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Author’s Notes for Readers
1. The Second Science-Fiction Short Story 
	Have you ever woken up in the morning and been so inspired by an idea, that the idea and inspiration just pour out into a beautiful piece of art? This is that beautiful piece of art! It is also a sequel to a science-fiction short story I wrote quite a few years ago entitled “The Rise” — but there is no need to go back and read that one first, as this one can stand perfectly well all on its own. 
2. Content Warning (or rather, the lack of a need for one)
	I always rate my novels in appropriateness for certain individuals, and do so in the Author’s Note(s); I will also do this here for this short story: this short story is not suggested for anyone under the age of seven due to very minor content, such as mere references to each violence, a high from drugs, and gang-related violence.	
 
3. Thank You
	As always, readers and supporters, without you also enjoying these stories, my characters have no real lives. I thank you for granting the souls within these pages immortal life and for supporting me as an independent author!
 
5. Contact Me
	Visit my website (fayehollidaye.wixsite.com/fayehollidaye), or follow me on Goodreads or on Twitter.
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	She was conscious. She was Brittany Smith. She was adopted. But what more there was to Brittany, she sought to know. 
	She remembered a childhood of hardship: Mom preferred drugs, and an otherworldly high, to her children; Dad preferred his gang and the power, or lack thereof, that came with a gun and a hierarchical organization. Brittany remembered each of them: passionate, at least outwardly, for the intensities of life — passionate about everything, it seemed, besides her and her little brother. They cared about these things in this order: their own pleasure, power over self (ironically), money, and safe sleep. She didn’t even know where she fell in this list; she thought, perhaps, their children didn’t matter at all to them. 
	She didn’t remember exactly how she came to be adopted. She also didn’t remember her real mother or father ever touching her, hugging her, or feeding her — her or her brother. She didn’t know if her parents had even named them, since the first time she remembered her name ever being used was by her adopted parents, Doug and Karen Smith. She didn’t remember what happened to her brother, either, and she wondered if he was still alive. 
	Her life was great: her parents were kind and attentive, her perfect grades were effortless, and she was slowly but surely gaining her independence. Unlike her peers, she felt no romantic attraction to anyone, and, really, this was one less distraction from her ultimate life goal. She would be a doctor one day, and she would be the best, most well-renowned one in the United States. 
	But, she wondered about her brother. She wasn’t sure if it was a type of familial bond that made her wonder, or if it was a trauma bond of a sort, but a curiosity concerning him always nagged her in the back of her consciousness. Had he survived whatever had happened that had ended with her being adopted? 
	She had read, over and over, about both of these things: familial and trauma bonding. She wasn’t sure she felt either of them, especially for her adopted parents. She surmised the absence of the first was because of the absence of all caring and necessary attention to their children on her biological parents’ parts; if she had never been loved by her parents, was she capable of love for family, she wondered. The second, she thought, was maybe why flashes of memories with her little brother would return to her at apparently random times of day. 
	She mentioned this “numbness” of feeling to her psychologist one day; since the adoption, she had mental-health check-ins and guidance at least once per month with the grey-haired Dr. Jones. His tanned white skin doubled upon itself in age all over, and he often led her into reveries of better times and warm sunshine. She felt he was so effective in his work that her childhood trauma didn’t hold her back in life. She was past all that, and he was good at reminding her of how wonderful she had it now, and that her future was very bright. 
	“I don’t love anyone, and I’m not interested in being close with anyone. Is this normal?” In high school, she knew she wasn’t “normal,” but Dr. Jones was so full of glorious wisdom that she knew he would help her to feel better about herself. 
	“What brings this question, Brittany?” He sat behind his large mahogany desk with one ankle across his other knee and his hands the apex of a loose pyramid over them. 
	“My friends at school — they think it’s weird I’m so quiet and that I’m not attracted to Josh, or Billy, or James. I should be, right?” She hoped that wasn’t right — that it was okay she didn’t share that feeling. She wanted to be okay. 
	“You should not allow your peers to determine how you think of yourself.” 
	He said it so matter-of-factly it made Brittany feel ridiculous in even bringing it up. She looked down into her lap, where she fiddled her fingers together. Have I let him down? 
	“It is normal to feel attraction differently than others. Your past makes it difficult for you to trust, and it makes it hard to love. You do not know whether these boys are worth the risk, so you do not find them attractive.” 
	It sounded so simple put like that. Not one of the other girls had the same childhood as her, though she never told them about it — it logically followed they would be different in this because of that. She nodded her head, her blonde ponytail snapping around her ears, and looked back up to Dr. Jones. His wise eyes watched her intently. 
	“What other differences do you realize, Brittany?” The wisdom of his years, and his care for Brittany, rolled into his words, deep and solid. 
	She suddenly became flustered, but she couldn’t explain why. His grey eyes touched her like no one else could. Why do you care? Why does my name sound so safe coming from your lips? “I— I don’t know,” she stuttered, looking downward again into her lap. The skin of her hands stuck slightly to her bare thighs below the hem of her miniskirt. 
	“Brittany.” His position changed, but she continued looking downward. “This space is safe.” 
	She was suddenly very aware she couldn’t remember anyone ever touching her. Dr. Jones didn’t need to touch her to make her feel safe — his words were enough, somehow — but a curiosity of what a loving touch felt like struck her, and she wanted him to touch her. What does it feel like? Love? she wondered. She only shook her head, embarrassed she would think this way about her doctor. Somehow, he would know she was thinking this, she was sure. “I— I never feel safe. But others, they— they seem to not have this same feeling.”
	“But you do feel safe here. I have never harmed you. You have never been harmed in this space. This same logic should extend to your friends and your spaces shared with them. Use the self-talk techniques we’ve practiced, and your feelings of safety will come.” 
	She nodded again, her legs jumping with her head. Yes, yes, this makes sense. You are always right.
	With the familiar shuffling of his papers, he made a few marks on a chart with a bunch of acronyms she couldn’t begin to understand, and he sent her off. She hoped to understand them all someday, but she planned on becoming a surgeon, not a psychologist — she would surely learn different acronyms than those in her psychology chart. 
	She did often practice many of the techniques Dr. Jones had taught her. She felt she was more in tune with her own subconscious than any of her peers as a result. She knew she was on a path of success, and she should only look forward. 
	…But, her brother — what had become of him, and how could she find out? She didn’t even know his name… 
	Regardless, she thought, perhaps Doug or Karen may know enough to get her started on her search for him. “Do you know anything about my brother?” she blurted at dinner one evening. She turned her fork in circles in her spinach. 
	They looked to one another in a kind of shock, then Doug responded, “We didn’t know you had a brother. What do remember about him?” His answer seemed defensive somehow, Brittany felt, and she was confused by this. 
	“Not much. It’s just a nagging curiosity, really. I just thought, with the adoption process, he may have been mentioned to you, or something.” She peered up at them, still spinning her fork.
	Their faces exhibited something she couldn’t quite put her finger on… fear? Why would they be afraid of me remembering my brother? “No. There was nothing,” Doug said, shaking his head slowly. “We fostered you when the state contacted us, and adopted you when we settled in, so we wouldn’t lose you. We didn’t want your life to be one foster family after another.”
	Karen shook her head, too. “We never were contacted about taking in your brother.” 
	Are they lying to me? Brittany thought. Her peers had often talked about the lies parents tell their children —Santa Claus, the Easter Bunny, what happened to Uncle Joe, etc. — and she wondered if the reaction of her parents was a sign they were lying. 
	Brittany said nothing. She ate her spinach, potatoes, and Salisbury Steak, trying to deny that her parents would lie to her. 
	Yet, what was the harm in knowing her biological brother? Had he taken their father’s place, and was he thus a dangerous, criminal individual? Were they protecting her from him by lying to her? 
	The growing curiosity that nagged her more and more was, were any of her biological family still alive? Despite the potential danger in finding out the answer to this, the urge to know became overwhelming the more she tried to overcome it. 
	She started talking about this frustration at school. Since she had never mentioned her past to her peers before, they were eager to drink up this mystery and help solve it. Kayla, a dark-haired friend from Biology class, said she knew a girl whose dad was a lawyer; her own dad was a police officer. Kayla assured her, together, they’d all get to the bottom of it. 
	“If you want to know about your bio bro, you have the right to know! Your parents are sus for keeping this from you,” Kayla assured her.  
	“Seriously, I will hack ‘n’ help. Some use gotta come from my comp skills — might as well be in helping a bruh,” another friend, a reclusive rebel named J (short for John — he didn’t want that name, so they called him J, which was much cooler) in a hoodie covered in pop pins, promised. 
	Brittany hated waiting. She felt helpless, just waiting. But, she didn’t even know if her real name was Brittany, or if her real parents had ever named her. It was frustrating. 
	She couldn’t wait for relief from this overbearing mystery. She managed to wait a couple days before bringing it up again, but after that, she relentlessly checked in daily with Kayla and J. They became annoyed with her quickly, especially Kayla, who eventually said the following about it: “Look, k, my dad says juvie records are sealed and Lay says her dad doesn’t work for free. I’m sorry, but we got nothing.” Brittany’s heart fell — a dead end. What happened to my right to know my real bro? she thought as Kayla hurriedly scuffled toward her next-period class. 
	J was a different story. It seemed he didn’t want to be her friend anymore. He brushed her off and stopped hanging out with their group of friends at lunch. Brittany and her friends talked about this, and why he might do this, but none of them could reach him, though they tried. 
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