Protocol

Episode 1

Jacob Young stormed past his control agent and out of the debrief room. He heard enough about Agency protocol for one day. Maybe enough for a lifetime. He made out the stern-toned yelling of his team’s commander, Agent Stavros, continuing to demand an explanation before the door closed. Down in the bend in the hallway, the two security officers escorting the handcuffed Agent Exantose rounded the corner. The intruder looked surprisingly docile for a person marching to his death. He was probably in shock.

Jacob certainly was. He believed he wasn’t a fool, and that he understood the nature of work as a spy. How the lines of right and wrong get pretty blurry. But there was nothing blurry about what he was just witness to. He’d never seen something so unjust in his life, and he was just supposed to accept it? What had happened to all the beliefs behind the Agency’s mission? This was a global protectorate, he knew that, but since its founding nations were democratic, he believed the virtues of those nations would be the guiding beacon for all things, even possible cooperation with the enemy. Hell, even 9/11 terrorists had their day in court and Exantose doesn’t even get a military tribunal? Justice. Accountability. Loyalty. None of it meant a thing here anymore, he cursed as he beat feet toward the exit.

The warm, sticky Indonesian climate was waiting for him when he passed through the main doors and into the parking lot. He had all he could handle of this soupy thickness too. Back in Montana the breeze was always crisp and cool, and he wanted so much to be there more than here, to watch the Kestral hawk from which he took his codename circle around the ranger tower and prowl for rodents. Life was so much simpler in the forest. Kill or be killed; survival was the only rule. No shadow games, no plots and no wondering why. The bird hunts to survive, not to inflate its ego or delve out its own twisted form of justice. The scout fumbled for his car keys.

“Wait up mate!” A distinct British voice called from behind. Kestral stopped for a moment, tuning to the familiar face of Dalton Jennings, AKA Agent Frosty. The former SAS soldier was easily the best friend Jacob had in the Agency, and that was quite the accomplishment considering how much the outdoorsman didn’t get along with people. He and Frosty, along with Stavros and the ace chopper pilot Scorch, was the closest thing the Agency had to a dedicated spec-ops team. They had worked together for years, and Kestral could tell the Brit’s anger matched his own. “Can I get a ride with you mate? I’ve had enough of these bleedin’ bastards.”

“I’m headed straight for the airport Dalton.”

“Works for me. Anywhere but here.”


Jacob sighed as he walked. “You know, whenever I say I’ve served, I know it’s not the same as you. I know that the Guard isn’t the same as being in a forward combat zone.” The pair hopped inside the scout’s open-top Jeep. “But I’ve pulled buddies out of fire and floods, and they’ve done the same for me. Saved my ass at least three times over.” The jeep’s engine sat in idle as the two talked.

“I know what you mean.” Frosty stared at the floorboard. “The boys in your squad become family, and you trust them with your life. They do the same.”

“Because you need that to get through. I don’t care what orders that fucking squint had, you never betray your teammates. Asshole is lucky he’s such a bad shot.”

“Cause’ we would’ve fuckin’ killed him right there.”

Kestral dropped down the shifter. “Damn right.”

Episode 2
The Agency prefers their filed operatives a certain way, and this is not done without forethought. 

Living siblings, spouses, parents, children; these are all negatives when deciding on a persons’ promotion to Agent. They divide the loyalty we require, and serve as leverage should opposing forces learn of them. While that may lead one to believe orphans with no relatable knowledge of family whatsoever would be ideal, this is not the case. Orphans tend to think only of themselves, part of being isolated and alone, and this does not bode well with the sometimes necessary self-sacrifice we require.

Ideally, an only child with deceased parents is who we want as an operative, especially if those parents died tragically. Not only do they not have any lingering sibling rivalry issues that may cloud judgment, they are already adjusted to sudden death of someone close. 

We all know that as an Agent, they will have to deal with that sooner or later.

Randolph Wingate - An excerpt from a memo on Agency hiring policies.

Kestral pulled his Jeep Wrangler out of the space and toward the front gate. Neither he nor Frosty knew how far they were going, but they couldn’t get there fast enough. The scout brought his engine up to full roar and shifted, eager to be someplace not here.
A sharp whistle rose up over the V8 revving. The two men looked, and over by the exit door a fuming Scorch was walking toward them with his thumb held out in a hitchhiking fashion. An excellent mechanic and chopper pilot before his Agency days, he was also a master with a shotgun and was able to handle the heaviest of gauge. While Kestral excelled at long range and Frosty was versatile spec-ops veteran, no one was scarier in close-quarters than Agent Scorch. Not a man you wanted to see angry if you were the enemy, but luckily the scowl on his face wasn’t caused by his compatriots. 

“Getting the hell out of here right?” Scorch barely waited for Frosty and Kestral to nod yes before he climbed in the back. “I thought as much.”
“Where’s that bleedin’ shotgun of yours, mate?” the soldier inquired in reference to the wheelman’s ungodly AA-12 automatic shotgun.
“In two or three pieces on the briefing room floor.”

“Wow, really?” Kestral glanced back. “Thought you would be buried with that thing?”

“New one is on order,” Scorch replied showing a slight grin. The smile changed quickly to despair again. “Assuming I ever come back. I mean, they can’t just do that can they?”
“They’re doin it.” Frosty spat. The soldier put on his sunglasses and leaned against his door. “And there’s not a thing we can do about it. Bullocks.”
Kestral was suddenly more thankful for the slight breeze from the Wrangler’s open top as he maneuvered it through the parking area. If the anger emanating from the three had been bottled up in an enclosed space, they surely would have choked on it by now it was so thick 
Moving air wasn’t enough for the young Alaskan, and not just because his body was more adapted for the cold. His look was much more stern than the others. “There’s something we could do.” Scorch said flatly. His words were nearly a whisper.

Kestral made it out, and so did the ex-SAS soldier in the passenger seat. “What you thinking mate? Going in and gettin him?” Frosty eyed the twin pistols strapped to each of his hips. He was certainly a force to be reckoned with once the duel sidearms were up and gripped. But the other two hand no such training, and the Agency had larger guns and numbers. “Tough odds there.”
“We’ve faced worse! Hell, you got kicked by a friggin’ dinosaur a few hours ago! Kestral and I were almost eaten by tigers once! Normal people - even with guns - don’t really scare me.” 
Kestral shook his head. The kid was ambitious, and the rebellious youth lingering inside him wanted to be just as ambitious. But experience is a wonderful teacher. Jacob could remember when he was himself a kid, and the horses at the family ranch being just as spirited when the showed up. Then the farmhands would ride them ‘til they broke, and castrate them. Not so spirited after that. 
In this world the Agency was the owner and he and the other Agents were the beasts of burden, and he liked his manhood right where it was. Caution was the way to go, the scout surmised as the jeep rolled to the gate. Without even looking to the booth, Kestral callously gave his orders. “Open up, we are leaving.” 

The guard at the station casually glanced at a clipboard. “Ok, just need to see some-” He stopped mid-sentence when he realized the three sets of daggers being stared into him. When three field agents of their combat rating give that kind of look, you don’t bother to check ID. Or do anything other than what you were asked. The man in the shack just gulped and pushed the button.

Kestral sped the jeep out of the parking lot and into the busy mid-morning Jakarta traffic. “But, c’mon partner,” he continued, trying to coax his young compatriot. “You know even the three of us don’t stand a chance in some kind of frontal assault rescue attempt. Right?” Even as he spoke, the scout was asking himself the same question about three times a second. It was hard to admit, but after each metal tally the side wanting to go back was gaining ground. Anger and duty were whittling fear down, slowly but surely. In a couple of minutes it wouldn’t take much convincing from Scorch to change his mind and spin the jeep around. But despite all the passion he spoke with a moment ago, the Alaskan native was now oddly quiet.
“Right? Scorch?” Kestral checked in his rearview mirror. The wheelman in his backseat had his eyes skyward, and those eyes were bugged out. “What are you looki-” 
CRASH!! 
The Jeep jerked and bucked as if some long forgotten god tossed a giant rock at it from the heavens. Frosty dived for cover by the dash, and Kestral gripped the wheel tight to keep the car from bouncing into the oncoming traffic. The Wrangler’s tires whined and groaned in complaint but found firm grip on the asphalt again. Kestral and Frosty glanced at themselves then each other to check for injury, then turned behind them.
“Miss me guys?” A chipper voice greeted.

“AAAAHH!”

