
        
            
                
            
        

    
	The End of Power Part Two

	Monsters

	 


When I started this project, I had a simple idea.

	A villain.

	I wondered, what would happen, if the villain is there on the periphery, mentioned, fleetingly, to become something worse, something terrifying.

	72- That was where my story began, where it would end.

	And soon I realised this story wouldn’t be as simple as 1 book. But 3.

	“Monsters” is the darkest moments, the beginning of the end, it is also more than just the one story we’ve seen.

	It features a story I partially posted online before but has been heavily revised.

	There are trials and tribulations and heartbreak to go through.

	Thanks for reading and enjoy.

	Neal.

	 


Prologue

	The doctor stands with his syringe, now empty, he tosses it to the side, he sobs, the file before him, and he swigs back on a bottle of cognac.

	“Early to be getting drunk?” Paula Reed’s face is flushed with happiness as she enters the room; however, her positivity dissipates when she sees Doc has been crying. “What’s wrong?”

	“I did something, something terrible, and now I think I can say that 72 is the worst thing we ever made.”

	Paula sighs “what 72 can do is incredible, and terrifying yes, but just think that kind of power, we could change the world.”

	“Or end it.” 

	~~~

	The three people step through a large stone arch in the entry way of the train station, each carrying a duffel bag, they walk quickly, intent in every step.

	Each person is dressed head to toe in black, except for and arm band that each wear on their right arms, one is green, one is red, the other is yellow.

	“Okay Green, you set up at the junction of the highway” Red speaks, their voices are muffled but not distorted, this is the only reason that Green and yellow know that he is a man, their employer would know more, but they know better than to ask.

	“I’ll take the Tube” Yellow speaks, a feminine voice for sure. Yellow splits from the other two first, she walks quickly to the east exit, Red looks at Green who nods, Red nods and the two head off to their respective objectives.

	~~~

	Bailey opens her eyes; she sees the birthday card immediately. Sitting up she opens the envelope and smiles.

	‘Mum’ is emblazoned across the front she smiles, sits up and looks to the door, the little girl, her little girl bounces in, Sasha is nearly 5.

	“Did I wake you mummy?”

	Bailey smiles “it’s okay baby girl, I needed to be up anyway.”

	“You haven’t got to work today mummy?”

	“No, I know, but I like to get stuff done” Bailey adjusts her pyjamas, and stands up, she opens the top drawer of her dresser and looks at her mobile phone, dozens of missed calls and text messages litter the screen.

	She opens the phone and flicks to a message; it is from a man at the mayor’s office.

	In truth, Bailey had been the officer for PowerBorn relations for some time now – but this was a strange occurrence.

	Her skin prickles, she sees the news in text after text, but she does not believe it, she walks past Sasha and downstairs into the front room.

	The room is simply adorned with white and blue colours; the palette is designed to be calming, pale colouration of her sofa and her. 

	Bailey turns on the TV, her heart sinks, she slumps onto the sofa, her mouth open, she brings her hands up, covering her face she sobs, she feels him before he introduces himself, she looks up to see Curtis stood in a full body armour suit in a dark emerald green.

	“Three hundred and seven.”

	“Dead?”

	Curtis pulls off his mask, both his eyes in place “three hundred and seven dead, a further hundred and thirty-eight injured, one of which is critical.”

	“How?”

	He doesn’t answer, he simply hands her a USB stick, she gets up and plugs it into a port in the side of the television, the menu opens up and she taps the screen to open the folder then the video file, the footage shows three people in full body armour in the train station, the video then splits into three feeds, each tracking one of the trio.

	One then enters the Tube station, one drops a duffle bag by a junction of the motorway, the third is showing entering a hotel.

	The footage cuts to the image of an eye in a close up, the eye is blue, the white area is bloodshot, the pupil seems to shine, as if the camera reflection is bright, but were it too bright surely the person would be blinking.

	“Bailey, Curtis, PowerBorn, I convinced three people to bomb three targets, to send a very simple message, anytime, anywhere I can and will kill you, because the PowerBorn are everything wrong with this world.”

	The footage cuts out, Bailey looks at Curtis.

	“Any non-essential PowerBorn should be moved, perhaps now we can implement the safe-hive protocol.”

	Curtis nods “I’ll get on that, anything else?”

	“Find my husband” Bailey sighs “he’s not PowerBorn but he has a right to know.”

	 


Story 1: The Trinity

	 


Chapter 1

	Justin wakes, his bones ache, 20 going on 50 they always tell him. He looks at his bedroom mirror, his blue green eyes at odds with his mixed-race skin. His mother is Nigerian, or so the story goes, he hasn't known much of her, but for the birthday cards.

	Although he suspects his dad writes those. His father is Italian, has brown eyes, from the pictures he has seen of his mother he can see she also has brown eyes.

	He doesn't understand genetics, but when he was 15 his father had a DNA test to put his mind at least half to rest.

	Dressed in his jeans and t-shirt, he eats his toast at the dinner table. His parent's house is large, spacious; the dinner table is located in the conservatory. The rain gently taps the glass, almost as if a metronome was ticking away.

	Justin stands up stretches, clicking his back and his knuckles he groans. Finally, he decides that it is the time that he must face the world.

	He returns to his room and turns on the data on his phone. The phone buzzes frantically for a few seconds, all the overnight notifications arriving at once.

	He places the phone on the bedside cabinet and sighs, after a few prolonged seconds the phone begins to chime.

	He picks it up and swipes to answer the phone.

	"Good morning young man."

	Justin then moves the phone so he can see the screen; he returns the phone to his ear when he sees the caller ID "Hello Matt."

	"Justin it's one, please tell me you haven't just this minute woke up."

	"Been up about ten minutes, give or take" Justin sighs "what do you want Matt?"

	"Grumpy sod, aren't you?" Matt laughs "Izzie and I are going camping if you want in?"

	"Go sleep in a tent whilst you bang your missus ten yards away? Nah I think I am good!" Justin chuckles.

	"Dude" Matt sighs "you have to get out of that house" the door knocks, Justin sighs "yes Justin, that is me, and I am not taking no for an answer."

	"Give me five minutes."

	~**~

	The radio hums a little in the beat up three-door car, Izzie sits behind of the wheel. Matt stands alongside the car, despite the damp weather he is in a black vest, green Panama hat, and torn black jeans, he is also, as always, chewing gum.

	"Welcome to the land of the living" Matt smirks, chewing his gum loudly.

	"Hey Izz" Justin calls into the car.

	"Hey!" she replies in her usual singsong tone.

	"As much as I just want to stay in bed, I am also very broke" Justin looks at Matt "why are you dragging me out?"

	"Amy dumped you, it sucks yes, but you deserved better anyway!"

	Justin lowers his head. Even with all the complications of their breakup, Justin felt a flash of annoyance that Matt had spoken negatively of his ex. Matt obviously realised his faux pas.

	"Bro, I am sorry, and I hope that you find love, but this adventure of ours is just what your bleeding heart needs."

	Justin moves past Matt and slips into the back of the car. He pulls his headphones from his pocket and puts them in, he plugs the jack into his phone and selects the latest playlist and snoozes in the car.

	~**~

	In his dream, he can see a figure, a muscular naked man, covered in blood. Between Justin and this powerful figure, is a pile of mutilated bodies.

	The figure says something the Justin cannot hear, and turns, behind the figure a girl Justin hadn't noticed before, the figure grabs the girl by the throat, she grabs the man's wrist and suddenly there is a blinding flash...

	Justin opens his eyes, the dream had seemed so real, he didn't really understand it. But he knew in his gut that it was important.

	"Look like you've seen a ghost" Matt chuckles. He turns down the radio, the fade out of some pop song is playing and the news reader begins to discuss the travel updates, before leading into the headlines.

	"It has been one year since the PowerBorn became public knowledge when..." Matt switches the radio off fully.

	"Power born? Two words?"

	Izzie chuckles "Matt you're such a tool!"

	Matt shrugs in that nonchalant way he does "no… seriously, is it like, power hyphen born, or like a brand name PowerBorn or is it like just, power space born."

	Izzie looks at him, and then snorts a burst of laughter "you're such a dick!" She shakes her head "anyway, I think it's just a cover."

	Justin leans forward, furrowing his brow, holding back a laugh "you see the news reports?"

	"Yes!" she barks with an indignation "but hear me out, these reports, these events, you see how CGI works? So, the whole thing was staged to cover up some terror attack, to remove the idea of the real weapons that we should all be afraid of, so they can be developed in secret."

	"Izzie" Justin smiles, slumping back in the passenger's seat in the back of the car "you are lucky you are so pretty."

	~**~

	Justin pegs the metal bar into the ground, his tent is up, and Izzie and Matt are already drinking near the freshly made campfire. Justin stands and looks around, even during the early afternoon, the dark woods absorb most of the sunlight.

	Early August seems to want to keep the sun lower in the sky, Justin walks beyond the nearest tree, whilst behind him, he can hear Izzie giggling. Mumbled words indecipherable but he knows they will be getting intimate shortly.

	He moves past brambles and trees, always aware of his surroundings. Justin comes to a lake; it takes him a moment to realise the strange thing his eyes are seeing.

	The lake is frozen, a small rabbit is encased in ice a few inches from his feet. He steps back his heart beginning to thump harder, he glances in both directions along the distance of the lake.

	"Help" he hears the voice whisper, he turns to see a young woman laid on the floor, behind him, she struggles to stand, touches a tree, where her hand connects ice spreads across the damp bark.

	She is covered in sweat, her eyes wild, Justin moves to her, he kneels with her and smiles "what's your name?"

	"Carole..." she whimpers, her face wild and scared.

	"Okay Carole, you can generate ice, right?" Justin smiles "can you tell me what's wrong?"

	"I...." she hesitates; tears roll from her eyes and freeze on her cheek "I froze them, my brother and his ...... I...." she slumps to a seated position, above them the sky begins to darken.

	Justin glances up, then back at Carole "Carole are you controlling the weather?" She nods in reply "okay, I need you to talk me through the anger."

	"My Husband, he... he..." the clouds intensify for a moment, she then rocks back, her face pale, her eyes intense "he screwed her" the sky cracks as if somewhere above a mystical dam broke, flakes of snow began to flutter down, first a few, then a furious flurry.

	Justin looks up, then back to Carole who is stood and running into the woods. Justin stands and gives chase as the snow becomes thicker still, falling so fast the resonant heat in the autumn ground could not melt it.

	He passes trees marked with icy handprints as the visibility drops to less than nothing.

	"Justin?!!" a voice echoes, it is Matt. All his life he has known that voice, but never once has it relieved him so much before.

	He follows the calls that come from both Matt and Izzie, when he finally reaches a tent, he slips in to find them both kneeling there, hidden from the storm.

	"What the hell man?!" Matt laughs, he then notices that Justin looks terrified "what happened out there?"

	"A girl did this, she said her name was Carole, she froze a riverbed nearby, then she said something about a guy, I assume her boyfriend, husband whatever...." Justin glances at the entry of the small tent "that and she killed someone, and then this happened."
 

	The sunlight now couldn't penetrate the trees or storm, rendering the outside pitch black. He slinks towards the opening and glances back "Matt, I need you and Izzie to make your way to your car, I need to find the girl who is doing this!"

	Justin slips through the fabric before his friends can respond, he knows they will do as he asks, people just listen to him. As he pushes forward into the storm, he can feel the harsh cold of the snow abrading his skin.

	"Carole!" he shouts, and he blindly waves his arms trying to find his way in the flurry. As he pushes on, he feels leaves and branches with his fingertips, suddenly he stumbles into a clearing, the ground beneath his feet is frozen, the storm swirling around him in a large circle, Carole stood in the middle.

	He realises this is the eye of her storm. Stood still for a moment he wonders how best to proceed as if this was a normal situation and had a normal answer.

	"Carole, my name is Justin, I am mixed race and all my life I had struggled with that, wondering if I was black, or white, then one day I woke up I realized that other people don't define me" she looks at him her eyes glowing a brilliant blue "this guy doesn't define you, he doesn't get to define you!"

	"He killed me..." she chokes on her rage, the storm ebbs and flows, her power intense and vast.

	"Has he tried to talk to you?"

	She shakes her head "I couldn't stop myself, then when I went to my brother ... I just ran, I just ran and ran until my chest began to burn, then I realised I was at the lake and..."

	"Did you know you had this power before?"

	"Yeah, I..." she sighs, the storm begins to subside, she is calming Justin realises.

	"I discovered my power about eight months ago, my friend kept complaining that the car was getting cold" she smiles "then it started snowing inside my car, and I realised all the cold spots people were complaining about when around me, were caused by me."
 

	As she calms, a dark figure moves in the trees in Justin's periphery, he feels a stinging sensation in his neck, and everything becomes a blur.

	~**~

	The pile of bodies is there again, he is stood with a woman he doesn't recognise, a beautiful woman, a different woman to the first dream, he looks at her and she smiles.

	"The time is right for you to know what you are, you are one the PowerBorn, but not just that, you are part of the Trinity, three PowerBorn I dreamt of once, who must come together to stop him" she indicates the pile of bodies "I cannot see his face, he is dangerous, as dangerous as any before, or anything since."

	"Who are you?"

	"Call me Cybil, should you survive, you will meet me soon, but in a time far from now, but some things aren't so easily predicted." She smiles, then looks at him "When you wake the agents will be asking you about powers, I know what yours are, but you have not needed them yet, so they haven't manifested."

	"I have power?"

	"Yes, and with it, you will accomplish great things!"

	"You said that I am part of the Trinity, Trinity means three, right? Who are the other two?"

	She smirks, meets eyes with Justin "you are as smart as you are handsome, but all things in their time, you are waking up now..."

	~**~

	Justin opens his eyes; he quickly realises he is handcuffed. He lifts his hands to see that the chain between the cuffs is fed through a loop in the large metal desk before him.

	There is the feel of an interrogation room to this place, but there is no camera nor is there a mirror, the door opens after what feels like ten minutes.

	An old man with shaved head and grey beard enters the room, he sits in the chair opposite Justin and smiles.

	"My name is Elijah" the old man smiles, but it is a fake smile, meant to induce calm into Justin. However, the smile reminds Justin of a shark.

	"Who shot me?"

	"That was a tranquillizer, it was wholly required until we knew who had the power we were seeing" as Elijah spoke his voice remains flat, unwavering, but matter of fact – yet didn't seem accusatory.

	"And I suppose you are still figuring that out?"

	"No" he holds his hands up defensively "the girl, Carole I believe, she had the power." Elijah adjusts in his seat looks down, rubs his neck and giggled darkly under his breath, he then looks up and returns to his straight-faced manner.

	"So then..." Justin raises his hands to indicate the handcuffs.

	"We have tests for powers, and you are positive for the markers, however, your brain activity is normal, in my experience, this means that the powers haven't manifested."

	Justin nods, unsure how to act, Elijah smiles, staring, then rubs his brow as if considering something.

	"...You knew that already?" he mutters eventually, he interlocks his fingers, clasping his hands on the desk, his tone returns to normal, "so, how do you know if you haven't manifested?"

	"I've been having really weird dreams, one of them was a girl saying I have power..." Justin shrugs "also when I followed Carole, I felt something in me, maybe empathy for her plight, maybe on some level I knew that my power was there."

	Elijah slumps back in his chair, his hands hang limply at his side "makes sense" he looks up at the ceiling then sits forward, placing his hands, palms down on the table "I am going to be straight with you, kid."

	"Okay."

	"I cannot discuss my interest in you, your power or any political stuff to do with human rights or equality, my priority was to take the girl down, her house had been found encased in ice, her boyfriend and a woman dead inside, frozen to death...

	"When the police found her brother and his spouse deceased in similar circumstances, we got the call, deployed as we are expected to, what with everything, it makes sense to be frightened of the PowerBorn, but that girl has rights, so we have brought her in, to try and help her control it."

	"And me?"

	"You get to go free, but I need to know some things. First, do you know of any other dangerous PowerBorn?"

	"No."

	"Do you have any reason to assume that there is anyone who means to use your power when it manifests for personal gain."

	"The only people who know I have a power are in this room..."

	Elijah smirks at that, nods, then waves his right hand, the cuffs pop open and fall onto the desk, Justin stares at the handcuffs that now lay on the desk, he looks back to Elijah.

	"Like I was saying, this isn't about powers as a threat I am trying to protect her, and you, from the world" Elijah sighs, as if defeated "Look I don't expect you to trust me, or even to believe what I am saying, but I want you to take this."

	Elijah reaches into his trouser pocket and takes out a wallet which he unfolds and slips a business card from, the card is embossed with just 'Elijah' and then a contact number.

	"Call me if you need anything, or have any questions, and if you feel confident enough to confide in me when it happens, call me to tell me what your power is..." Elijah smiles "And maybe I will tell you the actual truth."

	~**~

	Justin is sat in the armchair of his dad's study, the TV mumbling quietly before him, he sips at the glass of Jack Daniels and Cola.

	He thinks of the girl, Carole, and the pretty girl from his dream, Cybil. He knows that the storm in the woods and the girl he dreamt about are part of something, some unseen force guiding him to a destination, but he cannot fathom what.

	The TV is reporting the 'freak storm’, but people won't buy it, the cat is out of the bag, and the PowerBorn are real. He wonders what his power could be.

	When he was speaking to Elijah, he had deliberately left out the pile of bodies in his dreams, he hadn't mentioned that he felt an imposing sense of danger, he places his glass on the coffee table. Justin knew he had misled Elijah, but then he felt as though Elijah had kept something from him.

	A knock at the door startles him, he stands and makes his way from the study, down the long hallway to the front door. He opens the door, stood there is a teenager, probably sixteen or seventeen, Justin smiles.

	"Can I help?"

	"I am looking for Justin."

	Justin feels his skin crawl, this young man who he has never seen before has just turned up on his doorstep.

	"I am Justin, can I help you? “The young man smiles, holds out his right hand and a small ball of fire forms an inch from his palm.

	He meets Justin's eyes "We need to talk..."

	 


Chapter 2

	Frankie turns off the TV, a strange weather phenomenon had occurred overnight. A blizzard in August is news-worthy weird, rain yes, snow, not so much. She knew immediately that it was related to what she could do. She stands up and holds her hand open, the faint flicker of energy masses in her palm.

	She knows the storm must have been a power like hers, but far superior to hers. She takes off her shirt, her tank top underneath is black with band logo patches sewn on. In her mind she recalls the last gig she attended and smiles, she glances at the tattoos on her arm and sits.

	She takes her phone from her jeans pocket and dials her dad's phone number.

	"Hey, Frankie" he answers on the second ring, his accent thick Scottish.

	"Seen any news pa?"

	"The snowstorm was your doing?" Her father asks, he knows about her power, she had never hidden it from him, not that she really knew how to use it.

	"No, but I think it is someone like me" she hesitates "Pa, what if the one who made the storm is dangerous?"

	"Do you have any reason to think they could be?"

	Frankie frowns to herself. She isn't sure what exactly caused the storm, though in her mind she is certain it was someone or something like her. She says her goodbyes to her dad and slumps back in her chair.

	For a long time, she sits in silence, then she leans forward and presses play on her media remote. The crooning of Frank Sinatra fills the room and her soul.

	~**~

	In her dream, she can see a figure, stood covered in blood. He is powerful, cruel and she can see the pile of broken bodies before him.

	"Who are you?" he mutters to her, he then grabs her by the throat, she grabs his wrist and feels a burning sensation in her hand.

	She wakes up, sat upright, her chest covered in cold, clammy sweat; she glances at her left hand, the skin red and raw.

	"What was that about?" she coughs she looks up to the wall – a strange burn on the white wall above her TV.

	~**~

	The kettle whistles as it boils "and the burn on your hand?" even as he lifts the kettle, Frankie's dad looks solemn.

	"From whatever that dream was"

	Her dad frowns he seems to be seriously contemplating this dilemma, Frankie knows her dad well enough that he wouldn't think she was lying, but on some level, he must be thinking that this sounds crazy.

	Frankie sure does.

	"So, who was he?" Her dad takes a few eggs from the fridge, a tub of sunflower spread, he places these on the counter.

	"Never seen him before, just a normal dude, toned sure, but not massive, his face was..."

	As her dad takes Frankie's hand she feels stronger again, as if he knew the burden of the fear that still beats hard at the inside of her chest. He then walks to the bread bin, takes out the extra thick loaf.

	"His face was blank like it was burned over a wound." She can almost see him stood before her, talking without a mouth, blood red eyes filling up the entire socket, mouth, and nose were gone, just a full smooth scar where features should be.

	"Maybe do some research, maybe this dream and the reason you have a memento of it happened for a reason." Her dad smiles.

	"I guess."

	"Now, do we want bacon?"

	~**~

	Her dad, as always, was probably right, as she read more and more small articles on dreaming, she found no indication of them being able to actually affect the real world. She did, however, find more than a few instances of dreams being precognitive.

	As she finds more and more instances of dreams leading to the events therein, she writes her dreams down, the ones she clearly remembers:

	He is big, powerful, the pile of bodies is a bloody mess, few of them are whole, and most, in fact, are the torso and head and nothing else.

	He is naked, smeared in blood, his face is a blur, I cannot see it, like a wound that is burned over, or maybe a mask of flesh.

	She puts her pen down as if writing about the man will make him real or drag him into the real world through her dream.

	She suddenly remembers the 'Nightmare on Elm Street' films, in that the dream monster, Freddy Krueger was a real man, who died but gained the power to terrorize the children of Elm Street in their dreams.

	She begins to research the film and found an article about a strange case involving the mysterious deaths of refugees in the 1970's, who had died in their sleep. Whether this was the basis of the film was moot, as it spoke of sudden, inexplicable death, and short-linked at the bottom of the article was an article about 'Sudden Arrhythmic Death Syndrome.'

	She reads about it, then sits back in the wooden chair which creaks a little. She feels a chill run the length of her body.

	"Looks pleasant" a voice behind her chuckles, she glances back to see a man with a shaved head and full grey beard. The man sits next to her and smiles "Elijah" he offers her a handshake, she smiles and accepts "sorry to disrupt you, is this for a paper?"
 

	"Oh, I am not in school" she smiles, he indicates the stack of books next to her.

	"Are any of those 'the Interpretation of Dreams' by Sigmund Freud?" he smiles, Frankie reaches over to the pile and moves them out of the way, she picks up the book and hands it to him.

	Elijah smiles "the receptionist said you had the only copy but hadn't checked it out"

	"No, I am just self-learning, how about you?"

	"A young man I am trying to help told me he had been having odd dreams, he wasn't specific, but I figure I could get him some help." He flicks a few pages in and smiles, he then looks at Frankie "I didn't catch your name?"

	"Frankie" she smiles.

	"If you want to understand dreams, and dreaming, I do this thing called 'lucid dreaming'; I would have these horrible nightmares, then I found lucid dreaming, so I would meditate and take control of my dreams, if they went bad, I could just open a door and be somewhere else, as long as I knew where that somewhere would be."

	"So, an escape route?"

	"Yeah, basically it is just that" Elijah smirks "here have my business card" he takes a small business card from his wallet and hands it to Frankie.

	"Where would you end up?" she smiles taking the card.

	"In my dream? Have you ever read the 'night watch' series by Sergei Lukyanenko? I open the door and step into the gloom, those swirling, slow shadows cannot affect me, and I can pass through freely."

	"What do you dream that is so bad if that is better?"

	He holds up the book "we all need our answers..."

	~**~

	The train rumbles along the tracks as it moves from the platform, Frankie's house is easier to get to from the village train station then the nearest bus stop, although it would be cheaper to bus – which makes no sense to her.

	"Are you for real?" a voice shouts behind her, she glances to see a girl and a large, fat man arguing. The voice was his, as he repeats himself numerous times, the girl just smirks.

	"Do one, Joe" the girl spits in his face, he grunts and smacks her with a backhand.

	"Hey!" Frankie is up and squaring up to the fat man in a split second before she can even process what is happening.

	"Back off girl!" the thug snarls as Frankie moves in between him and his target.

	"I don't know what is happening here, but I know enough to see that you're about to get violent!"

	The guy smirks and reaches into his pocket and pulls out a switchblade, Frankie waves her hand and a wave of translucent energy slams into the thug, knocking him back.

	The girl Frankie protected squeals, Frankie feels a chill run through her, the train screeches to its halt, the guy picks himself up and scrambles to the door.

	Frankie follows, her eyes wild with her power, she feels a hand on her shoulder. When she turns to face the passenger, it is the girl she had helped.

	"How did you..."

	"I don't know" Frankie looks down at her hands "I..."

	"Come with me" the girl smiles, she extends her hand "my name is Bonnie."

	~**~

	"It began with small flickers...." Frankie looks at Bonnie as they sit on the bench, each clutching a coffee from the kebab van.

	"Never like that?"

	"No, I just lost my temper, that guy speaking to you like that!"

	"Joe? He makes all evil and darkness, but he doesn't know evil" she smiles "but he couldn't fight his way out of a cardboard box!"

	Frankie laughs "Yeah, he won't bother you again."

	"No, he won't" Bonnie sips her coffee "I will have to get your number, maybe we could hang?"

	"Is Joe your.... ex?"

	Bonnie blushes "No, I'm... uh.... batting for the other team" she chuckles "she meets Frankie's eyes "you?"

	"Gay?" Frankie furrows her brow "Maybe..." she blushes "I don't rule guys out, I kind of consider myself bi."

	"That's cool... are you seeing anyone?"

	"No" Frankie smiles, looks at Bonnie who is blushing, they hold hands.

	The two sat on the bench until the sunset fully in the sky, then until the streets emptied, as the clocked neared 3 am, Frankie got up and walked to the station as Bonnie hails a cab.

	A few extra stops and Frankie is almost home. The sky is clear, stars twinkle as she looks up, and she smiles and takes her phone out.

	She sends Bonnie a text and turns into her street. Sat at the foot of her building's entry way, a figure is sat, she grabs her keys and approaches, a tingle in her gut. She couldn't see the man's face, but something told her that this man was somehow important.

	The figure stands, flicking back his hood a mask of metal is revealed.

	"Don't fret Frankie I am here to warn you, something is coming, the dreams are real."

	"Who are you?"

	"My mask not a clue? I cannot tell you who I am, but you need to be ready, ready for the storm that is coming, only the three of you can stop him..."

	Frankie feels her hairs on her arm stand on end "the man from my dream?"

	"His name is Caleb, he is dangerous, although he won't seem so initially..."

	The jerk of the train wakes Frankie, she sits forward as the train is nearing her stop. It seems the masked figure had reached out to her through her dream. She snatches her phone from her pocket and types the name Caleb into her phone's notepad.

	She can feel ice in her veins, there is a realization that something bigger than her has begun, and in the dream, the figure had said 'the three of you'.

	~**~

	She sits at the foot of her bed, acutely aware of the small blinking light on her answer machine in the hallway. She knows it's probably her dad, but her mind is racing.

	She glances at her phone, she has several missed calls from her dad's mobile, and she sighs and presses the call button. He answers on the second ring.

	"Everything okay?"

	"Having a weird day dad, but I am fine..."

	"Well, I know that tone, something spooked you!"

	"I found myself getting in this guy's face on the train, kind of scared me" she didn't know if she should talk about the dream, she hadn't ever lied to her dad about stuff that bothered her.

	"What aren't you telling me, honey?"

	"I dreamed about something I can't explain" before she can expand she hears the door knock "Dad, I better go, do me a favour though."

	"Anything for you darling..."

	"Can you phone me back in an hour or so... please?"

	"Of course," before he can get another word in she hangs up and goes to her apartment door, she opens the door; stood before her a young oriental man.

	"Frankie?"

	"Yes... How did you....?"

	He smiles, lifts his left hand and electricity jumps between his fingertips "My name is Hideo, and I think we need to talk..."

	 


Chapter 3

	They sit in a circle, the one girl standing

	"My name is the Yuki; I am a survivor"

	Only human beings could have a support group for survivors of domestic violence, Hideo smiles as he stares at the floor, listening. Yuki, the girl, pours her heart out, and he sketches on his pad a picture of his mother, the violent, deluded monster he had seen all too often.

	"Hideo right?" the voice is soft, effeminate. He looks up and meets the group organizers eyes "tell us about the drawing."

	Hideo stands, holds up the picture.

	"Her name is Su" he sighs "my mother, she would push and hit and scratch... Until a friend was around, then she would be a wonderful mother again. Then one day she snapped, stabbed my father, Koji, so when he recovered we left Japan

	"To this day I am not sure where she is, or if she is alive, and that terrifies me." The group applauded the bravery in discussing it, Hideo sits back down.

	He half listens as he sketches more, then a girl stands up.

	"My name is Frankie, and I am having these terrible nightmares..."

	Hideo looks up to see that blood has started to drop from the ceiling... He snaps awake, looking at the clock he can see it is 3 am.

	He scrambles to his drawer and retrieves a pen and notepad, he frantically writes down 'Frankie, Nightmares?'

	He wonders what this means, as if the cryptic nature of dreams
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