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To dad. Happy birthday old man.

Let’s keep those bears from jumping and the 

double dumbness away.
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Prologue

The road is empty as I manoeuvre my way down 

the streets. Traffic lights jump from red immediately to 

green when I near them and I only have to stop once to 

let a car on my right turn the corner before I speed onto 

the highway. I glance over to my rear-view mirror to see 

what’s happening behind me before I switch gear and 

pass the car that had been driving in front of me. A 

steady wind blows against my side as I drive over the 

highway to my destination. The motor roars as I push 

the vehicle to move faster. I only slow down when I’ve 

reached the next gas station. I park my motorcycle in 

one of the empty parking spots before I sit up. The 

engine of the motor falls silent when I turn it off and I 

swing my leg over the vehicle. As I walk to the automatic 

doors of the gas station store I push the keys into my 

pocket and pull my helmet off. No one’s at the coffee 

machine, which gives me quick access to a much needed 

cup of cappuccino. The automatic doors behind me open, 

letting a cold breeze in, before they close again. A hand 

reaches for a cup next to me and turns one around. 

‘You’ve got the information?’ I ask casually. 

The man hums and hands me the sugar. As I take it 

from him I feel him slip something into the pocket of my 

jacket. I take my coffee and step away from the coffee 

machine, putting a cap on top of it before making my 

way back outside. The cold winter air slaps against the 

side of my face, but I try to ignore it as I take a swig from 

my coffee. The hot liquid fills my mouth before it makes 

its way down my throat, warming me up from the inside. 

The man steps outside as well and walks to one of the 

cars next to a pump. He steps into a BMW and drives off 
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only seconds later. His eyes never meeting mine. I finish 

my coffee, taking my time, before I brush some loose 

strands of hair out of my face and pull my helmet back 

over my head. After I’ve swung my leg over the 

motorcycle and have seated down again, I start the 

engine, pull the clutch lever before pressing the shifter 

down to first gear. The engine roars and the motorcycle 

comes to life underneath me.  I gently twist the throttle 

and as the motor gains forward momentum, I put my 

feet up on the pegs and drive away from the parking 

spot, away from the gas station, away from the meeting 

point.

An hour drive later I’m driving down a road in the 

middle of nowhere. Just ahead I see a lone picnic table, 

ready for some, probably lost, camper family to stop and 

eat their lunch. I pull up a few feet away from the table 

and step away from my motorcycle, pulling the thing the 

guy had pushed into my pocket out of it. It’s the usual 

disposable phone you receive whenever you’re out of 

the country on an assignment and can’t get your next 

one in person. I press a code in and hold it up to my ear.

‘Agent Carter, 2309.’ I state. 

The line is silent for a moment, only to be 

interrupted by one simple word. A word that holds a lot 

of meaning. ‘Ananas.’ the voice says. That’s all I get, but 

that’s all it takes to make the blood through my veins 

run cold. Ananas. Why me? Why now? I don’t have much 

time to think about the word, because the phone will 

detonate within five seconds. I throw the phone away 

and turn back to my motor. An explosion sounds behind 

me and echoes over the empty lands. I take a moment to 

calm down, or at least get my heartbeat back to a normal 

rate. I don’t have any choice; Ananas it is. 
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1 Ananas

Headquarters, confidential location

My flat is silent when I enter. The motorcycle is 

parked downstairs in the parking lot of the building 

after a quick ride home from the airport. The phone that 

had brought me the news lies destroyed in the dirt  in 

the middle of nowhere in a different country on a 

different continent. Ananas, why Ananas? I had been 

asking the same question over and over again on my 

way back. How come I am the one getting this 

assignment? Ananas is one of the highest confidential 

operations. Two agents before me have tried to finish 

the job, but both of them disappeared at some point or 

another during the operation. Between the agents of the 

Global Secret Service Organisation it was known as a 

cursed operation, but no one knew what the assignment 

exactly contained. The only thing everyone knew was 

that once an agent received Ananas, they were 

practically sentenced to die. 

I changed my motorcycle gear for my pyjamas and 

made myself ready for bed. I’m not sure how I’m 

supposed to fall asleep after this news. I’ve done 

countless of assignments before, one worse than the 

other. Up until now I’ve faced Death a handful of times, 

Death taunting me as it stared me in the eyes, but I was 

always too quick, never did it manage to curl its fingers 

around my arm and take me with it. Is this time going to 

be different? Is Death finally going to have its way? It 

can’t be. I just have to wait for the debriefing tomorrow 

morning at Headquarters and see what Chief has to tell 

me. 
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One advantage of getting to hear “Ananas” from the 

other side of the phone call is that I’ll finally find out 

what the assignment is. 

The clouds are dark outside, showing it will soon 

start to rain. I make my way into the building, we agents 

know as Headquarters, and show my badge to the 

security guard before holding my head steady for the iris 

scanner. A small light turns green and I push through the 

door. I pass the lifts and walk into the hallway that leads 

to a staircase at the end of it, that would then lead me up 

towards another hallway where Chief’s office is located. 

A place that had felt like home, feels far from it now. The 

assignment had been the subject of my thoughts the 

whole duration of the night. The unknown had been 

tormenting me like it never had before. 

When I was a little girl, I had been trained to 

become a secret agent. No one knew of our organisation 

except for the highest level of the government. We 

quietly made the world a better place, at least that was 

what we were told by our superiors. 

When I was merely eight years of age I lost my 

parents and since I didn’t have any other family that 

could take care of me, I was placed into an orphanage. 

Little did I know the big man that came walking into the 

orphanage about half a year later, would take me with 

him and make me the top of my class.  I trained day in 

and day out, with him looking over my shoulder, guiding 

me through life as I grew up into a young woman and 

became a better and better agent. He was, and still is, 

both a mentor and a father figure to me, who 

occasionally sends me out on missions that involve 

getting hit, shot and almost murdered while stealing, 

exchanging, hacking, murdering others and so on. 
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The hallway leading to the staircase has a few 

classrooms on either side of it, where young cadets are 

taught in subjects both generally given at a normal 

school like math and history, as well as classes in which 

the teacher teaches the children how to make a murder 

weapon out of paper and how to make a bomb with 

household products. The “normal” subjects are given 

with a certain amount of depth to them, so that they can 

be used in the cadets advantages later on when they’ve 

become an agent for the G.S.S.O. The classroom is an 

open space with glass walls on the side of the hallway, 

this to give an open feeling both to passers-by as well as 

the people inside. It also creates the idea of always being 

watched and always having to be careful with what 

you’re doing, because even if you don’t see them, there 

might be someone lurking in a corner watching you. In 

this room I had learned how to be sneaky and quick in 

my movements, how to do things under the eyes of 

others while they didn’t have a clue about what was 

going on. 

A girl around the age of 12 looks up from the book 

she should be studying and meets my eyes. She gives me 

a curt nod, which I return before disappearing on the 

staircase leading to the next floor. 

I stop in my track when I reach Chief’s office and it 

takes me a moment to get myself to knock on the door I 

have knocked on many times before for a short 

debriefing or a new assignment. But I eventually do and 

as my knuckles collide with the wood of the door I hear 

Chief’s voice from the other side of the black door. ‘Come 

in.’ 

‘Chief.’

‘Agent Carter.’ he nods, a small smile playing at the 

corner of his lips as I walk in. ‘You’re here for the 

assignment?’
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‘I am.’ I nod. 

Chief motions to the chair opposite him and as I 

walk over to it and sit down he eyes me for a moment in 

silence. 

Chief, the leading man of the G.S.S.O., a guy of 52, 

who himself used to be an agent. I’ve only known Chief 

as Chief and therefore I’ve never seen him not wear a 

suit. I even suspect him of sleeping in a suit. His dark 

hair has started to turn grey next to his temples and 

silver hairs have started to pop up in his stubble beard. 

He joked about growing a beard because he’d look more 

mature that way. I had merely laughed at this statement 

while shaking my head. Around me Chief could be quite 

the joker. He’d show his softer side, but I’ve never seen 

him that way with anyone else. Always the tough boss-

man.

The usual cup of coffee is located on the left of his 

laptop, along with a small place containing a cookie and 

some whipped cream. 

‘You know that’s not good for your cholesterol, 

right?’ I repeat the same as I have told him many times 

before. 

He grins and shrugs. ‘Don’t tell my doctor.’ he 

winks. Chief turns to his laptop when a ping sounds. He 

quickly types something down with two fingers, staring 

down at the keyboard, his glasses low on his nose, every 

so often looking back up to the screen to see if what he 

had typed was correct. I had often told him to learn how 

to type with two hands, but he had always told me he 

was too old and it didn’t matter anymore anyway. For 

someone who had been one of the best secret agents of 

his generation, he had little skills concerning a 

computer. He turns away from his laptop and looks back 

towards me. 
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‘Ananas.’ he says, turning a closed folder that had 

been lying on his desk on the other side of his laptop 

towards me that has big, fat, red letters on it that state 

“CONFIDENTIAL” printed on it. ‘This assignment is 

highly confidential. You and you alone are allowed to 

look into this file, you cannot share this information with 

anyone and so on, you’ve heard it before. But do note, 

this assignment is at the highest confidentiality level. We 

only send out the best for this and currently you are the 

best. Do you understand?’

I take in a silent breath and nod. Nerves flutter in 

my stomach, but at the same time I’m proud to hear that 

I have become the best agent in the G.S.S.O. and that’s 

why I’m the one who gets the assignment.

‘Good.’ he nods. ‘Everything you need to know is in 

the file, you know what to do with it as soon as you have 

read it.’

I nod again and take the file from his desk as I push 

myself up.

‘Oh and Celia,’ he starts. ‘be careful. This assignment 

is not to be taken lightly.’

‘I always am.’ I tell him before turning around and 

walking out of his office again.  

The folder has been lying on my coffee table for the 

past half hour. Something inside me pulls me to open it, 

the other part of me has kept me from immediately 

doing so. I don’t know whether I’m afraid of what I 

might find inside or whether I just want to stretch out 

the moment of this assignment becoming reality. I get up 

one more time to make myself a cup of coffee before I sit 

back down on my couch and reluctantly pull the folder 

to me. The folder is not a normal folder. This one has 

both a fingerprint scan as well as an iris scan. This to 

make sure not everyone can get into the file. Only the 
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highest level of confidential assignments have this kind 

of opening process for their file folders. 

Before this assignment I had one mission that had 

the same process for opening the file, just one. That 

mission had send me to Malaysia, where a mole had 

been situated in the government and had to be quietly 

dealt with. 

I press my finger down on the finger-scanner and 

then hold the iris scanner in front of my eye. This 

unlocks the folder and gives me access into the file. I pull 

out the first paper and look down at it. Location: Latin 

America, Colombia. 

Next to the location the file tells me about the 

strange and unexplainable disappearances of people 

there, both civilians as well as better known people, 

including amongst others; a British actress who 

disappeared in Argentina while she had been there to 

film her next movie, the recently disappeared congress 

member of Colombia and the names of the two agents 

that we have lost since they took this assignment on and 

disappeared in Ecuador and Peru. 

The assignment is to gather intel on what 

happened, mainly focussing on congress man 

Hernández, to find the disappeared people and bring in 

the people behind the disappearances either dead or 

alive.

Apart from the obvious questions; why are these 

disappearances strange and unexplainable? And why are 

these people taken away from civilization? The question 

that is really bothering me is; How come two of our best 

agents have disappeared as well? Agents who have years 

of experience, who have defeated death multiple times, 

one of them I’ve looked up to for a very long time. How 

come they both have disappeared in the past four 

months during their time on this mission? 
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In the folder I find a fake passport with my new 

identity for the duration of this mission, including a 

paper telling me about this new identification as well as 

a plane ticket for a one way trip to Colombia. It seems to 

feel a bit ironic, a one way ticket, as if they know I won’t 

be coming back either. But this is what they always do, 

since they don’t know when you’ll have officially fulfilled 

your assignment.  There is a deadline, but assignments 

are in most cases not to be rushed, to create a higher 

probability to get the important intel that is needed and 

earn trust with the people who need to trust you. 

My name for the upcoming assignment is Carina 

Prince, a 22 year old girl, who is going to Colombia for 

an exchange program at a university there. The 

advantage of being a young agent is that people don’t 

necessarily think of you as a threat and they often 

underestimate you. This can be very useful in a fight, 

especially in hand to hand combat. I stare down at the 

next paper, reading every word as closely as I can to 

take in all the information before I have to destroy 

everything, this to prevent anyone from accidently 

coming across it all. 

What makes this string of disappearances strange is 

that the people seem to have disappeared into thin air. 

There’s nothing that indicates a struggle or a fight to 

prevent themselves from being kidnapped. There are no 

clues as for where they have been taken from nor where 

they might have been taken to. The only thing that 

indicates they disappeared is that their family, friends, 

neighbours or colleagues hadn’t seen them for days and 

had started to worry. Most had gone to the police to file 

a missing person report and slowly more had come. The 

most recent one was the Colombian congress man who 

disappeared into thin air, this man has been the cause of 

the reopening of this assignment. 
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The last agent who was sent to Latin America had 

gone off our radar after three weeks in Peru. He had 

initially been sent to Ecuador after the first agent who 

had been sent to Ecuador to look into the 

disappearances and whom had gone missing after a 

month there. It was still unknown why Agent 

Richardson had gone to Peru, but apparently it was not 

important enough to send me to Peru as well. He had 

been gone for two months by now, that’s why I had not 

thought Ananas would be an assignment to be given out 

again to any of the agents, least of all myself. At least I 

knew what to look into tonight; Colombia and the 

congress man that disappeared. The first thing I would 

do after landing in Colombia after a long flight would be 

to go to his last known whereabouts. I’ll be mainly 

undercover as an exchange student so I can use the 

excuse for asking questions that I’m writing an essay 

about this guy. I would need to get intel on his life story, 

the places he has lived in his life, important turning 

points in his life and so on.  

  



15

2 Ready or not

Training facility, confidential location

A long and slow night has passed and I drag myself 

out of bed at five in the morning to get in some training 

before leaving for my assignment. I slowly make my way 

over to my bathroom and splash some cold water in my 

face to wake myself up a bit more. I hate mornings, I 

always have. After brushing my teeth and pulling on my 

yoga pants and sports bra I loosely braid my hair back to 

have no problems with my helmet and grab my shoes, 

ready to go out the door. I would get myself something 

to eat over at the training facility of the G.S.S.O. My keys 

are still on the kitchen counter, where I had left them 

after arriving back to my flat yesterday afternoon. 

Frustration has been building up for two days and I have 

to get it out of my system before I move onto the source 

of the frustration; the Ananas assignment. I pull my 

leather jacket and shoes on before leaving my flat. Once I 

arrive downstairs on the parking lot, I swing my leg over 

the motor and push the key into the ignition. The 

rumbling of the engine echoes over the empty parking 

lot while I give the motor the chance to warm up a bit. It 

doesn’t take too long until my patience wears thin and I 

drive away from my building and make my way over to 

the training facility at the Headquarters grounds.

The advantage of getting up early is that no one is 

on the road at this Godforsaken hour, the disadvantage 

however is that I am. I can’t help but yawn as I pull up to 

the training facility and park my motorcycle. The 

underground parking garage is mostly empty, but most 

agents who are still training with a mentor and go to 


