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PROLOGUE

	 

	I stood in the backyard. A gentle breeze sent the sweet smell of roses in my direction. Carolyn was a botanist, so the backyard was full of different plants, a good portion of which were in full bloom. She’d managed to get things to grow here that were not meant for this climate. 

	Her three-year-old son was in the pool, and he was in one of those round floaters. Carolyn was trimming the rosebushes, or splicing them, trying to make some hybrid plant grow.

	We were the only people home, and I wished I could have figured out a way for them to be gone as well. I reminded myself that not everyone gets a happy ending. That this was the best scenario, even if it wasn’t the best for some people. It was the best for most people and, as the creator of Earth, I had to let that option overrule my personal one.

	“Carolyn,” I said. “I think Ben should get out of the pool.”

	She glanced over her shoulder. “Why? It’s a beautiful day. Let him have his fun.” She went back to trimming, snip-snip with the blade, like the fucking plant was just a thing she could cut up with no regard. I took a final huff as I felt it coming. The tear in reality.

	I opened my eyes and forced myself to watch it. 

	It started small, just a thin line drawn in the air, then it widened, a blackness spreading, until it was big enough for a person to walk out of. Carolyn turned then and saw it. 

	Across the planet more of those tears were occurring, a full invasion. But this was the important one, it was the one my love was entering through. 

	“What is that?” Carolyn asked. 

	I didn’t respond. There was no point. The oval shape vomited an array of black blobs into the pool, smothering Ben. I had told her he shouldn’t be in there. 

	Carolyn let out a scream at the sight, her brain not able to comprehend what she was seeing. She dashed forward to try to save her child when a human figure came out of the crease. This would be my love. She was covered in the blackness, the symbiotes. They oozed off of her and crawled across the grass, some going into the pool, others searching aimlessly. Carolyn didn’t notice them and stepped on them on her dash to the pool. The things clung to her, pulling her down. She tripped, falling into the grass, and stopped screaming. The symbiotes permeated her skin and went inside her. 

	The skies were dark now, overcast with clouds, like they knew sunshine was no longer appropriate. 

	My love stood there, her dark skin nearly as black as the symbiotes. Two black horns curled from her head, the defining difference in her species and that of Earth.

	“My love,” I said. 

	“My love,” she said, a smile on her face. “Let us be one, once more.”

	I grimaced. This was the moment of truth. 

	“I can’t let you do this,” I said. She was my one true love, my soulmate. In another life, we’d had children together… then that life had ended horribly when she’d created symbiotes. 

	“I finally found you. My symbiotes are all over the world. We are together.”

	“No.” I would not let her destroy Earth like she had her planet of origin. 

	“Yes.” In her eyes I saw her realize the truth. That even though we had once been soulmates, even though I would always love her… I now loved someone else. She needed to realize this. She needed to end her life of immortality. And she needed to let me be free.

	She screamed and ran at me. I surged my powers, sending them at her, but knowing I couldn’t do what was needed. I couldn’t kill her. I still loved her. And she was still my soulmate, which meant she had some of my powers. 

	The impact hurt as she slammed into me. We rolled and wrestled. I lifted us up and out of the yard, away from the backyard, where the bodies of my friends lay. I glowed a bright white, with angel wings, while she oozed her black symbiotes, trying to get them to enter me. 

	It was then I realized what I needed to do.

	The only way to keep my powers away from her was to keep them away from me. Maybe I was a coward, but at least I was keeping Earth safe. If she put a symbiote in me and controlled me, my powers would destroy everything I had created.

	I pushed us apart with a shove, and we both fell to the ground. I saw her land first, breaking one of her horns in the fall, but possibly she was still alive. I used my last seconds to wipe her memory. I couldn’t take her powers, I couldn’t break her bond to me, but I could make her forget who I was.

	My neck made an anguishing sound as I hit the ground. 

	I was set to auto reincarnate. It wasn’t normally done. A god usually went to the Elysium and created their new host from scratch, so they could be exactly who they wanted. I needed to stay on Earth. There was an alien invasion. So, I’d set myself to reincarnate into the first available body.

	I hoped it wasn’t an infant. That would be nearly worthless.

	I inhaled quickly as I flooded my new body with life. My powers surged, healing me and bringing me back to life. And then I did the only thing that would keep my love from finding me.  I banished my powers to the Elysium. 

	I hoped for two things. One that she had died in the fall. If that was true, then I could find another god and give them directions on how to recover my powers. Then we could get rid of the symbiotes.

	If she wasn’t dead, then I hoped her time on Earth without her memories would help her become the woman I had fallen in love with.

	“Allyssa?” 

	Someone pressed hard on my chest and pressed their lips over mine. Air was forced into my lungs. I reached my arms up and pushed the person away. I sat up, gasping and coughing. 

	My body had been healed. But that fucker had likely broken a rib or two. 

	I blinked my eyes and took in the dingy room I was in. 

	“You are so lucky I took that CPR course,” the guy said who had been compressing my chest.

	“Fuck you,” I said. Technically, this body had died. I’d brought it back, not the fucker who had broken my ribs. I glared at the guy, expecting to see an adult, but instead saw a pimple-covered teen. I wanted to reach out and pop every single zit on his face. Hell, just take a razor and shave the heads off of each one. I stared at the whiteheads bulging on his face as he gaped back at me. 

	“What?” the guy said. 

	“You broke my ribs,” I said. I rubbed my chest, wishing I’d held onto my powers for just a little longer. But I couldn’t risk my love finding me. I couldn’t let anyone find me. Not even another god. They would force me to fight the symbiotes, to fight her. And I just couldn’t.

	I am a coward.

	I looked around the room again. I could hear music in the background. Was I at some kind of teenage rave? 

	“What’s my name?” I asked. 

	“You don’t know your name?”

	I leapt to my feet, the ache in my ribs lessoning, maybe they were not broken. I intended to grab the asshole by his collar and slam him against the wall. Until I realized he was twice my size. My body swaggered a bit. I stepped backward until I hit a wall. I looked down.

	I was a girl. 

	I held my arms out and stared at them. My arms were small and slender. I searched the room again until I spotted a mirror. There was a dust-covered one on top of a dresser. It was the only furniture in the room aside from some stacked mattresses. I wiped away at the dust with my sleeve. 

	In the mirror, a girl stared back at me. I couldn’t be more than fourteen. Small breasts were on my chest. I patted down my body. Everything was so small. I probably had a ten-inch waist. My hair was shoulder length and brown. My eyes were blue, same as before, so at least I’d kept that. I ran my fingers through my hair. It felt dirty, like I hadn’t washed it in weeks. 

	I couldn’t see much more than that in the darkly lit room. At least I didn’t have a billion pimples like my companion.

	I was wearing a skirt. I touched my hips again, hoping I would find a phone or something. No luck. In fact… I slipped a hand under my skirt and my eyes widened. I wasn’t wearing any underwear. I put a hand on my breast… no bra either. 

	Was I in the body of a teenage slut who had overdosed? I looked at the floor and saw a needle, spoon, some cotton, and a lighter. 

	Well, fuck.

	I glanced around one last time, hoping maybe I would find my undergarments, but no luck. I yanked the bedroom door open and stepped into the hall. The lights here were bright compared to the other room and I flinched. People were gathered in clusters here and there, smoking various things and drinking from red cups. 

	I darted from room to room until I found my way outside.

	I walked to the sidewalk and kept walking. I pulled on my skirt, wishing it was a bit longer. 

	I did what any minor would do if they were lost and had no memory. I went to a police station. 
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	“Name?”

	I stared at the woman behind the counter at the police station. Was she truly this daft? When had I let humans become this dumb? 

	“You aren’t listening, that’s the problem,” I said. “I don’t remember my name. That’s why I am here.”

	If I was a runaway, it was likely I’d given my companion a fake name. I ambled over to the billboard in the lobby. I searched the various missing children posters, wondering if any were me.

	“Do I look like any of these?” I asked the woman. She eyed me strangely.

	I looked back at the posters and I stopped at one that said a girl had been missing for two weeks. Her first name was Allyssa. She was fourteen and had blue eyes with brown hair. I slammed my finger on it.

	“I think this is me.” 

	Someone walked up behind me. I tilted my head back so I could look at them upside down. It was an officer in a black uniform. 

	“You think?” the officer said. 

	“I woke up from a drug overdose,” I said. “My memories are foggy.”

	Up next, a hospital. Then a social worker, an array of doctors, police, and finally, a gruff-looking man with piercing blue eyes that glared at me like he’d hoped when I’d been found it would be in a ditch. I was starting to see why Allyssa had run away.

	“This is your uncle,” the social worker said. 

	“And my parents…?” I asked. 

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER one: A TEMPORARY LIFE

	 

	Allyssa Brineheart, fourteen years old, single child of David and Lisa, who died three weeks ago when their car hit a pedestrian. Allyssa had stuck around long enough for the funeral, but after three days of living with her new guardian, Uncle Ross, she had run away. 

	No one knew what had happened to Allyssa during that time, but now she was back, with amnesia.

	Uncle Ross was a rigid man who didn’t speak much; he’d said all of two words to me since I’d met him. He’d pointed to the truck, which was one of those that was so old it didn’t have airbags, and that was all the direction I’d received. I assumed he meant for me to get in. 

	They’d run the full works on me in the hospital. Nothing really wrong with me; I’d been smart enough to do a full cleanse when I’d entered the body. So, any diseases little Allyssa had acquired during her escapades were no longer present. And my ribs it seemed were fine.

	Somehow, I doubt Uncle Ross would have reacted much if I’d had a few STDs. I wasn’t sure his face ever did more than the firm, ‘I hate life’ glare that was on it now. 

	I sat quietly as he drove. My eyes kept wandering over to him. He had rough skin, a manual labor type. His hands were big, shoes too, and he had a thick moustache. I closed my eyes and banged my head against the seat. Do not be attracted to Allyssa’s uncle, do not. But I kind of was. Maybe Allyssa ran away because her uncle tried to touch her. I felt the slit between my legs dampen. Why couldn’t the stupid nurses in that hospital have given me some underwear? 

	Think about something else, anything else. Like the fact you’re dead. I curled my lips into a frown as I imagined Laurie learning of my demise. I’d fallen in a forest. How long would it take for them to find my body? Would he relapse? Start using drugs again?

	I couldn’t even use the internet to try to search my own obit. Doing anything that could connect Allyssa to my former life might lead my love to me. Or one of the other gods. I was a wanted man. No, a wanted tween who was horny for her uncle. 

	The truck stopped and Uncle Ross turned it off. I didn’t even get a gesture to indicate which direction to go this time. He just opened his door and left me, like he was cool if I wanted to spend the night in his truck. 

	I tried to open the door, but my tiny girl fingers struggled a bit with the old latch. I growled at it and ended up yanking on the handle with both hands, while pushing the door open with my right foot. By the time I’d gotten out, Uncle Ross was standing on his front porch. He was grinning at me a bit as I reached him. So, he did have a few more expressions in his arsenal. 

	He unlocked the door and pushed it open.

	“We’re back,” Uncle Ross said.

	Footsteps scurried toward us. Two boys, who looked my age, dashed down the flight of stairs and stared at me. They were identical to each other.

	“These are your cousins, my sons, Dwayne and Jim,” Uncle Ross said. “They are two months older than you.”

	“She really doesn’t remember anything?” A woman walked out of the kitchen, drying her hands on a rag. She had a bulge on her stomach, either a beer gut or pregnant. She was plain, her eyes sunken, and hair sandy, no luster. 

	“And my wife, your Aunt Bertie,” Uncle Ross finished. “And that’s what she’s claiming. Doctors couldn’t find a thing wrong with her.”

	“Do I have clothes?” I asked. “I’d like to shower and change.”

	“I’ll show you,” one of the boys said. “I’m Dwayne.” 

	I followed him up the stairs. The house seemed dark; it had brown carpet and dark tan walls. The lighting was yellow. Maybe Allyssa had messed-up vision and everything was dingy now? 

	Dwayne showed me to a room with bunk beds and an additional twin-sized bed. 

	“We share a room?” I asked.

	“It’s a small house,” Dwayne said. “Only two bedrooms. One bathroom. We gave you the top bunk.” He shrugged. “It’s some privacy.”

	I somehow doubted Allyssa had liked the sleeping arrangements. I opened the suitcase where my clothes were and pulled out some pajamas. Dwayne showed me the bathroom and where all the needed toiletries were. 

	I washed my hair twice, working all the gunk out. I felt a ton better after I was clean and in fresh clothes, including underwear. I only had sports bras, but it was better than nothing. I wondered if Allyssa was having periods yet. I searched the small bathroom until I found a tampon. I slipped it in my pocket; better to be prepared than surprised. 

	I went downstairs, but the only person present was the woman. I’d already forgotten her name. I slipped onto the stool at the counter. She turned around from the bowl of something she was making and jumped a bit.

	“Sorry.” She covered her heart. “Are you hungry?”

	“Do you get cable?” I asked. “I’d like to watch the news.”

	Nothing odd about that. If news of my body being found happened to be on the nightly news… there was nothing suspicious about me happening to view it.

	Still she gave me a weird look as she walked to the living room and turned on the television. She handed me the remote and I clicked it to the local news. My adventures had shown me I was still in the same state I’d died in, just a few cities over. The symbiotes were the hot topic. They were everywhere. Mostly in California. It was the most ideal climate for them. Warm with an ocean right there.

	I wasn’t sure how long I watched the news, but eventually the aunt came back and turned the TV off, using the button near the screen.

	“It’s late,” she said. “You should go to bed. In the morning, I’ll see about getting you reenrolled at the school.”

	I was a kid. I was going to need to listen to adults and attend school. Great. 

	I went upstairs as my stomach growled and I realized I should have taken her up on the offer for food. Too late now. I brushed my teeth and climbed up to the top bunk, being careful not to awaken my cousins.

	And I slept. The deep, heavy sleep of a teen.

	When an alarm blared in the morning, I frowned. I was still tired. And even more hungry than before. And I had no idea what the day held. I hadn’t been able to go to the Elysium and look at anything. I watched the cousins get up and get dressed, not caring if I watched them.

	One of them looked at me. “You should get dressed too.”

	I knew I should, but I didn’t want to. What exactly was I getting up for? I groaned and buried my head. Then I thought of Uncle Ross coming up here to tell me to get up. I felt the dampness between my legs again. F-u-c-k. Maybe I should go find that pimple-faced teen and ask him to fuck me.

	I climbed out of the bed, swearing I would not try to fuck my uncle. 

	“What kind of school is it?” I asked. “What do I wear?”

	They handed me a plaid skirt and white shirt. Of course this is what I would need to wear. I wore not only underwear but a pair of shorts underneath. 
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	I’d forgotten how hormonal being a teenager was. I mean, at least I wasn’t a teenage boy getting constant boners. But the area between my legs was pretty much always wet as I gazed at various men. Hell, I was even ogling the damn janitor as I walked from one class to another. 

	I had to keep reminding myself I was jailbait. An underage girl who could not have sex with grown men. And I sure wasn’t going to have sex with some kid my age, even though more than a few were gawking at me. I mean, maybe I’d get desperate at some point, but tween dick wasn’t my thing. 

	I was your typical hormonal teen. I barely spoke, I groaned when asked how my day was. But at least I didn’t run away again. I’d like to think I was behaving better than Allyssa had. And I was probably getting better grades too. 

	I was in a different school than Allyssa had been, since her parents had lived in a different state than her uncle. That was one huge perk to all this. No one knew me. I was the new kid. 

	After a week of living the life of a normal teen, I was horribly bored. 

	I sat with my cousins at lunch and finally asked them a question that might end my onslaught of boredom.

	“Who are the weird kids in school?” 

	They both exchanged a look. Their friends, who also sat with us, creased their brows.

	“Why?”

	“Just tell me,” I groaned, glancing at the hot janitor again. 

	“Marvin,” Dwayne said. “He has an imaginary friend and is always talking to himself.”

	“Point to him.”

	“He’s at the table by himself, with the brown sack lunch.”

	“Perfect.” I grabbed my half-eaten tray of food and scampered across the cafeteria. I placed my tray across from Marvin. “I’m Allyssa. I’m new here.”

	Marvin was a chubby fella, with pinch able cheeks and deep dimples. 
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