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Alice and Eva were excited and nervous when they read the text containing their mission's code. 

They were to show up together at an abandoned warehouse near the river. They were to dress in 

the "Protectorate" black gym suit and running shoes. They were not to tell anyone anything about 

the mission – "9 PM. Don't be late." 

 

The ground floor of the building was empty, dark, and cold, and smelled slightly of rotting fish. 

Alice and Eva could make out a staircase in the middle of the empty space and made their way 

toward it. Suddenly a bright light blinded them. They both went into a crouch and rolled away 

from the light – Eva to the left, Alice to the right. 

 

"Well done," said a metallic, distorted voice. 

 

"Now stand up and display your codes," command the voice beyond the light.   

 

Alice and Eva quickly slide their left sweat pant leg down far enough to expose their new dagger 

and snake tattoos. The fresh ink glistened in the glaring light. 

 

"Good, now come up the stairs, one at a time. Alice first." 

 

Alice thought she could hear her heart pounding as she climbed the metal stairs. This was to be 

her first real mission, and her feeling of nervousness was turning into confidence. "You've got 

this," she thought. "You're ready for anything." The weeks of training and programming 

convinced her that there was nothing to fear. 

 

Alice opened a door at the top of the staircase and saw a long corridor. 

 

"Second door on the left," said a voice from a speaker mounted high on the wall. 

 

Alice wanted to ask if she should wait for Eva, but her training had taught her not to speak, not to 

ask questions – just follow that last instruction. She made her way down the narrow hall and 

turned the knob on the second door. 

 

The room she entered was initially dark. A voice said, "wait," and so she did, tensing her body 

with her legs in a wide crouching stance – the ready for attack position, as she had been taught. 

 

Alice could hear some sounds from the far side of the room. A door opened and she could hear a 

chair being dragged across the floor. The door shut, and the room was flooded with lights. 

 

It took Alice a few seconds to adjust her eyes and take stock of her surroundings. The walls were 

white, the floor was white, there were no windows, and the lights were very bright. The room 

smelled like the bleach Alice used to clean her shower. In front of her was a small metal table. In 

the middle of the table was a handgun. At the far side of the room, about 25 feet away, was the 

form of a person taped to a chair with silver duct tape. It looked like the person was inside a 



large, brown potato sack that had been pulled on over their head and tied down at their ankles. 

There was no way of telling if the person was male or female. The shape didn't move. 

 

"Take the gun and shoot the prisoner," the voice commanded firmly. 

 

Alice hesitated, still adjusting to this new reality. She walked forward and picked up the gun. 

 

"What is the crime?" Alice asked. She knew she was supposed to obey, but she was curious. 

 

"The prisoner was found guilty by the Protectorate and sentenced to death. Proceed." 

 

Alice hesitated. She had trained for this but wondered if it was just another test.   

 

With the gun now pointed at the prisoner, Alice asked, "Who is it? Shouldn't I get to know who I 

am shooting?" 

 

"No!" boomed the voice. 

 

Alice took three steps closer and fired three shots into the centre of the form on the chair. The 

formed sagged limply, and blood-red spots began to soak through the cloth. 

 

"Now, put the gun down and leave the way you entered," said the voice softly. 

 

Alice put the gun back on the table and retreated to the door she had entered less than two 

minutes previously. Suddenly an image flashed in her mind – the prisoner. Alice turned around 

and scanned the body bound to the chair – the head now bowed, the body limp, the legs taped 

together, the shoes . . . the shoes! Those were Eva's running shoes. What had she done? Alice 

was about to rush back into the room, but the lights went out, and everything went black. 

 

++++++++ 

 

Watching the video recording of the event later that evening, Miss Ranvier thought, "Now I have 

Alice to myself – she will become a lone wolf, just like me!" 

 


