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          A Sonnet for Humanity

        

      

    

    
      
        
        -Blind Sheep-

        I had hope for some sense of sanity

        It being the 21st century of man

        But, it seems we are losing our humanity

        With no way of fixing it- If we can.

        The end is near, or so they say

        They, being the prophets and pessimists

        Salivating at the promise of doomsday

        Even as society and everyday life persists.

        Let us not fall in line

        Marching towards our own annihilation

        And read into the inevitable sign

        Of our final destination

        Lest we forget an important note

        We all wear the same human coat.

         

        -By Rachel E. Robinson 2012

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter One

        

      

    

    
      
        FORCED ENTRY

      

      Beams of red and yellow streaked across the vast darkness of space engulfing their targets in fireball explosions. The void bore silent witness to two alien armadas exchanging violence for the sole purpose of annihilation, with both sides suffering massive losses as the battle raged on. Eighty League ships pitted themselves against one hundred of the Relliant Command fleet.

      Captain Darnizva stood rooted at the center of his League ship’s command deck watching the vid screens above the observation panel. His crew remained calm, switching to emergency engines, and deploying more squadrons while weathering the tremors from the bombardment of Relliant fire due to its position on the front lines. He frowned at the data flooding across the holoscreen floating in front of him. Klaxons rang throughout the corridors pinpointing the damage. The overhead auxiliary lights flickered, signaling an inevitable loss of power. Warriors pulled double duty defending the ship and assisting the medical teams with extractions. This battle would not be won today by either race.

      We have to jump.

      There was no question of that, just a matter of when. Timing was key. A bad jump would mean losing all. His ship could haul seven command ships from the front lines along and with those four others. The main fleet would undoubtedly jump back to their home world, Karysilan.

      “Prepare to lock on the guidance systems for the ships in our perimeter and align a route on the galactic pathways.”

      “Sir?” The navigator’s head snapped up from studying his workstation’s screen.

      “Did I not make my instructions clear?”

      “Yes, Sir!” His fingers maneuvered across the console at high speed.

      This is the only way to survive right now.

      Captain Darnizva stepped back and leaned against the command post. Because he was in front, instead of behind it, the curved metal pressed against his spine. Hooking both arms around under the bars to use as an anchor, he braced for what would be nothing short of a crash landing. For even as the ship entered the opened pathway, enemy fire made contact; violently knocking the ship into an angled position.

      A vortex opened wide as the front hull of the first ship emerged into the unknown solar system. As it slowed down, two heavily crippled ships sped past from both sides. More came through in various arrays of damage, the ones unscathed maneuvering out of the way towards the dark side of a nearby planet. There was no way for the damaged ships to decelerate, leaving the Commanders of seven ships to watch in horror as the other five, engulfed in flames, plummeted towards the blue and white planet ahead.

      On the surface of planet Earth, its inhabitants went about their daily lives, none the wiser to the calamity about to come knocking. The exceptions were eight scientists from different countries who collaborated on a joint extraterrestrial investigation stemming from the Roswell incident twenty-three years prior. Although the claims were debunked, they decided to keep looking and go deeper. They had become their own power over the decades and even governments feared them. A constant vigil was set up to watch the skies 24/7 and on this day, only a week after Thanksgiving, they were getting an early Christmas present.

      Professor Pretchov sucked in air at a rapid pace, trying not to hyperventilate, as he ran down the corridor to the viewing room. He was tall, slender, over forty and out of shape. Sweat had already drenched the front of his shirt and his face in the two minutes he had traveled. His white lab coat floated back flipping side to side. One of the observers had called not fifteen minutes ago to inform him of large images spotted just outside Earth space. Almost instantly, he and his organization began confirmation with their own facility’s sightings. The broadcast equipment was already being set up so they could communicate with each other in real time.

      He burst through the double doors and was greeted with chaos. A cacophony of noise filled the room with the decibel level getting higher. The computers clacked and clicked, alarms sounded, hard copy data feeds were being spewed out of the printers. Yelling. Lots of excitement mixed with terror. On the large monitor, he saw the blown-up image of the objects coming towards them at high speed. There was no doubt about what they were. Those ships were not from Earth. Watching the feed, they all saw smaller vessels emerge from the larger ships, some exploding before disintegrating as they attempted what appeared to be evacuation. Professor Pretchov winced and a gasp of sadness resounded in the room.

      “Professor.” One of his lab technicians tapped him. “Professor.”

      “Hmm?”

      He turned to the tech and looked behind him. “We’re ready to broadcast.”

      Turning to the screens set up in a semicircle against the back wall, he saw each one flicker to life, revealing his comrades. In the background of each scene, he noticed similar forms of chaos, excitement and awe. The eight scientists acknowledged one another with a nod and waited for more information from their technicians. Professor Lancaster from the United States was the first to state the obvious.

      “If you notice, gentlemen and ladies, some of those ships coming towards us are severely damaged. Our planet will not come out of this unscathed. The impact will devastate whatever territory they crash in. It is too late for evacuation procedures. Our government has decided to shut down all media to prevent mass panic and afterwards will state it was an unprecedented meteor storm. Per my suggestion, of course.”

      “The same has occurred in my country as well,” Professor Makoto of Japan chimed in. “It seems no one wants to believe we are about to come in direct contact with other beings.”

      “From the trajectory of the ships, I believe they will hit five different continents. One will definitely hit the ocean and cause a tsunami like nothing we have ever seen.” The female professor of Italy, Dr. Morandi, concluded.

      “We must contain the crash sites immediately. There can be no access for anyone except who we choose.” Professor Pretchov paced the floor as he talked. “The fact that our governments laughed at us all those years ago and gave us full authority on this kind of situation without thinking it a possibility is to our advantage.”

      “Since we now have the full control and backing of our governments, we need to get accurate coordinates for the crash sites and get our people on the ground within hours, if not minutes,” Professor Veronica Headland of Australia suggested.

      “Not so fast, gentlemen.” Professor Muller of Russia interrupted. She wagged her finger at the screen. “We must first know if there is radioactive backlash. Our hazmat protocols may not be enough. We are talking about an Alien injection into our ecosystem.”

      The others nodded in agreement. They had to ensure it was safe to enter the zone before anything. For all they knew, the ships’ material could be toxic and capable of wiping out the entire human race. Loud gasps erupting in unison from the technicians behind the monitors made the scientists turn to their own viewing screens. It had begun. There was no room for error or panic. Each viewing lab was built underground and even though the facilities would hold, they were going to get severely shook.

      “Whoever gets their hands on any of the surviving smaller ships needs to establish containment procedures. They may be hostile, but I doubt that. I have a feeling our planet was not their destination.” Professor Pretchov turned back to his colleagues’ distressed faces. “Every living soul on the planet will see them coming within the next twelve hours.”

      “May God have mercy on our government leaders’ souls for this,” Professor Lancaster said while making the sign of the cross on his chest.

      With the broadcast meeting ended, equipment was packed up in preparation for the move to the lower levels. There was a horrid feeling permeating the lab stemming from not being able to notify family or friends. There would be nothing they could do even if they did. What was about to occur seemed to be taken right out of a movie. He was sure many of his techs wished it were. Hell, so did he. Taking one last glance at the viewing room, Professor Pretchov wiped his face in a downward motion with one hand then followed the rest of his crew.

      [image: ]

      Giant balls of fire lit up the sky as they descended, forcing people to look up in awe, then terror. Cars stopped mid traffic, market squares halted transactions, and air traffic control around the world declared an emergency requesting aircrafts not to land for as long as possible. Places of worship became overcrowded with people on their knees praying to their gods for redemption and safety. Not even martial law could combat the mass hysteria that swelled as imminent impact closed in. There would be no mercy.

      In Italy, one of the large ships tore through an entire city, stopping only when it was embedded so deep into the ground, the debris caved in to cover it. Another ship made impact in the Arabian Desert, burrowing deep into the sand. An entire forest in the United States was wiped out and a new canyon formed around the damaged ship before collapsing on top of it. Massive earthquakes destroyed fault lines, creating new bodies of land.

      As one ship hit the Pacific Ocean, the ripple effect spread along the shorelines of surrounding continents. Steam hotter than an inferno and thick as smoke filled the air from the fiery mass contacting water. Beaches disappeared along with any structure within eighty miles of the giant waves. Aquatic life was either disintegrated or boiled to death. All this before the water began to recede back.

      The fifth ship crashed into Russia far inland off the Kara Sea, its speed and weight carrying it down into the ground along with a third of Noril’sk and its people. Professor Pretchov, sitting in a bunker on the outskirts of Moscow with his technicians, felt the crash and realized they were not prepared for the aftershock as they had originally thought. But one thing kept him elated despite equipment being tossed and crew members screaming in agony from being impaled or crushed; one of the ships had landed in his backyard. A smile crossed his face as the main power grid failed.

      [image: ]

      From above, the scene looked gruesome. Professor Morandi peered down at what was once a great city and pursed her lips in regret. The military helicopter had to fly low enough for her crew to witness the site but high enough not to get caught in the debris filled air. A recovery team was already at work searching for bodies and a salvage unit was combing through the wreckage for anything useful. The European Center for Disease Prevention and Control, had cleared the crash site only a few hours ago but the Professor wanted to get the ball rolling quickly. If excavation was not possible, they could at least try to analyze the ship’s structure material.

      “Why are they searching for bodies? Nothing could have survived that intact,” one of her lab technicians spoke, breaking the heavy silence.

      “Don’t you have any hope?” A female tech snapped. “Why are you being so pessimistic?”

      He nodded towards the window, gesturing her to see for herself.

      “You tell me.”

      Tears filled her eyes but she didn’t look out. Instead, she turned away from the horrific scene and wrapped her arms around herself. Professor Morandi almost pitied the girl. She was one of the younger scientists and still a little green.

      “Where would you like to land, Professor?” The pilot’s voice crackled in her ears.

      “There.”

      Professor Morandi pointed to a clearing a little over a mile from the crater. They could use the exercise and time to think while they trekked to the edge. This was an experience of a lifetime and she was not going to let her conscience or morality get in the way. She could deal with that later.

      “Roger that,” the pilot confirmed.

      The helicopter tilted sideways and maneuvered towards the clearing. It leveled off to hover above the scorched ground before landing. Professor Morandi barely waited for the blades to stop spinning as she hurried out. The ground beneath her feet crumbled to ash, sending up tiny puff clouds. A strange odor filled the air and just as she was about to identify it, one of her techs announced it.

      “Oddio! It smells like death to the highest power!” A few of the crewmembers covered their mouths while two techs coughed and vomited. Getting used to the smell wouldn’t be easy. They all looked over at the mass crater and stood mesmerized by its size.

      There was a reason it took out an entire city; its size appeared equal.

      “This could take years!” One of the male techs exclaimed. “Decades!”

      “Yeah,” the older male scientist standing next to him replied. “Isn’t it spectacular?”

      Professor Morandi let the smile on her face widen.

      Spectacular indeed.

      [image: ]

      Professor Lancaster stared wide eyed at the motionless figure being gently laid on the stretcher. He expected some strange alien species to be lifted out of the smaller vessel found some ten miles from the main crash site. Even his crew members were perplexed by the very human like form. There was one thing about the alien male that disturbed them even more. He was, without a doubt, beautiful.

      One of his techs thought out loud as he examined the body.

      “There’s no blood. Maybe they’re tough skinned and hard to wound.”

      A female tech came over and leaned in for a closer look. She used her finger to wipe something wet from a thin laceration and came away covered in a thick white liquid.

      Lifting it for all to see, she said, “You are assuming they have the same blood as we do. Theirs is not red.” Stunned as Professor Lancaster was, he made a note to keep her on the advanced team. She continued. “He’s hurt. Very badly it seems. Hopefully our medical facilities are adequate.”

      Moving a lock of wet, jet black hair from the alien’s pale face, she motioned for the workers to take him away.

      “Well, that was surprising,” another crew member spoke up.

      “Yes,” Professor Lancaster replied. “Yes, it was.” He motioned for them all to follow him into the makeshift lab.

      The large ship could wait a bit. He knew it would take decades to figure it out but at least they had a specimen who could unlock a few doors, providing he lived.

      [image: ]

      Captain Darnizva found himself in a fighter ship and opened the hatch. He stared at the charred sky with patches of blue. Taking a deep breath, he choked on the air. It burned his throat for a few moments then subsided, leaving a foul taste in his mouth. Wetness on the side of his head followed by the pain as he tried to sit up confirmed it was blood. Laying back down in the cockpit he recalled the last memory, assaulting him in full force, of his second in command dragging his half-conscious body to the launch dock and strapping him into the fighter. Clearly his crew had no faith in surviving the crash but made sure at least he did.

      He slammed his fist on the console, regretting the move when a searing sting spread in his hand. Something stirred off in the distance and he became alert, ignoring any pain. There was no guarantee the inhabitants of this planet were not hostile so had to make a quick decision. Standing up, he removed his cloak, sash and weapons, tossing them in the cockpit. He got out of the fighter to test the ground and liked the slight give, revealing its ability to conform.

      He lifted the detachable control module for the fighter out of its console. Resembling a round edged glass slate etched with fluorescent characters, it glinted in the muted sunlight. One touch to a symbol on the right signaled rotary blades to fan out around the vessel. Another character on the tablet activated the blades and sealed the hatch. He watched as the blades tore into the dirt, forming a crater the fighter sank down into. When he deemed it deep enough, the blades were retracted. The funneled dirt collapsed on top, concealing the vessel as if nothing had been there. For good measure, he ran the tip of his boot along where the edges would be.

      Far up ahead, tall structures loomed. He detected sounds that mimicked speech. A sense of despair filled the air and he knew it was because of his ships’ crash. He headed towards the area to observe the planet’s species and see if he would be able to fit in. Sliding a finger on the cylindrical part of the console, the panel retracted into it. He then stored it in one of his boots.

      A loud gong resounded in the air and he looked up to see a strange building with points atop it and a circle with characters around its inner perimeter. He was certain that is where the sound came from. Intrigued, he carried on and not a moment too soon for he could sense ill will approaching the area where he had landed.

      Through the chaos he traveled for nearly two hours watching, listening; studying. He noticed their clothing was not much different from what he was wearing, so relaxed internally. At a clearing, he pulled out the cylinder console to check the dialect converter that was running and appeared to have deciphered the language. Tiny probes slithered out of the cylinder and into his ears. He listened to every syllable and softly mimicked the not so easy language. From what he heard, the sector he landed in was called England. Nearing the crowded streets of London, Captain Darnizva slowed his pace and watched the humans running around in a panic.

      “Hey, you should bugger off!” A man running out of the large building behind him shouted. “All kinds of hell is breaking loose around us!”

      “I don’t think we’re in any danger,” Darnizva replied.

      “Hmph! You’re one of them brave souls think nothing can touch ya’, huh?” The man readjusted his bulky satchel and hurried off into the street. He turned back one last time gesturing towards the building. “You’re just as crazy as those kids still in the dorm!”

      Captain Darnizva waited for the man to go out of sight and proceeded into the building. His footsteps echoed in the empty hallways while he strolled, fascinated with the display cases along the walls. On the furthest wing, he found a room of shelves filled with variations of square objects. He extracted one of them and it splayed open. Seeing the human’s language in written form, he brought out the cylinder for it to scan and decipher by matching the phonetics with the words. Three hours later, he had already read over one hundred and twenty books.

      “There’s still some people here!”

      A young man in the hallway outside the room exclaimed, pointing to the Captain. Three other young men came into view and stopped next to him.

      “Not gonna’ let a little thing like the end of the world spoil your day, right?” The young man asked him.

      “No. It’s not the end of the world,” Darnizva replied. “Well, as long as we get out of school, I don’t care,” the tallest of the four said.

      “He’s one of them bookworms. Check it out.” The dark haired nodded his head towards the pile of books scattered on the floor.

      “Why not,” the tall one stated. “We got all the time in the world right now.”

      “Yeah, until they find out it’s not the end of the world, like he said.”

      “What’s your name?” The fourth and quietest one asked.

      Captain Darnizva thought for a moment and based on the human language he answered.

      “David.”

      “Well, David, nice to meet you. Wanna’ join us?” “Where are you going?”

      “Anywhere but here, man,” The dark haired one replied as he went ahead towards the exit.

      Darnizva got up and walked over to the others. The tallest one stared up at him in awe. He had noticed when travelling through the city that his height was well above average.

      “I’m six three, you must be at least six foot eight!” “I never really thought about that.”

      The quiet one extended a hand.

      “I’m Jacob.” From his readings, Darnizva knew to grasp it firmly. “These two are my mates.”

      “Craig,” the tall one said while extending his hand for a shake.

      “Harry.” The one who saw him first did the same. “The one all bonkers is Fitz,” Jacob explained.

      Darnizva made a mental note of all their names. As much as he would love to read more of the literature in the room, a more direct approach to observing the humans through interaction was best. Stepping into the hallway, he brushed book dust from his legs and said, “I will follow you.”

      Fitz had come back to see what was taking them so long.

      “Cool! Let’s go find some desperate chicks looking for a last row.” He had a huge grin on his face. “It may or may not being the end of the world and all.”

      
        A SLIGHT ARC

      

      “I believe we may have a serious problem,” Professor Makoto began.

      After five years of research and containment it was now clear that some of the aliens who came down in the smaller vessels were alive and well; mating with humans. No trace of their vessels was ever found but that did not concern the scientists or their governments for that matter. Hybrid species of unknown origin was not to be tolerated unless under strict guidelines.

      “We were able to quarantine nearly seventy percent of the offspring and informed the mothers that the infants had expired due to a rare disease discovered after the meteor shower. Now, we have to figure out what to do with them.” Professor Headland proclaimed, tapping a pen on her notepad.

      “I have a suggestion,” Professor Pretchov piped in. All eyes averted on him. “We should build a facility to house and study them. Somewhere remote but still near enough to society so we can come and go without suspicion.”

      Professor Morandi jumped in.

      “Yes, but we also need to set up some sort of program for intake. If a mother suspects she may have given birth to an infected child, they can bring them in without penalty. Maybe set up a fund for the child just in case they are wrong.”

      “Are you suggesting we take on babies and just keep them locked in this ‘facility’ indefinitely?” Professor Makoto was incredulous.

      “I think that is the best course of action.” Professor Pretchov uncrossed his legs and sat wide in his chair as he leaned forward. “Does it not bother you that they have assimilated into our way of life in such a short time? How did they cross the language barrier? How could they blend in and act normal according to their environment? We have no idea what these hybrid children are capable of.”

      A long deep silence ensued as they all contemplated the input from each other and then Professor Morandi cleared her throat. She had their attention as she scanned the monitors.

      “All in favor of a research facility for these new evolved humans, say aye.”

      “Aye!” All the scientists replied in unison.

      “So, Professor Pretchov, what location did you have in mind?”

      “Locations,” the Professor corrected her. “We can’t have just one, now can we?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Two

        

      

    

    
      
        THE FACTORY

      

      Involuntary Infiltration

      Reporters were known to be sneaky, skeevy and prone to getting their asses caught in questionable situations. Robyn Laughlin was no exception. His camera clicked as he took pictures of his surroundings on the deserted street. Up ahead puffs of white emitted from the smoke stacks of the behemoth steel mill. After researching the plant, he found it had been decommissioned ten years ago so it was quite bizarre to see it still functioning. It was part of a story he was working on to expose government conspiracies. The red flags showed up in the form of registered children going missing. Not in the normal sense though. There was evidence of them having been part of society’s census and then nothing. Poof. Further investigation found a link to a secret government program. He had called in a few favors and burned some bridges over that information. Putting the lens cap back on, he straightened his blazer and ran his fingers through his hair.

      He knew it was a big risk to go up against the government, but his sense of justice would not be ignored. Over the course of two months he staked out the area, writing down the times for every vehicle along with make and model. Four vehicles made regular journeys in and out of the community. Two vans, a bulletproof tinted sedan, and a large moving truck. The ‘residents’ were middle class adults who rarely came home and didn’t venture out when they were. No children present smacked of something unnatural.

      Today was his time to move. Wrapping the camera in his jacket, he stashed it in a crack he made a week ago in an alley on the side of an old stone building. The only thing valuable on him was his identification card. The weather was fair, so he wouldn’t get cold on the way to the plant. Instead of loafers he had opted for sneakers in case he needed to make a run for it.

      Right on schedule, the truck came barreling down the barren street towards the mill. Tapping the toe of one shoe on the ground, he jogged down, staying close to the buildings. A technique he learned from watching too many spy shows. He found it almost silly until he reminded himself of why this was important. To his surprise, the road led to a gate not standard for the plant. The modification appeared to be fairly new, towering fifty feet with solid metal enclosures to block prying eyes.

      When the truck stopped at the gate, he did the unthinkable by sliding under the carriage and holding on. If it worked in the movies, why not in real life? As it moved forward, Robyn found it not so easy. His hands shook with the vibrations and he almost lost his grip. The ride seemed like an eternity. Finally, much to his relief, it came to a standstill. He watched the legs of the driver and passenger walk around to the truck’s rear. Its doors rolled up and a ramp slammed down. Even straining his eyes, he couldn’t see what they unloaded.

      What he did notice was a space between one of the cargo crates wide enough to accommodate him if he squeezed in tight. It was set down in line with the rest of the load while the two men opened the loading dock. He took that chance to get into the crevice, making himself as small as possible so he wouldn’t be noticed. A forklift came into view and lifted each load, carrying them in. When it came his turn, he braced himself. The trip was jarring but better than under the truck.

      Inside the loading dock was dim lighting with a dinginess about the place. Each load was positioned against a wall and the two men left, securing the dock doors. The large warehouse was immediately engulfed in darkness as the overhead lights switched off. Thankful for the cover of dark, Robyn eased from the tiny space to readjust his body. In that short instance, every muscle ached. Dust swirled around getting into his nose, forcing him to sneeze. He clamped both hands over his face to stifle the noise. From above, the afternoon sunlight struggled to pierce coated crank windows lining the edges. The effect was small thin beams of light made of swirling debris.

      Robyn let his eyes adjust before heading down the main aisle, hugging the end of each row as he went. It was eerily quiet, like being in a giant tomb. He peeked at some of the inventory stacked along the aisle and noticed they were actual materials for making steel parts. At the end of his path were large clear plastic vertical blinds. Muted light emitted from the other side but as he crossed over, he found it was misleading. The new room was just as dimly lit as the warehouse before.

      He stood on a walkway with metal railings and looking over saw he was a good three levels above the main. Realizing this, he crouched down and crept along the walkway, his shoes not getting much grip on the slick floor. It seemed to be coated with some sort of powder. The scent of metal permeated the air. Closer to the end were a set of stairs that took him to the next level down, where heat mixed with the coolness.

      Another level down, he glanced at the huge canisters connected by piping and the steam rising above some distance away. Not paying attention, his footing slipped, and he skidded down onto the last ramp. For the first time, he saw people moving around. And that’s when a sharp blow to the back of his head sent him reeling face down onto the floor. He saw the people’s blank stares as they looked up at him before he lost consciousness.

      His body was like a ton of lead and wouldn’t move. A strange tingling sensation assaulted him followed by cotton mouth. With great difficulty, he forced open his eyelids like a thick seal broken after being glued shut. They hurt so bad he almost closed them again. More muted light stung as he tried to bring his surroundings into focus. One thing he knew was that he lay strapped down on a metal slab. An intravenous drip attached to his forearm hung from the stand by his side.

      Aww fuck it all! He chastised himself. This was not part of the plan.

      He figured that if caught for any reason, whoever ran the joint would try to ruin his life on the outside or silence him on publishing the story. That was the usual cycle whenever he dove too far into government dirt. Dread filled him with the realization that he may have stumbled onto a story no one was supposed to ever hear about. He’d been roughed up a few times and even jailed, but nothing like the predicament he was in now.

      Off to his left, the door opened to a man’s silhouette standing in the light. Two other figures moved in one each side behind him. Robyn tensed. There was no mistake in the three figures attire. Robyn had been to many hospitals and could pick out a doctor or nurse. A quick sideward glance at the IV told him they were professionals. He squinted his eyes to get a better look as the trio came towards him.

      The one on the right was a female nurse holding a clipboard and on the left was another holding a small, white, plastic container. Walking in between them was the male doctor, his face devoid of any well-meaning. All business. He stopped at the side of Robyn’s hospital bed and stared down at him with disinterest. In one hand, the doctor held his identification card as if it were diseased.

      “A reporter,” the doctor said. He let out a snort and pocketed the card. “I ran your background while you were knocked out. You like to go in solo to get the story so no one can steal or beat you to it.”

      Already sounding ominous, Robyn braced himself for the rest of what the doctor had to say. For the first time, he cursed himself for being an ass and telling his associates to step off his turf.

      “Too bad for you. The lot of you are alike. Never bothering to make actual friends. Just connections to advance your own agendas. No one will miss you.”

      The doctor nodded towards the drip bag and the nurse with the container opened it. She took out a syringe and stuck the needle into the small nodule. A green liquid was emptied into his drip and he began to panic which did him no good.

      His body instantly went rigid and his insides burned like they were being cleaned out with a scrub brush covered in razors. Fluid and foam bubbled up his esophagus, shooting out of his mouth like a geyser. He could smell and taste chemical as his eyes rolled back.

      “You should really try to get some rest,” the doctor chided.

      “You son of a bitch! You some of bitch! You motherfucker!” Robyn screamed at him in his head.

      Convulsions wracked his body. Then, a sense of euphoria took hold. Every muscle went slack and his vision faded until total darkness consumed him. Before losing consciousness, he heard the trio’s footsteps trail off as they left the room.

      [image: ]

      “Haaarrr!”

      Robyn woke up trying to scream for help but it came out wrong and on top of that, hurt like hell. His throat was raw and dry as a desert. He bolted upright, clawing for the ceiling. Placing his hands over his face, he leaned over and tried to regulate his breathing. His body shook from trauma and he realized his nervous system was shot all to hell. It took a while to notice that he was not strapped down any more and wearing a hospital gown.

      Of course not. I couldn’t run if I tried right now. “That’s correct,” a young male voice replied.

      Robyn looked up, startled and afraid, and found himself face to face with a smiling young man.

      “I didn’t…” Robyn went wide eyed.

      “No, you didn’t. Not out loud anyway.” The young man came around to his side and inspected him. Each touch sent
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