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This book is dedicated to my uncle, 

Niels Peter Hansen.  

My best friend, my father figure,  

my uncle, the coolest person ever 

 – and Kia’s first and biggest fan! 

I will never stop missing you,  

I will never be okay with not having you here.  

You were loved. You were needed! 
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The chapter titles references to the date it is, when the chapter begins. 
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April 3rd 
 

 

 

   I flip the chairs around, one by one. I’ve already set the small table back up, 

turned the TV back around and put the cabinet, the TV is sitting on, back in 

place. I still need to turn the cover back around and fix everything around the 

desk. I’m exhausted, which is done easily. I’m exhausted by nothing, thanks to 

my less than stellar health and flipping everything back around, almost every 

morning, for about three weeks, will just take the best out of anyone. I have no 

idea why in the world everything is flipped around or pushed away from its 

original place, but I’m thoroughly annoyed. Although, this is the only thing, that 

makes me appreciate the size of my studio apartment. I drag my feet into the 

tiny kitchen. I hate it. I feel so unbelievably trapped in here. And the hallway 

has a weird nauseating, lavender, horrific smell. I don’t know what it is, but I’m 

holding my breath out there. I get a glass of water, then start carrying myself 

back to bed.  

Standing in the door to my living room-bedroom-office-dining room-room, 

everything is weird. I look around at the heavy TV, my beloved gray metal 

cabinet, my glass desk. I notice my desk is empty of my laptop, which I find on 

top of the closet. Fuck. I need a chair for that. What the hell? Am I being 

haunted now? I had a black ghost cat at the dorm, but this is fucked up. How did 

I not hear this? How? Just how? 

 

Fifteen minutes later, I’m done correcting all wrongs. Including discovering, 

that most of my clothes have been turned inside out. Joy. But it’s a new one. A 

job for later. Shitty ghosts. I go back to bed, exhausted and in a lot of pain. God 

damn arthritis. The really bad kind, that also comes with chronic tiredness. 

Because screw me. I have almost no friends, a crappy, small, suffocating 

apartment, with a stinking hall, fucked up family with zero communication 

skills, alcoholic biological dad, whom I had to cut out of my stupid life, when I 

was fifteen and he got too grabby. Six years without his lies, let down, stealing 
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and shit. My brother relatively recently also had to give him up, though I’m 

scared he’s not gonna last. Step dad wasn’t exactly soft and cuddly on him and 

the boy has no male role model, good memories about piece-of-shit-daddy, one 

sister and an absent-minded mother, though she tries. I protected him so much, 

he can’t see John for who is, not completely, but he is still messed up. He is not 

okay. I’m not okay.  

I feel weak for not being able to take the jump. Literally. Cut the right vein or 

something! None of this is worth it, but my brother, Levi, he is not okay. I’m 

not sure he’ll ever be and there’s nothing I can do. I can’t fix him; I can barely 

keep myself together. Everything I’ve protected him from and I still can’t save 

him. I feel so inadequate, all of the time. All of my dreams are ruined, because 

of my illness, so I had to change route. I’m about to start studying, to become a 

paralegal.  

Right, I was on my way to bed. Sleep. Not working myself up over my 

depressing, painful life. School starts in less than a month. I have my crappy life 

to go through. It was supposed to get better, that was the deal, but I don’t see 

anything shining up in any direction and I have no idea how to do it myself. 

 

-2 weeks later- 

 

 I wake up by a really bright light. What the hell is that light doing in my 

bedroom? And why is it so damn cold? Oh crap, I’m not in my room, the very 

bright light are headlights and I’m in the middle of the street. I run to the side, 

until I feel grass under my naked feet. Trying to lower my heart rate enough to 

actually being able to feel my heart again, I hear a faint, slightly panicked, male 

voice. It is familiar, somehow. But the too-handsome guy running over to me, 

softly grabbing my arms and looking into my eyes, full of worry in his, aren’t 

familiar. Can’t be. I’m so confused. He sounds exactly like Sean, a guy from 

one of my many dreams about an impossible world. In my dreams, Sean is 

inhumanly strong. He can lift a car without a sweat and has no ability to be 

anything but happy. Always positive, as a default setting. This guy in front of 

me keeps asking me if I’m okay. I gain a small sense of reality again, starting to 

be able to feel myself. Oh good, my heart is still with me. I nod to him; I think I 

stutter a yes. He leads me back inside; the smell isn’t even there right now. He 

asks me what apartment is mine, I point to the door marked 24. He leads me 

inside and I snap awake, acutely aware of my disaster of an apartment. Actually, 
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more than what I left it to be last night. Everything is wrong again, it happened 

again. It’s almost every night now, what is going on!? 

    

I sleep walked. I never sleep walk. I talk, sure, but sleep walking used to be 

Levi’s thing. One time he almost walked a mile down to a local playground. 

They found him inside a tire swing at 4.30 in the morning. The Worrier sits me 

down at my desk chair and looks around. We both do, but I’ve seen this before 

and quickly look at him instead. Holy shit. He doesn’t just sound like Sean; he 

looks EXACTLY like him. As if it’s him in front of me, with his blonde, ruffled 

hair, sturdy body and bright, blue eyes. But it can’t possibly be. Unless, of 

course, my brain picked him from random memory. Unconscious registration 

and all. Must be it. I ask him his name. He looks at me and smiles a perfect 

toothpaste smile at me. “Sam”. Close. Hmm. He asks me once more if I’m 

okay, so I nod again. 

“Yeah, sorry for the scare.”  

He laughs a bit. Right, silly me.  

“Do you need anything? Water? Food? A hug?”  

He asks with a smile, I can even hear it in his voice.  

Yes, I must definitely have seen him around before, he’s Sean in real life, but 

Sam. I give a small, bleak smile. 

“No, just my bed. But thank you!”  

He nods.  

“Sure! I’m right next door, to your right, moved in yesterday. So, if you need 

anything, let me know.”  

He brushes my shoulder and leaves. I hadn’t noticed that I was smiling, but as 

he leaves, the desire to show any kind of happiness leaves with him. No, wait, 

what? That can’t be. I’ve been dreaming about impossibly strong Sean since a 

week after I moved in, six months ago.  

 

Sean, Andy, Lucas, Katie. There’s a Thomas too, I think and Benjamin. Andy 

is a mind reader, manager of the Green Jackets and leader of the Elite Group 

and emits stable emotions. Lucas is a mental shield, nobody can use mental 

powers on him. This is accompanied with a dark mood. Elite member. Sean and 

Katie is Elite too. She can run at the speed of light. Thomas is a Pain 

Suppressor. Those two has phenomenal navigational skills. He and Katie guides 

the Elite team around on missions. Benjamin is his best friend and can create 

ice. Functions as a Soldier for one of the other Teams.  
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Oh, agents, missions, abilities. I’m obviously a Fantasy fan. My own character 

is named Kia. She is beautiful. Gorgeous. Five inches taller than me. Thick, 

long dark red hair, with waves. Curves like me, but not skinny. Perfect. Healthy. 

I look at myself in my bathroom mirror and I wrinkle my nose at the too small 

eyes, the skinny cheekbones and the dull blue eyes with no depth. My ears stick 

out of my hair, too large for my head. I have thin, brown hair that refuses to 

grow much beneath my shoulders. I’m small and inadequate, nothing about me 

sticks out, but my bones.  

   

In this world, when you arrive to the Base, after being picked up by the 

Agents, they heal you. Whatever you got. Arthritis, heart disease, drug 

addictions, broken bones, wrong blood percentages, brain damage, bullet holes, 

asthma. You name it. They have a really mean mixture, that heals your entire 

body. But they have to inject some special made strong morphine first, or else 

it’s torturous pain all night. You do not want to feel those meds healing your 

bones, or fixing whatever nasty shit, that flows in your blood. In my fantasy, I 

am Kia, I have been healed, I no longer exist in this world. They fake my death, 

bye bye Katia. And then they change me after wards.  

 

It’s like a military base, it is so big. It has a large open area, with a mess hall 

on the right, right after the medical wing. It’s one room with beds, a surgery 

room and a small bathroom. It’s too close to the mess hall, for it to make sense. 

The kitchen should be smack in the middle of the hospital wing, but there is 

only a small space for it. On the left of the hangar-big always-open entrance, 

there’s a small area where the agents’ weapons and other fun mission related 

stuff hangs. On the other side of that wall, is the training room. A double room, 

half covered with mattress floors, for fight training. The other half contains 

about a dozen sand bags. The stairs, outside of the room, lead up to a small 

gym. Across from the entrance, crossing the open area, a long and wide metal 

staircase lead up to a metal catwalk and a hell of a lot of metal doors. There are 

two floors in that manor. The first one is strictly sleeping quarters. Small rooms 

containing a double bed, a long dresser with cupboards above and a desk at the 

end. There’s a small mirror on the wall across from the cupboards and bathroom 

on the left. There’s so much to describe, but I’m getting lost in my own head 

again. It’s a fantasy. You live in a small city; you’ve seen him somewhere else. 

Go to bed. Ignore the asshole ghosts. That may or may not be emitting from my 
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hands, but that’s tomorrows problem. Along with the mysterious Sam and the 

men in black or blue uniforms, all around town. Go to bed. 

 

The next morning, I decide that I need to pull myself together, acknowledge 

all the weird and impossible and handle the things that are going on. After 

breakfast.  

 Three hours, one breakfast and too many episodes of my favorite shows later, 

I still have not been the least bit productive. I wish I could tell myself to get off 

my fat ass and get to it, but I’m quite skinny. Procrastinating again, oops.  

  

Okay, 1: The asshole ghosts, that I kind of know aren’t ghosts. A couple of 

nights ago, my heart jumped three beats, when I was laying on my mattress, too 

tired to get up for the remote. I just laid there, staring at it, trying to will it to 

jump into my hand. And then it did. I have no idea how, it just did. Kind of like 

what happened in my parents’ kitchen, four years ago. My step dad was 

screaming at me again, for no good reason. One moment I was clenching my 

fists hard, trying to contain myself, long enough for me to reach my room, 

keeping in my building anger and fighting the tears. The next, glass was 

shattering all over the kitchen. We never really figured out what had happened, 

but I took the chance to run upstairs. But by the time I reached my room, I was 

fine. The anger, humiliation and sadness was just simmering. 

  

Now, the task is to determine whether or not that rotten lavender smell from 

the hallway is intoxicating me, or if it is real. I sit down on one of my unstable 

chairs and look at the remote. I hover my hand above it and try to do what I did 

a couple of nights ago. I have seen enough TV-series about super powers, to 

know it will never work in the first try. Sure enough, nothing. So, I straighten 

my aching back, take a deep breath and focus. I need a lot of emotion, so I think 

about some of the crappy memories, provided by John. I end up getting so 

angry, I don’t notice the book next to my arm starts hovering, before it slams 

against the wall, full force. Damn. Again! Focusing really hard, I try to 

convince the remote to fly around a bit, but nothing happens again. Well, except 

that everything else starts hovering around me. Everything! Mattress, bed 

frame, the table, TV, desk, laptop, decorative items. My breath staggers, my 

heart is pounding out of my chest and there is a loud humming in my head. This 

is insane. Unbelievable, incredible, whatever. But it IS real. I can see it. Hell, I 

can feel it. I can feel the intense energy shooting from everywhere inside me, 
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centering through my hands, towards and embracing – everything. I can kind of 

feel every item being lifted. It’s amazing. I love it. Having this disease my 

whole life, telekinesis has always been the desired superpower for me, with all 

the potential for making my life SO much easier. But now I’m tired. Everything 

slams back down, almost in their places, making a lot of noise. I start laughing 

like the crazy person I surely am becoming. I can lift things telekinetically. How 

is that even possible? That’s something that happens in X-men or Charmed. 

This is reality. Crazy reality. I realize immediately, that I need to gain control 

over this.  

   

Two hours later, I need to go lie down for a nap. I’m exhausted, physically 

and mentally. The training has taken a toll on me, which I’m sure it still would 

have, without the everything-will-tire-you-syndrome. Time to sleep, then lunch 

and point no. 2.  

 

 2: My dreams. I’ve always had weird dreams, set up like movies, going from 

scene to scene. But these dreams, the ones about the Base and the Greens, they 

are very specific. And continuous. They keep coming and feels very different 

from dreaming. They feel real. Like a warning or information of what’s to 

come, depending on the... the what, the premonition? Seriously, are we doing 

superpower-package deals now? All right, let’s go with it, since we accept that 

I’m telekinetic. If these too-specific dreams are premonitions, that means I see 

the future. Holy shit. I’m not sure I like it. So far, I’ve seen myself shot, 

stabbed, choked by giant, moldy-smelling hands, in several big fight scenes and 

sitting crying and in pain, under a stone arch, in the rain. So much hurting. With 

everything the Green Jackets can do with the Healing Process and the 

Transformation Process, I’m not sure it’s enough, though. This pain I am used 

to. This pain I know, it’s mine. I’ve known it since I was two, the mental pain 

since I was twelve. My life sucks, but it’s familiar. And risking my life for a 

bunch of strangers, that I will live with at a military-like base, with no social 

guarantees, is a bit too much to ask of someone with social anxiety, crippling 

loneliness and about 342 insecurities. I’m planning on dying, as soon I can find 

myself able to, as soon as my brother is okay, but with telekinetic abilities it 

might be a bit worth it. It would make my life much easier, especially on those 

bad arthritis days. But with the premonitions, what should I do? Should I follow 

them, will I accept that I need to be somewhere else, in a completely different 

life, or is it too much? Why was I given this ability? Why do these premonitions 
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have to be so scary? I’m not a hero. I’m a good person, but I can’t even help 

myself, let alone a world that doesn’t even exist on this plane.  

I need to get out a bit. I text my sister Rachel, she lives about a twenty-minute 

walk away, with her three kids. She is able to see me tonight, for dinner. 

Tonight, is fine, that will give me time to go through whatever else there might 

be to handle in this mess.  

 

There is actually one more thing. Especially now I know about my new 

conditions. I haven’t even come close to figure out what to do with them, but 

accepting the premonitions to be real, I’m forced to consider something else. Or 

someone else. Friendly new neighbor Sam. Whose name is not Sam, by the 

way, but Sean. But how do I pick up that subject?  

‘*knock knock* Hi. Remember me, the sleep walker? Yeah, turns out I can 

lift things with my mind and I think you misspelled your name a bit there. Sean, 

is it? Yes? No?’ No… Fuck. I can barely have a normal conversation with 

anyone that hasn’t been in my life for at least two years, let alone an insane 

conversation like that, with a complete stranger. My breathing staggers, just by 

the thought of knocking on his door. His looks don’t help either, because I’m 

fucking 14 in my head, at times. He has blonde, lightly curled hair, he’s not 

very tall, but very compact, fit, has a light dark complexion. Dimples the size of 

tea cups. Complete boy next door look. I think I’ll start with that walk tonight 

though, maybe the fresh air will provide me with some perspective and 

hopefully a plan. 

 

  I text Rachel that I’m on my way, so I put on my jacket and over-worn 

sneakers, enjoying that April 2012 is finally providing us with a bit warmer 

climate. I check to make sure I have everything, keys – phone – head phones – 

wallet. I start Spotify and unlock my door. Walking past Sam/Sean’s door, I 

have to stop. This odd tinkling in the center of my chest occurs and I start 

smiling. Not because I want to, though, it’s involuntarily. It’s as if it isn’t my 

own happiness, my own smile. So weird. Very in line with today’s theme, so I 

shake it off, stop staring at his door and move on. Outside, it’s a bit chilly and I 

welcome it. My arthritis isn’t excited and my body misses the heat, but my head 

enjoys the cold relief of fresh air. It is dead silent, no cars are passing, the dusk 

is surrounding the city and the street lamps are turning on. I walk in my own 

thoughts, dreaming myself away to better places, listening to loud music.  
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After about twenty minutes, I start climbing the street, leading up to the town 

square. I notice a man is standing directly under a street lamp, in the edge of the 

town square. It’s kind of a weird place to stand, but I guess he might be waiting 

for someone. I straighten my back per instinct and find my best tough attitude. I 

am absolutely nothing, so I have to at least seem like I’m not worth assaulting 

and he gives me this uncomfortable vibe, it’s almost physical. I’m a student 

anyway, I don’t really have that much money, despite my Danish privilege. I 

have to pass by him, so I cross the street and walk in a small bow around him. 

In the same moment, two other guys show up all of the sudden, from the 

shadow of the building, behind the first guy. They are now turning towards me. 

Paranoid, Katia, calm down. Even though I get a very bad feeling, like 

everything inside of me is screaming RUN, I try to keep calm. Especially now, 

that they all start walking towards me. I try to ignore them, keeping an eye on 

them through the corner of my eye.  

They jump towards me, one of the men grab my arms, the other punches me 

in the gut, before joining the first one. OW! I’ve never been hit in my life and I 

bend over, as much as I can, as if I can find my equilibrium on the ground. I ask 

them what the hell they’re doing and hiss at them to let me go. As if that ever 

works. They just stand there, quiet and calm, with a menacing look on their 

faces. They’re all dressed in full black or dark blue army-looking uniforms. 

Come to think about it, I have seen a lot of black or blue uniformed men around 

town, recently. Who are these guys?  

     

As it turns out, I don’t have to wait too long to find out. Another man steps 

out from the shadow of the building in front of me. He looks more like a leader, 

with his arms on his back, like a military position. His eyes are dead cold and 

mean, black. Black hair, uniform, boots. He has a square jaw and a lean, 

muscular body. He scares me. I start to feel really uncomfortable, as if these 

men have an effect on me. It hurts in my chest and anger starts to build up 

inside me. I see the silhouette of two men in the shadows behind the leader, 

some distance apart. They seem to be holding something. I get a small head 

rush, when I realize it looks a lot like machine guns. Why are black military 

guys with machine guns, pinning me down in the town square? I’m an 

insignificant young woman with crap health, no self-esteem, in a small, 

insignificant town. Some instinct in me tells me to look up and on the edge of 

the roof, yet another man is lying or sitting up there, with the same kind of 

machine gun. Geez, what the hell is going on? 
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“Hello. My name is Joseph. You don’t know me. But we have been keeping 

an eye on you, Katia.”  

Me? Ms. Nobody? What? And how does he know my name? My shoulders 

and arms hurt from the still stance and too-tight grip of the two men.  

“You are very special.”  

Pff, idiot. I tense up, even though it hurts me more.  

“We have been waiting for so long for you to emerge and enter our world, so I 

am very glad to see this finally happening.”  

He pauses long enough for me to find my voice.  

“Who are you? What do you want with me? And what on earth do you mean 

with special?”  

He gives me a small, almost condescending smile and a short surge of pain 

cuts the inside of my chest.  

“Oh, you are very special. My boss, Ikaroff, knows that your abilities has been 

activated. That’s why he has sent me to go find you and bring you to our 

world.”  

An ice-cold shiver runs down my spine. How do they know? I only just found 

out myself. Right?!  

“We are very interested in you and your abilities. You can be of great value to 

us. We can help you, give you meaning in your little, empty life.”  

Dick.  

“How would you like to get rid of those nasty illnesses of yours? We can do 

that. All you have to do is come with us and we will help you, show you a new 

world of many wonders.”  

What is this guy, a fairytale commercial? I suddenly know exactly what he is 

talking about and who he actually is. Sean, Andy, Lucas, they are Green 

Jackets, I know that much. These intense army dudes are Blue and Black 

Jackets. And they are the reason everything inside me is screaming run, at the 

volume of a Linkin Park concert. I tense up again, trying to think of an escape 

plan. From the six armed, big, stealth army guys. Crap.  

    

No, wait, he’s right. I AM special. Or well, not me, but I can do something 

special. And I’ve practiced all day, already having a pretty good control of my 

telekinetic abilities. I focus all energy on the sniper on the roof and try to push 

him over the edge. It works! He flies to the ground and while the others look at 

him in surprise, I use the distraction to throw the two men from the shadow, into 

the building. It knocks them right out. The men holding me starts to stir, while 
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Joseph takes out his gun. I focus on trying to crumple up the hands of my 

captors and then throwing away the gun, pointing in my face. I mean to throw it 

sideways, but to my luck I fail and the gun flies into Joseph’s face, hard enough 

for him to take a few steps back and moan. I take a few steps back too and 

throw my captors against each other on full force, knocking their heads 

together. They fall straight down. The adrenalin is racing through me and my 

heart is beating so fast it hurts. I immediately have to focus on Joseph. He 

lurches against me and I don’t know what to do. All I can do, is focus on 

stopping him, so I throw my arms up in front of me, palms facing forward. 

Whatever I’m doing, it works and he flies several feet back into the wall, so 

hard I’m sure I hear a bit of brick rattle down the wall.  

A thousand images rushes through my head at once. All those dreams, 

evolving the Base and the Green Jackets. Sean/Sam appearing. The Blue and 

Black Jackets. Everything I’ve seen in my premonitions so far, with battles, 

getting shot, stabbed, choked, always in danger, simply because of who I am. 

Because I’m more than “just” a person with abilities. I have too many, I have 

two already, nobody else has more than one. There’s a legend in that world, tied 

to whoever carries more than one ability. And I’m in no way ready to be Her. 

But these guys, these horrible, armed, intense army guys, they will never stop 

hunting me. The Greens will never stop searching for me, as soon as they find 

out who I am. Do they already know? Is that why Sean is my neighbor?  

      

There’s a process there, for Agents. Gain the Targets trust by befriending 

them, let them know you have abilities too, then introduce them to the Portal 

world and the Base. That’s why Sean is here. And these psychos are here to 

make sure that doesn’t happen. I’m not ready to join the Base, with the many 

murder attempts on me and all the war that follows in my wake. I’m not ready 

to die yet, either. Wow, that one’s new. But having these abilities gives my life 

some sense, purpose, meaning. Only a few seconds have passed, my pulse is 

still throbbing too hard, my heart is right underneath my uvula. Plan! Run. First, 

home.  

 

I can’t stay here; this is already too close to my sister. My brother lives even 

closer to me and they can NOT get to him. I start running, even though my 

physique is not build for it. But with the intense adrenalin rush and the thousand 

images still rushing through my head, I barely even notice my body flying 

through the streets, or my feet hitting the ground. My life here, as a nobody, is 
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over. I have to get away from here. I’ll cash out the rest of my money, pack my 

medicine, some clothes and the basics. Light packing, bad back, a lot of 

traveling. Cash only, no phone or laptop, they can be traced. I don’t want my 

family, or newfound enemies to think I’m on my way back anytime soon, or 

that I’m just on a small trip. This is it. It’s so surreal, I can barely comprehend 

it, but I’m still running. I’m halfway now and I have a plan. Pack basics, take 

the bus down to the ferry connecting to Germany, cash out money. Practice 

abilities until they are second to breathing. Which I’m barely doing any of right 

now, but I still run, ignoring the burning sensation in my throat and the searing 

in my legs. I don’t know how long they will be unconscious and they will most 

likely have cars. I’m scared, because there will be no second chances. If they 

find me again, I’m dead or they’ll capture and torture me. And that is one thing 

I’m not sure I can endure. Or worse, I can.  

I’m almost home now, mentally packing already. What do I even do when I 

get to Germany? How far down Europe do I go? Avoid cameras, I should avoid 

cameras. I know DJ, the Greens Control Room-guy has access to all cameras, 

databases, you name it. 

 

I hurry inside, as a small thought is edging its way into my head; I should try 

not making too much noise, alerting Sean. I rip a backpack off of a bedpost and 

start throwing stuff down there. Two sets of clothing, three sets of underwear. 

Toothbrush and -paste. I put medicine into a cooler bag, along with cooling 

elements. I throw one of my favorite books, a couple of notebooks and a pen 

down into the backpack. My MP3-player and headphones are already in my 

jacket, so I rip out the charger cord from my desk drawer and stuff it down the 

bag too. What am I missing? Am I missing more? Pads, dammit. Alright, I think 

I’m done. I rush to the door, but stop and turn around, rip open a cupboard and 

throw some food into my backpack. It’s stuffed now and I really need to get out 

of here. If they know about my abilities, they know where I live. I run out of the 

apartment, starting to feel myself again, which is bad, because that means pain. 

A LOT of pain. But I can’t stop now and I start running again, at a bit slower 

pace. I head for the bus station, but take a different route, hoping they don’t spot 

me. Please. Just please let me get on a bus, I can rest there.  

     

The bus drives all the way down to the ferry boat. I get on it, in a blur of 

adrenalin, confusion and shock. And pain. Holy crap, the pain. I’m not sure how 

long I just sit on a double seat, in a dark corner of the ferry, just leveling my 
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breathing, trying to survive the sharp waves of pain, trying to flood me. A plan, 

I need a plan. Where am I going to go? What am I going to do? What about 

medicine? Food, shelter, heat. I get cold more often than not.  

     

First things first, location. I need to get far, but I don’t have a lot of money. 

Crap, I have to become a pocket thief. It has to be a warm country, so I don’t 

freeze to death in the night. From Rostock, I know how to get to Berlin. There, I 

can find a train to Italy. Italy is good, Italian food and warm weather. Halfway 

between Denmark and Germany, I find the Information desk and ask for a quick 

google search, that tells me I can take a train from Berlin to Venezia Mestre 

Ospedale, with a stop in München. It’s going to take almost 14 hours and all of 

my money, but I’ll just have to do it. I have to get away from here. Away from 

the Black Jackets and Blue Jackets and Green Jackets and danger and craziness. 

I’ve had a lot of premonitions about what is going to happen to me, if I go with 

the Greens. I know I belong with them, but if I go, I also become the target of 

the bad guys. And so far, I’ve seen them attack the Base, stab me, shoot me, 

kick my ass. I think I get tasered at one point, too. And then there is Ikaroff. I 

get this Major Villain vibe from him. I shudder at the thought of him and decide 

I need to know more about what’s going on with me and that world, before I 

enter it. For all of my life, social skills have been well avoided from my gene 

pool and every friend I have ever had, has left me, never saying why. I don’t 

human very well, so the thought of going down to a world, where I would have 

to live closely with a bunch of people, that are going to turn away from me 

sooner or later, while I have to be in mortal danger for them half the time – I’m 

not intrigued.  

All the running, hurting and general high pulse state of being has worn me 

out, so I lie down on the double seat. I drift away in a light and uneasy sleep. 
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2 months later 

 

  I sneak around the corner, hissing at myself, for not bringing my glasses in 

the rush. Moron. My pulse is in my throat, threatening to expose me at any 

moment, throbbing so loudly, I’m sure others would be able to hear it. It’s 

warm, despite the evening hours. This HAS to go well, the heat helps my body, 

but not enough. I need my meds, but by now I know enough of this world, the 

portal world and DJ, to know walking into a hospital with my social security 

card, asking for medication, will definitely alert them all. I managed to find an 

internet cafe, so I could google my way to information, about where the nearest 

storage house is and how to get there. One of those are located in a small town, 

outside of Bologna. I hitchhiked and jumped onto the back of trucks, like in a 

movie, to pass the distance, while praising the stars I’m too smelly, ugly and 

pathetic to be raped or murdered. Being homeless give you a sort of invisibility 

and in my current situation, I welcome it. I have only had one shampoo-lacking 

shower and a dip in the sea, on a beautiful, secluded beach. It was small and 

kind of looked like a hidden pocket. I had stayed there for a couple of days, 

gaining strength, planning, training my abilities and tried to find food. I tasted a 

jellyfish. Never again! 

 

Turning the cameras away with a wave of my hand, I sneak closer to the back 

door. It’s only lit up by a lonely, nude light bulb, with a swarm of mosquitos 

dancing around it. I finally reach the door, ignoring the pounding in my ears and 

look around the premises one more time to check for company, while putting on 

white cotton gloves. Then I push the door unlocked and go in. There’s an alarm-

pad on the side and I compress it with a hand hovering above it, until it curls 

together with a fizzle and some sparks, like a servant bending to its master. I 
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give out a long sigh of relief, just now realizing that I’ve been holding my 

breath, since I unlocked the door. I lean up against the cold steel-door, catching 

my breath. 

  

I finally open my eyes, to get a look at what’s in front of me. There’s a full-

scale frosty wall, parted up in large squares of wooden frames. The warehouse 

is tall, making the frosty wall seem huge and intimidating, as to warn off 

potential trespassers… like me. I approach the door and see the keypad. Same 

fizzle-and-sparks show as the alarm-pad and I’m in. Pallets and pallets of meds 

stacked up in a large, open, but dark room. I push the cameras in my opposite 

direction and start the search. It’s very chilly in here and I shudder. The thin 

jacket I’m wearing over my skinny shoulders, doesn’t really do the job in here. 

The meds need to be kept cool, my biggest challenge, when I don’t have a 

steady base. I have had to learn how to short-distance telekinetically pick pocket 

from rich-looking people. Cash only and return the wallets immediately. I’ve 

gotten pretty good at it and I hate it, because it goes so strongly against my 

nature. But it provides me with enough cash to stay in tiny, shitty motels or 

B&B’s – but with fridge access. I still have a cooler bag, so I can transport my 

meds, but they are only good for a few hours. I stole a new cooler bag, a much 

fancier one, that can transport the meds for longer. It’s heavier, but if I want just 

the smallest chance out here, I need to take my medication. I need a dose, every 

two months, to be somewhat okay. I justify it with the fact that I would need 

this, regardless of a home or not, but I still feel terrible for having to do this. I’m 

not cut out for this high-risk, poor conditioned life and I miss my god-awful 

studio apartment. And my brother. And my mom, as cliché as that is. On the 

bright side, adjusting to life on the street, learning how to steal from warehouses 

as well as people; trying to, figure out how to get food and shelter, while 

keeping my meds good; training my abilities and trying to avoid cameras; I 

really haven’t had time to be a severely depressed, suicidal, extremely lonely 

loser, with no hope for anything. There’s a bright side to everything, I guess. I 

sigh heavily again at these thoughts and because of my bad habit of shallow 

breathing.  

    

I finally find the glass-incased pallet with ‘Stumelia’ written on it. It’s locked 

with a new keypad on a small, vertical lid. Small bang, fizzle and open. I really 

hope the cooling system won’t be affected, but it looks okay. I take two doses, 
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place them carefully in my cooler bag, close the lid and get out of there, with 

hurried carefulness. Done, I’m good for the next six months now.  

Back out in the fresh air, I start towards the forest lying next to the warehouse, 

as quickly as my pained legs can carry me. I know there’s a bus stop a while 

down the road, on the other side of the small forest. From there I can take a bus 

down to the town I’m staying in, at the moment.  

I had a premonition about a week ago. I saw this young woman, she lives in 

the town and works in the supermarket. Her name is Eleonora, she is in the 

beginning of her twenties, like me, she’s secluded, scared and in the strong need 

of someone to talk to and support her. I think she just discovered her ability, but 

I’m not sure what it is yet. I keep going over how I will approach her. I’m 

nervous, because I’ve never been very good at socializing to begin with and 

making the first approach has always been an Achilles Heel to me. Hopefully 

something will come to mind, when I see her and things can start up naturally. 

 

The bus finally arrives and I step in, pay the fair and find a seat in the far 

back, dark corner. I’ve had a couple of premonitions of that whole process of 

meeting a new Target, gaining their trust, revealing your own ability in the end 

and starting the whole Speech of Convincement, to introduce them to the Base 

World and all its wonders. The hope is to be able to do that in a peaceful and 

quiet environment, before the Dark Jackets (Black and Blue Jackets) crash the 

party, trying to take over or kill the Target. They’re fucked up creatures, those 

two groups. The Blue Jackets are the Black Jackets’ soldiers. They used to be 

regular human beings, but the Blacks took them and scrubbed them clean of 

humanity. Basically, gave them a non-immobilizing lobotomy and then filled 

them up with nothing but hate, anger, termination and a goal - Greens. And now 

me, apparently, hooray. They are trained in hand-to-hand combat and gun 

practice and cares for absolutely nothing but the mission. Soldiers. Barely-

human soldiers.  

    

The last three weeks has made me realize that I’m an empath too and it is 

freaking me out. It has been no fun, especially crowds of more than five people 

are tough for me to handle. I’ve had a few freak outs and two incidents of 

ambulances called for me. I got out of there just in time. I have been sitting in a 

bus and giggling for no reason, thanks to a couple in the back.  

Because of the way the Blues are constructed, raw and pure, the emotional 

impact they have on me is purely painful. I can get all kinds of input from 
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Pacers and Basers, but the Blues are just pain. As if someone had left a 

Morningstar with eject-able spikes in my chest, that springs open by their 

presence. I think being around more than a dozen of them will be torture. The 

Black Jackets are painful too, but they add human emotion to the mix, but all 

the negative ones. Even their joys are hurtful, because they only rejoice in 

others suffering and achieving their vindictive goals. My meeting with Joseph 

was harrowing and the aftermath felt like I had been beaten up from the inside. I 

could feel him indulge in my fear and they all got riled up on each other’s 

intensity and excitement, for what was supposed to be my torture session and 

possible demise.  

Green Jackets are much easier, because their baseline is good. I can’t 

physically see it, but I can sense everyone’s core. Dark Jackets are naturally 

evil, Greens are naturally good, while Pacers are more muddled. I can sense it, 

but they are more muddled. But it does seem to me, that if you have abilities, 

you also have a much clearer baseline for which side you belong to. It brings up 

a lot of questions of Them Vs Us, destiny and free will, but I think I have 

enough on my plate, to start contemplating the big universal questions. I sit up 

straight, startled. My deep thoughts have seemed to make me forget to keep an 

open eye on the road and I have just missed my stop. I quickly push the stop 

button and await the bus coming to a hold, while embracing myself for a long 

walk, on throbbing hips. 

 

Close to midnight, I’m in my motel room. I’ve taken the meds and cried my 

way through a sausage and a small juice box, as my birthday dinner. I turn 22 

today. I’m still hungry, but it’ll have to do. I have to go out and try to snatch 

some cash from rich-looking people tomorrow. I need more food to get by and 

to pay the rent for this Bed & Breakfast room.  

I’m sitting on the bed, trying to muster up the energy, to get ready for the 

night. I then notice something out of the corner of my eye. I jump at the sight of 

a young man, sitting in a full lotus position on the floor. How the hell did he get 

in here? I can’t feel him. At all. He doesn’t look well, like he has a flu and is 

exhausted. I ask him who the hell he is and how he got in here, but opening his 

mouth, lips moving, no sound comes out. Actually, there is no sound around 

him at all, I can’t even hear his breathing, even though I can see his chest 

quickly move up and down. I shake my head in confusion and tell him I didn’t 

hear him and he tries again. I’m scared and confused. So far, I haven’t met 

anyone I couldn’t feel. It’s like he’s not even here, but how is that possible? I 




