad on the top floor in 5 minutes when you give the signal. I’ll be there t get you out,” Bob replied, then ending my transmission.

     I continued down the ventilator, examining the outside to check where I am once in a while. Suddenly, my ears picked up faint voices talking. I stopped and listened with all my might. 

     “ Let’s close up, we’re done here,” a deep voice said.

     “ Right, let’s lock it up first,” another person replied.

     I looked through a ventilating cover to take note what was happening outside. Two security guards were talking to each other. One punched the numbers 41678912 on a number pad located next to a door. Soon afterwards, they left, still talking to one another.

     I bust myself out of the air vents quickly and rushed to the locked door. Could this be it? I wasn’t sure, but I had to try.

     Swiftly, I punched the numbers punched earlier by the guard. The door swung open and I was terribly dismayed.

     The room is filled with electronic and high tech computer devices. There is no sign of the “A-Bug” around anywhere.

     Suddenly, to my horror, I heard the oncoming sound of footsteps. Vague at first, but clearer every second. I dashed behind the door and tried to stay hidden there.

     There was no time to close the door! I am about to get caught! My heart started beating faster and faster, like adrenaline being pumped into my veins.

     The feeling being trapped like this is terrible. I almost couldn’t bare it. It’s like I’m running out of air yet I am forcing myself not to breathe.

     A figure stepped into my room. I held my breath.

     “ Is someone here?” came a stupid question.

     The figure that just entered is a scientist working here. He is dressed in a white frock and wears glasses. He has not realized my presence in the room. I am not sure whether he is to dumb for his own good or not.

     I whipped out my pistol and nudged the cold muzzle of my gun upon his forehead. He froze instantly as he suddenly realized that he is under my control.

     “ That’s right. No noise, or I’ll have to spray graffiti on the wall,” I snarled menacingly. I had to act hard and tough if not he might not follow me.

     “ Right. Tell me, where is the “A-bug”?” I demanded fiercely.

     “ I…I…. d-don’t.…know…” he started stammering. His entire body is shaking with fright.

     “ You know very well what I’m talking about. Now tell me, where is it?” I demanded more forcefully now. I pressed my gun hard on his head.

     “ I…I’ll…t-take…you....t-to it….” He stammered, even more frightened. “ Just…d-don’t….hurt…me…”

     “ Sure,” I answered. I grabbed him by the collar and said “ Right, now move.”

     Slowly, he guided me along endless corridors full of doors but there isn’t a single soul around. The extremely low temperature of this place is irritating me.

     Soon, we both reached a sealed up steel door. There is a scanner located next to it to scan thumbprints for permission to enter.

     “ Open it,” I ordered, pushing him to the scanner.

     “ I…I….can’t,” he replied, still trembling in fear.

    “ Why not?” I demanded.

    “ It…is…uh… because….my thumbprint…isn’t it it’s database,” he answered, somehow slightly calmer. But I knew his tricks. Looking at him straight in the eyes showed me he had lied to me.

     “ Liar. Open this door. I know you can go through,” I snarled at him. I dug out my trench knife and shove it in front of his face. He turned deadly pale. “ This door will open with your thumbprint, one way or another. I give you the choice.”

     There is nothing he could do. Against his will, he pressed his thumb on the scanner.

     “ Access allowed,” a computerize voice was emitted. The noise made a guard come out of a room to check what’s going on.

     “ Hey, what are you doing?” he exclaimed as he saw me with a gun to the scientist’s head. Before he could react, I fired my gun at him. A dart was shot out of the gun and pierced his shoulder. The tranquilizer effect of the gun was effective as he dropped to the floor as soon as the dart hit him.

     “ Hey!” the scientist exclaimed “ That is merely a tranquilizer gun.”

 Do you want to feel real lead then?” I asked, pulling out my real gun. “ Move! I don’t have time here!”

     The scientist made his way into the room. The room is small and empty except for a metal table with a suitcase on top, located in the middle of the room.

     My hostage opened the suitcase. I looked inside.

     There lay my prize, the “A-Bug”. It is a small device in a shape of a ball not more than 3 centimeters in diameter. The bombs detonator lay by its side.

     “ I’ll be taking this,” I said, taking the “A-Bug” plus the detonator with me. I kept them in my pocket.

     “ What do you want with me now?” the scientist asked.

     “ To go to sleep,” I answered casually. I fired a dart on his chest. He fell to the floor fast enough.

     Time to make my great escape, I told myself. I had made too much of a mess and I had no time to clean them up. I dashed out of the room and frantically looked around.

     I spotted a map on the wall. My photocopic memory allowed me to register it in a second.

     I switched on my radio to call Bob. “Alpha-Z. This is Alpha-Z. Bob, do you read me?” I spoke.

     “ Zack?”

     “ Get me out now. I might not have enough time. Over!” I ordered.

     I ran as quick and as silently as I could to the staircase. I ran down several corridors and turnings. No one is around. This is making my escape to easy. I suspected something was wrong.

     When I reached the turning to the staircase, I suddenly screeched to a halt. Two guards armed with rifles guarded the door leading to the staircase. My exit is blocked. I took my tranquilizer gun and took aim at one of them.

     It was fated for me not to fire my gun. As soon as I took aim from the corner that I stood hidden from view, their radios buzzed. They took up their radios and after listening for a second, probably a command from their superior judging by their expressions, bolted off to the other direction.

     My work has been found. It will be only a matter of seconds before the area starts to get swarmed by guards. I wasted no time. As soon as the guards’ backs were turned, I sprinted to the exit.

     I ran up two flights of stairs before I reached the rooftop of the facility. My transport, a King Cobra helicopter, had just landed. I could see Bob from a distance emerging from the helicopter and rushing towards me.

     “ You got the stuff?” he asked as soon as I came up to him.

     “ Yeah, here, this is the “A-Bug”,” I said as I took out the sphere-like object and placed it on his palm.

     “ Very good, that shall be all,” he replied in a cynical manner. He pulled out a revolver and pointed it at me!

     I stared at the gun blankly, unable to receive this information. I was lost in my own confused thoughts, trying not to believe this treachery. Soon enough, hatred started to take over me.

     “ So, you all used me as a tool?” I yelled, frustration flowing through my veins. They have tricked me and betrayed me!

     “ I’m sorry, Zack. It was nice knowing you. But all good things come to an end. Cherrio!” he smiled maliciously. He walked back to the helicopter, with the revolver still pointing at me.

     His move is perplexing me. “ And you’re letting me go? After all this crap, you are actually letting me go?” I asked dazed at his intentions. “ Why aren’t you killing me?”
     “ Of course, you are more useful alive, Zack. If we kill you, they’ll find the “A-Bug” missing and will still look for it. If we leave you here, they’ll catch you and you will have to face the music YOURSELF! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha….” He scornfully laughed.

     “ I’ll expose you all, you lousy traitors!” I yelled angrily at him, still unable to accept this betrayal.

     “ You can’t, Zack, but you can try. You should know the world doesn’t know of ‘our’ existence, and they won’t take your word for it,” Bob laughed as he boarded the chopper. It flew of leaving me stranded on the rooftop.

     I stood there, clenching my fists hard. I am going to make him sorry he turned his back on me. “ I…can’t believe you’d betray me like this. I’ll show you…” I snarled to myself. I switched on my radio.

     “ What do you want? I’m done with you,” Bob replied in a bored voice. I stared at the chopper that was steadily drifting away.

     “ I’m going to teach you a lesson for the afterlife. Never double-cross a spy, especially a spy like me. You may have all the cards, but the Ace of Diamonds is always mine,” I said to him.

     “ What rubbish are you talking about?” Bob asked in a puzzled tone.

     “ Hee, it means Sayonara. I’ll send my regards to your boss,” I laughed. I took out the detonator for the “A-Bug”.

     “ What do you mean?” he asked. I could sense fear in his voice.

     “ Did I mention that the “A-Bug” has a detonator?” I asked as I pressed the ignition button.

     The helicopter exploded and burst into flames. I watched as the flames subsided and the guards rushed out to inspect what had happened. “ I hope it keeps them distracted,” I said to myself. 

     I turned around to the staircase to make my escape….

The End
