
        
            
                
            
        


	The End of Power

Part 1; Choices




Foreword.

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.

“Choices” serves as a sequel to Origins of Power, following on from those events, but also starts our new journey.

Dear reader, I truly hope that all the hours of writing, edits, rewrites and tough choices that our heroes make, tell you a story you enjoy, and that when the third book in this tale comes out, you will be moved, excited, and entertained.

Neal.





This book is dedicated to:

My love, my light, Ines.

Daniel & Lilly.

Shel – get writing mate.

 



		Prologue.



The siege spills from building to building, citizens screaming, running for their lives, 72 stands, with flames flickering from its body.

Power surges up into the air and the large metal pod slams into the ground. As the lock disengages, the mech steps forward, no pilot inside, no room for fear or hesitation. 

The machine steps towards 72, charging its shields to full capacity.

 72 reaches forward, its hand of flame reaching through the field and grabbing the mech by the metal. The machine kicks and spasms but the flame quickly engulfs it.

“Tell me 72, does this end here?” the voice is not familiar to 72, but the power is.

The power is like that which 72 had felt before years ago, the raw untapped potential of the original power line. 72 turns to face the unknown figure.

“Who are you?”

“I am Jean-Francois, or I was until I absorbed raw energy, a life form far older than man, something akin to a god.”

“And you think this...” 72 indicates the city around them, all billowing smoke and falling ash, “you think this ends with us? They will never stop whilst humans fear us.”

“Then give them no reason to be afraid.”

“Oh, they should be afraid, this ends tonight, this ends here, because I decree it.”

Jean-Francois smiles, his skin crackling with power, his eyes glaze with the passion that drives him now. Before him stands his opposite, his equal, yet he knows this is the beginning of the final chapter.

72 raises a burning hand, power building to a crescendo. The two-step forward, all their power is drawn to the surface, the very ground begins to tremble.

~~~

The doctor stands with his syringe, now empty, he tosses it to the side, he sobs, the file before him, 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.” 


		







	

Act 1 – All endings have a beginning.



 

We can see where it leads
It's like you can't
Can't kill the monster that feeds on you
No matter what you do
It seems to get you every time.

- Poets of the fall ‘No end, No beginning’


		







	

Chapter 1




		Bailey



Bailey is brushing her hair, the mirror is cracked, but perfectly usable for the task.

The silence breaks, but she smiles at the ringtone that indicates the sender of the message she has received.

To be sure she checks her phone, she has a media message from Jay – a link to a song, ‘Alchemy’ by KT Tunstall.

She presses play and sits quietly listening to the song, the words so pure and wonderful, she likes that he is thoughtful enough to keep sending her links to poetry and ballads.

She had been with guys who were only interested in one thing, and whilst she is sure Jay wanted... that - he at least seems capable of keeping his manners in check.

His affections weren’t totally unwelcome either; she just found it surprising that he had continued to persist in his affections for a person who had once treated him so badly.

She had recently become very inwardly aware of how cruel she had been before...

But that is just Jay all over; his heart is wired to put others first, in fact right now Jay was off helping Ash.

Not that Ash really needs the help, but that’s how much Jay enjoys helping others.

In the back of her mind, she thinks back to the times where she had been cruel before and forward to a time where Jay would be her one and only.

She hoped, truly, that she could put right the Bailey of old.

Once all this dust settles, the world may heal – she just wonders if his affections can sustain when they end up being victimized by the world.

They have power beyond those of regular people, and as such, they would surely grow to be feared, right now the fear is rational, focused on Ophimus, the monster that had killed so many and done so much damage.

But she knows eventually that humanity would find an excuse to fear them, humanity had a history of fear, Salem witch hunts, ethnic cleansing, even things like blaming a medium like cinema for real-life crimes, humanity always wants a scapegoat to punish.

Being mixed race, she had seen this kind of victimisation time and again, her cousins seen as common thugs because of their skin. But she knows from Jay, from seeing him, that the whole world isn’t that, just a loud minority.


		







	

Ash & Jay



Ash is loading boxes of supplies to the van; he doesn’t break a sweat, not even in the summer heat. The city is still being rebuilt after the man-machine Keith Wharton and the monster Ophimus had left it decimated in both the urban and suburban districts.

“Ash?” He knew, even before he turned, the voice of Jason Jay Fletcher, the leader of the small band of PowerBorn – people born with extraordinary gifts – based in the city.

Some of whom, himself included, had helped in stopping Ophimus and Keith Wharton, twice – in doing so they had an instant and unshakeable bond.

“How’s it going bro?” Ash tilts his head indicating the boxes “little busy for me right now.”

“I know, so I’ll be brief, we want you in our group. I know I already asked you, but I need you on board.”

“It’s not a ‘never’ Jay, it’s more like a ‘maybe’ right now. I’ve just been doing this a long time by myself, so taking on the role of ‘team player’ is a bit alien to me.”

Ash had operated a ‘for-hire’ hero page as ‘Ash-Justice’, not the most original name he could’ve been using for sure, but he had been helping people with odd, smaller-scale calamities.

“I know, just see it this way, together we can save more lives, do better, be more than any one of us could be alone” Jay places his hand on Ashley’s shoulder “think about it, please.”

“I am” Ashley nods “it’s just complicated.”

“I know, listen, I am heading to the high street to help distribute some supplies. So, I hope I’ll catch you tonight?”

Ash nods “I’ll pop by yours around eight, okay?”

“Eight is fine” Jay agrees, Ash indicates with a ‘thumbs-up’ and picks up another box.

He turns and begins to walk down the street, as he nears the corner of the road he hears a whistle, glancing up he sees a man with white hair stood before him.

“Jay?” the old man, who is dressed in a plum suit with a light mint coloured tie, isn’t familiar to Jay, however Jay is drawn to his eyes, which are monochromatic.

“Have we met?”

“No” the old man shakes his head, then extends his hand “my name is Mr Goodwin, but you can call me Alan.”

“Nice to meet you Alan, is there some way I can help you?” Jay is suddenly aware that this meeting is something, extraordinary, something more than the magic and mystery he had seen before.

“You can yes, I am interested in you and your friends, the PowerBorn as they are called.”

Jay smiles amused “you have an odd way of talking” the man has an almost ethereal way of speaking, as if his mind is constantly moving in a different realm to his body.

He smiles “what is the turn of phrase? I am not what I appear to be.”

Jay nods “no I can tell that” He has realised he cannot sense anything about this old man, as if he is something beyond Jay’s power.

“Just one question Jay, then I will let you on your way. If I came calling for help, would you help?”

“Absolutely” Jay confirms bemused by the whole encounter, Alan Goodwin nods and walks off down the street in the direction Jay had come from, Jay considers that something beyond his comprehension has just happened.


		







	

Sebastian



Sebastian is sat in his room, staring at the collage of charcoal drawings, the crow formed in the mix of dozens of other pictures, all but one of which are of the grotesque Raum. 

The last, the central picture, features Raum, but also a small, childlike caricature of Sebastian himself. 

Sebastian is sat with his knees tucked into his chest, his hands trembling, he can feel them burning. They need to draw, but he knows what Raum wants, he can feel that the creature is nearly real, nearly whole.

He looks to his left, the creature is stood by the writing desk, chains around his hands, Sebastian had drawn the chains into a small sketch he had thrown down of Raum.

It is always the most recent sketch that determined something new, but he had always been slim, tall, muscular in a feral wolf-like way, and always had a gas mask and a single horn.

Raum screams he wants freedom; he wants the freedom to unleash hell, unleash rage on the world.

That is what he is, a monster born of Sebastian’s power, but Sebastian could not bring himself to erase the creation, to erase his creation.

“Raum, you are staying put” Sebastian puts headphones in, and presses play as the beast begins to thrash around.


		







	

Sam & ?



She opens the door; the room is empty but for the man who is sat chained to a chair which itself is welded to the floor.

She is carrying a small fold-out camping chair, she folds the chair open and sits, and she looks at the man, who is in his forties, long black hair, thick black beard with flashes of grey and white.

His body is gaunt, his bone visible against his skin, his mouth is thin, and his eyes – surrounded by dark circles – are a vicious green.

“Sammy” the man hisses “Miss Cartwright.”

“I see you’re still an aggressor Harold” Samantha smirks, her voice filled with restrained aggression “I have others to help me, I don’t need you” she sits back “so you may as well tell me what you know about the work of Omani Singh.”

“Work, like me you mean?” Then the man’s green eyes seem almost to flicker as if charged simply by fury.

“Yes, just like you” A smile forms on her face.

“Far as I can tell he had access to fifteen or twenty firms, all of whom gave him the tools to manufacture different chemical agents. I am the accident that was waiting to happen, but no one will know about Howard Lawson.”

“No, they won’t. You must realise that you are too dangerous to be released and that once we find another who can take powers, then we will let you go.”

“I am only dangerous if I choose to be.”

Samantha sighs “I cannot take that chance” she stands “someone will be along with supplements later. Just behave; we are close to curing you.”

“It’s surely my choice.”

“Not with a power like yours I’m afraid.” She walks toward the door, and then looks back “I have only ever encountered you with power like it; I can’t understand how or why it works, so the steps we have taken are necessary.”

“How was killing my family necessary?”

“Because you are a walking biological weapon, Howard.”


		







	

Misha & Bailey



Misha is sat at the side of the lake where her brother had drowned, where her life had become irreparably broken. She throws a single stone across the surface; the stone skips three times then drops beneath the surface.

“Winter is coming.”

Misha looks up to see Bailey “sorry?”

“Winter, just a few months away, that’s when your brother died. I just wondered if you were ready for that.” Bailey sits next to her former best friend “I had Debra follow you because we need to talk.”

“Why do we?” Misha responds with contempt, Bailey, though she didn’t agree with it, knew that Misha had grown bitter as she felt that Bailey had chosen Jay over her.

Bailey knows this to be at least partly true, however, this shift in personality means Misha is now a threat, a monster in her own right.

“Misha, it’s been two months since you dubbed yourself ‘The Ice Wraith’ and I just think maybe if we could get past the animosity then maybe we could be friends again. But it seems you’re so eager to be found the victim in all this that you’ll victimise yourself.”

“Don’t psychobabble me, it’s irritating. I know you think you’re the hero and that I must be the villain, but it isn’t so black and white like that. Not in the real world, not like in those stupid comic books and stuff.”

Misha stands to leave, Bailey stands and begins to move toward her friend, but Misha pushes Bailey back.

“You aren’t my friend; you made your choice. So, stick with the bed you make and be a sell-out!”

“Sell-out? How can I be a sell-out? I was helped to understand what I am, what we all are, and to control it. I need you to let the animosity go, Misha, I need you to be my friend, I like Jay, but he isn’t you.” She extends her hand to her friend, but Misha swats it away.

Misha’s face is filled with rage, arrogance in her eyes “are you regretting the choice you made?” She slaps Bailey, “you are nothing to me!” Misha grunts, her voice rising with her blood pressure “you take your little boyfriend, and you play at being heroes, play at being the saviours. You are nothing” the venom in the word nothing is palpable, Bailey steps back, and Misha storms off.

In Bailey's mind, she knows that her best friend is a monster and that she will need to be dealt with but now is not that time.


		







	

Christina & Curtis



Laid on the table before her, Christina Wharton sees what is left of her father, mangled in amongst the remnants of a mechanism.

Curtis is stood opposite, his mask on, his swords all in scabbards on his back. She wonders who he fights for – but she also wonders if he even feels anything anymore.

Keith Wharton had donned a mechanised suit to hunt and kill PowerBorn; Christina had a rare ‘power’ that made her deathly sick around those with power.

Keith had died trying to do what he thought had been the right thing.

Curtis has four swords in the scabbards on his back, each with modified handles so he could use one of his powers, the ability to charge metal with elements – fire, ice and electricity – he breaks a lot of swords.

“What are these things attached to him” she indicates the large metallic objects that protrude from what is left of her father. Each is cut, severed from whatever it had been before.

Curtis touches a section of metal “it’s what’s left of the machine he built to hunt people like me. People like us.”

“So, dad was a monster?” The conflict obvious in her voice, but in her heart, she feels nothing but the rage of a vengeful child.

“Yes, but that isn’t the extent of it, a monster named Ophimus bought him back. And then again, he tried to take down those of us with power because he was searching for a ‘cure’ for your sickness.” She could hear in his voice the determination that their father’s death was the right course of action.

“A cure that you guys found?” Her voice carries accusatory venom.

Curtis pulls off his mask, revealing his scarred face, his left eye missing “do not assume that father would have stopped killing had he found the cure, or even that his ‘method’ wasn’t just his sickness rearing its ugly head.”

“He doesn’t deserve this” Christina sighs, she then stares at Curtis with rage in her eyes. “Why aren’t you angrier?”

“He tried to kill our kind. Regardless of if you loved him or not, he is a monster.” Curtis’s tone is unchanged, but he feels as though he may have to become more aggressive with her.

Perhaps in time, he will need to find someone to take her emotion away.

“Was” she corrects “he was a monster.”

“Sister, you cannot bare such anger, let it go.”

“No, I shall seek vengeance.”

“And what, sister, will that achieve?” Curtis indicates his father’s body “Father was so consumed by his anger that he failed to see what was happening all around him.”


		







	

Jean-Francois & Olivier



The lab is quiet, even with the steadily whirring machines and computers, the volume never exceeds a whisper. Jean-Francois is tinkering with a small motor – he had no idea what he intended to do with it, but it had begun its life as a part of a fan.

Now it sits exposed on his bench, as he fills his time, time that he has used chasing leads that seem to be running out...

“I found it!” another scientist, Olivier, runs into the lab, his eyes bright, his teeth cigarette stained, his hands trembling with sugar and caffeine buzz. “Jean-Francois, I found it!”

“Olivier!” Jean-Francois chuckles softly “breathe!”

“Sorry” Olivier smiles, he takes a second to calm himself then grins “I found a record, a dig request record of one Keith Wharton, now deceased. The indicators are that the dig was hush-hush and very heavily protected by this gentleman’s lawyers.

“Anyway, the dig occurred sometime in the eighties when Singh was little more than fresh meat out of college, so I did some digging, and it turns out he kept a journal!” Olivier is elated as he pulls a piece of paper from his pocket.

The drawing is of an object that looks mechanical, yet ancient “this is the device” he makes eye contact with his colleague “call our lawyers, we need to lift a gagging order!”


		







	

72



The flaming figure stands atop the building, rain splashes against the stone and asphalt. By its feet a man tries to stand, he is crying, pleading.

But the figure doesn’t care, doesn’t hesitate, reaching down, the flaming figure extends a hand that glows white hot, grabbing the man by the throat and roaring – an animal, violent, disturbed roar.

The man’s eyes begin to crackle, glowing with the damage of the flaming beings power “What are you?”

“The End.”


		







	

Chapter 2




		Jay & Liam



Stood at the edge of the graveyard plot, Jay looks at the temporary fitting for his brother. A small wooden plaque, whilst the ground ‘settles’ – Jay’s brother Dante had died at the hands of Ophimus. Even though it hadn’t been that long, it seemed somehow forever.

“Brother” he mutters. Jay had not been there, but he knew it the moment it had happened, he had sensed it, he had felt it.

Dante’s death was the thing that kept his dreams filled with what-ifs and rage, he could feel the tension building in his hands, in his spine. He could feel his heart thumping against his ribs.

“I am so sorry, I am so sorry I never got to say all the things I needed to say, I never got to put aside my responsibilities and help you, helping others came first, and I... I can’t take that back” Jay lowers his head.

He knows he has much more to say, but he becomes aware of the approaching presence.

“He was a good lad” the voice comes from behind.

Jay turns, he feels a flicker of guilt coming from this man, only a flicker though – Jay had realised in the last few days that his empathy wasn’t as clear as it had been before Ophimus.

Jay recognises the man, but for a few moments cannot recall the name “sorry, you are?”

“Liam, I knew your brother through the community project he headed last year.” The man is lying.

Jay can feel that this man is different, in as much as he is the same, Jay’s power isn’t just physical, it’s ethereal, he can sense the power of others, and he can sense this man’s power, he sighs.

He takes a moment to compose himself.

“I know what you are, I can feel you using your power to blur my memory, I know you.” Jay looks down at the floor.

It was like a cloud lifting, Jay wonders how difficult it was for this man to blur memories.

“Do you?” Liam frowns as if confused by this statement.

Jay looks at the man, and for a long moment is silent before finally admitting what he already sensed “Dad.”

Jay stares at this man, who is his mirror if funhouse mirrors could work that way. 

A man who he so feared growing into, a man who was neither a parent nor a role model. 

Jay knows he would one day be a better father than this man.

“Jason” Liam smiles “I am sorry I’ve been gone, but I need you to understand what I did, why I did it, and what I think you need to do...” Liam looks at the plaque “Doesn’t seem real, does it?”

“Why now?” Jay looks at Liam, knowing that his father is looking for something. Men who seek their children after long, selfish absences usually are.

“I’m dying, cancer.”

He had half expected this. What is it about nearly dying that made bad men suddenly find God or find empathy – when for so long they were apathetic at best.

Jay looks away, down, re-reads Dante’s plaque. He grinds his teeth a bit, then looks at his biological father “mum and my stepdad, they did enough of the work to never have needed you, that and I don’t owe you anything.”

Jay realises the anger and hurt he feels is his own, so often he feels and carries the emotions of others, that this experience is both new and strangely liberating. He could feel the rage bubbling up in his mouth.

“We have the same power Jay, the ability to find others with powers.”

Jay considers a million ways to use that statement as a way to lash out at his father, find anyone but your kids? But he cannot form the words, he worries letting his anger guide him might lead him down a darker path.

“You helped Singh? When he was searching for lab rats?” he asks instead, although he knows the answer already.

Liam sighs “yeah, and I know which ones he had in custody before he died. Most were kids, some were like that Ophimus – outcasts. Of the ones I knew, some were real cruel beasts, and some are really evil. Then there is Howard Lawson, who I think is in the custody of a group called ‘the human right’ they are looking for a cure.”

Jay looks at his father, a man with grey hair, haggard face and tired eyes, who in spite of these features looks as aggressive and dangerous as Jay knows he once was. “Who is Howard Lawson, and what has he got to do with anything?”

“Howard, well, it’s his power. They are trying to manipulate it, if he gets loose, well” Liam sighs, Jay can suddenly sense the tension in his biological father, seems the stress of everything that is happening has left Jay without full control over his gifts.

Liam cracks the knuckles on his left hand, then his right before continuing “I met Howard about three years back, he touched this rodent, like a hamster, only a little smaller. Soon enough the rodent’s hair all fell out, its teeth rotted in its mouth, it began to vomit, and when the poor little might had no more bile or food, it began to puke blood.”

Jay felt the genuine disgust Liam was experiencing in recalling this memory; so much that Jay too could taste the bitterness of bile in his mouth.

“Howard’s power is that he can cause incurable disease in any living thing he touches; ‘the human right’ intend to unleash him on the PowerBorn. But if I know Howard, he will destroy everything he can.” Liam looks at his son “I know the world seems dark to you now, but you must be the light it needs son, be ready for the choices, and trust your gut.”

“And what if I make the wrong choice?” Jay frowns “When Ophimus first emerged I tried to reason with him. Here you are a wraith of a past long since forgotten and I am just supposed to know what to do?”

“And for my absence I am sorry, but this isn’t the time to be having a crisis of faith!”


		







	

Winston & Sam



Winston is sat drinking his tea, an old boy in an ‘assisted living communal home’, which roughly translates to ‘old folk’s retirement village’.

Winston didn’t really expect to see much of anyone during the chaos, so when the knock came at his door, he called out “who is it?”

No reply, after a few seconds the knock comes again, this time more insistent. The insistent knock comes every few seconds, Winston stands and opens the door, fork in hand, stood before him is a shapely, sultry woman.

“My name is Samantha Cartwright, are you Winston Sidley?”

“That’s right” he opens the door, inviting her in, she smiles walks in, Winston glances at her buttocks as she walks past, at his age this was no less frowned upon, but he had learned that people were less likely to be overly offended “and what, Samantha Cartwright, can I do for you?” 

She turns smiles, pulls a snub-nosed revolver from her jacket, and meets Winston’s eyes, she shrugs, “I need to talk to you about ‘Ash Justice’ – I need to know everything you can tell me about him, please.”

“Lady, I have seen him on the news, I know little else.” He doesn’t react to the gun, he knows these kinds of threats all too well, she is trying to ruffle his feathers but poses no real threat.

She smiles “don’t lie to me Winston; I know he visits you; I tracked a phone that updates the Ash Justice website to this room.”

Winston chuckles “kids and their inter-web, eh? Alright,” he reaches into his pocket and takes out a phone “he approached me once, in his disguise, handed me this phone. I keep it charged and once in a while he calls me and asks that I update his face-space, or whatever, here have it” he hands the phone to Samantha, who holsters her pistol.

“The pistol was empty, I am not here to hurt him, I just need to talk to him” she seems sincere to Winston, the gun is to prevent him running away, not that he would have bothered.

“Then put out a call centre number or something, and don’t go around pointing guns at men with heart conditions!”


		







	

Ash



Ashley is loading the last of the boxes into the van, his body is still raring to go, but his mind is feeling a little tired, his phone begins to ring, he takes it from his pocket and looks at the screen, the caller ID reads ‘Winston’s emergency back-up’.

Ash presses the answer button “hello?”

“Winston isn’t hurt” the woman’s voice is sultry, knowing, and calm.

Ash feels a fluttering in his gut, the threat to Winston because of his identity was always there, but the older man had never complained: “Who is this?”

“My name is Samantha Cartwright, I work with a company called ‘the human right’, we are investigating you and your kind.” Her tone is even, flat, Ashley isn’t sure if she is threatening him or not.

“You say that like I’m an alien or something” Ashley chuckles.

“There are those who believe you might well be.” She pauses to let that sink in then continues “your powers make you a threat, but I am not the bad guy in this, I just need answers.”

Considering the intensity of his response he decides to play her game, for the moment at least “What kind of answers?”

“First, I want to meet you, come to Winston’s room now. I’ll be waiting.” The call disconnects, Ashley knows immediately that the woman is dangerous, even if her reasoning is logical, her determined tone strikes him as the kind to bring about danger.

He wonders for that moment if he should call Jay and the others go at her full force, but then he considers the impact of that. If he did, they too would be exposed, and as far as he knows she only knows about him, only wants him, at least in that respect he can protect others too.


		







	

Jay & Bailey



Jay is sat in Bailey’s bedroom, the house is buzzing with noise because dozens of neighbours are downstairs, working together to help those who have lost out. The town’s families are left in tatters and homes left desolate in the centre.

Jay knows he has been lucky, luckier than some anyway. His mind wanders back to Dante, his heart sinks at the loss of his brother, but he needs to focus.

Liam showing up now, after all this time, seems a little strange, but also gives him answers he has always needed, like that his birth father is clearly a coward. To think that this was their first interaction for so many years and it was mostly done at arm’s length.

He takes the piece of paper from his pocket, the remnant of his brother, the last message or note he is aware of his brother writing. It is maybe two A4 size pieces of paper, but whatever it was, whatever it is, Dante had thought enough of it to jot it down.

Jay wonders if his brother had seen portents of his own demise, he wonders if his brother was able to predict such accurate information.

Jay had barely scratched the surface in terms of how much of his own power he could use or understand, but he knew, in some small way, Dante was unafraid. 

He knew that if his brother had seen his own death, he would not try to avoid it.

Although part of him hoped that he would see his brother again one day.

Bailey enters the room, and Jay feels his pulse quicken. He realises in the back of his mind that he is desperate to kiss her but now is not that moment.

He doesn’t know for certain that she reciprocates his feelings; his empathic abilities are slightly off-kilter since his brother’s untimely death.

“What’s that?” she asks indicating the folded paper.

“Shopping list” Jay smiles then pockets it “strange how such a tiny thing can seem so massively redundant so quickly.” He didn’t know why, but he felt this letter would be a private affair, that or he simply wasn’t ready to let the last message go.

“I know the local bakeries are open and handing out free bread and water to the worst affected. It seems strange that this incident has really brought people together” she turns the radio on, Chris Isaak’s ‘Wicked Game’ is playing, she smiles. 

Without saying a word, she looks at Jay, rests her wrists on his neck, hands behind his head, she looks deep into his eyes.

He feels his spine tingle, butterflies in his stomach and a yearning in his heart. She sings the words to the song softly, resting her brow against his, he closes his eyes. 

As one they stand, his arms around her waist, they slowly rock, a close, private dance. The size of everything past, the moment sinks into silence, the music a distant stranger.

“I know you’re hurting” she whispers into his ear “but I will wait for you.” She moves her head back, smiles with all the warmth of a lover and a friend. “I want you to know that I choose you, above all the chaos and hurt, you are the one I want”.

“You’re the one for me,” he smiles “but I am all kinds of broken right now, I want us to be something special, but I can’t promise that yet.” His phone rings, he takes it from his pocket and looks at the screen ‘Ashley’ he answers.

“I’ve been contacted by Samantha Cartwright” he speaks before Jay can reply “something doesn’t feel right about her man, but she’s at Winston’s place.”

“I’ll meet you there” Jay replies, then terminates the call “the Cartwright woman, she’s up to something. I’m honestly terrified that something is coming – I want you to establish contact with all the others, even Misha, and I want them to establish a check-in system. If my hunch is correct, then this Samantha woman is dangerous.”

“Why are you so sure she’s a threat?”

Jay meets Bailey’s eyes “because my father came to warn me.”
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