Hybrid

Prologue 

Dust and heated sand flung into the sky as dry winds swiftly picked them up. The Nevada desert was an inhospitable place to be. Every day was drenched in everlasting light from the sun. 


Not far from Las Vegas was a littler more then well-known sit, nicknamed Area 51. The base was under attack by political and moral standards. Every one was crazy to know what kind of secrets was hidden within its walls. Finally, around 2015 pressure was becoming so great that they had to shut down. Many projects had to be shipped to another site to continue further research, but the unlucky ones, the ones that where to big to be shipped had to be destroyed. 

Projects of up most importance to the security and advancement of the United States Government had to be cut short and canceled until somewhere else could be found, not even the nuclear powered toaster could be carried on. But one project that would have the greatest outcome of disaster was Project Nick-O-Li. This was no ordinary project, for it was kept so far underground, it took ten minutes to reach ground level in an elevator. 

Scientist mingled and jingled with the element of life, DNA. Trying to splice and dice the very core that makes us human into something greater. But the component that made this project so special was that the DNA was being mixed with animal DNA. The government wanted a super solider that knows no death and feels no pain. The breakthrough came when they tried to mix alien with human.

The extra terrestrial building blocks had been found at a crash sight in New Mexico. They studied it and criss-crossed it until they could combine it with human genetic material. The end product was too much to handle.

The Project


John Walker stood in front of the child that hovered inside the Suspended Hyperbolic Animation Module (SHAM). The room was circular with the SHAM in the middle and on the out side where consoles that surrounded it. He stood there just staring at the child that was crunched in the fetal position. He thought of this life that he had brought into this world, a life that all intense in purpose should not have to die.


Allison Bennett came through a door behind him and stood next to him, her silk-like hair bounced as she walked.  


“Did I tell you that they were transferring me to D.C.” John said. She looked at him.


“No, why are you going there, I thought you where going to the new site with the rest of the team to start over again with the Nick-O-Li project.” She looked into his blue eyes from the side but he did not look forward.


“I can’t be part of this, we bring a life into this world and then we have to kill it because there afraid that people will know of the existence of aliens, God, this country can really sucks some times.” He looked at the ground.


“John, you are really valuable to this project if we have to start over with a subject 19 then we will.” She said. He lifted his head to look at her; he had distaste in his eyes.


“Who are we to play God, we have no right, you know that as well as I do, it goes against every moral fiber in my body. OH, then we have to always kill it if it does look right or if it has some ailment, where killing sentient beings,” He whispered loudly


“John, would you shut up for a minute and come with me.” She yelled at him and started towards the door, John followed.


He was escorted out the door and was in the main corridor, which had an elevator at the end, it was colored entirely black.  Lights where positioned directly over each room that was off to the side, otherwise you would not be able to find them.  She led him into the observation room.


“Good, this is the only place where they can’t here us.” She whispered he looked at her with a questioning face.”


“So what if they can’t here us,” he asked in a whisper, “and if they can’t here us why are we whispering?”


“Ok, look,” her voice rose in the response John had just made, “I’ve got a plan to get this kid out of here, now shut up and listen.” John looked surprised at her, he never thought in a million years she would think of a plan to steel their own project.


“Listen carefully, we are going to have to give the child to the concluder tomorrow. So, we are going to have to get it back after we give it to him.” She said


“So how are going to plan to do that, after we give him to the concluder the security act commences, they level seals off and security camera’s galore switch on, not to mention the laser protectors, no one gets in or out without being noticed, captured and detained.” He said. She looked at him with that ‘you state the obvious’ look.


“Duh, fortunately I have had time to plan that, look, remember all that stuff they brought back from the crash in ’49,” she said, he nodded, “Well I have a friend up on sub-level 20, it turns out that most of the components that were used to make it invisible to sensors and sight were organic,” He looked at her. She reached into the inside of her and pulled out a flattened sphere, “Watch this.” She said excitedly 


She places the object against her chest and her image quickly melted away. John stepped back only to bump into Allison.


“Ok, so you got the invisible device, how are you going to get subject 18 out of here?”


“Luggage.” She said to him.


“Luggage?” he pondered.

Destinies


A couple of days later they sat at a lunch table in the sub-cafeteria, alone they talked and made sure of their final plan. 


“I am going to have to leave a few days early, they want me in Washington by Monday.” He told here.


“That won’t effect our little package from its delivery, will it?” she asked him


“No, I made sure that they put me on the latest available flight, oh, by the way, have you heard when the conclusion is going to take place.” He started to whisper as more and more people came in for their break.


“Apparently they scheduled it at the very last moment. They want all of us to be there. The whole team is going to go on the last flight.” 

“I don’t think this is such a good place to talk any more.” He whispered. They got up and walked to the door. She made one final comment.


“Just make sure to meet me at the place at 8:25, bring no one, 18 and I will be waiting.” He nodded.


She stepped out the doors to the outside world on the Monday morning of John’s departure. She watched as he was driven away to another airport for transportation. The plan was swirling around in her head. She did not tell John that she would not be meeting him at that place they had arranged. As long as they had the child they would try to take good care of it but she knew that 18 would need to lead a normal life. Not to be patronized by the fact the he would be different. 


The sun was starting to set on another day at the place that apparently did not exist to the eyes of the public for twenty years. John was right, she thought, who are we to play God. Two days until she would kidnap the child from a fiery death by an intangible concluder, two day till she would take the child to an orphanage somewhere in Los Vegas and not bring to the place John and she had arranged. She went back into the building.


They day had finally arrived. She took the alien invisibility device and stuck it in her pocket. She could where normal clothes to day since it was the last it would be in this place.


She walked to the concluding room. Her other colleges where waiting for the moment. She took the device and placed it over her chest. She melted away and was soon walking around behind the concluder so that strange movements of object would not be detected. 


The concluder, which was so proportionally named, stood at the helm of the killing device. To make sure that no evidence was left behind all projects that involved organic substances had to be burned at the kiln. As soon as the baby was place on the moving table, she followed it until the very last moment. Right as the baby was going in she place her hand over the child and make it disappear, too. It was perfect no one would no that it wasn’t there, the kiln would be closed and no one would check for ashes for they would all be evacuating. 


She Rushed out of the room, invisible too her colleges who were leaving, too. She tried very hard not to run into them. She got to her quarters and opened her suitcase. She placed the baby, with the device still attached, in the suitcase along with a breathing mask that would allow it to breath and be put to sleep for a while. They won’t even see it, she thought. 


A knock came from the door and it opened, she quickly closed the case before the door opened,


“Come on, Allison, we are all evacing.” A guard said and held the door open to let her pass. She zipped the suitcase carefully so the guard would not see. She walked out and got to the elevator.


When they got to the top she placed the suitcase on the railing for the x-ray. She walked through and waited for her bag.


“Hold it,” the guard behind the desk said. Her case came out but one man was not so lucky. They took him into custody as he screamed and shouted.


She went out on to the airfield and got on the plain with her peers. Before she went in she turned and took one good look and thought why? She boarded and took a seat. She looked out the window and couldn’t believe she had pulled it off no all she had to do was give up the child.


She could remember the first time that subject 18 had been processed out of the artificial whom. The engineer took it into his arm and held it up to a window she and john where standing behind. She looked into its eyes and saw a twinkle of green sprout and could not ever forget that face.  


She fell asleep by the time they had lifted off, she was tired. She had a dream of what this baby would be when he grow up. Would he be a genius or maybe an astronaut or an archaeologist, she thought as all mothers do. Then she realized that maybe he would grow up to be some sort of freak. Her dreamed turned into a nightmare when she saw a gigantic green alien destroying cities.


She awoke to, Simon, the person sitting next to her.


“Hey, Allison wake up, it is about to happen.” He said as he pointed out her window to the west where Area 51 lay not so hidden in the desert. She looked out the window with still sleepy eyes. A brilliant white light lit her entire view as a mushroom cloud ascended into the sky. She looked on with relief as the shock wave of the low yield nuclear bomb hit the plain. She was not sleepy any more and looked up with a smile at the compartment that held her suitcase.


John stood in front of the Arena Café on 521 G St NW in Washington D.C. it was cold that night and he was wearing only a dress suit, she better hurry up I’m freezing out here, he thought. It was 8:25 and Allison was no were in sight. A man dressed like a bum approached him.


“Are you John Walker?” he asked


“Why, who wants to know?”


“Allison sent me, she has a message for you.” he slipped out a piece of paper from behind his shaggy cloths. John took it and the man walked way.


Dear John,


I am sorry I can’t be there, and I am even more sorry for what I am about to do. I am still in Los Vegas and I have Nick, that’s right I named him, I hope you like it. Any way I have taken nick to an orphanage, now, don’t worry I am planning to watch his growth secretly for a while, then I am going to have to ask you to come with me to his foster parents place to tell them what he and who he really is. I know you were planning on us taking care of this child put I thought that he should have a good family and that he should be able to live a normal and healthy life among humans. Don’t be mad, I think, as all mothers do, that I have done the right thing. Besides I still have the invisibility device and I can always check up on him. Please don’t come to Las Vegas I can take care of every thing. I think of all we have been through and I thank you for being there, too hope to see you in a couple of years.


Love,


Allison Bennett 


The words slowly sank into his mind. Looking forward he crumbled the letter in his hand and let it fall onto the ground. He wanted to raise that child more than anything in the world and he did not know why. He thought that Allison might feel the same way and to give up this child would be like giving her own flesh and blood. He started to walk back to his office.

Good bye my Nicholas


Allison stood in front of the orphanage. Two large wooded doors marked the entrance and gave the appearance of animosity. Nick was softly tucked under blankets in a basket, which Allison held by the handle. 


She walked up the stairs a set the basket on the porch, making sure the opening door would not push it away. She took him out and held him in her arms and spoke. 


“Hey there, I don’t know if you can under stand me or not but I don’t care, I want to tell you something,” Nick smiled as she talked, “I hope you can understand that I have to let you go now. And maybe one day I will see you again and I will tell you how special and unique you are. Good bye my Nicholas.”


She placed him in his mobile crib and was about to knock the door when she remembered something. She pulled from her pocket a piece of paper that had Nick’s name scribbled on it and put it in the confines of his sheets. She kissed her hand and then placed it on his forehead. Whispering goodbye she knocked on the door. Diving into some bushes near by she waited and watched to see nick into the orphanage.


A kind-faced woman’s voice echoed through a large hall in the building. With a sizeable heave she opened the doors. 


“Hello, is any one here,” She looked around and was about to close the door when she saw the basket. She knelt down and was surprised to find a baby in it, “Oh, you poor child. She took him through the doors and walked him down a long hallway. Skippers of light just penetrating the windows danced their way behind the lady carrying the child. 


She brought the basket to the kitchen were she asked for help from another women. The T.V. was on softly.


“Oh, Terry is the child alright.” The maiden asked.


“Yes Mary, now get me a diaper from the cupboard.” Mary did as was asked.


“What did I miss while I was a way?” she asked and looked at the television. 


“Oh, nothing much, here, let me turn it up a bit.” The volume quickly became louder and a male voice was talking.


“Hello, I am Ken Brokeheart, as you can see behind me an area of five miles in the desert has been quarantined. Yesterday evening a low-yield nuclear blast was recorded on size monitors all over Nevada and the west coast. Scientist say the epicenter was located near Area 51 and officials are still trying to figure out what the cause was. I am Ken Brokeheart and this is channel 99 news Las Vegas.”


The lady’s eyes were transfixed at the Television.  


“What a shame.” Terry said


“Yeah I always wanted to know what went on in there,” Mary said aloud. Terry looked at her, “ I mean yes what a shame.” 


Nick smiled.   

Need
Nick looked away from the camera and then looked back. He told his crew to pack it up. Driving along the deserted road along with others stations that came to get a story.

He wanted to get home. He had the rest of the day off until four when he had to go back to the station for the evening news. He wanted to get home before his wife Clair went for her day of work. He had a long way to go and started to speed a little along the forgotten road.

He pulled up onto his driveway as the sun started to dominate the sky. He got out of his car and steadily went towards his house. When he got inside he thought he could here crying. He listened carefully.

It was coming from upstairs. He climbed up the stairs and heard his wife crying in the master bathroom. He raced into the bathroom to find Claire sitting on the floor with her hands in her face.

“Claire, what’s wrong,” he asked. He helped her to her feet. She held out a home pregnancy test. It reveled negative, “Oh, honey,” he walked her out and sat her on the bed.

“It is always negative.” She said. He put an arm around her.

“Claire, you know why, the doctor said that it would take time,” He said. She placed her head on his should, “I can’t keep seeing you like this, it brakes my heart that I can’t give the thing you desire most, a child. I think you should consider adoption.” She looked up at him.

“Ken, you know how I feel about that.” She looked at him.

“I know, but I hate seeing you like this. You must understand that if we do, the child will still be ours, we will love and cherish him with all our hearts can provide.” He said. She looked into his eyes, he placed his forehead against hers, “Besides, we can always keep trying and you know I have no problem with that.” He adds sarcastically. She smiled and gave a giggle.

“You are such a brat,” She said and they laid back. She placed her head on his chest and spoke, “You always know how to make me laugh when I am down.”

“And you always laugh at my jokes.” He remarked. She again gave a laugh.


A couple of weeks later, Claire and Ken Brokeheart walked carefully down the steps that led to the orphanage.  She held a beautiful baby in her arms. Ken placed his arms around her as they walked.


“What made you decide to keep the given name, honey?” He asked curiously


“Well however had to give him up for whatever reason has now granted me a child that I will cherish forever, why, don’t you like the name Nick.” She said.


“Of course, why wouldn’t it, Nicholas Jason Brokeheart has a nice ring to it, doesn’t it?” He said.


“Nice save, dear.” She said. He laughed. Some how the sun seemed brighter and the air cooler. Nick smiled.

What We Have Done


Allison and John stood in front of the Brokeheart residence, the cool mountain air stinging her eyes. It had been five years since she had given up Nicholas, and the Brokeheart moved several times, it was hard to keep up with them. 

They had finally decided to settle in a little town in Washington called Eden Park. Ken had a job at the local news station and Claire was a home mom. 

After some years of observation, Allison made sure that when they would confess, it would be when both parents where home.

“Are you ready.” She asked john not looking at him.

“No.” John said. She started for the door. They stood side by side. What they were about to do was eating at there very core. There muscles tensed, hearts beating fast, Allison rang the door. They heard a women yell, coming. She opened the door.

“Yes, can I help you.” She said looking at them with a gentle face.

“Are you Mrs. Claire Broke heart.” John said almost robotically. He had learned that at his job in D.C. he was taught many things, he was almost your typical men in black character, say nothing, do nothing ordinary. She responded with a yes. Allison held up a badge that read, I.D.A. or International Defense Agency.

“Maim, were with the I.D.A., my we come in, we need to talk to you about your son,” She said nervously. Claire looked at them blankly then agreed, “Could you please get your husband as well.” She did as was asked and soon they where sitting at the kitchen table drinking a coup of Java Joe.

“What dose the I.D.A. want with hour son?” Asked Ken.

“Nothing really, we just wanted to tell you how he is and where he came from.” John said blankly.

“What do you mean?” asked Claire.

“What we are about to tell you can’t leave this house,” Allison said sternly. Ken and Clair looked at them with curious ears, “We don’t actually work for the I.D.A., but we did however us to work for the government.” They had a indifferent faces on, “ok, let try this a different way, Mr. Brokeheart, do you remember the story you did about five years ago that was about the nuclear explosion over the Nevada desert?”


“Yes, what dose that have to do with our son?” He implied. Allison and looked at John and vise versa.


“That explosion was located over the Area 51 facility, the government said it was a freak accident, but it was not accident. To many people know about it and to many leeks about classified projects were getting out. They needed a way to destroy all evidence.” John explained 


The parents of Nick were listening intently, not having a clue what this was all about and why they were telling them this that kind of information could get them killed.


Allison took over.


“John and I were working there when the order was given about the conclusion of all projects, that meant all projects would have to have there organic work destroyed. We were the head of a project code named Project Nick-O-Li.”


That name let it all sink in. 


“You’re saying that our son was some sort of experiment.” Ken exclaimed


“In a manner of speaking yes.” John said


“But I thought you said all organic projects were destroyed. Ken said


“Yes, but subject 18…I mean Nick, we saved him before they incineration took placed.” The mistake in his sentence set of a fire in Claire’s head.


“You mean there were more then one subject, I’m sorry but I can not believe this, this is a joke our something right.” Claire exploded. She got up and went to look out the window.


“I a sure this in no joke, our task was to gene splice human D.N.A. with another source. We tried seventeen times, but failed, you son was the eighteenth.”


“What was the other source?” Ken asked sternly.


“Alien.” Allison said. That was too much, Claire started to laugh loudly, holding her stomach, Ken also.


“I can prove it,” she said, “a special device help me to save your child right before he was about to reach the flames of conclusion,” She pulled out a flat silver disk; Claire had stopped looking out side and focused her attention on Allison. She placed it over her heart and her image melted away. Startled, Ken jumped up and back towards his wife. They looked around there cabin decor kitchen but she was no where to be found. She reappeared in front of them, “do I have you attention”


They moved into the living room and sat in front of the fire.


“So what exactly is our son?” they asked. John, hesitant, waited to answer.


“We don’t know.” They responded  


“What do you mean you don’t know, you were god for a few years, I’m sure, but you don’t know.” Ken asked. John stared at Allison.


“As we said before, they concluded our project before we could study him.”


“Then why are you here?” Asked Claire


“We wanted to let you know, we feel bad for what we have done, and we need to ask for a favor,” She said. They looked at her funny, “we need to take a sample of his blood.”

