
  
    
      EMOTIONAL DEVIANTS

      

    

    
      
        VIOLA TEMPEST

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Emotional Deviants

        © Copyright 2022 Viola Tempest

      

      

      

      
        
        All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

      

      

      

      
        
        Any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used fictitiously. Names, characters, and places are products of the author’s imagination.

      

      

      

      
        
        Cover Design by CReya-tive

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: Full Page Image]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        FAULKNER

      

      

      The town of Bellevue was a desolate place. Not because there wasn’t anyone around nor because the town was empty. No, the town was full of people: people who walked back and forth with their eyes glazed over, their expressions unreadable. It was desolated because it was empty of emotions.

      Almost forty years had passed since Dr. Theodore Faulkner became the supreme leader of the town. His name had been plastered all over the city, his discoveries and the invention of Siero changed the lives of everyone around him.

      The scandal after the first trials, where a whole psychiatric hospital had been emptied of its patients that later committed suicide, had almost been forgotten by the population. No one cared about it, because there was no sense in feeling bad about it, about something that had happened so long ago. Actually, there was no sense in feeling: because there were no feelings.

      Not at all.

      When Siero had proved its worth, Faulkner himself had run for mayor of the town. His face had been over every single post and window, and people had praised him for his discoveries. Mental illnesses were a thing of the past, and his discovery had changed the lives of many.

      When the time for the elections came, Faulkner won without a struggle. He rose to power, and slowly, from the inside, he started to change everything. Siero became mandatory in his first five years in power, and within a few years, there was not a single person left in Bellevue who hadn’t had the shot.

      The vaccine kept changing through the years, and as Faulkner got drunk on his power, the vaccine mutated. People went from having no mental illnesses to having no feelings whatsoever. Babies were given the shot at birth and were raised to become what society needed of them.

      In the present, no one could feel a thing in this desolate bubble town.
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      Faulkner watched people walking past from his window on the tenth floor, his mind far away as he thought about anything else that might be needed for that night’s event.

      The throngs of people looked almost organized as workers headed home, and they formed lines to get onto the subway and buses. There were no arguments, no fighting over places in line, nothing. He still remembered how people used to get violent during this time of day, as if too eager to go home to keep being civil. He hated it.

      Faulkner turned back to the desk and looked at the picture sitting there, slowly lowering to sit on his chair. The image was burned by the sun, but the happiness in his son’s eyes was still unmistakable. He groaned as he sat, his joints making it hard to move, but he refused to use the cane unless he really needed to. So many years working on this, trying to make the best of this society, and now, the damned red reports filled his desk. He opened one, his shoulders sagging as he saw the statistics. More and more cases.

      “I can’t believe this is happening,” he huffed.

      More aberrations kept showing up, and his classified scientific team still hadn’t figured out why, or how to stop it. Not many people knew about what was going on, and keeping the secret was getting harder and harder. Faulkner needed to get it over with, to cut the problem from the root, but he couldn’t seem to find that root.

      Some believed it was genetics. Others, faulty vaccines. He didn’t care what the answer was, he just wanted results.

      Almost ten years ago, he had managed to sell his vaccine outside of Bellevue. The version of the vaccine being shipped overseas wasn’t the same one that he was using for his own town, no. He still needed an advantage, a reason for them to buy from him, and a way of making more money. The serum he had sent overseas was a milder version of the original vaccine, one that got rid of the mental health illnesses but allowed people to still feel. He needed wars so he could send his own heartless soldiers to fight those battles.

      After all, the black market paid good money for his Blackhats, and he couldn’t afford other places having an army as good as his own. The town’s safety came first… but that didn’t work if aberrations kept showing, and small riots kept taking place within the walls of Bellevue.

      Annoyed and tired, he closed the files and headed toward the elevator. It was late, and he had to get ready for the party. The receptionist barely lifted her head to look at him as he passed, and didn’t attempt to wish him a good night. She simply turned her head back down and kept working, as she was assigned to.

      The Bluecoats’ Annual Celebration was important for him and his reputation. After all, the Bluecoats were the ones who had his back, and someone from that tier would soon become the next leader, as Faulkner knew his days were numbered. He was getting old, and without any progeny of his own, he needed to pick a leader to replace him when the time came. He needed to find someone he could trust, someone who would make sure things kept getting better.
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        ANNA

      

      

      The party looked the same as every other year, and Anna Chaplin lingered around the banquet table, munching on the tasteless food as she looked around the room. The venue was huge, decorated with big chandeliers and flower bouquets all over the place. It was the definition of wealth, and even if she wasn’t from the lowest tier in society and had attended the ball for years, she still felt out of place.

      “So lucky,” a girl by her side said.

      Anna raised a single eyebrow while looking at the teen by her side, who was grabbing a heap of chocolates and shoving them in her mouth, one by one.

      “Who’s lucky?” she asked, unable to contain her curiosity when the girl kept looking around the room, her eyes expressionless and bored.

      “The Bluecoats and their vials. I sometimes wish I could see what it’s like, you know…”

      With a shrug and a noncommittal grunt, the girl walked away, her expression back to being blank.

      For a moment, Anna wondered if the girl could feel anything at all, but she shook her head, disregarding that thought. Of course, she couldn’t. She watched the group of Bluecoats close by instead, and caught one of the men, just as he was grabbing a small blue vial from his pocket and tipping it into his drink. It was the group the teen had been watching, and the men there looked just about her age, maybe a few years older.

      Joy, Anna thought with a sad feeling in her gut.

      She felt the emotion creeping onto her face, and she made sure to shift her expression back to its usual blankness before anyone could see her. It was a trick she had learned real young, but still, once in a while, she felt things surging toward the surface.

      She knew everything about the Blue Joy vial. After all, she was an intern at the same lab where it was being produced — the Emotions Wing at the Fox Lab. Blue Joy was a mixture of serotonin, dopamine, oxytocin, and even a touch of adrenaline. It was great for parties as it didn’t have any adverse symptoms when consumed along with alcohol; it even heightened the effects of it.

      The young girl from before was now lingering at the edges of the room, wandering with curious-looking eyes every time someone pulled a vial out from their pocket. Anna wondered if she was a Gray, but it couldn’t be. Grays were never invited to Faulkner’s parties, and that curiosity was surely something she was imagining. She wanted so hard to find feelings in anyone who wasn’t a Bluecoat, that sometimes, her mind tricked her.

      The party was mostly for Bluecoats — the businessmen and landowners of Bellevue — the ones who had been by Faulkner’s side since the start and made sure to keep him in power. It was a celebration of everything they had managed so far, and a way for them to network and stay close together. They were a tight-knit group. This was why they were the only ones able to acquire the emotion vials — at least legally, as it was a way to reward them for all their hard work. They were also the ones with all the perks and almost none of the negative—

      “Anna, darling. You shouldn’t stare,” her mother said as she showed up by her side, cutting her train of thought.

      Glenn’s shoulders were square, her chin held high. Her eyes blinked at regular intervals, her smile only showing when politically correct as she had been taught as a kid. The same teachings had come down to Anna when she was little, and she struggled to understand them at first. She had always been a smart kid, and it had only taken her a little while to notice that she was different. And only a little more to understand that different meant dangerous — that she had to blend in, to be invisible if she wanted to survive.

      “I’m not. I was analyzing the composition of the Blue Joy vial in my mind, so I wasn’t blinking because of the focus in my work,” she lied with ease.

      “Well, I admire your focus on your internship, but this is no place for formulas and work. You should go talk to some people. You know, ranking can get better if you connect with the right influences.”

      Anna nodded, “Of course, Mother.”

      Her mother barely looked at her as she walked away, her expression seeming almost bored. Whiteshirts weren’t allowed to have emotion vials, so her mother had never experienced any kind of feeling. She knew almost everything about them from her work in the lab but had never experienced it for herself.

      Same with her father. Frederik Chaplin, same as Glenn, was part of the administrative staff in one of the government bio labs that made drugs and serums, including the vials. This was the reason why Anna knew so much about the working of emotions, and why she had been granted the internship at the Fox Lab.

      Having both of her parents working there had granted her easy access, and her future was almost set in stone. She’d work there her whole life, eventually be married off to some other Whiteshirt, and get some time off to have kids and keep the society working.

      She hated it; she hated all of it. She knew she was lucky to have been born in the second most important tier of society, but still, she hated how her whole future had already been decided for her.

      Tired of just watching and unable to disobey her mother’s command, she decided to search for a group of people who looked high enough on emotions to be interesting. There was a group of girls about her age giggling, but that looked like too much — she might laugh at a joke and then have them figure out that she was only a Whiteshirt, which could get her in trouble.

      Anna wasn’t technically allowed to take emotion vials either, not even at a party like this. Looking around the room some more, she found a group of older gentlemen, about her parents’ age, and made her way there.

      “I can’t believe the outrage of the situation between the Grays,” a man was saying as she approached.

      She tried to blend into the group, bobbing her head a little as the rest of the people did, and copying their postures as much as possible. She had been doing it for so long, that she wasn’t even aware when she’s copying the way other people moved or talked.

      “I heard someone is smuggling out vials,” another man whispered as if it were a secret.

      Anna guessed it was, at least, among the commons. She couldn’t believe her luck in overhearing such a conversation, so she perked up a little and listened in while saving each word the men said into her memory.

      “I think Faulkner should put harder measurements in place to make sure this doesn’t get out of control. Imagine all those Grays revolting because they’re feeling too much. We could have the next Civil War coming our way.”

      “I think you’re being dramatic, Mr. Tussels,” the first man said.

      “Not dramatic. There’s no vial for that. I only took some enjoyment this evening.”

      A few people fake-laughed at the joke, and Anna bobbed her head a little.

      “What about the fights? Did you hear about them? I heard they arrested a Gray last week who broke another man’s nose. When they tested him, it looked like he had three vials of anger on him. I didn’t even know those were still being stocked. I thought only positive emotions were being fabricated in the labs.”

      Anna bit her tongue so as not to get into the conversation. There was so much the Bluecoats were oblivious to. They might be the most powerful class, the ones with all the money, but they were also being manipulated by Faulkner without even realizing it. There was so much that was hidden from them, and Anna had only found out herself after lots of investigations.

      Anger, betrayal, even fear… they were all used to enhance the reactions of the troops and make them more reactive. The Fox Lab had been running tests for months, while sending new troops outside of their borders, and Anna knew how they had gotten out.

      “I think Faulkner is getting too old to know what he’s up to,” someone said in a low whisper that was almost inaudible.

      “Careful what you say,” another retorted.

      That comment alone could mean prison time if the wrong person had heard it, and the man knew it. He was too high on confidence and joy to be able to worry about the consequences of his words.

      “Well, that’s why he’s looking for a replacement. I hear he’s having some interviews at the moment, looking for the next in line to take leadership.”

      Not being able to handle it anymore, Anna slipped out of the party and made her way to the terrace of the building, where she found herself alone. Listening to all those conversations was just too much, and hiding her emotions got exhausting after long periods of exposure. It was one of the reasons why she enjoyed being an intern at the lab so much, as most of the time, she was on her own, hiding inside the lab.

      The lights in the town were on, looking like tiny spots from high above. She could see the city center, with many of the tiny spots, and how the lights dimmed a little as she looked outwards.

      The outer city was where most of the Grays lived, between the Capitol and the huge walls that surrounded the town. Her home was a little to the west, nestled in between the Capitol and the outskirts, just where most of the labs and government facilities were.

      “What is it like out there?” she asked out loud, enjoying the loneliness of the terrace and the sound of her own voice.

      She had wondered that many times, but could rarely say any of it out loud. When she was younger, she had been naive enough to ask a few of those questions, and her mother had been terrified, explaining that she wasn’t meant to ask any of those things.

      Anna hadn’t understood then, but soon, she did. She was different, and the things she felt deep in her gut were not normal. It was dangerous for her to voice any of it, and she didn’t think she had done so since she turned six years old. It’d been hard to learn how to hide it all, every tear, every emotion, but her mother stopped worrying once she stopped showing signs of “illness,” as Glenn had called it.

      Working in the labs was the perfect way for her to find out more, to figure out why she was the only one in town who could… feel. It was scary most of the time, like she was walking among monsters that could tear her apart at any moment, but she had to keep going. She had to be invisible for as long as it might take until she had her answers.

      Anna refused to play her part and simply survive. That was all she had done for years: being a survivor. Hiding in the shadows, pretending like pain and doubt didn’t lace every step she took. Hiding the happiness she felt the first time she found an old record and listened to music, her eyes welling with tears that she quickly wiped away. She had hidden every emotion, every tiny thing she had ever felt, all to be one more in the crowd.

      To be just another one of Faulkner’s lifeless zombies.

      But it was over. She wouldn’t just survive anymore; she wanted to live. She’d find out the truth. She’d keep working in the lab and running her tests, figuring out how this all had come to be, and why there were still people who had feelings…

      Even if she was the only one.

      She refused to be a zombie.
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        WINSTON

      

      

      The town was oddly quiet in the late afternoon of that third Friday of the month. Winston had been stationed out there for a while now, and he had gotten used to the frequent brawls that he had to split up. There were more detentions in the past two months than there had been in years, and he wondered if something was stirring.

      He was used to that particular Gray settlement by now, knew every street, every corner, and even some of the people were starting to look familiar after running into them over and over again. There was even a tavern in the south that he had gone to a few times with his pals on his days off, as it served some of the best beer that the town had to offer.

      It wasn’t that he wanted to feel familiar there. After all, it was a gray and sad place to be, but he sometimes felt more at home there than he did at his base. Maybe it was the memories of his mother and what she had told him, about what it was like to live there. Not that there had been any emotion to her tales, just simple facts, but ones that he had committed to memory.

      “Mad Dog to Alfa One, do you copy?” His intercom beeped after the message, and he took it off of his belt, letting the memories slide to the back of his mind.

      “Alfa One, copy,” he said while pressing the button on the top.

      He was walking down an empty street, the dim lights casting long shadows as he moved, and he looked around, making sure everything was in order. It had only been a few months since the Blackhats were deployed to the Grays’ settlements, and it was unusual for them to send cadets to the field.

      But since Winston was in his last year and close to graduating, they had made a few exceptions with his squad. They were treating it as some kind of advanced training, in which they could experience the work first hand — like an internship of sorts.

      “There’s a possible suspect of emotional abuse in the corner of fifth and fourth. I’m about to engage. Over.”

      “Copy that. Proceed with caution, Mad Dog.”

      He checked the map in his portable device and jogged toward the place of the disturbance. He wasn’t too far away, and Mad Dog was sometimes stronger than he realized, so he’d just make sure everything was okay. Their shift would be over in half an hour anyway, so they could head back to the Military Academy together. He set his hand on top of his gun, just in case, and quickened his pace.

      A little surge of adrenaline kicked in as he got closer to the corner and saw a man lying on the ground, but he shifted his expression to nothingness.

      “Mad Dog, report,” he said once he was at earshot.

      John was handcuffing the suspect, a knee on his back, and sweat pearled his features.

      “Suspect fought back and rejected his sentence. He’s being taken to the lab to test his blood for anger levels. I injected him with a sedative.”

      “I’ll go with you. Let me send a command to base.”

      He quickly got his screen out and typed a message. The night had been pretty chill, so he was sure leaving a few minutes before time wouldn’t be a problem. After all, the security was only there to find cases like the one they had in their literal hands. They pushed the man into the back of the van, and then as John, a.k.a Mad Dog, jumped on the wheel, Winston stepped into the passenger seat.

      “Don’t be an idiot, and don’t speed.”

      There was a reason why they called him “Mad Dog.” The adrenaline and anger shots seemed to have an incredibly strong effect on him, and whenever they went for their weekly shots, John went ballistic. Winston was one of the few who knew how to deal with his moods, and it was just because he knew anger pretty well himself. He had dealt with it his whole life. The fury of everything he had endured seemed to coil in his stomach, and he swallowed it all down, making it small, making it disappear.

      “Who do you think I am?” Mad Dog replied as he turned a corner.

      If he didn’t know any better, he’d think Mad Dog had just made a joke, but no Blackhat was ever going to make one of those. After all, they weren’t allowed any emotion vials apart from those that turned them into better soldiers. Blackhats were all either part of the civil police or the Military personnel, chosen from a young age to serve Bellevue and the towns on the outside whenever required.

      And that was exactly what everyone at the Academy was talking about at the moment. They were so close to graduation that they were all wondering who was going to be deployed overseas and who wasn’t. Bets were being placed on who was going to be deployed, but Winston had stayed away from all that.

      “Thinking about deployment?” Mad Dog asked as if reading his mind.

      “I was, actually.”

      “I still don’t get why you always think so much about it; you don’t have a say in it. And it doesn’t make a difference, anyway,” John said apathetically. “You bet on it, and then that’s it. If you get some money from your bet, great. If not, nothing changes. You fight here, you fight out there, it’s all the same… Patrol, get the bad guys, go home, sleep. Repeat.” John lifted his shoulders in a shrug at the end, sounding bored as he drove toward the research facility.

      Winston only nodded, trying not to give himself away.

      He knew he shouldn’t care, and he tried to pretend like he didn’t. But as graduation got closer and closer, it was harder not to think about it. He was faithful to the regime, and he knew that the only way he could find out more about himself was to be deployed overseas when his training ended. That was why he had made an effort to be the best at everything.

      He wanted to graduate, decorated with the most medals possible, so he could become overseas material. Out there, he’d be able to figure it all out: to see if there were more people like him. Handing himself in wasn’t an option. After all, he wasn’t suicidal.

      “Your parents’ health okay?” John asked in his usual chit-chat.

      It wasn’t that he cared, but John liked the sound of his own voice, and liked to have the silence filled up whenever possible.

      “Mom’s fine. Dad… I have no idea.”

      “Same, dude, same. Haven’t heard a word from my father in… eight years, I think.”

      Winston’s mother was a Gray, which meant Winston had three younger brothers. Most Gray women were to have at least three children, who would be assigned to different tiers and jobs, depending on what was needed at the time of their coming of age.

      Winston himself had been taken to the Military Academy when he was only twelve, due to his father being a Blackhat and part of the Military, too. John’s case was similar, as his father was a Blackhat, too. He wasn’t sure about his mother; he had never asked. Winston’s father had been deployed overseas when Winston was only six, and he hadn’t heard anything about him ever since. Most people who were deployed never returned, as they went off to fight whatever war was going on at the moment.

      And that was what he wanted.

      He wanted to go out and see for himself why no one returned. Why no one ever came from the outside of that huge wall and talked about how things were out there.

      Was it all the same? Was the whole world an emotionless pit?

      He couldn’t help but wonder about it; he had done so since he was very young. After all, he had never met anyone else who had feelings — not like he did.
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      The lab was quiet as they walked down the halls with the prisoner in tow. That wasn’t unusual, but Winston often forgot how eerie and creepy the place was. He felt cold tendrils sneaking up his spine, and he shuddered.

      “You all good?”

      “Just cold,” Winston said with a shrug. “Didn’t put my thermal on today.”

      “Sucks,” replied John.

      He knew the halls well, and they took a turn to enter the Emotions Wing. It was right next to the Militia Lab, the one where they went to get their shots every week. Winston swiped his card at the entrance, and at the beep, they opened the doubled doors and signed in at reception. For the past few years, Winston had been to the Fox Lab regularly, just like everyone else on his squad. He usually went during the first hour of the morning to get his shot, so being there before dinner felt odd.
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