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I

A Half Smile and a Blank Stare







  
  
  -Where memories sleep ①-

  
  




As I stand in the center of the hallway the dankness engulfs and surrounds me. I’ve always found the darkness to be comforting. 

As a kid I would never have a fear of the dark like most other kids as they would need a nightlight of some kind to actually sleep. I didn’t mind just laying awake in the dark until I was too tired to keep my eyes open. I got better and better at staying up when X would take me out at night with Leon and Archie and the four of us became a group of night owls. 

It was only until recently that I really minded the dark. But I guess the stressful few weeks I’ve had have really made me feel a certain type of uneasiness from the darkness. I don’t know if it had something to do with The Pale Man and his realm or if it’s just me wising up to the innate fear of the dark but now as I stare down the barrel of the dark I can’t help but feel some kind of primal urge to run away and hide. But I can’t do that. I won’t let myself be overrun by that urge no matter how powerful I know what’s in here and that there’s nothing to fear. 

But still why did I let X talk me into this? I hold my flashlight in my right hand and shine it down the corridor. I’ve never felt so suffocated in my life. This is what I get for letting X talk me into a part-time job. He said that it would be an enjoyable experience for me and I could earn some money. What he failed to mention is that this job is a night shift at an underground bunker where I have to watch over the place and risk death facing unknown horrors. All for minimum wage which is beyond terrible like what am I meant to do with minimum wage in a house full of people who make triple that in a minute. I could be sitting at home watching TV. 

But all that’s on TV is crazy Ruby fans wondering about our relationship ever since the concert, it’s all to much my brain so I just work here and ignore all of that stuff and leave it to Ruby.  Oh yeah, did I mention unknown horrors? Yeah this place was a bunker used by prime industries to experiment on things and apparently there are still some experiments still down here. So that’s great. Oh, and also they experimented with virtual reality and made some freaky headsets down here but I haven’t gone near that section. I leave that to the other guard. 

There is one other guard down here but I’ve never seen him. I’ve heard his voice as he will sometimes talk to me over the phone but he hasn’t called recently. He probably just forgot about me. A rustic creaking sound comes from the distance and I feel a cold sweat run down my face. What was that? Shining the flashlight in the corridor I move my hand to my side. I slide my hand down my side and  feel the cold metal of the Evoker in its holster. Relating to my new found fear I’ve been carrying this around with me while I’m down here as an insurance policy. I don’t want one of X’s experiments getting at me and I’ll take facing my current issues rather than to get any more new ones. Taking a deep breath in then out I then walk down the hallway. Each step I take fills me with fear and uncertain dread. 

“Why did I say yes to this? I could be in bed by now,” I murmur. 

I follow the flashlight beam with my eyes scanning each inch of the corridor for anything that could attack me. The grey metal walls of the facility mixed with the concrete floor give a cold and unforgivable feeling. Strewn across the walls are different terrifying things like scratch marks and old research papers worn and broken.

“I could just burn this place to the ground,” I say to myself. 

The creaking sounds again and I jolt my flashlight in a mess. I see metal chains next to an air vent puffing air in a corner. Oh, thank the First Prime it was just that. I walk past the chains and find myself at a fork in the corridor. I shine my flashlight down the two different paths both looking the same even after I shine a light down then. Dammit which way do I go again? Was it left or right? Both look equally terrible. 

“I think I’ll take this up to chance,” I mumble. 

I turn and walk down the left corridor. Why well the chains were on my right so it just felt natural to go the other way. My footsteps echo through the hallway as my flashlight bounces up and down in a rhythmic motion. I try to take in my surroundings but all I see is concrete, Concrete and wait what’s that.

More concrete.

I have never been more bored in my life. I think this might be my punishment for what I did at the talent agency last week. He should have seen it coming with how I was going, Well I guess not until then I was the biggest coward to known man. But I mean who would put an Evoker to their head and pull the trigger. The only reason I did it was for Ruby. Oh, First Prime Ruby I wonder what she’s been doing. I haven’t seen her at school and when I get home; I have to go to work. So I haven’t seen her since the concert. She probably has been facing the wrath of Juliet and her manager getting mad at her about me. With the stress of renewing her contract and the publicity of our ‘dating’ it all must be weighing on her. 

I would have thought that we would have gone on a date at this time but with everything that has been happening we haven’t had time to find each other let alone talk. Wait what am I thinking about? Ruby and I have never been able to say what the concert was, just a big mistake. I haven’t been able to tell her that. I look around the hallway in confusion. Now I think I’ve gone the wrong way. On the right wall I notice a large stain. 

“What the hell is that?” I ask myself.

I approach the stain apprehensively and I illuminate it with my flashlight. The dark brown stain splatters over the wall with disgusting inaccuracy like throwing paint at a canvas. I touch the stain and feel its hardened surface. What is it? I probably shouldn’t worry about it too much and just keep walking. Trying to remove the stain from my mind, I continue to walk. As I walk, I see more stains similar to the one I just found. I notice there is no consistency with the stain, At the end of the corridor I see a door. It’s just a normal door like the one entrance to my office. Maybe this could give me some safety. I walk up to the door with pace. I really don’t like it out here. This place gives me the creeps. I reach the door and find the handle. Then I hear a rattling noise coming from behind me. I’m not even gonna check that, Just gonna get inside and ignore that. 

I open the door then shut the second I’m inside. Then I look around the room and see that the light is dim red. There is a desk in front of me with monitors on it. This is the office of the other guard. But where is he? I walk around the front of the desk and see that a few of the monitors have the same dark brown stains on them. Huh weird. I click a button in one monitor and they all power on. Okay now time to find an escape from this place. On the screen is a camera feed somewhere in the facility, In the bottom corner of the screen there is a layout of the facility with all the camera placements. I see a small box with the word ‘You’ in the middle of it. If I’m here. 

So where is the elevator? I flick between different camera feeds until I find the elevator. It’s not on the other side of the facility like I thought it would considering my luck but it’s quite the distance. I look at the time on the monitor and see that it’s three in the morning. Yeah, I’m going home. I walk out the door with confidence and shine my flashlight down the hallway. 

I see the stains on the wall and I roll my eyes. After I investigate these stains. I walk down the hall and turn down the other hallway that I didn’t go down. The stains on the wall get larger and cover more of the wall. Then suddenly they stop. Where did they go? I notice a door covered in stains. Then I feel a pressure coming from the door, one of utmost fear and dread. I reach out to the door. 

My hand shakes out of control as I reach. I don’t feel any fear so why is my hand shaking? I open the door and immediately I know why my body was shaking. In the room leaning on the back wall is a body covered in dried blood. I gag on my own vomit. I hold my mouth as I approach the body. The uniform of a security guard lies tattered and torn on the ground. Through all the blood I recognise who this person is. It’s the other guard. I couldn’t meet him because he died. This is awful. 

“I’m so sorry, I couldn’t save you but I will find the truth,” I whisper to the long dead body.

I stand up and shine the flashlight around the room. The guard chest has ripped open and his organs scattered around the room. I focus my flashlight in a specific corner of the room where I believe his liver is. Or that could be his heart. I don’t know; I don’t want to get too close to it. The blood strewn around dried so he must have been dead for a while. The last time we spoke was my second day on the job he must have gotten jumped shortly after his call with me. 

Actually, I heard some unnatural noises that day. Like metallic chanting. I could have stopped this, but I didn’t know. Wait, you didn’t know, so it’s okay. I take a deep breath and continue to investigate the room. I see dents in the wall with massive pools of dried blood on them. What the hell happened here? The smell of rotting corpses and death surrounds me and engulfs my nose. I gag slightly as the smell hits me. 

I kneel by the body and inspect the body. The smell gets even more overwhelming as I get closer. I reach my hand out to the body, I’m gonna regret this later but here goes nothing. I tap the guard’s body and I can feel the flesh folding inwards as I press. Suddenly the guard’s head tilts and falls off his body. I stumble backwards and gag and the head rolls to my feet. Oh, first prime this is too gross for me. I jolt upright and make my way over to the door. I pause then turn around. So I’ll just take his security badge for his family. I walk back into the room and approach the body. I scan my flashlight around the bloody corpse trying to find the badge. 

Then I notice something sticking out of the corpse’s side and I see a lanyard poking out of the body. I reach for it and tug on it. It won’t budge no matter how I try to pull it. I stand up and use more force to pull on the lanyard. The lanyard breaks free and I stumble back and I can feel something wrap around me. 

I land on my back and stand up. What the hell happened. I stand up and I feel like I’m being choked. I grab at my neck and drop the lanyard, I feel a fleshy tube that’s been wrapped around my neck and torso. The hell is this. I try to get it off but I cannot. Oh well, it’s better if I get out of here. I hold my arm to shine the way out of here but my flashlight is not in my hand. 

You have to be kidding me.

I look around the floor trying to find the flashlight but all I achieve is slipping in dried blood then falling onto the corpse and getting more stuff on me. Oh, this couldn’t be any worse. I stand up and back away from the body slowly. 

I bump into something firm and metal and I turn around slowly. My eyes have barely adjusted to the dark but with the faint shine from my star I can see that I haven’t found the wall and what I have found has lots of teeth. Uh oh. My legs automatically run in the opposite direction of the thing behind me and I can hear it chasing me. 

I can hear a metallic clunking behind me as the thing catches up to me. I look behind me and my star shines brighter and I can see things more clearly. It’s a seven foot tall robot with massive arching back claws for hands and teeth that can rip me apart in an instant. I guess I found what happened to the other guard or more accurately it found me. 

Then I continue to run at top speed until for a moment on the wall I see a pipe sticking out of the wall. Well, I’ve just the dumbest idea in the world. I see a stray metal rod on the ground and I pick it up. I swing this rod at the pipe and they both shatter in an instant. Water erupts from the pipe that blasts both me and the murderer robot. The robot short circuits it sparks and twitches then collapses on the ground, I stumble away from the robot. I stumble down the endless maze of hallways trying to find my way back to the elevator. I pat myself down trying to find my phone. 

Maybe I could call X, Will, Dad, hell I’d even settle for Chris or Archie just someone. I can’t find my phone. Be kidding me. Oh, I remember now I left it in my office on charge while I did a round. Okay now which way is my office. The water rising from behind me gets louder and the pipe must be breaking more. It’ll be a matter of time before this entire place is flooded. 

I hobble around a few hallways before I find a small light illuminating the end of the hallway. The light shines beautifully in the distance. I feel like I’m in a trance as I approach it. Then I smile desperately as the light gets closer to me. I can’t think or do anything. All I can focus on is the light. The light is all I need. I need to stand under it. I lay down under the light and stare up at it. The slight warmth of it is enough to put me to sleep. I close my eyes and my mind wanders away from this hellish reality.













I hear a demonic and raspy laugh. A skeleton wearing a suit and fedora is standing over me laughing, not just any skeleton. The Pale Man is laughing at me. My eyes rocket open and I sit up. The light is gone. I was probably hallucinating. I feel cold and wet; I look down and see that water has pooled around my body. 

I’ve been asleep for too long. I need to get out of here. I continue to walk down the hallway, my steps mixing with the water. Continuing to walk down the hallway I kick up water as I walk. I break into a sprint and more water flies behind me. I need to get out of here. There’s a fork in my path and I have to make another split decision.

Right.

I turn and continue to run and I can hear the water getting further and further away from me. There’s another fork.

Left again.

This hallway goes on for an eternity. I feel as though I might get close but all I see is another fork in the road.

Right.

That was probably a stupid decision but oh well turning around would mean going back to the water. There’s a cross junction on the road.

Just keep going straight.

I run past both turns and keep running down the never ending hallway. There is another fork. How big is this damn place?

Left.

At the end of the hallway I see a door. It’s illuminated in red light and I can’t tell if I’m dreaming or not. I come to a stop and stare at the door. Something feels off about the door. I feel as though I’m being compelled to open the door. What kind of force would even want me too? Mom? Not probably, The Pale Man? But I would feel his presence if he was here though, Against my better judgement I walk towards the door slowly. The pressure of this ethereal force making go towards the door gets heavier and heavier with every step I take. 

“What is going on here,” I say to myself.

The door gets closer and closer and I sweat for a mix of anticipation and panic. The door finally comes into my reach and I grab onto the handle. There’s a clunking sound coming from behind the door and I jolt back a step. Do I really want to go there? The pressure gets even heavier as I doubt myself. Oh fine, okay I will. I walk back up to the door and place my hand back on the knob. I slowly turn it and the door creaks open. I stare into the black inky void of this room. My eyes adjust to the new shade of darkness quickly. I notice something in the room’s corner, Behind a stack of cardboard boxes there is a small piece of fabric swaying back and forward. 

What is that?

I creep towards the fabric sliding my hand to the Evoker upholstering it. I stop dead in my tracks and re-holster the Evoker. Then I see a tiny pair of feet sticking out from behind the boxes.




This can’t be real.




I lift the top box off of the stack and behind it I see something I never wanted to see, something that anyone would revolt at the sight of.

A small girl is hiding behind the boxes. She looks up at me then shuffles back in fear clutching a teddy bear in her hands. This girl is tiny, no older than five or six. She is unnaturally thin and I can almost see her bones through her skin. Her dress is white, stained and torn. She has teal blue hair and deep red eyes. Her teddy bear is old and dusty. “Hey, hey don’t be afraid I’m here to help you,” I say calmingly.

The girl looks up at me as I reach my hand out to her. She shakes as she reaches out her hand to take me. I hear a banging from behind me and she jolts backwards. What the hell is going on anymore. This really isn’t how I thought this day would go.








  
  
  -Where memories sleep ②-

  
  




I kneel by the girl as she rests her head on my chest. How did this happen? I pat her head as she sniffles on my shoulder, From the looks of the girl she’s been down here about as long as a week. She must be on the verge of death. Now I need to get out of here quickly. I hear a soft rumbling and I look down at the girl she shifts uncomfortably and I smile softly. 

“Do you want some food?” I ask.

The girl looks up at me, and she nods rapidly. I laugh under my breath but I think she heard it. She pouts at me, obviously annoyed that I’m enjoying this. For a moment I see Ruby pouting at me. I really am getting delusional. I stand up and the girl takes my hand and we walk down the hallway. 

“Hey kids, what’s your name?” I ask.

The girl looks up at me, and she studies my expression. She’s deciding whether to go against her parents’ lesson about giving your name out to strangers. 

“Jemma,” She says.

She smiles at me, So she’s trusted me. I can’t let her down now. 

“Nice to meet you Jemma, I’m Max,” I say.

Jemma and I walk down the hallway, and I notice something. I remember this hallway. I follow the path in my mind, The same path that I’ve repeated night in and night out. 

Left,

Right,

Left,

Left.

I open the door right in front of me and I step into the air-conditioned room of my office. I take a big deep breath and smile. Thank First Prime, I’m safe. The office is identical to the one of the other; it has the same camera system and everything. I sit Jemma down on my chair and she plays with her teddy bear as I grab my phone and open the contacts on it. I ring the number I want and the other person picks up quickly.

“Hello,” X says.

I never thought I would be so relieved to hear his voice but now it’s time to tell him the bad news. There is a loud sound of laughter on X’s side of the phone. It sounds like Chris and Jojo. Oh, so that was today, I think Juliet said something about Ruby’s friends coming over she must have meant Jojo and Leia. That doesn’t matter right now, bad news first.

“Hey X so funny story, I was doing my rounds when I found the dead body of the other guard in a room. I then got attacked by one of the robots who I think also killed them and then a pipe broke and water is now flooding the facility and it will rise any moment now, And also I found a five-year-old-,” 

Jemma looks up at me annoyed then says, “Six.”

“Right sorry six-year-old huddled up in a corner and she looks like she’s about to starve to death but still has the energy to talk back. So could you come and pick us up, please?” I say.

There is a long pause on the other end of the phone. I can hear X breathing faintly on the end of the line. I feel a cold sensation at my feet and I look down. I see water pooling around my feet and Jemma staring at it in wonder. I hang up the phone and move over to the table next to Jemma. I flick the cameras at light speed to see if the elevator is flooded. I found it with no water in it. But I see it won’t be like that for long. The water is six cameras away so I have about five minutes, maybe ten if I’m lucky. 

“Hey, we need to go,” I say.

Jemma looks up at me, Places her teddy bear down in front of her and reaches her arms out to me. 

“Up,” She says.

What? Up, What does that mean? Does she mean the elevator oh wait no I think she wants to be carried right maybe I should ask just to be safe? 

“Do you want me to carry you?” I ask.

Jemma nods and I sigh. She can walk. I’ve seen it so why is she asking for this now? I don’t understand kids, or the other sex, or other people and sometimes I don’t understand myself. Then I grab Jemma and lift her off the chair. I rest her on my left arm and support her with my right. She grabs onto whatever is on my neck and my heart beats faster. This is too cute.

No focus on escape, then dies of cuteness later. I pick up Jemma’s teddy bear and exit the room. I look down the hallway and wade through that water that has definitely gotten higher. 

“Are we going home Dada ?” Jemma asks.

I’m sorry what? Nope, Nope. She did not just call me Dada , not even Ruby calls me that. Oh, my First Prime Max get your mind out of the gutter. But why the hell did this kid, just call me dad we just met. I can’t focus on this now just escape then you can find her parents and put this nightmare of a job behind you.













I open the door and I notice something at the end of the hall. Sparks fly in the distance and two glowing red eyes stare at me piercing the darkness. I hold Jemma tighter and take an apprehensive step backwards. This can’t be, How is it back up. I swear I short-circuited it. It must have been rebooted and this must have been a chance. I see that there is a turnoff before the robot. That’s the way to the elevator. I have to take my chance here.

“Hold on to me okay,” I say to Jemma.

She nods and loops her arms around the stuff on my neck. I run at full speed at the robot and it approaches me as well. I plant my heel into the ground and turn to the left. My body faces left and I take off once more. The robot clangs behind me, its gears and wires working to maximum effect to catch up to me, For a moment I can feel the cold steel embrace of the arms of the robot wrap around me but I duck out of the way. This isn’t good if we keep going like this then it will catch me, eventually. If I can put Jemma down, then I can mount a counterattack. When I get the elevator, I’ll send her up and tell her to bring X down here, then we can deal with this together. Yeah that sounds like the better plan. Hell, I could even use the Evoker if I can get a second to bring it out. 

No, I can’t risk Jemma finding out and spilling the secret to anyone. But I’ve survived worse. There has to be a way to get out of this okay. I see a closet door near the end of the hallway that’s where most of the cleaning supplies are. If I get some distance, I could distract the robot and put Jemma in there to keep her safe. 

“Okay new plan,” I say.

Jemma looks up at me as I start to hard out sprint making a gap between me and the robot. I dash to the closet, grab onto the handle and fling it open inwards. I see a large group of mops and bleach on the shelves of the closet and in the corner more water pipes. Oh great, more of them. I put down Jemma and close over the door. 

“Stay here for a moment,” I say to Jemma before closing the door entirely.

I turn and face the robot. It’s still running at me with a wild fury. I make a fist and hold it up ready to attack. The robot gets closer and I draw back my fist. The second the robot gets close to me I swing my fist with as much force as I can muster. My fist connects with the metal and I immediately regret making choices. My fist throbs in pain, I hold my fist in my other hand and bounce around the hallway trying to distract myself from the pain.

“Ow, ow, ow, damn it that hurt,” I say in pain.

The robot stops and looks at me confusingly. I look down at where I hit it then look back at me. Its eyes are expressionless but I can tell it’s looking at me like I’m an idiot. 

“Don’t even start,” I say.

The robot holds a long, and spindly arm then bats me aside in an instant. I hit the wall and slide down it. The robot turns to the closet where Jemma is hiding and opens its mouth.

“Jemma open the door, we’re okay now it’s safe to come out,” It says mimicking my voice.

Wait what? Since when could it do that. I stand up and run over to the door as it creaks open. I slide under the robot’s legs and into the closet next to Jemma. Then I slam the door shut. Jemma stares at me in confusion. The robot bangs on the door as I hold it shut with my body. 

“What’s going on Max?” Jemma asks, panicked.

She starts to tear up and sniffle. Damn this isn’t good. I reach out my hand and pat Jemma’s head. She looks up at me and I smile at her. 

“It’s okay,” I say, “There is nothing to worry about.”

She looks up at me and holds in her tears. I look around the room to get out of this situation. And then I notice the brooms on the shelf and I pick up three of them. I have a plan. I take Jemma’s hand and I open the door. 

The robot stands over top of us. I take a few steps from the door and let the robot enter the room. Jemma grips my hand tightly. Just one more step, that’s all I need. The robot leans forward and I can see the dried blood in its mouth and around its metal frame. This is disgusting but thanks for the opportunity. I duck under the robot’s sweeping arm and dash out the door with Jemma. I slam the door on its back and jam the three brooms into the handle. The door rattles as the robot tries to escape. I pick Jemma back up and run down the hallway and keep running back to the elevator. 













I’ve never been one for running long distances but this is one of those special occasions where I don’t really care about that right now. In the distance I see the shining light of the elevator. I smile and slow down the pace, this is amazing I can finally escape this nightmare. I put Jemma down and she walks on her own. Something doesn’t feel quite right. I must just be freaking out. If I keep doubting myself, then something bad will happen. I look to my side and see that Jemma is gone.

“Oh, give me a break,” I say

I look around the dark to find Jemma but come up short handed. I notice a door creaking open and see a head of teal hair enter the room. What the hell is that girl doing? No wonder she got kidnapped. Okay, No that’s too far even for you Max. I follow Jemma into the room and see two groups of chairs sitting in equal lines facing the front of the room. There is a massive red curtain and stage at the front of the room. I see Jemma is sitting in the front row of seats. What is this? 

I hear a slamming sound coming from behind as I spin around on my heels and see that the door has shut behind me. I rush over to the door handle and try to open it up again but cannot. There is a speaker crackling and I walk back to Jemma and sit down next to her. My hand firmly placed on my Evoker.  

“Everyone please take your seats, the show will begin momentarily,” A robotic voice says.

Show? Why would there be a stage underground? X always said his childhood was filled with weird things, guess this is one of them. The lights illuminate the stage and I squint. The curtains don’t open instead I see the silhouette of a woman in a long flowing dress standing on the stage. 

She does a little bow then says, “Please enjoy the ballad of Prime Twelve the empty goddess,” 

You have to be kidding. This can’t be real. How does this person know about mum? The woman on stage then moves in small and rhythmic motions with her arms. Her motions captivate me and Jemma as we watch completely entranced for different reasons. The woman stands up and holds up a finger gun to her head. She then sprouts wings out of her back. The woman flutters around behind the curtain then I notice that there is a faint purple glowing coming from my eye. 

I hold my hand out in front of my eye and see that the purple is coming from me. I look back up at the women and my eyes flicker then it goes mute. Now why did it do that? The woman lands and spins around some more. Suddenly a man walks and takes the woman’s hand and the two of them dance in a united symphony of elegant dancing and embraces. The man embraces the woman as a sudden darkness overcomes the stage. The darkness swallows the stage whole. There is a slight piano tune as Jemma and I sit in silence expecting what’s coming next. Then suddenly a small spark comes from the centre of the stage, a small velvet blue light. Wait, we’re already up to this part. The woman holds up the light, and it turns into a child she then places the child down then the child turns into a boy. The boy then faces away from the woman and walks away from her. She reaches out her arm to stop him but can’t she sinks to her knees and then that same darkness from before creeps in. That’s not what happened, I remember I never did that.

“I never abandoned her, you lying piece of crap,” I yell out. 

Jemma looks at me confused and a little terrified. I stand up and approach the stage as the darkness surrounds the woman. Then a shadow grips the woman by the neck and lifts her off the ground. The sound of a train horn blares and destroys my ears. Then I hear it again.

Clack, Clack, Clack.

No, No not again, Not again.

Clack, Clack, Clack.

I grip my head and fall to my knees.

Clack, Clack, Clack.

A figure holds the woman up and the woman fights for her life as the train approaches.

Clack, Clack, Clack.

I reach out my hand to the curtain to stop the show. 

Clack, Clack, Clack.

Tears leak out from my eyes as the woman gives up on struggling.

Clack, Clack, Clack.

The shadow smiles and tips a familiar fedora to the woman then lets her go. She falls, and the train sounds go mute immediately.

Clack, Clack, Clack.

I stare up at the stage and see the woman sitting on the ground broken. Jemma walks up to me and hugs me. 

“It’s okay, don’t cry,” She says, trying to cheer me up.

I lay down flat on my back and stare at the ceiling. This blows I was doing so well. But this creepy robot basement had to ruin it all. I sit up and Jemma stands up with me. I turn around to walk towards the door but I hear a rustling sound. It’s probably just some machinery resenting or something that’s not important. But rustling isn’t really what you would expect when you think about machinery. 

The door opens and I turn around just to make sure. The curtain is open and I can see into the stage. I can’t make out too well what is on the stage but I now realise that whatever was performing is not human. And I doubt it is friendly or at least not anymore. It performs the part of my mum but now attacks her son. What backwards logic is that? Why would a robot meant to tell mums’ story act like that?

But now that I think about it, what was mum like? Was she a kind and benevolent person or was she a broken husk like me? Or perhaps she was something worse.








  
  
  -Where memories sleep ③-

  
  




X


17 years ago


I didn’t expect Twelve to call me and thirteen here on such short notice but it can’t be helped since we are in the city for the first time in years. The last time we had an unplanned visit was when we were on our last school trip yeah I think that was it the night of the thousand shadows. Gah I shiver just thinking about that hell of a night. Although what has surprised me more is twelve’s persistence at having me speak to her alone. Usually when she needs to talk to me she has all six of us but today, it’s just me and thirteen and she won’t even let him into the room, things don’t seem alright. Harry leads me down the hallway of the home and to the entrance of the master bedroom. 

“Now X please remember that she’s very pregnant okay, I really don’t want a repeat of last time, with what you and Thirteen pulled last time, the house is still not okay,” He says uneasy.

I smile and pat his shoulder. I grab the doorknob but he stops me before I can turn it. 

“Promise?” He asks me firmly.

Well, this is new for the always timid Harry, I must say I’m a little impressed with him. Guess handling two children with a third on the way must do that to a man. Thank First Prime that Venna is infertile. I should make a note to go to the adoption centre with her to see if we can’t find a child soon. 

“Don’t worry Harry it’s just me, I have him looking after Chris and Will,” I say.

Harry smiles then his eyes widen as he hears a crash and sudden laughter coming from the other room. He rushes me down the hall to stop my brother from screwing up his living room more than he already has. I open the door and knock as I enter. 

“Hey, There Twelve. How are you holding up?” I ask.

A woman sits on the bed extremely pregnant now, something I thought I would never see. Actually, is this the first time a prime has gotten pregnant? Twelve’s long white hair flows elegantly in the breezeless room. Now how the hell is she doing that the windows aren’t even open. She looks over at me with a distant stare but it lightens up as she recognizes me. Her brown eyes shine with the light of the purple stars in both her eyes. I feel my body tense up and my mind goes blank. 

No X focus, don’t let her get to you. She smiles at me and readjusts herself in her bed. 

“Ah, X it’s good to see you, Don’t mind the belly this has been my life for the past eight and a half months,” She says.

I laugh a little and close the







































































































































