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Prologue: Rapture.
 
    
 
   The Middle of the Atlantic Ocean, 1995.
 
    
 
   A team of ten men departed from dry land and joined the research efforts of the Octopus Corporation. The mission: find the lost city of Rapture, which was an entire city rumored to be buried under a desolate part of the Atlantic Ocean. The voyage made headlines all across the world as the men left for their mission. Men and women of all ages tuned in for the broadcast. Everyone was dying to know about the mysterious and strange happenings of the undersea myth. For years, planes had crashed, ships had sunk, and people had died over this desolate part of the Atlantic Ocean. Most mysteriously, people had disappeared only to have body parts wash up on land. Today, people were setting out to discover why. The excitement was mounting as the men entered their submarine. They spoke amongst themselves after delving sixteen fathoms under the sea. They had set the pace for their voyage; all that was left was to look for any suspicious activity and take notes. 
 
   “I’m on cloud nine, boys,” the captain said, referring to the voyage. The funding for an expedition of this nature had been difficult. 
 
   The lost city of Rapture wasn't something new. It had been covered by countless news stations, conspiracy theorists, and thrill writers. Everyone had some questions about Rapture. There were so many interesting and unexplained incidents that were believed to originate from the city of Rapture. One of the most notable came from a cruise line that began to receive radio signals that sounded like a young girl crying out, then singing, and then crying again. That same radio signal was reported to have spread across TV and radio stations everywhere. The sound of that little girl’s voice haunted almost every American mind. It was the kind of sound that stuck with you for years. Of course, that made sense seeing as the cruise ship that captured it was isolated in the Atlantic Ocean. Certainly not a place for a little girl. 
 
   The Octopus Corporation was doing everything that they could to put the minds of the citizens at rest. They had stated over and over in press releases and news broadcasts that they were sure it was just some sort of technical glitch. Like each and every plane or water vessel that had disappeared, all had reasons beyond the paranormal, reasons that were rational. All of the men on that submarine believed otherwise. All of them grew up with the superstitions whispered about at summer camp. Ghost stories were passed around the campfire from young boy to young boy about what really happened. They believed in stories of a massive sea monster that had a taste for sea-faring ships and air-bound planes. One had become the most popular: the lost city of Rapture. 
 
   It had been almost thirty years since a man who had been missing for ten years resurfaced. He was alive but deemed mentally insane. They found him washed ashore; two fishermen had been kind enough to help him. Those were the first people to ever hear his story. He talked about a terrible place where a man ruled over a city that he had hidden in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean. The man was drunk with the power he wielded. The man he spoke about wasn't the only kind of monster in the lost city of Rapture though. He told stories of awful mutants and sub-humanoids. So many people were shocked and horrified by this. 
 
   The voyage continued for several hours. As they got closer to the rumored location of their destination, the men became very serious about finding what they were after. They logged the radio signals, the radar readings, and all of the other electronics in the vessel as those were said to be the most likely to fail. All of the electronics appeared to be working fine. That was until a radio signal came in. The captain picked it up, believing it would be one of the heads of the Octopus Corporation. The sound that came over the radio was bone chilling. The hair on all of the men's necks stood on end as a young girl’s voice came over the radio. 
 
   "Help me. Help me. Help me," she said. 
 
   The men looked back and forth at each other, hoping this was a prank and one of them would erupt in laughter having tricked the others. None of them did. They turned white as the blood drained from their faces. Within moments, all of the technology on the vessel began to malfunction. Disturbing messages came through the radio. The radar went crazy. With that, Mission Rapture came to an abrupt end as all ten men lost their lives.
 
   At least, that's what the overview said as I read it, and what the video cameras and microphones picked up as I reviewed them. I had not been surprised that Mission Rapture had been a failure. After spending over ten years of my life rescuing vessels that had run into trouble in that part of the ocean, surprise was the last thing to cross my mind. I had hoped that this mission would be a success, just like everyone else. I was dying to understand what was really happening, maybe even a little more than anyone else. I did, however, know a tad bit more than the general public even though the Octopus Corporation did its best to keep me in the dark. My team and I had little time to rescue the vessel. All of America was tuned in to the news reports. It was our time to shine. We very rarely, if ever, got recognition for our work. 
 
   We boarded our vessel and set out for that very same spot of forsaken ocean that we had been to so many times before. As we left, I thought about the skepticism in my own mind. I had to disbelieve the stories of Rapture just as much as I had to believe in them. There would be no way that I could do my job otherwise. Of course, the stories did, in fact, leave some doubt in my mind. I spent so much time out in the open ocean where people had reported all of these horrible and miserable events, never having experienced it myself. I wasn't sure if that was what saved my life and kept me coming back to this job day after day. We had documented everything we could from that part of the ocean, but we never came back with anything new or surprising. I listened carefully as my commander led us to the ship. Our rescue missions never caused me to witness anything odd or abnormal before. That fact disappointed me but also relieved me. I wasn't sure what I would do if I had been one to experience the kinds of things that people reported. They sounded almost too terrifying to live through.
 
   As we boarded the ship, we were bombarded by news teams and radio broadcasters. We had been told to ignore them, not to talk to anyone. That was for the PR agent the Octopus Corporation hired. We were just there as the rescue and retrieval team. We boarded our massive ocean liner. It was larger than the Titanic, a fact that I admired, although this one truly was unsinkable. 
 
   That night began just like every other night since I began working, the only difference being that people actually cared about this mission. I looked over the side of the ship and saw thousands of people gathered. All I could think about were the families that lost loved ones due to something unexplained in that part of the ocean. 
 
   I couldn't tell you if I believed in Rapture or not. I mean my job had taught me that most things have a rational explanation. I believed in the scientific reasonings for it: weird signals, technical malfunctions, and other rational explanations. I felt that if I began to believe any of the paranormal or supernatural theories that went along with the disappearances that I would not be able to perform my duties. 
 
   Humans are meant to have answers to everything. Our curiosity demands that we find explanations. Mathematics, science, and history; it's all an explanation for something. 
 
   That's why when there is something that no one can explain, it’s eerie and unsettling. After all, people can explain the most difficult things—gravity, physics, things like that—yet no one can give a sure answer as to why over one specific spot in the ocean disaster hits. Our minds automatically go to a dark place when we’re introduced to something that we can’t explain. That darkness represents all of the empty, uncertain space where the answers to those questions should be. 
 
   I couldn't help but rest my head against a metal banister on the side of the boat; after all, it had been a long day. Eventually, my eyes grew heavy, and I fell asleep.
 
   I awoke to the sound of the men in my team shouting. I stood up, trying to find my balance. The second I did, the ship was hit with such extreme power that the massive ocean liner rocked with more force than Mother Nature could ever aspire to deal out. I fell to my knees, sliding all the way across to the other end of the ship. 
 
   "Roosevelt! Get to your feet, son. There is something attacking us,” my commander demanded. 
 
   I tried to obey his order, but the other side of the ship was attacked again. Whatever was hitting us had to be so massive; it was almost unfathomable how huge it had to be to rock this ship like a child's toy. More men screamed as they were flung overboard by the sheer force. I held onto what I could. I watched as the men I trained with and worked beside for many years were flung overboard into the ocean like rag dolls. I did everything I could to see what was attacking us. Finally, I closed my eyes, hoping the nightmare would end. When the ocean seemed to go still, I opened them again. I looked around. There was no one else on the ship but me.  
 
   The ocean seemed stagnant and quiet as if nothing had happened at all. I stood up, trying to find my balance. I peeked over the railing of the ocean liner only to find the black sea unmoving. I looked around and realized that I was completely alone. Everyone on the ship was gone. I walked into the cabin and picked up the radio. I did everything I could to try and call in an SOS. There was no response; the radio was dead. I stepped back out onto the deck and heard footsteps behind me. Before I could turn around, I felt a sharp pain in the back of my neck and the heat of blood rushing over my skin. Suddenly, my world went black.
 
   I woke up with a splitting headache. As I tried to steady myself and figure out my surroundings, I vomited all over the floor. Life felt so strange. I felt consumed by pressure. It was like a lump of coal being pressed into a diamond all at once. The pressure was hard to bear. I tried to clear my eyes, but they were too foggy. 
 
    
 
   My first thought was I had some form of brain damage from the boat crash. I did what I could just to sit back on my knees and look up. My vision was still blurry but getting better. I was leaning up against something cold; it was most certainly a type of metal. As my vision finally cleared, I looked at the massive tank. I knew from my research that it was a bathysphere, one that had been severely cracked. The door hung from its hinge, barely attached, and the entire side was nothing more than a gaping hole of jagged edges. I continued to look around. The lowlight of the room made it difficult to see exactly where I was, but it seemed to be some sort of vault. 
 
    
 
   I tried to stand, but my legs failed me, and I fell back down onto my knees. I wanted nothing more than to black out, but the fear that passed through me prevented me from shutting my eyes. I had no idea where I was or what I was doing here. I couldn't even try to convince myself that I wasn't in danger because I knew there was no way I could be sure. 
 
    
 
   Portholes surrounded the room with a large door at one end. I looked up to see the hole where the bathysphere had come through. I gave myself a few more minutes before an attempt at standing up and looking out the portholes. I was most certainly underwater, deep underwater. There was nothing to see but blackness. Pitch black, in fact, with no light whatsoever. I walked to the vault and tried pulling on it. The vault refused to give. I sat back down, not knowing what I should do. I wasn’t trained for this situation, and I have been trained for almost everything that can happen out at sea. I wanted to cry, to revert back to being a helpless child. It took every ounce of man I had in me not to. As I regained some of my strength, I walked back to the vault and began pulling on it again. This time it released with hardly any effort. The door flung open…
 
    
 
   
  
 



Chapter One: Welcome to Genesis.  
 
    
 
   It was what I could explain only as heaven. Somewhere nearby, a chorus sang. The beautiful voices hung in the air, sounding as if they were coming from the rafters. As I looked around, all I saw was metal. I couldn't believe it. Had I found the lost city of Rapture? I began to feel anxious; I didn't see anyone or anything. The thought of being alone there frightened me. I didn't know where I was or where I had been. Suddenly, I felt someone run behind me. I looked back as fast as I could, hoping to not be surprised. As I turned around, it ran behind me again, only this time faster. I held my breath. 

The sound led me down a long corridor lit with candles. On the walls hung pictures of a beautiful woman; she had a beautiful face framed by short black hair. I couldn't help but to admire their beauty as I passed. They were breathtaking. Again, I heard the sound of small feet running behind me. Only this time they stopped. I turned around and saw a little girl. She looked just like the woman in the picture only much younger. She had bright blue eyes filled with wonder and excitement. She was wearing a long white dress with blue lace around the collar, the arms, and the hem. 

"That's my mommy," she said laughing. "I'm Evelyn." She said still laughing. 
 
   The young girl ran away laughing. I ran after her, trying to keep up with her agile young feet. She ran faster and faster until she reached a large vaulted door and opened it. When I finally caught with her, I entered the room. What I saw was horrifying. It was completely pitch black. From what I could see, the ceiling was cracked and water dripped through. That same water gathered on the floor. I reached for Evelyn's hand, wanting to take her away from there. She just stood there stunned. I tried to grab her again. I had never had such a terrible feeling from being inside a room. The air was damp and dank, so heavy it was difficult to breathe. I reached for Evelyn a third time. At once, her face went blank, and she opened her mouth and screamed the shrillest, most earsplitting scream that I had ever heard in my entire life. I looked around quickly to see what she saw, but there was nothing. I grabbed her and pulled her back through the vault, slamming the door. 

"Evelyn, what is wrong?" I asked her. As soon as the words left my mouth, the same serene and bubbly look appeared on her face again. The smile crossed her mouth once more; it was equal parts creepy and cheerful. 

"I'm not sure what that was," Evelyn said before running off again. I took a deep breath.  This appeared to be how I would be spending most of the day. I hoped I could find an adult (if there was anyone else even here). I continued to chase after her until the woman from the pictures appeared in front of us, grabbing Evelyn by her dress and turning her around and holding her by the arm. 

"Who are you?" the woman asked me. 

 "My name is Roosevelt. I was on a rescue mission, but something attacked our boat. Then I woke up here," I said honestly. Judging from the earlier pictures, this woman was obviously of high social standing. I did as best I could to let her know I respected that.

"Oh, you must be talking about my wraith. He haunts the ocean above Genesis. By the way, welcome to Genesis," the woman said as she walked down the hallway with Evelyn's arm in her spidery hand.

"Genesis, is that what this place is?” I inquired. “The myths and legends always referred to it as Rapture."
 
   The woman stopped dead in her tracks at the mention of Rapture.

"If you're going to be down here, do not mention that name," she snapped, spinning on her heel and continuing down the hallway. 

"Understood," I replied. "What was in that vault back there?" I asked. "Evelyn ran in there, and she looked horrified." 

Again, the woman stopped abruptly. This time, she turned to Evelyn and looked her dead in the eyes. The slap that the woman laid across the child's face was so loud that it rang in my ears moments after. Even though it left a red handprint on the young girl’s face, Evelyn didn't flinch or even move.

"Evelyn, what have I told you about leaving the main hall?" the woman scolded.

"I'm sorry, Mommy. I was walking by one of the guards, and they said that we had a new visitor. I wanted to meet him," Evelyn said smiling up at her mother.

"Yes, darling. It would appear as though we do have a new visitor," she said, turning to look at me. "My name is Eleanor. You can refer to me as Eleanor. If you have anything that concerns Genesis, you need to speak to me. Unfortunately, now that you are down here, we can never allow you to go back up to the surface. I'm sorry," the woman said without remorse. 
 
   The thought hadn't really crossed my mind that I was trapped there. The truth is the life that I knew on the surface hadn’t had much to offer me. Rapture or Genesis, whichever it was known as, however, was something that I had thought about since I was young. Could this could be the chance for a fresh start?

"I understand, Eleanor," I said. I followed the two of them to the main hall, as they called it. It was absolutely beautiful. It was much less a hall and much more a city. Large stores, small shops, and houses lined the street. Well, what would've been the street on the surface above Genesis. Here, it was just a large glass walkway. I watched as the fish swam below. Fish that no one above would believe existed.

"You said something about a wraith?" I asked, remembering our earlier conversation.

"Yes, the wraith. He protects me and my city. I'm not sure which form you saw him in, but he does enjoy becoming a good leviathan every now and then. But mainly, you can see him as my right-hand man. I will introduce you to him later," Eleanor said. "These are my wardens."
 
   She motioned to men in black robes who had black metal face coverings backlit with reds and blues. "If you have any problems, feel free to tell it to them.”
 
   I felt intimidated by the giant men.
 
   "Other than that, I will set you up with a home immediately. I'm going to leave you in the capable hands of Rose," she said, signaling a woman to come to us. I got a horrible eerie feeling as I looked around and noticed that everyone had the same creepy smile that Evelyn wore on her face. The woman who came up to us was absolutely shocking. She was beautiful in appearance, but everything about her was white: her hair, her skin, her clothes, all porcelain white. Everything apart from her eyes that is; they were blood red. 

I followed Rose as we passed by all of the other buildings. It looked like nighttime since we were so deep under the Atlantic, but the streets were lit as though it was day. I followed Rose for presumably a city block, until we came upon a beautiful colonial-style home. 

"This will be your home," Rose said, handing me the keys and giving me a kiss on the cheek. I thanked her and walked inside. 
 
   The house was as beautiful on the inside as it was out. From the outside, the house was a lovely light blue, which was easy on the eyes. It was trimmed and accented in porcelain white. As I walked up to the wooden door holding a frame of stained glass in it, I couldn't help but smile. I was greeted by a long hallway. In the middle of the hallway was a gorgeous arrangement of sunflowers and tulips that lit up the room. A large mirror hung on the wall, as well as pictures of Eleanor. I found that kind of strange. I continued walking into the house until I came to the living room. It was furnished with old Victorian furniture that looked as good as if it had been made yesterday. 
 
   The wallpaper was amazing. It was ivory with flower accents throughout. The flowers disappeared as the light hit them. The center of the room had a stunning chandelier hanging almost so low that I could touch it. I continued my voyage into a side room off the living room. It appeared to be a small office space. There was a desk, and one wall was completely filled with library books from top to bottom. I smiled, knowing how well that suited me. I walked through the office into the bathroom, where there was the most beautiful clawfoot bathtub that I had ever seen. I put my hand on the cold porcelain gently as I admired the beautiful gold clawed feet. Through an adjoining door was a bedroom holding nothing but a twin bed adorned with a small dresser. That room led me back into a hallway. The room next to it was the master suite. I was in awe by how beautiful the room was. A gigantic king-sized bed was in the center with a canopy hanging above it. Sheer ivory curtains hung from the canopy just over the soft feather down comforter. As I walked out of the room, I passed the main bathroom. 
 
   I finally reached the kitchen. I had never seen a more extravagant and luxurious kitchen in my entire life; beautifully done cabinetry and matching counters lining all of the big vaulted walls. I only wished to have lived in a place so beautiful before. I couldn't help but wonder who had lived here before me. Everything was so well dusted that it couldn't have been sitting here untouched for very long. I decided I would ask Eleanor when I got the chance. For now, I felt exceptionally tired, and the bed in the center of the room looked perfect. I undressed to just my boxers. Almost as soon as my head hit the pillow, I was asleep.

I awoke to as a sound as the artificial light was dimming; it must have been simulating dusk. I listened again for the sound that had woken me up out of my slumber and heard it once more. It was a knock coming from the front door. I redressed myself and walked back down the hallway to answer it. As I opened the door, Evelyn stood there with her normal happy face. I smiled back at her.

“Hello, Evelyn. What can I do for you? “I asked, feeling a little creeped out.

“I have a job for you," Evelyn said.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 


Chapter Two: Uncovering Secrets. 
 
    
 
   I looked at Evelyn confused. In my mind, I justified it as some game that little kids play, so I followed her.

“Are you sure that you should be out this late? Don't you have to get to bed?" I asked.

“No one sleeps in Genesis, Roosevelt," Evelyn said. "Actually, that's what I wanted to talk to you about. There are a lot of strange things that Genesis doesn't do, and I would like your help with that." I was even more confused.

“Okay, Evelyn, whatever you need." I said, not wanting to upset her. I had seen the way that her mother had reacted earlier, and I didn't wish to be on the receiving end of that temper. 

"We have to get to somewhere safe first. Like that vault that I found earlier, that's a good place. You can't get me out that quickly again either. I have to be in there for long enough to experience other emotions besides happiness. Only then can I really talk to you,” Evelyn explained. The games that she wanted to play sounded so outlandish, but I kept thinking that’s all they were: games. 

"Evelyn, your mother doesn't want you in those vaults," I protested.

“This is all because of my mother. Please, Roosevelt, I need your help.” Evelyn still had the creepy smile on her face, but I could tell that deep down inside, she was in distress. I agreed reluctantly. 

I followed Evelyn deep down one of the hallways, and she led me to one of the vaults. She let it fall open as she walked inside, and I followed behind her. This one was just like the one before. It was dark and dank, and the ceiling was cracked. However, this vault led off into adjoining rooms. Just like before, Evelyn began to scream at the top of her lungs, but I did what she asked. I waited until she calmed down. She screamed like her life was in danger. After it finally ended, she began to cry as if she had just lost a loved one.  From there, she went to anger. She ran to me and pounded her tiny fists against my midsection. I held her wrists until it was over. The consensus I could come up with was that Evelyn was eccentric, but so are a lot of children. I waited, and Evelyn's face went blank. Then she began speaking to me.

“I’ve learned a lot of horrible things living with my mother. She releases an invisible gas into the main hall! These vaults are the only places where the gas can’t reachable. She keeps horrible rancid monsters in these vaults. That’s what she refers to them as anyway.” 
 
    
 
   I looked around, suddenly feeling fearful. If there had been anything in here, I wouldn't know about it. Genesis was already so odd; I would believe anything. 
 
    
 
   “Don't worry, they only feed off of extreme emotions. Just keep calm," she instructed. "My mother brought you here for a reason. She pretends like it's an accident, but I know the truth. You have to believe me, Roosevelt. You're the only one that can save us. Please help."
 
    
 
   I was taken aback by Evelyn’s sincerity. There was no way that a girl her age could act as she had been. It seemed as though she was telling the truth; nothing about her told me otherwise. Although, on the other hand, I already knew that her mother didn't treat her as well as she should. The slap that she laid across Evelyn's face would have made a grown man whimper, but Evelyn took it like she had been taking it all ten years of her life. I was sure that Evelyn was just acting out in some weird way. No child wants to believe that their parents are just not good parents. It's common for children to make up random, off-the-wall stories about their parents. That is what it sounded like to me. I remembered my own childhood, thinking that my father was possessed when in reality he was just alcoholic. I did sympathize with Evelyn. I decided to indulge her.

"Whatever you need, Evelyn," I said as I took her hand. She opened the vault back up, and we left. 

"We can meet there every night at this time," She said and smiled before running off. 

I decided to venture around Genesis. From my experience, people were exceptionally nice and open. I walked into a small store selling baked goods. The owner was an older woman. Soft jazz music played throughout the store. 

"Hello," I said as I walked in.

"My name is Mrs. Wilson," the old woman said as she stood up from behind the counter. "Is there anything that I can get you?" she asked kindly. I took a moment and admired all of the baked goods that she had before nodding.
 
    
 
   "Yes, please. Can I get a chocolate muffin?" I asked pointing at one that looked exceptionally appetizing.

Mrs. Wilson handed it to me along with a smile. I waited for her to tell me how much I owed her. When she didn't, I asked her, wondering if maybe her old age had something to do with her forgetfulness. "How much do I owe you, ma'am?" 

"There's no such thing as money in Genesis, son." Mrs. Wilson replied. 

"How do you normally pay for things?" I asked.

"You don't. Have a good day now," she said, not seeming the least bit irritated by my questions.
 
    
 
   I walked out of the store taking a large bite of the muffin. It may as well of been air. There was no texture or taste. The muffin felt like it disappeared as soon as it went into my mouth. I tossed it in a nearby rubbish bin, having been too uncomfortable with the new sensation. I kept walking down the lane. I looked around at all of the townies. All of them had the largest smiles I’d even seen on their faces. They almost looked strained. I was so intent on figuring out what was wrong with them that when Eleanor came up behind me and grabbed my shoulder, I almost jumped out of my skin. 

“I didn't mean to scare you, Roosevelt," she said with a smile. "If you don't mind, I have something that I need you to do. Everyone in Genesis has a job, and I believe that I’ve found yours. If we could go back to my house, we could talk about it," Eleanor said.

"Absolutely, Eleanor, I would be happy to contribute in any way that I can," I said with a smile.

"I'm happy to hear it.” She smiled back as she turned, and I began to follow her. We walked up the main hall until we came to a massive house. It looked just like mine, except it was much bigger and all white. She unlocked the door, and I went inside after her. Evelyn sat on the floor playing with a strange looking doll. It looked almost like a scuba diver but with a very large head. Apparatuses came off of it and strapped in the back. I noticed Evelyn hide it as Eleanor walked in. She hadn't seen it. She only smiled at her daughter and continued walking by and into her office. I followed Eleanor. The office was huge. A stuffed sea lion head sat mounted on the wall. A large full-sized stuffed great white shark sat at the base of her desk, and a large hunk of glass sat on top of it. She sat down behind the intimidating desk before speaking to me.

"Do you recall when Rose left; she took a sample of your blood?" Eleanor asked me.

"Yes, of course," I answered, not letting on to how awkward it had made me feel.

"Well, we analyzed your blood in order to find where you make the best match for us. It tells us about the knowledge you hold within your brain, skills you are good at, and things like that. I must say, Roosevelt, I was very impressed with yours. You showed knowledge about human engineering and biochemistry," she said with a smile. "Is this correct?" 
 
    
 
   "It is, but if you have technology like this, I'm not sure what kind of help I can offer." I answered. 
 
    
 
   "Don't be silly, Roosevelt. We can use all the help we can get, and the job I'll have you doing isn't too difficult. If you're up for it, that is." Eleanor said, still smiling. I nodded.
 
    
 
   "You see, Genesis was meant to be perfect, heaven on Earth. Of course, that wasn't achievable with all of the pesky human intolerances that exist. I believed that the way to a perfect life was by eradicating hate. To eradicate hate, you need to eradicate anger, sadness, and fear, the emotions that make us feel uncomfortable. These emotions lead us to killing and hurting people. When I first began my experimentation, we used many different methods. We tackled the drinking water, but that didn't work. We utilized food, that didn't work either. Eventually, we stumbled upon the gas that I fill my chambers with. Almost immediately, the citizens of Genesis began to relieve themselves of these horrible emotions that had been weighing us down. They began to fill with joy and happiness until those emotions were all that were left. The citizens of Genesis, they don't feel any hate, fear, or any anger. I'm sure you have seen how happy my citizens are," she said with a big smile across her face, obviously full of pride by what she'd achieved.
 
    
 
   "I have noticed, and I am extremely impressed," I said.
 
    
 
   "I knew you would be," Eleanor said. "Unfortunately, all of those failed attempts left us with some pretty horrid things. The first group of people that we experimented on didn't work out so well. Instead of making an anti-emotion gas, we made an anti-sleep gas. It’s still something that is in our new gas now, but we regulated it with dopamine and other happiness hormones. The people who got the first dose of medication, they became…" Eleanor racked her brain for the word, becoming silent. "They began to eat themselves. They began to crave muscle, skin, and tissue. We continued with the experiment, but they began to refuse to eat the food that had been medicated. They became monsters. They are locked away in one of my vaults; I can't bring myself to kill them. Even if I could, all of our medications came with an immortalizing agent," Eleanor explained, looking down at her hands. 
 
    
 
   "I understand," I said, not allowing her to see how uncomfortable I was. This was like some kind of nightmare. She was telling me about mutants that began to eat their own skin? What did these monsters have to do with me? She went on.
 
    
 
   "Our second experiment went a little better. The test group consumed the medication through water, and they became, almost..." Eleanor trailed off, trying to find the right words to explain. "They became subhuman,” she said as she lifted her arm up in the universal sign of ‘I'm not sure.’ "They're violent. They will do anything to kill anybody that doesn't look like them, especially me.”
 
    
 
   "Excuse me, Eleanor, but what does all this have to do with me?” I interrupted. 
 
    
 
   "Roosevelt, I'm not sure if you took notice or not, but my population is dying.”
 
    
 
   "I thought that you said that the medication had an immortal aspect to it?" I asked.
 
    
 
   "It does, but that's not the problem. We haven’t absolutely perfected the medication yet. As people deal without their emotions, they begin to fester. They become something that isn't human at all. I have all these people locked up, and I need you to heal them. I care about my citizens; they weren't just experiments. They are my people. And they need your help. You’ll have to take their blood samples and come up with an antidote for the medication that's gone wrong. After that, we can administer the new medication. Do you agree?" Eleanor asked.
 
    
 
   I knew that there was nothing that I could say to disagree. I was stuck down here. I didn't want to end up like another one of her experiments. So, in fear, I said yes. I had stopped my career as a bioengineer simply because of moral reasons. I got into that field to help people; I tried to convince myself that that's what I was doing here. These people have already become mutants; it was up to me to save them.
 
    
 
   "I agree," I said.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 


Chapter Three: Beginning the Experiments.
 
    
 
   Eleanor smiled at me deviously. She nodded. 
 
   "Thank you. Rose will show you what it is that you need to do. And one more thing, Roosevelt, please stay away from my daughter. Evelyn has children her own age who I would like her to play with," she said.
 
   "I understand," I said.
 
   I walked out of Eleanor's office, right past Evelyn. She ran up to me and hugged me. I gently placed my arm around her back and continued walking. As I exited the house, it was just in time to run into Rose. 
 
   "Hello, Roosevelt. I trust that Eleanor has spoken to you," she said.
 
   "Indeed she has. She informed me that I would be working closely with you," I told her.
 
   "Yes, we shall," Rose said before leading me to the first vault. This vault was different than the others. On the inside of the door, there was a small room with a glass mirror on the wall. She pressed a few buttons underneath the mirror, and it suddenly became a window. I could now see into the vault. The people inside must have been the ones that consumed the medication as water. Their bodies did, in fact, look human, but that was about it. Their faces were blank; they looked almost like mannequins. They had no wrinkles or defining features at all that would make you believe that they had ever smiled. It was unnerving. They didn't look human at all. In fact, they looked like demons. They were just as pale as Rose but with black hair. I looked at one woman closely. She was walking around without any clothes on. Her small breasts hung down sticking to her skin. Her rib cage showed through, and it appeared as if she had not been fed in weeks. Her hip bones jutted out, along with the rest of her body. Her legs were so thin that I was surprised that they could support her small frame correctly. She turned and looked at the mirror, like she was looking directly into my soul. I did what I could to look away, but I couldn't. She slowly walked up to the mirror. She put her delicate spidery hand onto it. Her perfect lips opened. I could hear her whisper.
 
   "Help me," she whispered.
 
   I sat motionless. Within a second, her demeanor changed. She dug her nails into the mirror, making a terrible scraping sound. She opened her mouth and unhinged her jaw, exposing her horrible teeth; they were at least six inches long. She began to use her teeth to scratch at the mirror, replicating the same sound that her nails made. As she did this, the glass began to crack. Rose pressed another button releasing a shock through the glass, and the woman was sent flying backwards. In an instant, the glass was completely fixed. The woman paused before getting back up, and when she did, she was back in her docile state. She began to skulk around again. I sat in the corner of the room, trying to catch my breath.
 
   "You're going to have to get used to that," Rose said. “I'm going to fill the tank with a gas that will put them to sleep. I'll need you to put on my hazmat suit and a gas mask so it will be safe for you to enter." I watched as she began to fill the room with gas.
 
   I put on the protective equipment and Rose did too. She then opened up another room and got out a bunch of medical supplies. 
 
   Rose and I walked out into the vaults. The horrible humanoid creatures were sprawled across the floor, looking like corpses. Their delicate chests heaved up and down as we began to pull them onto the gurneys. We strapped them down with titanium links. Rose still wasn't sure that it would hold them, but she reassured me that they wouldn't wake up, seeing as the room was continuously being filled the knockout gas. I looked down at my patient. She was the woman that had just attacked me in the mirror. I could see a faint ghost of who she once was. I guessed that before she was poisoned, she was a beautiful young woman, around the age of twenty-one. Rose handed me a syringe, and I took the woman’s blood out in a vial. It wasn't red like I had expected; it was white as snow. I looked at Rose as I removed it concerned. She nodded letting me know that it was normal. I began to take blood, saliva, and mucous membrane samples from all of the patients. I then took down notes from Rose about what the first medicine had been composed of. She had to teach me about some of the foreign ones. It seemed like a good time, so I asked her about the history of Genesis.
 
   "It is said that Genesis used to be called something else. It was run by an incredibly corrupt man. He didn't care about the well-being of his citizens. That's when Eleanor came in. She utilized the help of her father to kill her mother. She took over Genesis and made it what it is today. She came back down and rebuilt everything, she saved lives. She removed all of the hate from the citizens. We all got along together as one unstoppable unit. There's nothing that divides us any longer. The gas that Eleanor created has made everyone loving beings. There’s no more war." As Rose explained this, she had the same creepy tortured smile that everyone in Genesis had, but something deep, deep within her flinched at the thought of what she just said. I couldn't help but notice. Based upon what Evelyn had told me, the gas wasn't inside the vault, which meant that Rose right now wasn't receiving a dose. I wanted to keep her in here as long as I could, but I knew eventually we were going to run out of the supply of the knockout gas, and we would have to leave anyway. I needed to know what somebody from Genesis thought about life down here without being affected by the gas. That was my next plan. If I could get these mutants to become civil, I could ask them. Something within me just knew that this was wrong. Genesis wasn't all that it seemed.
 
   I hadn't noticed, but the gas that filled the room had completely evaporated. I held my breath in fear as I watched the mutant's eyes begin to open. The creature looked down at all of its restraints and began to scream. She opened her mouth trying to bite my skin. Rose threw me a gigantic drill that had been hung on the wall inside of the safety vault. I grabbed it, not entirely sure what to do. I slid it onto my arm and tensed my fist, causing it to begin to spin. I dug into the mutant as the she began to struggle and break free from her restraints. I finished and dropped the drill. It had been too soon. Behind me came another mutant. It grabbed a hold of my hair and went for my neck. Thankfully, Rose saw it. She kicked the mutant away, giving me enough time to grab the drill again. I shoved it into the mutant’s midsection, ripping it apart. Unfortunately, that attracted the other mutants to come and attack us. I did what I could with the drill. It was some sort of ocean floor drill, repurposed into a weapon. Rose grabbed my hand as she dragged me out, or at least tried to. Another mutant grabbed me. I shoved the drill in this one's face, causing its head to explode all across the white room. Rose pulled me into the safety lab, and we looked back out at the massacre that I had created. I held my head in my hands as I looked out at all the people I had just murdered, people that were once just like me. Rose caught her breath.
 
   "Thankfully, that wasn't our only group," she said.
 
   "What happened?" I asked in astonishment, trying not to lose it.
 
   "We took too long. Next time, we need to keep a better eye on the time," Rose said. I couldn’t catch my breath. Rose took off her bloody gown, leaving the room like nothing happened. I did the same.
 
   I followed Rose into the cafeteria, or at least what would have been the cafeteria. I looked around and noticed that there was no food in sight. 
 
   "What do people eat around here?" I asked Rose, trying to get my mind off what had just happened.
 
   "The gas that fills the chambers makes it so we don't require food substance. If you haven't noticed, I'm sure that you haven't been hungry since arriving to Genesis," Rose said.
 
   She was right. Not an ounce of me was hungry. Even after thinking about food, I wasn’t hungry. I hadn’t eaten in at least twenty-four hours. It felt almost supernatural to not need one of the most basic human necessities. 
 
   Eleanor approached us as soon as we sat down. Rose buried her face in a textbook about the gas.
 
   "Roosevelt, I'm happy to see you. How did the experiment go?" she inquired. I wanted to answer her honestly.
 
   “Eleanor, I'm not going to lie to you. The entire group of mutants is dead," I said. She bowed her head and lightly tutted.
 
   "That's too bad. Better luck next time," she said as she left.
 
   Eleanor claimed to care about her civilians, but ten of them had just died. Ten of them whom she had supposedly wanted to save. People who she claimed to care about. The mystery of Genesis thickened. I was beginning to believe that the only one that I could trust was Evelyn, who I just noticed was nowhere to be found. I snuck away from Rose, too buried in the book to notice my absence. I went back down to our vault. It was almost too difficult to walk into. It was identical to the one where the massacre had just taken place. I took a deep breath and entered. I looked around the dark room, knowing that Evelyn would hide just in case her mother had followed her. I quietly called out to her in the dark.
 
   “Evelyn... Evelyn, are you there?”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 


Chapter Four: The Second Experiment. 
 
    
 
   I heard Evelyn’s soft crying as I walked further into the vault. I listened carefully, trying to find exactly where she was. I reached out for her until I felt her soft hair fall between my fingertips.

"Evelyn?" I asked softly.

She just continued to cry. I reached for her hand and pulled her up. She was shaking as I did. I looked around to see if there was something inside the vault that had scared her. I saw nothing. 

“Evelyn, what's wrong?" I asked, hearing the fear in my own voice.

"You murdered those people. All of them are dead. You killed them all," she screamed at me. I held her close to my chest.

"I'm so sorry, Evelyn. I didn't mean to. I was just doing what I thought I had to," I explained.

"You don't understand, Roosevelt. They wouldn't have hurt you. They are people. They're scared. They are monsters that were created by my mother, and they know it. They are filled with pain and agony. You were supposed to fix them, to help them, to heal them, but you killed them!" she screamed and pounded her small fists into my chest. I grabbed onto her, not wanting her to run away.

"Evelyn, they were trying to kill me," I said.

"You had them restrained. How would you feel if somebody restrained you after they poisoned you?" Evelyn was still screaming. I held onto her until she finally collapsed into my arms and began crying again. I didn't let her go until I was sure that she wasn't going to try and hit me again. 

“Evelyn, I'm so sorry," I whispered as I held her. Her only response was to cry in my arms.

“You have to heal them. You have to fix them. Please, Roosevelt. Please. I need you to do this. Tomorrow, you'll have an entirely new group of mutants. I need you to cure them. If they try to attack you, just let them know that you don't mean them any harm. Trust me." Evelyn shut her eyes and began to whistle. A demented beast emerged from one of the corridors covered in shadows. It crawled across the floor to her. Its face was white, and its front legs were more than six feet off the ground. It crawled so slowly. There were horns around its face, and its back was hunched. The back legs looked ready to spring as it quietly and calmly made its way towards her. As I looked at it, it looked back at me skeptically. Evelyn whistled again and held out her hand. The demented beast crawled over to her and placed its head under her hand. She patted its head with love, just like one would do with a dog. He began to purr.

"What is that?" I asked, needing to know.

"This is one of my mother's mistakes. She began messing with cloning, and then took it even further to create new creatures. This one was meant to kill. When she realized that it was completely peaceful, she exiled it here. She's still working to change it, to poison it, and make it evil. To make it give in to her bidding, but it refuses,” Evelyn said as she placed her hand on its head again. The beast collapsed onto Evelyn's lap. I held my breath as it did. Suddenly, a sound of someone walking in the hall scared the beast back to its shadow. Evelyn and I did the same and hid. 

A man came in to the vaults. He was built like a mountain. I could hear his breathing, which sounded more like growls. As he made audible sniffing noises, I looked at the beast pretending to be a man. I held my breath as he looked around unsatisfied and left the vault.

 "What was that?" I asked Evelyn as soon as I saw that we were alone.

"That was my mother's wraith," she answered. "He couldn't smell us because we smell like the beast." Evelyn stood up, and we exited the vault. Evelyn ran out for my sight just in time too. I was greeted by Eleanor as soon as I headed down the hall. 

 "Roosevelt, I'm so happy to have run into you. We've got our next assignment all set up. Tomorrow, you will be dealing with the people who took the medicine as food. I want you to know that they are highly dangerous, and I need you to be careful. This time, you will be much armed more appropriately. You will take your weapon into the exam room with you. Understand?" Eleanor asked.
 
   I only nodded. She smiled at me, satisfied, and walked away. Part of me wanted to follow her just to see what she did when no one else was watching. But I didn't. I simply walked back to “my” house and laid on the bed. The gas must have taken an effect on me because I didn't feel tired. I only lay there, staring at the ceiling. I went over the formulas in my head, trying to figure out everything I needed to heal the mutants. Finally, after hours of deliberation, it came to me. My eyes closed. I knew what I was going to do with the next day. I was going to heal the mutants. 
 
    
 
   I woke up the next morning covered in sweat. I woke up from a nightmare about the mutants that I had murdered. In my dream, they began to twitch. The gas within them had turned them back into living beings. The pain on their faces was almost too much for me to bear as they bent over in horrific pain. The one with the obliterated head stood up. He used his hands to feel around. They all made their way to the vault, opening it. They got out of the medical room and headed down the main hall. They had followed me to my house. They creaked open the door and lunged at me with a vengeance. That's when I woke up in a panic. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I dressed myself in the clothing Eleanor had supplied. I had written down what I had wanted to do to this group of mutants, but I planned to keep it to myself. I wasn't sure yet if I could trust Rose or not, and until I knew for sure, I wasn't about to let her in on my secret. 

I left the house and met Rose in the same spot that I had left her yesterday. She still had her face buried in the same book. 

"Are you ready for today?" I asked her. 
 
   "I am," she said. "But first, I have something that Eleanor asked me to show you." She led me into the next room. In that room, a machine comparable to a vending machine stood. I looked up at it.

“These are called vigors. We have a wide a range of them. This one makes you invisible, while this one gives you the power of the wind. This one gives you the power to heal.”
 
   I did my best to listen to Rose, but I was astounded by what I was looking at. These vigors were utterly captivating. It was like magic, almost  like giving yourself superpowers. I tuned back to what Rose was saying, realizing that I hadn't been paying attention. 
 
   “And then there's this vigor. It's called shape shift. If you use this vigor, you can look like anyone in the world. It's absolutely amazing! If you want to use a vigor, you have to use salts. They are what’s used to power vigors. Here, take this one.” Rose handed me a vigor, explaining that it would give me the power to shoot flames from my hand. I drank it slowly with hesitation, but she insisted. The taste of the vigor was smoky, and it went down harshly. Once I finished it, I felt like I was going to black out. Instead, after a few moments, I felt more powerful than I had ever felt in my entire life. I brought my hand up and with Rose’s instruction aimed it at a nearby wall. As my fingers flexed open, a stream of flames and lava shot from my palm and immersed the wall in flames. I looked at Rose, who was drinking a different vigor, one that gave her the power to use water. Within seconds, the flames that I had created were gone and only a scorched wall was left. I took in a deep breath. 

"Now, whenever you want to use that power, you just have to focus," Rose said with a smile. "Salts are strategically located throughout the main hall since so many people rely on vigors.”

“Don’t you have people that attack others with them?" I asked.

"No, silly. Of course not. Attacking is something of hate, something that Genesis doesn't consist of," Rose said with a laugh. 

We continued to the vault that was holding today's group of patients. I stood in the medical room and looked out the window at the mutants. They were hunched over like the others. Their skin had been picked at and pulled, and scabs and wounds lay between their ribs and midsection. Their hands had been restrained together to prevent them from picking at their own skin. Their shoulders, which they were able to reach with their teeth, were picked clean. The sight made my stomach turn as was as the smell of rotting flesh and disease that hung in the air. The entire room smelled of death. One patient looked at me, his flesh eaten away from his face making his eyes and his teeth stand abruptly out. He smiled creepily as he looked in my direction. I had to keep in mind what Evelyn said to me. I wanted to believe her. If she said that they weren't evil, I had to believe her. After all, she was right about the beast in the other vault. She had to be right about this. At least, I had to believe she was. I took a deep breath while the knockout gas was released into the room. One by one, the mutants fell over onto their sides and their breathing slowed. We did just like before, picking up the patients and putting them onto gurneys before restraining them. 

I began to poke and prod at the patients. Rose left the room to grab weapons just in case an accident like yesterday’s happened again. As soon as the door shut, the mutant in front of me opened his eyes.

“Silly humans, we don't sleep. How can they think that knockout gas will make us sleep?" he asked. It was all I could do to not scream.
 
    
“I need to know how to save you," I asked bravely.

“It’s simple. Just reverse what has been done," the mutant said as he shut his eyes just in time with the opening of the door. 

I continued to work on the patient even though I knew he was awake. I was sure that he had felt pain. He didn't flinch as I drew blood or swabbed his exposed bones though. After I finished, I began to dress him. 

"Rose, I need you to go to the chemistry lab and grab me some iodine, please.” I hoped that would give me enough of a distraction to speak to the mutant again.

Rose laughed and nodded, going off in search of the iodine. As she did, I shook the mutant back awake. His heavy eyelids opened, and he looked at me. The same creepy smile crossed his face again.

“I need to know what it was that Eleanor did to you," I said to him.

“Eleanor took over Rapture. She completely ruined everything. After she killed Sinclair, Lam, and her father, she went into an unstoppable rage. She began poisoning people on a hunch, drugging them, thinking that she was creating some type of new perfect world. All that she was really doing was taking our emotions away. With that, she also took away our humanity. People began to do things just to feel pain, anger, aggression, anything but happiness. She began to name these people as ‘failed experiments.’ She then began to run other monstrous experiments on us. She tested out her sleep gas, making it so that we could no longer escape the world in search of sweet rest and escape Genesis. We no longer dream; it is all reality, all day, every day. We still feel tired, we just cannot rest. The demons within us couldn't be reset, couldn't be excised. We began to riot. Eleanor put a stop to that pretty quickly. She locked us all up in here with her wraith, as she did, she began to torture us with even more experiments." The mutant wanted to say more, but Rose had opened the vault again. I pretended to go back to dressing the mutants. 

 I looked up at Rose with a smile. I could tell that her gas was beginning to wear out. I just kept my mouth shut, intent on stopping Eleanor.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 


Chapter Five: The Cure.
 
    
 
   The next day, I woke up with a much better attitude. I realized that I was sleeping less and less the longer my stay in Genesis continued. I had finally thought of a cure for the poison. I was going to combine the vigor along with the gases that were used to infect patients. I hoped it would work because it was my only option. Evelyn was sitting in the living room when I walked downstairs. She smiled at me.

“You have a cure?" she asked with a large hopeful smile. I nodded, not saying anything. She ran up to me and hugged me. 

"You can't let Rose know," Evelyn said. I nodded in agreement.

"I know, Evelyn. Don't worry. I just need you not to say anything.”

“I know. I won't,” Evelyn said. She hugged me again before running out the door. I went back to the same room where I had left Rose the night before. 

“Let’s go," I said, the vials of the antidote in my pocket. 

As we entered the vaults containing the food-infected patients, we began to restrain them after the gas had taken its effect. I waited until we were about halfway done before I asked Rose to retrieve me something unnecessary. She shot me a confused glance as I asked her for it, but she complied. I waited until the vault door closed completely and then I injected the patient with the antidote. Within seconds, he was fully awake. I walked around to all of the other patients and injected them too. They stood up, just like they had been able to stand before. A lot of them coughed blood up from their lungs; their body was rejecting the toxins.

As Rose came to the door, one of the mutants lunged forward and grabbed her. She screamed at the top of her lungs just as he did. She was surprised to see they were awake and moving.

"Please don't hurt me!" Rose screamed. "I'll help you." she said, begging for her life. I went over to her, skeptical of what she had just said.

"How do I know that you'll help and won’t tell Eleanor?" I asked her.

"The gas that I have breathed has worn off. I haven't been infected by it. In fact, I had to sleep earlier. Please, Roosevelt, I want to help you," she pleaded, tears in her eyes. I knew that she had been fearful. I agreed and lifted her back to her feet. We walked from vault to vault taking care of the rest of the patients. I injected them with their specific antidote. Within minutes, all of the mutants were up and moving about.

"What are we going to do now?" Rose asked. I hadn't thought that far ahead.

“I’m not sure," I said honestly. I began to flounder. All of these people’s lives depended on me. That's when I got it. I knew that we had to attack Eleanor. 

There was no way that she would expect all of these mutants, but there was something I needed to do first. I needed to shut off the main gas chamber that was keeping the emotions of all of the citizens of Genesis suppressed. I asked Rose if she could show me where it was, and she agreed. Rose walked me to where they kept the gas chamber. It was behind a wrought-iron door, and I was relieved that Rose had the key for it. Inside, there was a large control panel that sat behind a desk. Rose deactivated the gas without tripping the alarm. We left quickly, happy that no one had seen us. We made our way back to my house and waited for the gas to wear off. We knew that it would take at least forty-eight hours to wear completely off for all the citizens. They had been exposed to it for so many years that it would take a long time for everyone to return to normal. I was grateful that Eleanor had somehow been immune to the gas. Rose explained to me that Eleanor was once referred to as a little sister. The gas didn’t affect her because she wasn't human anymore. 

The two days we had to wait until we could attack were the two longest days of our lives. We had to go around the city informing everyone that they could not say anything about the gas. Most of them agreed with us now that they were in a more rational mindset. Eleanor walked around as if she didn’t noticed anything, which was exactly what we wanted. As the citizens became stronger and healthier, we proceeded to plan our attack.
 
    
 
   I knew that if Eleanor wasn't infected by the gas, she had to sleep. We decided to spring our attack then. The only thing I wanted to make sure of was that no one got hurt in any way. 

Evelyn came to me that night. She looked genuinely happy. The fake smile was no longer on her face. She held my hand as she thanked me for everything that I had done. 

“You’re welcome, Evelyn,” I said. “I’m happy that I could help." She hugged me in response. I told her that tonight she would have to stay in one of the empty vaults, and I begged her to promise me that she would. She smiled and nodded in agreement. She hugged me one last time before she left.
 
    
 
   I waited until the artificial light in the town died down. Along with the light, the top room of Evelyn's house went dark as well. I knew that in an hour’s time, Eleanor would be asleep. I walked around the town looking for Rose. Most of the people were catching up on many years of lost sleep. 

I signaled to let everyone know that it was time. The plan was about to commence.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 


Chapter Six: The End of Genesis. 
 
    
 
   We walked to the vault after warning everyone and released the mutants. They had taken the weapons that we were supposed to use if things got out of hand and had armed themselves. They wanted vengeance for what Eleanor had done to them. They, along with the townies, began to fill the streets. They all went to Eleanor's house. I banged on the door, expecting Eleanor to answer, and she did. She stood in the doorway with a blank expression on her face, one that didn't convey anything. There was no surprise nor fear. 

"This is in the name of all of the lives were lost by your hand," I said as I plunged the drill used to kill the mutants into her stomach. As I withdrew it, she fell to her knees. She began to transform from Eleanor into Evelyn. 
 
    
 
   I realized then that Eleanor had cast the shape-shifting vigor onto Evelyn. I looked at what I had done. Evelyn stood there on her own threshold covering the gaping wound in her stomach with her hands. She screamed once before falling face first onto the pavement. Dead. 
 
    
 
   I turned and looked at Rose in shock. She looked mortified. I did everything that I could not to look down at Evelyn's tiny dead body. I heard something coming down from the street, and I turned. It was a hoard of mutants, the ones that Eleanor had successfully turned into evil beings that did her bidding. I ran at the rancid creatures, who were led by the wraith in the form of a huge monster. I held my breath in anticipation as my team attacked the other mutants.
 
    
 
   I screamed at them, trying to stop them from attacking the other mutants. Just by what I could see, I knew that there was no way that they could win. There was no need for any bloodshed. But I was too late. Rose grabbed me by the back of the shirt and pulled me into Eleanor's home. As we stepped over Evelyn's body, Rose threw me in.
 
   “Roosevelt, Eleanor set a self-destruct button when she first created Genesis. I'm sure that she's activated it. We need to get out of here now," Rose said and began to lead me to a secret vault at the very back of Eleanor's home, hidden behind an old bookcase. We entered into a chamber that led to a bathysphere. She released the pressure, and we began to go up. The bathysphere stopped as the top became unscrewed, and the lid opened up. As I looked up, I saw Eleanor standing there with a massive drill in her hand. Suddenly, she drilled into Rose’s face before I could react. Rose fell down dead on the floor in front of me. Eleanor jumped down and looked at me with her evil eyes. She crossed her arms as a smug grin came across her face. It was only then that I realized that I didn't have any weapons.
 
   "Why?" It was all that I could ask her.
 
   "Because I am God," she said. 
 
   "How could you kill Evelyn? Your own daughter," I asked her.
 
   "Roosevelt, for such a smart man, you really are quite stupid," Eleanor said with a laugh. "Evelyn wasn't my daughter. She was a clone. When I was younger, my mother never allowed me to have anything in life. When I sewed a doll of my father, I had to use my own hair. I later went on to use that hair to clone myself. It cloned me as the age I was when I made it. A mistake I hadn't accounted for was that I wasn't a little sister then. My mind was pure. Just like Evelyn’s." 
 
   "Why? Why make all of those evil mutants?" I needed to know before I died, and I was certain that I wasn’t making it out of this one alive.
 
   "Power. That's it. There's no big reason behind it. I'm sorry if that's what you're looking for. All my life, people saw me as a weak little girl. I wanted to change that," Eleanor said.
 
   I racked my brain for something to do, some way to kill her, but I came up with nothing. Still, I tried to distract her.
 
   "Why me? I asked her.
 
   "Because, Roosevelt, I admired your work. That is, before you gave in to your weakness. I admired what you had done to those people. Doing things like depriving them of food, human contact, and sleep. In a lot of ways, you inspired my work. So, thank you for that," Eleanor said, bringing up a dark part of my life that I would have rather not thought about again.  
 
   I couldn't stop myself; I fell into a fierce and violent rage. I flung myself at her as I took the drill from her hands and held it to her. 
 
   "Before you kill me, Roosevelt, please wait in the same spot where I killed my father," Eleanor said.
 
   I continued to hold the drill up against her neck as I looked into her eyes. The second we reached the surface, I clenched my fist and dug the drill into her delicate flesh and bone, shredding it apart, and throwing it everywhere. In that same second, what was once Genesis erupted and blew up beneath me. 
 
    
 
   Parts of it came floating to the surface. Explosions went off all around the bathysphere rocking it. I held my breath. All of Genesis exploded. Parts of mutants and civilian’s bodies floated up to the surface where they gave in to the waves of the ocean. I closed my eyes, and before I knew it, the bathysphere was grabbed by something and was being carried out of the ocean. I tried to look up but saw nothing. I only saw the ocean below becoming further and further away. I wanted to go back to my childhood, where the worst thing that I had to worry about was my mom knowing if I had brushed my teeth or not. I counted, replaying the stories in my head that my grandfather had told me about Rapture. I looked back out of the bathysphere just in time to see a stretch of green land coming up underneath me. I never thought that I would be so thankful to see the earth again, the ground. As the bathysphere made contact with the ground, a saw pierced through the side of it. A large hole opened up in the bathysphere.
 
   I stepped out, and I was greeted by the director of the CIA. I saw the look of disgust on his face as he registered Eleanor's dead body lying next to me. I immediately took off the drill and threw it on the floor. I put my hands above my head, not knowing what to expect. I stood there waiting. 
 
   "It's nice to have you back on shore, son. If you'd follow me, there are some things I'd like you to sign," the director said, putting his hand on my back. I followed him into an APC.
 
   The director asked me to sign a thick stack of papers that said that I agreed never to mention anything about Genesis/Rapture to anyone. They promised me that if I ever did, I would be dead within the week. And I, of course believed them. I was given a very large monetary settlement, seeing as how all of the trauma that I had been through was mostly to blame on the American government. 
 
   I never stopped having nightmares about Genesis. My only offering of peace was knowing that Eleanor was dead. I knew that she could never try anymore experiments on innocent people. Still, that drill hung in my nightmares for the rest my life. There was never any peace for me again. Anytime that I closed my eyes, I dreamt of Evelyn. After my wife had our first daughter, I honored her by naming her after the girl that had saved Genesis.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Preview Of ‘Rapture: Sanctuary’ By Dustin Brubaker
 
    
 
   Chapter 1
 
                     Austin Lowe stuck close to shadows. Going undetected was important. He was an engineer, not a soldier. Actually he wasn't either anymore. Nothing less than a soldier could fight the mutated horrors that roamed the halls of Rapture.
 
                         Pick up the pace. They're almost here. Austin could hear the twisted screams of splicers that echoed through the halls. He was convinced that they somehow knew what he was up to. And they would do anything to stop him from taking their beloved hell away from them.
 
                         Here we go. Austin peeked around the corner of a doorway and saw where he needed to be. Once someone's garden, the room had a window. Out of the way and somewhat hidden, the garden was a perfect place to plant one of his bombs.
 
                         Caution was advisable whenever entering a room. It was a lesson Austin learned the hard way. Hence his limp, caused by a blow from a splicer's heavy wrench. So when he entered the room it was with his pistol drawn.
 
                         The room was dark. The only light came from the large circular window against the far wall. Under it were rows of dead gardens. Much like Rapture itself, the once beautiful planters were filled with beauty lost.
 
                         That smell. I know that smell. There was a rotten aroma in the room. Austin smelled it from outside but it got much stronger once he entered the room. It didn't take long for him to discover the source.
 
                         Leaned up against one wall in the room was the corpse of an older woman. From the state of her decomposition it looked like she had been there for a while. If Austin hadn't seen his fair share of death he wouldn't have recognized the bloated greyish purple remains.
 
                         On the wall behind the dead woman were pieces of her brains and dried blood splatter. In one of her hands there was a pistol, not unlike the one Austin carried. Though not a detective he easily deduced that she killed herself.
 
                         I don't blame you. Austin pulled the collar of his shirt up over his nose and mouth. He knelt down and pried the gun from the dead gardener’s death grip. She didn't need the ammo anymore whilst he most likely would.
 
                         After looting the dead gardener, Austin got back to work. He walked over the gardens to the window. Nostalgia got the better of him as he couldn't help but stare out.
 
                         The window was thick, built to withstand the intense pressures of the deep Mid Atlantic. It'd been awhile since anyone cleaned any of the windows in Rapture, so it was a bit cloudy. But whoever the dead woman was, she must've been rich because she had one hell of a view.
 
                        Austin pressed his hand against the cold glass. From it he could see almost the whole of Rapture. Even in its dusk, the underwater city was breath taking. It had buildings as tall and impressive as Manhattan or Chicago. They reached up towards the surface like a skyscraper to the sun. The architecture was an art deco lover's, like Austin, dream. Andrew Ryan built a new wonder of the world.
 
                         The bold shapes and lush colors of the buildings, while worn down by the unforgiving salty ocean, were exceptional. Austin admired the exquisite symmetry of it all. It was very pleasing to the eye. On top of that they were decorated with enough gold and copper ornamentation to make kings jealous.
 
                         There was more to Rapture's design then just a copy of the cities above the waves. Every inch of the underwater city was laced with the most advanced technology and the most innovative designs known to man. It was meant to be a utopia far away from the strife of the normal world. And it succeeded. For a time.
 
                         From where he looked, Austin could see the neon lit sign of the Kashmir Restaurant. As he stared at it he couldn't help but start stroking the wedding band on his ring finger with his thumb. The life he built for himself in Rapture really started there, the place in which he had his first date with his wife. His Emily.
 
                         What did her voice sound like? What did she smell like? What did that smile I loved so much look like? Why can't I remember? I've been down here too long.
 
                         Austin looked down at his wedding ring. There was an engraving on it that read: “Love is never giving up”. True it didn't make sense to most but to Austin and his Emily, it had very significant meaning. And there in that dead garden, it gave the former engineer the encouragement he needed to continue. Rapture had to be destroyed. Only then will he find his sanctuary, his peace.
 
                         Austin came from the wealthy Lowe family of Omaha, Nebraska. His great-great grandfather was once a farmer. He not only grew the corn but decided he wanted to expand to make more money and provide a better life for his family. Before long he founded Lowe Mills. The company eventually became the biggest provider of corn based products in all of the American Mid-West. 
 
                         Affluence had degraded some of Austin's families' character. Or so he thought. So as his brothers and cousins bought their way out of the draft during the Second World War, he volunteered for duty. It was a decision he'd come to regret.
 
                         When he came back from the Pacific, Austin had no patience for his family and what he saw as their “frivolous and shallow lives”. After seeing the horrors of war, the life of luxury made him feel guilty, especially as the ghosts of his friends and fellow soldiers haunted him. He wanted something better. He wanted to be a part of something special. Only then would specters of war leave him be.
 
                         Austin figured that the first thing to do was get a proper college education. Eager to get as far from his family as possible, he applied and got accepted into Massachusetts Institute of Technology (MIT) engineering program. Once he graduated, the young man, armed with a prestigious degree and surname, could work pretty much wherever he pleased. The problem was that none of them provided him with an opportunity to work towards change he sought. None of the positions would allow him to contribute to a better world.
 
                         Depressed and haunted, Austin drowned his sorrows in a bar on the Boston waterfront called The Salty Crab. There he could be found from afternoon to midnight. It got so bad that he got a reputation for being a drunk. So if he ever wanted to take advantage of his degree, no one would hire him. Then one night a man walked into the bar and changed Austin's life.
 
                         
 
                         “Another,” said Austin as he sat at The Salty Crab's bar. The bartender gave him a sideways look.
 
                         “Wha? C'mon, fill it up Bernie.” Austin reached in his pocket then slapped down a crumpled wad of cash.
 
                         “Maybe you had enough?” Bernie the bartender knew where his night was headed if he indulged Austin's alcoholism.
 
                         “I'll tell y-” Austin was interrupted by his own dry heaving.
 
                         “That's it. You're done for the night Mr. Lowe.” Bernie had enough.
 
                        “Bar keep. A water for my friend here. It looks like he needs it,” Austin heard a voice next to him. His accent was proper and clearly came from academia.
 
                         Austin wiped the tears from his eyes and turned to see who just sat down on the stool next to him. There sat a man in a sharp suit. His hair was slick and styled. He had a well groomed mustache.
 
                         “I don't want any damn water.”
 
                         “I know you don't Mr. Lowe.”
 
                         “Yeah, well how the hell do you know what I want?”
 
                         The mustachioed man smiled as if he was waiting for that specific question. “Because Mr. Lowe. I recognize you. Once upon a time I was like you.”
 
                         “A drunk?”
 
                         The mustachioed man laughed. “No. I was lost. I looked at the world and didn't like what I saw.”
 
                         “So? There's nothing to do about it.” Austin swallowed what was sure to be some vomit after finishing his sentence. Perhaps he had six too many glasses of whiskey. “The world is hopeless. That's just the way it is. Learn to accept it buddy.”
 
                         Bernie the bartender set a glass of water down in front of Austin.
 
                         “Thank you kind sir. Now, Mr. Lowe where were we. Oh yes. What if I told you that I know of a place away from this world where a man   prospers not from being a social parasite but by the sweat of his brow? What if I told you of a world free of corrupt politicians and crooked justice? What if I told you of a place free of war? What if I told you of a utopia that you could help mold? Would that be of any interest to you?”
 
                         Austin didn't answer. He just stared at the glass of water in front of him.
 
                         “We all make choices Mr. Lowe,” the mustachioed man got up. He placed a business card on the bar in front of Austin. On it was the outline of a skyline he didn't recognize. “Rapture” was written in big gold letters across them. Under it was a name: “Andrew Ryan”.
 
                         “But in the end, our choices make us. Have a good night. I hope to hear from you soon.” The mustachioed man, Andrew Ryan, left The Salty Crab.
 
                         Austin watched Andrew Ryan leave. Then he flipped over the card and saw contact information. At the time he didn't know it, but that short conversation would change the course of his life.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   CHAPTER 2
 
                     MIT didn't teach Austin how to build bombs. But what he learned there certainly helped. In fact from what meager supplies he had at his disposal, he managed to construct explosives powerful enough to blow through any wall, window or even bulkhead in Rapture. He got the idea to put some together from the endless array of improvised weapons that the splicers utilized.
 
                         When he finished building them, Austin put all five of his bombs in his duffel bag and slung it around his shoulder. He took one of them out his bag and held it against the window in the room with the dead garden. With his other hand he ripped off pieces of duct tape and used them to adhere it to the glass.
 
                         Three down, two to go. Keep quiet, stick to the shadows and it shouldn't be a pro- If Austin's ears could've perked up, they would of. He heard the voices of splicers. And they were close.
 
                         “Where da liddle fishy go?” from the sound of one of the splicers, he or she mustn't of had many teeth left. Tooth decay and rot was one of the many adverse effects of an ADAM addiction.
 
                         “He's in here. I can smell em'.” There was a second more feminine voice.
 
                         They've got you cornered. So, what are you going to do genius? Austin opened the cylinder of his revolver to check how many bullets were left. He hadn't fired a shot in weeks so he honestly had no clue how many he'd find. There were four left. Two more from the dead gardner's pistol were in his pocket. Should be plenty to take care of two ADAM crazed junkies.
 
                         After making sure to wedge himself into the furthest corner from the doorway, he raised and aimed his pistol. He slowed his breathing and steadied the sights. Wasting even a single bullet wasn't an option. Whoever stepped into the room was going to get a single shot to their head.
 
                         The first splicer entered the room. Her dress was dirty and ripped. ADAM had butchered her face causing growths and unhealed open sores. All of her exposed limps had numerous tumors. She barely resembled a human being. In one of her hands she had what looked like a table leg with a table saw blade nailed into the end.
 
                         Austin didn't hesitate. He fired off a round that nearly took the deformed splicer's head off. She immediately fell face first into the garden dirt. There was no time for relief. The other splicer couldn't have been far behind.
 
                         Where is he? Austin waited and waited for the second splicer to enter the room. But he didn't come. The former engineer prepared to go out looking for him when a hulking figure appeared in the doorway.
 
                         At about six and a half feet of pure muscle, the giant splicer was so big he had to duck in order to fit in the room. The top half of his head was covered with a blood splattered pillow case. The bottom half revealed skin that looked severely burned and a mouth full of no more than three teeth. In his hands he carried a fire axe.  Pieces of his last victim were still stuck to the pick side.
 
                         Austin fired his last three bullets into the giant splicer. They just made the gigantic freak smile. That was all Lowe had.
 
                         This is it. This is how I die. In a dead garden leagues under the North Atlantic at the hands of mutated freak. Unless… Austin didn't have many options. What little he did have were whittled down to one when the giant splicer rushed towards him wildly swinging his axe.
 
                         The splicer was too big and the room too small to just run around him. No, Austin needed a distraction. It just so happened he had a bag full of explosives with one already planted. Would it be dangerous? Absolute, but nowhere near as dangerous as trying to dodge an axe blade. 
 
                         Each of Austin's bombs was rigged with radio remote detonators.   They were all set to a single frequency. When armed, they exploded once they received the signal. 
 
                         Austin took out the detonator. Another swing from the giant splicer's axe nearly took his arm off. Instead it cut a good inch into his shoulder as it passed by. He didn't feel the pain. Adrenaline had completely taken over his body.
 
                         A big meaty hand that smelled of hot garbage grabbed Austin by his throat. With strength he'd never encountered before, he was lifted up off the ground. As he choked a foot above the floor, one of his fingers searched for the correct button, the correct frequency, on his detonator. He had to hurry. The world slowly started to fade to black.
 
                         Everything that happened next was a bit of a blur to Austin. His finger found the button and he set off the explosive. The force and surprise from the blast loosened the giant splicer's grip. No sooner did the former engineer hit the ground then he got carried away by a tidal wave of cold salty ocean water.
 
                         The water dragged Austin out of the room into the hallway. He slammed into a Circus of Values vending machine. Horrible recorded laughter mocked him as he tried to get up to his feet. More and more water was coming. In front of him was a bulkhead door that needed to be closed. It was too soon to drown. First he needed to finish his work.
 
                         Austin pried himself off the vending machine. It kept laughing at him as he pushed on the bulkhead door with all his strength and weight. He made the mistake of looking up and saw the giant splicer coming his way. Apparently the freak was stronger than the current.
 
                         With the proper motivation, more specifically not wanting an axe buried in his skull, Austin found the strength to close the bulkhead door. As he spun the wheel he heard and felt a loud thump. The splicer hit the thick steel hard. Though he would never admit it, even to himself, Austin took some pleasure in watching the monster drown through the porthole.
 
                         Soaking wet, tired and very sore, Austin backed away from the bulkhead door. He dropped his bag full of bombs and took a minute to catch his breath. The pain from his shoulder wound kicked in.
 
                         When Austin looked around he found himself in a large atrium. The ceiling was thick windows giving a view of looming buildings and fishes swimming above. The floor had a black and white checkerboard pattern. In the middle of the room was a pile of ash and burned tables and chairs.
 
                         I remember eating here. Austin looked around and recognized he was in one of the cafeterias. Against one wall was a neon sign with only half the words lit up: “Saul's Hotdogs.” Under it was a counter covered in trash. Saul's was only one of four different food stalls.
 
                         I need to do something about this before I bleed out. Across the cafeteria, Austin spotted a health station. The brightly lit circular white sign with a red cross on it was hard to miss. He hated using them but had little choice.
 
                         Austin limped across the cafeteria. His wet footsteps echoed through the large room. He hoped that there weren't any nearby splicers to hear.
 
                         When he reached the health station, he looked at the poster next to it. Whatever adhesive was used to keep the poster on the wall was losing its stickiness. One of the corners was peeled off. There was a picture of a health station. Above it the poster read: “Need a boost? Try our new and improved Prime Health Station!”. There was nothing on the poster to warn users about the syringe that would puncture their skin. Nor was there any mention of how painful the quick healing of a wound was. 
 
                         Austin opened the health station up. If he was going to use it, he needed to hack into it. Everything still ran on money in the ultra-capitalist Rapture. The former engineer didn't have any and didn't want to go looking for some. No, hacking it would be easier and quicker. He just needed to be careful. All Prime Health Station were rigged with poisonous gas fail safes in order to deter people from doing exactly what he was doing. Luckily he was very familiar with how the electronics and machinations inside worked.
 
                         Done with hacking the health station, Austin placed his inured arm into the provided cradle. No fan of needles, he closed his eyes as the automated delivery system injected him with a stem-cell based chemical that quickly healed the cut on his shoulder. It hurt as the wound closed but that was a small price to pay for almost instantaneous healing. The miraculous station was another depressing reminder of the amazing technology and innovation that Rapture once championed. 
 
    
 
   Would you kindly like to know more?
 
   Amazon US Link: http://www.amazon.com/dp/B01CDF5MJ8 
 
   Amazon UK Link: http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B01CDF5MJ8 
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