
Codename: 13- Ritvik Trehan  

 

“Password”. 

 “CyberTech prevails”, I reply.  

 The tension rises as the door creaks open to reveal a sight of unfamiliar faces and arms galore.  

The CyberTech era has commenced. Darwin’s theory is proving itself right in front of my eyes. The 

club was a dim-lit and filthy place to hold the commemoration of a new beginning. “Evolution at its 

finest”, they said; humans changing into part flesh and part cybernetics. 

 Their mindset is to stop the government from creating peace and balance.  

 The Third War has ended; economies in ruins, countries destroyed, pacts and unions broken and 

new ones made. One of the unions that were created was the CTEA, otherwise known as the 

CyberTech Evolution Association. 

 They are set on ending the system of countries as a whole. They aim to establish a “One World 

System” in which the CTEA rules the whole of Earth and its seven continents. 

They believe that countries and governments would always have a hunger for power and wealth, 

and to stop this, they need to end governments altogether. They have become more powerful than 

ever with their ingenious and brainwashed scientists inventing cybernetic weapons like never 

before.  

 The Nations believe that the CTEA is a messed up fascist union that believes too much in science like 

the sorts of Illuminati and thinks that there is some kind of myth in which no separate governments 

exist but only the One World.  

 By now, you probably want to know who I am, don’t you? Well, I can assure you that I am not a part 

of the CTEA but neither am I a part of the Nations. So what am I doing at the entrance of this club in 

which CTEA is celebrating their new beginning?  

 Well, I am a PeaceKeeper and my name is classified, you can call me by codename Number 13. I am 

part of a secret society that was born after the war. I am here at this club to figure out the location 

of the CTEA’s headquarters before they gain control over every human body on Earth. 

 A man appears in front of the door, he has a cyber arm and a shabby beard. Looks to me as it’s a 

portable sword prototype that he is equipped with. “What can I do for ya mate?” he asks in a British 

accent; very common as the club is located in Britain or what is left of it anyway.  

 “How ‘bout a drink?” 

 I nod and he guides me to the bar. Only cyber-humans are allowed in here, so I had to gear myself 

with something to fake the look of a cyber-human. Our association has the wealth to do anything, 

and I mean ANYTHING. This is a stealth mission; in and out, get as much information as possible.  

 A lady strafes up to me and puts her hand seductively on my shoulder. “Would you like a drink 

hon?” 

 I nod and answer “A champagne please, also, not gonna happen.” 



 Prostitutes. Common results of a post-apocalyptic war and an even more common factor of an 

unjust and totalitarian society. 

She places my glass on the near-broken desk in front of me and tries to find another potential 

customer.  

 I need to find the boss or the head of this operation so I can find out more about this group. As a 

wise man once said: “Information is power,” and I tend to agree with this.  

 I took a sip of my drink and got up. “Expensive drink,” I thought to myself. 

 A lot of things were not making sense. They are giving drinks and cyber parts for free, while 

experiencing the aftermaths of the Third War and preparing for a world takeover, there is no fee, no 

salary, and all I can make out is that they wanted their members to enjoy and stay in this association. 

 The power went out and a concentrated spot of light appeared at the stage. A small, wide figure 

could be seen from the bar.  

 “Greeting ladies and gentlemen, thank you for all gathering here on this fine evening. As most of 

you know, my name is Garrett Gustafson and I have a dream to change this rotten, ugly world into a 

world of peace in which there are no battles or wars. We will become powerful and take the world 

by force. Today I present to you, the machines of war that will bring peace to this place. The powers 

of tanks are now able to be equipped cybernetically, thanks to our dedicated scientists that worked 

day and night on this project.” 

 It has to be him; the head of the CTEA. Everyone started cheering and applauding. It is hard to 

believe that all of these people are supporting this hallucinated freak. They can’t see that he is only 

using them to build an army. Something is not right and I am going to find out what it is.  

 My radio earpiece started buzzing.  

 “This is Base to Agent 13, do you copy?” 

 “Loud and clear, Base.” 

 “13, we got sources telling us that there is a hidden operation of some sort going down in there and 

it has something to do with tanks, over.” 

 “They have figured out how to equip the powers of tanks cybernetically.” 

 “We’re too late. Once those gears are equipped, Harold will take control over all those humans and 

turn them into soldiers that only obey him.” 

 “Harold?” 

 “He’s the head of the CTEA, there should be a guy called Gustafson, he reports to him. If only we 

could get him, we could make him talk into telling us Harold’s location.” 

 “Gustafson is right in front of me. What are my orders?” 

 “We are going to send backup so we can bring him in.” 

 “What? Are you crazy, they are going to realize our ground forces are coming to invade. So much for 

being stealthy.” 

 “What are you suggesting 13?” 



 “Let me get him.” 

 A moment of silence occurred. This was a risky move and I knew it. With so many cyber-humans, I 

don’t know how I am going to extract Garrett as a hostage. I had to try, this is the one chance we 

have before the world goes into oblivion. 

 “13, you are good to go, be careful.” 

 “I will need this earpiece. Thanks, PeaceKeepers I’ll see you on the other side.” 

 “Thank you for being a patriot to the world 13.” 

 I took off the earpiece and pressed the little red button on the side of it. Here goes nothing I 

thought to myself. I threw the earpiece on the ground. The beeping noise broke the cheering and 

everyone’s attention diverted to this little piece of metal on the ground. 

 Boom! 

 The EMP went off and I ran as fast as the wind. The cyber gear won’t be able to work for the next 5 

minutes. That is my window and I have to make it.  

 Guards started to flood around Garrett as to protect him. “We are under attack, protect the Chief 

and find this impostor.” 

 I went behind the stage. I took out a small stick made out of platinum. The PeaceKeepers call this 

“The Zapper”. I electrocuted one of the guards behind the Chief and then Gustafson himself. I 

quickly grabbed him and just turned around to hear the words that terrified me. “Found him”. One 

by one, the guards turned around to face me. 

I felt like a sheep in a pride of lions. I tried to run but the cyber-humans were everywhere. 

 I felt helpless. They put me in handcuffs and put me on a helicopter with Garrett to take me to the 

Prison of The CTEA.   

 “So, you’re the human who tried to kidnap me?” Garrett spoke. 

 I gave him a null and void stare and turned away. I was petrified with no hope, no backup, no plan 

and was being put in prison for life. 

 “Try that attitude with Harold and he’ll feed you to his cyber-sharks,” Garrett grunted. 

 “What do you mean?” I replied. 

 “Well, you should be going to prison but Harold wants to go different routes with you. He’s gonna 

equip you with the Tank gear. You should be proud”. 

 “We’re at Harold’s mansion now,” the pilot called out. 

 I had an idea and it was a wild one, but it was my only option. I lift my cuffed hands and quickly grab 

Garrett in a chokehold. One of the pilots come back with a pistol. He aims his Glock 17 at me. I throw 

Garrett’s body at the gunner when he shoots, Garrett’s blood spills out into the sky. I take the 

knocked pilot and hurl him out the door of the helicopter. I pick up his Glock off a seat with haste. 

 “Hey what’s all the hassle about?” the pilot comes out of the cockpit with the helicopter on auto-

pilot. 



 “Sorry man,” I say before shooting him in the forehead. His body lifelessly falls out of the flying 

machine. 

 I ran to the cockpit and took control of the helicopter. I am going to crash into Harold’s mansion. I 

fly the helicopter avoiding the helipad and head towards Harold’s room. 

 I sit in peace. The whirring of the blade stops on impact.  

 I think to myself, maybe after this 13 will become a lucky number. 

 I close my eyes. 


