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  Dedication




  For all the Dreamers who wish we lived in an Alternative world.




  Preface




  I was seven when my life ended. I was eighteen when I was reborn and they found me soul-less, empty, and incomplete. Parts of me were missing—literally. Not physical parts; my body was whole. I had all my limbs, fingers, and toes. But parts of my character, personality, and consciousness were gone. And I was oblivious to it.




  Chapter 1




  I leaned against a grimy wall, watching with disinterest the bodies coming together like an orgy on the dance floor. I lit a cigarette and closed my eyes as I inhaled the first puff. I don’t know why, but the first one always tastes the best. There was a clear ‘no smoking’ sign above my head which I intentionally ignored, figuring the club was utilizing the smoke machines, what was a cigarette going to do? I readjusted my stance, leaning on my hip now instead of my back and waited. I was on a mission, one close to home. It was surprising that the ABI—Alternative Bureau of Investigation—approved my involvement in this case. I was, after all, hunting myself.




  Jordan, my sponsor of sorts, had convinced them that no one would be better equipped to bring him in than me. Again, I was chasing myself. Remember when I said I wasn’t whole? Well, I was waiting for a piece of me to walk into this club.




  I looked around and wondered if, after we reunited, I’d like to go clubbing or bar hopping. I hoped not. But this was the first unit they’d located and was supposed to be the easiest one to capture. I’d see, well, we’d see, about that. I wasn’t alone. Part of the agreement was that Jordan oversee this assignment as no one knew what would happen when I met myself, and since Jordan was a Neutralizer he’d be able to handle the situation.




  I must have been in deep thought because I nearly swung when someone snagged the cigarette out of my hand. It turned out to be Jordan. He put the stick to his full lips and inhaled, breathing it out through his nose then handed it back to me. He leaned behind me on his side, close enough that I could feel his breath on the top of my head. Jordan towered over me; he was six foot three and very, very hot. And he knew it. He was white, nearly vampire white, (yes, they do exist, just not in the manner you think they do) his hair was onyx black, and he had cobalt-gray eyes. His physique was that of a Grecian god; many times I’d wanted to undress him and oil him until he shone as bright as the sun. But I digress. His voice bellowed in my ear as he raised it to be heard over the thumping music. I never understood club music; it all sounded the same to me.




  “Anything?” he asked.




  I shook my head. I hadn’t seen him and there was nothing out of the ordinary transpiring at the club. I turned to face Jordan, the cigarette hanging on my lips. “Are we sure he’s still in the city?” Apparently I liked to travel…a lot.




  “There was a sighting a couple of days ago, and an incident yesterday caught on video.”




  Cellphones, I thought. Now-a-days they’re the most dangerous pieces of technology. You never knew when someone was casually recording your actions. Then again, in this case I suppose I owed that person.




  I hadn’t forgotten about the incident, I was just growing impatient. The “incident” Jordan was referring to happened yesterday at a local bank. They called him Syphon because his Ability was to suck, inhale, vacuum—whatever you want to call it—any energy from any other source of energy, into himself. After, he can choose to: use it as a weapon, charge something, anything, or keep it within to power up in essence. Yesterday he chose to keep it within, at least as far as we know.




  The bank was being robbed and everyone was forced to the ground with some serious arsenal. He was cooperating and on the ground when one of the thugs used the butt of his gun to pistol-whip a female teller. That’s when he made his move. One moment he was on the ground, the next he was on his feet and the burglar was on the ground passed out. They say chivalry is dead. Syphon moved from one spot of the bank to another within a blink of an eye and came face to face with another thug. You could see invisible waves of energy being sucked out of him and flow into Syphon. He siphoned the remaining two then disappeared from one spot, to the door, and out of focus with the door still closing.




  He could still be amped up, we won’t know until we locate him. He goes by the name of Marcus Jones, original I know; the last time he used his credit card was at a club a block or two away. He club-hopped in the previous city so there’s a good chance we’ll find him in one of these nightclubs.




  I lifted Jordan’s left wrist, feeling the warmth of his soft skin, and looked at the time. It’d been two hours. “How much longer should we wait?” I yelled. I told you I’m impatient.




  “The night’s young; at least another hour.” He saw my face contort. “How about a drink?




  I didn’t argue with that; cigarettes go great with drinks. I puffed the last time, then rubbed the cigarette out on the wall and allowed Jordan to maneuver me through the crowd of bumping and grinding people to the bar. He ordered my favorite, a black Russian. I had taken only two swallows of it when the air changed. At least it did to me. I felt suddenly overwhelmingly hot; my pulse quickened and the hairs on my body began to vibrate. I turned toward Jordan to see if he felt it, but the neutral look on his face was a negative. I put my hand on his arm and he looked down at me.




  “I think he’s here,” I said.




  “How can you tell?” He put his arm on my back and I felt his muscle contract when he did.




  “I feel,” I started. “Raw energy.” That was the only way I knew to describe it. Then it seemed as if the music stopped, the dance floor calmed, and the entire world came to a pause. I spun on my feet, but it felt as if I was moving in slow motion.




  Dark brown eyes locked on mine and I wondered if he felt it, too. There was an attraction, a pull tugging on my head and heart. My body began moving toward him, he was tall, six feet, had curly blond hair, and a lanky body. He looked unintimidating and absolutely nothing like me. But he was me, a piece of me, I felt it. I hadn’t taken more than two steps when one, he turned and ran (guess he didn’t feel it,) and two, Jordan grabbed me by my arm.




  I didn’t turn around. “That’s him!” I shouted.




  “Sundry,” Jordan called. That’s the name the agency gave me because I had multiple pieces of me out in the world living separate lives as if they came from the same womb as I did.




  I still didn’t turn, in fact I slid my arm out of his grasp, and grabbed his hand pulling him behind me. He caught me by my waist with his other arm and pulled me into him. It was like leaning on a wall, hard muscles were everywhere.




  “He’s not going to come willingly,” he said.




  “Screw willingly,” I said. I’ll take him by force. He wasn’t the only one with tricks up his sleeve.




  I felt but didn’t hear Jordan groan. “Fine. You follow him and I’ll go out the back. Turn your earpiece on.”




  He released me and my body flung forward with the propulsion I was using trying to squirm away. I bumped into someone bouncing up and down, and pushed him or her out of my way as I made it to the exit.




  I looked right, then left and didn’t see him. But I still felt him, so he had to be close. I chose right. I ran as fast as my legs could carry me. “I’m in pursuit going east of the club,” I huffed so Jordan knew where I was heading.




  “Do you see him?” His voice was small in my ear.




  “No, but I feel him.”




  I was coming up on an intersection; do I take a right, stay straight or cross the street? I didn’t feel the elevation of the pull when I was hit with sheer energy. It threw me into an illegally parked car. “Umph,” I groaned.




  “Sundry?” Jordan called. The air was knocked out of me, I couldn’t respond. “Shit,” I heard him say.




  Syphon stepped out of the shadows and into the street light. His face was a mask of confusion and denial. My back was on fire; I didn’t try to stand, not yet.




  “What do you want?” Syphon asked. “Why do you people keep following me?”




  It was a valid question; for years he had been left alone. No one had known about him until my recruitment. And even then, it took a fingerprint hit to bring him to the bureau’s attention. You see, his prints are identical to mine. I know, impossible right? Well, not if he is you.




  He had gone for a job in law enforcement. When they added his prints to the database we monitor constantly, my information spread across their screen. However, being that I was in training in another state, they knew it wasn’t me and that they had found a remnant of me.




  “You…don’t…belong,” I huffed trying to catch my breath. “You are me.” I knew I wasn’t making sense, but surely he knew that he was different; that something wasn’t right




  “What are you talking about?” he asked.




  “Haven’t you ever felt out of place?” It was Jordan; he stepped out of the shadows behind Syphon with his hands up in a calming manner.




  Syphon turned sideways and backed up, keeping both of us in his peripheral. “I don’t know what you mean.” Another step back.




  My breath was coming back to me, I was able to sit up; I could feel that my back was already bruising.




  “Where were you born?” I asked. Simple enough question, right?




  For some reason he stood there, thinking. “I don’t remember.”




  “What’s the first thing you do remember?” Jordan questioned.




  That answer came fast. “A field, wheat field. A sunny day, shivering.”




  I used the old gray car to pull myself onto my feet. Suddenly I could see the field; it was vast, the sun was bright. It should’ve felt warm but he was freezing, I was freezing. The brightness of the sun was nearly painful to my eyes. I put my hands up to shade them when a shadow overtook me. I no longer saw the sun’s rays.




  “And there was Adam,” he said, finishing my flashback.




  “Who’s Adam?” Jordan asked.




  My heart beat quickened and my breath shortened. I was beginning to remember. “He’s another remnant of me.” My eyebrows furrowed as my mind began a search; I found what I was looking for. “He’s the first remnant of me.” My eyes locked on Syphon’s and I couldn’t move them with all the will power I had in me. By the tension in his body I knew he felt the same. Then something eerie happened. We became one, our minds melded. I knew we had always been one and the same, but for over ten years I was bland, empty. Bereft.




  Humans, other Alt’s: vampires, werewolves, shifters and the like; when they needed to forget something, or to have something removed, they called me. What a boring Gift right? Others were telepathic, telekinetic, could manipulate elements, conjurers, but I was a Banisher. Even my Gifts name is lame. But that was how I was left or found, rather.




  In fact let me start with when the ABI found me. It’s not the best story, it’s dark and depressing, but it is my story. My life.




  Chapter 2




  It was a dark, cold and rainy day. I was being pushed, maneuvered in the direction of a large brick building, a police station. I don’t remember how I got out of the car. I looked back at it and remembered it had been surrounded by reporters, onlookers. Officers had me surrounded, one holding my left arm, another my right. They were pushing the reporters back; flashes blurred my vision, shouts of questions rang through my ears, microphones were shoved before my face; it was utter chaos.




  “Jennifer, can you tell us where you’ve been for the past eleven years?”




  “Jennifer, what happened? How did they find you?”




  “Can you give us a statement, anything?”




  Questions were being strewn from all around me; I couldn’t tell you who threw them at me, but I kept my mouth shut. If I didn’t, He’d know and He’d kill me. He might do it anyway, even if I don’t speak.




  Moments of being pushed, bumped into, shouted at, and pulled in one direction or another finally passed and we made it to the front doors of the station. As soon as the doors opened, the heat hit me. I hadn’t realized how cold I was. My cheeks, nose, chin, hands, and fingers tingled with the contrast as they began to slowly thaw.




  The officers didn’t release my arms once inside the precinct. It was the first time in over ten years I was being touched in a protective manner. I suppose I should’ve felt safe, but I felt nothing. As I said, parts of me were missing.




  Wait. Let me start at the beginning of my rescue, as you’re probably wondering how and why I am in police custody.




  * * * *




  It was three days ago, midafternoon. I was just about to get undressed in the bathroom to take a shower. I would be working that night (that’s what they called it,) and Sage always liked me to be primped and proper when I was entertaining. Entertaining is a nice word for what they did to me, but it’d been so many years, I was numb to it. I was numb to just about everything.




  Sage was in the living room watching some court show on TV, when the doorbell sounded throughout the house. As a reflex I ran to my room— which was hidden in the cellar—and fell to the far corner of the bed which lay on the floor. I was never allowed to answer the door, so when the bell rang I had to go into the cellar and stay as far away from the entrance as possible. That would be the far corner of the dank room on my bed. If I didn’t, not only would Sage beat me but then she’d tell Him, and I’d get it worse when He came to visit.




  The room had no decorations to speak of. There was a lamp, some candles, a small night stand with three books in the draw—the only outlet I had—and a bed, two mattresses rather, that were sprawled in a corner on the floor. That was my room. That was where I had lived for over ten years only to leave it when they decided I needed to shower. I heard the latch close and the thudding of furniture being pushed over the cellar door on the floor past the kitchen. Sage locked me in as usual then went to answer the door.




  Before I knew it, there was a lot of commotion upstairs. It sounded as if the door was kicked in, there were voices yelling, telling her to put her hands up and get on the ground. I hugged my knees to my chin and wrapped my arms around them. I felt cold all over, colder than I usually did in the cellar. I pulled my flimsy blankets up to my face and waited. I should’ve called out, told them I was down here, but I was terrified, I didn’t want Him to get angry at me.




  “Tear this place apart,” I heard someone yell. Footsteps rang above me and for a brief moment I wished they wouldn’t find me. If they did and He found out, then I’d get punished repeatedly. But then, if they did find me, maybe this life of mine would come to a conclusion. Maybe they’d put me out of my misery. You see, I thought they were burglars. I had little experience in anything since I was seven but I remembered the stories a woman used to tell me about the bad people and what they did.




  A calmness enveloped me as I felt my life would end this day and I welcomed it. The bad people she told me about seemed like good people compared to Sage and Him, they couldn’t do anything worse to me than what had already been done. I was ready for it to be over, I was eighteen and ready to die. I didn’t know that I hadn’t lived, not until they reached out to me. But that’s another story for another moment.




  I heard the furniture being moved again, and the latch being opened. Calmly I put the blanket down leaving it to fall around my bare feet and waited. I was ready. But instead of men with masks, there were men and a woman in uniform, police uniforms. My heart rate sped up and I pulled the blanket back up over my knees to my chin. My body began to tremble and when they began talking to me, I barely understood what they were saying. All I heard was a rushing in my ears as my head felt like it was filling with cold air or thrashing water.




  A female officer began walking toward me with her arms up, palms toward me as if telling me she wasn’t going to hurt me. But Sage was a female and she hurt me, she hurt me plenty. Though there was nowhere for me to go, I pushed my back deeper into the concrete wall, ignoring the cold that permeated through my tank top.




  “…can you hear me,” she was saying. She was close now, kneeling at the edge of the bed. She was white, had black hair pulled tightly back into a bun, and brown eyes. Her voice was soft, soothing as she spoke to me and it gave me a memory from my past life, from before I was brought here. “Jennifer,” she said. “I’m Officer Taylor Brown, you can call me Taylor. We’re here to rescue you, we’re here to bring you back to your family.”




  Rescue me. That idea seemed so long ago, before I was this tall and this filled out. A thought I had wished for, many years ago, and gave up on several years ago. But it was happening, now…




  She reached out her hand to me in order to help me to my feet. “No one is going to hurt you, I promise. We need to get you to a hospital. We’re here to help.”




  I didn’t take her hand, but I slowly made it to my feet, trembling the whole way up, using the wall to my back for support.




  “Someone, find her some shoes and a jacket,” she called.




  The rest seemed surreal, even now in my new life, it seems surreal. I did as I was told, always the obedient one out of fear of the consequences, and slipped on shoes that were too big for me, and a jacket that I had never seen before. Not surprising, since all I had seen for the majority of my time was this cellar, and the men and occasional woman who came down to visit me.




  She put her hand on my back, I flinched and began to draw away, but she held me tight. She loosened a bit and her hand came to rest close to my shoulder blades, directing me toward the stairs, through the kitchen and out of the house. It was the first time I had seen grass, trees and the sky in eleven years; my eyes burned and I squinted. It wasn’t sunny, but the cellar was always dark. There was an ambulance there, lights flashing, but I didn’t notice it at first. What I saw was Sage, cuffed in the back of a police car, yelling something, looking directly at me with venom in her eyes. The same look that she had when she’d visit me during the day.




  I trembled noticeably and the officer placed an arm around my shoulder and walked me to the ambulance. My legs gave out when they asked me to lay on the bed and I nearly passed out when they put a saline drip in my arm. I did pass out on the way to Memorial Hospital.




  * * * *




  When I woke, the room was quiet except for the beeping of the machines. It was dimly lit. I was in a hospital gown, in a bed that, for once, wasn’t on the floor. I sat up, not sure of what to do when a movement in the corner of the private room caught my attention.




  There was a man sitting in the only chair in the room; he sat up, must’ve heard me shift in the bed. It was dim so I couldn’t see much more than it was a male figure there. I thought it was Him and I offensively shuffled back against the bed as fast as I could, grabbing the blankets as if they could protect me.




  “I’m not here to hurt you,” he stood up, slowly. His arms went into the same position as the female officers did earlier, forearms up, palms facing me. I thought it was an odd position to take, it doesn’t really calm a person like me down. It only means you’re at the ready to grab me, it’s what He did to me all the time. I shifted back some more, going nowhere, but feeling as if I’d moved farther away from him.




  “I promise I’m not here to hurt you.” He stepped into the light and I saw his features were different from His. He was tall, an older man with more gray hair than brown, and he had piercing blue eyes. The rest of him was insignificant to me, he wasn’t Him, but he was still a male and men only wanted one thing from me. I was scared, but I didn’t scream. I’d learned a long time ago it only made things worse.




  I sat up on my knees, thinking if I had to I could slip a leg out from under me and run to the door. That is if my legs cooperated with me, as earlier they had given out. And I hadn’t run since, well, since I was seven.




  “My name is Christopher Grace, I’m with the ABI.” He slowly put his hand inside his jacket and pulled out a card, handing it to me. I didn’t take it. He dropped it on the bed. “I’m here to help you. I know you’ve been through a terrible ordeal.”




  Whatever he said after that, I phased out. No, he didn’t, he didn’t know what I’d been through. Didn’t see or feel the things I’ve felt. My heart constricted with the memories of all the years, all the pain.




  “…the ABI can help you acclimate. We can offer you a home, some training and a job.”




  A job…I nearly laughed at that; the only jobs I knew how to do were blow jobs and hand jobs. Did those count?




  “We’ll give you time with your family; we understand how delicate an experience this will be. But when you come into your Gifts and need guidance and answers, we’ll be available to you. You can use my card day or night, it doesn’t matter the time, and I will send someone to come get you.” He buttoned his wool coat. “It’s been nice talking to you. I wish you the best.”




  Slowly he left the room, the light from the hall causing me to cringe. I don’t know why, but I picked up the card and fell back to sleep clutching it.




  Chapter 3




  The hospital stay was uneventful. I was malnourished and dehydrated but otherwise unharmed. Their words, not mine.




  Detectives came and went, questioning me, trying to get me to talk. I said nothing. Eventually, they thought meeting up with my family would help me to react, do anything. So that’s when I was taken to the police station. I’m not sure why they couldn’t just have me meet my family in the hospital or at home, but the station was where we were meeting.




  It was as odd as could be. They introduced me to my mother— the woman I’d remembered with the soft voice, my father who was now remarried, but not before they made another child—my brother who looked nothing like me or my parents. My mother hugged me, unabashedly crying, my father had tears in his eyes, and my brother soaked it all in, as I did, like a deer’s eyes in headlights.




  I was eighteen so they could take me home without involving a social worker, although they suggested therapy which my parents both agreed to.




  My room was exactly the same, according to my mother. I didn’t remember much about it, nor did I care. It was a room, not a cellar with two mattresses on the floor, not a cold basement with candles that were lit only when I deserved it; it was a real bedroom with a door, a twin size bed, a dresser, stuffed animals, warm blankets, and soft pillows. And best of all: it was all mine.




  I had daily visits from detectives but I was still not talking until finally a detective advised me that this would continue to go on, their visits, until I gave them a statement and explained what happened. I was sick of being harassed, so I gave them as little detail as possible. All the while the card I kept with Mr. Christopher Grace’s telephone number began looking better and better.




  Eventually they got to asking the heavy questions: was I sexually abused? I nearly fell out my chair. “Shit, yeah,” I said. “I was abused from the first day they took me until the day before you found me.” The question was retarded. I wasn’t taken because they couldn’t conceive and wanted a kid. I was taken because Sage was tired of Him, I was taken because she grew too old. I was taken to replace Sage.




  They wanted details and I held nothing back. My candor made my mom instantly hysterical. I had told her she could stay or go, she chose to stay. That was a mistake on her part. Then they asked about Him and I didn’t talk; that was one place I wasn’t going. It was after weeks of being home when the visits stopped, but the reporters and news stories kept going. I was famous in an entirely disgusting sort of way. They speculated a lot about what happened to me, they knew I was molested but they didn’t know all the gory details. Eventually after months and months, the stories stopped, the visits ended and I was nothing more than a lead headline in the past.




  It was shortly after that when my Gift manifested itself.




  My mother was constantly crying; it didn’t matter what she was doing, she was in some stage of crying. Whether she was about to cry, had just finished crying, or was in the midst of a full blown hysteria…well, there it was. Crying. She kept coming to me and apologizing, hugging me. I never reciprocated. It wasn’t her fault, and I told her that. I didn’t blame anyone but Him and Sage, and every other hand that became familiar with my body. But not her, not my dad.




  The last time I saw my mom, she was in a full blown hysteria, and for the first time since being found, I felt something. Annoyance. I wasn’t crying, why was she? She went to hug me and I went to gently push her back (I’m not a hugger,) when my hands tingled and vibrated. I felt a jolt of energy surge through my fingertips, she shuddered and the crying stopped. She looked at me, her eyes still filled with tears then asked me, “Why am I crying? What happened? Are you alright?”




  I was stunned. I released my grip on her arms, unsure of what just happened and just walked out the room. The next day Christopher Grace was at the door, a limo parked on the street behind him.




  I don’t know what he said but my mother invited him in and called to me from the bottom of the stairs. I came down and found him sitting at the dining room table while my mother was scurrying along to make coffee.




  I hesitated at the bottom of the stairs when I saw the silver and brown hair. An instant later, I was composed and went to sit across from him at the table. I sat there staring at him with a blank expression. My mother, an avid coffee drinker, already had a fresh pot, so it wasn’t long until his mug was placed in front of him along with the cream and sugar.




  “Would you mind giving me and Jennifer some time to talk privately?” he asked.




  “Not at all. Call me if you need anything.” She disappeared through the living room and up the stairs.




  “I see your mother’s no longer crying,” he looked at me. “That must put you at ease.”




  Ease. I haven’t been at ease since I was seven years old. “Not really, but at least Jonathan doesn’t have to see her like that anymore.”




  It was ridiculous how much she had fussed over me; it almost seemed as if she forgot there was a child that actually needed her attention and doting.




  “Did you lose my card?” His way of asking me why didn’t you call me like I advised you to?




  “It’s around,” I said. My eyes never wavered from his.




  “Have you considered my offer? To join the ABI?”




  I had thought about it since that incident, maybe even a little before it. There was nothing for me here. I had no skills, I was not educated; there was nothing I could bring to the table that was a value add. There was no point in me being here. “I have.”
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