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Note from the author;

To the reader,

This is a fictitious science fiction young adult thriller that should bring you laughter and wonderment.

This is a read that should question the reality around you.

You should ask the question, “What makes sense anymore?”

Above all, I hope that this novel of fiction 

brings you entertainment and astonishment.  

I hope that you learn something about 

humanity and the soul of our very own 

universe and existence. 

There are things in our world that can not be explained and in this novel, we will 

explore many of the things in our universe that 

can not be explained. Conspiracy becomes fact.

This novel should bring you hope when things seem hopeless. This novel should bring you power.

Read this novel with an open mind and powerful soul. Because all of us are in this world together as one.

All of us are to protect the powers that we have within us as the characters of book 1, 2, and 3 of this series have.

This novel is dedicated to all of us living in this universe together.
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Love,

––––––––
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KHYEL ‘KEYS’ ROBERSON[image: ]

––––––––
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America 2019


Inside the White House, President Donald J. Trump sat laid back in the red chair inside the oval office. He was facing the large double glass window as he took in the view of the pure white clouds and the bright sun shining down on the grounds of Washington, d.c., oozing through the glass windows into the room.

Months had gone by since his victory over the United States. 

After a long day of phone calls, meetings with various members of his staff, hours of golfing, and rally speeches, he is finally relaxed and seems to be awaiting a very important visitor. He checked the time on his phone versus the clock on the wall almost every five minutes.

There were two wine glasses of champagne sitting on the desk in front of the two red Lay-Z-Boys accompanying the desk. One of which was being occupied by the ass of the one who coined the phrase, ‘Grab ‘em by the pussy.’  The glasses are on top of two coasters decorated with a patriotic eagle. The glasses dripped with condensation. The champagne has been sitting in the glasses for a while.

The door of the oval office opened abruptly.

"Mr. President?" 

The secretary entered carrying an iPad in one hand and file folders in the other.

The secretary was young—almost too young to be a secretary.

She stood tall, wearing a short blue dress and a white apron that made her remind President Trump of ‘Alice in Wonderland’ or one of those creepy little girls from ‘The Shining’.

"There's a man here to see you, Mr. President.”

Nervously, she says.

President Trump shakes his head. It may be the secretary's first day, he thought. She irritated him by barging inside the office like that. He’s always been a man who enjoyed his privacy.

He doesn't remember ever seeing this secretary. He meets a new staff member every day unless he has forgotten their faces.

Not remembering who people are was common for President Trump and he didn’t care who you were in the first place. 

"Send him in."

President Trump said it in a stern and hesitant voice.

The secretary left the room, leaving the door open.

Almost immediately, a very tall, dark, muscular, suave man wearing all black entered the office, staring at Trump square in the face. This mystery man walked into the office with his hands inside his black pants pockets.

President Trump looked at this man trying to recognize him. He was also wondering where his bodyguards were at that moment. 

‘How could they be so careless as to let someone in my office unsupervised,’ he thought. 

"President Donald J. Trump. You, sir, are a hard man to keep up with."

The man said this as if the two of them were old friends and had known each other for years.

"I don't think that I know you."

President Trump said it in a dismissive and confusing tone.

"Oh, sure, you do. I'm the man who wastes nothing. Much like you."

The mystery man said to President Trump with a glow in his eye.

The man approached President Trump slowly and face to face, nearly hypnotizing him as he was locked into this man’s eyes. They both stood in the middle of the oval office floor.

The man held out his hand, knowing that President Trump was a business man above all, a business man who could never refuse a handshake, even if he had never met the person or had intentions of doing so in the first place.

“I waste nothing. Especially my time.”

The man said.

Once President Trump finally decided to shake this strange man's hand, he began to feel different—a little sick, even.

This feeling grew worse and worse throughout his entire body. President Trump looked down at his own feet, which buckled as if they were becoming air inside the shoes that he’d worn that day.

His feet and shoes were disappearing into thin air all the way through to his legs.

Inside, outside, and with his clothes, he would go into thin air.

All the while, President Trump's weak hand still remained locked, holding this strange man's hand who is now smiling. President Trump has now lost his chest and almost his entire body to thin air. He couldn’t speak. He was still staring into the dark man’s eyes. There were tears weltering inside of President Trump’s eyes.

President Trump's face was disappearing slowly, and the last thing he noticed was that this strange man had adapted to the very clothes that he was wearing.

As President Donald J. Trump finally fully disappeared into the air of the oval office, this strange man stood in the body; the image, the clothes, and the persona of President Donald J. Trump. Successfully and fully shape-shifting into President Donald J. Trump.


CERN: The Men in Black

“And what about the recruits arriving tomorrow morning?”

CERN, an operation created by the U.S. government, is a critical group that protects the entire world in their discoveries.

Agent Rathers, a member of CERN, is walking down the long empty hallway of one of CERN’s secret facilities. He’s asking Agent Williamson about the daily checklist as he is to do each morning with each of the new agents of CERN.

He is walking alongside Agent Williamson, a rather new agent of CERN, most people had known this particular organization as MIB. 

Agent Rathers is aware that Williamson is a brand new agent. Rathers is in charge of training the new agents but Agent Williamson was to be specially trained as an assistant to Agent Rathers. Williamson was nervous and jittery while Rathers was stoic and wise.

Agent Rathers is a tall and wide, scruffy-skinned man who seems to be in his late forties and confidently knows what he’s doing in his business.

Agent Williamson is a skinny caucasian male who could be no more than twenty-two years old and also looks like he’d crack under pressure, almost like he shouldn’t even be here. 

Of course, if MIB had ever acknowledged each other’s ages...Williamson would be twenty-two years old at least.

CERN or known as The MIB, is a black ops organization a part of the U. S. government. This organization branches from the FBI. There are many forms of government, the MIB was one of the branches kept secret from the public. A black ops organization. MIB is an acronym for Men In Black.

But, this black ops group didn’t only consist of men. Yes, all of the agents of MIB wore a white buttoned shirt, a black suit jacket, black suit pants, black shoes, and sunglasses. 

MIB consisted of men, women, cybernetic beings, and beings from other planets all brought together as one team in the United States.

MIB operates many facilities hidden throughout the world. 

However, one of the more known facilities was called Area 51 which is a facility deep in the outskirts of Nevada.

Area 51’s facility is a flat building with white brick. There are no windows.

There is a sealed door that opens and closes sideways and latches shut blending in with the walls of the building.

The door is guarded by US soldiers. 

There were four of them, two that guarded the front of the building and two guarding the back of the building.

Secret cameras blended within cacti and wildlife critters such as bird drones and insect drones as real as ever.

There was another secret facility run by MIB aside from Area 51. It is attached to the backside of Area 51’s building. 

SFU was the acronym for School For the United, which is what the facility is called...code name, ‘Area 51’. Of course, MIB, SFU, Area 51, were not the official name of the building and organization. These were names come up by members and the public combined. Nicknames that have become actuality.

Only MIB agents and anyone with an authorized badge can enter the facilities; scientists, sorcerers, and higher-level authorities of the sort. 

Agent Rathers was a member of MIB’s higher council and is the general manager of SFU's facility.

The school was a facility that mutated and experimented on human beings, attempting to proceed with the advancement of human beings and enhance American soldiers for war. 

Since 1956, MIB has been traveling all over America bringing innocent human beings to SFU’s facility for research. 

Millions of American citizens are kidnapped daily only to be subjected to being brainwashed. 

Subjected to mutations. 

“Agent Rathers, I want to know one thing. If I may,”

Agent Williamson looked away from the reports that he was reading out loud as they continued to walk down the narrow hallway of SFU beside one another.

Agent Williamson was sweating, he appears to have been snapped out of an enchantment and back into an unfamiliar reality.

Agent Rathers stopped walking and looked at the young boy. Agent Rathers is the smarter agent of MIB, which is why he sits at the high council table. Rathers knew that Williamson was not properly brainwashed.

Rathers reached down into the pocket inside his suit jacket and pulled out a silver ink pen, at least by the look of it, it seemed to be an ink pen. Of course, it was not just a normal ink pen as it appeared. He clicked the back side button of the small silver gadget and aggressively placed his hand on Williamson’s chest. 

There was a loud vibration.

But, at almost that instant, the both of them were transported to a glowing white room with nothing else surrounding them except bright white light.

“Have you been properly briefed? Did anything go wrong that you remember?”

Agent Rathers asked Williamson, staring at him face to face.

Williamson was afraid and had no idea what this man was talking about.

Williamson had not yet finished his orientation process before being placed as the partner of a higher rank such as Agent Rathers.

MIB agents are collected from various places throughout the universe and their memories of being an independent citizen is replaced with memories of working as an governmental official, whose job it was to protect universes from paranormal and cosmic threats.

Agent Williamson showed signs of incomplete mind control. Agent Rathers thought,

‘I’ll deal with the incompetent Agent who let this one slip through the cracks without being properly brainwashed.’

He thought to himself.

“T23, are you there?”

Agent Rathers says this out loud while still staring at Williamson.

“I’m always here, sir.”

A computerized voice of a legion of women was heard like loudspeakers surrounding the walls.

“This one needs proper debriefing and neutralization, please? And tell me, who was tasked with handling the new hires today?”

“Agent Toro was on duty.”

Rathers looked physically repulsed and without another word he disappeared atom by atom, leaving Williamson in the silence of the white room.

Williamson hyperventilated a bit before being shown under a spotlight.

The room abruptly got dark.

It was quiet at first.

Agent Williamson didn’t know what to think. He didn’t know if he was scared or intrigued.

It was kind’ve the feeling of tripping from a mental state after eating psychedelic mushrooms, which was a feeling that as a member of MIB, you shouldn’t be able to remember.

The glowing white room grew a face surrounding him and the face was a giant collection of women's faces from throughout the universe all molded into one digital face staring at Williamson...smiling. 


Audra: A While Ago

My name is Audra Taylor; I'm fourteen years old, and I live with my mom and dad in Gary, Indiana.

My dad and I love driving around our town together.

Sometimes, we don't have anywhere to go.

We'd just drive and listen to Bob Dylan or the Beatles.

Today, it was AC/DC.

My favorite genre of music to listen to is classic rock, and that’s thanks to my dad. A lot of things about me are thanks to my dad.

Today, we were driving down Broadway Avenue in Gary, Indiana, and my dad got tired from being behind the wheel all day.

I had fallen asleep on the passenger side of the two-door Volkswagen, and he dozed off while he was driving.

I can still see him in my mind as I sleep in the passenger seat.

In my sleep, I had a lucid dream that I was still awake and alert in the car, and that’s when I saw my father falling asleep while he was driving.

We drifted over onto the opposite side of the lane and got into a head-on collision with an eighteen-wheeler.

Boom!

This was in my lucid dream, though. 

A possible future in which I am to prevent.

We both were going to be dead to a crisp in a fiery car crash if I hadn’t woken us up.

But, we both woke up to the loud horn of that same eighteen-wheeler that I had seen in the dream passing us by on the opposite side of the road.

The driver then leaned his body out of the window of the truck and gave my dad a strong and aggressive middle finger.

"Are you okay?"

Dad asked me, putting his hand on my chest in a worried state and still driving.

"Yeah, I am."

This wasn't the first time we had both fallen asleep on the road.

This was the first time we almost lost our lives because we fell asleep on the road.

I sometimes get nervous when I fall asleep in the passenger seat because I may miss out on a chance to save us from a real car accident. Yes, I saved us just now as I jolted awake quickly removing my feet from a relaxing position on the dashboard.

"I'm tired; we should go home."

I say this to him as I attempt to look at him with squinty eyes.

"I know; we're almost home."

He says it back to me, almost dismissively.

We drive, and we drive in silence, this time with our eyes wide open.

I began looking out of the window again. There wasn't much to look at in Gary, Indiana.

There were only boarded-up buildings, boarded-up establishments, and abandoned apartments. Here and there were McDonald's and all of the restaurants that people pretended to love, like Taco Bell and White Castles.

We finally pull into our three-bedroom house after an hour-long drive through the nothingness of Indiana.

Our house was a small tan house. It’s the smallest house in the neighborhood with three rooms: my room, my brother's room, and mom and dad's room, a living room (which was visible from the outside looking in due to the giant window revealing the living room because we didn't have curtains or anything like that).

I get out of the car and walk next to my dad up the stairs to our front porch.

The front door to our house was originally yellow, but when I was six years old, I painted the door bright red, and no one ever painted it back. I went out and even bought the paint myself. I used the money they had given me on my sixth birthday. There are still spots of yellow dripping out of the red because I painted the door with one coat.

He opened the door, and we walked in.

Here's a little backstory on this house and my family: my brother committed suicide here in his bedroom in twenty-fourteen. Our family seems to ignore it as if he just died unexpectedly from natural causes.

No one knew why he did it.

The day the coroner told us my brother was dead, the coroner sat on the couch in our living room, drinking tea that my mom made to ease the tension in the room.

"I mean, he just stabbed himself. I'm sorry to say, but it's honestly one of those things."

That's what the coroner said to us...a confused and grieving family.

Indiana’s finest.

'It’s honestly one of those things'.

I could not bear to listen to the lack of empathy in the room that day.

I wanted my brother back, and no one seemed to understand that he was gone forever.

I got up from that couch and walked into my brother's empty and cold room.

I looked around at the stuff on his wall—his superhero posters, the weird collections of cars he had.

I'm in his room, holding on to the memories of his voice, his scent, his laugh, and his energy, and then I was there when he’d done it!

I brought myself to the exact moment he’d done it.

I closed my eyes, and I went to that exact moment inside my mind.

Almost like another lucid dream, like the one I had in the car with my dad.

I was sitting on his bed, and I noticed that the room had gotten significantly darker. A slight haze illuminated everything around me as my ghostly brother entered his room in a hysterical cry. I knew that I couldn't stop him while I was watching the past play out in front of me as I traveled back in time inside of my mind.

I saw him get a knife from under the pillow on his bed, and without hesitation, he plunged the knife into his chest three times before he fell to the bloody wooden floor.

Blood oozed from his corpse onto the wooden floor as a giant puddle, which grew thicker and bigger underneath him. That’s how I remember it.

I screamed myself back into reality, and he was gone.

I was back.

All of that was a while ago.

After the long drive with my father, all I wanted to do was have a nice sleep.

I’m tired today because I work at a DVD and music shop called Joe's Videos and Music (such an original name for a DVD and music store.).

We get little to no business regularly. Today was only busy because our manager started selling video games and video game systems.

But, we got into the house, and my dad walked instantly into our kitchen. I walked up our stairs and into my room to find my mother lying in my bed.

She had her room. What was she in my bed for?

Maybe they had another argument earlier.

Not thinking much about the situation, probably due to exhaustion and not wanting any more positive or negative confrontation, I cuddled up next to her and went to sleep.


––––––––
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DORIAN: SLEEP 

Crash! Shatter!

Dorian ducks as a glass plate hit the wall behind him.

"You are not the boy I raised! You’re a fucking worthless disgrace!"

Dorian's mother says this to him face-to-face, cornering him against the dented wall in his bedroom.

Dorian’s bedroom was bare. 

White walls, a window just over his singular mattress atop a black bed frame.

“How dare you be so irresponsible?”

She slaps him.

Dorian Gray is a dark-haired, sixteen-year-old boy.

By the people at his school, he’s said to be very handsome, and he knew it. Anyone who laid eyes on him knew that he was handsome.

Dorian was always charming and with his words.

He lives with his mother in Springfield, Illinois.

On this day, Dorian got into trouble in school for getting into a fight and destroying the school's auditorium during study hall hour.

Dorian may be facing arson charges, but no one could prove that he was the one to start the fire. Nonetheless, the entire auditorium of his high school was burned down.

His mother had to pick him up from the police station.

Dorian didn't know who was worse to deal with—the police or his mother.

The car ride home with her from the police station was hell.

She could barely drive at a decent speed because she was in so much of a rage that only got worse when they got home.

"Please get out of my face, Mom. Please just go!"

Dorian pleaded.

"Or what? You're going to hurt me too? Are you going to set my house on fire? Dorian, you are nothing. You do nothing around here, and you bring nothing but bad news!"

She went on after this, as Dorian grew more and more angry.

"Do something right, Dorian! I'm tired! You hear me, Dorian? Tired of you being such a fuck up!”

Dorian's eyes became instantly blood-red; he touched his mother on the side of her face.

"Sleep."

He said.

His mother drops to the floor and snores as she is instantly in a deep sleep.

Dorian knew that this was a mistake; he told himself growing up that he'd never use any of his power on his mother.

However, being Dorian Gray means having no emotion for anyone but himself. He looked at his mother's sleeping body and decided to leave home with no bag because he’d own nothing.

Dorian knew that his mother was never going to wake up on her own. Only Dorian was able to wake her up from the spell he’d cast, and waking her up was the last thing on his mind.

He walked out of the door leaving the house, leaving his mother on his bedroom floor, permanently sleeping.

Outside, he saw teenagers his age sitting on their front porches hanging out and enjoying their summer, as all teenagers that were out of school were doing at this time. All of the teenagers looked like nothing was going to bring them down, except for Dorian, who began to walk down his neighborhood block and passed by the other kids who were outside. Dorian was being watched by the other teenagers, and they watched closely. It was strange to see him walking alone like this in an angry manner. Dorian and his family made people nervous.

One of the teenagers, Thomas King, removed himself from the gossiping friends he had on his front porch and ran towards Dorian to say hello. 

Thomas King was Dorian's neighbor. Dorian never considered Thomas a friend. Dorian would never consider anyone a friend, for that matter.

"Hey! Dorian, what’s up, man?"

Thomas asked him,

"Go back home; I don't want to be bothered today."

Dorian snapped back.

"Are you okay?"

Thomas asked, almost smiling.

"I don't tell people my moves. Go home."

Dorian didn't know Thomas.

Dorian didn't know anyone in his neighborhood.

Dorian only knew that people in his neighborhood were nosy and curious about his household all of the time.

People would record the fights he’d have with his mother on their phones as they watched through his living room window, and they’d post them online all over social media.

It was said to never go near Dorian's house because it was the 'house of killers'.

People knew that Dorian was having troubles at home with his father and people swear that one day, he may have murdered his father with the help of his mother.

There was also speculation that Dorian's mother murdered her mother the day Dorian was born.

Also, it was known that Dorian's father was wanted for murder in the state of North Carolina.

"Can I just walk with you?"

Thomas was persistent. 

Dorian was a little frightened for the first time, not knowing what the future held for him. Dorian wanted companionship, and he’d never admit that fact. He physically was having an anxiety attack for the first time in his life. Of course, he wouldn’t know that now.

Living with his mother, his future was always laid out by her. Now, he’s to lay out his future on his own. That scares him.

Dorian hated the school that he went to and everyone in it. The auditorium fire started after Dorian protected a freshman girl from being molested by some of the students.

Dorian only knew his mother and whoever her mother knew.

Dorian didn’t want to be alone, at least not right now. He’s never run away from home before.

"Come on, boy, let's go, but you have to trust me. You have to trust me the entire way, Thomas! Do you understand me? You’re ‘bout to be a part of some crazy shit, fuckin’ ‘round with me.”

Dorian said this almost strictly.

And the both of them walked deep into the city of Springfield together.


Mila: The Beauty of Life and Love

"In you,

In me,

If God is love, then he is within.

You,

And me,

All is love, and it is within.

You and me,

Let's love,"

Mila Kay sings from the rooftop of her mansion in Washington, D.C.

Mila Kay is only fourteen years old with brown hair and coconut skin.

As she sings, birds surround her, awaiting more of her song.

"You are love,

And love is within everyone.

For you, I love,"

Mila sings.

By this time, she had been joined by squirrels, alley cats, and mice that served as an audience for her song. Rubbing at her legs and cuddling her. Scaling the walls to get to her on the rooftop and crawling out of cracks and holes.

She pets them comfortably, knowing that animals have a deep liking for her.

It was almost as if these animals had a connection to her soul.

All animals understood and communicated well with Mila because of the experiment that was authorized on her at one of her father’s secret facilities the day she was born. 

The animals heard her thoughts and she heard the thoughts of the animals. She would hear their voices in her head as clear as day. Even speaking an English language to her...inside of her mind. A dog would bark, a cat would meow, and Mila would hear, ‘Hello’. 

"And I will love you,

Forever in my days,

I will love you,

Forever in my days."

Mila gets very cozy and comfortable with the animals on her rooftop.

They were all cozying up to her as if they were old friends. It would remind anyone of a scene from a Disney movie.

"Mila!"

Her dad, Eugene Kay, popped his bald head up from the ladder chute that led up to the rooftop from the house where Mila sat.

"We need you down here. Now."

He said before disappearing into the dark space of the house.

Mila took a disappointing sigh as her animal friends dispersed frantically into their environments, climbing down from the rooftop mansion. Except for the birds, they flew away and never looked back. Mila liked birds most because birds didn’t have to answer to anyone. In the middle of an argument, if birds even argued, a bird could remember what they were made for. They could just fly away from the nonsense. Fly away from the fear.

She climbed down the ladder and into her bedroom, where her mother and father were standing, waiting for her to come down. Mila noticed that her mother was crying.

The strong hundred-pound woman that she's witnessed body slam her two hundred and seventy-five-pound brother for stealing money one day was crying today.

"Mila, you have to move away on your own, okay?"

Her mother started,

"The place you're moving to is like a foster school for special kinds of kids like yourself. It’s all exclusive and it’s secret, so you can’t talk about this to anyone.”

Eugene stood there and said nothing. He simply looked at his wife as if he had commanded her to speak.

"Your father and his colleagues have a school for kids just like you, Mila. The school is in a beautiful place in Nevada."

Eugene then cut her off, saying,

"Mila, we can't keep you here anymore. You will be living at one of our governmental testing facilities in Nevada.”

He finished by saying,

“You, along with many other people like yourself in this country, will not be able to live in public and around people. It is far too dangerous. You will be in the hands of our government, Mila. You will be the property of The United States. They’re talking about you becoming an automatic member of our US army soon, possibly becoming useful to our country. And you won’t be alone. I am only preparing you for what’s to come. People like you can’t run a muck in the world freely. You know that.”

He tries to get sentimental and ease the thick tension in the room by then saying,

"Mila, your power makes you a menace to our society; do you understand that? People kill what they do not understand, and you have a kind of power that a lot of people will never understand. And if people see that there are other people like you in the world, well, that’s when the world burns.”

“Power? So your government friends are going to lock me away forever because of my power?”

Mila was used to conversations about her 'gifts'. She hated it when people called it her powers.

Her grandmother told her to always call it a gift because gifts are earned by God. 

By God!

Mila first learned that she had gifts at the age of seven when she found out that she was able to have a full conversation with a mouse she had seen on her kitchen floor stuck to a Tomcat sticky pad.

“Why are you stuck on that thing, Mr. Mouse?”

“I was only hungry; I’m still hungry. Am I gonna die?”

When she was twelve, she was in elementary school for a short period only because she felt the need to show off her gifts to some school bullies and grew a giant oak tree in the middle of the school classroom by simply raising her then little arms in the air.

Expelled indefinitely.

Her gifts have certainly grown since then.

"What about what I have to say about all of this?"

Mila exclaimed, almost with tears in her eyes.

"I mean, this is my life we're talking about, not yours!"

Mila felt as if she was a monster. Her parents spoke to her as if she were a plague or a disease that needed to be put down immediately.

She felt like a child who was told she was being given up for adoption.

"We have no other choice.” 

Her father started calmly but then aggressively finished with,

"You have no right to say so. It is done. You move out tomorrow at eight in the morning. There will be a white van outside to get you."

Mila's mother began to wail tears as loudly as ever and left the room with Eugene.

Mila was too shocked to even cry. She simply stood there in the same spot in her bedroom now alone.

Her mind was swirling cautiously as the hundreds of potted plants in her room withered and curled zombie-like surrounding her messy desk and her elegant bed.

Should she run away?

Was she able to live on her own if she were to run away?

These thoughts paraded through her mind, along with meticulous thoughts that were shut down immediately. Meticulous thoughts of binding her parents down, poisoning them in some way, and just having the mansion to herself. These thoughts left her mind due to the purity of her heart.

Mila had to do what her father said.

Mila had no choice.

Going against her father meant going against the US government.

The white van will be there in the morning to ‘get her’.
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