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“I have little care for either of them.” She said. “They could both freeze to death for all I care.”

Keegan scowled. “They’re your children.”


The woman turned to Keegan. “As if that means I must love them?”


Keegan didn’t bother with a reply. She didn’t know what to say to the woman, but she did offer an observation, “Heartless bitch.”


The woman simply turned and walked away, leaving her children as they were.

Keegan watched the woman for a moment. She wanted to lash out and kill her, but there were too many people around. Most walked by the two and gave only a vacant glare to the children. They paid the disagreement little attention. She didn’t know which pissed her off more, the mother or the crowd of people. It seemed no one cared about the well-being of the children but her.

The mother melted into the crowd, her khaki jacket blending in with the other earth tones around her. Keegan no longer tried to follow her. She left her hateful stare hang in the frozen air for a moment longer before she turned her attention to the children.

There were two of them. They were so young that their sex had yet to be assigned. Their crystal eyes gave off a stare of emptiness. She bent down and whisked them up, one in each arm. They seem to move closer to her, as if the warmth of her body pleased them. Were they old enough to feel, she wondered?


The thought made her hate the woman even more. “Rotten, heartless bitch,” she spat towards the crowd.


Her emotion drew the attention of an agent. “Ma’am your action warrants a fine.” It said.

Keegan smirked and released a long sigh. It had been one of those days. “Yes,” she replied as she offered her forearm to the android.


He scanned the implant carefully before looking at the children. “Those are not yours,” it said after reading the output.


“No,” Keegan replied.


“Shall I take them for fertilization?”


“No,” Keegan was quick to reply. “I will care for them.”


The agent was silent for a moment. “I am Area Agent FSK-1437 if you wish to dispute the fine. All transactions have been recorded.”


Keegan nodded. “That won’t be necessary. You have me on film and dead to rights.”


“I do, ma’am.”


“So, what’s another fine?”


“I do not understand?” FSK-1437 replied.


“You wouldn’t.” Keegan said before she spun on her heels, leaving the agent and a miserable day behind.
* * *

“There you go,” Keegan sat the two children down on her bed. They stared up at her with the same blank look as before. “Two months maybe?” she wondered aloud.

“Who are you…Jesus, Keegan?” Brett grumbled as he entered the bedroom. “You can’t,” he began, extending an open palm towards the children.


“I know Brett…but,” Keegan looked down at the children. “How could I leave them there to die?”


“They’re really not alive, Keegan. I mean look at them.”


“They are too.” She objected.


“Has the sex been determined?”


“No.”


“Have they any color yet?”


“No.”


“Have they names?”


Keegan was silent. She knew where he was headed but it didn’t matter to her. “They are alive, Brett.”


She watched his expression soften. She was his only weakness and she nearly always got her way. She looked down at his badge. He wore it proud and bright. The artificial light glowed brighter than neon. “He would approve,” she said.

“Yes, he would and he would be very proud of you. Okay, Keegan you win. This time though you need to be more proactive in getting this pair their rights. Do we have a deal?”


Keegan sauntered over to Brett with that look in her eyes. “Deal and I’ll have something special for you when your shift is over.”


“Oh?” Brett asked as he raised a brow.


Keegan gave him one of those kisses that told him all he needed to know.


“Take care of ‘em, Keegan. One day you’ll have your own.”


“We’ll have our own, Brett.”


She smiled back at him and watched as he left. “I love you,” she whispered.


She had been here before, three times before to be exact. Abandoned children left along the street like rubbish waiting for trash day. It was however a fact much to close to reality. Unwanted children were popping up across the Megalopolis.

The Area Agents snatched them up and sent them in for fertilization. The thought of children being used as fertilizer sickened Keegan, they were synthetic it was true but in time flesh took hold and they became like the rest of them, human.

But to use the abandon as a means to fertilize a dying loam for the purpose of producing vegetation for the wealthy was more than she could stand. 


She felt alone. A sudden chill came over her. Brett was right, she had to stop. She would grow them and then turn them over to the people at his work. They would find the children homes but good homes were becoming scarce. There was money in children now as the need for domestic help rose with the current of living.


Keegan sat with the two. “Not you two. I’ll find homes for you but first how about some names?”


She thought a moment, scanned her bedroom and stop at a picture. She smiled coyly. “Tad and Olivia, surely a twin pair such as you two will be a boy and girl.”

A proud smile creased her face as the names seemed to sit well with the two. “Of course we have to wait to attach the names until after your sex is presented.”


Keegan laid back. The children squirmed to her and snuggled close to her abdomen. She hated this time of the evening. Just after Brett left for his shift, leaving their apartment with such an empty feel.


Outside the sun was setting and gray shadows moved slowly across her bedroom. Keegan allowed the shadows to move over her. She held out her arm and helped the children get closer to her. For a moment she felt like a mother, something that has escaped her for the past four years.

Perhaps that is why she feels as she does, she rationalized. She can’t seem to make them understand that she is more than fit to mother a child. That this was her way of proving it to them and perhaps to herself that she could indeed be a mother.


Brett never held a doubt. He stood by her each time she went to the maternity ward to inquire if she was a suitable candidate. Each time she was turned away, without explanation. Each time it brought her to tears and threw her into a depression for several weeks, until, it seemed each time she would find and abandoned child. This time she came upon two.


The chill was replaced by a deep warmth within. The two snuggled close to her, their small arms stretched up and partly on her belly.  Keegan smiled as she looked down at them. Their synthetic skin glowed in the lingering darkness, like nightlights keeping the night critters away, it stayed her depression.

Keegan closed her eyes and fell asleep. The day had worn her and the thought of another dinner without Brett furthered her desire to sleep it all away. “Catch those bad men, Brett.” She whispered before succumbing to her desires.

* * *


“I can’t believe this shit,” Brett holstered his weapon. “Just relax lady.”


“I will not. I am tired of these gadgets running my life. It’s not as if I am one of them.” The woman argued.


Brett frowned at the woman. “You violate warrants and you pay.”


“It’s not as simple as that.”


“Look lady, put down the weapon. You’re not going to hurt the android with it.” Brett smiled to try to calm the woman. A crowd had gathered and he could hear beneath their conversation the hum of whispers.

“No, it can’t but I can hurt you with it.”


Brett tightened his jaw. He never dreamed the woman would turn the weapon on him. “Tell me, where did you get that old thing anyway?” He asked, trying to take the subject away from him.


The woman smiled. “There’s a whole world you don’t know about, a place without synthetics.”


Nut job, he thought. “Oh and where might this be?”


“People like you will never know this place, neither will the children I left at the very spot you are standing.”


“Keegan,” he muttered.


“Yours, was she? Bleeding heart in search of a purpose, she will soon learn her purpose.” The woman sneered before pointing the weapon at Brett.


He didn’t notice the barrel pointed at his face. Instead his thoughts wandered off to Keegan and the two synthetics she arrived home with. “Purpose?” Brett said as he looked up at the woman.


“Unlike you, she has a reason.” The woman replied.

“How do you know this?” Brett replied.


As he waited the woman’s reply the crowd began to slowly disperse. They went about their business, some even walking between the two as if they weren’t there. “She’s living, while you?”


Brett saw the flash of the muzzle. The Area Agent moved quickly after the first shot and subdued the woman. Brett felt the burn of the projectile as it cut through his skull. He did little more than jerk momentarily as it passed through him.

“No,” he mumbled.


“Yes, you synthetic piece of shit!” The woman swore as she struggled under the control of the agent.


“Ma’am your actions warrants incarceration, please submit before I have to hurt you.” The Area Agent dictated.


“Shove your commands up your ass,” she replied.


The woman struggled against the agent’s grip enough to turn the barrel of the weapon towards her. Brett watched as he was still stunned. He shook his head, still in disbelief. “Synthetic?”


“If you’d been human, if only you’d been human.” The woman said before pulling the trigger.


Brett fell to his knees as he watched the blood explode from the woman before she crumbled in the agents grip. Brett watched the blood flow from the entry wound and the agent that struggled with her sudden dead weight.


He reached up to his entry wound. His fingers delicately traced the hole in his forehead. Pulling his fingers back he stared blankly at them. There was no blood, no fluid, nothing. 

“I can’t be a synthetic.”


“Sir, Area Agent PRS-8455 here, shall I take the dead to recycling?”

Brett looked over at the agent who held the dead woman over his shoulder. Blood leaked from her still and she occasionally offered a twitch. Brett looked beyond the agent and the dead woman at those who moved about as if nothing had happened. He noticed a few in the crowed with looks that did not mimic the others. “Are they human?”


“Sir?”


“The ones who make the faces, are they human?”


“Sir, you are all human. I am the only non-human. I was made as such, PRS-8455.”


“No…”


“What shall I do with the disconnected?”


Brett traced his entry wound again. He slipped his finger into the hole and felt for something, anything remotely human. He felt nothing. “How did she know?”

“Sir?”


Brett scoffed. “Take her to recycling and have her cleansed and fitted. Do it slow and have them take pleasure in her dismantling.”


“Sir, pleasure?”


“Never mind, just take her away.”


Brett watched as the agent did as he was told. No one stopped to see if he was okay, to inquire about what had happened. Keegan would be in tears. Everyone else just moved along oblivious. He looked past the vacant faces at the monitor that hung from the overhanging office building.

“How can he ever face Keegan again,” he wondered aloud.


“You can’t.” The woman’s voice echoed in his thoughts.


Brett sat in the changing room. His shift was over and the hole in his head had been covered. He thought all the while how he didn’t know. How he could not have known he was a synthetic and how it was he felt so much human emotion.


The woman kept playing over and over in his mind. She was human, pure. Was she never synthetic? Was she always flesh? It wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be, and it was outside the lines of everything they were. He held a position of authority, surely synthetics weren’t allowed to supervise, direct, or lead over humans.

He lowered his head. What would Keegan think? It donned on him at that moment. “That’s why they won’t give her a child,” he said.


“What’s that, Brett?” Another asked.


Only a distant nod was offered and the other turned back away. How do they know and I don’t, he wondered

Brett stood and put his jacket on. That’s when his boss appeared from around the long line of lockers. “Brett, my office.” Was all he said.


He looked over at the other agent who was in the locker room. The man, whom he had never seen before, shrugged and offered. “Wouldn’t worry too much about, Brett.”


As he moved away he gave the man a second look. He smiled and then went back to his dressing. How does he know me? Jesus, Brett. This is really too much for one evening.

Brett found his boss wearing a rather angry mask. He sat behind his desk with his arms crossed over his chest. Brett offered a brief smile as he took a seat; the gesture received nothing in return. “Yes sir?”

“We caught you on the area cameras this evening, Brett.”


The pause that came was one of those uncomfortable ones. Brett repositioned himself and waited for his boss to continue.


“You know your actions were far beyond what is expected.”


The anger was still there, and Brett couldn’t figure out exactly why his boss should be so pissed. “It was all her actions?”


“No, you egged her on, Brett. And one more thing, you revealed something about yourself you were not to know.”

Brett sat forward. “I did no such thing.” He objected. “And I have no idea what the hell you’re talking about.”


“You know damn well what I am talking about.”

A frown overtook the stern look that Brett was trying to pull off. “Okay, so what of it?”


His boss leaned forward and hit a button on his phone. “You can’t know and that’s the problem.”


Brett sat back. “Look, what’s the big deal. I’m a synthetic. There are a lot of us floating around.”

“That’s not the point, Brett.”

“Well then what the hell is the point?”


Before his boss could reply four agents showed up. Brett turned and rose as two of them entered the office. “What the hell is this?”


“You know Brett and I’m sorry, but it’s a problem.”


“Tell me why it’s a problem, Francis?”


“We humans aren’t supposed to know that there actually are synthetics, Brett. We all become human after the processing. At least that’s what we are led to believe. Don’t you see the problem, Brett?”

“No,” Brett struggled as the agents took hold.


“You’re perfect and perfection is a frightening concept.”


“So!” Brett screamed as the agents dragged him from the office and down the office. “It doesn’t matter, Francis!”


“That’s where you’re wrong, it does.”
* * *


Keegan woke to the hum of the television. She sat up and rubbed her eyes. Looking over at the clock on her nightstand she let go an exasperated huff. “I’ve been asleep that damn long?”

She looked over at the screen that hung high up on her bedroom wall. She didn’t remember turning it on. The children were still asleep cuddled up to her side. She moved carefully, as not to stir them, and reached for the remote. As she did the static gave way to a clear shot of Area 6-FSK.


“Brett?” she said as she pulled her hand back.


She watched the screen. The area camera closed in on him first then panned out. She saw an agent and a woman. The khaki garb brought back a memory of the nasty woman that had left her children for dead.


“Bitch,” instantly her disdain for the woman surfaced.


Keegan rose. She walked over to the screen for a better look. The woman held some kind of weapon and seemed to have the upper hand on the agent. The camera panned over to Brett who was trying to calm the woman down from what she could gather. “Don’t take any shit from her, Brett. She’s the heartless-bitch that abandoned the children.”


She was engrossed in the activity, so much so she didn’t notice the children. The anger within grew as she watched the woman wave her weapon at the man she loved. “Don’t you dare!” she screamed as if the woman could hear her.


At that moment, the woman pointed her weapon at Brett and the camera zoomed in on her, before it panned to the muzzle of her weapon. Keegan felt her heart skip as the flash of the weapon and the first sound blasted from her television. “Brett!”


Keegan drew both her hands up to her mouth, which was agape in shock. The camera stood stationary on the weapon and Keegan cried for it to show her Brett. It was a demand she wish she’d never made.


She fell back onto the bed. The camera moved in on Brett. He stood still. She could see the hole the weapon left in his head. There was no way he should just be standing there, not after that horrible explosion. Brett’s face consumed the screen and she could see it clearly, the hole in his forehead and Keegan began to weep. “No, Brett.”


Keegan slipped off the edge of the bed. Her eyes fixed on the television. “I love you…”


“He’s a synthetic.” A small voice said.


Keegan kept her eyes on the television, waiting for the camera to pan back so she could see who was speaking. “Behind you, Keegan.”


There was a moment of utter terror as she turned. The feeling escaped her as she saw the two children. They sat up on her bed, featureless, sexless synthetics. “Don’t be afraid,” they spoke.


Keegan shook her head. She looked back at the television as it switched off. She looked over at the remote that rested on the floor. “No,” she protested.


“I assure you we are only temporary. We are here top deliver a message, nothing more.”


The terror returned and Keegan found herself backed-up against the wall. “I don’t understand,” the words trembled from her lips.

“There is a place where all this,” the children spread their arms, “is revealed as a lie.”

“It’s not possible, you two are not possible.”


“Keegan, we are synthetics. We can do anything at any moment if you are so programmed.”

Keegan slid along the wall towards the door as the two walked across the bed. Walked as if they had been walking for years, “Please hear what we have to say.” They pleaded.


She let go of the door knob and sank to the floor. “There is no time for tears, Keegan.”

“Of course not,” she spat. “None of this affects you.”


“Brett was one of us, Keegan”


“Shut up!”


“It’s not important at the moment.”


Keegan wiped the tears that stained her flush cheeks. “What do you want with me?”


“To introduce you to your true world, Keegan, that is all.”

She watched the children as the helped one another from the bed. The walked over to her, stopping short and sitting down in front of her. “Would you like to see?”


“I don’t want anything to do with you two.” She cried.


“We were left there for a reason, to show you what you need to see.”


“Why are you doing this?”


The children were silent for a moment, “Because there are things that you must know, if you wish to continue living.”


Keegan closed her eyes for a moment. “Okay, show me.” She said as she reopened them.


The children moved closer together. Their heads rested next to one another and lit up. Within the vacant faces a landscape appeared. It was dark and dismal. Rubbish piled in mountains of indiscernible heaps. Bodies littered the asphalt like loitering dead. The sky filled with smoke and within the clouds of ash silver vessels hovered.


Keegan moved closer to the vision. She watched figures fall from the vessels, landing feet first and then moving rapidly towards several buildings. They vanished behind the broken memories of a time she only read about in books. “What are they?”

“They are in your future. They are morph-metallurgy, metallic synthetics sent forth to eradicate mankind.”


Keegan sat back. Her thoughts returned to Brett and the life that was quickly falling to pieces. “What does this have to do with me?”

“You Keegan Dark are the last of a dying race. You will come to understand in time. You must go. They will be here to take you soon.”


“Who?”


“Agents.”


The visual vanished and the vacant faces returned. The children each held out a hand and offered a key. “You will need this to open your way.”


She took the keys, one gold the other silver as the two deactivated and fell face first onto the carpet. “I don’t understand.”

There came a loud rap at the door. “Keegan Dark!”


“Agents,” she whispered as she glanced down at the children. Quickly Keegan took to her feet and grabbed a few essentials before she made her way onto the balcony.

Brett had everything figured out for her. Third floor apartment facing the only park in the city and it was situated in area XC-45, the same area the agent’s barracks resided. Keegan was sure this wasn’t what he had in mind, but a quick retreat down the reinforced gutter spout and she would be at garden level in mere moments. Then into the park and beneath the dense foliage, where she was to travel to the agents, but that was not where she would be headed.


Keegan ducked into the foliage and gave a quick look back. An agent was on her balcony, but he was checking the street below. She moved back, careful not to stir the bushes, keeping an eye on the agent. When it dipped back into her apartment she made a dash across the park towards the overflow drainage. There she lowered herself into the knee deep water and headed into the city sewage lines.


 The further she traveled the darker things got. There was a time when she could clearly see her way through the tunnels, but now she had to squint and use her hands as guides. She stumbled onto a ladder and decided to take the chance that she was outside the city boundaries and away from the agents and the prying eyes of the sub-force.

Keegan placed a hand outside the open manhole. Her hand felt dry, course loam she soon discovered as she emerged from the underground. The bright and colorful city was replaced by a prosaic landscape. The horizon glowed however in a breathtaking mixture of reds and oranges. She stood and took in the beauty of the colors.


“That’s Denver, its burning.”


Keegan turned quickly to see a man, his face cast behind lingering shadows. “What?”


She stepped back as the man emerged from the shadows. His face was cleanly shaved, his steel blues eyes sparked with more life than she had seen in anyone’s eyes before. His turned up lip twitched in an uninviting snarl. “Are you stupid or something?”


No reply was forthcoming. She had no idea how to reply to such a question in a place she was not familiar with.


“What’s your name little lady?” The man asked, ignoring his previous question.

Keegan didn’t trust him. There was something uncanny about him and the entire place she found herself. The landscape, the man sting out in the middle of nowhere, it was impossible. “Dark,” she replied guardedly.


“Dark,” the man repeated with a spot of whimsy. “Would that be Ms. or Mrs. Dark?”


“Mrs.,” she replied without hesitation.


The man offered a smile. Well, I’m not as formal. My name is Nathaniel Helena. You can call me ‘N’. Mrs. Dark.”


 Keegan was silent. She looked around casually making herself ready to flee or looking for an object to him the man with. There were several things Brett taught her and self preservation was one of them.

“Look,” the man scratched his chin as if in deep thought. “If were going to be friends you’re going to have to loosen up. I mean, you,” he eyed her up and down, “out here all alone. You need protection.”


Keegan shook her head, “I don’t need any protection.”


“Ah, that’s where you are wrong.”


Keegan turned and ran but the man was on her. She scratched at him, drawing her nail across his eye and kneed him between the legs. Neither had any effect, he just smiled and pushed her to the ground. She kicked at him as he worked his belt loose. “I’ll enjoy you. You’re a pretty one.”


Nothing she did had any effect. He knelt down and pinned her arms to the ground. His strength was unlike anything she had experienced. The smile on his face widened and his teeth glistened against what sparse light there was.


“Hey, tin can!”


The man let go. From the corner of her eye Keegan saw a flash of light and then a horrific squeal. The man flew off her and rolled across the ground and out of sight. A bright light followed. Keegan put up a hand to shield her eyes.


“Who are you?”


A stern voice, a woman’s followed by a hand. Keegan took the offer and rose to her feet with assistance. The light fell from her face and lit the ground beneath. “My name is Caitlin, last name I can’t remember, but everyone calls me Vlad.”

“Vlad?”


She shone the light on herself. She was young, smooth lines adorned by velvety blue eyes, shaded by raven black hair. She held up into the stream of light a spike fashioned into some kind of weapon. “Yeah, like Vlad the Impaler. Kind of out of place for a woman, but I don’t mind.”


“Oh,” Keegan replied.


Spike offered a soft smile before she moved the light between them. “Your name?” she asked.


“Keegan Dark.”

“Pretty, but the first name will have to go.”


“Why’s that?”

Vlad shone the light over to the man. She motioned for Keegan to join her and the two moved over to him. He lay still, dead by all accounts but Keegan couldn’t see how. There was no blood or any sigh of blunt force trauma. “They have one vulnerability. It’s where they recharge, beneath the right armpit.”


Keegan recalled the children. “Morph-metallurgy?”


Vlad chuckled lightly. “You were visited by synthetic children too?”

“Yes, how…”


“We call them cans, much easier to think of them that way.”


Vlad sighed and moved the light towards a small trail that led off towards the lit horizon. “We should move.”

Vlad headed towards the horizon and Keegan followed if for no other reason than she trusted her. “Thank you.”


“Don’t mention it. You’ll have plenty of time to pay me back.”


She followed beneath a dark starless sky. She felt a chill grip her, not one from fear but one from the conditions. It was colder here than it was back in the city. There were questions for her now and nothing back home, not without Brett. She stifled the tears and let the pain and concern burn in her. “Use it,” she could hear him tell her and she would.

The reached a small embankment that lead to a cave at the bottom of a small knoll. Keegan entered behind Vlad, stopping momentarily to look behind her. She saw nothing except the deep black of her new world. She felt for the keys in her pocket and wondered their use.


“Come on,” Vlad urged.


Keegan entered a cavern perhaps no more then six foot high and perhaps fifty feet around. Vlad set her light down and sparked a fire in the center of the cavern. “Make yourself at home. This is one of many safe havens.” She said pointing at the hard ground.


Keegan lowered herself to the ground. From her pocket she pulled out a stylus and a memory recorder. She sat the two next to her and looked over at Vlad. “We’ll hook up with the others later.”


She smiled and settled down.

“Now for a name, Keegan just isn’t going to work.” Vlad laid back and was about to offer something when Keegan offered her own name.


“Sever, Sever Dark,” she said.


“Unusual.”


“Well, I’ve been severed from everything I’ve ever known and for me it hits close to home.”


She could see the smile on Vlad face. “Nice, I like it. Perhaps later you’ll be severing cans.” She chuckled.


Sever smiled and picked up the stylus and her memory recorder. “Perhaps I will.”

Data Date: December 26, 2003
I don’t know what I am doing. I haven’t a clue where I am or what I will come to face. But after the things I have seen this day, I need to find out exactly what is happening to me and the world I thought I knew. My dearest Brett, you will always be my husband, my love and my friend.

If there is a God, I need him now more than ever.

The End (for now)

Sever Dark is an ongoing series of stories intertwined with an online world located at: http://www.geocities.com/sever_dark/ 

