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Images of the past, ghosts of moments long ago buried deep inside come back with a vengeance to taunt the team!

Memories are what has always propelled the Collaborate forward, making good from the bad of others, fixing the wrongs of the few for the many. Ignoring the pain of these same memories to help the helpless now causes the Collaborate to be nearly helpless itself. 

“This didn’t start with you, nor will it end with you.”

The phrase that has haunted the Collaborate for decades.

“A sun will rise.”

Something the team has heard repeatedly over the last several months.

Is there relevance and meaning to them? Or are these prophecies from Ancients long extinct?

With Ash being kidnapped by unknown assailants from her house surrounded by family and friends, how does the team react?

Does Ash’s being taken effect how fast and far Relic loses all hope? Or can he rise to the occasion and step into his missing mother’s place in an effort to get her back?

Is Ash able to help herself get away from her anonymous kidnappers? Or do they have her for good?

With help from old friends, new friends and allies from around the world...how extreme does the group get to ensure they get Ash back, if they can?

What is the cost to the Collaborate, the world, and the New Realm to expel the darkness, forever? Is it even possible?

Is the Collaborate ever able to live completely free to enjoy the fruits of their hard labor and sacrifices?  Or does that cost equal Ash’s freedom?

I hope you enjoyed this jam packed and exciting adventure with the children of Kyra & Samuel (The Immortal Chronicles of Queen Kyra), Sarah & Kaleb (In the Woods), and the infamous Ash & Erik (Evolution & The Legacy of Ash Series).

DEDICATION

––––––––
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To my family.  

Thank you for the inspiration and joy of watching life go on.  I am honored to have that opportunity to stop, look, listen, and appreciate you all.
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Grandpa John answers the door, hurriedly extending his hand.  “Mr. President thank you so much for coming.  Gentlemen, please come inside.”  Motioning his hand, he beckons in our visitors.  

Grandpa John and several other of our elder men shook hands with the President and his secret servicemen entering the house.  

“Of course, Agent Romacinov.  I meant it when I said use that private number anytime.”  Mr. President smiles, greeting us all in the room, and gaining introductions he’s yet to make.  

Returning his eyes to Grandpa John, he asks.  “Is there somewhere I can get this plan set out?  I have news too.”  Grandpa John points to his office and a large portion of the lead elders of the mob move as they did.

I could only look on when they spoke, stepping away.  

Nothing to add really and I have no idea what news even the President could have obtained that would help us if he had no clue all that went on behind his back and he leads this ‘great’ nation.

I wasn’t as star-struck about seeing the leader of our nation in my grandparent’s living room.  Not his fault...I’m simply disenchanted with...everything.

Selfishly, I had a few other items I was attempting to sort out.  Like why my parent’s home is quarantined off as a crime scene.  Agents disguised as local police crawling the entire cul-de-sac...a show for the few looky-loo neighbors we haven’t bought out of their homes yet.

My mother is gone...taken by some unknown psychopaths in the night for spirits only know what purpose.  We have theories...but too many to pursue...and we don’t know how much time we have.  

That sounds awful but my mom has pissed off a lot of people...we may never truly know why, except these creatures wished to destroy all good...and my mother wouldn’t let that happen, if she could.

None of us would stand by, watching that darkness overtake the world...and collectively...we didn’t.  Unfortunately, we weren’t finished yet.

But it’s my mom’s face many have come to associate with that of opposition.  So, it was her they sought to break everyone else.  My mother...the one voice for the many.  My mother...the target for the many.

My dad...he can’t even look at me because he believes he let us down.  However, I’m not sure who or how anyone could have prevented this.  I surely don’t blame anyone here. 

I don’t honestly know how THIS happened beyond some rambling about my stubborn mother’s computer games, Pa-pe Thomas confiscated my parent’s computer for analysis, and Grandpa John got on his phone to everyone.

Aunt Tina had to dart both of my grandmothers so they’re resting peacefully upstairs under the watchful eyes of a few of my aunts.  The rest are sipping coffee in the kitchen, keeping a watchful eye on my team.

We’d been sitting here geared up and waiting for someone to point...any direction...I’m off to find my mom.  But no...we had to wait...get all our ducks in a row before we charge forward blindly.

Right!  Because this group has NEVER done that before!
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Uncle Ray’s excited voice shouted as he ran down the hall, bringing me back to the moment.  He pokes his head into the kitchen calling out.  “Erik...Sam...they got something.”

I heard chairs scrape the tile as many feet thundered across the floor, charging towards Grandpa John’s office.  My uncles trying to keep pace with my dad, running through the house.

“I wonder what they got?”  Tommy raises himself up in the chair, leaning to peer down the hall.

Lucas glanced around at the team, keeping his voice low as his brow rose curiously.  “I’ve been wondering why they needed our escape skills if this was some random kidnapping?”

“This was in no way random.”  Ashton shot a look to Lucas.

Lucas waves his hand before him to clarify.  “No...no...we got Relic from a facility where we knew he was.  How do we know where Ash was taken if we don’t know by who?  How do they know this will be a retrieval, so to speak?”

Renee raises a brow at her brother, biting the inside of her lip.  “He’s got a point.  Someone had to have an idea what would be needed in order to ask us for those ‘secrets’.  Not as if this was to bust us now.”

Elayna lifts her head from my shoulder when she adds.  “There was and is no reason to punish us for that.  What happened that sparked their curiosity of the escape?”

I cleared my throat, pinching the bridge of my nose as I spoke.  “Uncle Ray said something...they had suits that absorbed his magic.  Supernaturals don’t need to make suits or use darts.”

Elayna gasps, my eyes opening as I turn to face her.  “Then you have an idea who took her?”  She asks, barely above a whisper.

Shrugging, I sigh out heavily.  “I’ve been hearing stuff in passing but I kinda had an idea once that was mentioned.  The house was gassed...sleeper grenades.  Not all of our stolen items were located while we were in Denali.  We know that’s why no one recalls a thing after that.”

Tommy shook his head, looking my way.  “Why after the fact?  They used darts first...then tossed the grenades and left.  That’s just weird...unless they didn’t know what they really were.”

Daemon points to Tommy, wagging a finger as he points out.  “Unless they did know, and the darts were to halt immediate attack.  The grenades...magic can just blow that smoke away...but not if you’re unconscious.  Either way it bought them more time to get away.”

“Not really...if Grandpa John hadn’t been on the phone at that moment...I can’t even think about that.”  Samantha huffed and shook her head, burying her face in Lucas’s chest, stifling tears.

It was about then I tuned out.  Couldn’t deal anymore and wasn’t going to until I got my orders to go.  

The team continued speculating and didn’t seem to even notice I was mentally elsewhere at that moment.

Raised voices down the hall...from Grandpa’s office.  Not anyone yelling out of anger...just enthusiasm rising, still inaudibly through the walls.

Whatever they’re devising back there better be shared soon or I’ll start biting Elayna’s fingernails next.
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This morning...it was as if the world simply picked up where it left off.  Where we left off.

I got to propose to Elayna when it was just those few months ago, we’d finally reunited...she said the words I needed to hear for far too many years...and then our world crashed around us.  

Although what we learned about ourselves and each other in those months...we weathered the storm...now we can live out our days together as we dreamt.  In the same peace as we had before.

So much has passed...it’s a blur.  But I remember those moments like they were yesterday.  The moments that changed our lives forever.

I finally got the girl of my dreams just to be yanked from my bed into a nightmare.  Jail, threats, random attacks, escape, life as a fugitive, and all for reasons I still don’t think I fully understand.

I wonder if this was what my mother meant...about her life.  I can see some similarities that’s for sure.  Now that I have a fuller picture.  I know more of her story than months ago.

I know a lot more than I did...when our world almost ended.

The night that kicked it all off...Detention...after the unknown men kidnapped me from my dorm bed, stuffing me in an Agency vehicle, and oddly dumping me...in our supernatural jail.

Or was it odd?  

Honestly, it was a big middle finger to us because of all that operated just below the noses of all those that wasn’t supposed to happen with.  

Though much is different now...I remember...I recall my exact thoughts when I was stolen from my world.  

How trivial some of it may seem...but still is our truth today.

Haunting flashes...images and sounds flood my dreaming brain.  Voices...past and present...although, these may not be familiar in my future.

Mom giggled, reminiscent of how adorable Elayna was when I was born.  “Those big, bright eyes wide and very curious watching you adoringly in my lap.  Oh, it was so precious.”  Recalling with my Aunt Sarah.  “Remember how she wanted to make me a deal since I wouldn’t let her trade ‘brother’?”  

Their joined laughter from the kitchen fades...leaving me in cold darkness and unnerving silence...waiting for the next wave of memories to crash over me.  

Training with my boys, birthdays, and all the doting from our ladies, pit night, and stories with the entire family.  Oh...and holidays! 

Multiple sets of parents and grandparents teaching and loving each of us...all as their own.  A family not divided or defined by neither blood...nor apparently species...just love.

Although, throughout each sliver of these images I’m processing, there was one constant smile with me at nearly every milestone in life.  Good or bad...she was there to lift me up...or savor success with me.  

My first memories...farther back than I am supposed to be capable of remembering...it was all one girl.  Not my mom...not my grandmas...one incredibly amazing creature I was given the blessing and privilege to know.

That was until she up and took off on me ‘for a bit’ she said...which was four years ago.  

And yeah...I’m still pissed she missed my graduation because of it.  Oh...and holidays...and birthdays too.  Not just mine...even her own twin.  Her Own Twin!  

Ok...not all...she was never completely MIA.  But she missed enough, it mattered...and it hurt.

How does one get too busy or forget those meaningful moments in our lives?  A wicked, heart-smashing temptress...as my Uncle Leif would say.

Though most won’t complain...she’s broken many hearts.  However, her father and I have been the most vocal about that part.  The rest of this crazy family begs us to back off and give her a life.  

Her own Nana begging and bargaining with me, utilizing freshly baked cookies to soothe my heart too.  Blatant bribery!  Now her father was easier to win over...I only took the cookie as a polite peace offering...ready to discuss the rest as adults.  I blinked to take one little bite...and she was gone.

Grandma Angelica always called us magnets...Elayna and me. 

There have been many ‘magnet pairings’ in our crazy collective over the years, and not just for romantic interests.  Strangers became friends, then a family, and an even larger family when my parents’ generation met to combine.

All drawn to each other for many reasons: similarity of powers, interests, goals for the future, and primary realm of residence were all factors.  Yet with time...they found a few key members lives interlinked far more than initially anticipated.

Each individual story unique in its own way...but similar as far as those lessons learned and experience gained.  Either way, the result was the same...even it if it was over a decade in the making.

(Quick Note—We are NOT all blood related, so my lifelong crush is not as twisted as it sounds...and is completely legal in both realms.  I checked.)

To say my family is excessively large and becoming increasingly crazy...huge understatement...as we’re learning while years pass, and we just keep adding more.  I guess we are all magnets, of sorts, of people just like us.  

The once broken, now healed with the love from each other.  Lives shattered, at one point, beyond repair until they were reminded of a little thing called hope...and then they grabbed ahold, refusing to let go.  

Unions later formed that no one even dreamt of between, what turns out for us to be, three very distinct worlds.  There was our supernatural world existing within the human world...and while paralleling us in this life...a whole other realm that was just trying to exist as we.

Myths dispelled...facts and reality twisted to suit, later unwound, and exposed...beliefs changed not overnight...and in the end, there was one truth between all worlds.  We just wanted to live in peace...happy and safe with those we love.

That singular fact...that shared mission...proved to be a tremendous battle.  And...as I have seen and enjoyed in my life...it was well worth it.  

I have never faced evils this harsh world had to offer as I’ve been advised by my elders.  Now stories...case file archives, books, and of course, some pictures...I’ve learned what this world could be capable of and had at one time.  

None of us expected to ever see that change.  How do we go back when it seems the past is miles away?  Or how does one assume an existence one never knew...like me?

My mother and Aunts all warn it is a big mistake to underestimate our tribe.  I’m not sure if that rings true here...but that is truly what we are.  A spread-out tribe that’s big enough for two realms.

Our stories all began, lives separate, and smaller families...completely autonomous and oblivious to the existence of the others.  Hard fought and some long-extinguished battles of their own.  

Later, intertwining to fight a far bigger chaos, thrusting all into Worlds they never knew existed.  Even a decade apart if you consider Aunt Kyra and my mom’s stories.  

Aunt Sarah, also Elayna’s mom...her situation occurred in between the two and...she was a completely innocent human victim.

Through all events, they clung to each other and weathered all storms.  From exposing family secrets, tyrannical rulers, and even mad scientists...nothing stopped this family from forming or remaining...together.  Finally achieving what others never could or simply wouldn’t...peace and true balance.

“That is true magic...or possibly the beauty of divine intervention for the greater good.  A gift to be shared as we share that part of ourselves...our gifts...for the greatest good.”  Uncle Leif adds to...pretty much any talk you have with him.

No matter how fast my brain churns these other thoughts...I just keep being brought back to that smile...that constant...that gift...my symbol for family.  My hope.  My love.

That single word...together.  

In my head...hearing Uncle Leif’s pronunciation of ‘magic’.  

My thoughts of Elayna.  

All triggers for the next wave of paralyzing dreams I can’t escape.  I feel half-awake as my body thrashes about restlessly, though my mind is being swept off somewhere else.  I just can’t or maybe don’t want to pull myself away.
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Another funny part of that was recalling my time on that rooftop.  Mom just happening to tell Elayna where I was, when the men were helping me move on by tricking some other poor girl to date me until that wonderful smile caught me by surprise instead.

Elayna and I conversed after, sorting out our feelings and wishes for this life over some coffee.  The rest is now a cool story for our one-day children.

We still don’t know what happened to the girl I was supposed to be meeting.  Although my mother acted very strangely when I told her I bumped into Elayna, and she was back.

“Huh...really?”  Mom’s voice high as she draws that out, looking everywhere...but at me.  “Has it been that long already?  Hum...where does the time go?”  She shrugged, smiling, sneaking a kiss on my cheek as she wandered off through the house, mumbling.

My mother always had her ways to help along the world as she saw it working best.  I won’t ever complain...this time...my mommy was very right!

Most of my time wasn’t thinking of only family or Elayna...but my mom.  

I kept waiting for ‘Ash’ to burst through the wall.  Like the Kool-Aid man, guns a blazing, and in full gear.  I could have used a superhero.  My parents were always my superheroes.  

Pretty sad when a lad such as myself can’t live beyond his own mother’s shadow.  Even worse, a young man as I has to sit in any jail and hope his mom can bail him out, let alone worry about ever surpassing the teacher.

I would say someday...but the way my luck was going...I would have been ‘the infamous son of Ash’ for stuff I wasn’t aware I had done.  

I was innocent of course; however, it is still difficult to rebuild your reputation after even verbally slung accusations.

At least mom can account for all those she’s maimed or killed.  Mostly through her discipline and suspension reports.  But that number is still tracked, and she knew what she was doing.  I didn’t know what I did.

I still can’t put all the pieces together.  Why now?  The damage to all who had ill will is DONE.

Anyone who had a stake in anything negative that would have harmed our world...we’re down to simply a couple we can prove that remain.

I wonder if mom is thinking as I was.  All the thoughts leading back to...family.  Does she know we’re coming?  

Is she somewhere out there thinking of her tribe as I had?  I wonder what that image looks like.  

I know what mine was...I’m back in Detentions, seeing it all rerun now...images of being with my tribe...my cluster within this giant family.  

My generation pulling off something as those stories we heard of our parents or snuck looks at files when we were supposed to be doing homework on the computer.

The crazy adventures; insane people or creatures we could encounter on the way.  The adrenaline and fun all at the same time.  But...I don’t think that’s quite how my life’s going to work...not from this locked room anyway.

None of us has had to work as our parents or grandparents.  They wanted consistency between realms...so we’ve been physically trained and educated about both...all together: including Elayna, her brother, and a few open-minded and curious cousins. 

Our world is calm...quiet.  We trained but for what really?  Was it intensive enough?  Anything actually happening other than the occasional criminal that needed dealt with?  No...Life was too perfect!

They handed us a functioning peaceful intermingled world...two if we’re still counting the other realm separately.  We just had to maintain their work.  That was it.

Collectively...our chosen family has had many happy walks into the sunset individually and together in the end.  Eventually luck runs out.  So what storm is brewing to balance all that good?

Funny how that would land in my lap...but I am the one who arrived just as the world as we know now began.  I resulted from their biggest fight...their last real mission together.  

I know the entire history and am, in some way, related by either blood or love to one of the key players in the entire circus.  But that passed through town and closed long ago.

Or had it?  I was so stupid!
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Hands clapping loudly jerked me from my thoughts with a start. Elayna giggled as one hand gripped her arm when my other hand moved to my heart. 

Grandpa John was standing in the center of the living room seeming pleased or excited, hopefully, to get moving.  “Ok...we have a direction.  Several actually...but we narrowed it down for a start.  Grab your stuff...let’s move.”

“Where are we going?”  I ask, standing with the group.

Lucas nods his chin towards Grandpa John.  “I thought you needed information from us before we left.”

That earned Lucas a few raised brows.  

One of our team offering information that saved at least my butt yet was too ingenious to divulge our trade secrets to our elders.  That’s like teaching them to catch us with what little we did explain.

We didn’t sell our secrets to the enemy...we just gave them a hint to what was in our realm of capability.

Who am I kidding?  They probably already have an even better plan and don’t need our input.  Well...if they needed us as bad as was stated...we’d have been included in that little meeting down the hall.  But we weren’t.

Uncle Kenny waves his arm, motioning for us to hurry up and gather without an answer.  “We have a few places to demo while we search for Ash.”  He smiles towards Mr. President just stepping into view from the hall.  

“Budget cuts.  Terrible thing, but...better to simply remove the facilities entirely...more cost effective to use those dollars for a park or something.”  Mr. President wags his finger affirmatively.

“Will we at least be briefed on the way or what are we doing?”  I blurt for my team, puzzled how suddenly things were moving and I didn’t understand what to prepare for.

Sudden frustration jolts further through me and without thought, I huff, folding my arms at my chest, scowling.  “Wait...all of you hate going into anything blind...yet where have we been while you worked out the details?  We were called in because of a particular skill set.  I wasn’t aware that skill was sitting for hours with my thumb in my ass.”

“RELIC!”  My head jerks towards my father’s sudden growl.  “Whenever you are finished...you can get your ass in the truck.”

Grandpa Sam steps forward, cutting off my father and I engaged in some weird glaring contest.  “That is why we will be traveling in Command vehicles.  The opportunity to communicate between locations.”

“Did we get a final tally on what we believe are the remaining missing munitions?”  Grandpa John asks.

My Grandpa Sam shook his head, twisting his lips at the side.  “Unfortunately...not much.  We know Team Five had the largest losses.  All we recovered of their packs were the food left behind and their devices because of the trackers.”

That would be rather difficult to create a tracker small enough to mark even every single bullet we use.

So, beyond our side arms and special weapons we armed ourselves with...we have no idea what is out there...created by our hands and soon may be used against us.

I admit...part of me is morbidly curious where we’re off to now.  Most of all...I just want to find my mom...I don’t need to bother with the head games...or flushing out persons of interest.

If they have some clue where she may be...why won’t they tell me what she was taken for?  Why not save me that shock when we do find her? 

Just as those memories of sitting in that Detention cell...their overbearing, overly protective nature overrides their judgement...say, allowing us into a meeting that may allow us to save ourselves and each other.  

Allow us to actually do our jobs and not to be bailed out by our parents.  I thought we were past all of this!
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Unceremoniously dumped, wrist ties cut, my limbs then strapped to a table before my eye covering was removed.  

I thought I had a burlap sack tied too tightly around my neck so air couldn’t even pass, or I would have tried screaming my head off by now.  

No...stupid sleep mask with weird eyeballs painted on like that was supposed to be funny.  

I probably shouldn’t discredit their efforts...I’d have totally done that if the roles were reversed.  

Really insulting on this end...and considering the added precautions they’re taking...they must know who I am.  

My final kick to the teeth was that damn mask.

How am I even joking to myself about this?  Am I that twisted inside?  Truly this is one of the most horrific moments of my life thus far...and I go to humor to deal.

Nice, Ash!  And no one will even know I had such large brass ones, I even went laughing to the grave.

I’d much rather be known for laughing in the face of my own killers than...well, all that other crap I did.  That is the better legacy to leave my son.

Relic!  Erik!

Please spirits...help them hear me.  At least once more before I go.  

I need to say I love them...I lived at all...for them!
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Physically, I had no fight...my arms momentarily freed...my legs wouldn’t kick as I felt tossed over a shoulder and carried into some building.

I have all sorts of fight inside, but I can’t get my voice to scream out my battle cry.  Screams mixed with sobs in my brain that I wouldn’t show outside...or they’d believe they broke me.

HA!  That, I will make you have to go real rounds with me for!

I’ve been directing energy throughout my body, not so much as a blue flicker achieved, even from the tip of a finger.  I have nothing with whatever toxin is being introduced into my body.

What good is being a walking taser if I can’t light up when I need it?

Now I can see them coming with the needle each time I so much as breathe funny, which has been often, and I assume to keep me controllable.  Contained.

There must be a paralytic in the shots.  That would explain why my body wouldn’t respond and I have no way to push my magic, or I would have blown up everything my very open eyes can see.

I don’t recognize these nurses or whatever they have tending to me...but that smell...I honestly have no clue how I’m not gagging and retching this close to these turned.

I could smell that familiar stink the entire way here.  

It felt as we drove for hours in what I assume was a van from the sounds along the way and when we arrived, I heard double doors opening before I was yanked out by my taped-up ankles.

My head has hurt since I woke earlier on the drive.  

Each time I felt that pin prick in my leg, I fought to remain awake no matter how impossible that seemed or how it made my head hurt more.  

My eyes are open now and have been with each bout of consciousness slipping away even if briefly.  I have that much combat in me no matter what they keep forcing into my veins.  

I wonder if they realize what my body can take and still leave me on my feet.  Do they know what I can, and have handled that got me here today?

I’ve heard comments since we arrived...about sleeping with my eyes open and that it was creepy...so they debated on putting that sleep mask back on so they wouldn’t have to look at me.

Thanks!  And you’re a stunning bunch of individuals yourselves!

They mustn’t know much about me.  Like the fact that if I muster enough energy, I can easily see through that mask.  

I have no idea who these people are or what they could know about me.  

I thought we halted cells of attackers as this.  How was anyone this easily able to gather a group of turned that can function in this capacity?  Able to contain ME with a few shots?

ARGH!  If I could only jump on this table and start shooting faces like my mind wants!  

But no...I’ve been trying to remain as catatonic as possible, taking in my surroundings.  The faces...the voices...sounds.  

Seeking some clue to where we may be.  

Playing possum to draw them closer as I wait for that burst of energy I know is going to come.  

Reaching for some familiarity...so I would know how to get out when I make my move.

I’ve been trying to push each memory...each visual I get out...but I hear no one on the other end of my telepathic call.  

That is nerve-wracking and I must admit, I am beginning to worry I may not be able to escape without help.

Watching in my periphery to keep my eyes still a door closes.  

The room deafeningly silent.  Only hearing the shallow sounds of my own breath, realizing I was feeling a sudden chill against my skin I hadn’t noticed before.

My heart nearly bursts thinking the drugs they were pumping through me may be wearing off quicker than they planned.  

Now I have to remember to not so much as twitch because they probably have me on cameras if they dare leave me alone.

Think, Ash!  We must know a spell that’ll jam up that camera.  Buy me a minute to vanish myself off if I can exert some magic.

No...if I did that it would send someone, and spirits only know what they’ll do to me then.

Ah-ha!  Maybe a good point to us is that we learned to fight human too.  

I doubt these folks geared me up before we left.  My holster won’t be strapped to my thigh and full of my favorite weapon.

Now that would have been terribly cruel and torturous...keeping me essentially bound entirely while all the weapons I needed were within a reach I could not make.

I better make a mental note of that for my ‘someday file’ if I ever run into a tough one to crack.  

What’s that...sound?  What’s...what’s that smell?
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The door never opened but the lights did dim on their own.  

I thought I heard the crackle of a speaker but...that was pushed to the back of my mind the second I heard what sounded as shower nozzles turn on from the walls.

Fog rolled around me as smoke drifted from a table of smokers sipping coffee and chatting at an old school diner back corner booth.

The screams inside me made my head pound but I fought every bit I could to keep still.  

I knew to keep my breathing as steady and shallow as it was before.  

I’ll have to accept I am getting gassed...slowly...but if they are monitoring me...someone will notice if so much as my lashes flutter.

[image: Chain Link Metal Tether Chain Chain Chain]

Crackling...like a speaker...that’s what got me!

Game over!  I was had!

One not entirely voluntary response...I gulped...and that is when the voice came.

Through a speaker somewhere in the ceiling I hear THAT voice.

The voice forever etched into the pieces I can’t keep locked away...the pieces that never will allow me to be free.

Chills...gooseflesh covered my body...I almost felt a gasp ready to actually pass my throat, smelling the cigarette smoke and filth he wore on that lab coat only when I saw the true HIM.

“I understand you are not comfortable...please darling...not much longer.  Promise.”  

The pause in his speaking was excruciating.  

His tone went from parental-like concern to an evil hiss...nearly enough to kill me right there.

“Ready to try again, Ashleigh...you are so close.”  He’s audibly smirking with sick glee.

My ankles suddenly felt grabbed once more.  It wasn’t real but I felt I was being jerked towards...frightening oblivion.  

I am forever stuck with that man.

I was his creation, and I was his to serve.

I was never meant to be me.  

I was never meant to be...free.

My lungs clenched and then released this mortified scream, I hadn’t realized I was holding back this entire time.

My body attempted to jerk from the table with the bit of energy I conserved in that moment of conscious stillness.

The room shifts around me....my focus suddenly broken.  I felt myself collapsing back to the table as my lungs sucked in all that gas after my scream of fear and recognition.

In the next seconds, I hear a beep...the word ‘clear’...and I swear I saw HIM coming towards me in that lab coat through that same damn door.

Hovering over me, his lips shifting in a smile, exposing those awfully stained teeth.  His words pass my ear as if he was pressing his lips close enough to whisper.  “Perfection.”
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I felt my body take its last futile tug at consciousness...my thoughts flooding...coating even my will to fight.

This has to be an effect of the gas.  A dream.  How would the dead rise to bring me in as a prisoner by commanding turned?

My hands were slipping past each fiber of the rope it held...then my hands...were empty and cold.  

This...this can’t be happening!

No!  No!  NOOOOOOOOOOO!  

My internal voice roared in rage.

I WATCHED THE WOLVES OF DENALI DEVOUR YOU!  Their final act of vengeance for stealing at least one of their own.  

Their wish as ours...closure for all those who never got it because of YOU...you sick son of a bitch!

Your precious cohorts thrown straight to the depths of hell in flames.  Both your sister Madame Chairman and later your ‘toy’ Trista!

HOW!  How am I seeing this?  How is HE here!

Relic...stay back, baby!  Erik!

SPIRITS PLEASE!

Help meeeeeeeeeeeee...
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Grandpa John
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“What do you mean the dog has the keys, Kenneth?”  I heard Katerina scream as we’re dividing up and loading into Command trucks to move to the next address on our list.

Erik had been in a complete panic, but we were able to reassure him with details as we moved along that it is good we do not find Ashleigh in these surprisingly infested dens hidden within our government’s buildings.

Our theory may prove right that Ashleigh was taken in a similar fashion as Relic had been last spring.  A theory we had to keep to ourselves for now because of the possible connection in this to Relic.

Relic who is rather angry with us as well...although differing from his mother by punishing us with silence and compliance.  In other words, his protest is following orders and offering nothing else.

Relic was coincidentally taken from his dorm in the middle of the night by masquerading Agents days after he and Elayna reunited.

We aren’t sure who took Ashleigh but have an idea if they donned magic repellant gear as Raymond reported. These folks are obviously the same who stole the children’s equipment in the odd manner as they had. 

Supernaturals would have taken it all and ran like hell.  Sort it out later.  

These were specific items and how the children’s devices got into the hands of the criminals we had found...interesting considering we believe it might be human realm special operations that took my child.

Their vehicle we managed to capture on security footage entering and leaving the cul-de-sac.  

We also narrowed down a direction of travel before disappearing on street cameras and any other security cam we could locate along that route.  

Mr. President confirmed those as official vehicles, marked plates, that are listed in recently uncovered government documents his team discovered once we began exposing just what was being pushed through with his forged signature and several who held office before him.

Thomas, Tina, and I explored this and many ideas at the lab.  The chance Relic and Elayna’s relationship was what was feared.  

A supernatural human born of this world.  

The ‘why’ humans would even know...well we would have some answers to that once we understand the why’s of the projects they too had on the board.

Not that it is unheard of.  

Supernaturals have married and procreated with humans for centuries, I am aware.  The stronger of supernaturals remain more purists in their romantic pursuits although it does happen in both realms.

However, never with the offspring of genetically perfected supernatural weapons and a human as enlightened as Elayna.  They are, in fact, two very different supernaturals who are simply packaged like humans.

But my Ashleigh...she was fiercely sought before.  

Not only to hide the secrets of others...but their existence at all.  Supernatural weapons of mass destruction and Hunters aligned to rein us all in or destroy if the experiment got out of hand.

That was too simple...there had to have been more!
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I should have known there were always other possibilities.  Contingencies for anyone who wanted access to power or control.

We are government funded as all other Agencies in the world.  The supernaturals who need to know in high positions do...and we have accesses to much at their disposal that aids us in keeping our world separate and secret.  

Technically we’re an approved special op not perceived as danger to the humans or any government.  

Historically it was us protecting them from simple knowledge of us...and that was enough.  Keeping supernaturals fighting only supernaturals so the humans could live on in peace from us which is why we receive the cooperation and support.

What humans do to each other, we cannot interfere or intervene.  That was the deal...until the supernatural world threatened to destroy what was built upon that figurative handshake.

Actually, we have proven to be a protective operation for humans.  Currently...well only a day into world restoration...only slightly similar to the triumphs after the attacks brought against my daughter years ago.  

Now supernaturals attacking my grandson...simply because he was here...because he exists as Ashleigh.  

The comparisons between the two...still intriguing enough in theory to explore.

Why if Ashleigh couldn’t be stopped with the team she had gathered at her side...what is the importance of taking Relic from this world now?  

Or demolishing the team my Ashleigh and her allies in life created for him and others?  

What was the power anyone wished to hold if their secrets had been out?  

The only guess I have...the power sought this time...control of it ALL.

That is why Mr. President joined us this evening.  

He has codes and maps to get us into any facility that may hold my daughter.  Information on who may have her because of files located to do with those super soldier suits previously tested and what was currently in production when we dropped their cover. 

Exposure...obvious link between Ashleigh and Relic’s stories...they were part of unraveling something for others, possibly still unknown to us.

The supernaturals of yesteryear couldn’t beat us at any attempt...it was a splendid point voiced...what else was there that had yet to attempt to destroy us?

Here, this entire time, we believed projects our children were involved in were to battle either each other or strike down all Hunters.  Things that are only involving our space in this world.

Taking over the human world too...crossed our minds as a reason to pit us against each other...but that was not what investigation led us to.  These are now our own bombshell discoveries.

Unless the biggest bombshell we have yet to uncover is someone of the human world who wished to remove us from existence, returning us to pages in storybooks.  

But...what would be the reason or outcome of that?  What power would be left to gain other than title alone?

UNLESS...this was about a race to create a super being.  

We know one way that could be accomplished by very simple means.  Although they’d have to let my grandson, and the other young ones live on too...

Oh my...spirits no!  

Ashleigh!

The experiments proved successful.  They lived and passed on the traits the doc intended to never be replicated by another lab.

Whoever contains them...can control what they bring forth into the world.

Our recent reunion with Chloe and meeting with the ex-husband should have...dammit John...how would you miss that detail?  

We were even at that blasted lab with Tina and saw the children there for testing because of what the humans had done to their supernatural father.  We spent how much of that time discussing it?

We have all the records picking up for that doc monitoring those first few couplings.  

We weren’t monitoring that...we had medical files for the children and simply knew who their birth parents were.  Good enough!

However, we didn’t have his records...those belonging to the humans.  Maybe that in and of itself is worth monitoring...but...these are children and that was her marriage.

These are beings with souls no matter the species.  Creatures designed by divine hands and born into ours by miracles we don’t try to pick apart.  What was done to them was in labs later...not how they came to be.

We can only love them while we can, as many of us simply enjoy the extra years we were afforded in life without question.  

I do not need to know why I am a vampire.  I know what I am...and who I am...is a guy who has made that extra time worth it for far beyond myself.  That is enough!

They were never experiments to any of us and I refuse to budge on that.

That is what these young ones...my daughter’s generation...they didn’t sulk on the why me.  Oh no...they jumped into action, dusting themselves off as they laughed...then asked where their bonus gifts were needed.

For the good of many...their gifts to share...never selfishly covet.  

They refused to live as or be seen as victims.  We live that proof of their success and selfless sacrifice as well as the benefits of our own efforts prior to.

That is why as a collective beyond the collaborate...we saved the world.  It was bigger than us the entire time and this is our proof standing with us.  

Now, we as a collective, save my daughter and protect my grandson.  

We collected as one voice to save what we wanted...life...love...existing to experience this wonderful world.  Fighting to ensure we were not alone in that existence.  I guess continuing that will be what it takes to save the future.

Oh wait...that’s sort of what we were attempting in the first place.  Save the world...protect our future.  Yup...it’s in there.

I can already hear Ashleigh laughing at me...watching me rush around as a lost stooge and I was giving myself a headache, I am adamant to her, we do not suffer from.

Oh, to hear that laughter...even at my expense.  Ashleigh...where are you?  Why can’t we hear you?  

I refuse to even entertain thoughts of the worst...so I know they’re just...well maybe you are blocking us from seeing worse.  But you can’t worry about protecting us now.  

Ashleigh...help us find you.  

There has to be something...scream to someone.  Many of us have spent years working on this communication skill for purposes as this, I believe.  
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I turn when Thomas stops before me, looking into my eyes as he points toward Kenny and now Leif arguing with him in replacement of Katerina.  

“John!  What’s wrong with you?”  Thomas’s brow furrows as I felt my head bob back at his questions.  “You are rushing so bad you missed that Kenny is not in possession of his TANK keys?  We can’t leave!”

CLICK!  CLANK!

Thomas’s brow raised as both our heads jerk, hearing sounds in the distance.  “Oh shit!”

Huffing out a laugh of disbelief, I point into the distance, blurting out.  “If Kenny’s there...who’s in the tank?” 

Shaking his head, Thomas huffs, now grabbing my arm as we turn to run.  “Head count.  You do your side...I got mine.”

Nodding, I glance to my right, taking in the faces I pass.  

I was counting and trying to note all the names I could recall at the moment.  So many new people, I couldn’t keep my mind straight.

The Commander was there waiting when we neared Kenny.  His hands balled in fists at his hips, grumbling and cursing up a storm, and he raised one to wave our way, halting our sprint.  

“We know who’s missing.”  His head drops, shaking from side to side as he puffs out an angry breath.  “The issue is going to be bringing them to a stop.”

I had to grab Thomas, lunging forward, finger out, and wagging as his jaw tensed.  “Tommy’s scrawny ass bet not be in there.”  His voice boomed.

“Relax.”  The Commander pats Thomas’s shoulder.  “Kids are accounted for and safe in vehicles down the road.”

Shrugging, I look to the Commander puzzled.  “Then what is happening?  We don’t have the time for nonsense.”

Sucking his teeth, the Commander nods and makes a clicking sound with his mouth.  “Yeah...someone might have mentioned that to the dog who feels underutilized.”

“What?”  Thomas and I blurt in confusion at the same time.

Pursing his lips, rubbing at his chin, the Commander answers.  “Yup!  We got a whole other uprising, and someone wants a corner office with a view.”

“You mean my office?”  Shot from my mouth oddly.

Thomas gave me an incredulous look.  “Seriously, John?  The dog is leading an uprising and that’s a cocker spaniel driving a tank.  You think he can manage brakes while he steers?  Who will find Ash then?”

Katerina turns, face pinched, and toe tapping.  “Oh...no worries...I guess they are a rogue team of trackers if we can’t listen.  We were assured the bear would be driving too since he’s had experience apparently.”  

She growls when Kenny attempts to interject.  “You had to shut the door on him, didn’t you?  Idiot!”

“Woman!”  Kenny defends loudly.  “When is the dog ever behind me and how was I supposed to know his feelings would dictate this retrieval?”

His tone drops to almost mocking as he continued straight-faced.  “Did anyone bother to tell him what we need to do now?  Maybe he’d agree to stick a pin in this, and we can go.”

“Are we really having this discussion?”  I call above the others, waving my hands before me to catch their attention.  

“Disable the tank...we need to go.  I’ll get Erik if anyone wishes to argue.  He’s about to explode any minute...and he’s been holding in two decades as Ash’s husband...I’d step aside.”  I order.

“John!”  Kenny calls out.

I shook my head, ready to turn and walk towards my vehicle.  “No...we don’t have time for this.  I need butts in seats, people.”  

Stopping, I jab my fingers into my chest.  “How ridiculous is this?  A bear commandeering a tank at the word of a dog while my daughter is where?  Exactly!  Disable it and let’s roll.”

“John!”  Kenny calls out again.

“What?”  I shouted louder than I meant and was answered by several stunned faces, eyes wide, mouths agape, and fingers pointing behind me.

WHIIIIIIRRRRR!  CLICK!  CLANK!

That sounded rather close this time...and for some reason...I don’t want to turn around.

I do and was greeted with quite the attention-grabbing negotiation tool.  

That tank was parked on my lawn.  The launcher directed at my front door.  

My wife and Erik’s mother are still sleeping soundly upstairs.  Miss Anna’s healers are at their sides with Thomas’s wife Maura, Eli’s wife Cathy, and Brendan’s mother Miss Diane.

Now, my underground car lair is reinforced in the event of collapse.  However...I think we forgot reinforcement due to bomb damage for the house.  

That tunnel system would be safe if we could get them moved while I negotiate.  FRICK!  Seriously!  

No wonder Ashleigh has anger issues dealing with half this crap.  And all just to get her to stop shooting faces.  I’m beginning to wonder if we should have left her how she was.
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I turned, looking for Kaleb in the crowd and called out when I couldn’t see him.  

He appeared a moment later with Samuel, Erik, and several others awestruck by the scene.

Keeping my face calm, I look to Kaleb, fighting back rage beginning to build...to simply hurry this along, handling this as diplomatically as possible.

Although I could really choke that dog right now!

Ok...I couldn’t do that...but I would pet him very hard the wrong way!  

Make him watch me eat something without offering to share.  He would just crap in my slipper for that.  

Now this...I actually have to hand it to him.  A dog is organizing this.  And humans use apes as a comparison of intelligence.  

Interesting considering who nabbed keys and stole a supernatural Agency vehicle that was supposed to have been guarded.

Wait!  Who was guarding it...and where are they now?  

“What is it that will stop this madness?”  I ask and Kaleb only nods in reply.

His eyes move from the tank to me, blinking rapidly in shock, he tells me.  “He wants to help find Ash but says no one will listen that he can.  He never even got his belly scratched.  He said finding the kids...he’ll count the tacos...so we’re good there.”

I only gulped, though I heard a few sputters of muffled laughter behind me, having heard that.  Feeling my lips pinch, I try not to sound mocking.  “Appreciate that.”

“He says anytime, boss.”  Kaleb nods very seriously then smirks a little, hearing snorts and snickers behind him too.

Taking a sharp breath in through my nose, ignoring all of those around us...I ask Kaleb.  “I hear he asked for an office.  Was that true?  Oh...and is he alone?”

Kaleb nods, then pauses looking towards the tank before returning to me.  “He appreciates that was remembered...yes he would like a space of his own...and no he is not alone.”

Pursing my lips, I lower my head also in a nod.  “I see.”  

I cannot believe this is even happening.  I am negotiating with a dog to get my own damn tank back...in front of the President...so we can hopefully then rescue my daughter.

Ohhhhhh...how is this my life?  

I thought having a daughter was bloodsport.  Then, I get to search with her near as mouthy not-so-mini-me grandson of mine, Relic.  At least when he feels neglected or left out, he only threatens to do things with his own thumb.  This dog...stole a heavily armed, large and drivable machine.

See...this is why supernaturals truly don’t keep pets.  They need so much and pull the dumbest stunts without warning at the most inopportune times.  The kid...his thumb...‘nuff said!

Clearing my throat, I look up to Kaleb, feeling my jaws clench with my words.  


“Fine.  Please forward this message on behalf of the...collective.

Brendan owns and operates HQ for Evolution in the U.S.  Ashleigh works mainly from home as do many of both Legacy and Evolution thanks to the technology available.  That equals one main office shared by all.  

So much easier to have everything in one place and the space that leaves...many possibilities.

I have an office as does Thomas though we share a building, overseeing numerous departments all under that same roof.  Including Ashleigh and Erik’s main office.

I will arrange a building, benefits, funding, treats...whatever gets him the fuck out of my tank and to my daughter NOW!”


WHHHHIIIIIRRRRRR!  CLANK!

“Shit...John!”  Kaleb yells, waving his arms.  “He doesn’t do angry remember...lower your tone.”

My brow rose surprised.  “My tone?  I just offered a dog a freaking building, a check he can’t possibly cash himself, and he doesn’t do anger?  What...did I forget a company car?  Does he object to pooling?  I can get ‘carbon credits’...better for the environment considering...”  I make an ‘eek’ face, cutting off.

I was quite shocked...as I heard fear also in the screams behind me...when that launcher began to turn away from the house and nearly knocked me in the head as it aimed this direction.

Rolling my eyes, I straighten after ducking and show I am not the least bit amused.  “I am taking this seriously, creatures inside.”  My tone annoyed, but I pray this dog can deal with me calling towards the tank aloud.

I waved my hands to silence Kaleb, calling out towards me and argued.  “No...if he really wished to help, Denali and his co-conspirators would be here helping and not wasting our time.  THIS for the girl who saved all of you ingrates from an uncertain fate.  If she...”

I staggered back, running a hand over my mouth as if faint or sick that blurted so simply.  “That’s on your hands now.  This could have waited.  How I feel...disappointed is not enough of a word.”

CLANK!

The tank slowed to an idle, the brake set, and the top hatch opening a bare crack.  Apologetic eyes stared back...and frankly...this part was freaking me out a bit no matter how trained several of those creatures as Denali supposedly were.

I just hostilely negotiated to retrieve my own tank with creatures that can still rip my face off.

The Commander began calling for their handlers and Kaleb cautiously moved forward to grab Denali.

Erik’s roar cut through the chaotic darkness.  Kaleb gasped at his voice booming at the tank towards those creatures and people.  

Suddenly...like the flip of a switch...amused this was happening at first, and then I made my comment.  Erik snapped back to reality, and he is pissed.

Seething, he stood, chest heaving.  “How about get those asses moving or you don’t go!  You want an office...save her or the world may forget all about you without her screaming in faces.  How’s that for a tone?  NOW MOVE!”

That got boots clomping as people and critters charged for vehicles.

Erik caught Denali giving him a look as he passed in Kaleb’s arms to the truck.  He stopped Kaleb mid-stride to point in that dog’s face.  “Without her...no one understood you...hell there may not even be a you.  If you knew her...or care as much as you claim...you wouldn’t fight helping us get her back.”

Erik’s voice cracked which he quickly covered with a cough to finish before storming off.  “I need her back more than we need you playing games.”

Kaleb and the others just walked back behind him.  Kaleb whispered back and forth with the dog before climbing into the truck after Samuel.

Is this really our life now?  

We never had the opportunity to break from messed up missions and horrific retrievals.  And today was a rather nice day.  One to have been appreciated, but we still had to work.  For this?

I know Ashleigh will find this much funnier than I at the moment.  Maybe we’ll laugh together about it...just not yet.
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Thomas pats my arm.  “We going with Command or Kenny?”

I could only shrug, feeling words just leave my lips without thought.  “I don’t know what to do.  Is any of this absurdity real?”

He gulps and nods.  “With Leif and Kenny, it is.”  

Steering me to the tank, Thomas helps me hoist myself up to the top before I lower myself inside.

Valid question considering this impeccably timed distraction.

For a minute there, I thought this was real.  This can’t be real.  I will wake up soon enough.

Who goes from searching for their child one moment to arguing with a dog over corner offices, tanks, and feeling underutilized because a door was accidentally shut in their face?

No wonder Ashleigh always panics at her dreams.  This is rather vivid.  And just as stupid as reality can get!

If this were real that would have been funny while it occurred.

But no one was laughing because Ashleigh was not here to point and add some off-handed comment as we did!

John...wake up!  I cannot handle this being real anymore.  

I want my daughter here, to know everyone will be safe, and the rest of this month’s long nightmare is finally over.

WAKE UP NOW DAMMIT!

Ugh!  This is really our life!

––––––––
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We’re coming, Ashes! 

We are on our way!
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Ash
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I’ve been listening to that voice taunting me for what seems as hours.  A dead man goading my subconscious, trapped in a body temporarily disabled.  

His words...that smell singed into my nose no matter the faces he wore between visits...that evil sickness, no illusion powerful enough to hide.

The feel of that darkness being so near stirs your insides in revolt.  

How?  Better yet...why?  Is this my penance for what I thought I had done well?  

My punishment for correcting what I believed was wrong and thought my guiding divine spirits would feel the same.  

Or is this my punishment for existing beyond the odds?  The abomination of another’s creation surpassing even the path he laid out for me.  

How do his acts dictate whether I should exist beyond a specific date?  

I never swore any allegiance to him, nor did I promise that doc my life in exchange for what he forced on me and so many others.  

How do his crimes define how my existence should have been?  

All he changed for me...was I became a magic wielding vampire instead of a plain old vampire...and I took my place at my father’s side in the Agency that I also wasn’t entirely aware of before.  

I never submitted to that doc’s will beyond treatments when I was young.  I was supposed to trust that adult was doing what the letters following his name on the plate on his desk said he could do...which was being my physician.

No...I tried to save everything and everyone he intended destroyed.  

His creations became his biggest adversaries...his judge...jury...and his punishment was being thrown to the wolves.

I thought my fate was always in the hands of another...unseen hands that don’t have to explain their work to you...they just twist you up or take you.  

Too many lives instead left for interpretation by a man’s hands, a self-genetically altered supernatural man, whose own extraordinary gifts mean he shouldn’t exist either!

Even that poor little pup at home figured out what his true nature was.  Mutilated by hands as sick as my designer...yet Denali found us and survived to be good.  A tiny little dog.  How is my situation that much different?

“I know this is upsetting, Ashleigh...but we must try one more time.  Be patient, child, and you will be rewarded.”  

AHHHHH!  

Why can’t I get that voice out of my head!

The smell of freshly sterilized simulator and the missed spot of blood in the corner overtake my senses.  Screams all my own grating against my brain.  My little bit of relief...the images are not flooding back to consume me too.  

Sight...my only sense blocked from HIS torture...but he can reach and tug at everything else.  

I don’t have to see it to be sickened or pray to scream and run away.

That doc is trying to push me till breaking once again.  The only thing that stopped that before...my wolf getting him to believe he achieved the truly impossible.  She stopped him then and later awoke just to show me how to destroy him...for good.

Why can’t I remember all that happened in those simulations?  

I thought I gave up wondering long ago.  Grateful I only retrieved the bits I did, and I didn’t want to know more.  Water long passed under the bridge and beyond repair.  No choice but to move on...you simply never forget or heal.

My memories were enough to, years later, wake blinded in a clinic bed after stuffing my face through the side of that same simulator, removing it from use completely.  

Damage to my own body from a trigger I don’t understand but my body did...and tried to escape it.  My brain knew to escape HIM!

What does any of this mean?  Where is my key here to survival? 

Dream?  Vision?  What exactly is it that I am stuck in?  What am I supposed to be looking for that will help me make it through? 

If my brain could figure that blocking out before I was even school age, to then hide this from me until...the rage and the wolf brought him back.  

My magic never showed itself until my body removed part of that shield for self-preservation without me being aware of much at all, until I began occasionally electrocuting Erik.

Could this be because I called to her...my wolf...to protect my family?  I returned us both to a past that was supposed to have been long buried.  

I asked for one too many favors and now this is my last memory of this earth.  I asked too many times for protection of people I wasn’t supposed to have in my life because of what he made me.

None of this was her fault but does that mean the doc is that ingrained in us all.  I called to her and now...here he is.  The doc that only spared my life because of the life he stole of hers.  

Or did he truly spare me on purpose at all?  Of course not...I was spared because he couldn’t take me with him...and I was not alone in any of these successes!

I’ve been trying to force HIM and his lovely reminders of moments past aside...to remember those faces of my loving family.  

Although with his relentless sensory attacks while I am a captive audience to this...I’m actually afraid to remember.  

I’m terrified because...if he’s in my head and can see what I pull from that album to examine closer...I will not let him contaminate MY world more than he already has.

He’s taken enough.  Taken the life I should have had as ALL the others he destroyed besides me.  I will not be held accountable nor relinquish what I have earned in this life, including those I gained to love for HIM!

Come on, Ash!  It’s here...we just have to look deep enough!

Do I dare surrender to my own mind or is this HIM?  

Do I allow a ranting ghost to overtake me...force me to recall every detail of events my own brain attempted to protect me from?

I don’t know if it’s within me to surrender...never to HIM.

But...what if that is the only way to save anyone else?  What if that is my only way out?  Is that a chance I am willing to take?  Is that risk worth it?  

If I give myself back...can I spare the others any pain?  

What, if that, may be their only chance at peace?  A risk I may have to take...so someone can enjoy the worlds we just saved.

Wait!  The voice is...fading?  Is he leaving?  Did he not achieve what he wanted so he’s going?

No...wait...someone just tugged at my eyelid, shining a light in my face.  My dream is being disrupted.  Wonderful!

I guess I’ll see ya in a bit, doc.  I am almost too sure...you will be waiting!
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“Doctor...she appears to be coming around.”  A feminine voice called out as if over her shoulder.

“Is she still restrained?”  A male voice and footsteps slowly approaching me from the side.

“Yes, sir.”  The female answered.

The man sounded pleased, thanking the nurse and I heard something tap a metallic surface near my ear.

I must have flinched because I heard some sort of grunt leave his throat before he asks.  “How are we this morning, Agent Romacinov?”

WTF!!!!!!!

I couldn’t help it.  My eyes sprung open, immediately searching the room in a panic.  I held my breath to appear calm, taking in the sight of nothing familiar...until my eyes settle on that face.

Why do I recognize this man and HOW DOES HE KNOW ME?

Wait!  He called me Agent Romacinov...not Warner.  What HELL have I just landed in?

I tried to open my mouth to respond which only landed me in a coughing fit.  He motioned a hand, and the nurse hurried over with water, offering me a sip.  I could barely lift my head to take it.

Wincing, I try with no luck to move my arm.  “My head.”  I cough out and the nurse tries again to offer me some water.

The male spoke as the nurse tended to me.  “Yes...we are aware of your special skills and took the necessary precautions.  A ‘hangover’ is an unfortunate side effect.  I do apologize.”

My brow rose as I glanced at the ‘doctor’ I thought I heard him called and ask.  “Necessary precautions?  Hangover?”

He nods, keeping his face emotionless as he watched me carefully.  “Yes.  We have been looking for some time for you, Agent Romacinov.  After the original Agency had been destroyed...well...we managed to find a few of our files but haven’t located the others.”

Ok, Ash...this is all you...get us out of this!

Shaking my head innocently, I look down towards my body in a hospital bed now.  Nothing like the clinic...and they smell...human?

“I’m not understanding.  Did I get hurt?  Where are my parents?”  I offer a confused and frightened look.

I notice the doctor’s jaw tense as he looks at the nurse.  “Note in her chart...temporary amnesia.  We’ll look into why soon.”

“Yes, doctor.”  The woman hurried to open the door, grabbing a chart off the wall just outside the door, making a note before placing it back and shutting the door behind her.

OH!  That’s good!  

We can work with this.  Wonderful tool to gain info.  Nice, Ash!

The doctor offered a smile, leaning to reach for a stool that he rolled next to my bed and took a seat.  

He sighs, resting his arms, hands clasped on thin rails at the side of my bed.  “You have been a participant in a study for some time.  Years in fact.”  

I watched his Adam’s apple bob when he gulped before continuing.  “However, we lost track of many of our participants after the destruction of that building and loss of our contacts within the Agency.”

SON OF A...CONTACTS!  I am going to need a linen change!

They had an in to our system
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