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For Ines.

	For keeping me afloat.


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.
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Prologue:

	The siege spills from building to building, citizens screaming, running for their lives, 72 stands, flames flickering from their body, power surging up into the air, 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.

	It charges its shield to full capacity in a moment, 72 reaches forward, a hand of flame reaching through the field and grabbing the mech by the metal chassis. The machine kicks and spasms but the flame quickly engulfs it.

	“Tell me 72, does this end here?” the voice was not familiar to 72, but the power was, the power is like that 72 had felt before years ago, the raw untapped potential of the original powerline. 72 turns to face a figure unknown.

	“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 drawn to the surface, the very ground begins to tremble.

	 

	 


Revelation.



	



	1

	Sat at a desk, looking out over the city, Omani Singh sits back, the window is as wide as the city, the lights of the houses and streets give the street power that cannot be felt, more a visual awe. The door opens and a figure walks in, Omani glances over and smiles.

	“Mr Singh” the young woman smiles, her eyes are bright “I applied for the internship and...”

	“Miss Le Roux, do you know what genetic mutation is?” Singh knows she doesn’t, it wasn’t in the application requirements. His tone is harsh, almost dictatorial. 

	He enjoys the act of making those less intelligent than him bask in his genius, even if what he is asking isn’t complicated, even if he knows it is that she is not prepared.

	She blushes as she extends her hand and he does not reciprocate, “No” she averts her gaze for a moment, corrects her hair, then looks back up at Singh. “Should I?”

	“Over the next few years, I will be doing trials on up to 500 new patients, trials in genetic restructuring. This is with the intent of weeding out cancer cells, and genetic anomalies like autism and even dementia.” He opens a draw on his desk and takes out a large bottle of whiskey and two tumblers. “Because I believe the human condition is too flawed to be left unchecked.”

	He places one glass on the side of the table nearest her, and pours a large helping of whiskey, he then places the second glass near himself and fills the glass – almost to the rim.

	“What I am about to tell you is incredible, in that is both what we’ve always known, but also that it shatters all we know of faith and religion.” He drains the glass in one and sighs “if I were to hand you Pandora’s box, right now, what would you do with it?”

	“I would protect it, and the world from it” she smiles, as if she had always expected the question. He smiles, refills his glass, and drains it again.

	“Okay, Hayley, tell me about your power” Singh smiles “I know you have one, even if you don't really understand it.”

	“I can create flowers from my body” Hayley sits back and opens her hand; a single white rose forms in the palm of her hand.

	Singh places down his glass and claps sincerely “that is incredible, my girl” he fidgets happily in his seat, he chuckles and nods “so, let me tell you about my project, I am working towards a world where powers like yours aren’t seen as a curse or taboo.

	“I am working towards a world where all PowerBorn are equal and all humans are PowerBorn, where you could use that gift of yours to fullest effect, a world where people with gifts are not freaks, where disease can be cured at will.”

	“I have to admit, that would be incredible” Hayley smiles with warmth and honesty – Singh sighs and takes out a folder.

	“Working on a string of formula calculations I have had 63 candidates who have been part of this process.”

	“How many do you intend to work on?”

	“I have scheduled another 8, bringing me to 71 candidates, I would then like to try new things from 72 onwards. This would allow me to comprehensively adjust the genomes I am using.”

	“Fair enough” smiling she opens the paperwork “what would I need to do with these patients?” Her eyes move from the words and pictures of the patient files to Singh, who looks assured, alert, yet something in his eyes...

	“I want you to get to know some of them, talk to them, get to know what makes them tick, also going forward I would like to see you involved in screening for potential subjects.” He moves to her and takes the file “we need to know if psychology affects the power, the gift as it were.”

	“Or if the host would cope being reborn as a monster?” Even as she asks the question, she knows that he is restraining a smile, either he is very impressed with her pertinence, or something else is at play.

	“Well yes, we don't want people to have power who could be a threat.”

	~~~

	Hayley walks into the main ward, her eyes wide with excitement, her heart quickening to see others practising their powers safely. Fire here, ice there, one man covering himself entirely in lizard like scales.

	In the corner she sees a man who has a long, sad face. The others don't seem to notice him, and he doesn't seem to be enjoying his surroundings.

	When she walks over to him, he looks up and then down again. His eyes are dark, his face is tough and aggressive, his faces is a shield rather than a threat.

	“My name is Hayley” a smile and extended hand do not deter the disgruntled man “what is your name?” after a few seconds of inaction she retracts her extended hand and smiles again, warmly, and persistently.

	“I am dying” the man grunts, his face doesn't change, his voice gruff as if he must smoke excessively “but I can see we’re alike” he holds his hand up, and a single ball of light flickers from his palm, he smirks, his shield slips for a moment as a sincere warmth passes into his eyes. “Tell me girly, what can you do?”

	“I can generate flowers from my body” she sits beside him; a small vine creeps from her wrist around her hand and then fades. “And what exactly is the light you generate?”

	The old man smiles, looking down at his hands, which trembles “a remnant of who I was, only thing I remember was a blinding red flash, and being desperate to protect someone, then waking up in a riverbed a number of years ago, nothing much else” the light flickers on and off.

	Hayley smiles “my powers manifested about a year ago, I was so angry at someone, they could have been anyone really, I had just lost my dad... why am I telling you this?”

	“It is part of my power, we are all so much more than we realise, as if the world we live in is ever changing and ever growing, I can sense people’s emotions and their powers too, it is part of what makes me, me.”

	Intrigued she looks at him, a smile on his old face “What’s your name?”

	“Everyone calls me John, but that’s because no one really knows who I am.” He smiles thumbing a small red shard in his hands “when I woke up in that lakebed, I was so afraid, so lost. The funny thing is, I only had this on my person, it was dug into my thigh, I held onto it because I didn’t know what it was...

	“I didn’t know then that I was John Doe, a nobody, a nothing, a spectre trapped in a world I knew nothing about – took the doctors a long time to separate the memories from the reflexes, like my ability to speak English” he hold out the shard “maybe my story was once told, but since I woke, I felt incomplete, as if... part of me was elsewhere”

	Hayley takes the red shard in her hand; it is about the size of a penknife. It is cold, and almost feels like it is alive, but not, as if it is powerful, but hollow all at once.

	“Tell me, Hayley, do you ever have dreams you can’t explain?”

	“All the time” she smiles, returning the shard to John who nods.

	“Then I guess we will speak again.”

	~~~

	“This is Vance Murdock” Singh points at the glass partition, the man sat at the desk is a large, tattooed man “he has no powers, no potential, and I think he is ideal for the evolutionary step we are considering.”

	“So, is he the first I will be conversing with?”

	“Yes” Singh strokes Hayley’s hair back away from her face “you are going to meet him by chance, live with him for a little while and see if he is our 72”.

	“I thought you had others first?”

	“We do, but the formula for those is moving beyond what we were anticipating, we have a special idea in mind for 72” He hands Hayley Vance's file “He is earmarked for a new batch, one we think will change everything we know about power”.

	“Okay, where will I find him?” she takes the file.

	“His haunts and hangouts are in that file, along with his gym, his businesses etc. everything you could ever need to know about the guy.”

	“So, if you know who he is, why do you need me to get to know him?”

	“I know his habits, I know his likes, dislikes, but that is what he portrays to mankind, not who he is, if he is as he seems, excellent, but it is always better to know how people react, how they behave in private.”

	~~~

	“Vance!”

	The oafish figure sits up in bed, Vance rubs the nights gunk from his eyes. He slumps off of the edge of the bed and walks to the door.

	When he opens the door Ms. Sanders is stood before him, she looks down at his yellow stained pants.

	“You are a vulgar man” she rolls her eyes, he smiles awkwardly, grunts, and clenches his hand which pops and cracks loudly in his joints.

	“Ms. Sanders” he sighs leaning his left hand on the door frame “I am not in the mood to be beaten, I told you, it isn't my kink.”

	“Mr. Murdock you are behind on rent.”

	“Everything is rent” Vance grumbles “I am a day late chick.”

	“For the eighth month running” the spittle from her mouth hits Vance’s stomach “you will pay me Friday or so help me...” she turns and walks off, Vance sighs and turns to get dressed in clean clothes, his body aching from too much booze the night before.

	“She always so tough?” a voice asks behind him, he turns to face the young woman in the hallway “Hayley Le Roux” the girl smiles, she glances at Vance’s pants, then back up to Vance’s face.

	“Vance Murdock” his smile is disinterested, but she shakes his hand, and he smiles at how soft her skin feels “can I clean up, get dressed and us do this again?”

	~~~

	Hayley is sat on a bench in the street outside the apartment building, Vance comes out, dressed in jeans and a baggy t-shirt. Vance’s form was neither cut from granite, not chubby, but he wore clothes that seemed to make him look more drifter than big man.

	For someone so big, and so obviously strong, Vance carried himself with a calm, removed persona, although he also strikes Hayley as disinterested in general. Perhaps he, like John, had create this disinterest and appearance as a shield.

	“So, you are moving in?” he asks the obvious question first, Hayley smiles, his face is tired, his eyes betray his hangover.

	“Yeah, Imogen... Ms. Sanders, was just showing me the abandoned flat on the fifth floor” she pats the bench next to her, with a shrug Vance sits down, she had imagined that he would have an unpleasant aroma, however he smiles faintly of some generic aftershave or other, she realised that he maybe had made an effort to impress the pretty girl.

	“My friend Raye lived there for a bit” he shrugs, his frame is awkward, almost in a perpetual shrug “she met a guy, they have a nicer place now, don’t really speak much to her bloke.”

	“I guess you don’t speak to many people?” Hayley smiles, trying to make eye contact, but Vance is fidgeting away on the bench, drumming his thumbs against his thighs.

	“People? Nah, give me a dog to speak to and I am happy” for the first time she sees a brief flash of genuine kindness, he likes dogs.

	Smiling she realises that Vance’s tone is hypnotic, calm, collected, as if he is constantly controlling everything he needs to say and filtering out any other noise. He is far smarter than his appearance my offer.

	She places a hand on his thigh, both to assure him that she meant no ill will, and to steady his fidgeting “what plans do you have for today, Vance?”

	~~~

	Vance drove in silence, Hayley sat watching his tattooed, awkward hands as he negotiated the steering wheel and gear stick.

	The music playing on his stereo was a mix of classic rock tunes and punk. In her mind she could see that this big man was more than his withdrawn personality and deliberate down-dressing could say.

	As they pulled into the car park, though she didn’t think he was serious, she could now see that he was, indeed, serious.

	Stepping in through the gated section she could hear the hush – Vance opens the first padlock; he glances at her.

	“Ready?” he waits for to nod and then steps back. A golden retriever bounds past him and turns leaps up; he ruffles the dog with a big grin on his face.

	He fusses the dog and the dog licks at his face with boisterous glee. This was the most honest Vance had been, as if the world was undeserving of his honesty, but this dog, this dog was his best friend.

	“This old girl is Bessie” he smiles “she is my main woman, and most ladies who meet me can’t understand that, but I love dogs more than people.” Bessie bounds off to do her business, Vance looks over at Hayley “dogs don’t look at me and see a monster, they look at me and hope for love, and I happened to be quite good at that.”

	Hayley smiles, looking from Bessie to Vance and back “so you work at a dog shelter?”

	“Own, I own I dog shelter, sold my first car and blew my inheritance, but all that was worth it to give dogs like my girl a home” he smiles and kneels to fuss Bessie when she returns.

	“How do you afford the flat?”

	He smiles “I have an evening job, I tend bar, no one gives me trouble” Bessie offers up her belly for affection, Vance smiles brighter and obliges “she was so ill when I found her last year, she was malnourished, riddled with ticks, and still looked at me with eyes filled with hope”.

	He looks up to Hayley, who smiles “you aren’t as you appear.”

	“You know, that is true of most dogs too.”

	~~~

	Seventeen dogs fed, cleaned, played with, loved, in equal vigour and honesty. Vance sits with Hayley on the floor in the field with Bessie laying with her head on his lap.

	The sun is setting Hayley feels tired, but in her heart she feels uplifted. She looks at Vance who is sipping water from a sports bottle.

	“This places is incredible” even as she says it, she knows that he doesn't need the praise, he is doing this because it is who he is, not for any other reason.

	He shakes his head “it isn’t enough” he looks at her “you’re a pretty lass, tell me, what did you see when you saw me? Like honestly, what did you think?”

	“The tattoos and the size, maybe the stains” she laughs, embarrassed.

	He nods “thanks for the honesty” she realises he has a handsome smile “my tattoos are from an old me, they are reminders, my size has always been an issue.

	“When I was a kid, everyone wanted to pick a fight with me, I just wanted left alone, I know what I could do to someone if I lost control – but they always pressed, so I ...”

	She holds his hand “you can say.”

	“I beat this one kid to within an inch of his life, did time in juvie over it, got onto drugs, tats, fights. I wasn’t me, not really, like an out of body experience...

	“Then a few years back, when I was in my early twenties, I jammed a metal bar into a kids gut with his kid sister in the car he crashed into the lake.... I think he died, his sister survived, I did a couple of years for manslaughter, got
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