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Ember 1




Prologue.
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The snow has melted, and with it memories of the magic that once covered S.I.Haven have been washed away by the aggressive rainfall now hitting the streets as Anton races through traffic as fast as he can without losing control.

The Russian man does this at the request of Mark, who is currently sitting in the front passenger seat of the vehicle looking out the window with a thoughtful expression on his face, clearly thinking of complex matters that would otherwise presumably escape the minds of other young men his age.

That's not for a lack of intellect however, rather it has more to do with the fact that most young men Mark's age don't typically receive word of the potential demise of their famous rock star associate relayed from the originless child they serve as the legal guardian to...It's kind of out there as far as occurrences go, so it's safe to say Mark's thoughts right now are wandering into the One Of A Kind territory.

With that said, he was quite a distance away from the hotel where 27 is currently staying when Glim told him that the young rock star's life was in danger, so their long journey now allows Glim to verbally probe Mark on his intentions from her position in the car's back-seat whilst they wait.

Glim: Mark, do you seriously intend to risk your own potentially bright future to save 27 from certain death?

Mark: The term "certain death" is a little extreme, I'd say. This isn't the first time I've had to deal with fans mailing bombs to celebrities that I've been tasked to protect. Hell, disarming the ones that get sent to Doremi is something I just do to kill time if I'm ever awaiting her arrival when I've got business with her.

Anton: You go through the girl's mail because you're bored!?

Mark: Doremi leaves her unsorted fan-mail in big piles everywhere, there's a lot of it to get to. And unless it's a fan who is top priority or dying? I doubt she ever actually reads the letter. Most of the time it's her staff looking through it, and they normally just ask me to take care of it if and when I'm there.

Anton: How saintly of you...

Mark: Hey, do I detect a hint of judgement in your voice there, friend?

Anton: I'm not judging you. I'm just wondering what the hell those poor fools would do in the prospective event that you're not available to disarm a stamped and approved warrant of blazing death?

Mark: They have the city's bomb squad on speed dial. You'd be surprised how popular home made explosives are these days. But no matter how much I've advocated, no one seems to want to teach bomb disposal in schools.

Glim: Maybe the educational board wish to see their staff get their faces melted off with a carefully wired first-class letter?

Mark: I doubt they're so spiteful. They're likely just hesitant to approve something that seems so unnecessary and psychotic by design, since first hand experience with the dangers is the only true way to come to terms with appreciating their severity.

Glim: So you think we should send them a letter bomb to local lawmakers to articulate that point?

Mark: I'd rather just hold incidents such as the one we're about to walk into now up as an example of how it's becoming an issue that can no longer be ignored. Not just to our education board, but multiple other branches of this city's government. This kind of incident is becoming way too common for something as simple as bomb disposal courses to serve as an adequate solution.

Anton: On that much, I will agree. When bomb threats become more common than instances of shoplifting, it says something pretty bleak about the intent of this city's criminal underbelly.

Mark: I think it speaks to the rising tension between all of the warring criminal factions, too. 27's band members all have their own various groups of supposed stalkers that want and demand different things from the band around the clock. But this is the first time any of them have settled on the idea of threatening their mortal existence in response to their demands.

Glim: A childish thing to test the justice system on. Do those fools not realise that there are plenty of replaceable musicians where those ones came from. In this city, and also in that nation 27 brought them from?

Mark: His band, in the objective sense are replaceable, yes. But it would still dent the group's image. But that's beside the point. You can only be so impartial when speaking of normal artists. When it comes to 27 himself?...He's beyond irreplaceable. There would be no coming back from it for his group if he was gone.

Glim: Ah yes, I almost forgot about his skill.

Mark: Which is something that makes him impossible to deal with for most foes if they wanted to kill him in close proximity. But blowing him to pieces makes the act of killing him more plausible. The fact that the person who sent this explosive to him likely understands this, means he's perhaps someone who knows about the ember children on some level. Or at the very least can comprehend that 27 can exert control over his indoctrinated fan-base.

Glim: 27 should be more cautious. It is frankly laughable that we had to come out here to help him when even Doremi's staff can identify a mailed explosive in a way that keeps her from ever actually seeing them herself.

Mark: I don't exactly disagree with that. But then again it is also worth considering that 27 likely wanted us to come out for some reason, and that's why we're in this mess.

Glim: He has my number, and he knows where you live. If he is letting people almost kill him to get your attention because it is somehow more convenient for him? Then I feel I must suggest that we turn this car around now and leave him to fend for himself. For people who play stupid games deserve stupid prizes in the form of blazing parcels wiping their faces off of their skulls in a white phosphorus hellstorm.

Mark: If I thought he was luring us in on account of some prevailing undertone of malice? I too would indeed give the word to turn back.

Glim: Yet your wording still leads me to believe you'll choose to do otherwise?

Mark: Of course. Because it is obvious to me that this is more or less a simple bomb scare. I suspect that much is what he's trying to relay to me.

Glim: And what if you're wrong about this assumption?

Mark: Then...I guess we'll have wasted a hell of a lot of time that could've been better spent arresting muggers and traffic law violators.

Though this answer isn't exactly in any way satisfying for Glim, it serves as an adequate means of postponing any further questions until they arrive at the hotel where 27 and the rest of Knife of Tomorrow are staying.

Upon arrival Mark and Glim immediately step out of the car and head straight up to the hotel's penthouse suite, with Mark only taking a mere moment to notice the irregular flight patterns of a helicopter circling the building in this objectively difficult weather.

Anton is therefore left to deal with the valet for parking, given the extravagant nature of the establishment it is considered unbecoming to simply leave a car unchecked out front.

Assuming that his partner has it covered, Mark devotes his entire focus to the main task at hand, passing the main desk in the lobby without incident (since 27 told them someone of both Mark and Glim's description would be coming) and the duo then take an elevator to the top floor.

Given how smoothly things have been running thus far, as they ascend floors within the elevator, Glim can't help but voice her concerns as they both watch the number counter above the lift-door mover gradually higher.

Glim: This building's staff and guests both seem suspiciously calm, all things considered.

Mark: You're basing your assumptions on their demeanour in the understanding that they all know about the explosive in 27's room?

Glim: Is it not the hotel's duty to inform their residents of such a thing?

Mark: No, not by S.I.Haven's law, at least. Right now they're working with discretion, most likely to avoid any legal troubles.

Glim: If their guests die they will be liable.

Mark: Which is why playing dumb allows them to deny accountability with a skilled enough lawyer. Since they deal in only the wealthiest of clientele here, it's only natural to assume the owners would be well-versed in how to navigate any judicial mine field they'd find themselves in.

Glim: I assume you're saying they have connections and are exploiting the privacy of the rich to garner their favour?

Mark: Yeah. Turning a blind eye to anything, be it corrupt, controversial or just plain dangerous is second nature in a place like this. Frankly speaking I must commend 27 for his choice given the kind of things he can get up to on his free time.

Glim: As far as shelter is concerned this establishment did fail on the front of shielding him from the advances of the Reaper.

Mark: True, but then as I more or less said before, I kind of get the feeling he knew this outcome was likely. Especially since he didn't go out of his way to hire any additional security for himself when he was taking the time to do so for his band members.

Glim: The man has a death wish.

Mark: One might think so, but honestly I see it as he probably doesn't want to deal with all the precautionary steps that get added when one opts to make it someone else's business to ensure their own safety. He wouldn't be able to slip away as often to meet up with us if he was swamped with his own personal guards.

Glim: (Sarcastically)... The horror...

The lift doors open as Glim speaks these words, signalling their arrival as they step out and head to 27's room.

As previously described there is no security on hand, so all Mark needs to do is knock the door once in order to hear the voice of 27 calling out in a surprisingly relaxed tone from within.

27: It's open...

Which is all the confirmation that Mark needs as he opens the door and steps in to the hotel room to see 27 sitting on a large arm chair with his back to a window where the helicopter Mark noticed on the ground floor can be seen hovering outside.

Before Mark can say or do anything, he is forced to pull Glim closer to him as he bangs his fist off of the edge of a nearby serving tray situated on a counter to his left, causing it to flip through the air just as the attack helicopter opens fire from the hotel room's exterior.

Lord knows what calibre of bullets the Gatling guns are using, or how thick the tray in Mark's hand is, but for one reason or another he is able to block every single shot that comes his way by adjusting the position of the tray in accordance with the oncoming bullets, shielding both himself and Glim from harm long enough for him to drag Glim with him into cover by the right side of the window.

Standing in cover, Mark draws his handgun and promptly executes each and every single one of the men standing at the open side door of the hovering helicopter before they have a chance to fire a second set of rounds.

More importantly, Mark Intentionally fires one missing shot at the pilot to crack the windshield, an act performed in order to scare him off and return to wherever the hell
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