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The scruffy man walked into the busy restaurant and stood still in the middle of the room. He had a weird gaze as if he was on something. Alex noticed his long raincoat had a tell-tale bulge that ran from his chest down to his legs. Without warning the man flung open his coat to reveal a pump-action shotgun. Alex Farrington grabbed hold of his Sister’s hand and ran as fast as he could. Shots rang in his ears as he dragged Lacy between the tables and out through the revolving door. Once on the street Alex flagged down a passing Police car and explained the situation.

At the Police station, Alex and Lacy hugged mugs of warm tea as they recounted what had happened earlier that day.

Notes: The scruffy man was overpowered by Police officers armed with firearms and tasers.  He had managed to wound a number of diners in the restaurant but no one was seriously injured. The Police were at a loss as to why a presumed homeless man would walk in off the street with an expensive weapon and start firing. They did not rule out the possibility that he may have been coerced into the act by someone else. Unfortunately, the Police did not get the chance to interview the perpetrator as he died shortly after he was arrested. An investigation was launched into the events surrounding his arrest and two Police officers were temporarily suspended from duty until a hearing found them blameless of the man’s death.

A few weeks later, a similar incident took place in a crowded London train station. Another down and out man began firing an antique revolver at commuters. Again, no one was seriously hurt, but one man did sustain a leg injury that kept him off work for over a month.

Sarah Serking spoke to Alex Farrington and Brandy Taylor about the incidents and asked them to look into the two cases as a matter of urgency. The second perpetrator was arrested and found guilty of an act of terrorism. He was their first port of call at the new floating prison on the Thames.

OOO

Alex Farrington finds a USB stick hidden behind the loose electrical socket in the kitchen at Dark Stream. On it, is a list of possible double agents working for HQ. On that list of mainly foreign-based agents, he spots a familiar name – Brandy Taylor! Did Sean Tanner really believe that Brandy was working against HQ?

Alex Farrington takes the information to his commander Sarah Serking who asks him to monitor her closely. “Stay close, infiltrate her life.”

   Whilst spending more time with Brandy, he begins to realise he is falling for her. Can he prove her innocence before she is arrested? Will he be able to hide his growing feelings for her?

OOO

Missing In Action
A dishevelled man sat behind a department store in a loading bay doorway. He was wrapped in a sleeping bag with blankets pulled up to his chin. Next to him was a flask of water and some canned food. At his left side was a loaded handgun and a photo of a young woman. With his eyes filled with tears he shuddered and sobbed uncontrollably.

HQ had been looking for Alex Farrington for months. Sarah Serking was ready to fill in a Killed In Action declaration.

Brandy Taylor hadn’t been the same since Alex disappeared. She turned up for work and carried out her duties but her heart and head were elsewhere.

OOO

The exercise touches on a very sensitive topic so is aimed at people aged 16+

Alex Farrington is sitting at the back of a store sobbing. He has a handgun next to him. Complete a chapter for the previous month leading up to this point.

Notes.
Brandy Taylor and Alex Farrington had been seeing each other for over six months. A month ago she told Alex she was expecting and wanted to terminate the pregnancy so she could carry on her career as an operative. Alex desperately tried to convince her to keep the baby. Brandy went ahead with the termination, leaving Alex devastated. He refused to see her and wouldn’t answer her phone calls. When he doesn’t turn up for work and can’t be found at his flat, operatives are sent to Dark Stream to search for him. When he is not found there the operatives scour London looking for him.

Alex has dropped under the radar. He hangs around with the homeless of London. When they queue up at church soup kitchens he joins them. He has lost all motivation and his faith in relationships is in tatters. He loves Brandy but cannot forgive her decision to end the pregnancy. Having a son or daughter means everything to him even if it would have happened earlier than planned. He is suffering terrible grief for his lost dream.

Brandy loves Alex and is starting to regret her decision. She misses him terribly and is worried sick about him.

OOO

As Brandy Taylor walked past the viewing window of the firing range she could see Alex Farrington poised to fire at a cardboard dummy. She stopped briefly when he spotted her. He turned away and fired a line of bullets that took the dummy’s head off. He then holstered his gun and abruptly went into the adjoining changing room.

   Brandy wiped away a tear that was rolling down her cheek. She was glad that Alex was safe and was now back at work, but she was unsure how they were going to bridge the gap between them. They were bound to be asked to work along side each other again. Luckily, their superiors had no idea that there was a problem between them. 

OOO

Alex wound down his window to greet his ‘sometime’ neighbour.

   ‘Morning Terrance. You keeping well?’

   ‘Fit as a fiddle. Your lady friend is up at the cottage with Helen.’

   ‘I’m not expecting anyone.’

   ‘She arrived last night. She knew where to come for the key. So I let her in.’

   ‘Brandy!’ Alex thanked Terrance and drove up to the cottage.

   Brandy and Helen were drinking coffee at the kitchen table.

   Helen got up, made her excuses and left.

   ‘Sorry Alex, I was sent here.’

   ‘Who sent you?’

   ‘Sarah. We’ve got a mission.’

   ‘Well, it was only a matter of time.’

   ‘Do you think we can ever be close again? I miss you so much.’

   Alex saw the tear rolling down Brandy’s cheek. ‘I miss you too,’ he said hugging her tightly.

OOO

Alex is called in to see Sarah Serking and he can’t believe his eyes; sitting opposite her is Sean Tanner alive and well. Brandy had recently told him she’d seen a doppelgänger of Sean a few weeks before. Sarah tells Alex that Sean had to go deep undercover for six months and obviously his death was faked.

   Sean is now back as an operative with equal ranking to Alex. She tells Alex that they will team up together in planned missions that are in the pipeline. Dark Stream is to be kept mainly for Alex to use as Sean will now be allocated his own mini headquarters in London.

OOO

Alex Farrington and Sean Tanner walked Brandy to the troop carrier in the pub car park. They had been having a drink to see her and the other operatives off on their mission to secure a commune deep in the Welsh countryside. The commune leader was holding cult members hostage and had already injured some of his followers who had tried to escape.

   ‘Take care of yourself. Love you,’ Alex whispered to Brandy Taylor.

   She wrapped her arms around him not caring who saw them. ‘Behave yourself. I’ve heard what you and Sean get up to.’

   ‘Nonsense, you won’t find anyone as clean living and well behaved as us two,’ said Sean.

   ‘He’s quite right, we live like monks,’ Alex agreed.

   Brandy laughed, ‘I can just picture you two as monks!’

   The driver got in the cab and whistled for the party of operatives to get on board. Alex gave Brandy one last kiss before she slipped away from his embrace.

   Inside the carrier she kitted up in combat gear ready for the mission. She smiled to herself, she was looking forward to spending a fortnight on holiday with Alex once they returned to base.

Under the cover of darkness with the lights out and the engine turned off, the troop carrier coasted down the hill towards the commune. Ten operatives together with four army commandos exited the vehicle when it came to a stop….

Brandy’s mouth was dry and her head was pounding. She opened her eyes to see Alex on a seat next to her. Alex squeezed her hand and kissed her on the forehead. His eyes were red and he looked terrible. She tried to remember what had happened but struggled.

   ‘Here take a sip,’ a nurse said, offering her a cup with two handles.

   Brandy went to sit up but a doctor who was talking to Alex rushed over. ‘Don’t try sitting up yet. You need to rest up. Give your body time to heal.’

   ‘Where am I? What happened?’

   Alex leaned over. He had tears in his eyes. ‘There was a booby trap set up at the commune. You were caught in the explosion.’

   ‘I don’t remember,’ said Brandy

   ‘They think your memory will come back soon. You didn’t suffer a head or brain injury.’

   ‘So, I’m OK then?’

   Alex’s voice trembled with emotion. ‘You have been injured, the drugs you’re on are numbing the pain.’

   Brandy pushed herself into a seated position despite Alex and the nurse’s attempts to stop her. She looked down the length of the bed and saw that the blanket lay flat where her left leg should have been. ‘Oh my God!’

   ‘They’re going to get you the best prosthetic available. It’s been developed by the army.’

   Brandy quietly sobbed. ‘It won’t be my real leg.’

   ‘I know, but work with them, they’re pulling out all the stops for you. They say you’ll still be able to carry on with your work as an operative.’

   The doctor came over looking grave-faced. ‘Now you know about your leg, I might as well tell you about your other injury.’

   ‘Can’t it wait, she’s not ready yet!’ said Alex concerned.

   ‘It’s OK, let him tell me.’

   ‘Well, Miss Taylor, some shrapnel entered your pelvic area and to be blunt you may only have a fifty-fifty chance of bearing a child in the future.’

   Brandy looked at Alex horrified. ‘I’m so sorry Alex,’ she sobbed.

   ‘It doesn’t matter, what matters is that you're alive and we can be together, I haven’t lost you.’

   ‘I know, but you want children so badly.’

   ‘I want you. I’m just so glad that you made it back alive.’

   ‘What about the rest of the team? Are they alright?’

   ‘You took the brunt of the explosion. They were injured, but no one seriously.’ 

   The doctor came over and took Brandy’s blood pressure. ‘Let Miss Taylor get some rest now, she mustn’t get overtired. We need that leg to heal as quickly as possible so we can fit the replacement.’

   Alex kissed her and held her hand. ‘I’ll see you tomorrow.’

OOO

Under Attack
HQ is almost destroyed by multiple missile launches from helicopter gunships. Luckily most staff were on training exercises and only a handful remained in the building. Because of a major upgrade, the main offices in the building were reinforced up to bomb proof standard. No one was seriously injured and everyone was sent to nearby hospitals for overnight observation.

   Once the main staff returned from their exercises they relocated to Sean Tanner’s mini HQ. Sarah Serking asks Alex to take the now recuperating Brandy to Dark Stream away from the commotion caused by the attack on HQ.

   Little do they know that someone is out for revenge. A ruthless killer has hired a small private army of mercenaries to exact revenge on Sean Tanner. The killer thinks that Sean is using Dark Stream as a hideout after the attack on HQ failed.

A mini war is brought to the quiet country village of Spring Hillock. Terrance and Helen are taking shelter in the bunker under Dark Stream. The village police get involved but soon realise they are out of their depth.

Continue the episode. Brandy is on crutches and not in a position to defend herself. Alex must defend the cottage alone until backup arrives. He has Terrance and Helen in the bunker and the wider village population to consider.

Fighting Fit
Brandy Taylor was wheeled out of the operating theatre and transferred to a side room to come round. Alex was by her side the whole time, nervously waiting for her to wake up. Equipment linked to her new leg beeped and displayed pulsating waveforms on small oscilloscopes.

   Later that day a doctor explained to Brandy and Alex that a pair of state-of-the-art combat suits had been developed for Brandy to use on missions and when at work. The suits had flexible battery technology incorporated within that would keep the leg working all day by use of wireless induction. The second suit would be on charge at HQ ready for use the next day. She would have to alternate between the two suits. At home the leg could be powered from a much bulkier battery pack that could be plugged into a side port.

   Two weeks later after extensive training, Brandy Taylor was sent to Logistics under Sean Tanner’s Mini HQ. She was kitted out with the latest weapons from the large arsenal it housed. She was now ready to return to work.

Suited and Booted.
The technician checked again for a fault with the battery suit that Brandy Taylor was wearing; she needed it to power the new prosthetic leg that she’d had surgically attached.

   Brandy was getting impatient, she’d been ready to start a mission that morning when the suit started malfunctioning.

   ‘I wonder if the suit is producing too much power?’ the technician mused. He went to poke a screwdriver into a small control panel inside Brandy’s suit, when they were both startled by a crackling sound that steadily got louder.

   ‘Get me out of this thing!’ Brandy cried.

   Before the technician could get his hands on her, the suit was engulfed in a blue electrical discharge that knocked him off his feet.

   ‘Are you OK?’ Brandy asked.

   With his hair standing on end, he struggled to get up. ‘Yes, I don’t think my internal organs have been fried.’

   ‘Here take my hand.’

   ‘Thank you Miss Taylor. Do you think you can do that again, once I step back to a safe distance?’

   ‘I didn’t do it, it was the suit!’

   ‘I’m not so sure, you were beginning to get a little bit agitated, your stress may have added an extra boost of electrical current into the suit. If I’m right, then we may have discovered an additional feature that could prove useful in future missions.’

OOO

Please Note: This prompt is suitable for persons 16 years of age and over.
Lone Wolf

They say old habits die hard and Alex Farrington was not about to prove anyone wrong. He had borrowed a friend’s motorbike and jacket and was now AWOL in the Scottish Highlands. He had to get away, he needed time to think.

   Danny Stanmere was due to be picked up and brought in to HQ(2) as it looked like he was the rogue operative they had been looking for. Brandy Taylor had been on Sean Tanner’s list of possible suspects and Alex had fought hard to clear her name. Alex was a good friend to Stanmere when he first came to London; he had helped him get a position at the Hub. Stanmere moved over to HQ a year before Alex but they didn’t see much of each other after that.

   Alex decided to make himself scarce as he wouldn’t be able to control himself if he came face to face with Stanmere.

As Alex pulled up near a small public house the door suddenly opened and a man ran out and past him. Alex took a good look at him as he ran by; he’d seen enough dodgy situations to realise that something wasn’t right.

   A few seconds later a number of men ran out looking in all directions for the first man.

   Alex stopped one of them. “What’s happened?”

   ‘A stabbing, we called for an ambulance and the police. That bastard better keep running, if I get hold of him I’ll beat the shit out of him.’

   ‘Who’s been hurt?’ Alex asked.

   ‘My nephew, Shane. I don’t think it’s serious. He’ll live, but I’ll tell you, my blood’s boiling at the moment.’

   ‘Let’s go inside, I’ll take a look at Shane,’ said Alex.

   Inside the pub, people were gathered around Shane, but unsure what to do. One of the barmaids brought over a first aid kit and Alex took over to apply a field dressing. The wound was not serious, so Alex decided to wait for the ambulance crew so they could finish looking the lad over.

   ‘I’m Bernard,’ said Shane’s uncle. ‘I appreciate your help. We need more blokes like you around here to show these dregs what a real man looks like.’

   ‘Anyone would have done the same.’

   ‘I don’t know about that, nowadays they’d step over you if you collapsed in the street.’

   ‘Tell me, does this pub have guest rooms?’

   ‘Oh, Yeah, they don’t get many visitors stay in them, but they’d be glad of the extra money.’

   Alex spoke to the barmaid once the ambulance left. Shane was free to go home and rest up, so Alex parked the motorbike round the back of the pub, ordered a meal and went up to his room.

The next day there was a commotion outside the pub that woke Alex. He could see Bernard arguing with another man and they had to be separated by onlookers. Bernard entered the pub and Alex met him at the bottom of the stairs.

   ‘What’s up?’ Alex said.

   Bernard broke down in tears, ‘Shane’s been killed, that bastard McKrinoch came for him last night, the lad didn’t stand a chance. I’ve just had a go at his dad, but he won’t talk.’

   ‘Have the police been called?’ Alex asked.

   ‘There out looking for McKrinoch now. Shane was taken away by ambulance but he died on the way to hospital.’

   ‘Have his parents been informed?’

   ‘He only had his mum, my brother passed away years ago.’ Bernard sat on a stool at the bar. ‘Shane’s mum is in pieces. I’ve never seen her like that.’

   Alex sat next to Bernard. ‘Does this McKrinoch have friends who live around here? He might be lying low with one of them.’

   ‘The police know where to look, they know all the scumbags around here. If he’s still in the village they’ll find him.’

   ‘If you don’t mind me asking, what was this all about? People don’t usually get murdered without a reason.’

   ‘The usual, fighting over a lass. Shane had recently hooked up with McKrinoch’s ex-girlfriend Shona. Everyone warned him he was playing with fire, but he was young and stupid; he thought she was fair game as they broke up over six months ago.’

   ‘What’s McKrinoch’s first name?’

    ‘Ian.’

   ‘I’ll get one of the barmaids to sit with you. I’m going to ask around the village to see if I can get a heads-up on McKrinoch.’

Alex had been knocking on doors all morning but drew a blank. He decided to try a different approach and looked for a shop that sold tablets. He came across a small independent phone retailer who set him up with an internet ready tablet. Alex switched it on and entered the address for Logistics below HQ(2).

   After entering a code the tablet came to life…

OOO

Stay Dead Tanner.
Sean Tanner looked over his new car. It was electric! There'd be no more exhilarating engine noises when tearing to his next mission. Apart from the sporty appearance, it might as well have been a milk float.
   Danny Poy, the acting head of Logistics came over. 'Isn't She a beauty?'
   'Looks aren't everything,' said Tanner, still looking the car up and down.
   'Well, She certainly floats my boat.'
   'Um, what does it do?'
   'Do? I'm not with you.'
   'You know, gadgets, guns, that sort of thing.'
   'Oh. Well, since the attack on HQ we've had to cut back a bit. It's just a standard car. No gadgets I'm afraid.'
   Sean held his hand out for the keys. Danny tossed them to him and left muttering to himself.


Sarah Serking wasn't in her office so Sean went straight to the meeting room.
   'Do you like your new car Mr Tanner?' said a tall man who stood to greet him.
   'Yes, I'm sure I'll get used to it. I suppose I was a bit of a dinosaur insisting on having a real engine in my cars.'
   'Well, we all have to make our little sacrifices. These are hard times Mr Tanner. Forgive me for not introducing myself. I'm Herman Potts, the new head of Logistical Accounting.'
   Sean shook hands and looked around the table. Sarah was seated at the far end with a dossier in front of her. The rest were all unfamiliar, but looked to be high-ups in the organization.
   Tanner took a seat when offered. He didn't know why, but he was feeling nervous.
   Sarah stood up and looked grave. Sean, we have intelligence from MI5 that Lars Striker has you in his sights.' She pulled a document out of her dossier. 'We received this letter from him yesterday. It says: You should've stayed dead Sean Tanner. I'm coming to get you! It goes on to say what he's going to do to you when he finds you, I won't go into the gory details, but you get the picture.'
   Sean shifted in his seat, imagining what Striker had in mind. 'Well, Ma'am. He has to find me first.'
   'Well, at the moment that wouldn't be too difficult. We need to get you away from HQ as soon as possible. Dark Stream is out of the question, it's been compromised. A new safe house needs to be set up by this evening. We'll move you tonight, then we can formulate a plan.'

OOO

Is Sean Tanner Finished?
The motorcade rounded the corner and Sean Tanner waited for further instructions. This felt wrong. He’d never been put in this position before. When asked to eliminate a target, he was always told in advance who he would be killing. He poked his earpiece to make sure it was securely fitted. HQ(2) should be contacting him soon.
   Sean was lying on top of a hill, half a mile from the motorcade. He could clearly see inside the first car through his rifle scope. He recognised the young girl straight away, she was the ecological campaigner Erika Lindengrass.
   Suddenly, a voice in his earpiece startled him. ‘Shoot the girl.’
   Tanner quizzed the unknown voice. ‘You want me to shoot Erika Lindengrass?’
   The girl was waving at the crowd. She was standing in an extended passenger compartment at the back of the first car. The compartment was glazed with windows surrounding her.
   The voice blasted in Tanner’s ear. ‘Shoot the damn girl now!’
   Tanner tracked her with his scope, moving with the car, but he couldn’t do it. In case another shooter was positioned further along the procession, Tanner decided to unscrew his silencer and shoot into the air.
   The crack of the rifle sent security on the ground into a frenzy; they had been walking alongside the first car the whole time, but Tanner didn’t pay them much attention as he was too far away for them to pose him a threat. He decided to make a move and follow his planned exit strategy even though his mission had not been completed.
   He could hear the wail of sirens as he got into his car. He sat tight for a few minutes to think through the mission. He could now see why they didn’t tell him who his target was. Although young, Erika Lindengrass was an influential figure who had amassed a cult following. In a short space of time she had managed to force governments around the world to adopt massive changes in policies concerning global warming. Fossil fuels were quickly dumped in favour of electric and renewable alternatives. Fat cats lost billions almost overnight. Of course, there was still big money to be made from the remaining reserves of petroleum, gas and crude oil and the die-hard tycoons could possibly have been flexing their muscles in this case.
   Tanner wiped away the beads of sweat that were dripping into his eyes. Not obeying an order was going to get him into some serious trouble, but more importantly to Sean Tanner, was the question of who had ordered the assassination of Erika Lindengrass and why was his own organization mixed up in this. Someone was going to pay, big time.

OOO

Assessment (Interactive Fiction Game written out as traditional linear fiction)

You enter the lobby of the training suite. It's constructed like a film studio and houses many different sets. However, the sets at HQ(2) are solid and realistic settings for training missions. It looks like you have walked straight into a flash assessment. In the rest area, Brandy Taylor is making a cup of tea. She has already completed her training mission. She says that you'd better go back to the Lobby, or they'll come looking for you.

  Back in the Lobby you decide to enter the Training Arena where you are met by a woman who is unfamiliar to you. She introduces herself as the Training Assessor. Her name is Danni. She shows you a special suit that you must wear during the exercise; the suit detects when you have been hit by the safe laser guns used by robot drones. She also hands you a laser handgun to use during the training exercise. You are now fully kitted out for your mission. She tells you to enter The Tunnel when you’re ready.

   It is dark in the tunnel that leads to the training complex. It takes a while for your eyes to adjust. You look around for a light switch but can't find one. You carry on moving forward until you see three exit doors in front of you. You choose to go through the door on your right. You are are now on the platform of an underground train station. A very old tube train is ahead of you. You walk to the tube train and wait for the doors to open. When the doors open you step onto the train. The train looks to be deserted. You step inside and the doors automatically close. Before you have time to walk to a seat the train sets off at quite a pace. You decide to search the train. You walk to the front of the underground tube train. The driver cabin is empty; the train is under automatic control. You go back through each of the passenger carriages checking each one in turn for anything dangerous.

   Halfway down the train you find two passengers; Sean Tanner and Alex Farrington who are drinking tea from a flask. They hold up their plastic cups and say ‘Cheers friend’.

   You're not sure what to do, so you greet them with a cheery "Hello" and continue checking the rest of the train. You decide there is nothing dangerous on the train, so you take a seat and enjoy the ride. The tube train travels smoothly for a few minutes then gradually comes to a rest next to a solitary doorway set in a graffiti covered wall.

   You go to get off the train and from behind you, Sean Tanner and Alex Farrington join you. They are dressed in full combat gear with their own laser weapons.
   ‘Do you mind if we tag along?’ Sean asks.
   ‘No, that would be great’. You can't believe that you're completing a mission with Sean Tanner and Alex Farrington!

   You step onto the platform with Sean and Alex and all three of you stand with the multicoloured wall before you. The door is shut, but there is a handle.
   You each check your weapon by shooting at the colourful wall. Safe, red Laser beams light up parts of the wall in turn.
   ‘Let's get this done!’ Alex says.

   You open the door and step inside: All hell is let loose! Weapons fire comes from all directions. Live ammo and yellow beams blast around you. Sean and Alex grab you and you all dive for cover.
   The room is a replica of an old theatre hall. The three of you crawl between rows of seats so you can figure out what is going on. Sean tells you that the training missions never include the use of live ammo.
   Suddenly there is an announcement over the speaker system. The speaker says that HQ(2) has been infiltrated and a combat team is on its way to attempt a rescue. All you need to do is sit tight and defend yourselves as best you can.
   ‘Hell, we haven't got any real weapons!’ Tanner curses.
   ‘Quiet, you'll give our position away,’ says Alex.
   You quickly pop your head up to see if you can spot any of the attackers.
   ‘Stay down,’ Alex whispers.
   ‘What do we do now?’ Sean asks.

   The three of you hunker down under the seating. You can hear a helicopter in the distance. Sean tells you there is a helipad on the roof, so it shouldn't be too long before the combat team arrive.
   Sure enough, minutes later, a fire exit door is smashed open and the combat team flood in.
   The attackers and drones are soon rounded up and you, Sean and Alex are safely guided away to be debriefed.
   You have passed your first training mission with flying colours; Sean Tanner and Alex Farrington are so impressed with how you handled yourself in the dramatic incident during your training mission, that they have recommended that you be assigned to work alongside them during a special operation mission.

TWO WEEKS LATER.....

—————The new recruit.—————

After your “Assessment Gone Wrong” training exercise, you are asked to join Sean Tanner and Alex Farrington on a special operation mission.

You are kitted out with full combat gear and dropped off at an American air base to board a secret space plane. The plane is used to carry you and other operatives (including Sean Tanner and Alex Farrington), together with Army, Navy and Air force volunteers from several nations, to meet up with a prototype spaceship that can travel vast distances in a matter of days.

Brief: A very large space telescope has uncovered a distant planet that has buildings on it. Scientists cannot get life readings, but cannot rule out the possibility that it may still be inhabited. The special operation mission is to work together to explore the alien planet and search for signs of life. If the planet is bereft of life then the mission is to find as much evidence of technology and culture as possible to piece together the history of the planet.

A slight complication arises when your team find another Earth spacecraft has already landed on the planet. Agent Serina Kovisko and her team are already searching the planet. Will you join forces? Or will your team be coming home empty handed?

OOO

Castle Agreveilz. (Interactive Fiction/Game written as traditional linear fiction.)

You have woken from a drug-induced sleep. There is a door left ajar and all is quiet. You walk through the door and step onto the upper passageway. You walk to the edge and peer over the bannister. A great hall lies below. It looks Medieval with suits of armour lining the edges of the room and a banqueting table as a centrepiece. A roaring fire is crackling in a giant fireplace.

A set of rooms are in front of you on the left side of the passageway. You enter the room next door and see a bed, bedside table, a chair and a wardrobe. There is a newspaper on the bedside table. The front page tells of a murder in the town. The killer is still at large. As far as you are aware the newspaper is today's. You shudder and put it down. You open the wardrobe and see it is full of creepy looking dolls. You take one from the pile and it makes a mechanical crying sound. You put it back and close the wardrobe door. You exit the bedroom and decide to go downstairs.

   Once downstairs, you can feel the heat of the fire on your face. The great hall has five rooms leading off. All the doors are slightly ajar. You enter the nearest room, it’s the kitchen. A large table dominates the room with the sinks and worktops against the walls. On one of the work surfaces are all the tools and implements needed to run a busy kitchen. Your eye is drawn to a large cleaver hanging from a hook. Back in the great hall, you poke your head in one more room which contains many hunting trophies. Some hang from the wall and some are in cases. Shotguns and rifles are also displayed on the walls. Mantraps of various sizes are stored in a corner.

   At the far end of the great hall a large wooden door catches your attention. You open it and walk out onto a cobbled courtyard that leads to an ornamental iron gate. Beyond the gate lies the town.
   You walk to the town, but people are ignoring you; they are bowing their heads and won't make eye contact. The roads are either cobbled or dirt covered. The shops are dark and gloomy. Side streets have small terraced cottages with thatched roofs in neat lines.
   You glance at your reflection in one of the shop windows. You don't recognise the person looking back at you. You are wearing a fine suit and are quite muscular. You can see you are a male. Your head swims as you try to remember.
   The shopkeeper comes out. ‘Are you alright Sir?’ he asks.
   ‘Yes, I'll be fine in a minute, I'm disoriented at the moment, I seem to have lost my memory. Do you recognise me?’
   ‘No Sir, I know most people in the town, they all have to visit my shop if they want meat on their tables.’

   ‘So I might not be from the town?’
   ‘Well, this is a small island. Everyone lives nearby. If you're not local then you must be from the mainland."
   You thank the shopkeeper and leave.

   You continue walking through the town, when suddenly, a young boy runs up to you. "Hey, Mister. The Laird wants to see you."
   "Does he know me?"
   "Yes, you've been staying at the hunting lodge. He rescued you from the sea yesterday.’
   ‘Can you take me to him?’
   ‘We have to take the row boat from the jetty to cross the lake.’

   You go with the boy. You find out the boy is called Daniel and he was born on the island. He is taking you to Castle Agreveilz which has been home to the Agreveilz family since 1578.
   You arrive at a magnificent lake with an island in the centre. Towering above the trees on the island stands an imposing castle. You can see the row boat tied to a small jetty. You 
Untie the boat and row with Daniel towards the island. It is hard going at first, but your body soon remembers that you are in good shape and physically fit. You arrive at an identical jetty and tie up the boat. You both get out and Daniel leads the way to the castle.

   
   Daniel knocks quietly on a large elaborately carved door. It opens and a man confidently welcomes you both in. He ruffles Daniel's hair then turns his attention to you.
   ‘Mr Tanner welcome to my abode.’

   ‘You know who I am?’ you say.
   ‘Yes, you are Sean Tanner. You were wearing an identity badge when I rescued you from the sea. Your wet clothes are back at the hunting lodge. I hope you like the suit I provided?’
   ‘Yes, thank you for your help, I appreciate it.’
   ‘My name is Nathan Agreveilz, I'm the lord of all you see on this island. I expect you've been struggling with your memory today. I gave you a little something that our resident herbalist came up with. I have the antidote right here’. He holds up a small glass which contains a red liquid.
   You shift uncomfortably. ‘Why did you drug me?’
   ‘It's all part of the game! We islanders like our hunting and once a year we set up a very special hunt, a manhunt. A victim is chosen, in your case you just happened to have washed up. The victim is accused of a serious crime which requires the most serious punishment applicable on this island, that is death by the hunt. I want you to drink this antidote, so all your faculties will be restored. We wouldn't want to have an unfair advantage would we?’
   You start slowly backing away from him.
   ‘Look I'll drink a little just to show you it isn't harmful.’ He puts the glass to his lips and drinks a small amount of the red liquid. He then passes the glass to you.

   You throw the liquid to the floor. You're not willing to risk drinking it as you think it might be a trick.

   ‘Oh well, Mr Tanner. I did give you the chance to restore your memories today. They will come back eventually but in the meantime, you will remain confused and I'm afraid, at a disadvantage.’

   You turn and run to the door.
   ‘The manhunt is now on Mr Tanner.’
   You slam the door shut behind you and squint in the bright sunlight. You can see that the boat is missing. You realise that Daniel wasn't in the room just now; he must have rowed the boat back across the lake. You look at the tangled bushes and weeds that surround the lake and decide to pick your way through them.
   Ten minutes later you can hear a female voice calling to you.

   You can see a young woman with raven hair and subdued clothing that would otherwise render her invisible if she hadn't called to you. 
   ‘My name is Rebecca, I know a secret path to the forest.’
   ‘I'm Mr Tanner... Sorry I've forgotten my first name.’
   ‘It's Sean. Follow me before the others come. The hunt will already be underway.’ She takes your arm and guides you safely through the thick vegetation following a meandering hardly trodden path.
   Eventually, you both exit the undergrowth and are standing in a forest glade. A small stream trickles slowly across the forest floor.
   The beautiful young lady calmly says, ‘You can either come with me to my Mother's home or you can evade the hunt on your own. You are free to do as you wish.’

   You decide to go with the young woman.

   Rebecca leads you through the forest glade to her home. Her mother welcomes you inside. You duck your head and enter a quaint cottage that is warm and cosy.
   ‘Sit by the fire, the day is drawing in,’ says Rebecca's mother. ‘I've been waiting a long time for someone to arrive on the island who can help me.’ She pours a red liquid into a glass and sips from it. ‘Here, it will restore your memories. I made both the drug to confound you and this, the restorative.’ She hands you the glass and you look to Rebecca.
   ‘It's OK to drink, go ahead.’

   You drink the sweet-tasting liquid and sit back in the chair as your memories come flooding back.
   ‘My name is Servaein, I am the islands doctor or white witch depending on who you talk to.’ She pulls up a wooden chair and slowly sits. ‘I've grown old here on the island and I'll die here.’ She shows you a familiar wristwatch. ‘I picked this up when the Laird was taking off your wet clothes. When I brought it back here I played around with it and discovered it's not an ordinary watch. I found it has a distress beacon function. I've activated it. Who is coming to the island to rescue you?’
   ‘My colleagues, I work for an organisation, I suppose you could call us spies or secret agents.’
   Servaein looks towards her daughter. ‘When your people come for you, will you take my daughter with you? I want her to start a new life away from the island.’
   ‘Yes, if that's what she wants.’
   Rebecca comes over to you and hugs you, she has tears in her eyes.
   Servaein passes you your wristwatch. ‘Go deeper into the forest, the hunt will be heading this way soon. I activated the beacon two hours ago so your people should already be on their way. How will they get here?’
   ‘They'll fly, they won't need a runway.’
   ‘Rebecca knows a clearing that is well hidden, the other islanders don't know the forest as well as we do.’ Servaein gets up and embraces Rebecca. ‘Go, now. Sean, take good care of my daughter.’
   ‘I will,’ you say.

Rebecca and you enter deeper into the forest. You can hear the shouts of men in the distance but Rebecca assures you that they won't catch up. Soon you both exit the forest into the clearing. A message flashing on your watch tells you that your colleagues are nearing the island. You can now see a strange flying machine that must be one of the prototypes from HQ(2). As the craft approaches, you can see Brandy Taylor is flying it; she waves at you and lands nearby.
   ‘This is Rebecca,’ you say, as you guide her into the craft.
   ‘It's good to see you, Sean,’ says Alex. ‘Welcome aboard Rebecca. Take a seat next to Sarah, she'll look after you.’

   Brandy takes the machine high above the island and Rebecca whispers, ‘Love you, Mum,’ and wipes a tear from her cheek.

OOO

Linked writing prompts featuring a new character in the spy world of Sean Tanner, Alex Farrington and Brandy Taylor.


https://antony-r-james.itch.io/castle-agreveilz

Reminder:

Rebecca and you enter deeper into the forest. You can hear the shouts of men in the distance but Rebecca assures you that they won't catch up. Soon you both exit the forest into the clearing. A message flashing on your watch tells you that your colleagues are nearing the island. You can now see a strange flying machine that must be one of the prototypes from HQ(2). As the craft approaches, you can see Brandy Taylor is flying it; she waves at you and lands nearby.

   ‘This is Rebecca,’ you say, as you guide her into the craft.
   ‘It's good to see you, Sean,’ says Alex. ‘Welcome aboard Rebecca. Take a seat next to Sarah, she'll look after you.’

   Brandy takes the machine high above the island and Rebecca whispers, ‘Love you, Mum,’ and wipes a tear from her cheek. 

Prompt 1
Rebecca sat in her hotel room looking out of the window. She’d just turned the television off. She was bored with the constant chatter about celebrities she didn’t know. Sean had told her to pick a surname as she didn’t have one. On the island many people didn’t have last names, it was common. Here, in London, she wouldn’t be able to function without a second name. There would be forms to fill in, she’d need to register with a doctor and dentist and look for work, no one was going to be able to deal with her properly unless she had a second name.
   She eventually set about the task of choosing a name for herself. Sean had left numerous magazines for her to look through and an article about an artist called Susan Towley had caught her eye. She read through the piece about her move to Norfolk after a hectic life as a company director. Apparently, Susan had wanted to be an artist from an early age but different career opportunities cropped up or life’s usual obstacles had always gotten in the way. Rebecca was feeling an affinity with Susan Towley and decided she would take her name, well, her surname at least.

Prompt 2
The fresh breeze and smell of the pine trees were helping Rebecca to unwind. The past week had been overwhelming for her. The move from the island to London was proving difficult. Rebecca’s mother had been desperate to get her only daughter off the island, and Rebecca had wanted to escape just as much, but now, with reality hitting hard, she was glad to escape London, if only for a while.
   She stood still, listening. She was missing this. Being able to hear the sounds of the forest, sensing all around her, being at one with nature. Her mother, Servaein, had taught her daughter all the skills needed to survive in such an environment and this was going to serve her well in her chosen career route. Whilst looking through some magazines Sean had left with her, she saw a job opportunity in the classifieds; the advertisement had been for a Forest Adventure Leader, which involved teaching groups of children about forest shelter/survival techniques. Sean’s organisation was going to provide all the references and paperwork she would need to take up this opportunity and if the job was offered to her, she would be starting the following month.

Prompt 3
Rebecca didn’t know what to do. It had been five hours since a group of children had wandered off on their own and it was now starting to get dark. She had only been in the job two months and thought that this was going to be a black mark against her before she’d even reached her six-month appraisal. She didn’t want to call her superiors, so decided on a very drastic action. She reached in her pocket and pulled out her mobile phone. His name popped up and she hesitated, should she do this or not? She decided to go for it; she pressed the screen and Sean answered. Once she’d explained the situation he calmed her down and said they’d be on their way as quickly as possible.

Prompt 4
Sean Tanner had called in a few favours and was now lead helicopter pilot of a small squadron of five. He had Brandy Taylor next to him who was flipping switches until she found the infra-red camera. The helicopter screen turned green and the way was visible. They arrived at Rebecca’s forest school in a formation and quickly adopted a planned search pattern.

Linked writing prompts featuring a new character in the spy world of Sean Tanner, Alex Farrington and Brandy Taylor.
Reminder:
Prompt 1
Rebecca sat in her hotel room looking out of the window. She’d just turned the television off. She was bored with the constant chatter about celebrities she didn’t know. Sean had told her to pick a surname as she didn’t have one. On the island many people didn’t have last names, it was common. Here, in London, she wouldn’t be able to function without a second name. There would be forms to fill in, she’d need to register with a doctor and dentist and look for work, no one was going to be able to deal with her properly unless she had a second name.
   She eventually set about the task of choosing a name for herself. Sean had left numerous magazines for her to look through and an article about an artist called Susan Towley had caught her eye. She read through the piece about her move to Norfolk after a hectic life as a company director. Apparently, Susan had wanted to be an artist from an early age but different career opportunities cropped up or life’s usual obstacles had always gotten in the way. Rebecca was feeling an affinity with Susan Towley and decided she would take her name, well, her surname at least.

Prompt 2
The fresh breeze and smell of the pine trees were helping Rebecca to unwind. The past week had been overwhelming for her. The move from the island to London was proving difficult. Rebecca’s mother had been desperate to get her only daughter off the island, and Rebecca had wanted to escape just as much, but now, with reality hitting hard, she was glad to escape London, if only for a while.
   She stood still, listening. She was missing this. Being able to hear the sounds of the forest, sensing all around her, being at one with nature. Her mother, Servaein, had taught her daughter all the skills needed to survive in such an environment and this was going to serve her well in her chosen career route. Whilst looking through some magazines Sean had left with her, she saw a job opportunity in the classifieds; the advertisement had been for a Forest Adventure Leader, which involved teaching groups of children about forest shelter/survival techniques. Sean’s organisation was going to provide all the references and paperwork she would need to take up this opportunity and if the job was offered to her, she would be starting the following month.

Prompt 3
Rebecca didn’t know what to do. It had been five hours since a group of children had wandered off on their own and it was now starting to get dark. She had only been in the job two months and thought that this was going to be a black mark against her before she’d even reached her six-month appraisal. She didn’t want to call her superiors, so decided on a very drastic action. She reached in her pocket and pulled out her mobile phone. His name popped up and she hesitated, should she do this or not? She decided to go for it; she pressed the screen and Sean answered. Once she’d explained the situation he calmed her down and said they’d be on their way as quickly as possible.

Prompt 4
Sean Tanner had called in a few favours and was now lead helicopter pilot of a small squadron of five. He had Brandy Taylor next to him who was flipping switches until she found the infra-red camera. The helicopter screen turned green and the way was visible. They arrived at Rebecca’s forest school in a formation and quickly adopted a planned search pattern.

Additional spy prompt.

Sean led Rebecca down some steps. She struggled to see as they wound downwards. The musty smell was causing her to shallow breathe.

   ‘We’re nearly there now,’ said Sean, realising that she was beginning to hold her breath.

   ‘I thought you said it was high tech?’ she said as they reached the bottom.

   ‘It is, but we have to use part of the old sewer to get there.’

   Rebecca looked down at her shoes but struggled to see if she’d stepped in anything. They were walking in the dried up sewer and there was more light available; every third wall light was illuminated and helped them pick their way along.

   ‘It’s just through this door,’ Sean said, pressing a small fingerprint reader. The door lock clunked and he pushed hard to open it. Inside the room was well lit and very modern looking compared to the Victorian sewer they’d just passed through.

   Rebecca was starting to have second thoughts about the training programme she was about to embark on. The forest school hadn’t worked out well once she realised she didn’t like working with children; although the ones that were sent to forest school acted more like delinquents than the regular well behaved children she was expecting. But now, she was thinking it was a case of out of the frying pan into the fire; literally, thinking about what she was about to do. She had agreed to attend operative training in the highlands of Scotland. Sean told her she’d be using all the latest tech including laser rifles, which sounded like something from a science fiction film. That was the attractive part, the less appealing part was she was about to board an experimental transportation chamber that would take her from London, where she was, to the highlands of Scotland in five minutes twenty-seven seconds. The pod could travel at approximately seven thousand miles per hour matching the speed of NASA's X-43A scramjet. Sean had assured her it was quite safe, although he was not sure how it worked.

   A man met them once they’d entered the room. He was dressed like a doctor and it came as no surprise to Rebecca that he was, in fact, a doctor.

   Sean Tanner sat next to Rebecca Towley on a hospital bed. The doctor filled a large syringe with an amber liquid from a small bottle and checked one last time if Rebecca was OK to go ahead with the journey north. Rebecca answered she wanted to go and the next things that happened seemed like a dream. She remembered Sean holding her hand and being pushed on a trolley. She could also remember seeing the pod they strapped her into; it was pure white, so white it blurred her vision. Then she remembered her stomach and the lurching feeling, a queasy sensation and then nothing.

   She opened her eyes and saw men coming towards her. They fussed around her and ticked off things on sheets of paper attached to clipboards. Once they were happy she was alright, they unstrapped her and held her up when her legs gave way. A wheelchair quickly appeared, and she was wheeled away with her head still swimming from the journey.

Continue the episode: Rebecca is now in the Scottish Highlands. She is about to start her operative training so that she can become a spy like her friends Sean Tanner, Alex Farrington and Brandy Taylor.

OOO

Spy Prompt: A Strange Craft Lands In London.
Sean Tanner and Rebecca Towley sat at a table for two in a small multi-cuisine restaurant. They had just ordered when Alex Farrington and Brandy Taylor entered the restaurant. Brandy waved to Sean and he beckoned them over.

   ‘Why don’t you join us, I’ll ask if we can move to a bigger table,’ he said.

   Brandy grinned. ‘Aren’t you two having a romantic dinner?’

   ‘It’s fine,’ said Rebecca.

   A waiter came over and asked if everyone was together.

   After the move to a bigger table, the four friends settled down and ordered meals. Halfway through, everyone’s phone began ringing at the same time. They quickly checked their messages and all of them were required to return to HQ2 immediately.

   Their separate journeys back to HQ2 were enlivened by the sight of squadrons of helicopters and other flying transporters heading the same way as them. 

   Back at HQ2 the two couples stood and stared as helicopters and transporters landed one by one in adjacent wastelands. 

   ‘Something’s going on,’ said Alex, stating the obvious. ‘Let’s get inside and see what’s happening.’

   They headed for HQ2 but were stopped at the entrance by new security men dressed all in black. The men asked to see their security tags before letting them in.

   Inside, Sarah Serking hurriedly ushered them into one of the small briefing rooms.

   ‘Thank you for getting here so quickly,’ she said. ‘We have a situation that’s arisen in the last hour. A craft of very unusual and advanced design landed in wasteland not far from here. The Americans turned up straight away, hence the men in black at the door. The craft is under armed guard at the moment. The thing hasn’t opened yet, so we don’t know what we’re dealing with.’

   ‘Is it from space?’ Alex asked.

   ‘Sorry, I should have said. It was tracked by the Americans entering Earth’s atmosphere earlier this evening.’

Notes: The man who comes out of the spacecraft won’t let medics examine him. (That’s because he’s Human not of Alien origin. 

   He and a group of top scientists left earth in 1939 just before the war after building a craft using a design stolen from Nikola Tesla. They found a habitable planet rich in resources and built a thriving colony. The now huge population is under threat of annihilation from a very large asteroid heading towards their planet.)

Continue the episode: The man wants to bargain new technology for sanctuary for his people but is trying to pass himself and his people off as Aliens. He left Earth at a time of mistrust just before the Second World War. He doubts the citizens of Earth will accept a large influx of people whose forefathers ran away instead of fighting for their countries.

